SARA JUST ISN'T HERSELF TODAY
It'sa dream, she assured hersdf. You're having a dream—

She pressed fingers to her aching temples and felt unfamiliar, thick tendrils of hair falling on either sde
of her face. With asharp shriek she sprang to her feet, frightened that her short dark hair had turned into
amedusas nest of snakes.

She pinched herself, hoping shed wake up. But al the action did was draw her atention to her
dender arm and the deeve of afaded blue blouse. She recognized neither the deeve nor the arm wearing
it.
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Chapter 1

Some things are harder to accept than others, magic rings, for example.
"The mail never comes thisearly," Sarasaid as she met the maillman at her door.

Hejust smiled and nodded and handed her atattered padded envelope covered in foreign stamps.
Shetook it inside and ripped it open in her front halway. The package held aletter written on stiff paper,
and asmdl box.

Saraopened the box. Insde wasasmall silver ring set with a cabochon-cut citrine stone. It wasa
pretty thing. The yelow-orange stone glowed in the sunlight as she held it up in front of her hall window.
Theintricate slver knotwork pattern was delicate and graceful. She recognized it, of course. It wasa
replicaof the legendary Bartholomew Ring.

The early morning air was stifling even for an August heat wave, but the ring was cool to the touch. It
seemed to vibrate. Saracould dmost imagineit giving off waves of energy. What she wasimagining, she
knew, were dl the wondrous tales of the ring she'd heard as a child. The Bartholomew Ring was an
important part of Bororavian folklore.

She dipped on the ring—it was a perfect fit—and picked up the letter. The handwriting was familiar,
rather like her own, but gill hard to read. It didn't help that the language was Bororavian.

It wasn't that she didn't know the language. Sort of. She hadn't been the best of students. Bororavian
was acombination of Romany and Lithuanian. It was adifficult bastard language at best, and it dso didn't
help that the first person actually to study it had been a Chineselinguist. Unfprtunately Sara spoke it more
often than sheread it, and she didn't speak it al that often. She squinted at the writing and did her best to



decipher it.

"Thishasto beajoke," she said aoud after shed worked her way through the first improbable
sentence. The sentence had stated that sheld sent the ring to hersdlf. "Either my trandation'sway off, or
we're dealing with apractical joke here. Probably Dad'sidea of apractica joke," she concluded, and
went on to finish reading the | etter.

By the time she was finished she had eyestrain, and was convinced her father's sense of humor was
the only possible explanation. The head of the family, was, after dl, on vacation in the old country. There
were Bororavian slamps dl over the envelope.

Hed probably found areplicaof the Bartholomew Ring in amuseum gift shop, she decided. Then he
had someone write this | etter about alegacy from her to herself that must be ddlivered on August
twenty-fourth or dire consequencesfor al Bororaviawould follow. "'Useit wisely and no harm will befall
the souls of the Heroes of the Revolution!" Whatever that means. Y ou're putting me on, right, Dad?"

Sararubbed ahand through her short black hair. She didn't know what was wrong with her. It was
just aharmlessjoke.

"Honestly. Grandpanever should have let you run away and join acircus—even if it wasasan
accountant, and it was Grandpas circus. Y ou've got odd ideas about what's humorous, Dad. Thanksfor
the present, though," she added with afond glance toward his photo. A trick of sunlight made her think
for amoment that her father's bright blue eyestwinkled at her in response.

Outside along blast of car horn sounded. The noise startled her, but brought her back to the real
world. Therea world had aholiday in it today, she remembered happily. She'd been looking forward to
the Renaissance Faire dl summer. Checking her watch she saw that Nancy was actualy ontime.

"Tak about strange occurrences.”

Thering was il firmly settled on her right ring finger when she hurried out to the car.
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August twenty-fourth. Sarawas unable to get her mind off the letter. What was important about
August twenty-fourth? Which was today. She checked her watch. Two p.m., August twenty-fourth,
to be exact. Funny the ring should arrive on the day the letter said was al-important. Her trandation was
probably completely wrong.

All day shefdt strange, out of synch with theworld. Shetried to ignoreit, tried to enjoy the fair, but
the feding wouldn't go away.



The crowd wasthick. The staff and performers, dressed in Elizabethan finery, were far outhumbered
by the casudly dressed tourists swarming through the lanes lined with trees and gaudily decorated
booths. Ddlicious aromas from the food stalls mixed with hested dust in the il air. The noise of the
crowd, the calls and jests of the entertainers reached her ears with afaraway, muffled quaity. Everything
was dulled by the het.

The sun was amean yellow dot in the cloudless blue sky. Thefoliage hung beaten and limp al over the
wooded fair site. The humans weren't faring any better, except that they had sunblock, while the trees
just had to stand around and take it. It had grown from a stifling morning to aroasting afternoon, and
every inch of available shade was crowded with hot fairgoers. Saras sense of timewastotdly distorted.
She knew sheld been at thefair for hours, but she kept catching hersdlf glancing in surprise a her watch.
It was aways earlier or |ater than she thought.

Sarasqueezed her way through the crowd, emerging in agrassy circular field at the very center of the
fair. She was supposed to meet Nancy here, underneath the twenty-foot-high wooden statue of adragon
inthe middle of thefield. She was early, and Nancy, having last been spotted as she disappeared into a
lane of clothes shops, wasn't likely to be on time. Saralooked around the crowded circle, not a spot of
shade to be found anywhere. As she swiped swesat-soaked bangs off her forehead she concluded that
roasting herefor half an hour wasn't worth it. She headed up one of the paths that radiated away from the
fidd like the spokes of awhed!.

She made her way uphill against the flow of foot traffic, then down agentle dope to atree-bordered
glade. A row of gaily painted gypsy wagons formed ahaf-circle at one end. Music from aguitarist and
drummer in Middle Eastern costumesfilled the hot air with exotic music. A trio of belly dancers gyrated
on the stage, layered skirtsflying, coin-heavy belts jingling with their sensuous movements. The sweeting
audience was clapping and shouting in appreciation.

Severd colorful tents stood to one side of the gypsy camp, their canvas walls painted with mystical
symbols. The tents were shaded by a pair of imposing oaks. Saramade for the shade of the trees, leaned
back against the rough bark of one of the oaks, closed her eyes, and listened to the music. Sheignored
the heat, her own indescribable fedlings, the dust, and the thousands of people around her. Shelet herself
be carried away by the music. Guitar music, the most beautiful sound in the world.

She didn't cometo the gypsy camp looking for gypsies, there weren't any. If she wanted gypsies she
had the mgjority of the Twin Cities Bororavian Rom population written down in her address book. She
was related to most of them.

She came to the camp year after year for the music. The Renaissance Faire drew some of the best
musiciansin the Midwest to play at the camp. Despite years of dedicated practice Saradidn't consider
hersdf amusician. She wastoo shy about her playing to perform in public. She was a pretty good
accountant, if not exactly in love with the work. What she redlly wanted to be when she grew up wasa
guitar hero. Maybein her next life, she sometimestold hersdf. Thistime around she would just
concentrate on her lessons and enjoy other people's performances.



As she happily listened her callused fingers flexed surreptitioudy. She played air folk guitar dong with
the dancers accompanist, working out the chord changes by ear.

Too bad I'll never be able to make the transition to playing in public, shethought wistfully.

“Why not?"

'‘Cause I'm not good enough.

"I find your lack of self-confidence hard to believe."

She hadn't thought she'd spoken aloud. In the midday heat a cold shiver crept over Saras flesh.

She swung her head around sharply.

"Who said that? Who's there?"

Shewas done. She couldn't see anyone close enough to overhear anything she might have said out
loud, especidly with dl the noise going on around her.

Must be someone in the tent, she concluded. She wasn't hearing voices, shetried to reassure hersdlf.
Not disembodied voices, anyway. Maybe she had heatstroke.

Just remember, she reminded hersdlf, therés alwaysalogica explanation.

"l quite agree.”

Shedidn't know where the voice was coming from but she thought it was best just to ignoreit. Maybe
the best thing would be for her to get away from the tents where the joker was lurking. She'd aready had
enough jokes today. The music was ending anyway, in time to meet Nancy. She checked her watch. Her
hand felt heavy as shelifted her arm, as though the ring had taken on weight. It had to be the hest.
Maybe she needed some sdlt tablets.

She turned to head back up the hill, but the crowd leaving the gypsy camp blocked the path. Cut off
from making quick progress, she sidled her way around the edge of the throng to pass between the tents.
She wasn't watching where she was going. As she stepped around the front of atent she ran smack into
athick pole, bumping her nose and forehead. The impact was hard enough to set the wooden signboard
at thetop of the pole swinging.



"Q/v!”

Saranearly screamed as the shadow of alarge hand crossed in front of her face. She looked up
quickly, heart racing, only to discover that the hand was a painted plywood cutout, a signboard
announcing Sybil's PAmidry in degant gothic script.

A woman in flounced skirts and a paidey headscarf emerged from the tent just as Saramumbled,
“ Gajo nongnse”

Thefake gypsy's head came up sharply. Her hand snaked out to grasp Sara's arm as she turned
away. "What did you say? Who are you caling agajo?" she asked inindignant Romany.

Saraswung back around, and in abrief fit of dizziness said, "Excuse me, I —MdaRagko?" she
exclamed as she recognized the exoticdly dressed fortune teller; she was used to seeing her in suits.
"What'sared Rom doing in the gypsy camp?'

The high school math teacher and pillar of the Twin Cities Bororavian community gave an e egant
shrug. Then she adjusted her off-the-shoulder blouse to compensate for considerable dippage over her
large bosom.

"A jokeon the gajos, en?' she asked. In English, but with athick accent she must have borrowed
from an old movie. "I've got kidsin college," shewent on in her norma voice. "My grandmataught me
pamistry when | waslittle. So | decided the skill could help me earn some extraincome. Comein,” she
invited. "I've got iced teaiin the cooler."

Malathrew asour look over the fairgrounds. Sara's glance followed the fortune teller's. Everything
was obscured as dust and heat radiated up off the ground in shimmering waves. Sarawiped the back of
her hand across her burning eyes. The dust and dense air wasredly getting to her.

"Businessisdow today," Mdaadded, disappearing inside, holding the flap open for Sarato enter.

It looked coal in the tent. Pain was shooting from the spot where her forehead had hit the wood. She
gill fdt alittle dizzy. The crowd noise was scraping againgt her nerves. The thought of aplaceto Stand a
cold drink sounded wonderful. Besides, she hadn't seen anyone from the old neighborhood for severa
months. She looked at her hand, and got the odd impression the little orange stone was preening in the
bright sunlight. She dived in after Maa

Thetent held afoot-high round table covered in abrown-and-red paidey cloth, piles of velvet and
tapestry pillows spread on afake Persian rug, and a cooler covered by a patchwork quilt. Malatook out
two cans of iced tea and handed oneto Sara.



"I've got aproblem,” Saraannounced as she settled onto a pile of pillows acrossthelittle table from
Mda. No, she didn't, she corrected herself, she had acrazy father. "Thisring arriv—"

"Show meyour pam.”

"It'smy crazy dad."

"He's not crazy, he's ahistory nut. No one knows more about the history of Bororavia and the Heroes
of the Revolution than your father,” Maareminded her. ™Y our hand.”

"Tel me about it. He went and named me after one of them. Not that there's that much to know,
redlly, other than names and afew scraps of evidence. And legends, lots of legends.”

"All of which your father knows and has passed on to you."

"S0?" Saraheld one pam out for Maato study. The other she pressed to the lump forming on her
forehead. "I've got such aheadache. Heroes of the Revolution, indeed,” she added sarcadticaly. "I
wonder what Saraand Lewis Morgan wereredly like?"

"Heroes"

"Of the Revolution," Saraadded automaticaly. "But | wonder what they redly did to become heroes?
All weredly know isthat they existed. The stories say the lady | was named after saved the Boravatribe
and freed the nation from the mad duke."

Malalooked up briefly. "That'snot dl shedid.”

"No," Saraagreed. " She a so wrote economics treatises and invented rock and roll. If the stories are
to be believed.”

"Don't you bdlieve them?'

"I'velived with them dl my life, but 1'd like some documentation.”

"Then why don't you research it yourself?* Maaquestioned. Y our father would like that. Hmm.
Interegting.”

Saraconsdered Mala's suggestion. Her father was probably digging through dusty Bororavian
archives even asthey spoke, but Dad wasn't likely to bring any objectivity to the search. He wasn't going



to like anything that contradicted hislong-held beliefs. Now, if shetook acrack at documenting the
Heroes of the Revolution she might bring some unbiased insight to the records. Or at least turn up enough
scanda ous materid for asteamy televison movie. She chuckled. Dad wouldn't likethat at dl, but turning
up abit of scanda might be afair exchangefor his practica joke.

"You know," shesaidto Maa, "l wish | could. I wish | had six months free to do the research about
what reglly happened back in 1811. I'd start in London and go al the way to Bororavia. Follow their trail
and find out what redlly happened. What'sinteresting?' she added, finally reacting to the palm reader's
last comment.

Maawhistled meaningfully, then cleared her throat. "Interesting,” she repested.

"Mada, why areyou looking likethat?"

Mala perused the lines of Saral's palm some more. Her hand felt like atalon around Sara'swrist.
Findly shesaid, "Y ou're about to go on along journey.” Shelooked up quickly to intercept Sara's
skeptica look. "No, redly," sheingsted. "Adventure, romance, long life, many children. I've never seen

anything likeit."

Saratook her hand back and looked critically at her palm. The lines seemed blurred to her. "Maybe it
just needsironing.”

Mala chuckled, the sound faintly nervous. " Or an expensive hand cream. Nicering,” she added.

Saraheld it up so the fortune-telling math teacher could get a better view. "L ook familiar?" A tickling
sensation ran up her arm from her ring finger. It felt asif thering were purring. She gritted her tegth.

"Lookslike the ring. I've seen pictures of the Bartholomew Ring from the museum.”

"Theletter that camewithit dlaimsit is the Bartholomew Ring. | think my dad—"

"That'sit?' Maasvoicewasfull of believing reverence.

"I don't think—"

"It'smagicd, you know."

"I know, but—"



"A wishring. You must makeawish,"” Maaannounced.

"Mugt 1?7

"Yes" It was adefinitive satement.

Sarafdt asif she were back in algebra classwhere Mrs. Rgjko was not one to be argued with. "What
do I wish for?'

"Whatever you most want,” was her emphatic answer.

What did she want? Sarawondered. What did people wish for? She used to want alittle sister, but
Mom wouldn't go for that at thispoint in her life. Other than lack of sblings she had dmost everything she
desired. A home, awonderful family, anice butt. She was employed and doing just fine. She supposed
she could wish to be the greatest guitarist in the world, but somehow that seemed like chegting. Did she
redly believe this suff? No. But there was no harm in wishing.

"Sart with something traditiond,” Madasuggested.

"Wish for what?' Saraquestioned. "To find my own true love?’

Asthe words were spoken the voice sheld heard earlier ingnuated itsdlf into her mind, sounding bored
and sarcadtic. "'l knew that would be next."

"What?'

"What?' Malaechoed.

Theword rang in Saras head as the pain from the bump suddenly became sharply intense. She heard
avoice, whispering just on the edge of hearing, yet insstent enough to drown out the sounds outside the
little tent. She saw faces|ooming up out of nowhere; ablack cat, ablue-eyed fox, astunningly attractive
man. Theimages blended until the human onefilled her mind. She could clearly make out atriangle of
sharp chin and high cheekbones below awing of night-black hair held out of hiseyesby awidered
headband. Eyes. Brilliant, inteligent blue eyes, sooty added, uptilted, framed by heavy black lashes. He
sought—soft-footed as a cat, wily as afox—something, someone. Her. Huh? What?

Why on earth was the tent spinning a about warp ten? Who was caling her? Why did it sound so far
avay?

Someone nearby said, "Stay here. I'll get the medics.”



Stay here. She couldn't move. Sheld hit her head. Sheld just hit her head. Dizzy. It felt asif someone
were sucking on her toes. Sheliked it. Fdt asif gravity were getting very fresh with her. Pulling her ...

Where was she going?

The citrinetwinkled. She could fedl it twinkle. "How about,” it suggested sonily, 18117

Chapter 2

The world smelled bad; worse than bad. The world smdled horrible. The noise outside the tent was
louder, more rude and raucous somehow. Saradidn't fed right. She didn't fed ill, but she definitely felt
different.

When she opened her eyes she found the world was a darker place than she remembered. Maybe the
blow on her forehead had affected her eyes. And her nose? Phew! What was that smell? Sort of like
dead fish and sulfur and horse dung and—her somach gave a dangerous warning lurch—and Sara
decided to give up cataloguing scents.

"Just breathe through your mouth and try not to think abouit it," the familiar, unnatura voice advised.
"Youll getusedtoitintime.”

I'm still hallucinating, Sarathought, reaching up to rub her temples.

Unlike Maas colorful, lightweight tent, this one was made of heavy canvas. The shape and Size were
different aswell. Wasthisthefirst-aid tent? Who had moved her? How long had she been out?

She was covered by an old quilt. Shethrew it off and got shakily to her feet.
"Where'd these clothes come from?"

The words hadn't come from the disembodied, halucinatory voice thistime, but from her. Sheld
spoken, but the voice was not hers. Thisvoice was lighter, younger, with adistinct accent.

Saraput ahand on her throat. "What isthe matter with me?'
"Y ou're about Six inches shorter, for onething.”

Saradropped with shock, landing on the bunched-up quilt. She looked around. Thiswasnot a
first-aid tent, it looked like someone's untidy, crowded home. The quilt was part of abedroll. Therewere



clothes hung on acentra tent pole. A battered wooden chest took up much of the tent's small space.

It's a dream, she assured hersdf. You're having a dream—

“Yourenot."

Calm down. Ignore the voice. It's part of the dream. The worst part. Like being haunted. | don't
believe in ghosts. Has a ghost started to believe in me?

She pressed fingersto her aching temples and fdlt thjck tendrils of hair falling on either sde of her face.
With asharp shriek she sprang back to her fet, frightened that her short dark hair had turned into a
medusa's nest of snakes.

"l don't want to know," she said, her stranger's voice no more than a dry whisper.

"Therésamirror inthe chest. Y ou might aswdl get onwithit."

She pinched herself, hoping she'd wake up. But al the action did was draw her atention to her
dender arm and the deeve of afaded blue blouse. She recognized neither the deeve nor the arm wearing
it.

Rather than think about having anew body, a new voice, and being in astrange place, Saragingerly
fingered the materia of the blouse. It didn't hold her attention for long. Curiosity inexorably drew her to
look at her hand instead. It was the sort of hand she'd dways wanted. The pam was narrow, the fingers
exceptiondly long. Shefound hersaf holding her hands up in front of her face. She flexed them
cautioudly, then rubbed her thumbs across her pams and fingertips.

"Beautiful," she said with awed wonder- "A guitarist's hands.”

"Pickpocket's hands," the intruding voice chimed in.

Sarajumped. She would have dropped the handsif they hadn't been attached to her. All her
confusion shifted into anger.

"Who are you?' she demanded. "Where are you?"'

"Not awho, awhat. | wasright in front of your face amoment ago. Got any more wishes?' the voice
added sarcadtically.



In front of her face? She held her hands back up. She saw the citrine-and-silver ring. Thering. Saras
ring. The Bartholomew Ring. It wasthe red thing after dl. She glared at the narrow slver band, her anger
30 hested she hoped to melt the delicate knot-work design.

"What did | wish for? To go crazy?'

And why was she ydling a a piece of jewelry? she wondered. Because apart of her was il trying to
deny this odd situation. She'd gotten abump on her head, maybe heatstroke. If she was lucky thiswas
just ahdlucination.

"If you hurry, you'l be able to catch your own true love's next performance.”

"What?'

"Y ou did wish to meet your own truelove.”

Saragestured wildly around the unfamiliar surroundings. "But 1 didn't meaniit!”

"Isthat my fault?' the ring questioned.

Sara sputtered indignantly, then subsided into silence, unable to believe shewas carryingona
conversation with amagic ring. Shefdt so, so ridiculous. No. Shefdlt. . . brand new. Not out of her
mind, out of hersdf. Which made no—

"You should hurry.”

Saraignored the voice. She scurried across the tent to the wooden chest. Thelid lifted with abrassy
creak. A smél of dried herbs and wool assailed her nogtrils. Her newly long fingers fumbled through
layersof old clothes until she came acrossadingy square of slvered glass. Shelifted the mirror gingerly,
not trusting her own grasp. She was afraid of what she'd see, but she had to know. She took a deep
breath, and held the glass up before her face.

The eyes shelooked at hersaf with were blacker than night. So was the curling mass of hair framing
the exoticaly featured ova face. The smal but full-lipped mouth was open in surprise. The eyeswerethe
wrong shape and color, much larger than her own eyes, but Sara saw herself looking out of them. She
aso knew the lovely stranger's face. She wasn't astranger; shewas alegend. Thisgirl looked just like the
officia portrait of SaraMorgan in the Bororavian Nationd Museum.

"Sara? Thered, uh, first Sara?'



"Jugt 0.

"But... how... | don't understand. I... She..."

"Stoleme. | let her. Right off my wearer's hand. Not everyone can see me, you know. Not unless|
want them to. The girl had such alight touch and my wearer didn't gppreciate what hed inherited from his
ancestors. He came from along line of wizards, but he's no more than ajumped-up city merchant in love
with wedlth. The bloodling's gone downhill from Merlin, | can tell you. Imagine, he was thinking of using
me asawatch fob. Isit any wonder | let the gypsy girl stead me? Such pretty fingers. I've got aweakness
for attractive hands. Cleverest fingers|'ve ever seen. | look handsome on them, don't you think? Pity
about her heart.”

Great. Not only did she get amagic ring, she got atakative one. The ring rambled on, without Sara
paying much attention. Shetried pulling it off, but it was stuck on her finger. She wondered if there was
any soap in the chest she could use to |lubricate—

"No, thereisn't. I'm staying right where | am. And no one can see me but you unless| want them to.
So don't try getting any help pulling me off. Bedlam il exists, you know. | wouldn't want you to end up
inamadhouse.”

A mind-reading magica ring.

Okay, she decided abruptly. She was crazy. Even the ring thought so. Sheld just pretend thiswas
realy happening until she woke up somewhere nice and safe and padded, she decided. Meanwhile, shed
just cope, go dong with the delusion.

She nodded decisively and spoke to the ring. “What am | doing here? What happened to Sara? The
other Sara?' Her new voice still sounded strange to her ears.

Thering remained sllent. Sheld never experienced a hdlucination before, and wasn't sure how to degl
with arductant one.

"Whereisshe?' sheindged.

"Right here."

"What do you mean, right here? I'm right here. Where is she?'

"It'scomplicated. | don't know if you'll grasp the metaphysical—"
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"Reincarnation. A sort of retrograde variety. She died, you see. She was quiteill when she stole me.
As her spirit left her body she wished for it to come back. | granted her wish. It just took me along time
tofind her spirit.”

"Me‘?l

"Y ou. Sards soul reborn in the twentieth century. Then | had to wait for you to make the proper wish
for yoursdlf so | could then make hers come true aswell. 1t would have been much easier if shed wished
to liveingtead of—"

"She died of heart trouble?' Sarawasn't sure what to make of thering'stae of granting adying girl's
last wish. She was suddenly worried she might be dying any moment hersdf if this body had abad heart.
"If she died from awesk heart, isn't the heart till weak?'

"No. | fixed it. We're leaving now."

"Y ou what? Wait aminute—"

Her body gave aviolent lurch as she was pulled forward, hand first, toward the tent flap. She fought
the pressure, but the force was inexorable. She was propelled outside, and there was no way for her to
stop. Before she could protest she was standing out in the open, too shocked by her new surroundingsto
make a sound.

The difference between this place and the Renai ssance Faire was obvious, complete, and atogether
unnerving. Sensory overload hit her likeadap in theface. Insdethetent it had al been muffled; outsdeit
was another world. The noise was dien to her ears. Her nostrils and lungs reacted badly to the stinking
ar. Her eyes noted the subtle difference in the daylight from abright August afternoon in Minnesota. Her
mind had begun to believe shewasin 1811; now therest of her senses accepted the truth aswell.

Thering didn't give her time to stare numbly at her surroundings, or dive back insde thetent. The
force controlling her gave her only amoment to take in the area. There was a horse paddock to one side,
gypsy wagons on the other. The tent was one of several set up behind arow of ramshackle, unpainted
shacks. The sky overhead was a smoky yellow-gray—worse than Los Angeles during asmog aert. She
had the vaguest impression, like a Turner watercolor, of ship masts and buildingsin the distance.

The overriding impression wasn't of sight but of sound, raucous, riotous, tumultuous—a carniva of
sound. Theair wasfull of noise, dl of it coming from somewhere beyond the line of buildings. Even
without the ring's unstoppabl e tug she would have been drawn toward the sound. Curiosity pulled her
toward the fairgrounds as much as magic.



"But where are we going?" she demanded as she rounded the last low building and the crowds came
into Sght.

Thering remained adamantly slent; it just moved her onward. She was marched inexorably through a
sea of humanity milling around booths and tents and stages. Thiswas not thefair shed cometo hours
before. The August hest still burned down on the swesating crowds, but it shone on adifferent world.
There was no psuedo-Elizabethan pageantry here, no T-shirts or jeans or sunglasses or anything at al
like shedd left behind. There werefood vendors and booths full of wares; jugglers and musicians strolled
through the throng. She was taken past many stages where loud and bawdy shows were being
performed. She caught sight of puppet shows, and adancing pig, in passng.

Everyone here was dressed in period clothing. Some werein rags, somein sk, but every last man,
woman, and child pushing and shoving and staring at the entertainments was wearing costumes from a
bygone era

"Lookslikeaset for Pride and Prejudice,” she muttered. She Sighed with relief, glad she at least
recognized the style of the fashionsworn by the more prosperous fairgoers. "Regency period. | can ded
with the Regency."

The women werein smple, high-waisted gowns. Their hair was mostly short and curled, bound with
ribbons; afew wore pretty hats. Those few who noticed her staring at them looked haughtily away.
Men's dress was more extreme than the women's. Everything about masculine attire was designed to
enhance their masculinity. The light-colored, skintight pants, especidly, |eft nothing to the imagination.
Sarablushed and looked away every time her gaze strayed below waist level on the passing men. And
she aveteran of many ahard-rock concert.

"Now | know why they called trousersinexpressables,” she said as shewas pulled by theinvisible
forceto thefoot of one of the larger stages.

"Hereweare" thering announced. "Just intime.”

"Just in timefor what?' Sara demanded while people pressed in behind her.

"Y ou have an gppointment with destiny. Or have you forgotten that you wished to meet your own true
love?'

"Yeah, but | didn't ask to be transported through timeto do it," she complained. "I'd have preferred
meeting him at aBon Jovi concert. Where are we, anyway?"'

"London. Were at St. Bartholomew's Fair—where you will meet your own true love. All wishes
cheerfully granted." Therewasametalic sigh. "Some just take more work than others.”



Sarawanted to scream. Shewanted to yell in frustration, to tear the ring off and ssomp on it. But
furious and frightened as she was, she was able to remember sheld been talking out loud to amagic ring
inthe middle of acrowd in the early years of the nineteenth century. She'd seen documentaries on how
crazy people weretreated in olden times. It wasn't easy, but she made herself remain slent to keep from
drawing attention to hersaf. She counted to ahigh number and studied the stage while trying to regain her
temper and her coherence.

The stage held juggling clubs and a chair and hoops and balls. Three sharp-looking daggers hung from
astand at the back of the stage. A rope was strung about ten feet in the air over along metd basin. The
sage was gill empty, but from the size and enthusiasm of the gathering she assumed they were waiting for
apopular performance.

When shefelt cdm enough to carry on areasonable conversation, shetried thinking, very loudly, at
thering.

/ appreciate the effort, she began. But this reincarnation thing wasn't exactly what | had in
mind.

“ 1 did the best | could withwhat | had to work with."

The ring sounded so wistfully affronted she didn't know how to answer. She was saved from any
immediate reply when awizened little man in apatchwork vest jumped up on the stage. The audience
roared, and Sarawas completely distracted as arush of anticipation caught hold of her.

The impatient crowd shifted and shoved forward as the man came to the edge of the stage. Sara could
see the cracked leather of his boots as he stopped inches away from her nose.

She craned her neck to look up at him as he waved his arms dramatically and pronounced, "Defying
desth and the flames of hdl! Tomathe Magnificent!”

Behind her the crowd shouted and clapped and cheered as adender figurein red tights jumped up on
the stage behind the announcer. Sarawas aware of agrest dedl of feminine sighing going on. She
assumed it had something to do with thetights.

Asthe announcer stepped aside she got her first good look at the lithely muscular performer ashe
took an eegant bow in the center of the stage. It wasn't just the tights, she decided, it was the man's
whole compactly built body. He wasnt tal or conventiondly handsome but he definitely had his share of
self-confident sex appedl.

Hisdarkly furred chest was bare and sun bronzed. His hair was blue-black, thick, and straight. It fell
past his shoulders, held out of hisface by awide silver-and-red striped headband. His face was triangular
with wide cheekbones that narrowed down to a sharp chin. Even from adistance she could tell that his



eyes, narrowed againg bright sunlight, were intensely blue. The clinging materid of histights molded his
well-shaped thighs and caves and emphasized the bulge a hisgroin in away that made the trousers shed
noticed earlier seem baggy and completely forgettable.

Saraswallowed hard. Shewas very warm. Tingling. Very . . . Shetried to drag her eyes away from
the young man so confidently accepting the audience's cheers and applause. She couldn't seemto doit,

though.
"Well? What do you think?*
What?
"Doyoulikehim?'
Who?
"Don't be obtuse. Toma. Y our own true love."
My own—

Tomahad turned from the audience, and was ascending arope ladder up to the tightrope. She
watched hisbacksde ashe did so. It was avery firm, flat backside. The smooth ripple of wiry musclesin
his back and thighs fascinated her. On the stage the announcer set atorch to the contents of the metal
tub. People in the crowd shrieked and surged eagerly forward. Sarawas momentarily distracted as she
fought to keep from being pressed against the stage supports. When she had secure enough footing to
look a Tomaagain he was on the tightrope platform cheerfully juggling atrio of knives.

While stlanding on one foot.

Sara consdered the ring's announcement, and found herself mentally measuring this Toma, handsome
though he was, againgt her private criteriafor romantic interest.

"I don't know," she said, trying to remain skeptica. “Isn't he alittle short for an own true love?!

Chapter 3

"Own true loves come indl szes" thering answered tedtily. "I don't know what you're complaining
about. You'reonly fivefeet tall."



No. This body is only five feet tall.

Thering ignored Her thought. "Besides,” it went on, "the man's an acrobat. They don't haveto comein
aViking-god modd to befine athletes.

She knew that. Shewas from acircusfamily even if shed never had anything to do with the circus
hersdlf. She couldn't help but be impressed with histaent as she watched Tomathe Magnificent. She
could fed the hest from the flameslicking up from the meta trough. They creasted awavering hazein the
already smoggy air. Tomawas obliviousto the heat. He danced forward on the rope strung across the
fire pit, noncha antly continuing to juggle while the flameslicked and crackled below.

Saragaped, as mesmerized as anyonein the audience. She wasn't just impressed by hisskill. Like
many another woman in the crowd, she aso gppreciated his sheer physical beavity.

All right, shethought with awry smile. HE's not a Viking god, but he's ... nice.

"He'svery flexible, too," thering assured her. “Youll likethat.”

She didn't bother trying to think an answer. Shejust lifted her head haughtily, and tried not to breathe
too heavily as Tomatossed away the knives with a seemingly careless, fluid motion. He then began to
dance adow and sensuous ballet across the narrow strand of rope. Sara watched the graceful play of
muscle, the flowing gestures and teasing pauses for audience appreciation with agrowing sense of awed
hanger. It was only the knowledge that she was just one of severa hundred women he was playing to
that kept her from licking her lipsin hungry anticipation.

Perspective, shetold hersdlf. You have got to keep your sense of perspective. He's perfect, but...

The citrinering on her finger acknowledged this concession with asmug tingle.

But, shethought, / don't really want anything to to with the man. Thank you for bringing me
here, she added.

Toma paused, then did a backflip that turned into a handstand on the swaying rope. Sara screamed
and gpplauded with everyone else while her interior conversation with the ring went on.

It's nice to know ther€'s an own true love somewhere for me. It'sjust that I'd rather bein my
own century, sheexplained. I'm sure there's someone there, somewhere, who—

Something tugged on her hand.



"Y ou don't haveto get physicd,”" she complained aoud.

llwa?l

Sheraised her hand to look at the ring, but a hand tugging forcefully on her skirt made her look back
down immediately. She saw adirty-faced little girl with the biggest, greenest eyes she'd ever seen.

"Allo," sadthelittlegirl. "Wat're you doing 'ere?’

"Uh—" Sarabegan uncertainly.

"Y ou're supposed to be round back," the child went on. "Y ou promised 'im, remember?"

"Uh. No," Sarareplied honestly. "I don't."

The girl'sexpresson twisted into a disgusted grimace. "Y ou sick again?If you aint sick lately,” the
child went on, "you're sneakin' around with 'im." Thegirl tugged forcefully on Sards kirt. "Come on,
then," sheinssted. "'E promised me a penny taremind you."

"Y ou'd better go with her," the ring suggested.

"Comeon, it'samogt over," the girl said, grabbing Saraby the deeve.

The heat and press of bodies near the stage was ifling. Oily smoke from the fire made the aready
thick air even worse. Sara gave one lagt, lingering glance at Tomathe Magnificent and let the girl lead her
away from the stage. She didn't want to admit to the pang of loss a |eaving the show without having
actualy met Toma. Own true loves, even impossible ones didn't come aong every day. However, she
knew it was dso for the best if she got out of here without making any actual contact with the man.

And, shetold hersdf firmly, hereally isn't my own true—

"Her nameis Beth," the ring interrupted her thought. " She's ten, an orphan, and your gpprentice.”

She's not my apprentice, Saracorrected. I'mnot Sara. I'm Sara. | mean . . . Her thoughtstralled
off in aconfused mental stutter. Both she and the ring remained silent as Beth led the way through the
jostling audience. Sara noticed that Beth seemed to bump into people a bit more than was necessary, and
that her childish smile seemed just atouch too innocent.

Apprentice what? she thought suspicioudy.



"Pickpocket."

Isshe... picking? Right now?

"With agreet ded of ill and enthusasm.”

She ought to be ashamed.

'‘Orphans need to eat, Sara.”

Saradidn’'t know how to respond, or what to do. She did know that drawing attention to the child's
activitieswouldn't do either of them any good. She was very glad when they at last emerged from the
crowd. Beth turned them away from the fairgrounds and led the way down an aley. Sara soon found
herself in an enclosed area behind the stage. A quick look around showed her abedroll and a
leather-sound trunk placed under awooden awning. A water barrel was set to one sde of the enclosure.

Tomas announcer stood in the center of the narrow space. He drained the contents of atin cup and
put it down before he turned toward them. He gave Sara a disapproving look, then sidied past her to the
dley. Saranearly coughed a the digtinct aromaof gin his passing left hanging inthe still August air. The
man smelled asif held been pickled in the Stuff.

"Who's he?' she asked after hed gone.

"Sandor, of course," Beth answered. " Dizziness gotten to your brain, gypsy?' the girl asked
sarcasticaly as she sat down on the dusty ground. She settled back against the bare wooden wall.
"Show'sover. | can 'ear 'em clappin’ for more. "'E won't give 'em more, though. Got better thingson'is
mind." She cocked her head to one Side, continuing to look Saraover criticaly. "You an't blushin'. Why
ain't you blushin’, gypsy girl?'Y ou been red as roses before.”

"Beforewhat?'

"Before”

Beth looked at her asif she thought Sarawas an idiot. Sarathought that maybe she was, and turned
away from the green-eyed girl's sare. She knew she was missing something significant. Something about
the activities of the Sarashe wasn't.

Listen, she complained to thering. I'm living somebody else's life here, and | don't like it. | mean



She heard a soft tread behind her. There was an aroma of soot and scented oil and masculine swest.
Strong hands came around her waist, and turned her. As she faced the man who held her aflash of
detailsrose out of her memory. A fox face. Sharp blue cat's eyes. Raven black hair. Memory mixed with
vison as her gaze met Tomathe Magnificent's. She reached up, tracing afinger unthinkingly along the
angle of one wide-set cheekbone, down to thetip of his sharply pointed chin. His flesh waswarm,
smooth, flushed with exertion.

Hewas amiling, bright blue eyesfull of laughter and triumph. "Sara. | knew you'd be here."

Sheknew him!

In her dreams she'd dways known him.

A hand tangled in her hair, drawing her closer. His mouth covered hers and thought was swiftly lost to
sensation. Hislipsand tongue filled her with heat while his hand moved over her back and hipswith
digtracting skill. Thetips of her breasts grew hard againgt his bare chest as she found herself pressed
close againg him. Her bare toes curled in the warm dust of the enclosure and her arms came around him.
Her hands did up the dick length of his back, tracing the wiry, corded muscles of his shouldersand arms.
Silky hair caressed her cheek. The scent of smoke and spicefilled her nostrils. Her tongue twined
playfufly with hisand she could fed his surprise as she answered his demanding skill with her own.

He pulled away from kissing her. " Sara?'

"Hmmm?" she responded as she dowly opened her eyes. Her body was flooded with the heady rush
of sensation. Her body. Y es, definitely her body. Never mind what she'd said about this body belonging
to somebody el se; this arousal belonged to her.

Hewas dill holding her tightly around the waist. Shelooked up into Tomas bright blue eyes. Eyesfull
of concern, and sensud promises. Maybe thiswas her own true love after al.

She was almost ready to thank the ring when her attention was distracted by the sound of giggling.
Childish giggling. Oh, right. Beth. She eased hersalf away from Tomaand turned to ook at the girl.

"Isthiswho | was supposed to meet?' she questioned needlesdly.

Shelooked back at Toma, who gently ran afinger across her lips. Lips fill sensitized by the intensity
of their kiss. Shefdt an odd clutching at her heart and recognized it asjeal ousy because held been kissng
a Sarawho wasn't her.

Toma's glance moved past her, to the still-laughing Beth. "What are you doing here, mud lark?' he
asked thegirl.



Beth rubbed her fingers together suggestively. "I'm aproper chaperon ... until | get paid.”

"You'rearascd and athief," hetold her.

"l should 'ope s0," the girl answered back. She bounced to her feet. She gave ady smilethat Sara
found totally unsuited to her young face. "For another coin I'll land lookout for Beng."

"Beng?' Saraasked. "Whao's Beng?'

Tomalooked &t her strangely.

"She'sdizzy again,” Beth explained. "Found her out front during the show."

"l saw you," hesaid to Sara. "Y ou looked asif you were going to eat me, little one," he added with a
dow amile

A pair of smal coins gppeared in hishand. He tossed them to Beth while Sarawondered just wherein
histights there could possibly be room for pockets. Beth caught the coins and quickly ducked out into
thedley.

Now that she was aone with Toma, Sarawasn't sure what to do next. She knew what she was
tempted to do. She wanted to start by kissing him again. He certainly didn't look asif hed mind. He
stepped away from her, and she put her hands firmly behind her back as he went over to the water
barrdl. She knew what she should do. Was going to do. She was going to make the ring take her home.
It was best to leave it at just one memorable kiss.

She couldn't take her eyes off him, even as she sternly reminded hersdlf she didn't really know this
man. He thought she was someone else. He picked up the cup and doused his chest and head afew
times.

"l smell likeapig," he said as he grabbed a dry cloth and began scrubbing his chest and hair. "I'd like
abath, but I'd better hurry up and change. Beng's bound to show up. No use making more trouble by
having him find me half-naked with his daughter,” he added. He gave her another warm look. "Or
completely naked." He took astep toward her. "It's very tempting. 1 didn't redlize you knew how to kiss.
Herel wastrying to take you by surprise and—"

"Y ou've never kissed her before?' The words escaped before Sara could stop them. She hadn't liked
the thought of Tomaand the other Sarabeing lovers. It wasn't jealousy, shetold hersdlf. It would just be
more weirdness than she could handle, that was dll.

Puzzlement crossed his sharp-featured face. "Kissed who?"



"Her. | mean me. Y ou've never kissed me before?"

Tomasmirked. "If | had you'd remember. And don't worry about getting your words mixed up,” he
added kindly. "I did too when | was the gypsy half-breed at the charity school. Y ou speak the gajos
language better dl thetime. I'm a better teacher than Beth," he added in Romany. "Better at |ots of

things”

"l bet," she mumbled in reply, her hand covering her mouth to keep the words from reaching him.

He went to the chest and took out awhite shirt. He pulled it on, belted it, and added adark blue vest.
His hair was drying quickly in the hot sunlight. He shook out the dark, silky locks and tied ablue
headband around his forehead. Sarafound the effect piratica, and perfect for him. She hadn't failed to
notice the bone-handled knife sheathed on his blt, either. The weapon helped remind her that sheredly
wasn't in the twentieth century. Toma, shetold herself, was probably a dangerous young man. She
wished shedidnt find theideaintriguing; it Spoiled her own civilized image of hersdlf.

"Have you taked to Beng yet?' he asked as he finished dressing.

Sheld gotten the idea Beng was the other Sara's father. She wondered what she was supposed to talk
to him about.

"No," she answered truthfully. "What should | say?"

She hoped the leading question would give her some clue to what was going on. She could ask the
ring, but it had been quiet since Beth had led her to Toma. She rather liked it that way. She couldn't
spend too much more time with Toma. Better to give him her full attention than to be distracted by the
ring's asinine comments.

Beth cameracing in before Toma could answer. " Sandor brought ‘im!™ she exclaimed. She grabbed
Saras hand and pulled. "Sarg, 'ide! "E'll beat you for surethistime. 'E said ‘e would!™

Thelittle girl looked panic-gtricken. So Saradid the firgt thing that came to mind: she hugged her.

"It'sokay," she soothed the girl. "No one's going to hurt anybody. Calm down, sweetheart.”

Beth struggled in her embrace. Saraand Tomals glances met over thelittle girl's dirty head. A gleam of
warm affection showed briefly in Toma's eyes before he turned swiftly at the sound of aroar.

"Saral" adeep masculine voice shouted from the entrance.



Sarapushed Beth behind her and turned to confront whoever it was.

"Dad?" she questioned in confusion when she saw the angry figure framed in the gap in the flimsy
wooden wall. The man was abit shorter than the twentieth-century version of her father, the shoulders
were wider, the eyes were brown instead of blue. But the face was the same. The stance was the same.
The paternd outrage was smilar to that time after the senior prom when held caught her and Joe Makos

"Dad?" she repeated asthe spitting image of her father strode furioudy toward her, large hand raised
to strike her. Beth cowered behind her. She saw Tomareaching for hisknife.

She planted her hands on her hips and shouted, “"What do you think you're doing?”

He responded to her toneif not her words. He dropped his hand to his side. "What are you doing
here?' he demanded. He pointed & Toma. "Haven't | told you to stay away from this Caderash filth?"

Before she could respond Toma stepped between her and the angry Rom father.

"She's here because | asked her here. We are chaperoned,” he added.

Beth sdled around Sara and spoke up. "1 wouldn't et 'im touch Sara, Beng."

"A gajo girl isno chaperon,” Bengtold Toma. ™Y ou leave my girl done. No decent man will want her
if you're seen with her."

"A decent man dready wants her,” Tomaanswered.

Beng brigtled. "Sara, we're going. Thereéswork for you," he added. He jerked athumb toward the
opening. "Y oure wanted."

There weretwo large men waiting in the dley, their hulking formsjust visible beyond the gep in the
wall. Waiting for her?"

Saradidn't know what to do. Beth grabbed her hand and began her ingstent tugging again. "Y ou're
wanted. Can't keep 'em waitin'."

"|..." Sarabegan.

Tomasad, "Stay." Hedidn't take his eyes off Beng.



"Were going with the gajo,” Beng told her.
"Not until werethrough,” Tomasad.
"She doesn't listen to ahaf-breed Calderash.”

Tomatook a step closer to Beng. He was more lightly built than the broad-shouldered man, but Sara
had no doubt about which of the two was the more dangerous.

"Don' push him, Beng," she suggested. She definitely didn't want these two fighting over her, or
whoever it wasthey were fighting over.

Toma put his hands on his narrow hipsand said calmly, "1 have no family here, no mother to make
arrangements. | have no one but myself who can speak, and Sara has no mother, so it must be between
youand me"

"I do not hear you," Beng countered, hisjaw set stubbornly. " Sarawill leave now."

Sara stayed where she was, between Toma and Beng, and the strangers beyond the wall. She didn't
know what was going on as she watched their confrontation, but she didn't like it. Beth continued to tug
on her skirts, trying to get her to obey Beng. She ignored the girl. She didn't know who wanted to see
her, but she wasn't going anywhere.

Tomashot her aquick, reassuring smile before addressing Beng once more. "1 know Sarals value, and
am more than willing to pay it. | ask for her hand in marriage, asthe gajos say."

Beng went red with outrage; then he spat on the ground at Tomasfeet. Y ou don't get her hand. Y ou
don't get nothing, Calderash.”

"Marriage?' Saraasked, going hot and cold with pleasure and stunned disbelief. She gaped at the
men. Both of them were staring at her. Hope and encouragement shonein Toma's eyes.

"Marriage," she repesated hoarsdly. "Wait aminute.” She spoke to the ring more than to the watching
men. "Own true loves are one thing, but who said anything about marriage?"

Chapter 4

Sara shook her hand. "Areyou broken? Areyou listening to me?' Beth was il tugging on her arm.
One of the hulks appeared in the doorway and crooked acommanding finger at her. Beng was herding



her toward the exit. She could fed Toma's beseeching gaze on her.
"Hurry up," Beng ordered.
"Marry me," Tomarepeated.

Saramoved toward the menacing figure blocking the doorway. She was afraid that if she didn't, the
anxious Beng was going to start nipping at her heelslike an exasperated border collie.

"Sara," Tomacdled, but she didn't look back at him. She could il taste hiskiss; the memory of it
was amost more disturbing than the unknown menace waiting by the wall. It wasn't her he wanted to
marry, shefirmly reminded hersdlf. He wanted the other girl. Thering may have misplaced her intime, but
that was asfar as her own involvement went.

"Who are these guys?' she asked as she was urged forward. Nobody answered. Most annoyingly, the
ring didn't answer. Hell of atimefor its batteries to go dead, she thought as she reached the gate.

The big man standing there turned an evil grin on her. "'Allow, Sara. The missus saysyou're shy but
shewantsto 'ave alittle talk. So me and Billy come to fetch you persond.”

"How kind," Sarasaid, "but | don't think—"

The big man looked past Sarato Beth. "The gypsies must be feeding you, girl. You look like you've
grown tal enough to set yoursdlf up on the game. Tal don't matter noneif you're lying down, doesit?"

Helaughed at his own wit while Beth disappeared behind Saras skirts. Sarafelt the girl's hands
clutching tensdly at the worn fabric as she hid behind her. Having watched agreat ded of British
televison on PBS Sararecdled that "on the game" was dang for progtitution. What the man had just
suggested was disgudting.

To divert the man's attention from the frightened child, Sara gently pushed Beth away and said, "L et's
go."

He nodded. "Come on, then. She don't need no company,” the man added when Beng would have
joined them. "She's just going to see me missus.”

“Women'sbusiness," Beng agreed reluctantly. ™Y ou just talk to the Cummings woman and no one
else girl," he ordered Sara before backing away.

Leaving Beth and the unsettled situation with Toma and Beng behind, she went down the dley with the



sranger. The one held called Billy, atal, heavyset teenager, followed close behind. The pair moved
closer to her when they |eft the dlley for the crowded paths of the fairgrounds. They obvioudy had no
intention of letting her dip away from them. Just what did they want with her anyway?

She was done with them in anarrow street beyond the noise and color of the fair before it occurred
to her that thiswas aredly bad idea. She'd been too worried about all the undercurrents and overt
threats in the mixed-up Situation to think about any danger to herself. Danger? Here shewas stuck in
1811 with amafunctioning magic ring and she hadn't thought about being in danger?

"l am so stupid sometimes,” she muttered as she looked around, trying to find away to dip away from
the men.

Much to her rdief the firgt thing she saw when she looked up was Toma, leaning with his arms crossed
againgt the corner of a building they were approaching. She didn't know how the acrobat had gotten to
the corner before them, but she found the confident way he pushed himself away from thewall and
swaggered up to them infinitely reassuring.

"Sastipe," hesad, faling in step beside her.

"'Ere, now," her big escort protested. "Who asked you along?'

"Her father,” Tomareplied while sheracked her brain trying to remember what the word meant.

She didn't suppose thiswas the time or place to explain the wide gapsin different Romany diaects
and that it wasn't exactly her first language anyway. So dl she said was, "Hi," when he turned awinning
smile on her. She smiled back gratefully, sure that Beng had nothing to do with Toma's showing up to
escort her.

"The girl's scared, Cummings,”" Toma spoke to the guard. " She's never worked for your lot before.
Won't hurt to have one of her own to keep her company.”

Cummings grunted in answer. "It'salong way to St. Giles," he said. "Y ou know the missus doesn't like
to linger in her bawdy housetoo latein the day.”

"Dangerous neighborhood,” Tomaagreed. "No fit place for a virtuous woman."

Cummingslooked asif he didn't know whether to be pleased or insulted at the remark. From behind
her Saraheard arepressed snort of laughter from Bill.

She tugged on Tomas deeve. "If it's not fit for avirtuous woman," she whispered, "what am 17" All the
things she didn't know were making her nervous.



Tomatook her hand in his. It was comfortingly warm, and she could sense hiswiry strength. "My
lady," he answered reassuringly. "Y our father," he added in Romany, "should never |et you ded with
Mother Cummings aone. Hethinksit'sdl right because shesonly a gajo woman. When we're
married—"

"Tomal" she cut him off. She didn't want to talk about marriage; she wanted to go home. To deflect
him from the subject she said, "I don't want to talk in front of the gajos.”

He nodded his understanding and they walked on in silence. Sarawel comed his comforting presence
by her side, but she was too cautious and confused to try to explain her predicament to him. The Streets
were narrow, and the upper stories of the buildings they passed leaned inward, blocking the smoke-filled
daylight. Garbage and human wastefilled the gutters, giving off an dmost visblewall of smdll. The people
they passed werefilthy, furtive, unlike human beingsat al, redlly. Sarabegan to fed asif shewere
walking through an endless, reeking tunnel populated by suspicious-eyed wraiths, beggars, and the
squaling young of an indeterminate species. Thering had brought her to afantasy world, but the fantasy
was dark and threatening—a Regency novel by Stephen King. In this grim setting she forgot about the
sweetness of Toma'skiss, the worshiping look in his eyes, the sure strength of histouch.

"Own true love isn't worth the hassle," she muttered as Cummings came to a hdt before anarrow,
three-story building. ,

"Ereweare, darling,” Cummings said chearfully, opening the door. Loud conversation and the
concentrated stench of a hundred unwashed bodies spilled out and covered her like afetid blanket.

By the time she was shown through the low door Sarawas shaking with apprehension. Her only
consolation wasthat her sense of smell had finally gone numb with overload. The room was bardly lit with
smoking lanterns widdly spaced aong the walls. She noticed arickety staircase and a great many doors,
al of them unpainted and sagging. There were tables and rows of barrdslining onewall. Numb as her
nosetried to be, she could still pick out the aromas of sour wine and stale beer.

Mostly shewas aware of the thick crowd of people, not asindividuas, but asagreat wall of
obgtacles. Cummings plunged into the wall of bodies and plowed through, shouting and thrashing his
great arms as he went. She and Tomafollowed in hiswake, with Billy continuing asarear guard. They
were in aback room with the door closed behind them before Sararealized how many of the crowd
outside had been hard-eyed girls, some no older than Beth. Cummings had called this place abawdy
house. Surely those girls weren't whores, were they?

Shedidn't want to think about it. 1811 is not a fun place to be, shetold thering silently. You can
take me home any time now. Shetried rubbing her thumb against the stone, hoping to get its attention.
Perhaps, likeageniein abottle, it needed alittle tactile stimulation to get its attention. "I hope you're
tickligh," shemurmured.

"Someday I'll let you find out,” Tomaanswered.



She jumped, having forgotten her surroundings for the moment. When shelooked up Tomawas
cheerfully grinning a her. Shelooked quickly away from her charming companion and looked at the
room instead. The outer room was bare and shabby; thisroom was luxurious in contrast. The furnishings
included a sphinx-footed table, apair of gracefully curved chairs, alove seet upholstered in gold
brocade. The soft glow of candldlight lit the room. A woman in a high-waisted gown was seated &t the
table. She had sharp eyes above a prominent nose. Her mouth was pursed in a disapproving frown. Sara
was willing to bet their hostess wasn't going to invite anyoneto sit down.

"About time," the woman said. She aimed an annoyed look at Cummings. "Did he stop at aflash
house dong the way?"

"No, Mother Cummings,” Billy said quickly. "We comeright back.”

"Girl didn't want to come," Cummingssaid. "'Er pasaid she'sbeen sick.”

" She doesn't look sick to me. Did you ask her why the delay?!

"No, pet,” Cummings answered. "Y ou just tol' me to fetch 'er and to try not to turn up 'er skirts. So |
didnt, and 'erewe are, my lovely."

Who were these people? Sarawondered. Why were they discussing her asif sheweren't inthe
room? Shewondered if anyonewould noticeif sheleft.

At that moment, Mother Cummingslooked a hel and rapped out, "Well, girl ?*

"Wdl, what?' Sara questioned back. There were gasps of shock from Cummings and Billy.
Apparent™ Mother Cummingswas only in the habit of asking rhetorical questions. "What isgoing on
here?" Saraasked. "Who are you? What do you want with—"

"Don't you take that tone with me, gypsy,” Mother Cummings cut her off. "I've sent the runners after
better than you for forgetting their place. Haven't I, lads?' There was agreeing laughter from Cummings
and Billy.

/ really could use a trand ator, Sarathought at the ring.

Tomastepped in front of her. "No need to frighten the girl, Mother Cummings,” he soothed. " She's
biddable. Y ou just tel her what you want. I'll make her understand. Gypsy girls are dways obedient to
their menfolk.” He turned his head to give her areassuring look.

"Biddable?' Saraasked Toma softly.



She didiked the sound of the word. Nor did she like the way Tomajust smiled and nodded at her
before turning his attention "back to the Cummings woman. Sarastared at the back of Toma's head and
resisted the urge to tap her foot in annoyance. Or kick himin his cute little butt. Biddable, eh? she
thought angrily. Pliable? Obedient? Maybe the other Sara was, but, honey, this Rom girl don't put
up with nothing from nobody. "I think we need to have alittletalk," she muttered. She rubbed thering
again. Just what kind of own true love are we talking about here? One that needs to be
housebroken?

"What | want;" Mother Cummings said, "isfor your gypsy friend to get back to work. | can't afford
for the best cracksman in London to claim she'ssick for amonth. Y ou owe me, girl.”

"Huh?' Saraasked. "What?'

"Wdll, Sara?' Mother Cummings demanded, "when do | see the gold beetles from Lord Philipston's?*

Saragtared at the cold-faced woman while everyone else in the room stared at her. Except for Toma,
their looks were openly hostile. Toma caressed the hilt of hisknife with histhumb as he switched his gaze
from her to the other men.

"What?' Saraasked again. "Gold beetles?' Shelooked helplesdy at Toma. "What's agold beetle?"

"Lord Philipston's Egyptian scarab collection,” he explained. "I told you about it. Don't you
remember?’

Sara shook her head. "Remember what? What am | supposed to do with scarabs? Do they have
something to do with thering?'

"Ring?' Tomaasked.

"Sted them," Mother Cummings ordered angrily. "Y ou've kept my buyer waiting long enough.”

Sted them? Sarathought. "Oh, no," she said, "I'm not stedling anything.”

"She's holding out on you, Mother,” Billy said. "Can't trust agypsy.” Both Billy and Cummingstook a
threatening step forward.

Sarawished she'd kept her mouth shut as the men bore down on her.

From behind the desk Mother Cummings said, ™Y ou'll change your mind fast enough when the lads
are donewith you."



Toma put himsalf between her and the men. "Now, lads," he said soothingly. Saranoticed that his
knifewasin his hand, but not exactly pointed at anyone. The men backed off afew steps. "Keep your
tempers,” he advised, "and leave Sarato me."

"Y ou said sheld do as she'stold,” Mother Cummings reminded him.

"So shewill," Tomasad soothingly.

"Areyou holding out for ahigher price, girl?' the woman asked. "Areyou trying to play adeep game
with me?" She banged theflat of her hand on the tabletop. The sound cut acrossthetense air inthe
room. "Wel|?'

"No!" Saraspoke quickly. Shedidn't know if it wasthe right answer or not. She did know she was
willing to say whatever she had to to get away from thiswoman, her enforcers, and whatever crazy
scheme they were trying to push her into. She rubbed her fingers nervoudy acrossthering. "l haveto
go," shesaid. "l redly haveto get out of here.”

"Shall | take you home?' Tomaasked without turning his head to look at her. Her protector was
keeping his atention on Billy and Cummings. Sarahad adistinct impression of the two of them being
barely leashed guard dogs. "Y ou shouldn't have brought her here," Tomatold Mother Cummings. "She's
too vauable to damage and you know it. Y ou don't treat the finest dab in the city like one of the bawds
inyour knocking shop back there."

"Say what?' Saraasked, but Tomadidn't answer her.

Mother Cummingsignored Tomaand glared fiercely a Sara. "Tomorrow night, girl, do you hear me?
| want those beetles tomorrow night.”

Sarabacked toward the door, while the woman's maevolent gaze bored into her. Mother Cummings
didn't need to spesk the threat out loud. Sararead in the woman's hard expression al the nasty things
that would bein storefor her if shedidn't steal the scarabs. Discussing the matter wasn't an option. She'd
been brought here to have the fear of God put in her by someone who judged hersalf an expert in getting
her own way.

Sarasad, "l won't argue.”

Mother Cummings nodded emphaticdly. "Just doiit.”

Goto hdl, Sarathought. "Let'sgo," she said to Toma. He was by her sdeingtantly, a guiding hand on
her arm, hisknife back inits sheath. Shelet him lead her out the door and through the crowd in the main
room.



Afternoon had faded into night while they were insde. Sarawas glad of Toma's company, though she
still dreaded the journey back through the narrow, dark streets. Toma put hisarm around her waist as
they waked away from Mother Cummingss establishment. Though the night was warm, she till found
the heat from hisbody comforting.

She had no intention of being in 1811 L.ondon tomorrow night but she was curiousto find out just
what was going on. "I thought,” she said asthey hurried dong, "that Sarawas a pickpocket.”

Toma chuckled. "Say 'l am apickpocket," he instructed.

She needed explanations, not an English lesson, so sherepeated, "I am a pickpocket. Doesthis
Philipston person keep hisbeetlesin his pockets?'

He shrugged and shefdt the rippling of hiswiry musclesal dong her side. Before she could ask him
todoit again, hesad, "Picking pockets at thefair isalovely hobby, but it istime you got back to
cracking houses, the old dut's right abouit that."

"Cracking houses?' she repeated. She had an image of rolling up to ahouse driving alarge crane with
abig sted bdl attached to it. He probably had something a bit more subtlein mind. "Bresking and
entering?’ she guessed.

"And snatching and grabbing,” he concluded. "Imagine my surpriseto find out youre the best in
London." He stroked her hair, then dropped a quick kiss on her forehead. "Did you really learn the trade
from your mother?'

Saradidn't answer and they walked on in silence while she absorbed the knowledge that the ring had
dropped her into the body of afamous burglar. A burglar involved with some dangerous characters, from
thelooks of it. "Mother Cummingsisafence, right?" she guessed. "Not just afence, but the brains behind
the whole operation.”

"'Course sheis," Tomaagreed. "Fever addle your memory?' he asked.

He sounded concerned. She was going to miss him. You can take me home now, shethought & the
ring. To Tomashesad, "Theresdl sortsof things| don't know."

"It'sdl right," he answered. "I'll take care of you."

Hiswords were meant to reassure ayoung girl adrift in London's criminal underworld. He meant to be
kind and reassuring. Sararecognized hisintention, but she didn't like the idea of needing anyone's
protection no matter how out of her depth shefet. Then again, consdering the respect Cummings and
Billy had shown for Tomas knife she had to admit she might have need of alittle protection if thering



didn't get her out of this mess soon.

They were close to the river now; their footsteps rang on uneven cobblestones and echoed off the
walls of warehouses lining the Street opposite dockyards. Sara got adistinct impression of people moving
in the shadows near the warehouse walls, contesting ratsfor the right of way, she thought, if the scurrying
sounds coming out of the darkness were any indication.

Every now and then they passed old men carrying lanterns; Sara assumed the old men werethe
warehouse guards. Not exactly firgt-rate security teams, she thought. Maybe that was why ateenage girl
was afamous burglar, because the guards would al have coronariestrying to catch her.

A nearly full moon was doing its best to shine down through the smoke haze blanketing the city,
managing to spark the waters of the Thamesinto adull silver ribbon. Saraloved nothing better than water
in the moonlight, and the sight drew her. She stopped at abreak in one of the dockyard fences to look
out across the wide river. The dark shapes of severa large, decrepit vesselsloomed up on the opposite
sde of the water, casting ominous shadows across the moonlit water. She could hear the creaking of old
timber, and other, darker sounds drifted to them from the ships. Human sounds, like akind of low,
collective moan coming from many voices. There were afew lights on the old ships though they looked
asif they ought to be abandoned. There was something very wrong and evil about the boats; just looking
at them sent ashudder through her.

Tomadrew her closer and his hand strayed upward to just below the undercurve of her breast. To
digtract hersdlf from the haf-formed hope that his hand would do more than just linger, she asked,
"Those boats, what are they?"

"Those are the prison hulks," he said. "Where the bitcherin mush send little girlslike you if you get
caught. Y ou've never seen them before, have you?"

"Prison hulks?' She'd seen adocumentary on the history of Augtraia. She knew about the hulks.
'When the prisons got too full the British government locked criminas up on abandoned nava vessdls.
Sometimes they were there for years before they even had atria. The conditions were terrible, hundreds
died. Then the poor people who lived long enough to be tried were packed into ships that were dmost as
bad and shipped off to live like davesin New South Waes." She looked acrosstheriver at the horrible
redlity of the statisticsthe televison narrator had so camly explained.

Tomaturned her to face him. She could see his concerned expression in the moonlight. " That's right,
sweetheart,” he said. "That's exactly what happens. The sending man comes and puts you on the boat;
then they send you to sea. Pretty little girl like you would be whoring for lags and guards dike on your
first day." He pointed at the boats. "They scare you?'

Saratried to disguise her disgust, but she heard her voice shaking with fear when she answered,
"Those aren't my idea of firg-class accommodationsto Austrdia"” When sheredlized that Tomadidn't
understand her comment any more than she did some of his, she explained, "They scare me, dl right."



"Better not get done cracking the glaze on the Philipston house, then.”

Sheredly wished the man would speak English she could understand.

“Y ou'd better not get caught breaking into Lord Philipston's house," he said. "I'd hate to see you
imprisoned and transported for stedling from the gajos. Let's get back to thefair,” he added, asheled
her back down the Street.

Sara consdered the Situation while they walked dong, hand in hand. Of course, shetold hersdlf, it
redlly had nothing to do with her; these people were expecting things from an entirely different person.
Dangerous, illegd things. Sheld be back in the twentieth century soon, and they would get on with their
dangerous, illegd behavior without her. Of course, there was anagging little fear itching at the back of her
mind, afaint worry that maybe she wouldn't get back home.

It wasin response to that worry that she said to Toma, "I'm not aburglar. Or a pickpocket. I've never
gtolen anything from anybody and I'm not going to start now."

Tomalaughed. The sound was as Slvery bright asthe moonlight on the wideriver. "That'srich,
sweetheart. Lord, what afine joke."

"I'm not joking."

Toma stopped and put his hands on her shoulders. "But sweetheart—" he began, but a sudden shout
from the mouth of anearby aley interrupted hiswords. There was another shout, then the fleshy sound of
blows, shuffling feet, and angry curses.

"Help! Someone help me!™ The pleading voice wasthat of an old man; the words were in Romany.

Both Tomaand Sararan into the dley. He had his knife, and she grabbed up aloose cobblestone.
When she saw the two men she paused, took aim, and let fly, trusting to alifetime of experience pitching
in softball leagues for accuracy. The stone hit the man on the back of the head. He grunted and went
down. Sara hoped she hadn't done more than knock the attacker unconscious. She hunted around for
another rock as the second attacker turned toward Toma.

She didn't have to worry. The man saw the glitter of stedl in the moonlight, glanced quickly down at
hisfelled partner, and ran for the other end of the dley. Sararushed up to the old man who was leaning
againg thewall of abuilding. He was panting and shaking as he clutched a canvas sack for deer life.
Another bulky sack rested at hisfeet.

"They would havetaken dl | had, Sara. | should never have agreed to come here," hesaid ashis
frightened gaze focused on her. "All my stock, my whole livdihood'sin thisbag. You'd said it would be



safe"

He must be some sort of peddier from the fair, Sara decided. Here was someone e se shewas
supposed to know. "Y ou'd better go home," she advised. Helooked at her asif he were waiting for her
to say more. Toma came up and put his hand on her shoulder. She turned her head to look at him.

He stroked her jawline with histhumb. "We'd better dl get home," he said. "Before that one wakes
up. What are you doing out so late, Evan?”

The old man pointed at her. " She said to wait for her here." He waved his hand at the bag at hisfeet.
"I brought it," he said. He edged away from them toward the mouth of the dley. "1 brought it. Now I'm
gone." And hewas, disgppearing into the night with onelast angry grumble.

Sarawondered what wasin the bag, but didn't pick it up to look. Whatever it was wasn't really her
property, probably not old man Evan's ether. It was probably something the girl had stolen and asked
Evan to keep for her.

"Well?' Tomaasked her, nudging the bag with hisfoot.

"Let's get back to thefair,” she said. She wanted to return to the tent where she'd woken up. She
wanted privacy. She wanted to have along talk with the magic ring.

Toma called after her as she walked back toward the street. She heard him pick up the bag and
follow after her. Shewaited for him. Not only did she enjoy his company, she needed aguide.

They waked in slence until they reached the till-busy fairgrounds. Torchlight illuminated the thick
crowds. The hawkers and entertainers were till busily at work. Tomaguided her to the quiet, darkened
area behind the stalls where the workers made their camp. They stopped next to afence separating the
public walkways from the makeshift dwellings.

"Better separate before your father seesus,” hetold her. He glanced back toward the fair. "Time for
me to give another show before the constables close the place down. It'll keep Sandor from being too
angry at my leaving." He put the bag down and took her in hisarms. "But beforel go ..."

He brushed hislips againgt hers. She opened her mouth and kissed him back, her tongue dipping
teasngly indde his mouth as he opened it in surprise. She found hersdlf clinging to him while her senses
threatened to redl out of control. It happened so incredibly fast, she didn't quite know what she was
doing. One moment she was preparing to say good night to the man, the next thing she knew shewas all
over him, burning with passion at the touch, the taste, the scent of him. Hefilled her senses, intense
hunger for him setting her &fire. She pressed closer to Toma, her hands feverishly caressng him,
compelled to—



Compdled.

Wait aminute.

Her sdf-control kicked in as quickly asit had disappeared. Her panting hunger flashed out of
exigence with an dmost audible pop. She blushed hotly as she stepped away from the stunned but
dazedly smiling Toma. "I'm sorry," shetold him. "I don't normaly act like that on thefirst date.” We have
to talk, she added to thering.

"Y ou've been wanting to do that al night,” the ring answered.

"1 don't need any help with my sex life, thank you. Y ou pervert,” she added angrily. Just what she
needed, amagic ring with an gphrodisiac attachment. It was agood thing sheld noticed the unnatura fed
of thering trying to control her.

"I'm not apervert, but | am very tempted. Wed better get married quickly,” Tomasaid, thrusting the
bag into her hands. He backed away from her. "Before you make me forget you're agood girl." He
turned and was gone before she could say aword.

Sheamiled fondly after him. A gentleman, she thought. Toma the Magnificent was anice man.

"He carriesaknife,” the ring pointed out.

Yeah, she thought as she made her way to the tent where she'd woken up, it's kind of sexy. He's
very protective. Sweet, really. "I'm going to misshim," she added as she lifted the tent flgp and went
insde

"Not necessarily," the ring responded.

"Well, | can't very well take him home with me. And just where have you been the last few hours?'
she demanded. She put down the bag, then sat down in ashaft of moonlight let in by the overhead smoke
hole. She could make out the small form of Beth, deeping on apile of quilts next to the dark bulk of the
clothes chest. Not wanting to wake the deeping child, she thought her next comment at the ring. Well?

"Recharging,” it answered. "Y ou and your true love have been getting to know each other, | trust?"

You've been putting a spell on me, haven't you?

"What? Me? What do you mean?"



You fogged my brain, or gave me temporary amnesia or something, didn't you? she accused.
"What? How? What would | do to—"

I've been trying to get you to take me back home. You haven't paid the slightest attention and
now | understand why.

"Oh?' There was adefinitely suspicioustonein thering's sarcastic metdlic voice.

You, Sarathought at it, are a wish ring. | know you 're a wish ring. 1've been asking to go home
—asking, demanding, pleading—but | haven't been wishing. You put a spell on me that made me
forget that you have to grant me whatever | wish.

"1 was matchmaking," it answered, not denying her charge. "Giving you timeto get to know each
other."

Do you know what kind of day I've had? What his girl isinvolved in? | could have gotten killed
while you were taking a little nap.

"Tomawaswith you."

"Sowhat? Y ou're driving me crazy," shetold thering. She held it up so that the orange stone caught
he light. She wasn't going to argue with it. She wasn't going to hesitate, because if she did the memory of
how right it felt to be with Tomamight overrideill the thingswrong with the circumstances of their
mesting. It was going to have to be enough to have met him. She swallowed the lump of regret in her
throat and sad firmly, "I wish to return to my own time and my own body. Right now."

"Sorry," the ring responded. "No can do.”
"What? Get me out of here. | made awish, you haveto obey it."
"Sara?' Beth questioned deepily from her pallet.

"Go back to deep," Sararesponded to the note of concern in thelittle girl'svoice. "It's nothing. Why
aren't you obeying me?" she whispered to thering.

"It'safter midnight,” wasits cryptic answer. "'l don't do wishes after midnight.”

Chapter 5



What'sthetime got to do with anything? Sarademanded, her words an angry shout inside her head.
/ wish to go home. Please, she added in case politenesswould have any effect on the magic ring.

"l would if | could," it answered, "but it'stoo late."

/ don't get it. What's too late? Why don't you work after midnight? Union rules or something?

"It isnow August twenty-fifth. St. Bartholomew's Day is August twenty-fourth.”

Yeah, s0? Even as she thought the question, Sara guessed what the answer would be.

"1 may only grant wisheson &. Bartholomew's Day. The day | was made, actualy; the saint's day
doesn't have anything to do with it. I'm aone-day-only wish ring. Sorry."

It wasn't sorry, she could tell by the way the silver felt againgt her finger, dl cool and smug. Shewas
tempted to pull the ring off and hurl it acrossthe tent. Or ssomp on it. Rather than givein to impulse she
sat very il and tried to think. From beginning to end nothing had made sense today. All sheld planned
on was spending the day at the Renai ssance Faire, then going home, maybe ordering a pizza, practicing
guitar for awhile, and watching televison. No adventure, no excitement, no threats of violence. No
Toma, either, but so what? She'd never expected to get what she wished for, not even before she met a

magic ring.

"1 want to go home," she whispered. Thewordsfilled the darkness of the hot, till night. "I just want to
go home."

"You can," thering replied. There was something amost sheepish about the way it felt on her hand.

Rdief surged through her. Thank God! How? What do 1 do? What do | say?

"All you haveto doiswish.”

Fine. | wish to go home.

"No, not now. On &. Bartholomew's Day."

But—

"All you havetodoiswait ayear."



Avyear!

"Make any wish on . Bartholomew's Day and | must grant it. Y ou've only got to wait three hundred
and sixty-four more days.”

Saradared at thering in sunned disbelief. What the ring was suggesting wasn't asolution, it wasa
sentence. She was condemned to spend ayear in this hellhole? No. Impossible. There had to be another

way.

You can't do thisto me.

"It'sonly ayear, Sara. A year with Toma."

Sheignored the seductive suggestion in the ring'stone. Why didn't you tell me?

"Why should | tell you everything?'

Because.. . because you're magical, that's why!

"Y ou been watching Disney movies, girl? What gave you theideamagic isbenign?' Thering's metalic
voice grated dong her nerve endings. "Magic is power," it went on coldly. "Power justis. It isn't power's
job to teach people how to useit. Y ou're stuck in the past for ayear. Maybe by then you'll figure out
how to use me properly.”

Shewasn't interested in hearing lectures. She didn't think arguing was going to do any good, either.
She thought violence might be an appropriate response, but she didn't know how to go about dapping
around alittledIver ring. / hate you, shetoldit./ really, really hate you. She waited for it to answer, but
thering just circled her finger, barely visblein thefading moonlight. It didn't care what she wasfedling;
her emotiond devastation meant nothing to it. "Power justis," she whispered. "Fine. Be that way."

There had to be something she could do, some way out. Maybe it was all just aweird dream. Had to
be, she decided. She stretched and yawned. She was so tired she could barely move, |et alone think
graight. Halucination. Nightmare. That'sal thiswhole thing was. She groped her way to the pallet where
sheld first woken up and curled up on it without bothering to take off her clothes. Thiswasn't redl, she
assured hersdlf as she buried her facein afeather pillow. She was going to wake up in her own bed. It
wasjust adream.

"l want to go home."



Saradidn't recogni ze the man's deep voice, but hiswords drew her out of acomfortable doze. You're
not the only one, she thought as she opened her eyes, and discovered shewas il in the tent. She
groaned and screwed her eyes shut again.

"Weall want to go home." It was Beng who spoke thistime. The men were just outside the tent
opening. "But what can we do? The gajos blockade the Channel. We can't leave England.”

"Bororaviasalong way," athird man said. She recognized this voice, Evan, the old man they'd
rescued from the muggers. "A long way to travel, with war and cossacks every step of theway."

"Thereareold trails, or so I've heard. Paths only Rom know," the stranger said. "It's getting past the
blockade that will be hard. We need aship.”

"We can't get aship,” Beng sad.

"Tomasayshe can,”" Evan replied.

"Toma." Beng hawked and spat, then went on. “Why you listen to that Calderash boy? He's not even
rom baro."

Not aman, Sarainterpreted. Oh, great, she'd ended up involved with an old-fashioned tribe where
you had to be married before anyone would listen to you.

"l likethe boy," Evan said.

/ do too, shethought, pleased at the old man's opinion of Toma.

"That's the problem,” the stranger said. "HEll never be anything but aboy unless Beng givesin.”

"He's not marrying my Sara. Heshdf gajo.”

And what's wrong with that? Sarawondered indignantly. Not that she planned to marry Toma, of
course.

"Saraspends most of her timewith gajo,” Evan answered. "Y our own sister married one, Beng. If
Sara spends more time with the gajo maybe shell want to marry onelike your sster did.”

"1 won't talk about what my sister did. Someone hasto deal with the English, and Saraisgood at it.
That'sal thereistoit,” Beng said. "She earnsagood living. She hel psthe whole familia.”



"But no one but Toma has offered a bride-pricefor her," the stranger said. "Men suspect the virtue of
one who dealstoo much with the gajo. Not I," he added quickly. "But some do. Toma caresfor her."

"Tomais not one of us"

"He'sagood lad,"'Evan defended him. "Let him marry the girl."

"No. And what has Sarals marriage got to do with our returning to Bororavia?'

Yeah, Sarathought, more curious than disturbed by the conversation. She didn't fed asif they were
redlly talking about her. What's the connection between me and Bororavia?

"If Tomacan get us past the English blockade," the stranger said, "and the French ships beyond the
English ships, he deservesthegirl for hisefforts.”

"No," Beng said again.

A voice caled them from across the camp before the discussion could go on. The men moved away in
response, to see after the horses. Sarawondered where the bathroom was as she got up, then
remembered there wasn't one. She was thankful when she spotted awide-mouthed pot, but not at al
happy about having to useit. She was just thankful Beth was aready awake and out of the tent so she
could answer the call of naturein private.

When she was done she found ajug of water and splashed some over her hands. The water reminded
her that she hadn't eaten or drunk anything since sheld woken up the day before. Just thinking about food
made her ssomach growl. There were copper pots and asmall chest next to the fire pit, and asmall
mound of twigslying on the ashes of the last fire. Sarathought about where the water came from and
decided bailing it before trying to drink it might be safer. Fortunatdly, it didn't take her long to figure out
how to use the flint and steel she found among the cooking things, though it did take awhileto get it to
work. She found aflat loaf of bread and somefruit in the food chest. There was aso abag of loose tea.
She threw some leaves into the pot of water and ate while she waited for the teato boil. She was waiting
for the teato cool when she noticed the big bag Evan had given to her the night before.

There was something familiar about the curve of the covered shape. She picked the thing up. She
untied the cord holding the bag closed, then did the cloth carefully down, reveding the rounded,
honey-colored body of afindy made guitar. She held the instrument up, examining it with critica
pleasure. The neck was narrow, dark wood inlaid with mother of pearl. She cradled it, strummed aD
chord across the wire strings, then adjusted the tuning pegs and tried again.

"Swedt," shesaid, asfamiliar pleasure spread through her at the sound. "Beautiful .”



Shetried afew more chords, then looked at the fingertips of her left hand. They were dready red and
throbbing dightly. Sarathe pickpocket and burglar had beautiful, sensitive, dicate fingers, their skill
obvioudy made them too valuable to exercise on any rough work.

"Tough,” Sarasad.

It was going to hurt like hell to get them callused up enough to play properly, but at least she would
have music. She hugged the guitar, comforted to have found something to help get her through the next
yedr.

She dropped to Sit cross-legged on the floor of the tent and pulled the bag to her. Insde she found
smaller bags holding replacement strings and picks carved from thin dices of tortoiseshell, flexible but
grong. "All right!" she crowed happily.

She was practicing Segovia scales when Beth came in. She switched to "Stairway to Heaven" after the
girl just stood there gaping for awhile, round-eyed with surprise.

"What the'dl| isthat?' Beth finaly blurted out.

"Led Zeppdin. I've dways thought Immy Page's acousdtic stuff isredly great but—"

"What are you doing?' Thelittle girl plopped down in front of her. She gingerly touched the body of
the guitar. "Whered you get thisthing?'

"It'sgtolen, | guess. Beautiful, isn't it?"

"l reckon. Y ou know 'ow to play it?'

Saraflexed her aching fingers. "More or less. Maybe well enoughto ..." shetrailed off, then shrugged.
"All right, Il say it out loud. | think, maybe, I've figured out how | can make aliving for the next year."

Beth cocked her head. Thelook she gave Sarawas ablend of annoyance and curiosity. "Y our fingers
aredl red," she pointed out. "Can't pick locksif you 'urt your 'ands. Mother Cummingswon't like that.”

"Do| care? Anyway," shewent on hadtily, "I think I'm almost pretty surethat | can maybe, like, get a
gig, you know, like a street musician or something. Or maybe audition for whatever passesfor agentsin
thistime. Maybe play Albert Hall or something. No, it hasn't been built yet. Maybe | could start here at
thefair. Today. Maybe." She closed her eyes, then took a steadying breath and looked at the gaping
child. "l redly hate playing in public, but I'm going to do it."



"Fair'sover today," Beth said. Sherocked back on her heels and gave Sara a cunning look. "Could
work," shesaid. "Y ou gather in the crowd, I'll pick their pockets. Could make a bit that way." She
nodded emphaticaly. "1 likeit."

Sarascowled at the girl. "Oh, no. No picking pockets. \'o stealing. Do you know what will happen to
you if you get caught?"

Beth said indifferently, "Transported, maybe ‘ anged.”

Sarasfird reaction was dishdief at the girl's casud attitude. She was a child, she reminded hersdlf.
Shedidn't believein her own mortdity. And no one had ever taught her anything about morality. "Where
areyour parents, anyway?"' she demanded. "Don't you have ahometo go to?'

Beth looked asif she were about to cry. "You said you'd take care of me. Y ou promised | could stay
with you and you'd teach me." She sprang to her feet. "Y ou ain't sending me back to Mother Cummings!

| antgoing!"

Sara hadtily put aside the guitar and grabbed Beth by the shoulders. " Of course not!” The girl wasas
lost in thisuncaring world as she was. They were both scared. Sara hugged her. "I'll take care of you, |
promise.” At least for the next year, she added to hersdlf. She didn't dare try to think past the next St.
Bartholomew's Day.

Beth stepped back, her panic ingtantly turned off. "We want to eat, we better earn some money."

Saracouldn't argue with the girl's practicd attitude. She did have to swallow hard on her own panic at
facing the crowd. Thetimefor stage fright was long past, and she knew it. She could try her hand at
being athief, or she could play in front of an audience.

"Get transported to Audtrdia, or get rotten fruit thrown at you. The choiceredly isnt dl that hard,” she
said. She picked up the guitar and put it back in the canvas bag to protect it until it wastimeto play.
"Okay, let'sgo." Shewagged afinger a Beth. "No pickpocketing.”

Beth grimaced. "Y ou crazy?'Course I'll—"

"No you won't."

"Dammit, Saral"

"And no swearing." Oh, God, Sarathought, | sound just like my mother. She amost didn't blame Beth
for giving her adisgusted ook and running out of the tent.



Saracdlled after her, but when she got no answer she clutched the bag to her chest and followed the
girl to the bustle of thefair. It was abright and beautiful morning, except for the ever-present smokein
the air. The sky overhead reminded Sara of her onetrip to Los Angelesafew years back. "A few years
forward. Whatever." I'mtalking to myself. That's crazy. You listening to me? she asked thering. It
didn't answer. She decided to ignoreit aswell, and plunged into the crowd.

Shewaslost ingtantly, of course. Beth was nowherein sight. She never had gotten her bearingsthe
day before when sheld had the ring or Beth or Tomaasaguide at all times. She wondered where Toma
was now, and remembered where she'd first seen him. Maybe she could find him now. Maybe he could
help her find Beth and find a place where she could play for the fairgoers. Toma. She got awarm, sweet
feding from just thinking about him. It was disgusting, that was what it was. Pure, mush-brained, romantic
tripe. All thering'sfault. She just wished it didn't fed so good.

"Hmmph," she complained, hefted her guitar, and wandered down ajammed pathway that |ooked
vaguely familiar. She smiled triumphantly afew minuteslater when she recognized the dley that led
behind Toma's stage: The stage must be around the next turning. She hurried forward as fast as she could
dodge around the fairgoers, many of them excitedly chattering women. Shefedt astab of jealousy at the
redlization that the women were chattering about Tomathe Magnificent. She found herself tossing her
dark curls, smug in the knowledge that she was the one Toma the Magnificent wanted to marry. Not that
she could marry him, of course, but it was nice to be wanted.

Tomaemerged from the aley just as she reached it. He was bare chested, with a blue silk headband
holding back hislong black hair. Beth waswith him, A smilelit hisface as he saw her; Sarathought for a
second she was going to melt. He took her arm and drew her into the privacy of the dley.

"She'scrazy, Toma," Beth said asthey looked deep into each other's eyes. " She belongsin Bedlam, |
swear!"

Tomagave Beth astern look. "Hush, mud lark. Let metalk to her." He looked back at Sara. "I don't
have muchtime.”

She nodded. "Show time. | know."

"Beth'sbeen raving & me. Isany of it true?'

Saranodded. "l can't stedl ."

"Y ou can't do anything dse.”

Helooked so frustrated she wanted to comfort him. She supposed trying to explain magic rings and
time travel and reincarnation would only make thingsworse. "I'm going to play the guitar,” she said, since
it wasthe only thing sheredly could explain. "Instead of steding. Make an honet living."



"You see!" Beth chimedin. "Crazy. Mother Cummingsl! kill usal!™

Tomaignored the girl. Sarawould have tried to say something reassuring, but Toma had caught her
gaze with his, and she couldn't turn away. His ook was so intense, so pleading, she didn't know what to
do. He wanted something from her. Logt in his gaze she wanted nothing more than to give him anything
he wanted.

"l need you," he said. "Do you know how much | need you?' His hands tightened on her shoulders.
For amoment she thought he was going to shake her. But he dropped his handsto hissides and balled
them into fistsinstead. "Y ou can't understand.” The intengty bordering on anger left hisface. "Why do
you want to make an honet living?"

She was dmost too shocked to answer him for amoment. To her it seemed so obvious, but how
could she make someone who had never known anything but poverty and prejudice understand? "'l have
to."

"Mother Cummingswont likeit." He brushed his hand through her curls. "Beng won't likeit."

"] don't care."

He touched the tip of her chin. "I cantdll. | can read your stubbornnessright there."

"Help me," she pleaded.

"Toma" Beth warned.

He sghed, then nodded. "How?'

Shewould have thrown her arms around him if it hadn't meant dropping the guitar. "1 need
somewhereto play," she explained. "Some way to get paid for it. | think you English cal it busking. You
know, being a street musician. I've seen people do it in Dinkytown back home, over by the university,
and in Sesttle, but ! don't know where your equivaent of Pike Place Market is, so—"

"Sara?" Thistime he did shake her. "What are you talking about? Where are these places?' He
touched the bag, sounding amuffled thrum from the bass string. "Guitar?' She nodded. "Can you redly

play thething?"

Sara had to battle a combination of uncertainty and hard-earned, private pride before she could raise
her head and say, " Of course.”



Tomagave acurt nod. "Very well. Comewith me."

Shefollowed him to the steps behind the stage where Sandor waited, shifting nervoudy from foot to
foot.

Sandor frowned at her and said to Toma, "Big crowd for the last day. Ready?

"Not yet," Tomasaid. He pulled Sara up the steps. They were standing on the stage before she
reglized what he was doing. A burst of applause froze her in place. She couldn't bring herself to look out
at the audience not twenty feet away.

"What are you doing?' she whispered at Toma.

He made a sweeping gesture toward the crowd. "Y ou said you wanted to play.”

"Not here. Not now!"

"If not here, where? If not now, when?' the ring piped up.

"] don't need any comments from you, thank you!"

"l didn't say anything."

"l wasn't talking to you!" Sara heard the panic in her voice and tried to get the better of it. "I mean,
aren't you supposed to go on now?"'

Tomaleft her to walk to the front of the stage. While Sarawatched in horror, he bowed to the
audience, then announced, "A fine gypsy musician to entertain you while | prepare for the death-defying
featsto come." He glanced back at her for an instant, smiling encouragement. "L adies and gentlemen,” he
went on to the waiting audience, "the incomparable Saral”

As he stepped back there was a sprinkling of applause. She could fedl people staring, waiting, but she
couldn't look at them. She took a step forward, then another. She took the guitar from the bag without
quiteredizing shewas doing it. Her blood fdlt frozen in her veins. It was the same cold fear of facing an
audience that sheldd always had, but thistime she couldn't et it matter. The ring wasright, as much as she
hated to admit it. She had to do it. Her futurein the past depended on it. Shelooked into Toma's eyes
once more as she madeit al the way to the front of the stage. He had given her achance. She had to do
it for him. Hewasthere for her no matter what.

Nothing else matters, shethought. Which wasaso thetitle of apainfully beautiful love song shejust



happened to know how to play acoudtically. It was asif Tomas caring fueled her courage. She didn't let
herself think about the crowd as she began to play.

Tomawasn't anywhere in sght when she finished the song. Sheld gone through it by rote, without any
gresat feding, but at least she'd gotten through it. A few people applauded. Saralooked up in surprise.
She was more than surprised. Sheliked it. She smiled.

"That wasn't 30 bad, wasit?'

Sheignored thering, even if it did mirror her own thought. She managed to look at the audiencefor a
second longer, and give them ashy smile. Then she lowered her head and played afolk song she hoped
the people would find familiar. She played two more songs and got more enthusiastic response from the
crowd before Toma came out carrying around velvet cap in his hand. She watched in amazement as he
held the cap out significantly and afew coins were tossed onto the stage.

They like me, shethought, they really like me. She kept hold of the guitar with one hand while she
scrambled to pick up the coins. Toma presented the cap to her with aflourish so she could drop the
money into it. Then he graced her with aproud look before he hustled her offstage in order to get on with
hisown act.

She passed the ever-disgpproving Sandor going up the rear steps as she came lightly down. A familiar
face was waiting for her in the fenced courtyard.

"Mda?' Sarasadin surprise. "What are you doing here?' Saralooked angrily at thering. "How did
she get back here?'

"Please cdl me Aunt Molly, dear,” the woman answered. ™Y ou know | don't use my Romany name
anymore. The dear late Mr. Macal pine dways preferred Molly." She sighed. "May herest in peace.”

"Moally?" Saraquestioned the woman who looked just like her friend.

Maybe the woman didn't look exactly like Maa; she was alittle shorter and alittle rounder, but her
dark eyeswere certainly the same. She wore ablack dress, and a black bonnet covered her graying
black hair. Behind them aroar of adoration went up from the crowd. Sandor must have lit the flames
beneath Tomastightrope. Saratried not to worry about him performing the dangerous stunt. She
concentrated on the woman instead.

"Aunt Molly Macdpine? My aunt?* Must be more reincarnation stuff, Sara decided. My father
here looks like my father back home, only with a temper. So in thislife Mala is my aunt instead of
my math teacher. Right. Sarasmiled weskly a thewoman. "Hi, Aunt Molly."



Beth appeared before anything more could be said. She snatched the hat away from Saraand quickly
ran the coinsthrough her fingers. "Gawd!" the girl complained loudly. "Cal thisan honest living. Y ou can't
buy aquart o' ginwith this"

Saratook back the cap; it felt lighter. She didn't know how much money sheld actualy made, but she
definitely had less now. Beth must have hel ped hersdf to afew shillings.

She held out her hand. "Hand it over.” Beth grinned and unashamedly dropped three coinsinto Saras
pam. "Wearen't going to be buying gin," Sarainformed the girl. "Thisisfor basic necessities.”

"Gin's necessary," Beth answered. "Ask anyone.”

"Nonsense,” Molly answered. "Nothing and no oneis necessary but our Lord and his
Commandments. Y ou'd be wise to heed the word of Jesus Christ, my girl.”

Beth looked at the woman asif she were about to spit on her. Molly looked at Beth asif shewere
about to launch into asermon. Saragot the ideathat Aunt Molly was amissionary. She didn't know what

to say.

She was saved the need to when another roar went up, not from the stage this time, but from the
entrance to the courtyard. Sararecognized the bellow even before she turned her head to look at the
man charging toward them. She smiled wanly a Beng's approach, but Beng's anger wasn't directed at
her thistime.

"You!" he shouted, hating in” front of Mally. "What are you doing here, mirame?"

Molly didn't flinch at the insult, but looked Beng squarely in the eyes. " Saras young man asked meto
have alittletak with her. Asher only femaderdative.

"Y ou are no relative of mine. Y ou make me unclean just looking at you."

"Who's asking you to look at me?* Molly shot back. She pointed at Sara. "I'm hereto try to save my
niece's soul, not listen to your heathen ravings about cleanliness. Mr. Macapine was the finest man | ever
met. How dare you cal medirty for marrying him?"

"Hewasalfilthy gajo," Beng stormed back.

"Hewas my husband and | loved him!™"

Saraand Beth looked at each other. Sara could tell that thelittle girl didn't want to hang around and



listen to this argument any more than she did. Maybe they could sneak out before anyone noticed them.
Without exchanging aword she and Beth began to sidle toward the dley door.

Beng rounded on her immediately. "What's that thing? What are you doing here? Y ou been talking to
thiswoman?"

Sara halted her retreat and turned back to Beng. "Thisisaguitar,” she answered camly. "Tomalet me
use hisstage. | haven't actualy had a discussion with the lady. I'm going to go back to my tent now, dl
right?'

"Y ou go to Mother Cummings," he said. "Y ou have work to do.”

"For shame!™ Molly spoke up. ™Y ou keep her away from that horrible woman. No decent woman
would—"

"Y ou stay out of this!" He turned his attention back to Sara. Y ou do what | tell you right now."

Saralooked into his determined face and wondered what she should do. He really wasn't her father,
she reminded hersdlf. She didn't owe him explanations. "I'm getting tired of saying this, but | will say it
onemoretime: | am not athief. I'm not robbing anyone. Leave meadone.”

While Beng gaped at her she jammed the guitar back into its bag, took Beth by the hand, and said,
"Comeon, kid. We're history."

Chapter 6

"/ don't want to talk about it!"

Beng and Molly had followed her back to her tent. Neither of them looked asif they were going to go
away. Other peoplein the camp had abandoned packing the wagons to gather around to stare. Sarahad
seen severd of them make signsagaing evil at Molly. Molly pretended not to notice.

Sarasighed and said, "All right. Let'sgo ingde and talk about it."
She started to go in, but Beng grabbed her arm. " She can't gointhere”

"Oh, for crying out loud!" Saracomplained. "1 hate dl this mirame stuff. My whole tribe's been
accused of it for nearly two hundred years. Will you get with the program?' While Beng gaped at her she
gestured a Moally. "The woman is not going to pollute everything she touches just because she married a



non-Rom. Sheesh."

"I've been trying to tell them that for years, the poor heathens,” Mally told her.

"They aren't heathens, they're Rom," Sara snapped at the woman's smug tone. "Go and get your
things," she said to Beth while Beng and Mally looked at her with their mouths hanging open. The pair
looked very like brother and Sster a this moment. "I'm leaving," shetold Beng before he could gather
witsenough to yell at her. "I don't know where, but I'm going." She wanted to run straight to Toma, but
romance wasn't the solution to her future.

"Youregoing, dl right, to the housein St. Giles," Beng finally managed to answer. He gestured
toward the wagons. "We're going to the Salisbury fair. Y ou work for the Cummings woman until we get
back." He gestured to include dl thewagons again. Y ou make enough to see us through the winter. Y ou
be agood girl."

Oh, no, Sarathought, he wasn't putting the respongbility for caring for the whole familia on her. She
closed her eyesfor amoment. When she opened them again Molly was looking a her sympatheticaly.

Beng favored Molly with acontemptuous glare. I won't stay while she's here. Y ou just do what |
say." This seemed to settle the discussion asfar as he was concerned. He ssomped off toward the horse
corra without further comment.

"Now what?' Sarasaid. "What am | going to do?" Shewondered if Cummings and Billy were going
to comelooking for her sometime soon. Mother Cummings had said she wanted the burglary done
tonight. Toma couldn't protect her. He was a circus performer scheduled to leave with the others. Toma?
Shelooked a Molly. "Y ou said Tomawanted you to talk to me? About what?"

Molly crossed her arms and |ooked belligerently at the people who still lingered near Sarastent. "In
private, dear,” shesad. "Y ou aren't going to that Cummings woman," she added. "Y ou're coming with
your aunt. Right now, before Beng can stop us. I'll meet you by the fair entrance.” Molly turned and
walked away, head held high, before Sara could ask any questions.

Saradecided to ask questions | ater. It was faster just to bundle up some clothes from the tent, take
Beth and the guitar, and get out before Mother Cummings's goons showed up. She missed saying
good-bye to Tomathe Magnificent, but that was for the best. Her heart got more caught up every time
shetaked to the man. It kept trying to get her brain to agree to the ludicrous idea of marrying him. Better
to go with the well-meaning missonary aunt and forget al about marrying Toma.

kkhkkkkkkhkkkhkkkkkhkk*k

"Marry Toma, Aunt Molly?' Saracouldn't help but smile no matter how incredulous shefelt at the
woman's suggestion.



They were seated in the kitchen of the woman's very respectable inn. It turned out Aunt Molly wasn't
amissonary after dl, at least not professondly. She and her late husband were committed Methodists
who aso ran the Blue Rose inn. Now that she was awidow, Molly had decided to devote most of her
time to charity work among the Anglo-Romany.

Theinn'skitchen was closed for the evening, and most of the guestswere in bed or conversaing quietly
in the common room. Beth was tucked into bed in asmall room off the kitchen. Sarahad been given a
room next door. She'd spent part of the day hel ping out in the kitchen with Molly and the couple who
worked for her, then had played guitar quietly in the common room while the guests ate dinner. Her
second public performance hadn't been anywhere near as nerve-racking as her firgt, but she'd been
happy to escape to the kitchen when Aunt Molly suggested alittle chat.

She didn't know why she was so surprised when marriage to Tomaturned out to be the subject of the
conversation. "Y ou said he'd asked you to talk to me. I'd forgotten.”

Moally nodded. "He's such arespectful boy. When Beng refused to discuss the marriage with him he
remembered that you had one femae relative. So he asked me to discuss the marriage with you. | redlly
think you ought to marry him, dear,” she repeated. "He'srealy quite exceptionaly good-looking.”

"Yes. Yes, heis” Saraagreed. Shetried not to sgh romanticaly. "l .. ." Shelet her wordstrail away.
How could she explain that she couldn't marry him even if she wanted to? If she had to make
explanations she'd save them for Toma. For now she said, "I'll think about it."

"Y ou don't want to disobey your father, do you?'

Saranodded diffly.

"l undergand,” Molly went on. "I know what it'slike to go againg your family and everything you
know." She stood. "Time we got somerest, my dear. Join mein aprayer for wisdom."

Sarastood and bowed her head. When Mally had finished Sara said, "Thank you for taking mein,
Aunt Moally."

The woman waved her thanks away and handed Sara one of the candles on the table. " Off to bed
withyou."

Gripping the candle by its brass holder, Sarafollowed itsfeeble light down the back hall to her
bedroom. The room was smaller than the tent and held in the August hest like an oven, but Saradidn't
mind calling it home. It had only anarrow bed with a thin mattress, a clothes chest, and asmall table for
her to rest the candlestick on, but it was better than any other aternative she'd been presented.



"Better than a prison hulk," she whispered as she closed the heavy door behind. " Anything's better
thanthat."

"I couldn't agree more," Tomasaid, stepping out of the deep shadows by the wardrobe.

Sarajumped in surprise. Her movement snuffed out the candle, which she dropped anyway. A shaft
of moonlight fell in aneat squarein front of the room's only window. Tomadrew her into it. She redized
how much sheld missed him as she saw hisangular features outlined in the silvery light. She didn't know
how it was possible to get attached to someone so quickly, but it had happened.

Shetouched his cheek, fedling the faintest trace of stubble. "Maybe there is something to this own true
love business,”" she said, not sureif shewas admitting it to him, hersdlf, or thering.

Her confusion disappeared when Toma bent his head and hislips met hers. The kiss was one of gentle
greeting at first, but grew more ardent and hungry by the second. She wasn't sure who started it, but
before long their hands were all over each other. The hot night, the enclosed room, any questions she had
were soon forgotten in the heat that rose from every spot where Tomas nimble fingers touched.

She didn't know when or how they ended up on the bed, but at some point, sometime after he began
licking and sucking on her nipples through the thin cloth of her dress, Sara came to her senses enough to
ask, "Do you have any protection?"

Toma's eyes glinted up out of the night, over the rounded mounds of her breests. "I have my knife" he
sad.

Hisweight across her was ddlicioudy solid. One of her hands was resting on his shoulder; the other
was combing through the silky mane of hisblack hair. She laughed bresthlesdy at hisanswer. "I meant a
condom," shetold him. ™Y ou know, birth control, AIDS, that kind of protection.”

Tomarolled off her and propped himsalf up on one elbow. It was atight fit for both of themtolieon
the bed, and Sarawas wedged up against the wall. " Protection? Condom? A skin sheath, you mean?
Don't tak likeawhore."

Hisirritated toneimmediately annoyed her, but she supposed it was stupid to argue socid attitudes
with aman from the past. It was even more stupid to want so desperately to make loveto him. She
couldn't complicate living ayear in the past by adding pregnancy to her problems. Besides, making love
to Toma once would just make her want to do it again. It was too physicaly and emotionaly risky. She
squeezed her handsinto fists to keep from pulling him into another deep kiss,

"Wed better stop,” she said.



Tomaran his hand down her sde, then down across her somach. "Must we?'

The cgoling promisein hisvoice sent a pleasant shiver through her. ™Y ep. Uh-huh. Oh, my, thet fedls
good.” She didn't know when her eyes closed as he continued his persuasive caressing, but she managed
to pry them open before losing complete control of hersalf. When she saw Tomasmiling at her shedidn't
know whether to laugh or to smack him, he looked so pleased with himself. "Take your hand off of
there" she ordered. "Right now."

He sighed dramatically, but took his hand away.

Before she could ask him to put it back she remembered to ask, "How did you get in here? What are
you doing in here? Ian't the circus going to Salisbury?'

He sat up and swung hislegs over the side of the bed. Saramoved to Sit beside him. Hisarm went
around her shoulder. "Shh," he warned. "We don't want to shock your aunt. | wanted to seeyou in
private. She would have wanted to chaperon us, and she wouldn't likewhat | haveto tell you. | camein
the back way, found your room, and waited." He kissed her cheek. "It was worth the wait.”

Sarasnuggled closer to him. His presence made her fed safe and wanted. He couldn't know how
important it was not to be alonein thisaien time and place. "'Y oure wonderful," she said. "So swest.
Kind of like Ed on Northern Exposure.” But sexy like Chris, she said to hersdlf, only shorter. And if
she'd known she was going to miss ayear'sworth of television she could have at least set atape.

"Ed who?' Tomaasked.

The hint of jeslousy in hisvoice amused her. "Never mind. Why aren't you with the circus?’

"Y ou're more important. | wanted to warn you, help you. Y ou're not safe here, Sara," he went on
before she could ask him what he meant. "Mother Cummings knows al about it."

"It? [t what?'

"Knowsyou'e here. That you're holding out on her."

“I'm ot holding—"

"She doesn't likeit, Sara." He brushed his hand across her forehead. "Don't get her angry. She can
have you killed." He snapped hisfingers. "Just like that." Another snap, right next to her ear. Shejumped
nervoudy at the sound. "More likely it's Beth shelll hurt since she gtill needs you. She knowsyou care for
themud lark."



"Hurt Beth?' Sarasaid the words dowly, memories of Cummingss crude comment to the girl and
Beth'sfear of Mother Cummings playing over in her mind as she spoke. "She'sjust alittle girl."
Larcenous and streetwise, but still just achild. "I promised I'd protect her."

"Then you'd better do what Mother Cummings wants.”

Sarashook her head. "No. That's not possible.”

llBut_ll

Sarabroke away from the safe shelter of his embrace before he could finish. "That is not an option,”
shetold him firmly. She headed for the door. "I've got to get Beth out of here. Can you take her to
Sdlisbury with you?' she asked as he hurriedly followed her next door to Beth's room.

"I'm not going to Sdlisbury.”

Shewhirled to face him. "Why not?'

His hands touched her shoulders. 'l stayed to look after you.”

"Oh." Therush of love nearly overwhelmed her. "Thank you." It wasillogicd, it wasimpossible, shed
known the man for only aday, but she knew sheloved him. He drew her to him and kissed her, dowly
and gently. But worry for Beth drew her out of hisarms before long. She stepped away, but took his
hand as they went to Beth's door.

Moonlight from asmal window fell directly across the bed, but there was nothing there for them to
see. The bed was empty. Sara paused in the doorway, her gaze searching frantically, but it was obvious
that Beth was not in the room.

"No," shewhispered. "Oh, no."

Tomaurged her forward. While she stood in hope ess confusion in the middle of the room, helita
candle, then held it up, dowly turning to search the shadows. Sarafollowed his movements, and saw the
folded piece of paper at the foot of the bed the same instant he said, "L ook."

She rushed to snatch it up.

Tomaheld out hishand. "L et me read that for you.”



"l can read it myself, thank you," she said, irritated despite her worry. He held the candle closer as she
unfolded the paper. "I can read, but I'm not sure these jokers can write." She stared at the abysma
scrawling squiggles on the page. Though the message was easy enough to guess, it took her awhile
before she could decipher the details. "It says | won't see Beth again unless | bring Mother Cummingsthe
scarabs.”

"Tonight,” Tomaadded. Hisarm came around her shoulder. "Sara, it hasto be tonight.”

"What am | going to do?"

"Do you want to seethe mud lark again?”'

"Of coursal”

"Thendoit." He swiveled her to face him. His expression wasintensein the gold glow of the candle.
"Y ou're the best, sweetheart. Do this one job and they'll never bother you again. I'll seeto that, |
promise.”

"But. .. how?" She searched desperately for some sane alternative to this situation. "Couldn't we call
the police? Scotland Y ard?!

Tomafrowned in puzzlement. "Police? Thisisn't France. There are no secret policein England, love."

"Who said anything about secret police? I'm talking about getting help to get Beth back. The poor
baby's been kidnaped. There must be somebody we can go to."

Hislaugh waslow and harsh. "We're Rom," he reminded her. "No law protectsus."

Sara sat down on the bed, too overcome with fear to stay on her feet. She touched the ring, pressng
her sore fingertip into the knotwork design. "Can't you do something?' she begged it. It made no

response.

Tomafaced her. "Y ou're the only one who can help her, Sara" He held out his hand to her. "Come
with me. To Philipston House. | can show you the way."

Saralooked up at him in bleak anguish. The man she loved was offering to help her commit afelony.
It waswrong. She didn't know how. She was terrified. Beth's life depended on her. "Oh, God,” she
whispered. "Therés nothing | can do." Shetook Tomas hand and let him pull her to her feet. "All right. If
| haveto. Just thisonce." She looked into his deep blue sympathetic eyes. "' Show me what to do."
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"l can't go through with this."
Tomagrabbed her deeve as sheturned to run. "Sara.”
"l can't gointhere.”

They were standing in apark in the center of asquare in afashionable part of town. Mayfair, Toma
had said as they made their way to the west Side of London. Asthey passed mansions and parks and
gardens, dodged carriages and groups of fashionably dressed people, Sara had felt not only more out of
place, but more familiar with the setting. Thiswas the Regency London she knew about, the upscae sde
of theworld she'd discovered the day before.

The house before them was three storiestdl, narrow, separated from identical mansions by narrow
grips of garden. Unlike other housesin the neighborhood no lights were showing in the windows of
Philipston House. There was no traffic on the wide, brick-paved road. It was aquiet night in aquiet
neighborhood.

"Too quiet,” Sarawhispered, pressing her back againgt awide tree trunk. Her mouth was dry with
fear. Thiswas worse than stage fright. Tomatugged on her hand. "'l can't doiit," she repeated.

"Beth.”

It wasal he had to say, and he knew it. HE'd been repeating the word to her the whole way, every
time she tried to turn back. Beth. He was right. She couldn't do it but she had to. So she would.
Somehow.

"Beth. Right," she grumbled. She pushed hersdlf away from the tree. She studied the house again.
"Y ou sure there's nobody home?"

"Philipston went to Bath for hisgout,” Tomatold her. "Hetook his household with him."
"What about larms?’ she asked. " Security systems?’
"What?'

"Large watchdogs with mean, nasty teeth,” she clarified. "Thingslike that.”



Tomashook hishead. "No. Nothing like that."

"How do you know?" she snapped. Her irritation was fueled by panic. She didn't have timeto panic.
"Get agrip,” she ordered hersalf. She squared her shoulders and walked swiftly out of the park. She was
standing in front of the door to Philipston House before she noticed Tomawasn't with her. When she
turned to look she saw him lingering on the curb across the street. The silver threadsin his blue headscarf
glittered in the moonlight. It occurred to her that her own colorful long skirts weren't exactly theided
attire for breaking and entering. "Attack of the ninjagypsy guitarist. How'sthat for amovie of the week?"
The ludicrous image dmost made her chuckle. What was her partner in crime waiting for? She gestured
with her head. She caught the flash of hiswhite teeth as he grinned before printing across the street to
join her.

"What do you plan?' he asked when he reached her. "Just to knock on the front door?"
"It'sathought.”

"Servants entrance for the likes of us."

Saratilted her head thoughtfully. "Y ou'reright. There must be aback door. Come on.”

They made their way cautioudy through agarden to the back of the house. Roses scented the air
around them, as romantic as the moonlight. Music filtered across the distance from one of the nearby
houses. Sara paused for amoment, struck by the beauty of the setting and the incongruousness of the
moment.

"Pianoforte. Mozart." She Sghed.

Tomatouched her on the shoulder. "How do you know?

"My mom'samusic teacher.”

"Y our mother worked the bujo,” Tomaanswered. "Mally told me."

Thiswas no timeto try to explain the difference between hersdf and the person he thought she was,
even if the difference was crucia to what they were about to do. She did take the time to defend her
mother. "Mom'sa gajo. Shewouldn't know how to run acon to save her life. Come on, let's get this
over with."

Toma gave a confused shake of his head before they hurried on. The flower garden gaveway to a
vegetable garden. There were stables beyond, and severd smdll outbuildings that Sara guessed were
storage sheds. The back door loomed wide and dark up ashort flight of stairsin the center of the back



wall. Therewas gtill no sign of movement inside or out. Not even astray cat ambled by aong the back
fence.

"Too quiet,” Sarawhispered again. She sat down on astone bench on the edge of the flower garden
and stared at the back of the house for awhile. What the hell was she supposed to do next? She rubbed
thering. I'm open to suggestions, shetold it.

Toma paced the pathway in front of the bench, his soft-soled shoes making no sound on theflat,
round paving stones. "Hurry," heingructed in afierce whisper. "Let's get this over with."

He sounded angry as well as anxious. He must be asworried as she was at getting caught, even
though the morality of the Situation didn't seem to bother him. If he mentioned Beth one more time she
thought she might kick him. She stood up and approached the door and turned the knob. It was locked,
of course. When she glanced over her shoulder at Toma she saw he was standing with his arms crossed,
asarcadtic expression evident even if she could only see him by moonlight.

"It was worth ashot,” shetold him.

He bounded up the stepsto join her. ™Y ou could try breaking awindow."

"l could," she agreed, "but that would be stupid. If we can get in without being obvious about it, no
oneisgoing to know anything ismissing until thisguy gets home. The less evidence the better, theless
chance of getting caught.”

He patted her on the head. "Clever girl."

"Yeah," Saraagreed, though she hadn't realized what she was thinking until she'd spoken. Maybe she
did have abit of crimina talent. The notion gave her confidence. She took astep back onto the top stair
tread and looked around thoughtfully, looking for possbilities.

"I wonder,” she said after carefully looking over the scene. "Maybe there's a spare house key hidden
someplace.”

"What?'

"Think about it. The placeis crawling with servants, right? People must go in and out at al hours. It
would be convenient to be able to get in without somebody getting out of bed a three in the morning
when the butler comes home drunk on his night off."

Tomalooked indignant. "But the butler doesn't—it makes sense, | suppose,” he finished thoughtfully.
"Can't trust servants.”



"Can't hurt to look." Sarabegan with the airs. She didn't find anything until she reached the bottom.
Then aloose flagstone to the right of the bottom step flipped over as she ran her hands aong the ground.
"Got it," she sad asthe moonlight glinted off ashiny metal object. She fished the key out of itshiding
place and smiled triumphantly at the watching Toma.

"Well?' he asked. "What are you waiting for?"

Hisimpatience spurred her back up the stairs. He was right; they had to get this over with and get out
of here. The key fit smoothly into the lock. It turned without any trouble. Saralet out atensdy held
breath as she heard the lock click open. The door opened without a squesk or rattle.

She hurried insde, Tomaafew steps behind her, and quickly closed the door. She didn't know what
room they werein, but at least they wereindde.

"Servants hdl, | think," Tomasaid before she could ask. It was light enough in the room to show the
outline of adoor on the opposite wal. "Kitchen through there, maybe?"

"Sounds good to me." She touched hisdeeve. "If you were a collection of gold scarabs, where would
you hang out? Wait, maybe the ring would know."

"What?'

Wel|? she asked thering. Give me some help here.

"Try thelibrary,” camethe bored voicein her head. "Egyptian jewdry is so serious.”

"Library." Sherubbed her chin thoughtfully. "Hasto be in the front of the house wherethere are
windows, plenty of light." She tried to imagine the probable layout of the house'sinterior. Using her
imagination she led the way from the servants hall through the large kitchen and into adark hallway.
Without moonlight coming in through windows to see by she was ingtantly disoriented.

"How do wefind thelibrary?' she asked while waiting for her eyesto adjust to the darkness.

She soon made out afew dark shapes of furniture lining thewalls. Therewas athick strip of carpet
beneath her feet. Shewaited for Tomals answer, but none came. She couldn't fed the warmth of his
presence, either. Nor the soft sounds of his breathing and almost inaudible sound of hisclothesashe
moved. A stab of fear shot through her. He. wasn't there, was he?

"Toma?'



She turned dowly, not in any hurry to find out she was done. Putting it off didn't change the fact that
he wasn't there. "Toma?" she repeated, voice ahusky whisper. A chill of dread settled over her despite
the warmth of the night. She took a step back toward the kitchen. All her confidence disappearedin a
nauseating rush. Where was he?

She heard afootstep just as her hand touched the kitchen door. "Thank God!" She whirled around,
amost ready to collgpse with rdief. "Don't do thai—"

At firgt she thought the big man looming out of the darkness was Cummings, then another man
appeared from down the hall carrying a candle and she saw that the men were strangers. They were
dressed identically in gray coats and white knee breeches, and they were both far larger than shewas.
She lunged for the door handle. It was locked.

She was grabbed from behind before she could run, and spun around and marched ahead of her
captors down the hal with her arms held behind her back. No one said aword. She longed to scream
out to Tomafor help, but she didn't want to risk hisbeing captured aswell.

The house was no longer completely dark. The men took her to aroom she decided must be asitting
room. They made her Sit in abrocade chair while they took up posts on ether side of the room's only
door. Then they waited. Waiting for what, Sara didn't know and couldn't find voice to ask. The cops, she
supposed. She'd been caught, and there was no way out. She was going to prison. Worse till, Beth was
going to suffer for her failure. She could only pray that Tomagot away, that he could do something for
the child.

The waiting seemed to go on forever. Sarafound hersdf watching a candle flame dowly burning its
way through about an inch of wax. The men didn't move, nor would they answer her questions. Theair in
the room was stuffy and till. A clock ticked on the mantel; the sound was amost on the edge of hearing,
but loud enough to eat at her nerves. She wouldn't ook at the clock. She was afraid sheld discover the
ring had transported her into some sort of limbo where time didn't passat al.

By the time the door opened and two men stepped inside she dmost welcomed their arrival. It meant
she was about to be dragged off to jail but at least the wait was over. She stood as they entered and
forced hersdlf to confront them. Onewastal and graying; the other was young, dim, with long black hair
tied at the nape of his neck.

The younger one approached her. She hoped sheld be given a chance to explain about Beth; maybe
the police would do something to help the girl. She looked himin the eye as shetried to think of alucid
explanation. His eyes were bright blue. His face was a handsome, sharp triangle above an dlaborate
darched collar. Hetilted his head dightly, afaint flicker of amusement quirking up hislipsfor just a
moment. Lips she'd kissed not that long ago.

"Toma?'



"Hdlo, Sara," he answered. "Y ou're under arrest.”

Chapter 7

"What?"
"Arrest," he repeated. Y ou are my prisoner.”

Héed taken histime changing, luxuriating in the fed of ahot bath and being dressed in the clothes that
werethefirst sare of fashion. He had dso taken histime so the girl would have a chance to contemplate
the horrors awaiting her. Imagination was a powerful weapon, and the gypsies were an imaginative,
superdtitiouslot. And, intruth, he hadn't relished the coming confrontation any.

He'd expected the girl to be huddlied on achair in hysterica tears when he entered. Her reaction upon
recognizing him wasfar from satisfactory.

"Y ou could scream and faint," he suggested with awry smile. "'l promise to catch you."

Instead of fainting, Sara dropped back into the chair asif she'd been struck, raised her right hand in
front of her face, and said angrily, "My own true loveis an undercover cop? What is going on here?"

"Cod little mort, isn't she?" his companion said.

He found the mixture of contempt and amusement in the man'svoiceirritating but heignored him. He
kept his attention on Sara. He thought he'd come to know the girl in the time held been cultivating her and
her tribe, but now he wasn't so sure his assumptions about her were correct. The shy, docile,
clever-fingered child held first met had been acting very peculiar in the last couple of days. Hed been
equally intrigued, amused, and worried at her sudden assertive behavior. Perhaps she was mad, but it
was too late to abandon the plan now.

"l don't know what 'cop’ means," he said to her. "But you are correct about 'undercover.” He gave
her a condescending smile. "Just where did you learn the language of espionage, my lovey?"

She looked up at him, dark eyes snapping with anger. "'l watch alot of television. Who are you really?
Wheré's Beth?

Her concern for the mud lark was touching. Of course, it was aso her downfall. "Safely adeep at your
aunt's, | should imagine. | gave her awhole pound to make hersdf absent for awhile.”



Sarasurged angrily to her feet. "Y ou bastard! | was scared to degth for her. Y ou knew it was atrap,
didn't you? What's this about, anyway?'

He had the oddest notion that she wasn't addressing him. Not for thefirst time. "What it's about,” he
answered, "isthat | need acat's paw, and you'reit." He made ashort bow. "Y ou have the honor of
addressing Lieutenant Lewis Morgan, Roya Navy."

"LewisMorgan?' She stared at him, her anger tempered by incredulity. " The LewisMorgan? The
Hero of the Revolution?”

Before he could ask what she meant his companion spoke. "The girl's beetle-headed, my boy. She
obvioudy won't do. Send for the constables.”

"Shell do," Lewisanswered. "By theway," he went on to Sara, "meet Lord Philipston. My father."

"The gtuation hardly requiresformal introductions.” Hisfather glared down hislong nose a Sarawith
disdain. "I shdl haveto have the chair burned, | suppose.”

Hewatched Sarashands ball into fists, but she didn't say anything to Lord Philipston. She kept her
attention on him. Anger burned in her, and agrowing contempt that made it hard for him to continue to
look her in the eye. She was supposed to be frightened, confused, begging. HEd been prepared to deal
with tears and entresties.

Sarabit her tongue rather than answer the older man's rude comment. However, she did spread her
skirts and St with ddliberate d owness on the fine brocade upholstery of the chair. "Isthere ascarab
collection?' she asked. Shefet an odd sense of victory in managing to keep her voice quite cam. She
wasn't cam; she was about a nanosecond away from total panic. She was tempted to take
Toma—Lewis Morgan—up on his screaming and fainting offer. Only the thought of being wrapped in the
fdse safety of hisarmskept her fromgiving in. Thering felt like alead weight on her finger. It knew what
was going on—she could fed it—but it wasn't talking.

Lewis Morgan stood over her. She hoped she didn't look asintimidated by him as shefelt. He looked
S0 ... aristocratic. Not agood sign, she was sure.

"Y ou're not Rom, are you? Not even haf?'

His smile was dow, and somehow menacing. "I knew agypsy girl once, from the Caderash tribe," he
sad. "Shetaught me alot, before her own family denounced her asawhore.”

Theway they'll denounce you if you aren't careful. He didn't say it, but Saraheard theimplicationin
his tone. She wondered why sheld thought of Toma as a sweet young man. "Everything you've done and



sad hasbeen alie” He nodded. "Why?'

"l need you," hesaid. "l need to control you."

She had the fedling his reasons were going to be treacherous and convoluted. She looked at the
intricate knotwork pattern of the ring. She was beginning to realize that the ring liked things convol uted.

"Youreaspy, aren't you?' she asked Lewis. None of her father's historical bedtime stories had
mentioned anything about Lewis Morgan being a British py. She did her best to remember everything
she knew about him. Anything she could remember would come in handy right now. She hoped. Maybe
aknowledge of history didn't help when the history hadn't happened yet.

"l am an officer in HisMgesty's Navy," heanswered. "And, yes, | anaspy.”

The bitternessin hisvoice did nothing to mollify her newborn hatred for him. "Why did you set me up?
What do you want mefor?' Lord Philipston snickered lewdly, but she didn't pay him any attention.

Lewisgave hisfather an annoyed look. He was obvioudy finding the girl's humiliation amusing. He
owed the man adebt of gratitude for allowing him to use Philipston House for this operation. He hadn't
minded agreeing to hisfather'srequest to "bein at thekill," but now that the vixen was cornered his
presence was proving obstructive. "Could you leave us alone, please?' he requested. " State Secrets,” he
explained as hisfather turned adark frown on him. "My apologies, sr."

Hisfather hesitated for amoment, then gave an annoyed nod. "Y ou're cheating me of my fun, lad." He
|eft the room, Sgnding the footmen to go with him.

Once away from hisfather's stern scrutiny, Lewis pulled up achair and sat down facing the girl.
"Now, love, let'shavealittletak."

"I'm not your love." Shetwisted thefingersof her left hand around the ring finger of her right hand.
Sheld been making the nervous gesture quite abit lately.

He sat back and tried to act relaxed. "Let's just pretend you are.”

"Let'snot. What's going on here, Morgan?' Her voice was as cold asiron, her expression about as
hard.

Hed definitely been mistaken about the girl. HEd approached her thinking hisjob would be easy. He
didn't know when it had gotten complicated, when she had gotten complicated. Y ou have achoice" he
told her. ""Cooperate with everything | want of you, or accept the just punishment for your crimes.”



"Crimes?’ shelooked around her. "Breaking in here?' He nodded. She shook her head. "1 don't think
s0. Where | come from thisis caled entrgpment. Y ou can't do this."

"You'realong way from Bororavia, Sara."

"I'm not from Bororavia, I'm from Minnesota.” She ran her hands through her hair in sudden agitation.
"Oh, God, thisis 1811, isnt it?'

"By the English calendar, it is." He supposed gypsies reckoned the time differently, if the wanderers
reckoned it at al. Since held started studying them held been dowly discovering that they did everything
differently.

She knew he wouldn't believe her if shetold him she was from 1994. She needed the ring's help, but
thering felt like adead weight on her finger. Find out what the man wants, shetold herself. Work from
there.

"Y ou didn't con meinto thismessjust to send meto Botany Bay."

"Correct," he acknowledged. "But Botany Bay will be your destination if you don't fully cooperate.”

"Cooperate with what?'

"My pla]S."

She got the impression he was embarrassed. Or that the plan was so secret even he didn't know what
it was. She started in surprise when he said, "Marry me, Sara.”

She gared a him in utter confusion. He was obvioudy out of hismind. Findly, dl she could manageto
Say was, "In your dreams.”

"It wasn't arequest.”

"But... why do you want to marry me?"

"| dont. It's necessary for my misson.”

"And your missonis?'

"None of your concern.”



She was 0 frustrated she wanted to hit him. She had never wanted to hit anyonein her life before, but
the man had the ability to stir violent emaotion in her. "An hour ago | loved you," shesaid. "l wouldn't
marry you now if my life depended oniit.”

"It does."

The cold findlity of hisvoice chilled her to the bone. She didn't have any choice. She hated not having
any choice. It dmost choked her to get the words ouit. It was him or the prison hulks. "I'll marry you."

Thelook of hatred on Saras face warned Lewis that he wasn't going to have an easy time of it. "It's
late," he said. "We should get somerest.” In truth, he wanted the chance to spend the night in a decent
bed between clean linen sheets before he had to resume his disguise. "Come dong.”

He had to take Sara's hand in atight grasp and tug her forward before he could get the stubborn girl
to move. A footman was waiting outside the door with abranch of candles. He preceded them, lighting
their way to the storerooms behind the kitchen. He unlocked the vegetable larder door and handed the
key to Lewis before stepping out of the way. Lewis waved Saraforward.

"There's no window," he said, "and nothing you can stedl. This should suit.”

Saralet out an audible gulp as she peered into the narrow, dark room. Y ou want meto deepin
there?'

From her horrified tone, one would have thought he was throwing her into the mouth of hell. "Cant
have the likes of you spailing my father's bed linen, can we?' he said jokingly.

He pushed her insde and ammed the door before she could scamper back out.

"Tomal" she caled to him. He locked the door.

The footman chuckled at her panicked cry, but Lewiswaked slently away.
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He poured her abasin of water in the kitchen so she could wash the tearstains of f her face. She
looked pathetic, which was just what held intended, broken to his command. It was not a plessant sight.
Hedid not relish having to spend the next few monthsin the girl's cowed company. He'd had to summon
up every bit of cold resolve he could manage before facing his prisoner. He had to keegp reminding
himsdlf that she was athief, and getting off far better than she deserved.



It was just after dawn of what promised to be another hot day. Lewis had not had a pleasant night's
rest. He was anxious to be away before his father rose, cup-shot and foul tempered as usud.

"Seep well?' he asked his prisoner as she dried her face with adishcloth. Saraflashed him alook of
pure hatred. The force of it was enough to send him back a step. "Not too cowed, | see. Perhaps your
company won't prove boring, after al.”

"Drop dead.”

She hadn't dept at al. The room had been gtifling hot, airless, the darkness frequently stirred by the
sound of rodents. Sheld spent alot of time crying, which made her fed weak and stupid. Lewisand his
father's casudly bigoted comments kept replaying themsdavesin her mind, keeping her very unpleasant
company. She'd emerged from the storeroom in no mood to put up with anything from Lewis Morgan.

She gretched tiredly. "I want to be home," she said, more to herself or the ring than her smirking
companion. "In ahot bath, ligening to Richie Sambora. | cannot put up with ayear of this."

Lewis grabbed her aams and pulled her to him. He wasn't alarge man, but she was much shorter. He
loomed over her. Helooked coolly angry and dangerous. "Richie who?”

"What do you mean, Richie—" He shook her. "The guitarist with Bon Jovi," she explained hadtily. "I
redly love hissolo dbu—"

"Isheyour lover?'

Saracouldn't keep from laughing. "Don't | wish." She saw ingtantly that she'd given the wrong answer.
Her captor looked so angry that for amoment she was afraid he was going to hit her. Then his
expression shifted from anger to contempt. Contempt she could ded with. "My fantasy lifeis none of
your business" shetold him. "Hesamusgcian | ligento."

"Spends much time in your tent, does he? While you bathe?"

"I've never met the man. What isyour problem? Jedl ous?

He dropped his .hands so fast he might have been burned. He gave her a smile she would have found
charming yesterday. "Theres no man in your life but me from now on, darling.”" He reached out again,
taking her by the hand thistime. "L et's go, while there's no one on the streets who might recognize me."

Hewas dressed in his gypsy clothes, back playing Tomaagain.



"Go where?' she asked, following him out the door.

They werewd | away from Philipston House before he answered. "Back to your aunt's. Shélll be
worried about you.”

He sounded amused about Aunt Molly being worried, but Saradidn’t want to explore the subject of
upper class humor. She didn't particularly want to talk to him at al, but there was so much she wanted to
know. A chilled, angry silence toward him for the next year might be tempting, but it wasn't very
practica. She was il very annoyed about the storeroom.

"So, fiancé, what happens when you want meto get pregnant?* she asked bitterly. "Y ou have some
nice, romantic crypt picked out? | can hardly wait to hear your honeymoon plans.”

"I'm not interested in children,” he replied as he hurried her dong the quiet streets. After aggnificant
pause he chuckled and added, "Well be honeymooning in France."

It took several minutes for the remark to register. "But England was at war with Francein 1811."

Thefool girl pestered him with questions the rest of the way back to the Blue Rose. He didn't answer
any of them. He'd already said too much. He had to remember the gypsy girl wasapawn, not an dly. As
they came to the door of the inn he pulled her close and whispered in her ear. "Follow my lead. Do what
you're told. Remember what happensif you don't.”

Saraheard the chilling menace in his whispered words and any confidence she might have gathered
during the long wak back from Mayfair vanished. Lewis Morgan meant business and she had no choice.
Shewas going to get him for this, she promised herself. She said, "1 understand.” He kissed her cheek.
She forced hersdlf not to jerk away from the soft warmth of hislips.

"Comeaong, love." He opened the door and led her into the inn's common room.

Aunt Molly didn't look worried when she glanced up from talking to a customer. She looked annoyed.
"Well," she said sternly as she marched up to them, wiping her hands on an gpron. "Well, indeed! |
suspected as much. For shame.” She pointed toward the back of the house. "Into the kitchen with you
two. Scanda. In my house," she added, herding them into the kitchen. "I'll not haveit. It'sthe parson's
mousetrap for you two, make no mistake."

"We're sorry to have worried you,” Tomasaid as soon as Molly had sent the servants away. "Y ou
know | intend to do the honorable thing by the girl. Don't |, Sara?"

Saradipped away from hisgrasp. "Where's Beth?' she asked the outraged woman. "Is she dll right?
Wewerelooking for her," she added when Molly stared at her questioningly.



"Y ou went out alone? With ayoung man?* Molly shook afinger under Saras nose. "Hardly proper,
for an English girl or aRom.”

"She'ssorry.”
Saraignored Lewis Morgan's sincere-sounding apology. "Beth?!

"Upstairs with one of the maids, learning to make beds." Molly sighed. "The child requires agrest dedl
of supervison, I'm afraid. Thieving ways," she explained in aconfidentia tone.

"Weknow," Lewis said. "Sarathought shed run away last night," he explained. "I helped her look for
her."

Molly turned to him. "Why aren't you in Sdisbury?"
"Sarafound me at the campgrounds before | left. | couldn't leave her done.”

The sincerity in the man's expression and tone made Sarawant to gag. "Right,” she said sarcasticaly.
"He'sjust full of the milk of human kindness. Or at least he'sjust full of it," she added to hersdif.

Molly beamed. "Y ou're agood lad, Toma Hell make you afine husband, my dear,” she said to Sara.
"That'swhat hetelsme."

Molly looked between her and Lewis, her dark complexion reddening with embarrassment. "I'm sure
nothing—untoward—happened lagt night, but | must ing st that—"

"No need toingst,” Tomaassured her. "Well be married as soon asthe circus returns.”

"Oh, but that's days," Mally said. "I'm sure | can persuade Reverend Wilkinsto procure a specia
license—"

“No!"

Lewiss shout was so unexpected that both women jumped, then stared at him, waiting for an
explanation.

"No gajo wedding," he said firmly. "Well be accepted by the Boravatribe or it will be no marriage.”
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"Am | right, Sara?' he asked Sara, cutting off Molly's protest.

The harsh expression in his eyes reminded Sara of the dark shadows of the convict hulks. "Right," she
sad reluctantly. "Tomawants the marriage acknowledged by the kris. Y ou want the tribe council's
acceptance, isn't that it?' He nodded dowly. She wondered if he would answer if she asked why.

Molly looked worried. "That will take some doing. Y ou know what happened to me when | married
Mr. Macdpine.”

Lewis moved to put hisarm around the woman. "It will work out,” he assured her. It had better, he
thought, shooting acommanding look at Sara over the woman's head. The girl's chin lifted stubbornly, but
she gave him adight nod. The gesture reassured him he wasin control of the situation. He drew Sara's
aunt aside, toward the garden door. "'l haveto go,” hetold her quietly. "Take care of Sarafor me, please.
I'm afraid she might run away from Beng's temper if she'sleft doneto think too much.”

"l can understand that," Molly agreed. "It's going to be hard for the wee thing to face up to him."

"Shell have me by her sde”

Molly sighed. "At least you're Rom. Y ou have more chancethan | did."

"Kegp Saraoccupied,” he requested. "Don't et her out of your sight if you can helpit.”

"Don't you worry, dear boy. Thereare no idle handsin this house. Shelll have no chanceto have
second thoughts."

"Thank you." He bowed and gracioudly dropped akiss on the woman's hand before going to the
door. He gave Sara another stern look. "Be agood girl and do asyou'retold.”

"Hell be afine, commanding husband,” Molly said admiringly after Lewis Morgan disappeared out the
back door.

"That'swhat I'm afraid of," Saraanswered. Molly giggled as though she'd just heard a childish joke.

"Comedong, dear," she said, "and help me straighten the private parlor.”

Having nothing better to do and nowhere to run, Sararesignedly followed the woman out of the



kitchen.
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"Wheat are you doing here?' Sara asked as her bedroom door closed behind Lewis.
"It'slate. Why aren't you adeep?”

Sarasat on the bed, practicing guitar by the light of asingle candle. Aching muscles had been begging
her to giveit up and get some rest but she hadn't been ready to face being alonein the silent darkness just
yet.

He leaned againgt the closed door, hisfinger to hislips, hisblue eyeslit with amusement. Saraignored
him and went back to playing, even after he cameto sit beside her on the bed.

Lewisdidnt likethissmal sign of rebellionin the girl. He expected to have her attention when he was
in the room. "What are you playing?' When she didn't answer, hetried, "It's pretty.” Shejust continued to
play, fingers caressing theinstrument's Six stringsin anintricate lullaby. " Something Richie taught you?"

Dark eyesflashed as she turned her head to confront him. "I wroteit. Molly won't like you beingin
here"

Hetook the guitar from her hands. "Mally is peacefully snoring upgtairs.” He put the instrument on the
floor. He caressed her cheek. "Were al done, love." She sat stiff and unresponsive beside him. He
leaned over to kiss her.

"| thought you said you didn't want babies." Her words stopped him.
"l wasonly going to—"

"Try touching me and I'll scream rape,” she went on coldly.

"1 would never rape—"

"An English gentlewoman,” she said before he could finish. "'l found out last night what you think of
Rom."

He had no ideawhat she was talking about. He hadn't laid ahand on her last night. "But I—"



"So don't ever touch me again, Lieutenant Morgan.”

He grabbed her. by the shoulders. "My nameis Toma, girl. Don't ever cdl me anything ese.”
Far from being intimidated she said, "Take your hands off me.... Toma."

"Sara," hewarned. "Remember our bargain.”

"l sad I'd marry you," shereplied.

"That's not enough.”

Lewisdidn't know what he meant by the words. From the shocked |ook on her face she obvioudy
thought he meant to force his attentions on her. She was beautiful. He was tempted. He hurriedly moved

away from her. He crossed the room so she couldn't see his confusion in the shadows by the clothes
chest.

While he stood trying to get histhoughts under control she asked, "Why do you want to marry me?’

This he could deal with. At least herewas atruth he could tell her. He turned back to her with a cool
gmile. "I'm not going to marry you."

Shelooked as confused as hefelt. "Huh? But you set up the whole—"

"No parson's mousetrap for me," he went on. "A gypsy wedding will do for us. It won't be binding by
British law. Wewon't redly be married, of course. While you'll make addlightful mistress, marriageis out
of the question.”

Saralooked at the man in disgust. He was a shadowed, dender outline, full of menace and venom.
"Youdime"

"Youll likemeasalover, Sara. Y ou wanted me yesterday.”
His voice sounded like Tomas. She didn't like being reminded. "That was yesterday."
"I can makeyou fed likeyou did yesterday."

Hisvoice wasfull of sensual suggestion. Saradidn't like the way the heat in the room gathered around
her as he spoke. She remembered what it had been like with him, on this bed, about twenty-four hours



ago. It had been so full of sweet promise.

Sheran her hands through her unruly black curls. "'l know what you're doing."

"| should hope s0."

The charm the man could exude was papable. "Y ou figure I'll be easier to contral if you seduce me.
It'snot going to work."

"No?' Lewiswinced at her words. She was correct, of course, but he did want her. "Whatever
happened to the smplegirl | thought | was courting?' he asked.

Saracouldn't keep from smiling at hisquestion. "I haven't been mysdf lately,” shetold him."Is
anything about you genuine?'

He stepped into the candldight. His very tight pants emphasized an obvioudy genuine part of him.
"Would you liketo find out?"

"No." She reached for her guitar and took her time putting it in its canvas bag. She wastired, and she
wanted to get some deep. Shewished held go awvay. Hewas still smiling down at her when shefindly
looked up at him again. "What now?" she asked.

He came closer to the bed.

"That wasn't aninvitation,” she said quickly.
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It wasn't going to do any good to keep sparring with him. "'I'm going to deep now," she said. She
stretched out on the narrow bed. "Y ou can leave.”

"I'mnot leaving."

"Fine. Y ou can deep on thefloor."

Much to her surprise he didn't argue. Apparently the seduction attempt was over for tonight. He
padded silently over to the door and settled down in front of it. Sarablew out the candle and turned her
back to him.



When she woke up before dawn the next morning he was gone, but her dreams had been aware of his
presencedl night long.

Chapter 8

"I won't do it!"

"Listen, kid, if you don't learn some skills you're going to end up back on the streets.”
"I like the streetd”

"It'stoo dangerous. Y ou need—"

Beth ssomped her foot. "1 ain't going to be no lady'smaid”

"Well, they won't make you CEO of the East India Company!" Sara shouted back.

She'd spent much of the last week trying to domesticate a haf-grown street rat. She was just about at
the breaking point. Beth's flashes of sweetness and vulnerability didn't quite make up for her
stubbornness. Saraadmired her strong personality. Most of the time. Toma had sent a message that the
gypsy circus was back from Salisbury, camped at the abandoned Bartholomew Fairgrounds. She was
going to have to face Beng in afew hours. She didn't need another tantrum to deal with.

The current battle was over Molly suggesting, while they helped Saradressin one of the outfits Molly
had had made for her, that Beth might aspire to being amaid. Apparently Molly considered being a
lady's maid a proper career choice. Beth had not reacted well to the kindly woman'swords. She'd
shouted angrily instead.

Saratook adeep breath while she looked out the window to try to calm down. It was raining, but the
view of the kitchen garden was till plessant. The Blue Rose was a peaceful haven amidst London's vast
squaor. Beth's problem was that she had no concept that there was anything beyond the squalor. She
was bright and quick-witted and ambitious, but to her ambition meant clawing her way up the sawer to
be queen of therats.

"Y ou want to end up another Mother Cummings?' Saraasked her. "Isthat it?’

Beth looked aghast at Saras question. "Naw. | ain't like'er." Shelooked contemptuoudy around the
room, then back at Sara. "I want things like they was. We don't belong ‘ere—with the good folks™



Saraheard Molly muttering aprayer for the child's soul under her breath. "We aren't going back,” she
toldthegirl firmly.

"Y ou promised to teach me al you know." Beth ssomped her foot again. "Y ou promised.”
"| promised to take care of you," Sara corrected her. "Thisis better for you."
"| like being a pickpocket. Better'n learnin’ 'ow to write."

Sarahad no idea how to dedl with the girl. She amost wished Lewis Morgan were here. The girl liked
Toma. Everyone liked Toma. He hadn't set foot in the Blue Rose for the last four days. He knew he had
her in his power, so he didn't need to hang around to rub it in. She hated knowing he was right. Except
when Molly talked about trousseaus and instructed her on how to be agood wife, she pretended he
didnt exis.

Sara sat down on her bed and gestured for Beth to join her. She gave Molly a pleading look. The
woman nodded and |eft them aone. When Beth sat down, Sara put her arm around her thin shoulders
and asked, " So, what do you want to be when you grow up?'

Beth flashed her agrin. "A princess.”

"Pretty dumb job," Saraanswered. "Y ou'd have to wear ugly hats and get your phone calls taped.”
She thought about magic rings and wishes. "But if you want to be aprincess| could probably swing it for
you."

Beth giggled. "Y ou're crazy, gypsy girl."

Theway Sarasaw it she was the only person in this crazy time who was sane. "Thisworld won't et
you be anything you want, that's the major problem we're facing here,” shetold the girl. "1 know, maybe
you could go to America"

Beth looked horrified. "Red Indiansd kill mal"
"Dont beslly."
"l antdlly.”

"No," Saraagreed. "You're not. But—"



"Let'sleave,” Beth urged her. "I know aflash ‘ouse we could roost a. Mrs. Hart'd take usin. There's
fences other'n Mother Cummings. Well dofine, richin afortnight! Just you and me." Beth jumped off the
bed. She grabbed Sara's hands, trying to tug her up. "Please. | "ateit 'ere!”

Lewisdidn't know what surprised him more when he opened the door on Saraand Beth, the
congternation on Saras face as Beth ran from her, or the way shelooked in the jonquil yellow mudin
dress. He stared at Sarawhile Beth dipped past him out the door. Seeing her dressed in the low-necked
gown, he wastorn between tdlling her to cover hersdf and longing to kisstherich swell of her bosom.
The contrast of creamy brown skin next to the pale yellow cloth left him momentarily stunned. Her black
hair was arranged on the crown of her head, ayelow ribbon threaded through it, reveding the graceful
length of her neck. Shewas so lovely. Lovey in an dien way, amockery of an Englishwoman.

"What are you looking at?' she demanded angrily.
"Y ou've no business dressing like that. Y ou're nothing but a—"
Sheignored hiswords as she pointed past his shoulder. "Will you talk to the girl? Shell listen to you.”

"Never mind Beth," he said. He closed the door behind him. ™Y ou'd better get back into something
decent before Beng gets here."

"Decent?" Saralooked down at her dress. "Molly saysthisis decent.”

"Mally thinkslikeagajo."

"And you don't?'

"Wedon't havetimeto argue." He went to the clothes chest and started looking for her old clothes.

Shefollowed him. "Beng's coming? Here?' She joined him in gathering up skirts and blouses. "He
wouldn't come here, would he? | was going to meet him at the campgrounds. Y ou said he'd be at the—"

"My fault," he admitted. "I mentioned where you were to Sandor. Sandor told Beng. Revenge for my
not playing the Sdisbury Fair, | suppose.”

"Or loyalty to afriend,” Sara suggested. "How long have you been with the circus, anyway?"

"A month. Don't you know how to count, girl?"



"Of course | know how to count, I'm an accountant.”
"| don't care what you are, just change clothes."

The man was right and she hated the fact. Beng was going to be furiousto find her associating with
Molly. It would be worse if he found out she'd adopted gajo habits. Sheld end up on aprison hulk if she
got hersdlf thrown out of thetribe.

"Wewouldn't want to jeopardize your mission.” She dropped the clothes she was holding and began
fumbling with the back fastening of the dress. Regency clothing looked smple, but needed an ingtruction
manua and asupport staff to get it on and off. "Being alady'smaid isredly avery high-tech job. Give
meahand with this"

Lewisdidn't understand how agirl could be cdled the cleverest burglar in London and not manage a
few hooks and buttons. He was beginning to think tracking her down had been the most unwise move of
hislife

He moved behind her and brushed her hands aside. "It seems I've had more experience a thisthan
you have."

"I bet."

He dropped a quick kiss on the back of her neck. "Do you want to hear about it?"
"No"

"Just get the dress unfastened.”

Heworked asfast as he could, but was just about ready to rip the thing the rest of the way off when
the door crashed open. By that time Sara had wriggled out of the deeves and pushed the dress down
around her waist. Her chemise had falen off one shoulder.

Beng stood in the doorway, large, menacing, red with fury. His eyeswidened in shock. Lewisfroze,
his hands on Saras waist. Beng bellowed and reached for hisknife.

Sarasiid, "Daddy!”



He's going to kill me, she thought. Shetried to push Lewiss hands away, but he clung to her tightly,
shidding himsdf from Beng'swrath.

"It'snot what you think!" Lewis shouted &t the girl's enraged father as Sarastruggled to get away. He
hoped she wouldn't get so hysterical he'd have to knock her senselessto protect her. He tightened his
grip, prepared to thrust her asde when the man attacked.

"I know what it is," Beng answered him, bitter aswell asfurious. His hand was curled tightly around
the knife hilt. Therewas painin hisdark eyes. ™Y ou get what you want from my girl, Caderash?"
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Beng looked a Sara. "'Y ou get what you want from this half-breed?"

"Fine!" He dammed the knife back in its sheath. Then he spat on thefloor in front of them in contempt.
He caught Lewiss gaze with hisown. "Tonight," he said after along, searching silence. "Thewedding is
tonight." Without another word, or aglance for Sara, he turned and walked out of the room.

Saradidn't know when she'd stopped breathing, but she was dizzy by the time she caught her breath
in adeep gasp. "He—" she panted, "He—said—"

"Wedding," Lewisfinished with asigh of rdlief. He rdlaxed againgt her, hisarmswent around her, his
grasp changed into an embrace. Her back fit neatly againgt his chest, the bare skin of her shoulderswas
warm and soft, she smelled of violets. He chuckled in her ear. "Lord, girl, were getting married.”

"I can hardly wait," was her sarcagtic reply.

Her cold attitude dashed him back to reality. For amoment he'd gotten lost in the role he played; held
fdt the dation of theloving suitor who wasfinaly getting the woman held courted. He let her go. ™Y oulll
haveto wait," hetold her. He went to the door, pausing to blow her akiss before he went. "At least until
tonight."
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"Have you seen Beth?' Mally asked as she stepped into the tent.

Sarawas surrounded by atrio of women. They were helping her dressaswell as giving her advice.
Sheld been listening in sillence, hoping to catch their names from the conversation. They dl looked around



furtively when Molly waked in. They stared at the newcomer in slence, their eyes hard and angry in the
firdight.

Finaly, oneof them said, "Y ou have no busnesshere.”

Molly waved the woman's cold comment away. "Nonsense, Darya. I'm not going to miss my niece's
wedding. Beth?' she asked, ignoring the women.

Sarashook her head, jangling the coins edging the heavy scarf covering her hair. "1 didn't see her
before | left theinn." Beng had been in such ahurry to get her back to the camp and turn her over to
respectable women after Toma left she hadn't had time to see or speak to anyone.

"Oh, dear." Molly sighed. "I hope shesdl right.”

So did Sara, but music started up outside the tent before she could ask any questions.

"It'stimeto go," Daryasaid. The women closed ranks around her, pushing Molly aside. They
escorted Sara outside the tent, Molly following after. Sara glanced back at her once as she was led
toward atorchlit circle where Lewis waited with the other men of the caravan. Molly gave her asmile
and cheerful wave, before melting into the shadows beyond the firelight where the other women and
children watched.

The women parted ranks at the edge of the circle. Hands pushed her forward. Someone giggled at her
reluctance to move. Saras gazed darted around the gathering, looking for some last-minute rescue, and
cameto rest on the grinning Lt. LewisMorgan. Hewore aclinging scarlet silk shirt tucked into tight black
breeches, hishair held out of hisface by awide red headband. He looked like arock star ready to take
the stage. Shefelt like ahuman sacrifice. Beng stood next to him, scowling ferocioudy. He beckoned her
forward.

Sarawa ked Hiffly toward the men. Thiswasn't redl, she reminded herself with each step. But she
could fed the anticipation and good wishes of the crowd, al of it centered on Tomaand her. It wasred
to them. To them she was a bori, ahappy new bride. The smile on Tomas face looked redl. His hand
felt real when he stepped forward to meet her and helped her to knedl in the center of the circle. His
name wasn't Toma, and thiswasn't redl.

She remembered other weddings she'd been to, weddings that had been real. Her memory of those
genuinely happy occas ons helped her know what she was supposed to do. Lewisknelt on hisleft knee,
she knelt on her right as they faced each other.

"You're beautiful," he whispered to her as Sandor approached them.



Sandor carried two freshly diced pieces of fine white bread. At least the ceremony would be over
soon, Saraknew, Marriage was a private matter between two people; weddings were a chance for
everyoneto celebrate.

"Let's party,” shewhispered to Lewis as Sandor scooped sdt out of adish Beng held for him.

Sandor sprinkled the salt on the two dices of bread they balanced on their legs. Lewis picked up the
sated bread from her leg. Fingerstrembling, shetook his. They held the bread up for amoment. Sara
was afraid she was going to drop hers. If it fell into the dirt it would certainly bring the marriage bad luck.
Which would serve Lewis right, she supposed, but she didn't drop it. She held it to her lips and took a
bite instead. L ewis did the same. People cheered and applauded.

While they finished eating the sdlted bread Sandor recited, " Greeat fortune and happiness be with you.
Evenif salt and bread become enemies, may you livein love and contentment.”

The cheering was louder as Lewis sprang up and helped Sarato stand. He put hisarms around her in
aquick embrace. He felt as though he should kissthe bride, but such a public display would be
improper. "Smile," he whispered in her ear asthey were surrounded by well-wishers. "Y ou look like
you've just been condemned to hang."

"1 should be so lucky," she whispered back.

They were pulled apart before he could think of an answer. He was drawn into agroup of men; Sara
was surrounded by women. He was soon inundated by aflood of husbandly advice. He could only
assume Sarawas receiving wifely ingtructions from the women. He hoped those ingtructions included
how to be pleasing and obedient to her new master. Not that what Sara was doing right now was
important to his plans. HEd just achieved one of his objectives: he was now accepted by the men of the
tribe. It was afew hours yet before he was supposed to disappear into his bardo with hisbride. It was
plenty of timeto start work on the next phase of the operation.

He made hisway to the campfire where several of the older men sat talking. Sandor and Evan came
with him, and Beng followed, till looking asif held rather stab him than welcome him asason. Lewis
ignored Beng as he squatted on his hedls next to Hadari, the bear leader. The man dept in the same tent
with hisbear and smelled likeit, but asthe leader of one of the tribe's faction he was worth cultivating.

"Therésasmuggling ship | know of," Lewissaid. "Large enough to hold us al—bardos, horses,
everything. It leaves Dover in three days."
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"They'll ask mein the morning if you were chaste. Of course I'll say you were."



Saraignored Lewisswords while she finished looking around the lamplit interior of hisliving quarters.
The bardo was asort of horse-drawn RV, equipped with aquilt-covered bed and severa painted
wooden chests. Blue-and-yellow striped curtains covered the curved opening at the front of the wagon.
They'd entered through anarrow door in the back.

"How quaint,” she said, looking at him at last. "I've read about these things and seen the ones a the
Renaissance Faire, but I've never been insde areal one. My tribe abandoned bardos the minute the
interna combustion engine wasinvented.”

Hewaslooking at her curioudy, but she didn't care. Let him think shewas crazy. It was hisjob to
pretend he was somebody he wasn't, not hers. She yawned and Stretched. "By theway,” shetold him.
"The state of my chastity isnone of your business.”

Lewis sat down on the bed and pulled his shirt over his head. Once he was bare to thewaist he held
his hand out to her. "Come here."

Sarapulled off the heavy scarf and shook out her hair. The jangling from the coins edging the cloth
had been irritating her dl night. She also took off the heavy silver earrings that had been part of her
wedding costume. "Isthat afesther mattress?”

Lewis patted the spot beside him. "It's soft. Youll likeit."

"I'm sure | will," she agreed. "And astrip of Turkish carpet on the floor. How luxurious.”

"I'm glad you gpprove.”" He made an expansve gesture. "Thisisyour home now."

"Thefloor'syours," she responded.

Lewisglared a her. "What?"

"Thefloor," sherepeated. "Y ou'll be degping on it from now on."

"No," he said firmly. He dammed afist down on the mattress. "Thisismy bardo. Youll degp withme
inmy bed."

She shook her head. "We're not really married, right?*

He knew where thiswasleading. "Sara," he warned.



Saratwisted the ring around her finger. It felt dead, like nothing more than asmall silver ring. Shewas
definitely on her own. Just her againgt James Bond, Jr., here. "Aslong as I'm stuck with you and without
cablein atiny little wagon you're deeping on thefloor."

"Youremy—"

"No, I'm not."

"Prisoner,” hefinished. Hejabbed afinger at her. "Remember your position, girl."

"Ah," she sad, pointing back a him. "Save. | see. That trand ates as sex toy, right?"

"Wrong." She noticed the man at least had the decency to blush at her accusation. "'I'm not some
stupid kid you can manipulate,” shewent on. "I'll only put up with so much blackmail, and screwing you
on command is not part of the dedl.”

"l see" Lewisducked his head for afew moments, contemplating just how thin and uncomfortable his
pretty rug was going to be to deep on, she hoped. When he looked back at her a dow smile spread
across his undeniably handsome face. "Very well, | concede your point.”

For tonight. He didn't say it, but he didn't have to. The look of challengein hiseyessadit adl. Sara
sghed.

Lewis hid his annoyance behind asmile. It wasn't important, he told himself. Bedding the girl was only
adiversgon, areward held promised himsdlf for al the unpleasantness of thismission. It would wait. He
got up off the bed. He gestured her toward it. "Sleep well," he said, moving aside for her. He blew out
the lamps as she climbed onto the mattress without taking off her clothes. He wondered if he should offer
her hisknife for reassurance, but decided that after her show of temper he might need it for himself.

Hewaited until she was settled before he stretched out on the wagon floor. " There will be ameeting of
the kris tomorrow," hetold her before turning on hisside to deep.

"Why?" came the curious question out of the dark.

"Youll find out," hereplied. "And you'l play the good, quiet wife while the men talk, won't you?' He
waited, but when no answer came he eventually drifted off to deep.
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"It'scrazy. No, it'ssuicidal,” Sarasaid as soon as the bardo door closed behind them. ™Y ou can't
drag these people all the way across Europe to Bororavia."

Toma had watched her carefully throughout the hours the gypsies had argued through his plan. Sheld
been tight-lipped the entire time the kris debated. She'd sat with the women, ared silk scarf covering her
heavy black curlsto indicate her status as amarried woman. Because of his new status as amarried man
the tribe had listened to him. Even though it took alot of talking, the men had voted in favor of his plan.
Very few of the women spoke during the meeting. He'd been surprised when his bride hadn't been one of
them. Now he saw that she/d saved her words for a private argument.

"They want to go home," he said. "They've been exilesfor ten years. I'm only showing them the way."

She sat down on the bed. She rubbed her templeswearily. "I know they have to go home, I've heard
the story dl my life about how the familia returned. But the story doesn't mention that there was awar
on, it just sort of glosses over that part. Thisis stupid. People are going to get killed.”

He saw that she was afraid and her fear bothered him more than her rambling words. He sat down
beside her. He would have taken her hand in his, but she pulled it away. "I'll look after you," he
promised. He wouldn't let her come to harm; he owed her that much.

"I'm touched,” she grumbled. Shelooked him in the eye. "I'm not worried for myself. Youreusing a
lot of innocent people to cover whatever you're up to. | feel responsible for them.”

"Nonsense," Lewisreplied. "There's nothing innocent about that lot of thieves and scoundrels. Gypsies
areborn survivors.”

"They're expendable game pieces to you, you mean." She sighed. "Youreaspy. You can't afford to
have a conscience or care for anybody. Y ou might lose your edgeif you did."

Her bitter words stung, but he acknowledged their truth. "When did you get to be so smart, little girl ?*

Despite the worry compressing her heart like afist, Sara couldn't keep from smiling. “Little girl? How
old doyou think | am?"

"Sixteen. Or so you told me on the day we met.”

"And how old are you?"

He gave her asuperior smile. "l wasbornin 1785."



"] can do math," shetold him. "That would make you twenty-six. Guesswhat? Soam |." It was her
turn to flash a superior amile. Should shetdl him? Oh, what the hell. "I'll be bornin 1968. I'm an Aries."

Helaughed. "What nonsense.”

“I'll concede that astrology might be nonsense. But I'm gtill going to be bornin 1968." The annoying
part was that he wasn't even looking at her asif he thought she was crazy. He waslooking at her asif she
was the most amusing cregture he'd ever encountered. Maybe she was. Thiswasn't aparticularly
amusing time. "Okay, spy," shewent on. "'l know alittle history, maybe enough to make thismisson

unnecessary."

He put hisarm around her and pushed her back on the bed. He couldn't help it. Her words confused
him, and piqued his curiosty. Every word was alie, but shetold her liesin such acharming manner he
truly enjoyed listening to them. Her attitude was forthright, her speech clever. Damn, but the minx had a
ddightful way about her.

He hovered over her, hisarms planted on either side of her, hisface closeto hers. "Y ou've a pretty
tongue, but | can think of better usesfor it than storytelling.”

Hewas grinning, and he was going to kiss her, she could seeit in hiseyes. "Now wait amin—" she
began, but his mouth descended on hers before she could finish.

The man'slips touching hers sent ashock of sweet lightning through her. Which made no sense, dl
things consdered. Her toes curled insde the thin leather of her shoes, her nipples hardened ddmost
ingtantly as hisbody pressed against hers. Shefound herself clutching his back when shed meant to
pummd it. Histongue explored the inside of her mouth with heated thoroughness. She sighed againgt the
softness of hislips, acknowledging that her overwhel ming attraction to Toma still existed despite knowing
exactly what Lewis Morgan was.

Overwhelming or not, she wasn't going to let him useit againgt her. "Sex," she said pushing him away,
"isn't dl it's cracked up to be." Her words came out in a breathless pant.

Hewas ill grinning a her when he rolled onto his side and propped himsalf up on hiselbow. He
began playing with aloose strand of her hair. "What could be better than sex?' he asked.

Histeasing tone galled her. " Salf-respect,” she answered. She scooted off the bed to stand and
draighten her clothes.

Lewis stayed where hewas, his shirt open, tight pants straining againgt muscular thighs, alock of hair
faling rakishly across hisforehead, adevilish gleam lighting his bright blue eyes. Helooked good and he
knew it. She was considering throwing something at him when someone knocked on the wagon door.



Molly wasinside before Sara could answer it. "Isit true?' she asked breathlesdly. "Isthe familia
returning home?'

"Itis" Lewissad, getting to hisfeet. He wasn't happy with the interruption. Besides, thiswoman's
presence might jeopardize his new standing with the gypsies. "What do you want?" he snapped.

"Apparently,” Saraanswered her aunt's question. Maolly held out afamiliar canvas bag to her. "My
guitar. Thank you. Beth?" she asked, taking the instrument. She sat back on the bed, pulled the guitar
out, and began tuning it.

Molly shook her head. "I ill haven't seen her." Shelooked appealingly at Lewis. "Do you know
where the child might be?’

The mud lark's whereabouts was hardly any of his concern now that sheld played her part in his
scheme. He shrugged as both women looked at him anxioudly. "1 wouldn't know," he answered.

Saralooked at him steadily over the sensuous curves of the guitar. Her dender fingers moved across
the strings without her seeming to notice their movement. Her dark eyeslooked searchingly into his. He
got the distinct impression she was looking for his soul, but decided he was as hollow asthe instrument
shehdld. "Don't know, or don't care," she said at last, and looked away.

Sara put down the guitar. "1 have no ideawhereto look for her." She rubbed thering. Do you? she
asked it. Should | try at Mother Cummings's house? Thering tingled faintly in response, but gave her
no answer. Thething had gotten her into thismess, but it wasn't being any help. "Come on, Aunt Moally.
Let'sgofind her.”

Lewis blocked the door when shetried to leave. Y ou're not going anywhere."

"Theres achild out there who needs me."

He shook his head. "The brat doesn't want your help.”

"l know. That isn't the point.”

Shetried to get past him but he wouldn't let her. ™Y ou're not leaving the camp.”

"Oh, redlly?'

Hewasn't impressed by her dangeroustone. Y ou're staying with Beng to help with the packing,”" he
informed her. Hetook her arm. "'I'm taking you to him right now."



IIBut_ll

"Go home, Moally," he added to Sara's aunt. "There's nothing either of you can do about the girl." He
opened the door and dragged Sara outside.

She had to squint againgt the sunlight of the hot August afternoon. People bustled around the scattered
tents and wagons, hurriedly packing. She saw facesfull of joyful anticipation as Lewis dragged her
through the crowd to Beng's campsite. The laughter of children playing filled the air. These peopletruly
looked forward to going back to Bororavia. They didn't know what Lewis Morgan was getting them
into.

"Y ou heartless scumbag,” she said to him asthey reached Beng's bardo.

"You'retoo kind," was his mocking reply. He swept her a courtly bow. "Y ou've no ideawhat your
flattery meansto me, my dear.”

"Givemeahint," shereturned, but he turned and walked away without another word.

"Arguing dready?' Beng asked, coming up beside her. "Good."

Chapter 9

Saffron Hill was the rookery's name. With anamelikethat it should have been a pretty, quiet little
neighborhood. But Lewisknew as he walked through the filthy, narrow streets that he wasin one of the
worst dumsin London. He didn't know why he was here, not redlly, but he didn't have timeto brood. He
was too busy concentrating on watching his back while he made hisway to his destination. The flash
house didn't have a name but the owner was cdled Mrs. Hart. His father had once kept her as his
mistress when she was young and pretty. Now that she was neither she rented the rooms of her house to
young bawds and thieves.

Beth had grown up here until she/d been sent to Mother Cummingsto learn the craft of pickpocketing.
When held heard of the child's connection to the Hart woman held purchased her servicesin hisgameto
ensnare the top burglar in London. He suspected Beth might be his haf-sster. Which waswhy hewas
here, redly. He didn't owe the mud lark anything, but it galled him that agypsy thief showed more
concern for the child than any of her own kindred ever had.

Heignored the girls who approached him as soon as he stepped through the door. "1've a pretty wife
waiting a home," he told the most persistent of the pack. "Where's Beth?' he asked when the gray and
drawn owner of the house approached him.

"| told 'er she'ad no right comin' 'ere," the woman assured him. "Wait 'ere, air, while| fetch 'er for



you.

Lewis nodded and found a seat near the room's one window. The chair was rickety, the paint was
faded to an unrecognizable color, the floor hadn't seen a scrubbing in ages. A reek of boiled cabbage
from the kitchen blended with sour sweet in the close air. At least two of the girlslounging in mended and
dirty shiftswere heavy with child. Lewis shook his head while he waited, and ignored the girls looks of
open invitation. Therewas a pretty girl waiting for him at home. And by God she could kiss! His body
ached to find out what more she could do. Besides, his muscles dso ached from time spent resting on
floors. Such uncomfortable deeping arrangements were going to have to be dtered.

He was smiling with anticipation when Beth came hurtling down thegtairs. "Tomal" she crowed
happily. Hewas bardly out of the chair when she threw hersdf in hisarms. "Oh, Toma, Toma, Tomal"

He ruffled her hair. ™Y ou missed me, mud lark."

Bright eyes shone up a him. "Oh, yes! Where's Sara?’

"Y ou ran away from Sara," he reminded her.

"Did not! | ran away from Moally."

"1 should send the mite back to Mother Cummings,”" Mrs. Hart said, coming up to them. She put her
hand on Beth's thin shoulder. "Lord knows| can't afford to feed her much longer.”

Lewissighed. "Better being athief than awhore?" he asked.

"The girl needsto earn her keep somehow."

"True, true," he agreed. He pulled coins from his vest pocket. They disappeared into the woman's
apron amogt before he handed them over. "Don't worry, Mrs. Hart. Beth's my responsibility now.”

Beth crowed with delight. She grabbed his hand, pulling him toward the door without a glance or
farewel| for the woman. Mrs. Hart didn't bother bidding the child Godspeed, either. They were well
away from Mrs. Hart's before Beth asked, "Where we going?"

"France," he answered with agrin.

Her eyeswent round. "Ooh! Y ou and me and Sara?"



He nodded. " Saramisses you, mud lark.”

"Why are we going to France?' she demanded. "What are we going to sted 7'

Thelittle girl certainly had the right of it. He chuckled. The street around was empty but for aflock of
bold pigeonsthat barely moved from feeding to let them past. "Pigeon's blood,” he said. "That'swhat the
color'scaled.”

"What?' Shetugged impatiently on hishand. "What's pigeon's blood?'

"Theruby," he said. Heruffled her hair again. "We're going to France, mud lark, to steal aruby
brooch."

The girl cooed like one of the birds at their feet. "Oooh! That sounds like fun!™

Fun? He shrugged uncomfortably. Sarawasn't going to think so.
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"Of course I'm coming.”

Saratried not to flinch as Beng's dark glare was turned on her. The crowd muttered at her back and
hot sunlight poured down on her head, but Sarastood her ground next to Molly's garish wagon. "Tell her
sheisnot going with us" Beng ordered.

"Tdl her yoursdf," Saraanswered. "Shel'syour sster.”

Molly planted her hands on her hips and tilted her chin stubbornly up at her brother. "I'll follow in your
dustif I haveto, but I'm going home."

Beng swept hisarm out. ™Y ou made your choice, woman." The muttering from the Rom witnessing the
confrontation grew louder, more threstening.

"I'm going withyou," Mally inasted.

Saradidn't know why anice lady with acomfortable inn wanted to face the hazards of the trek across
Europe, but the tribe's hogtility was even harder to fathom. Oh, she understood mirame
—uncleanliness— intellectudly, but she didn't haveto likeit. Or put up with it. She rounded on the
crowd.



"Do you know where we got this pollution crap? We brought it with amgjor inferiority complex out of
Indiawhen we started traveling athousand years ago. It was a caste thing; the Rom were somewhere
very low on the socid scale and it's kept us humble ever snce. We don't live in Indiaanymore, peoplé!
Okay," she ranted on to their uncomprehending stares, "we need our customs to keep our identity. I'm
proud of who | am, but | won't honor any custom that perpetuates that inferiority complex!"

Beng touched her on the shoulder. She swiveled her head to look at him. "What?' he asked, confusion
warring with hisusud angry expression.

"Judt |et the woman come aong, okay?"
"Sara's possessed,” one of the women in the crowd said. "Her words make no sense.”

It was Evan who spoke up for her. "1 don't know," he said, rubbing his gray-stubbled chin. "My
mother was taken back into the tribe after that Welsh sailor raped her and she had me. Molly was exiled
for marryingagajo.”

" She abandoned the familia," Beng stated.

"She's back now," Evan pointed out. "With afine bardo, and gold to help with the journey.”
"We don't need her gajo gold,” Beng said.

"Could comein handy," Sandor said. "It'salong way to Bororavia."

One of the older women scratched thoughtfully at awart on her jaw. " She's awidow, awoman should
have ahusband.”

"Y our son's been awidower for amonth!" Beng stormed. "Hadari would rather share his tent with the
bear than havetrash like her."

"l remember what afine cook she used to be," Hadari said for himsdlf. "Do you il fry cucumbers
with cream?" he asked Mally.

Saracovered her mouth to keep from laughing at the look of consternation on Beng'sface. She
backed away as the conversation continued. Molly was as strong-willed as her brother and perfectly
willing to fight her own battles.
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"Y ou've developed quite away with words," Lewis said as Saraturned around and saw him leaning
agang ther bardo, watching her. Hed arrived just in time to overhear her speech to the shocked
gypsies. Most of it had made no sense, but he found himself admiring her force of character. And, he had
to admit he was curious about the things sheld said. Hed learned very little of gypsy history inthe
studying held done to assumethisrole.

"Just expressing my own opinion,” she said as she came up to him. "And most Rom in my own time
don't agree with it. Except..." She looked back at the debating crowd. "The Borava," she said on asigh.
"What you might cal adysfunctiond familia." She groaned. "If you weren't adime I'd gpologize for that
bad pun.”

Lewis put out an arm and snagged her to his sSide as he noticed severa peoplelooking their way.
Paying the devoted bridegroom was easy when it meant having her soft curves nestled close to him. But
her beauty could only distract him momentarily from her odd behavior. "Be careful what you say," he
warned. "I've worked too hard to get into thistribe to have you get us both tossed out.”

She flashed him an annoyed look. "Just helping afriend. Get your hands off me," she added ashis
fingersrubbed dow circleson her hip. It made her tingle; the tingling implied that far more serious
sensations could result from histouch.

"Comeinsde," he urged with adow, seductive amile.

"Oh, no." She shook her head. "I promised Janitza l'd help her finish packing." Heignored her and
pulled her up the step into the wagon. "Now, wait a minute—Beth!™

The girl jJumped off the bed as Sara pushed past Lewisto reach the girl. "'Alio, Sara," Beth said as
Sara grabbed her shoulders.

"Where have you been? Molly and | have been—"

"Shel's coming with us," Lewissaid. "I've promised her atrip to Paris."

Saralooked over her shoulder at the spy, narrow-eyed with suspicion. "You found her? Why?"

Lewisread her thoughts on her face and felt himself blush for the first timein years. He couldn't blame
her for thinking he would use Beth against her. Since held doneit dready. "1 thought you wanted to take
careof thegirl," hesaid. "If you'd rather not—"

"Of course | want her." She hugged Beth, then swung around. "Paris?" she questioned sharply. "What
do you mean, Paris? The place Napoleon lives?' He nodded. "Why—"



"'Cause of the pigeon—"

"Not now," Lewis cut off Beth/s rush of words. He smiled coaxingly at the child. He beckoned her
toward the door. "Why don't we get you settled in with Molly."

"Moally! she complained. "Why Molly?"

"You'l only have to deep in her wagon. Y ou can spend most of your timewith us," he explained. He
led her outside while Saralooked on in angry confusion. The caravan was nearly ready to leave the
encampment. He'd deal with Sarawhen they were safely on the road. He winked a Beth. "Me and Sara
need to be donenights," he explained.

" S0 you can tumble her?"

He nodded. "She's my wife now."

"Redlly?' Beth looked delighted &t the notion.

No. Itwasal animpossblegame. "Yes" hesad. "Redly.”
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"Bet you didn't think | could handle this back-to-nature camping-out stuff, did you?"

Lewisfrowned at Saras odd question. "Why wouldn't 17!

"'CauseI'm acity girl. My dad used to make us go camping every summer when | would have been
happier a home playing softball. Sometimes we got together with friends and roughed it for two weeks.
Dad said it was good to remember the 'old ways.' | think he just wanted a cheap vacation.” She gavea
sf-satisfied smile. "l think I'll start some sourdough tomorrow. | even know how to bake it inwarm
aghes.”

"It'sacommon way of baking bread,” Lewistold her.

"Not wherel comefrom."

Saradtirred the pot hanging over the small cook fire. Sheliked the smell of the woodsmoke. She liked
the smdll of the air now that they were well away from London. The heet of the day had been cooled by
a soft evening breeze. The caravan was camped by a stream on the edge of afield of what she'd been



told was hops. Sheld been assured the farmer who owned the field used Rom field hands at harvesttime
so they didn't haveto fear being run off.

"1 don't suppose there's such athing as sate parks and camping permitsin thisera," she said.

"What?' Lewis peered at her in the growing dusk. "Why do you say such odd things?*

Saralooked up. "Thisisthe best time of day, isn't it? When the sky still has some bluein it, with pink
on the edges and the trees are just black silhouettes hanging on the edge of night.”

Lewis couldn't fight the twinge of affection hefdt toward the girl. It wasn't just that she was beautiful.
Her face, illuminated by firelight, was turned up in wonder at the early stars overhead. She glowed, not
just because of thefire, but with life and wit and intelligence. Intelligence? He shook hishead. "Y ou're
mad," he said.

Sheleveled asharp gaze on him. He was halfway ready to swear the girl looking a him wasn't the girl
he'd been courting for the last month. A shiver ran up his spine. "What are you up to?" he asked her.

"About fivefoot in thisbody. I'm not used to being short," sheadded. "And | don't likeit."

"You'reapocket Venus," hetold her. The compliment came easly, despite his growing misgivings. "A
week ago you could barely manage afew broken sentences of English, now you're spouting poetry to the
sunset. Where did you learn to read? To play music? What sort of spell have you falen under?!

Sarasettled down cross-legged across the fire from Lewis. Onion-scented steam rose from the boiling
pot but it didn't obscure her clear view of the puzzled man opposite her. They were hidden from the rest
of the camp by the dark bulk of the wagon &t Lewiss back. She could hear people nearby caring for the
tethered horses, but the two of them were quite aone for the moment.

She held up her right hand and looked LewisMorgan intheeye. "This," shesaid. "It'samagicring.”

Lewis peered at her hand. "Y ou're not wearing aring.”

Saracast alook of degp annoyance at her hand. "It'sinvigible. It saysit can only be seen when it
wants to be seen. Convenient for it, but—"

"What nonsense.” Lewis gestured angrily. "Do you redly believein magic rings?'

"Not until recently." Saratouched the citrine stone. "Y ou could say something,”" she suggested toit.



"Tak to him?Not on your life"

“Why not?

"He's not ready to believein meyet.”

"That didn't stop you with me."

"That was different.”

"Right." She glanced a Lewis, who looked disgusted. "It's up to something,” shetold him. "Firgt it
trangported me from the future. Then it tried to make me think you're my own true love—"

"Heis"

"I'm not talking to you."

"Then who are you talking to?' Lewis asked.

"l wastaking to you."

"Youjust said you werent."

"No, | didn't. | wastaking to thering."

"Y ou're not wearing aring.”

"Yes, | am. You just don't think | am. | could take it off and show it to you, but I'm not handing over a
potential secret weapon to aspy.”

"l—see" Hedidn't, but it seemed uselessto argue about it anymore. She was mad. Or dangerously
clever. Or hewas mad. He certainly didn't fed clever. He wasintrigued despite himself. "From the
future?' He knew he shouldn't get involved in her flight of fancy, but he found himsalf anxiousto find out
whereit led. "Thering brought you here from the future?"

She nodded enthusiagticdly. "Exactly.”

"For its own mysterious purposes.”



"That'swhat | think, but it won't tell me. It'sawishring," she added. "I'm going to wish mysdf back to
194 wheniitll let me."

"Let you?"

"It only grantswishes one day ayear,” she explained. She chuckled. "1 just redized it granted mea
wish | didn't know | wished for. | must have made it before midnight." He narrowed his eyes
questioningly, but when he didn't ask, she said, ™Y ou were spouting al this Cockney and Regency dang
and | remember wishing you'd use language | understood. And you have ever since.”

Shelooked asif sheld just presented him with some sort of proof she was indeed possessed of magic.
Cometo think of it, he hadn't been using much dang. ... Heforced the thought to ahalt before he could
finishit. Hewasnot going to let himsdf get involved in this. ™Y ou're practicing the bujo on me" he
decided.

Beth and Mally arrived to share their supper before she could refute his accusation. Saraturned her
attention from their conversation, and him, with a speed he found disconcerting. In fact, with the other
women for company, she had no troubleignoring him for the rest of the evening. Eventually the women
went off to the stream to bathe and wash the dishes. He went off to sit and smoke with the men, but he
soon got bored. He left the men joking about the impatience of bridegrooms, though he would have
sworn he wasn't anxious to be aone with Sara before hearing the teasing jests as he walked away. But
he found that he did want to be done with her. As he mounted the step to the bardo he was wondering
what it would be like to kiss her so much sheld have no chance to get aword in before he laid her down
on the featherbed.
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It felt good to be clean even if the shallow water in the stream had been colder than sheld expected.
She found a clean shift to deep in and I eft it on the bed while she braided her damp hair. She planned to
have the lantern out and be in bed before Lewis got back to the wagon, but her luck didn't hold. He
walked in just as she was pulling the shift over her head.

She wasn't wearing anything underneath and knew he got agood view of everything even though it
took her only momentsto cover her body. It wasn't that she was particularly body conscious, except that
shewas very aware of Lewis Morgan's body. She wished the linen shift wasn't so thin because he could
no doubt see that her nippleswere puckered into hard peaks. When she saw the hot gleam in his bright
blue eyes she knew that held liked what held seen. She supposed it would be downright stupid to ask
him what he waslooking .

"I'm, uh, going to bed now," shetold him. "Good night."

He stepped forward. The bardo was small and narrow, and it took him only two stepsto reach her.
The wagon was crowded; there was nowhere to go when he put his hands on her hips and shoved her



down on the bed. The bed was just barely large enough for the two of them. His body pinned hersand
hisfingersflew, untying the drawstring shed barely had time to fasten. The gown was hafway off and his
mouth had closed around her |eft breast before she knew what had happened.

"Now, wait aminute.. . you can't.. ." She pulled on hishair. Thetip of histongue flicked across her
nipple. Sparksflew to the very core of her and very nearly disconnected her brain. Her back arched up
as he continued to tease and suckle the sengtivertip.

"Oh, yes," she breathed. "Very nice”

He weighted the other breast in his hand, kneaded it, made dow circleswith hispalm. Then heraised
his head to ook at her, while his hand moved down to the juncture of her legs.

Thelook of triumph in his eyes restored her to her senses. She kept her legs clamped firmly shut. She
shook her heed. "Get off me," shesaid. "Get off meor | scream.”

"l want you," he said, voice rough with desire.

She could fed him againgt her thigh, hot and hard. "I know." She pushed at his shoulders. "Y ou can't
have me." His hand probed. He kissed her throat. Her blood ssmmered beneath the skin where he
touched her. "No," she said, with more conviction than shefdt. "I'm going to scream now." Shefilled her
lungswithair.

Lewissat up, too quickly; he ended up faling off the bed. The floor shook at his hard landing. He
looked up at the girl, seething with need and anger. "What isthe matter with you?' he demanded. "Do
you want me or not?' He was tempted to force her, to give her what he knew she wanted. "No one will
comeif you scream,” he pointed out. ™Y ou're my wife."

"Welve been through that."

She pulled her shift up over her lovely, soft breasts. She was shaking. She stared at him with eyes as
round as saucers and full of turbulent emotions. He didn't know whether she was reacting from anger or
wanting him. It occurred to him that it might be fear. He didn't want her to be afraid. He supposed he'd
frightened her enough aready.

The thought was enough to kill desire, or at least shame him out of the notion of forcing her. "I'm not
going to hurt you," he said, as much to reassure himself as her.

Sara cong dered reminding him that everything hed done to bring them to this place, this Stuation, had
hurt her. But she saw no use in beating the subject to death at the moment. Talking about it wouldn't
change his calous disregard for her. Shedid say, "Y ou don't want me, just abody.”



Hedidn't deny it. He flashed the charming Tomagrin. "It'savery enticing body."
"I'll try not to expose it anymore," she promised. Damn it, shewastaking to him!
"l dont mind."

She scooted down on the bed. It was too hot for ablanket but she pulled one over her anyway. She
wanted al the barriers she could get. "I'm going to deegp now," she said, and rolled over. She hated
having her back to him—it made her fed vulnerable— but it was also adenia of his presence. She
registered darkness on her eyelids when he blew out the lamp. She heard his steady breathing for hours.
Eventudly she drifted off to deep.

She found a sheathed knife on the pillow beside her when she woke up. Lewis Morgan was gone
from the wagon. She held the knife in her hands for some time, not sure what he meant by leaving it for
her. She wondered if it was ajoke, some sort of mock protection against his unwanted advances. They
both knew he wouldn't have any trouble disarming her if he wanted to. Still, she had to admit she felt
better when she tucked the knife between the mattress and the wall where it would be closeif she ever
needed it.

Chapter 10

Fog would be a blessing, Lewisthought, looking up at the clear night sky. It wastoo late for the
smuggling ship to turn back now; they werewell out in the Channd, prey for the taking by French or
British navy. Lewistried to reassure himsdlf with the knowledge that smugglers had plied the trade
between the coasts of the two countries for hundreds of years. The brandy merchants weren't going to let
such a pdtry thing as a blockade interfere with their business. He hoped. He had to get into France. He
didn't want this to take any more time than necessary. He was responsible for al these people's safety—
Lord, where had that thought come from?

Hewound hisfingerstightly around the ship'srailing. Sailors moved like wraiths across the deck, only
moonlight shoneto light their path; rigging and timber creaked. The gypsies and their possessionswere
crowded into the hold, well out of everyonesway. The water was far from calm, but the choppiness was
not unusud for the English Channd . There was nothing he could do; the crossing was out of his hands.
He hated not being in control of every Situation but tried to resign himsdf. He might aswell get some

deep.

He went down into the hold. His father had sent him to seayoung, so held had yearsto get used to the
inconveniences of life on board ship. He paid no attention to the rats whose eyes glittered evilly out of the
dark, but took alantern from a peg near the stairs and used it to find hisway to his own wagon.

Theinterior of the bardo was tifling hot. Saralay curled on the bed, retching feebly. Lewis shook his
head and put the lantern down beside the clothes chest. He took a silver flask out of the chest.



He sat down beside the seasick girl and brushed hair out of her swest-streaked face. "A drink might
help," hetold her. He held the flask to her lips. She pushed it away.

Dramamine would help, she thought. "I want to go home." She groaned. She wanted him to go away
and leave her done. "l don't like boats."

He propped her up and presented the flask again. "Drink this."

She screwed her eyes shut. "Go away.”

"NO,"

The sea kept rolling beneath them. Sheld never experienced anything more turbulent than awaterbed.
Thiswasthe water bed from hell. Thelast thing she wanted was anything in her somach. "I'll just throw

up.”

He made gentle circles on her templewith hisfingertips. "Trust me." He pressed the rim of the flask to
her lips. Shetook adrink.

The stuff burned down her raw throat and exploded in her empty stomach. It went straight to her
head. She took another quick gulp. Numbnesswas replacing pain. "Can | die now?" she requested. He
urged another drink on her. She didn't argue.

It didn't take more than five swallows before she passed out in hisarms. Shewouldn't fedl any better
when she woke, but at least the brandy would help her get some rest. Lewis settled down beside her. He
held her in hisarms, and hoped the rhythm of the seawould relax him.

Shefitted negtly against him. Despite the heat he found the warmth of her body comforting. The last
two days had been miserable. She'd shared the wagon seat with him asthey traveled the road to Dover.
Shed fixed him hismedls, she dept in the wagon, but she spent every possible moment in the company of
Molly and Beth. Or she'd practiced her guitar.

Sheld even played for agroup of sailors at a dock-side tavern while the ship was being loaded. Other
women had moved among the crowd telling fortunes, but as Lewis stood in the doorway watching, he'd
been dl too aware of the lustful attention directed at the girl with the guitar. He hadn't liked it one bit,
even if hisown atitude wasjust aslustful. HEd wanted to drag her out of the tavern and remind her that
shewasn't just any man'swhore, shewas his. Except he wasn't quite sure what he meant, and she hadn't
even noticed the men watching her. She never noticed anything when she was playing. He was beginning
to wish she'd turn the same look of concentrated devotion on him as she did on the wood and wire
ingrument.



"Silly creature,”" he whispered, and kissed the Side of her throat. Her skin was salty with sweat, and
ddicious. He buried hisface in her hair and twined hisfingers around her right hand. Odd, how he
enjoyed being beside her. Shewas acrimind of the lowest class, and insane to boot, but sometimes he
thought she might just be—

"Your own truelove."

Lewisdidn't know where the voice came from, but he denied it ingtantly. "Don't be absurd.”

"Trust me on thisone."

Sarashivered violently before he could form another thought. She pulled away from him with a
miserable groan. She heaved upward, leaning over the side of the bed. "Oh, God, I'm gonna hurl!"

Lewis searched for abasin while Sara began to retch. As he hunted around in the dark, barking his
shins on the clothes chest, he decided that no matter how long the actual crossing took, thiswas going to
be the longest voyage of hislife.
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Saralooked at the words Lewis had written on the paper he'd brought her. She couldn't make out a
single one. Shefrowned up a him. "Am | going to have to teach you and Beth how to write? Didn't you
go to Oxford, or something?"

He gestured her to silence. Even though they were alone in their wagon, the door was open and he
worried about being overheard. "No," he admitted, leaning close to whisper the word. Helooked at the
paper. Sheld asked for things to write with. He'd purchased the paper, ink, and quillsin avillage outside
Le Havre while the gypsy caravan moved inland. Then held written afew lines from a poem acrossthe
top of the first sheet of paper.

"Isthis English?" she asked, squinting at the scrawled words.

"It'sByron," he answered. "I'll wager you redly can't read."

Saragave him asuperior look, then put the paper back on top of the chest, inked the quill, and began
writing benegth hislines. It took her some time, some swearing, much ink spattered, and she tore through
the paper completely with the quill point once, but she did produce legible words.

"'Shewaksin beauty like the night," he read when she was done. "'Of cloudless climesand starry
skies" What's this?' he asked.



"Byron," she said with aproud toss of her head. "I don't know the rest of it."

If there was one thing he knew, it was Byron. In fact, he knew Byron. He was a rakeshame scoundrel
with away with words. Lewiswould not want to introduce Byron to Sara. "That's not Byron."

"Istoo. | remember some English actor reading it on aPBS show about British literature. | only
watched it because Quantum Leap got preempted for a hockey game.”

"Not Byron," heinssted.

"He probably hasn't written it yet," she countered with her usua mad certainty. "1 probably had to
read it in high school, too."

He put his hand on her shoulder. "That brings up an interesting point. Who taught you to read? And
write? Wasit Richie?'

Sarawas not surprised by his thunderous frown. The man had been acting distinctly weird for days.
Hekept looking at her. The only description she could think of for that |ook was darkly proprietary. It
couldn't be easy for anyone with eyes as bright blue as Lewis Morgan's to manage dark looks, but he
was getting better at it dl thetime. "Jealous?’ she asked, only partly serious.

"Yes," Lewisanswered before he could stop himself. His grip tightened on her shoulder. "Who taught
you to read?"

Saracouldn't remember atime when she couldn't read. "My parents, | guess. And Sesame Street.”
Wait aminute, she thought, why was he jed ous?

"Guess."

Thering hadn't said anything in days. She wasn't interested in talking to it now.

"Y our father can no more read than—"

"Sara, dear, | brought my Bible for Beth's reading lesson,” Molly announced as she stepped up to the
wagon. "Where's Beth?' she asked as Lewis automatically put ahand out to help her ingde. "Thank you,
Toma, dear. He's such agentleman,” Molly added to Sara. "So like the late Mr. Macapine." She gave
them a benign smile as she settled on the edge of the bed. She passed the heavy, leather-bound Bible to
Sara. "'l must say I'm amazed at how quickly you learned to read, child. | remember that time last year
when you sneaked into the Blue Rose when that Bow Street Runner was looking for you. | tried to teach
you afew verses from the good book but you just cried and cried and said it made your head hurt.”



Saratwisted her fingerstogether. "Y es, well, that waslast year."

Sherefused to look at Lewis. She would just encounter atriumphant smirk from the aristocratic spy.
It was odd, she thought, how they were honest with each other in private, but they both played the public
roles of ayoung married couple. She just knew that it was easier to pretend with others than it was with
Lewis, evenif hedidn't believe her. Of course, it was safer to pretend to be the girl they thought she was,
and so satisfying to irritate her pretend husband with the truth.

"And I'm s0 glad you've mended your wicked ways, my girl,” Molly went on. "And found thisfine,
lovingman.”

Lewisshand landed on her shoulder again, so she exchanged afdsay adoring ook with him, playing
totheir smdl audience. "Yes," she sad with astrained smile. "Isn't it? Don't you have to go practice
juggling sharp, possibly lethal, objects, darling?' she added to her erstwhile husband.

"Why, so| do." He bent to brush her lips swiftly with his before exiting the bardo. Wait until he got
her alone that night, he thought before he left. Hed kiss her al over, even if he had to quote Byron dl
night todoiit.

Saratraced her fingers across where hislips had just touched. She resented the tingling sensation he
left. It was just agame, she reminded herself. Thankfully Beth appeared in the doorway before she had
timeto think about just how pleasant the sensation was.

Beth bounced in and onto the bed, around loaf of bread clutched in her hands. She sniffed. "At least
you cleaned up.”

"Don't remind me," Sarasaid.

Cleaning up the wagon had taken most of the day and had not been a pleasant task. All she
remembered of the Channdl crossing was Lewis holding her through the worst of the seasickness. She
had no recollection of how the caravan got unloaded and on the road, though she'd recovered after sheld
been on land for afew hours. They'd cometo astop in awillow grove late at night and she'd spent the
day cleaning and doing laundry in" a stream with the rest of the women. She knew they were camped
near avillage, but had no ideawhere they were, other than somewherein France.

"Beng wantsto give ashow tonight,” Beth said. She held out the bread. "L ook what | got.”

"Whered you get it? Reading or writing first?' she asked Mally.

"Perhaps Beth should recite the a phabet,” Molly said. "I've been trying to teach it to her aswerode
aong, just theway Mr. Macdpine taught it to me.”



"] got the bread inthe village," Beth said. "I sneaked in and snatched it," she added proudly. "Right off
the baker's shelf. They tak funny over ‘ere, don't they? Don't know what she called me, but she couldn't
run.

"Snatched it?" Saraand Molly said together. They exchanged appalled looks. "Beth!™

"What?' thelittle girl answered.

"Did you stedl that bread?' Sara asked.

"Sad | did, didn't 1?' Beth flashed an inordinately proud smile. Saragroaned.

"Oh, dear,” Molly said. She clapped her handsto her cheeks. "Oh, dear, oh, dear.”

"Did anyone see you?' Saraasked worriedly. "Were you chased? Areyou dl right?* In England the
child could have been hanged or transported for the offense. Sara didn't suppose the law was any less
grict in Napoleonic France. Cometo think of it, just being English in Napoleonic France might get the
little girl hanged. Pretty, green-eyed Beth didn't ook like a Rom, which might get them accused of child
geding. "Another fine mess" She groaned.

Sarawas out the door and marching up to Lewis before she knew what she was doing. He dropped
the knives he was juggling as she gpproached. The children who were standing around watching him
dispersed at agesture.

"My love" He smiled warmly &t her.

Saraplanted her fistson her hips. "Thisisdl your fault,” she announced.

His brows shot up under his crimson scarf. "What? |—"

She held out one hand. "Do you have any money? French money? And how much isaloaf of bread?"

He dug acoin out of hisvest pocket. "What are you talking about?" he asked as he passed her the
money.

"Which way'sthe village?'

He pointed. "Where are you going?' When she didn't answer he sprinted to catch up with her. He
grabbed her arm. "Sara?”



"I've got to find the bakery,” she said. "Fix thisthing before the cops come looking for the kid.”

Beth, he guessed, had been steding again. "I don't understand the problem.”

Shewaked on. "Of course not,” she said over her shoulder. "Y ou,” she grumbled as he kept pace
with her, "have the ethics of a corporate raider.”

"|sthat some sort of pirate?’

"In an expensve suit." Hetook her hand. "What are you doing?'

"He'sworried about you," said thering.

You keep out of this.

"Did you hear someone say something?”

Saraamost smiled at the puzzled look on Lewissface. She dmost explained, but decided shewasin
too much of ahurry to straighten out Beth's misdemeanor to get into a discussion about magic rings right
now. "Will you let go of me?’

"No. Where are we going? To the village bakery?' She nodded. Lewis could tell by the stubborn set
of her jaw that there would be no stopping her short of force. "Why?"

"To pay for the bread. | won't have a child arrested for robbery."

"Isthisthe same girl who was chased by the Runners not so long ago?”’

"No." Shewasn't going to get into it right now. Do you speak French?' she asked asthey
approached arutted road. She could see buildingsin the distance.

"Of course" Hetilted his head curioudy. "Do you?"

"Sort of." She'd battled through four years of French classesin high school. She'd conceded defeat
long ago. She would have to remember enough to make do. "I think bread is called pain, though I'm not
quite sure about the pronunciation.”

Lewissghed. "I'll do dl thetaking.”



"FIrE_"

It was swest, he thought, if completely foolhardy, for Sarato concern herself with Beth'swelfare. She
was S0 gppedingly anxiousto keep the girl away from alife of crime. Saraobvioudy had no inclination
toward thieving hersdlf now, evenif it was askill and way of life as natura as breathing for agypsy. At
least, it was supposed to be. But Molly was arespectable, God-fearing woman, and he'd had to force
Sarainto a crime she had no somach for. Guilt twisted in hisgut at the memory of that night at hisfather's
house. Hed done what was necessary for his country, but—

"But you acted like a complete bastard, didn't you, Lieutenant?' he heard avoice say.

Y es, he agreed reluctantly with his conscience. Hed just have to take good care of the girl to make up
forit.

"Hush," Sarasaid as she wrenched her hand out of his.

"But—" Helet it go, never mind that he hadn't spoken. He had to keep in mind that she was subject to
fits of madness. They were on the outskirts of the village, no longer lone on the road. Thiswasnotime
to get into one of their strange discussions.

Heled her the short distance to the tiny town square. Women gossiped around awell in the center of
the square. They stopped talking to stare when they approached. A heavyset woman in aflour-covered
apron stepped out of the doorway of the bakery, blocking them from entering. "Interdites aux
tsiganes.” She waved them away. The baker's face was red with anger, her eyesfull of contempt.

No gypsies, Saratrandated. She had to bite her tongue from making an acid comment to match the
burning of the words on her pride, but she didn't suppose her French was up to what she wanted to say.
She saw Lewiss eyes narrow with annoyance, but he smiled at the woman, sidled closer, and began
gpesking in rgpid French. The baker was smiling in girlish delight within thirty seconds. The man waslying
pond scum, but he sure had charm.

Saralistened with half an ear to his explanation of their daughter forgetting to pay for the bread she
took while he passed coins and compliments to the flattered woman. While the two of them laughed at
Beth's childish mistake severd of the younger women by the well separated from the group and
approached Sara. Three women surrounded her, openly hostile, but equaly curious. One of them held
out her palm and demanded loudly to have her fortunetold.

Saradidn't have the faintest notion how to read palms, but she didn't want trouble, either. She forced
hersdf to bend humbly over the woman's callused palm and traced her fingers dong the ridges and
whorls. She could fed the women's hostile fascination asthey waited:; it washed over her in anauseating
wave. Shedidn't want to talk to them.



"Tdl her she's pregnant with child number five," the ring suggested.

Isshe?

"Would| lieto you?"

Saragave aslent, skeptica snort. Sheinformed the woman that she waswith child.

"Ah," thewoman said. The other women laughed knowingly. They waited for Sarato go on.

"Soldiers are coming to draft her husband and son.”

Saradutifully repeated this prophecy. The women shuffled and muttered nervoudy. "When?' one
asked.

"In about ten seconds.”

Saraheard the tramp of feet asthering spoke. A group of soldiersin blue uniform coats marched
briskly around a corner and fanned out in the square. The women by the well dispersed, the three
surrounding Sara going with them. Sarawas left staring at the soldiers, severa of whom looked her over
with blatant interest.

Lewistook her arm and drew her dowly away from the bakery. He didn't look at the soldiers.

"They looking for spies?' she whispered to him asthey reached the road that would take them back to
the Rom camp. She thought they were out of sght of the soldiers, but she could still fed their gazeson
her back.

"Worse," he answered. "The Grand Army's drafting every able-bodied manit can lay handson.” He
shook his head. "We'd better get the caravan away from here.”

“Why?

"Because they might not balk at pressing gypsiesinto service."

"Why do they need ... oh, because Napoleon'sinvading Russia next year."

"Probably as early asnext yesar, yes."



"Wait aminute.”" She stopped in the middle of the road. With Lewis standing in one of the deep ruts
they werejust about eyeto eye. "Why are you in France? Are you gathering information on troop
buildups, and stuff like that?"

"No," he answered. "The Russan invason isacertainty. | have another assgnment.” He looked back
toward thevillage. "Let'sgo."

"“Thenwhy—?'

"Not now." Hetook her arm and hurried her along. He wasn't just worried about getting drafted.
Severd of the troopers had looked at Saraasif she were afine, rich dessert. He wanted to get her safely
away from them.,

"He'sgoing to lose, you know," shetold him as he set a swift pace. "Big time. Ngpoleon,” she clarified
when he gave her aquestioning look.

"You can tell fortuneslater,” hetold her. "We need to get off the main roads,” he added. "Gypsiesare
supposed to have their own trails." He paused under the shade of an oak tree and looked at her
accusingly, asif shewere hiding secret knowledge from him. "How do you find gypsy trails?*

Hisfrugtration was more amusing than annoying. The man had been passing as Rom on pure luck; he
redly didn't know as much about the culture as he thought. ™Y ou have to know what sgnsto look for,"
shesad. "Even | know that. Marks|eft on the ground or on fences, odd bits of rags on the roadside, that
sort of thing. | took aclassinit once.”

His eyebrows went up. "Gypsy school ?'
"A seminar on ethnic heritage.” She smiled wryly at the memory. "The teacher wasa gajo."

They were standing near a crossroads. The roads bordered ripened fields and sheep pastures; the
fields ended at a deep stretch of woods. The roads were lined with short hedges and tumbling-down
dry-stone walls. From the ruts the intersecting roads |ooked to be heavily traveled.

"Crossroads are traditionally good placesto find signs|left by Roms who've come the same way. Also
agood place for musicians to make dealswith the devil," she added.

Asusud, helooked at her asif he thought she were crazy, but he said, " Show me what to look for."

Sarawalked to the middle of the crossroads. Lewis came to stand behind her, his hands on her
shoulders. She didn't let the warmth of his nearness distract her. "Well?" he questioned. "What do you
xe?'



She didn't actualy expect to see anything, but a spot of red in aforked branch of atree caught her
atention. She pointed. "Maybe that's something."”

The tree was on the edge of the woods. After afew moments of searching the nearby undergrowth,
Lewissad, "Therésafant trail here" He gave her atriumphant smile. "It goes southwest."

"|sthat good?'

Hiseyesglinted with merriment. "Trust me.”

"Ded with the devil, you mean?'

"Why not?Y ou've been doing it for weeks now, gypsy girl. He hasn't esten you yet."

Hetook her hand and kissed the pam. Thelight touch of hislips sent a shiver through her. "Not yet,"
she agreed.

Lewis grasped her hand and hurried her back down the road. "We've got to get the caravan moving
whiletherésill light to travel "

Chapter 11

The evening was cool. Lewiswecomed the comfort of the commund fire as he squatted on hishedls
with the caravan's other married men. Sandor was on one side, and Beng, stalwart as granite and
smelling of the horses held just finished tending, was on the other. The day had been warm, but he had
noticed some trees dong their path were beginning to turn. Sarahad quite askill for finding isolated
paths, but the way they had taken toward Paris certainly wasn't the fastest route. It had taken them
twelve days to reach the outskirts of Nanterre, just afew miles from the sprawling city. They'd haveto be
even more careful, and probably dower, through the rest of Europe.

"It'salong way to Bororavia, Toma," Sandor said, echoing the thought crossing Lewiss mind.
Henodded. "I don't fancy traveling in winter."

Evan chuckled around the stem of his pipe. The aroma of his tobacco blended with woodsmoke and
roast rabbit. "Y ou've got a pretty bride to keep you warm.”

Beng grunted in annoyance, while Lewiss gaze strayed across the fire to where Sara sat with agroup
of women. Her guitar was by her side, but for now her asamswerefull of Maritzas infant daughter.



Maritzalooked on proudly while Sarafussed over the naked baby. Sara's dark skin and hair were gilded
by the firdight. The rounded fullness of her breasts strained against the fabric of her blouse as shelifted
the gurgling baby, passing the child to its grandmother. What would shelook like, he wondered, with a
baby at her breast?

Hefound himsdf amiling fondly at his beautiful wife as she picked up her guitar and carefully checked
the tuning pins. Asif shefdt hiseyeson her, he saw afaint blush coloring her skin. It made hissmile
widen, even though severd of the men chuckled, ready to tease him about his attention being too much
on hiswife.

Beng nudged him. ™Y ou giving me agrandson soon, Calderash?' he asked gruffly. ™Y ou good for a
least that?'

"I'm good for it," he answered. There was quiet laughter from everyone but Saras father. He still had
no liking for his son-in-law, though he couldn't deny Toma his place among the rom baro.

Sarabegan to play, the music sad and swest. It had become an evening ritud; Sarawould play, and
sometimes the women would dance. Evan often joined her with abattered old mandolin and Vastarnyi on
violin, and severa of the women would add to the rhythm with tambourines. He sighed contentedly as he
gazed around the small camp, his senseslulled by music and firelight.

"How you going to give me grandsons degping under your wagon?' Beng asked, interrupting his
pleasant mood.

Hefelt the other men's gazes settling on him, waiting for an explanation. He met Beng'seyes. "A
woman is mirame when she bleeds," he reminded him. "We dl deep under the wagon once amonth.”
Hethrew adisgruntled look at Sarawhile Beng counted ogtentatioudy on hisfingers.

"| think my daughter maybe threw you out of thewagon,” he said, wiggling hisfingers. "Tel her she
can come back to her tent if she wants."

He wasn't going to argue with the man. How he lived with hiswife was no one's business but his own.
If she spent most of her time scouting ahead for the caravan, it was his concern. And if he crawled under
the wagon to deep because the tension that sang between when they were a one was too much for him
when she kept telling him no, it was aso only his concern. Just because his body ached for her and the
increasingly cold water in the streams where he bathed wasn't helping any didn't give anyone cause to
bring the subject up.

After acongderable silence while the music played on and the men waited to seeif hed reply to
Beng's comment, Andrei findly brought up the subject of whether or not they should set up the circus.
Beng was againgt it, of course. Debate got underway quickly. Even asLewistook the lead in the
discussion he could fed Saradl around him. Her soul wasin her music and her music covered him, guitar
notesfaling like arainstorm around him.



Things had to go hisway and he was silver-tongued enough to make sure they did, but every moment
he spent with the gypsy men he wasthinking of the gypsy girl not so far away.
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"Where are you going?' Lewis asked, coming up to her as she turned from putting her guitar in the
bardo.

"| thought 1'd spend some time with Molly and Beth," she answered. She would have moved away,
but he took her arm and pushed her ahead of him into the wagon. She nearly tripped over the guitar.
"Hey!" she complained as he pushed it out of the way with hisfoot. He pushed her onto the bed and
stretched out beside her without bothering to light the lantern. "Arewe due for another wrestling match?”
she questioned sarcastically as he pinned an arm across her breasts.

Hiseyesglinted at her out of the dark. "No." His mouth came down on hers.

She resisted the probing of histongue for amoment; then her will deserted her and her lips opened for
him. HiskissIeft her hot and eager, but she groped for words as he moved to nuzzle her throat. Her
fingerstangled inthe silk of hishair. She didn't know if it was acaress or if she wanted to pull him away.
Thiswas happening too quickly, and he was too much in contral. "Oh, no," she said, pulling on hishair.
"Not now." Helifted hishead to look at her face. "Not ever," she added. "Get out of here."

"Y our father wants agrandson,” he answered. He kissed the base of her throat. "I think you should
givehimagrandson.”

"Y ou said you werent interested in having children.”

His hand reached down to stroke dow circles on her abdomen. "I changed my mind." He began
inching up her kirts.

"Stop that!" Shetried to dgp him away. "I'm not your wife," she reminded him.

He hadn't forgotten, not in whatever compartment of hismind logic lived, but the emotionsthat ruled
his day-to-day life were in charge at the moment. He fdlt like Toma, and Tomawanted hiswife. "Never
mind the baby," he said. "I want to make loveto you."

Sherolled away from him, and fdll onto the floor with aloud thud. "Ouch!" He busied himsdlf with his
clotheswhile she got up and fumbled with lighting the lantern. Saraturned around and gasped. Her dark
eyes went round as buttons. Color flooded her cheeks.

Perhaps sheld never seen anaked man before. He gestured down the length of his body. "Now you



seewhy I'm called the Magnificent,” he said with aguildess amile.

Saradropped her face into her hands and began to shake. With laughter. Toma laughed with her.
"Stop being cute," she ordered when her laughter subsided. Sheraised her head to look a him. "Okay,
I'm impressed,” she admitted.

He beckoned her. She shook her head. "Please?"

She put her hands on her hips. Shetried to keep her gaze on hisface, but it kept flicking up and down
his compactly muscled—magnificent—body. "Lewis Morgan," she demanded, "what has gotten into
you?"

He rested his chin on his hand and looked up at her from under thick black lashes. "The problem is
what hasn't gotten into you." He sat up, and snatched her around the waist so quickly she barely redized
he'd moved until she was sprawled on top of him.

"Lew—" Hiskiss stopped her words. It went on for along time and she was just as hungry for it ashe
was. She'd kissed her way down his chest and was beginning to flick her tongue across one of histight
little nipples when she noticed what she was doing. She raised her head to look at him. The look of
uncontrolled pleasure on his face made her want to go right back to what shed been doing. Thishad to
stop, right now, or there wouldn't be any stopping at al. She saw abite mark she'd made on histhroat
and touched it in surprise. With his eyes closed he put his hand over hers then brought her hand up to
kiss her fingertips. The soft touch of hislips on the pads of her fingers sent ajolt of fire through her.

She was aching with need when she rose from the bed a second time. He groaned and reached for
her, but she backed quickly to the door. She was outside and running to Molly's wagon before he could
get off the bed. He shouted after her, but she heard no sounds of pursuit. How could her body be such a
traitor? she asked hersdlf as she hurried through the quiet camp. And don't give me any of this own
true love nonsense, she warned the ring as she reached Molly's bardo, because | won't believe it.

What are you so cheerful about? Saraasked the ring sourly asatingling of expectation woke her
from amiserable dream.

"Oh, nothing," was the falsaly innocent reply.
/I you start whistling I'm going to smash you between a couple of rocks.

"Arent wejust full of sweetnessthis morning?”



Shut up.

"Y ou should have stayed with him."

She wasn't going to talk about it. She sat up and scrubbed her hands across her face. She had not
dept well. When she had findly dept it had been accompanied by shockingly erotic dreams. Shocking
even by her late-twentieth-century standards. They'd dll featured Lewis, of course. Thedime.

The dime came sauntering out of their bardo and toward her as she made her way across the camp. It
was just barely dawn but many acook fire was aready lit and people were moving about purposefully. A
baby was crying in one of the wagons, drowning out early morning birdsong. She noticed that Lewiswas
wearing awide-deeved, sky blue shirt opened to the waist, with amatching headband holding aheavy
wing of black hair out of hiseyes. Shewas reminded of how helooked thefirst time sheld seen him.
Except that when they met in the center of the camp he looked tired, and his eyes were full of wariness,
Hetook her arm and silently led her back to the wagon.

Ingde, he stood in front of the door and pointed to the bed. "Sit," he ordered.

Saradid, gingerly, on the very edge of the bed. Shelooked nervoudy up at him.

"Don't worry," hetold her. "I'm not going to touch you."

Actually, she hadn't been worried about that at all. She could tell he had something other than sex on
hismind. "Y ou look like Lewis Morgan, not Toma."

"I'm glad you can tdll the difference.”

"What's up?' she asked.

"It'stime you went back to work," he answered.

So they'd decided to set up the circus after al. They could stand to earn some money and they'd
heard the mood around Pariswas festive at the moment. " The natives should be generous,” she said.

She was reaching for the guitar when Lewis said, "'I'm not talking about music.”

The coldness of histone froze her blood; the only warm spot on her whole body was where the
thrumming ring circled her finger. She looked up dowly. Lewislooked asif he were made out of stone,
hard and unmovable. For amoment Sarawas parayzed by fear; there wasn't enough air in the tight
confines of the wagon. Then she shook the fear off, refusing to giveintoit. "Thering isbeing weird,



you're being weird. What's going on here?!

Lewis had been up dl night, thinking, or at least trying to think. He'd reached the most important part
of hismission only to belulled by the mindlesslife of the road and distracted by roaring lust for the girl
who was his pawn. The night had been spent in hell and he wasin no mood to argue with the mad wench
thismorning. "Y ou're here to perform arobbery, not play the bloody guitar. That'swhy | brought you
here and that'swhat you're going to do.” He folded hisarms and glared angrily at her outraged
expression. "Don't say aword. Just do asyou'retold." He ran histhumb warningly acrossthe hilt of the
knife on hisbelt.

Sarasnorted with laughter. ™Y eah, right. I'm terrified.”

Lewiss shoulders dumped. "Saral" He shook afinger at her. "1 should beat you."

She crossed her arms and mocked him with aglare of her own. ™Y ou wouldn't know how to start.”
"I've treated you more kindly than you deserve, little thief. It'stime you repaid—"

"I'mnot athief.”

Hefdt like beating his head againgt the sturdy wooden wall. They were going to have one of their mad
discussions after al, weren't they? He did spin around and pound afist against the door; then he turned
back to her. "It worked out beautifully until you went insane. | wish you'd stop being insane and let me
get onwith my assgnment.”

She gazed at him, looking almost amused, dmost serenely cam, amost asif she sympathized with
him. "What's worked out beautifully?' she asked. "Takeit step by step, Lewis Morgan.”

"What?"
"1 want to know.how we got to this place, you and I. And why?'
He sat down beside her. "Why? Why do you want to know?"
"I'mforming atheory.”

A theory. He blinked. Why wasiit she often sounded better educated and more sophisticated than he
was?"Why can't you just be asmple gypsy burglar?’



"Why can't you be asimple Rom acrobat?' she countered.

"Point taken," he agreed with asigh. "How did we get here?' He didn't know why he wastalking to
her, other than that it seemed better than arguing with her. He put his arm around her shoulder and drew
her close. She didn't resist. When she was snugly fitted beside him he went on. "It'sall been fortunate
coincidence," hetold her. "'l learned my acrobatic skills and the language from some gypsieswho were
impressed onto aship | served on. | was fifteen and agile as amonkey and—"

"What about the Caderash girl?'

"It wasalieto frighten you."

"Thanks"

"l disguised mysdlf asagypsy once or twice when | began to work as a spy. When my current
assgnment required traveling first to France and then to Bororavial was lucky to discover acircus of
Bororavian gypsies anxious to return to their homeland. Traveling with them seemed the perfect way to
cover my movements. But they didn't want to accept me even if Sandor was willing to work with me. But
coincidence was till in my favor.” He squeezed her shoulder, feding far more affection than he knew he
should. She made a noise somewhere between a pleased murmur and arequest for him to continue. "
knew | would need an expert thief to help with part of the assgnment so | set out to find the best
cracksman in London. My investigations led back to the gypsy circus and the prettiest girl in thetribe, the
girl I'd dready been consdering marrying so | could be accepted by her people. My plansdl fell nestly
into place. The rest you know. Pure coincidence, dl of it."

Sarapulled away from him and sat rubbing her fingers as she often did. She was smiling. "It wasn't
coincidence."

"It couldn't be anything else, sweetheart.”

She held up her hand. "Oh, yesit could. We're not dedling with coincidence; we're deding with
megic."

He dapped his hand forcefully against the mattress. "'I'd hoped you were having alucid spell.”

"| think spell might be the operative word here," she said agreeably. Shewiggled her fingers.

For amoment Lewis thought he caught the sparkle of an orange stone on her finger. He reached out,
but they both jumped in surprise as aloud banging sounded on the back of the wagon.

Lewis had just gotten to the door when Beng flung it open. "Saral" her father called nervoudly.



"Soldiers are herelooking for you. Hide!™

"Soldiers?' Lewis questioned. Fear twisted in his gut. He turned back to Sara. "Why?" She shrugged.
"Wheat did you do?"

She didn't know why anyone would be looking for her. "I didn't do anything!"

"Thisis no timeto argue with the Caderash,” Beng said. He glanced over hisshoulder. "They're
coming thisway."

Lewis grabbed her shoulders and shook her. "Were you seen robbing a house after you ran away last
night?"

"What?No! Let go of me!”

He should never have been lulled into believing her protests of innocence. If sheld ruined hismission...
"Wevegot to hideyou.”

"l hateit when you act likeajerk,” Saratold him as she kicked him in the shin to get himto let her go.

She didn't know what soldiers could want with her. She hadn't done anything wrong. In fact, her only
contact with the French had been to play and passthe hat at afew innsaong their route. There had been
soldiersat thelast inn. Their officer had clapped loudly, given her quite abit of money, and suggested that
she accompany him upstairs. But he'd been a perfect gentleman and withdrawn the offer gracefully when
shed pointed out she was married. Hed even let her keep the money. She remembered that his name
was Captain Custine and that the two blues songs she'd played reminded him of dave music held heard
when held served in the Louisiana colony. Sheld liked him.

Which had nothing to do with soldiersin camp looking for her right now, she reminded hersdf. She
thought about running, but where could she go? Running away might put the othersin danger. She
wouldn't put anyonein danger if she could help it. She gave Lewis abitter look, placing the blame for any
trouble they got into squarely on his shoulders, and stepped out of the bardo. With Beng beside her and
Lewis standing on the wagon step she spotted four uniformed men who were walking around the remains
of last night's bonfire. Sheraised her arm and waved to get their attention. Behind her, Lewis hissed an
oath.

"I'm Sara," she cdled to the blue-coated soldiers.

The man in the lead hurried forward, grinning beneath a bright red mustache. " Of course you are, my
dear," he said, coming up and taking her handsin his. "l was hoping the right band of gypsieswas
trespassing on my cousin's estate.”



"Captain Custine?" Sarahad to look along way up to meet the tall man's gaze. Laugh lines crinkled up
around his green eyes. She couldn't help but smile back; he looked so honest and open and reassuring.
"How niceto seeyou again,” she said, and meant it. She heard Lewis whisper something under his breath
but didn't turn to look at him.

Captain Custine squeezed her hands gently. "The hands of an artist. Odd, how | told my cousin so just
last night and today | find you just amile away from his house. What good fortune thisisl™

"Isit?" sheasked, and felt asharp tingle from thering in response. Apparently it was. "Good fortune,
indeed. Y our cousin,” she guessed. Y ou want meto play for him?"

Hissmilewidened. "Lovdy, clever girl."

Shetried to draw her handsfrom his. "I'll just get my guitar.”" She had to go with him. Not only was he
being amiable, the men held brought with him were armed with rifles. He had asword at hisbelt, and the
authority of the French army, besides. She noticed that Custine was looking past her. She turned her
head to find Lewis glaring angrily at the captain.

"Your husband?' Cudtine asked her.

"Toma," shesaid. "And my father." Shetilted her head toward Beng, hoping to draw the French
officer's attention away from the British spy. "I'll get my guitar,” she repested.

Helet her go and stepped back. "It1l wait for tonight, my dear.” Custine gave her alook full of
smoldering promise. It made her blush from her hair to her toes. He leaned forward and spoke softly in
her ear. "I'll be seeing you at the chateau tonight.”

She gulped nervoudy. "Tonight?"

Lewis gppeared a her sde. Hisarm came around her waist, pulling her hard againgt hisside. She
spared him aquick look. Murder blazed out of hisbright blue eyes at the French officer. Thiswas no
time for the spy to forget that circumspection was the key to surviva. She poked himin the ribs with her
elbow. Custine noticed and chuckled.

She gave the Frenchman an annoyed look. ™Y ou want meto play guitar for your cousin,” she
reminded him.

"Marshd Moret," he supplied his cousin's name.

“Tonight?"



Custine nodded. "The marshd is hosting asmall celebration to honor the birth of the emperor's son.
Y ou will be part of the entertainment.”

"And when shdl | bring my wifeto the chateau?' Lewis spoke up. "Intimeto play during dinner,
perhaps?’

Custine acknowledged Lewiss presence with areuctant nod. "That would be acceptable, gypsy,” he
agreed giffly. "If sheisn't there by nineI'll have you whipped,” he added cheerfully before he turned and
walked away. His soldiers laughed at hiswords. One of them made athreatening gesture at Lewis, then
they hurried to follow their commander out of camp.

Sararelaxed againgt him as the Frenchmen disgppeared from sight. "Charming,” shesaid. "I don't
think helikesyou," she added.

Lewis nodded to Beng, then took Sara back into the wagon. "He'd like me to stand aside while he
seduces my wife," he said once they wereinsde.

"I'm not your wife," shereminded him.

"So I'm supposed to let you be seduced by him?”

"I'm not going to get seduced by him."

"Why not?' Lewis demanded. He knew he sounded foolish but he couldn't keep from adding, "He's
handsome. He'stdl. Gdlant.”

A teasng smilelifted her lips. "Y ou're handsome. Y ou can be galant—well, Tomacan be."

"I'mnot tal.”

"No, but you're kind of cute.”

"Doyou likeme?' Lewis shook his head, then pressed the hedls of hishandsto histemples. "What am
| saying? I'm blathering like afool when | should be crowing with ddight.”

Saraeyed him suspicioudy. "Oh, yeah? What's to crow about?'

"Becauseit's Marsha Moret's house I've brought you hereto rob.”



"I'm not robbing anybody's house.”

"Yes, you ae" Hedid not want to go through it again.

"It'susing us, you know. It has been dl dong. What isit you want?' She waslooking at her right hand
when she spoke.

Lewiswas getting sSick of thismagic ring fantasy. He grabbed her hand and began pulling on her ring
finger. "Therésno magic rin—" A silver circlet appeared as he spoke. "Y ou arewearing aring!" Where
had it come from? She hadn't been wearing aring, then she had. "But..."

"l told you it wasinvisble. Unlessit wantsyou to seeit.”

"But..." Thering had asmadl orange stone. It had itsown inner glow. It seemed. . . . dive. Lewisgave
Saraaconfused look. "Magic?' She nodded. "Nonsense." He touched the stone.

"Surprise,” said thering.

Hed heard that voice before, ingde hishead. "But?..."

"Articulate, aren't you, Lieutenant?' thering said scoffingly.

"It'sadwayslikethat,” Sarasaid. "Y ou get used to the sarcasm.”

"But... magic?"

"l told you."

"l... see," hesaid dowly. "I'vejoined you in your deluson. Were insane together.”

"That'sapossbility,” Saraagreed.

"Nonsense," thering told them. "Y ou're both as sane as | am. | want you both to calm down so we
can discuss how you're going to get the brooch.”

Lewistightened his grip on Sara's hand convulsively. "The brooch," he gasped. "How do you know
about the brooch?"



"What brooch?" Saraasked.

"My brooch," the ring answered.

"The duke of Bororavias brooch," Lewistold her. "That'swhat | need you to stedl "
"My owntruelove," thering added. "WEell be together again at last.”

Saralooked from thering to Lewis, then back again. "Y ou're nuts," shetold them. "Both of you. |
refuseto beinvolved inthis—"

"Please, Sara," man and ring pleaded together. "I need you."

Introducing them had been abad idea. One waslooking at her like a begging puppy. The other was
projecting hopeful longing with the intengity of nuclear radiation. Shetried to block Lewisslook and the
ring'slonging with angry resentment. She hadn't asked to get into thismess! But trying to pout didn't
work for more than afew seconds. There was no way she could hold out against both of them.

Saraswore under her breath, then said, "All right, | give up. I'm not going to get any peace until | help
you stedl this brooch, so we might aswell doiit.”

Chapter 12

It was a bujo, thisring business, Lewis decided as he paced outsde Mally's wagon. Some sort of
elaborate hoax. A deception, that'sdl it was. There were no such things as magic rings. She'd been
playing himfor afool dl dong, drawing him into her tales of magic so thoroughly that when shefindly
revealed the actual piece of cheap jewery he accepted her elaborate liesasred. "That'sdl itis" he
mumbled as he paced. "Lies. She'strying to make afool of me. But why?' He pondered the question as
he tramped restlesdy back and forth.

He'd spent his day juggling and running the tightrope. The crowds had gathered to cheer and hed
taken hisbows asif it wereanormal, sunny autumn day. But dl the while his mind had raced with plans
for the night, with images of Custing's covetous attention to Sara, and growing anger a himsalf for
believing, even for aningtant, in amagic ring. "Nonsense," he grumbled again. "What trick is she playing
onme? Sy little gypsy. And what'staking so long in there?' He banged impatiently on the Sde of the
cart.

Beth stuck her head out of the curtained side window and cdled, "Giveit arest, Toma. She'samost
reedy."



"It didn't take her thislong to get dressed for our wedding,” he called back. Beth laughed and ducked
her head back inside.

It was twilight, and Sarawasin the wagon preparing for her gppearance at the Moret dinner party. He
didn't know why she was making such afuss. Why couldn't she just wear a clean skirt, afresh headscarf,
and the blouse she/d mended the day before? Was she trying to make herself look beautiful for Custine?
That gajo didn't need any encouragement to think she was beautiful.

Helooked down and discovered that his hand was resting on the hilt of hisknife. "Hurry up!" he
shouted.

The door banged open asecond later. Sara stood in the entrance. He glanced up and felt his mouth
drop open. She wore afashionable white dressthat showed off her amber skin and raven hair to
perfection. The neckline was square and low-cut, and her curlswere swept up in an eegant style
threaded with a scarlet ribbon. Shelooked asif she were ready to walk into a London ballroom, and
Lewisdidnt likeit one bit.

She stepped down from the wagon and twirled around in front of him. Molly and Beth took her place
in the doorway, both of them smiling happily at their handiwork.

Sarastopped turning and said, "Well, what do you think? Stylish, but modest, or so Molly says. She
says French women wear thin mudlin and then soak it in water. Sort of the wet T-shirt look, | guess.” He
continued to stare until she waved her hand in front of hisface. "Y ou in there? What are you thinking,
Toma?'

"l think," he said, voice low and caustic, "that you should not try to ape your betters.”

Saralooked a him in dumbfounded confusion that grew quickly into smoldering anger. "Better than
what, you—7?"

"Put on some decent clothes,” he interrupted before she could work up to an angry tirade.

"Y ou sound just like Beng," she shot back.

That moment Beng came up, looked her over, and said, "Areyou going to let her dresslike that?"

"No, I'm not," Lewis said. Hereached for Sara.

She jumped back before he could grab her arm. "I've seen prom dresses that show more skin than
this”



"It'sindecent,” Beng and Lewis said together.

“Why?

A crowd was gathering. Sara heard murmurings of mirame in the background. Here we go again, she
thought with an inward groan. "Excuse me," she caled above the growing noise. "It'sjust adress.” She
brushed her hands down the fabric of the skirt. "L ook at it objectively, okay? Rom dress code says that
women don't show their legs. Thereisno leg showing here. There are no rules being broken.” She glared
fiercdy a Lewis. "Can we go now?"'

Shelet him take her arm. He grasped it hard enough to bruise but she didn't mention that he was
hurting her. They stopped by their wagon for her guitar, then headed out of camp. They walked dongin
slencefor awhile asthe sky turned to dark velvet and the stars came out.

"S0," she said asthey approached atall wrought-iron gate, "you ticked off because | look gajo or
because | don't look Rom?"

Lewisblinked in confusion. "It's one and the same."

"No, itisn't." She amiled to hersdf. "Think about it."

Hedidn't want to think about anything. "Y ou have ajob to get on with."

Saras secret smile widened. They stopped at the gatehouse and Lewis explained their business. The
guard nodded, |et them through, and pointed the path toward the servants entrance to the chateau.

Oncethey were out of the gatekeeper's hearing she said, "I've got agig. All I'm doing is playing guitar,
then I'm out of there." His grip tightened. "Ouch! Dammit, let go!" To make mattersworsethering sent a
shocked jolt of emotion al theway up her arm. "Ow! Stop that!" The guitar dropped out of her numb
grasp with aloud clatter.

Lewis covered her mouth with hishand. He drew her tightly to him in the shadow of atal, flowering
bush. The scent of night-blooming flowers mingled with the scent of her skin and the metal taste of fear in
his mouth. When she would have struggled he forced her to be till.

"Bequiet!" hewhispered fiercely in her ear. "1 didn't comethisfar to fail. Toy with me now and so
help me, I'll dit your pretty throat.”

She heard his desperation and she believed the threat. How could she make the man understand that
shejust couldn't doit?



"Please,” thering said. "'l can't get to the brooch without your help.”

The ring sounded desperate, vulnerable, not at dl like the arrogant magical being she was used to.
What wasit like, she wondered suddenly, being amagical being?

"Londy," thering answered.

Its plaintive sadness got to her. Lewiss hand came away from her mouth. He stroked her throat and
collarbone gently, sending warm tremors through her.

"Sara," hewhispered. "Please. I'll never ask another thing of you."

You've never asked anything of me, she wanted to snap. You just make demands.

"He doesn't know any other way. He'salord, you're a peasant. He doesn't know how to ask for
help,” thering said.

He should learn, shethought bleskly. You both should.

His breath brushed againgt her ear. "Help me," he pleaded.

Thisisprobably just an act, shetold hersdlf, but it worked better than threats. Suddenly she wanted to
help him. But she wasn't athief. The ring needed her. Lewis needed her. Shewasin thewrong placein
time and nobody understood what it was doing to her.

She dumped againgt Lewis. He kissed the nape of her neck. She was so torn with warring emotions
shedidn't know what she was going to do.

Sheturned inthecircle of hisarms. Lewis dropped his handsto his Sdes and looked slently at her, his
stance tight-muscled and tense. His sharply drawn features were etched in darkness and bright moonlight.
She couldn't read his expression, but she felt hersalf drawn to stroke her fingertips across hiswide cheek
and down the sharp angle of hisjaw.

Lewiswaited. Hed finally realized the decision was Sarasto make. He couldn't force her and he
couldn't beg her; hed just have to wait until she made up her mind. If she couldn't do it, she couldn't.
Hed just have to find another way. When her hand touched hisface it brought a comfort he hadn't
realized he needed. She didn't have the hands of a soft English lady. Herswas an artist's hand, callused
and clever. Heloved thefed of it caressing hisface. He Sghed, frustration mixed with pleasure.

Saratook a step back. Lewis reached ahand toward her, hesitantly. She took off the ring and handed



it to him. He made a soft, surprised sound as the ring touched hispalm. "Y ou'll haveto do it. The two of
you working together."

"But, Sara—" Lewis began.

"Chill out, Lewis," thering told him, "I'm redl. Just put me on and do what the woman says.”

He could fed the powerful redity thet radiated from the small jewd. Never mind that itsredlity sent
the logica world spinning out of control, out of hislife forever. It wasrea. Sarawasn't mad. Or aliar. Or
athief, though that was what he'd been trying to make her.

Lewiss hand shook so hard he didn't know how he managed to place thering on hisfinger. Thefit
was perfect even though it had been circling Sarals much smaller finger only amoment before.

"A function of magic," thering pointed out. "1 fit whoever wearsme.”

Of course, Lewisagreed with thevoiceringing in hishead. "Ringing," he said out loud, wry
amusement sedating dl his other roiling emotions. "What elsewould aring do?!

Sarapicked up her guitar. "We'd better hurry. Captain Custine said | go on at nine." Shewalked on,
with Lewisfollowing close on her hedls. "How long do you think you'll need to find the brooch?"

Lewishad afeding shewastaking to thering. "Can you find it?" he asked it.

"] can fed it from here. On the second floor, in the south wing, near the back of the house.”

Lewisrepeated thering'swordsto Sara. "I'll find aback staircase from the kitchen," he added. "Mogt
of the servantswill be occupied with serving the banquet.”

"So, what, ten minutes? An hour?"

He put areassuring hand on her shoulder as they reached a back courtyard between the stables and
the servants entrance. People moved around them purposefully in the light of torches set intall standsin
corners of the courtyard.

They were no longer alone, so he pulled her into atight embrace and whispered confidently, "Play for
the party. Enthrall them so that they don't notice the time passing.”

"A diverson," shesad. "l think | can do that much."



He had meant the words as a compliment to her playing, but he wasn't going to pass up the offer of
any help if shewas offering to keep the party occupied while he stole the brooch. He kissed her. "Thank
you," hesaid. "Do what you can if there's anything you can do."

"Don't get caught,” she ordered.
"l won't," he assured her. | hope, he added to himsdlf.

"Don't worry about it." Thering intruded on histhoughts. "Come on, let'sgo.”
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A footman was waiting at the door. He looked Sara over boldly, and said, "The captain's entertainer's
arived at last. Hope you're expecting alively night, dut." Saraconsdered dapping the lewd grin off the
man'sface, but decided discretion "was safer for getting Lewis and her through this crazy stuation.

"My wifé's cometo play for the company,” Lewissaid in alow, cold voice.

The man gave Lewisabrief, disdainful look as he grabbed her by thearm. ™Y our pimp can wait here
if hewants, but it'sgoing to be along night." He pushed Sarainside. "Don't worry about your fee,
tsigane,” he added to Lewis before closing the door in hisface, "your wife's pretty enough to earn you a
fortune

It took Lewisapreciousinstant to recover from the shock of the servant'sinsolent words. Then rage
flooded him, turning the world red and driving al thought of the brooch out of hishead. But when he
would have pounded angrily on the door he found himself frozen in place. Hislimbsfet weighted down
by bands of slver.

"Livewithit, gypsy,” thering said coldly. "Or remember that you're not agypsy and get on with your
misson.”

| won't have them treating her like a whore!
" She can take care of hersdlf. That'swhy | picked her for thisjob."

You picked—I thought | picked—what is thisjob? Sarahad said the ring was manipulating them.
He no longer dismissed anything shed said asinsane ravings.

"We both want to get the brooch to Bororavia, Lieutenant,” thering said. "Let'sjust concentrate on
that for now, shal we?'



Lewissighed, and felt control of his muscles returned to him. The ring was right; there was much to
do. But I'll kill anyone who harms her, he added as he looked around for away into the chateau.

"Fine" thering said. "I'll be happy to help you. Therésakitchen maid coming thisway from the dairy.
Try exerting alittle of that Morgan charm on her to get usinto the kitchen."

A pretty girl came hurrying toward him amoment later. Lewisdidn't bother asking the ring how it had
known the girl was coming; he just fell back into hisrole between one bresth and the next. He moved to
intercept her without hesitation, summoning up aboyish smileto turn on what looked like an overworked
child. Within minutes he had in his helpful hands the heavy bucket she was carrying. It took only afew
more coaxing words before sheld invited him into the buttery to keep her company while she went about
her work. Keeping her company proved taking more time offering kisses and compliments than he liked,
but she wasn't one to be rushed. She had to hide him from the butler when he came in and fussed at her
about the quality of the cream. Eventualy she went off to the kitchen to fetch her hungry new friend a
bowl of potage. He followed the ring's directions to the back stairs as soon asthe girl was out of sght.
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"Y ou were magnificent,” Captain Cugtine told Sara as he took the guitar from her hands. He handed
the instrument to afootman and drew her up off the chair where shewas sitting.

They were standing near agigantic firegplace in the rear of the huge dining room. She'd been sitting on
aspindly little chair with her back to the roaring fire. The diners sat at along table covered in scarlet cloth
benesath arow of ornate crystdl chanddiers. Everything in the room was red and gold, and bright and
glittering and larger than life. Sarafelt dwarfed and intimidated by everything around her. Even Captain
Custine was red and gold, including hisred hair and the gold buttons on his scarlet coat.

Saralooked around his broad form to the rest of her audience. She'd played through three long
courses while the guests chattered to each other and the servants moved silently around her. Her hands
and arms were aching from the effort and sweat was gathered on her back and between her breasts.
Sheld played everything from Hungarian folk baladsto L.A. Guns, but no one paid any heed to her a all,
then or now, as Custine led her through the room and out atall glass-paned door into a garden.

All shewanted wasto get her guitar back and get away from the chateau. It didn't look asif there
were anything she could do to help Lewis and the ring. She hoped they'd aready gotten the brooch and
gone. How long would it take for Custine to notice ajewe robbery? Her mind wasfull of questions as
the captain urged her down on amarble bench. Would the Rom performers be suspected immediately?
Would they be chased? Arrested? What would happen if they found out Lewiswas a British spy? Stupid
question. He'd be executed, of course. The rest of the caravan would probably be executed for
harboring him. She scarcely noticed Custine's arm going around her shoulders.

His kiss came as a genuine surprise. His mustache was soft as slk, but the mouth that covered hers
was harshly demanding. His tongue sought entrance and she opened her lipsrather than try to fight him



off. Shefelt nothing as he probed and explored; she just closed her eyes and wondered if sheld get a
chanceto tell him diplomatically that she wasn't interested, or punch himinthegroiniif it became

necessary.

Eventudly helifted hishead and told her, "Y ou're delicious. | knew you would be."

She put her hand on his chest when he bent to kiss her again. "But I'm married,” she reminded him.

"Asam . Shdl | take you to Paris?' he asked. " Set you up in alittle house? Introduce you to the
theater owners?' He stroked her shoulders, baring them as he eased down the materia of her deeves.
"Your skin'slike dark honey, you excatic little creature.”

She didn't mind the exotic, but the creature part made her want to hit him. ™Y ou want me to be your
mistress," she guessed.

His hands drifted down to cover her breasts. He weighed them in his palms while he spoke. "I wanted
youwhen | first saw you in that filthy littleinn. A pity | didn't have time to woo you properly then. Isnt it
lucky we met again?'

"I don't think luck had anything to do with it." She grasped hiswrists and tried to push his hands away.
"I don't think thisisagood idea, Captain Cugtine."

"Not private enough for you? Y oure shy," he said with asmile. "1 liked that from thefirst. Except
when you play. | watched you put your soul into your playing and knew | wanted to see you look a me
like that when | made loveto you. | love watching you play. | want to watch from an audience and know
I'm the one taking you to bed after the crowd has gone wild. How they'll envy me.”

Shewasredly beginning to want to tell him just what he could do with hisplansfor her future. This
turkey made Lewis|ook good by comparison. Where was Lewis, anyway? She hoped he'd gotten away.
"Uh, thank you," she said, since Custine seemed to be waiting for aresponse.

"Do you want to be famous?' he asked. "I can help you conquer the Paris stage.”

"Firg Paris and then the world?' she asked.

"Of course." He smirked and preeningly stroked his mustache.

Sarathought alittle smpering might bein order while shetried to think of a safe way to get avay from
him. "Y ou French do seem to be good at conquering things.”



"Theworldisoursfor thetaking, little one."

You 're going to deserve Euro-Disney, shethought maicioudy. He drew her to him and kissed her
again. While sheignored the forceful exploration of her mouth it occurred to her that in afuturelife
Custine was probably going to be incarnated as Joe Makos, the guy she'd dated through high school and
most of college, who had dumped her to marry an aerobicsinstructor he'd gotten pregnant. She'd been
more relieved than upset, even if the experience had soured her enough to turn her into a guitar-playing
couch potato who watched more television than was good for her.

While her mind replayed scenesfrom her lifein the future, he urged her to her fest, till kissing her. He
lifted hishead and said, "Shall | carry you to my room?"

"l canwak," Saraanswered, then redlized her wordsimplied a consent she certainly didn't mean.
"But, I—'

The big man swung her up in hisarms. " Such atiny thing you are,” he murmured. Sarawould have
struggled, but he turned toward the house and dropped her back to her feet before taking a step. "What's
that?' he asked, looking up toward a second-story window.

Sarasaw it too, brief flashes of light behind the curtains, one red, one orange. They touched, then
flared to impossibly white brightness, strobed, then vanished. Something wonderful and right hed just
happened. Sarafelt the pleasure of the lights reunion down to her bones. It set her shuddering with
ddight. Shewanted to throw her head back and laugh with joy.

"What the devil wasthat?' Custine demanded worriedly. "Don't be afraid,” he added, stroking her
face.

He must have felt her shaking; he obvioudy hadn't experienced the emotiona rush accompanying the
light show. It wasthering, she knew. Evenif shewasn't wearing it shewas Hill linked to it. Lewis must
be up in that room. She wondered if the emotional backwash was stronger closer to the source. Was
Lewis passed out on the floor with addirioudy happy smile on hisface?

"I'd better go see what that was," Cudtine said. "Wait here." He began to stride manfully away.

Sarajumped after himin panic. "Wait! Don't go!" She grabbed hisarm. She had to keep the man
fromfinding Lewis. Shed promised Lewis adiversion and she had to come through for him somehow.

Custine swiveled around and grabbed her arms. When he started to thrust her away she grabbed the
decorated front of his coat and pulled his head down to hers. She kissed him, with enough smulated
passion to drive the idea of investigating anything but her out of his head. She pressed herself againgt him,
grinding her hips suggestively againg him. It was only moments before held taken her in atight,
possessive embrace.



"Don't leave me aone," she whispered seductively. ™Y ou promised to take me to your room."

"Very wdl," heagreed. "It must have been no more than adropped lantern. Come, well make our
ownfire"

He grinned and she fdt his hardness pressing againgt her thigh. Oh, dear, she thought as he hurried her
back into the house. He swung her into hisarms again and carried her up adark staircase, Rhett Butler

dyle.

"Oh, dear," she whispered as he kicked open adoor. Hetook her briskly to abig bed centeredin a
square of moonlight cast through a high, square window. "Oh, dear,” she said again, and clutched at him
ashelad her down. Her fingers dug deep into his shoulders but he mistook her panic for asign of

passion.

"Wild littleanimd," he said and kissed her.

When held kissed her before, sheld suffered it with indifferent patience; it' hadn't seemed like athreat
at the time. Now histongue delving into her mouth served to block ascream of fear. She'd gotten hersdlf
into this; shewas going to have to get hersdf out, but as he began caressing her roughly through her
clothes she fet building hysteria threatening to rob her of dl control.

Shedidn't want him touching her! She didn't want him on top of her! She pummeled hisback with her
fists, but that just made him laugh.

"Such apassonate creature,” he said. He started to pull off hisclothing

Hewas down to histrousers and she'd rolled off the opposite Side of the bed and was considering
jumping out the window when the shouting started.

"Firel Fire!l Help!"

A new fear shoved Sara's hysteria out of the way. The house was on firel She had to find Lewis! She
ran for the door.

Custine caught her before she got there. He set her firmly back on the bed. "Wait here," he ordered as
he pulled on his shirt. "It's nothing. Y ou're perfectly safe. I'll beright back.”

Sarabunched up fistfuls of bedcoversin furious frustration, but she didn't say anything. Shejust
nodded and then made aface at him when he turned his back. She waited afull ten seconds after he was
gone before she sprinted out of the room.



Chapter 13

"Sara!" She had to be closeby! "Saral" Lewiskept low as he moved adong the smoke-filled halway.
Logic told him shewas safely out of the burning mansion, but he didn't believe in logic anymore. A sixth
sense told him she was up here on the second floor, perhaps trapped, probably frightened. "Saral" he
caled again as he hurried from door to door. Where was she? What had Custine done to her? For if she
was here, it was the French captain'sdoing. "If anything happensto her hesadead man,” Lewis
threstened angrily.

He touched the brooch pinned on the inside of hisvest. It was cool now; when hed found it in
Madame Moret'sjewd caseit had glowed like aburning cod as he snatched it up. Things had happened
then, magicd things. He couldn't remember any of it clearly. There had been light, and then along, giddy
ride down to darkness. When he'd woken, he'd wandered downgtairs, amost mindless with joy,
mindless of any danger. Held felt protected, loved, things held never felt before.

Then the shout of "Firel" went up and he cameto his senses. Or as much as he thought hewas likely
to from now on. What he should have done was get the brooch away from the chateau as quickly ashis
legswould carry him. Instead held dashed upstairs to search for the gypsy girl.

He heard shouts and heavy, running footsteps and someone coughing on the smoke in the distance.
He eased warily around a corner and headed for the first door on the left side of the corridor.

"Saral" he shouted again, just as she jerked open the door and ran into him. They fell together onto
thefloor. Hisarmswent around her in atight embrace. "Areyou al right? Did he hurt you?'

"Areyou okay? Did you get the brooch? Did you start thefire?' she questioned rapidly.

He hauled her to her feet. "No, of coursel didn't." Her hair tumbled loosely around her shoulders, her
clotheswere disheveled, and her lips swollen. "It's obvious what you've been doing.”

"l wastrying to cover your butt," she answered angrily. She stalked off toward the stairs. Smoke
curled around her head as she moved away from the annoying Englishman. She was so angry she wasn't
sureif the smoke was from thefire, or if it was coming out of her ears.

Lewisraced up and grabbed her arm. ™Y ou were trying to protect me?' He hurried her dong. "Stay
low," hedirected.

"Yes," she answered as they reached the back staircase. They ran down them. Saracould hear the
distant roaring of flames when they reached the ground floor.

"Thank you," Lewis said asthey paused for amoment in the rear hallway. He looked around and tried



to recall the way to the servants entrance. "I think the kitchen's on fire. Perhaps we should try for the
front of the house. Which way?'

"What?' Sarahad been standing in the smoky dark next to Lewisimmersed in odd emotions having to
do with hisactudly having thanked her for something. His question surprised her into thinking about their
Stuation. Sheled him toward an intersecting corridor. "Thisway. | think | remember how to get to the
garden door."

"Garden door?' he asked. "What were you doing in the garden?”
"Fooling around,” she admitted.
He heard the amusement in her voice and said, "'l see.”

"Cudtine wasfooling around. | wastrying to keep him from investigating the lights upstairs. That was
you and thering, wasnt it?"

"Yes," he agreed. People were shouting in the distance but they were adone asthey entered the dining

room. He stopped her in abar of light from one of the tall windows. He pulled off thering. "Here. Thisis
yours."

She looked at the silver and citrinering cradled in his pam, then dowly up at hisface. A warm wave
of pleasure spread through her. The ring bestowed power, maybe aweird sort of power, but any kind of
power was vauable. Lewis, loya British military man though he was, wasn't trying to take that power for
himself or his cause. He wasfredly giving it back to her. "Maybe there's hope for you yet," she said and
plucked the ring out of his hand before he had a chance to change hismind.

"It'syours,” he answered.
"What about the brooch?’
"That | am keeping."

"No, | meant, did you get it?"

Hesmiled. "Indeed.”" He flipped open hisvest to show her aruby in an ornate gold setting. "Thering
says|'m to wear it next to my heart. Come on, let's get out of here.”

She nodded, and ran for the garden door with him right behind her. They found the garden path and
ran for the woods at the edge of the estate grounds. They were nearing the woods when Sara halted



abruptly. Lewisran into her. He grabbed her around the waist, steadying them both before they fell.

"What?' he demanded.

"My guitar!" she shouted as she lunged back toward the house.

Hehdd ontight. "No! Areyou mad?’

She struggled to free hersdlf. "'l haveto get my guitar!™

The desperation in her voice was frightening. "No you do not,” he said, firmly. "It'stoo late, Sara,
love. Come on, before someone seesus." They'd been incredibly lucky so far; he didn't want to gamble
on getting caught now that they were so closeto getting clean away.

She pushed againgt his restraining hands. There were tearsin her voice when she spoke. ™Y ou don't
understand . . . that guitar, it's perfect. Like it was made for me. | haveto get it back. Y ou haveto help
me. Please?’

He wished she didn't sound so desperate. He wished she hadn't asked for hishelp. "1 would if | could,
swest, but—"

"Let go of me!" she shouted, and began to struggle harder.

Lewislooked back. They were beyond sight of the house, but the sky behind them glowed
red-orange. "It'stoo late," hetold her, as gently as he could, consdering she wasfighting him like a
helcat.

Hewinced with guilt, but he didn't redly fed asif he had any choice when he spun her around and
planted hisfist in asquare, hard blow against her jaw. She collapsed, unconscious. He caught her limp
body and hoisted her over his shoulder. She was alittle thing, but carrying her did dow him down as he
hurried up the path through the woods. It wasn't far to the gypsy camp; the night was till, clear, and
crisp. He heard none but his own near-slent footsteps on the mossy path. He breathed asigh of relief as
he came around aturn in the path and saw the caravan's campfiresin the distance. Home. Safe. Mission
accomplished. Not another sngle magica or unexplainable occurrence could possibly occur to confuse
hismind tonight.

He found the guitar, snugly wrapped in its oiled canvas bag, leaning againgt atree only afew feet
farther on. He refused to be confused, bemused, or even alittle bit curious about how it had gotten there.
Hejust adjusted Sara's limp weight on his shoulder, picked the guitar up with hisfree hand, and
continued on to the camp.
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Sarawoke up knowing only that her jaw hurt and that something very essentia was missing from her
life. Shewas lying down on asoft, familiar surface, afaint light bathing her eyelids. When she opened her
eyes she saw theflicker of flamefrom the lantern set on top of the nearby storage chest. Shewasin her
own bardo, curled up on her sdewith apillow under her head. Shelet her breath out in adow sigh,
curious but lethargic. Why did her jaw hurt? Why did her soul hurt? She closed her eyes again and rolled
onto her back. With agroan she put her arm over her eyes.

"Awekeat lagt."

Lewissvoice wasrough, asif held been smoking. Her throat felt raw, too, cometo think of it. Asif
sheld been smoking. Smoke. Smoke inhdation. They'd been in afire. At the chateau. Thering. The
brooch. She sat up abruptly.

"My guitar!"

Lewis stood over her, wearing only histrousers and his headscarf. He grinned at her like a half-wild
Cheshire cat. Then he nudged her legs over and sat down on the bed. He handed her the guitar. She
hugged it to her like abeloved child.

"Oh, Lewis, you did go back for my guitar!"

"] found—" She turned such aloving look of gratitude on him he couldn't bring himsdlf to explain
further. Hejust smiled and said, "Everything'sdl right now, love."

A ripple of deep pleasure spread through her at hiswords. Edgy pleasure, asif maybe everything
wasn't quitedl right, but maybe it was going to be. A tenson that had been coiling tighter and tighter
insgde her for weeks began to unwind as she met his bright blue gaze. Heat spread through her from the
contact.

Without knowing what she was doing she set the guitar on the floor and reached out to touch Lewis
Morgan'sface. A sooty-lidded, blue-eyed fox, she thought, running her fingers dong the dark arch of his
brows.

Lewis sat and waited, dmost holding his breath as Sara moved closer to him. He wanted to take her
in hisarms but he let her come to him. She pushed her fingers under the headband he wore, pulled it off,
and ran her hands through the loosened strands of his hair. He closed his eyes, loving the fed of her
fingers combing across his scalp. Hed dwaysloved it when awoman played with hishair. Sara seemed
to know ingtinctively how to arouse him. He caught his breath in a hot gasp as she traced her fingers
down to histhroat. It set his pulse pounding when her fingernails danced in light circles around the edges
of hisnipples. He grasped the sides of the feather-stuffed mattressin a death grip as her artist'sfingers



moved on sensudly to massage the tight muscles of his chest. Then thetip of her tongue touched hislips.
He opened hismouth at her gentle urging, nearly drowning in passive heet as she hungrily searched his
mouth. His head spun and his blood pulsed with need. He grew hard with hunger as her hands moved
over him, cleverly exploring. Her breasts pressed againgt his chest, the hard peaks of her nipples
separated from him by only the sheer width of her mudin bodice. He wanted to fedl her naked skin
againg his and within moments he conceived a deep hatred for the inoffensive cloth. He felt the heat from
her skin; the scent of her filled his senses. He kept his eyes closed and his hands off her, though he could
fed hisfingers gouging holesin the maitress cover.

Hed let her take whatever she wanted. He wasn't touching her, he vowed, not until she wanted him
to. She could have him, but he wasn't going to take. He'd taken enough from her. The passion shewas
building in him wasintense, and she was making it a gift.

Saradidn't know quite what she was doing, but she couldn't stop touching him. Desire twisted deeper
ingde her with every smdl noise Lewis made. She played him, caling forth sounds of need and pleasure
with her fingers and her lips, making music with smal, passionate bites, and quick, sharp licks of her

tongue.

She didn't remember pushing him onto his back, or freeing his hard shaft from his straining trousers,
but when she brushed her lips across the sheathed tip Lewis called out her name. His hips bucked
convulsively; he sat up and tangled hishandsin her hair. He pulled her up the length of hisbody. The next
thing she knew shewas on her back and he was holding aknife.

Lewis had plucked the knife from under the top of the mattress. With adeep sound in histhroat, he
used it to diceinto the materia of her gajo dress. He tossed the knife away and ripped the fabric with his
handsto get at the lush, soft curves of her body. He couldn't fight for control anymore; wanting her wasa
burning agony he had to end. She. was hot velvet under his hands. Her back arched passionately as he
drew her breast to his mouth. He did his hand up her thigh to the juncture of her legs. There he found and
stroked her, glorying in the shivers of desire from her taut body. He wanted only to bury himsdlf in her, to
sheathe himsdlf in consuming heet.

Lightning shot through her a hisintimate caressand dl Sara could do wasflow on the ravaging
current. He moved over her then, quick and sinuous as a cat, stroking her until she purred and the purr
turned into a pleafor more. She brought up her knees and he did between them and into her in one swift,

ppossessive motion.

Sarabucked uncontrollably at the sudden burst of pain. All her senses, aready centered at where their
bodiesjoined, jolted in response. "Lewis!" she called out, and he froze, poised over her, insde her but
unmoving. Shefet tearing pain.

"I'm hurting you." Hiswords came on agrindingly ragged breeth. Sweat beaded on hisface and
dripped onto her breasts. "God, Sara, | can't . . ." His hips stabbed forward. She groaned, but lifted
hersdlf to meet the thrugt, trying to makeit easier for both of them.



She didn't understand it; sheld been so hot and ready for him, but thisfelt like thefirst...

"Oh, dear," she choked out, grasping at his shoulders. "Lewis, | think I'm avirgin!"

"l—you were avirgin," he answered on awild laugh. Despite the distraction of the moment she
couldn't help but notice how inordinately pleased he sounded about this devel opment.

"Men," she complained, then closed her eyes and gave hersdf up to the dow rhythm Lewiswas
setting up insde her. Her body rocked with him, the pain receding more with each smooth thrust. Shefet
inner muscles pulse tightly around his questing shaft as heat began to center once more on where they
joined. It wasn't long before nothing but the building heat mattered.

Sheflowed into it, withiit, likeriding alavaflow back to its source until shefdl into dark, ddiciousfire.
It was a phoenix fire, bringing her to life even asit consumed her. She soared for along time on the
flames. Asthefire faded she was caught up briefly in apassionate dance as L ewis reached his own peak
and his spirit seemed to swirl and fuse for amoment with her own.

Theimagesfaded as shefdl back into hersdlf, but the memory of the moment of fusion stayed with her
as shefound hersdlf lying on her back, cradling Lewiss head on her breast.

She sghed sweetly and murmured very softly, "Again!”

When he cameto, sated, al Lewiswanted to do waslay his ear over her heart. He wanted to hold
her close and be lulled to deep as his own pounding pulse settled to join her calming heartbeat. He just
wanted to be with her forever and ever. She whispered something, but he wastoo tired to catch the
word.

"Seep,” he said, moving to hold her close in the darkness. He groped for a blanket to cover them.
The lantern waslong since out of oil. Hekissed her hair. "Just go to deep, sweetheart.”

kkhkkkkkkhkkkhkkkkkhkk*k

Saragot up to use the chamber pot just before dawn. The sound of othersin the camp gtirring as she
hurriedly washed and dressed in the cramped quarters had a comforting regularity about it. She'd gotten
used to the routine of the traveling life in the last few weeks. Having Lewisin her bed was not part of the
routine. She turned and watched him deeping. He looked young, and rather sweet, as he lay on hisside,
his hands cradling his cheek, awing of black hair covering hiseyes.

She sat on the end of the bed and picked up the guitar. Oh, yes, very swest, she thought, not quite
sure of her own mood. But how had he gotten in her bed? Wasn't she supposed to have been
invulnerable to his charm? She had been wronged. She'd held the mora high ground, which had not only



been alonely position, but had gotten damned shaky under her feet of late. She sSighed. It was done. It
had felt great. Sheld been as responsible as he was. No use dinging recriminations when he woke up.

"Quegtionis" shemurmured, "isit going to happen again?'

Lewis opened his eyeswhen he heard Sara's voice. He had to swipe hair out of the way before he
could actudly see. "Very unfashionable,”" he grumbled, "long hair." Herolled out of bed and made quick
work of cleaning himsalf up and getting dressed. Sarasat on the bed and played something sad on her
guitar. When he was done he came back and haf sprawled on a pile of pillows. He would have been
happy to start the day off with bedding Sara again, then polishing off an enormous breskfast, but they had
alot to talk about fird.

"What's that you're playing?' he asked, trying to get her attention.

Saralooked a him sideways, with one of her cryptic, superior smiles. "1 cdl it The Good Woman
Having aBad Hair Day Blues." While he digested thislatest bit of nonsense she put the instrument down
and turned toward him. "So," she said. "How'd you know where | hid the knife? And you can apologize
for ruining the dress, too."

"] thought using the knife was arather fetching dramatic gesture.”
"You werent thinking at al."

"Perhaps not too clearly,” he admitted. ™Y ou were driving me mad, vixen. Asfor the knife, | am aspy,
Sara. It dways paysto know where dl the wegpons are hidden.”

Shenodded. "'l can see whereit might comein handy." Shelooked away from him. "Last night
was—"

"Magnificent," he supplied for her. He reached his hand out to her. "Let'srepest it, shall we?”’
Sarashook her head, and groaned. "I hate ethica predicaments.”

"1 wish you'd stop saying thingslike that," he said. Lewiswished he hadn't decided they needed to
talk. What wasthereto discuss? Very little, redly, if they kept magic rings and the thousand questions he
wanted to ask out of the conversation.

"How am | supposed to talk?"' she asked. "'Like an adoring Rom wife?"

Before he could answer, the door of the bardo was thrown open. Beng stuck hishead in. "The



Frenchman's come looking for you, Sara.”

"Cudtine?' Sarajumped to her feet. "What's he doing here?' Shelooked franticaly at Lewis. "He must
know about the brooch!"

"The devil with the brooch,” Lewis said. "He wantsyou!™

Beng spoke up. "'l haven't enough of his gajo language to make much sense of hiswords. | think he
saysyou werein thefire. Has he cometo arrest you for burning down the castle?”

"No," Saratold Beng. "That's not why he wants me. He wants me to be his mistress.”
"Hewhat?' Lewis shouted angrily.
Beng glared at Lewis. "Y ou going to protect your woman, Calderash?'

"I'll protect her, dl right," Lewisdeclared. "Stay here," he ordered Sara, and charged out of the
wagon. Beng had to jump hastily aside to keep from being bowled over.

"Custine!" Lewis shouted, intent on murder as he spotted the red-haired Frenchman approaching the
wagon. He was tackled from behind at the same time he noticed he hadn't put on his belt when held
gotten dressed. His knife was back in the bardo. Never mind, held strangle the bastard with hisbare
handd!

As he struggled to rise he heard Beng explaining in his broken French, "My son-in-law jeglous man.”

It was Beng who was holding him down! What was the matter with the man? Did he want him to
defend Sara or not?

"I'm sorry,” Cudtine said brokenly. "I'm truly sorry.”

What was the matter with the Frenchman? Sandor appeared, then Andrel and Hadari. The men
hauled him to hisfeet and held him back when he struggled to get a Custine.

"What's the matter with you?' Sandor whispered fiercely in hisear. "Y ou attack the French captain,
youll get usdl killed.”

Sandor's words splashed over him like abucket of icy water. He dumped in the men'stight grasp.
Lord, what had he been thinking? A moment ago held been willing to risk his entire mission for the honor



of ahit of skirt. Honor? He blinked and shook his head asif to clear it. Beng had said hewas jedlous,
but it hadn't been just jealousy. He'd rushed off to defend a gypsy girl's problematic honor. Ridiculous.

When Custine stepped up to him he was amost able to spesk rationally to the man. "What do you
want?' he demanded.

Custine's eyes and face were red and swollen. Helooked asif he had been crying. The expressionin
hiseyeswasalittlewild. "I'm sorry,” he said again. "1 don't know if your kind is capable of love, but she
was your wife. | can see you fet something for her."

"Felt?' Lewisrepeated. Felt? Thelight suddenly dawned. The Frenchman thought Sarawas dead.
"Killedinthefire?"

The question had been more to himself than to the Frenchman, but Custine answered. " She wasthe
only onetrapped inside. | was hoping that perhaps she got out and made her way back here. | can see
from your face that she didn't." He wiped his deeve across his eyes. Hiswide chest heaved inasigh. “I'm
so sorry."

Lewisfound himsdf looking up & the clear blue autumn sky. A faint haze drifted above thetreesin the
direction of the chateau. He looked away from Custine to keep from laughing in the man'sface. He dso
looked away to keep from seeing the genuine caring the man felt for Sara. He wanted to sneer at the
romantic fool. At the sametime he felt adeep stab of shame and envy at the man's smple, uncomplicated
atachment to the girl.

Lewisdidn't havethe luxury of being uncomplicated. "My wife!" Helet out adramatic howl toward
heaven. "Hethinks Saras dead," he explained in Romany to the othersin between ragged sobswhile
Custine looked on in anguished embarrassment.

"So that's his problem,” Beng said. "I thought maybe he wanted to buy her.”

Sandor spat. "Filthy gajo." He patted Lewiss shoulder asif comforting him. "Too bad we can't let
youkill him."

"Better to skin him," Beng said. "That's the way to take care of your wife, Caderash. Thisonéesripe
for the bujo, | think."

Beng turned to Custine and switched back to pidgin French. "What you give usfor theloss of my
daughter?' He pointed at Lewis. "Tomalost agood wife. Now we have to go al the way back to
Bororaviato get him another one. Gypsy law," he added at Custing's confused expression. "Now he
must marry her sster. Sigter isin Bororavia. We must go to Bororaviato mourn our dead properly too."
Beng's gesture took in the whole camp. ™Y ou cause us much trouble.



Custine's gaze followed Beng's hand. Lewis began crying louder for emphasis. Sandor and Andrel
joined in, but not so loudly asto disrupt negotiations. ™Y ou have dl my sympathy,” Cugtinetold them. He
shuffled hisfeet nervoudly.

Beng pounded his chest with hisfig. "I don't have my daughter. Y ou can't give me my daughter.”
"l wouldif I could, believe me."

"Wego to Bororavianow." Beng pointed a Custine. "Y ou help us get to Bororavia, maybe the old
women not curse you and al your generationsfor this."

"Help you get..." Cusdtine stared at them blankly for long seconds. Lewis might have held his bregth in
anticipation if he hadn't been busy setting up amournful racket. He prayed that Saradidn't takeit into her
head to come see what the noise was al about. He could practically see the watchworks of Custine's
brain turning as the Frenchman churned through the possibilities of what Beng wanted from him.

Findly Custine spoke. "I could, perhaps, be of some help. | could arrange travel papersfor you. That
might make it easier for you to crossthe empire.”

"Many borders between here and Bororavia," Beng pointed out. "Papers. Yes." He nodded
emphaticaly. "Papers help us return home swiftly. Mourn Saraat home. Get new wife for wronged son.
Women not curse you." He put his hand on Custine's dumped shoulder. ™Y ou good man, Captain.
Come." Beng turned him and headed him out of the camp. "I come with you to get papers.” Hethrew a
look at Lewisover hisshoulder. He spoke in Romany. "Have the caravan ready to leave when | get
back."

Lewis nodded. The other men released him and ran to hurry their women's packing as Beng and the
French officer disappeared from sight. Lewis stood alone for afew moments after they'd gone. He
looked up at the sky again and laughed. The sound wasfull of triumph as much as amusement as both
Tomaand Lewisreveled in having gotten the best of the foolish French gajo.

Chapter 14

The fingertips brushing across thetip of Saras breast were cold; that aone was enough to bring an
ingtant response, never mind what they were doing. Which was so stimulating that she had to grit her
teeth to keep from waking up the whole camp with her reaction.

"You'reawake, | see," she said from behind her gritted teeth. Lewis grunted in response, while his
cold hand stroked down across her waist and stomach. Y ou dept with your hand outside the cover,
didn't you?'



"Umm," he responded as hislips found and began nuzzling her ear.

"Ah," shewhigpered as hisfingers reached the top of her thighs. She opened her legs without any
urging. At the same time she reached for hishead and brought his mouth to hers. She kissed him, with her
landstightly fisted in hissilky hair while hisfingers made magic with delicate little swirling strokes. One
thing led quickly to another then, and the next thing she knew shewas lying cradled beside him, warm
and sated and dightly embarrassed by the ease of the entire process.

It kept happening. For days now, one thing had kept leading to another. Every time shetold him to go
away he ended up sharing the bed. They didn't talk about it; they hadn't talked much about anything since
the night they stole the brooch. In fact, she spent most of her timewith Molly and Beth and he was either
with the other men, or entertaining the caravan's adoring children. The kids followed him asif hewerethe
Pied Piper. She played the guitar and sometimes caught hersalf sulking if he wasn't looking &t her over the
width of the campfire. Then he would look a her and the outcome would be inevitable. Delirioudy
inevitable, despite her mild protests that they shouldn't. They always seemed to end up deeping together,

though.

She had to admit it felt nice, not just the sex, but the degping in the comfort of shared warmth asthe
days grew cooler. Sheld logt track of the time. Shewasn't sure what month it was. In fact everything that
had happened before stealing the brooch was wrapped in a sort of haze, and every day since had been
gonethrough in adaze.

The brooch, she thought, then lifted her head to look at Lewis. "The brooch,” she said. "What are you
going to do with the brooch?' Of course the question should more properly be asked of the ring, but
Lewis hadn't known about the ring when he set out to stedl the brooch. "And why'd you want it in the
firg place?'

Lewis had drifted into alight doze after making love. He didn't particularly want to wake up just yet.
Hedidn't want to talk; talking brought the world too close. He liked the world distant and all fuzzy
around the edges, theway it had been the last several weeks. He didn't want to talk, but Sarastonetold
him she wasn't going to be put off.

Hesghed. "l don't want it for anything," he answered.

"Yeah, right," shereplied skepticdly. She shifted in the narrow confines of the bed, propping herself
up on onearm. Lewis opened one eyeto look at her. "So," she said, glad she had his attention, evenif it
was her bare breasts he was looking at. "What's it got to do with the defest of one Napoleon Bonaparte?
Y ou know,” she went on, "to me Napoleon's the name of a pastry, but my dad knows al about him."

"What does Beng know about Napoleon?' he scoffed. He brushed hair out of his eyes and adjusted
the pillows so he could comfortably look at Sarawithout actualy having to sit up.

"Not Beng," shesad, "my father. Who is probably Beng in thislife, but theman | think of as my father



isnamed Paul. Thisrencarnation thing is complicated.”

"l knew aHindu man from Indiaonce," he said. "He explained reincarnation to me. It doesn't make
any sense. | didn't know gypsesbdieved init,” he added.

"The Rom arefrom Indiacorigindly," shetold him. "Though | don't think the linguistic connection to
India has been made yet. In the early eighteen hundreds, | mean. Maybe. | might not know too much
about Napoleon, but I'm pretty good with Rom history, if not much good at remembering dates. So,
why'd you stedl the brooch?"

He had hoped she'd gone off on enough of atangent to forget about her origina question. "Because |
was ordered to," he answered.

She tapped him on the chest. "Not good enough.”

He gave her asour look. "Why should | tell you?'

Shewiggled her fingersthreateningly. "Because | know where you'reticklish.”

He grasped her wrigt, then brought her hand to hislips. "A formidable wegpon, this" he said after hed
kissed and nibbled on her fingers and palm for awhile. He released her hand, and she began combing her
fingersthrough hishair. Little ripples of pleasure radiated out from his scalp, but heignored them to
answer her question findly. "Britain is negotiating a port treety with the duke of Bororavia. Negotiations
with hisoverlord, the czar. It'savery ddlicate matter.”

IIWMI
He sighed. "Why would afoolish little gypsy girl want to know?'

Nails dug suddenly into hischest. "How about,” she said coally, "because the foolish little Rom girl has
adegreein economics, and doesn't like being condescended to?"

Her voice held asharper edge than hisknife. It cut into thefiction held been trying to maintain about
hislover. She said she was from the future. He didn't want to think about it. He certainly didn't want to
faceit straight on. He decided it was better for his sanity just to answer her question rather than ask any
of hisown.

"Napoleon has been trying to ruin Britain'strade for years," he answered. "It's part of what he calsthe
continenta system. He's been fairly successful in keeping British ships out of European ports.”



"The blockade we had to run to get to France?

"Y es. But the blockade's not completdly effective. What we've lacked are countrieswilling to risk
Napoleon'swrath to let British trading vessdlsin.”

"Hmm." He paused at her thoughtful sound. After afew moments she said. "It's 1811. Wellington has
garted kicking butt in Spain by now, right?"

"Nosey'swon afew battles, yes."

"But Napoleon's mostly concentrating on building :he army he'sgoing to losein Russa.”

"I'm glad you're so confident hesgoing to lose.™

"I'm not, I've just seen at least two versions of War and Peace.”

Lewisdidn't ask for her to clarify any further. "The brooch was the origina topic of conversation, as|
recal.”

"The brooch has something to do with trade negotiations with Bororavia," Sarasummed up. "What?"

"The brooch belongsto the grand duke of Bororavia. | believe helogt it to Madame Moret gaming a
few years back. Or perhaps she was his mistress for atime and he gaveit to her. I'm told he changes his
story from day to day."

"Oh," shesad. "The mad duke. | know about him."

"1 don't know that much about him," Lewis admitted. "1 was just given the assgnment to bring the
brooch to the British ambassador conducting the negotiations.”

“Why?

"The duke wants the brooch back, as atoken of good faith from the British."

"So the British can trade with Russia?"

"Bororavia," he corrected.



She snorted. "Please, Lewis, | know my Bororavian history. The treaty that Sara negotiated was on
behdf of—of—"

As her voicefdtered he felt the hand resting on hisforehead go cold. "Sara?" She was staring off into
space, color drained from her dark honey skin. He sat up and took her by the shoulders. " Sara?

She nodded. "Sara" He saw her throat move as she swalowed hard. "I'm very good with finances,
you know. Sowas. .. she. .. Sara. . . theregent." She swalowed again. "Nah."

"What are you talking about? What regent?"

Sarawas|ooking a her hand. At theinvisible magic ring, Lewis supposed. "I'm out of here next
August,” she said. "Bororaviaisnot my problem. I'mnot. . . her!”

Thewildnessin her voiceworried Lewis. "What's the matter? What's the ring saying?'

She dowly met hisgaze. "Nothing. The ring's not saying anything." Her expression was guarded. She
shook his hands off. "It's time we got dressed. Y ou promised to help the kids go foraging today.”

He nodded at her reminder. He could sense fear in her and was reluctant to let her go, but he did. It
was better not to ask, hetold himself. Whatever it was that was bothering her was between her and the
ring. But what was happening in August? Sheld mentioned the date before. Maybe he knew and just
didn't want to think about it.

Hewouldn't think about it. He got up and got dressed instead. He did say, "Come with us,” to her
when hewas ready. He held out his hand. "Keegp me company today." He wanted to spend all of today
with her. All of tomorrow.

Sarawaswarmed by the intengity of Lewisslook, by the eagerness of hisvoice. "All right," she
answered. "I'll go nuts-and-berries hunting with you."

Being with him would keep her mind off what she suspected thering had in mind.
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"What happensin August?' Lewis asked.

He hadn't meant to. He hadn't wanted to. But the question had raced around in his head for hours,
and eventudly, asthey approached asmall, steaming pooal, it just came out. Therewasafaint smel of
sulfur inthe ar from the water. It reminded him of hisonetrip to Bath.



Sarawrinkled her nose and said, "Y uck. Smellslike acataytic converter.”

Hedidn't want to know about that either. "Augus,” he said. "What happensin August?”

Sarafanned her hand in front of her nose. "Could we leave? This place stinks."

"Y ou won't notice after afew minutes.” He began to strip off hisshirt. "Let's have a soak.”

Sarapointed distastefully at the faintly yelow, steaming water. While she watched he pulled off his
boots and dipped hisfoot into the pool. She half expected the Swamp Thing to reach out and pull Lewis
to hisdoom, but Lewisjust sighed contentedly as he wet histoes.

"Perfect,” he said. He quickly finished undressing. "Come aong," he said when he was naked. "We
can have ahot bath whilewetak.”

They'd spent much of the day walking through forested hills, helping four of the younger children
forage for food. While they'd been with the children they hadn't talked much, but the children were now
on their way back to camp with a couple of hedgehogs and a basket of greensto boil in the communal
pot. They were donein an autumn red glade, and Lewis|ooked inviting even if the water didn't.

"Minerd springs are hedlthy,” he coaxed as she continued to ook dubioudy at the pool. "Thetrail that
led here looked well used. Thelocas must have been coming herefor generations.” Sarals expression
changed as he spoke. Shelooked nervoudy around. Lewisfollowed her gaze and asked, "What?'

"Maybe we shouldn't be here."

"Weredone," he assured her. "There's nothing to worry about.”

She pulled her blue wool shawl tight around her bosom. "Wheat if we get caught?'

Sarashook her head. He didn't understand. Held been living among the Boravatribe for dl thistime
and he dill didn't understand. " They won' like Rom polluting their weter," shetold him. "Rom arefilthy
animas, remember?’

"Nonsense." He saw ingtantly that she wasn't going to be reassured by hisairy dismissal of danger.
"Areyou afraid of afew ignorant peasants?' he asked her.



"Yes," sheanswered. "Ignorant peasants are aleading cause of mortaity anong Rom.”

He sghed and did into the heated water. It covered him to waist leve, bubbling gently and tingling
againg hisskin. "It fedswonderful," hetold her. He held hisarms out. "Don't be afraid. | won't let
anything happen to you. Y ou're not going to let anything scare you,” he added, smiling encouragement.
"Not my brave Sara."

She shook her head. "I'm not brave. | just come from a place—atime—that's alittle bit better.” The
thought of ahot bath wasinviting, she had to admit. And Lewis thought she was brave.

It took her longer to shed her layers of clothesthan it had Lewis. By the time sheld jumped in beside
him he was looking serious. The water did fed good. She edged gingerly around the dippery bottom of
the pool until she found a spot where she could knedl with only her head out of the water.

"Ah," she said as the bubbling sulfur water began to work wonders on her muscles. Theair
surrounding the pool was crisp and cool, addicious contrast to the water's seaming warmth. A bird
began singing in anearby tree. She closed her eyesfor amoment to listen. "Thisisnice.”

Lewiswaded over to join her. "Only alittle better? Y our world isonly alittle better?" he asked.
"What happensin August?'

She saw theworry deep in hiseyes, and it tore a something inside her. Her throat grew so tight with
pain that she could barely speak. ™Y ou know what happensin Augus.”

She didn't know how many times she'd told him she was going back to the twentieth century on the
next . Bartholomew's Day. Of course, she'd told him agreat many things he hadn't believed before he
knew thering'smagic wasredl.

"Why go back?' he asked. "If it'sonly alittle bit better than now."

"What have | got to stay for?' she answered, which wasn't a al what she intended to say. She hoped
her desperation for him to give her some reason to Stay didn't show in her eyes. A moment ago she
hadn't known the desperation was there hersdif.

Hewanted to tell her to stay. She had amagic ring. She had aplace in thefuture. It sounded like a
very different place from the one she occupied in the present. "How did you get to thistime?' he heard
himsalf ask. Heran hisfingers along the ddlicate high arch of her nose. "How did you become the Saral
thought | knew?" She blushed as he spoke and looked away. "Oh, dear," he murmured, amused despite
himsdlf. "The tale must be very wicked."

Her temperature was rising, and she wasn't sureit had anything to do with the natural warmth of the



minera spring. Wasit embarrassment, or just because Lewiswas so close?

"Wdl?' he coaxed. "How did you get to the past”?’

"Thering."

He snorted at her answer. "Not how, then, but why?*

"I, uh, madeawish."

Hisfingertips brushed her temples. She closed her eyes. "What wish?'

She grimaced, but she couldn't keep from answering. "To meet my own truelove." Shefedt her pulse
quicken as he continued to gently massage her temples. She made asmall, pleased sound.

Hetilted her head back so he could kiss her throat. "Have you found him?* he asked when hewas
done tasting the moist smoothness of her skin. The water washing over them added a bittersveet
deliciousnessto hiskiss. "Have you found thistrue love of yours?' He reached down to circle her small
waist with his hands. He drew her dowly upward, diding moist skin over moist skin. She made another
soft, needful sound as she moved againgt him. "Wl ?' hewhispered in her ear.

Saraballed her handsinto fists. She knew she was only seconds away from losing al self-control.
Sheld be dl over him then, and it would be wonderful, but it wouldn't settle anything. Sex was a panaces;
it wasn't acure. It wasn't abridge for the gulf between them.

"I'll let you know when | find him," she answered, then gavein to the need.
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"| think Beng isbeginning to likeme," Lewis said as hejoined Sarabesde the small fire next to their
wagon.

She wrapped a heavy quilt tighter around her legswhile Lewis spoke. She didn't look up from thefire.
"I've noticed,” she answered. "Scary, isntit?'

Lewis chuckled. "He actudly agreed with me about pushing on through Poland rather than finding a
placeto winter." It felt good actualy to have his stubborn father-in-law's support for once. The men had
talked and debated for hours, but in the end, with Beng's help, Tomas opinions had prevailed. "He said |
wasright."



"Good for him."

"We should reach Bororavia soon, if the weather holds."

"Yesh"

"It'sagood thing we have those travel papers from Cugting," he went on, well aware that Sarawasn't
redly listening. "It's been faster to travel the main roads.”

"Uh-huh."

The night was dark and cold, moonless. It was early in November. "Were lucky there hasn't been
snow yet," he said, hoping to catch her interest in some conversationd topic.

She looked up at last. Her eyes caught gold from thefire. "I don't think it'sluck,” shetold him. She
held up her right hand. "It won't talk to me," she said worriedly. "But | think it wantsto get to Bororavia
asquickly asyou do. | know what it wantsfrom me," she added in abarely audible whisper. "But | won't
doit.

Lewisscarcely heard her last words. Something €lse sheld said struck him like ablow. "Asquickly as
|—" Lewis sat down abruptly asastab of anguish shot through him. He found himself staring into dancing
flameswhile apart of hismind cried out. He didn't want to reach Bororavial

He wouldn't be Tomaanymore when they reached Bororavial

Hewasn't Toma. But if he wasn't Toma, who was he? It was just a part he played. Hed played parts
before, but thistime the part was playing him. "Thisisdl adream,” hewhispered. "A mad, twisted
dream.”

Helooked dowly up a Sara. Her gaze was averted once more, and she didn't seem aware of him at
al. "What are you thinking?' he asked, rather than givein to confusion.

Saragot up and pulled the quilt around her shoulders. She walked to the bardo entrance before she
looked back at Lewis and spoke. "l wastrying to remember what year SaraMorgan's first child was
born. | think it was 1812," she added before he could ask any questions, and disappeared insde the
dark wagon.

"SaraMorgan?' Lewis asked the empty space where sheé'd been. "Who's SaraMorgan?' It wasa
foolish question and he knew it. So he sat and stared into the fire until it died and tried not to think at al.



Chapter 15

If she's pregnant, shell stay.

The thought rolled and rolled around Lewis's head as the long deepless night wore on toward dawn.
They shared the bed, body warmth, and the pile of quilts, but Saradept peacefully while he knew he
couldn't have bought deep with a dozen bottles of port.

Did he want her to stay? Did he want her to have hischild? Yes. A haf-breed bastard? No. For the
child's sske, no. Still, hed love achild shegave him, giveit al the love held never known. He kept smiling
at the thought of presenting Beng with a sturdy, dark-eyed grandson. Or alaughing little girl. They'd look
like Sara, of course; their children should dl ook like Sara. She was so beautiful. They? Lord help him,
but he wanted to raise her children.

SaraMorgan. Sara. Morgan. Marry her? She'd been joking, of course. A ruse, perhaps, to trick him
into marriage. Impossible. It wasn't done. Wasn't ton. The scandd of marrying agypsy would instantly
ruin him. Hisfather would disown him. Hisfather would be delighted to disown him; hewasthe
throw-away third son anyway. He'd be forced to resign his commission. HEd be ostracized from his
none-too-stable place in society. What would he be then? Could helive hislife as nothing more than
Toma, the gypsy acrobat? Toma, husband of Sara, father of many. Impossible.

It was so tempting.

If she was pregnant, shed stay.
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If I'm pregnant, I'll have to stay.

The thought aternately terrified and elated her. She couldn't deep for al the scenarios racing through
her mind. All she could do waslie ill and occasondly take her mind off her problems by slently curang
the man who dept like ababy beside her. He held her closein the circle of hisarms, but she was avare
of how fasethe protectivenessrealy was. The man didn't know who the hell he was, et done who she
was, or what was going on between them.

She kept counting up how long it had been since sheld had a period, then recounting because she
didn't like the numbers. She wished she wasn't so good with numbers. Then she swore at herself alot for
letting it happen. How could she have been so stupid, so thoughtless, so horny that she hadn't et one
thought of getting pregnant cross her mind since sheld gone to bed with the man? Had she thought a
magic ring was a birth control device!



I'm not going to stay, shethought. I'm not. She wanted eectricity, equd rights, her mommy and
daddy. She wanted—someone who didn't have to wear amask to love her. Why hadn't she just wished
for guitar lessons from Joe Satriani instead of an own true love?

When she wasn't cursing Lewis or hersdlf, she was cursing the ring. It wanted her to stay. Togo to
Boro-ravia. To be the Heroine of the Revolution.

It might be kind of fun, actudly.

No! If Lewiswere anything like the Lewis Morgan of legend, maybe, but he wasn't. He was ajerk.
Well, maybe not that much of ajerk. Hewas... improving. Maybeif he said hewas sorry ...

Talk to me! she shouted silently to thering. Tell me what you're up to! Tell mewhy! It didn't
answer. She could fed it pulsing with power and life, asif therewasaredlly great party going oninsde
the little orange stone. Sometimesit felt asif she were wearing a concentrated magnum of champagne on
her finger. Sheignored it most of the time, but tonight she wanted some answers. None were
forthcoming.

If you want me to run a revolution, she complained, you could at least tell me why. Generations
of Bororavian legend is not enough to prepare me for this. Sara was this great leader; she
changed the Borava tribe's culture, opened their minds, and educated them. She ran a country for
a few years. Okay, Bororavia's a little country, very little, more like a postage stamp than a
country, really, but it's still a big responsibility. | do not want that kind of responsibility.

But if she was pregnant, and it ways came back to if she was pregnant, she was going to haveto
day. If she sayed she knew she couldn't live without Lewis. Which meant something was going to have
to be done about his bad attitude. If she stayed they couldn't start the revolution without her.

So, how did one start arevolution? Was it any wonder she couldn't deep?
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"I'm thinking about marrying Hadari,"” Molly said as she took a seet beside Saraand Beth at the tiny
fold-down table in her wagon.

Sarahdd her hands out to the faint warmth of the candle in the center of the table. Beth didn't ook up
from the open Biblein front of her. Saradid notice that the little girl's lips stopped moving as sheread the
wordsto hersdlf and curved into a brief, knowing smile.

Saralooked at Molly and accepted the cup of teashe'd just brought in from the outside cook fire.
"Oh," shesad. "Hadari?"



Molly nodded. "Y es. His mother approached me yesterday. She's been eyeing me for months, you
know."

"Yes, | know. But | didn't know if anything would come of it." Sometimes Saracouldnt tell if the
familia had accepted Molly back or not. She was dlowed to travel with them, but no one but Sara
associated with her very much. It was nice to know somebody was making afriendly gesturefinaly. Sara
wondered what they would do if they knew Tomawasn't even the haf Rom he claimed. Lord knew it
was bad enough Tomawas from adifferent tribe. Or it had been. He was certainly treated like a beloved
son of the Boravathese days.

She wondered what Molly would say if shetold her she was pregnant. No she didn't. Molly would be
ddighted. Everyone would be ddighted. Tomawould be delighted. HE go strutting around the camp
smirking and acting as though he''d invented sex. Which, considering how he made her fed, maybe he
had. Except his name wasn't Toma. She wanted to cry.

"Y ou don't look well, dear. Areyou dl right?'

Sara had to yawn before she could answer Molly's concerned question. "l just didn't deep very well
lagt night. Actudly, | didntdeepat al.”

"Oh." Molly took afew sipsof tea. "l thought you might be breeding.”

Sarablinked. "1 beg your pardon?' Beth giggled.

"It'san English term, dear. It meanswith child.”

"Oh. Let'stak about you and Hadari. Are you going to marry him? Do you want to? What about the
bear?'

Molly looked thoughtfully into her teafor abit. "I think perhaps| do," shesaid at last. "I loved the late
Mr. Maca pine, but Hadari's agood man. Attractive in hisown way. His bear's agentle creature, redly,
takes honey right out of my hand. Hadari's mother is a good woman, and she could certainly use help
raising hischildren. Mr. Macadpineand | couldn't have children. Hadari had five with hislate wife."

"I know," Sarasaid.

The oldest of Hadari's children, Rose, was a precocious fourteen-year-old with a hopeless crush on
Toma. All the girls had hopeless crushes on Toma. Saracouldn't help but take a certain smug pleasurein
knowing he was hers. Until they got to the British embassy in Bororavia, at least. She didn't want to think
about it.



Molly was a handsome woman, probably no morethan in her early thirties. Not too old to have
children, evenin thisday and age. Children. Have children. She didn't want to think about that, either.

"I hopeyou havelots of babies" she said anyway. "Beng will make adoting uncle.”

Molly laughed. "Hell make an even more doting grandfather.”

"I don't want to think about that."

"Why not?" Molly asked. She put her hand over Saras. "'I've never seen ahappier couple than you
and Toma. Y ou'll make wonderful parents.”

Saramet the other woman's reassuring gaze. "Are we ahappy couple? Isthat what it looks like to
everyonedse?'

It was Beth who answered her uncertain questions. "Lor, Sara, 'e's crazy mad for you. Got 'im eatin’
out of your 'and, you 'ave, like 'adari's old bear.”

"Say 'him eeting out of your hand." Molly corrected the girl's pronunciation, not her statement.

Guess we've got everyone in camp fooled, Sarathought. She stood up. "I'd better go," she said.
"We have to break camp soon. Beng wants the wagons at the border ford by nightfall.”

Tonight they would be entering Bororavia. She and Tomaonly had afew days|eft. She had no idea
what to do with them.

"S0," Sarasad asthe wagon rolled dowly dong the rutted track leading to the Drovan River crossing,
"if I was knocked up, would you fed any responsibility for it?'

She hated how tentative her voice sounded. She didn't like the way her fingerstwisted nervoudy
together in the fabric of the quilt covering her lap. At least Lewiss hands were occupied with driving the
team of horses. All she had to do was St on the box beside him and think.

It was growing dark, but not so dark she couldn't make out Lewiss stone-till profile. She could hear
rushing weter in the distance. She'd been startled earlier to hear the howling of wolves hunting in the
forest. The sound had been eerie and beautiful and reminded her of home, of camping on the north shore
of Lake Superior. The howling had brought apang of homesickness that only added to her confusion.



"Knocked up?' Lewis asked after a considerable pause.

"It'san American term,” she explained. "It means breeding.”

"Areyou?'

She couldn't read any emotion at al in hisvoice. "It'sahypothetical question,” shereplied. "If | were,
what would you do?'

He knew what his heart wanted to say, but his heart was afool. His heart had aways ached for some
impossible thing he couldn't name. Hadn't been able to name until this mission both complicated and
amplified hislife. He had no words for Sara; he had none for himsdlf. He just drove on in mute misery.
Ther bardo wasthefirst to reach the bank above the ford. The other wagons, and people on foot and
horseback, followed behind them. Lewis stopped the wagon, set the brake, and stood on the box to
scan the tree-lined riverbank.

"Oh," Sarasadfindly. "l see" Hedidn't want to talk about it. Fine. They wouldn't talk about it. What
was there to talk about? He'd go back to the Roya Navy. Sheld raise the kid on her own. It al sounded
like that awful song about "Gypsies, Trampsand Thieves' Cher had done back in the seventies. "At least
Cher got ashot at dating Richie Sambora,”" she grumbled under her breath. "All | get isto be stuck inthe
nineteenth century.”

Lewis shot Saraafiercelook. She was talking about Richie again. He didn't know what the man
meant to Sara, but he wished him cheerfully to hdll. “Theriver looks high," he said rather than make the
jedous comment that sprang to hislips.

There'd been many rivers and streams to cross between the border of France and thislast crossing.
There'd been bridges and fords and ferries al aong the route. Thiswas just another ford. Except this one
was on the border between Bororavia and Poland. They'd eluded a border, patrol on this side once
today dready; there would be patrols on the other side aswdll. The duchy wasn't very large, just asmall,
mountainous corner of the Russian-dominated land of Lithuania. It was, however, crucid to Britainfor its
deepwater Baltic port of Duwal. It was reported to have alarge population of settled Rom. The Borava
familia's circus had left their home village to perform in England years ago, and now the wanderers were
amost home. His assgnment was amost over. He did not want to crossthisriver.

"Well," Saraquestioned. "What are you waiting for?"

Shewasright. Polish cavary could appear to stop them at any moment. The wind was picking up and
it was beginning to snow. He glanced back at the line of people and wagonswaiting for him to begin,
then started his reluctant team of horsesforward.

The crossing wasn't easy; the current was swift even though the water was shalow in this narrow part



of the channdl. The caravan's seven wagons had to move dowly, but they crossed in an orderly fashion,
massing in an open glade on the far Sde of theriver asthey waited for the last of the riders and people on
foot to make it across.

Saragot down from the wagon box to stretch tired muscles. Lewis got down to check the horses, to
pat and quietly praise them for their work. He had lumps of sugar for them in his pockets, she knew.
They knew it too, and nuzzled him ingstently for their treats. She watched him with the animalsfor a
while, amused and touched by his easy affection for them. Sometimes, Lewis Morgan, shethought, it's
easy to love you. Shewaked away, hugging hersdf tightly with her shawl.

Sarawent to stand on the bank of the river above the crossing. A pool of dark water swirled and
gurgled afew feet below where she stood. The snow was getting heavier by the moment and the dead
gray winter light was almost gone. But it wasn't so dark that she didn't see the two horsemeninred
uniform coats appear on the far side of theriver. The snow muffled the sound of their horses. One of
them raised arifle. Nothing could have muffled the crack of gunfire.

Lewis came running up to her asthe report of the shot filled the twilight. "Sandor!" he shouted asthe
last man acrossfel dowly from hishorse.

Women screamed. Men ran forward to haul Sandor's body out of the water, to catch the bolting
horse. Acrosstheriver the soldiers could be heard laughing. Sarawished she had agun. They wheeled
their horses and rode away. She supposed they'd fulfilled their duty to protect the border.

"Or maybeit'sjust open season on Rom,” shesaid. "Again.” Thetaste of the words was bitter in her
mind as Lewis ran down the gentle dope to where people were gathered around the man they'd fished
out of the water.

"Please, God," shewhispered, as she turned and walked back to stand beside the wagon, "don't let
him be dead.”

"Dead," Lewis said when he came back awhilelater.

Hisvoice was bleak and tired. She couldn't see his expression in the darkness. She didn't ask for
details, or what they were going to do about it. Shejust balled her figtsinto tight knots. Shefdt asif she
should do something but she didn't know what. Crying for Sandor wouldn't change anything. When
Lewis picked her up and carried her into the bardo she didn't make any protest. She could fed him
shaking in reaction and found hersalf hugging him tightly as he put her down on the bed.

"Stay here," he said as he stepped away. "I'll be back as soon aswe bury him."

Stay here, she thought, rubbing the ring as Lewis went away. Of course. Where €lse was there for her
to go?
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She dept for along time. She knew it was along time because there was daylight coming in the
bardo's tiny window when she woke up. Shefdt better. Her dreams had been full of nightmares, but the
nightmares had driven away the demons that had been torturing her waking thoughts lately. She didn't
approve of walowing in sdf-pity. It wastimeto get her life straightened out.

The wagon rumbled onward over arough track as she washed and quickly re-dressed in her rumpled
clothes. When she looked out the window she saw that last night's snow had been no more than a
dusting. It wasn't preventing the caravan from traveling away from Sandor's unmarked grave.

At least she assumed it was an unmarked grave. She supposed she should jump out the back of the
dow-moving wagon and go say aword to hiswidow. Then she decided it could wait until they made
camp. There were afew things she wanted to say to Lt. Lewis Morgan right now.

She went to the front of the wagon, pushed aside the heavy canvas curtain separating the driver's seat
from the living quarters, and sat down beside him on the driver's box. He automatically passed afolded
quilt to her.

Hewaited until she'd tucked the covering around her legs before he asked, "How are you feding?*"

"Tired," she admitted. "I don't know how long | dept, but | fed tired.”

"Like the weight of the world's descended on you?' He nodded. "1 know." Lewis Sighed. "I'll missthe
oldthief."

There was genuine regret and affection in hiswords. Sarawished she could deny the "old thief" part,
but Sandor had not been the most honest of men. Or sober. Or clean. Still, "It'syour fault hesdead,” she
sad, with less anger than she'd thought she would.

"I've been thinking about that," Lewisreplied. He looked straight ahead, paying careful attention to the
rising road. They'd passed through only one village so far today. The inhabitants had stared at themin
sullen, angry-eyed silence. He was dert for trouble. Besides, he didn't want to look a the Rom girl
beside him and see hatred looking back a him.

Sara had been prepared to sermonize. Instead she asked, " So, what have you been thinking?'

"I've been thinking that you were going to accuse me of being responsible for his death. And you did.”

"You arg," shesaid. "He'd bein London now."



"Drunk on chegp gin while he sent hiswife out begging.”

"But he wouldn't be dead if it weren't for you and the ambitions of the British Empire.”

"I'm fighting awar, Sara," he answered wearily. "I'm not interested in my country's ambitions, just
stopping Napoleon's.”

"Right," she granted. "You'reagood soldier."”

"Sailor," he corrected. "And I'm not responsible for Sandor's death.” He risked a quick glance. Her
face was hard with anger, but maybe she didn't hate him. He sighed.

"Y ou got him—us—into this"

"But a Polish border guard killed him. 1t was a gajo who killed him."

"Y eah, but—"

"Do you hatethe gajo, Sara?' he asked on a quick, desperate breath.

"No!" she answered. The word was aknee-jerk reaction of her twentieth-century self. After ashort,
painfully thoughtful pause, shesad, " Sometimes.”

"Me, too. Sometimes.”

"Youaeagajo."

"l know." He wished she'd reach out and touch his hand. He wanted some contact from her. When
shedidnt, hesaid, "That guard just thought he was doing his duty. | have to remember that.”

"You'rejust doing yours," shewas quick to reply. Before he could.

"Yan

"It'sal your fault." She banged her fist on the seat between them. "None of thiswould have happened
if you hadn't dragged these people across Europe as your cover. Weredl just camouflage to you. We
don't mean anything to you."



"You do," he answered sharply.
"Yeah," shesad hitterly. "I'm the bimbo in your private James Bond movie."

"What?'

"My rolein your lifeissex toy," she explained dowly and carefully. " Concubine for the duration of the
adventure. Bed warmer. I'm not blaming you for that. | et it happen.” She banged the seet again. "Why
don't you take the responsibility for this, Morgan?"

The sky overhead was iron gray and ugly, dotted with ravens. Ice on the road crunched benegth the
horses dow footsteps. The countryside, empty fields and barren woods, was anything but inviting. "1
helped your people get here" he said. "Thisis Bororavia, the place they wanted to be. If you want meto
take responghility for helping your people do exactly what they wanted, | will. Gladly.”

"But your reesons—"

"Hardly dtruidtic,” he agreed. "But | meant them no harm.”

"No," shesaid. "Y ou didn't mean them harm. Y ou didn't give a damn about them one way or another."
"Trug," headmitted. "l didn't.”

"Y ou'd do anything you had to."

Theaccusation in her tone burned likefire. "Yes."

"Y ou'd have sent me to the hulks without a second thought.”

He nodded. "Y ou didn't mean anything to me."

"Weredl just ameansto an end for you."

"Yes. Yes. Yes" Hewanted her to stop telling him the truth. "Enough,” he said. "We both know what
[ am."

"Yes" shesad, her throat constricted with pain. “ Bagtard.”



Helooked at her sraight on for thefirgt time. "We both know what | am," he said again. "But what
are you, woman from the future? Who are you? Are these people yours any more than they are mine?
And," he added before she could respond to the fear in hisbright eyes, "just how much of dl thisisthat
ring you're wearing responsblefor?

Chapter 16

As Lewisswords sank in, Sarashuddered. A chill crept over her, degper than the one brought by
the November wind. "Good questions," she had to acknowledge. "Who am 17" She thought about it for a
minute, putting thoughts about the ring on hold. "I'm a Rom of the Boravatribe,” shesaid at last. "Only |
wasbornin St. Paul, Minnesota”

"Which is somewherein North America" he surmised.

"Yes. | don't think there's been any European settlement there this early in the nineteenth century. I'm
not sure. My family came to America after the Communist takeover after World War Two."

"Communist? World War? The second one?”’
"How complicated do you want this conversation to get?' she asked.
"I don't want to know the future,” he said. "At least no more than | need to know about you."

"Finewith me," sheagreed. "So, my father'sfamily moved to America. My grandfather's family, well,
we used to own asmall circus. Maybeit's this one because we had it for generations, | don't know. A lot
of my relativeswho werein the circuswerekilled during thewar.”

"World War Two?"'

"Y es. Some were resstance fighters. Some—" She struggled with things she wanted "to tell him, things
that had relevance to her lifein ways he could never understand. How could she explain concentration
camps when she couldn't redly comprehend them hersdlf? " The world hasn't gotten better,” she said,
"just more organized. No, things are better in the future, | refuse to be cynical and depressed about some
of the bad things. Thereismore jugtice, better quality of life. But I'm trying to tell you about me.”

He gave her asubdued verson of hisglowing smile. "Go on."

"The Boravatribeian't asinto the mirame taboos as some other Rom."



"Redly?" he asked skepticdly. "I hadn't noticed.”
"What about Molly?' she defended.
"That'syour doing," hetold her. "They wouldn't have taken her back if you hadn't talked them into it."

"I think it's because we interpret our Rom heritage in amore liberad manner than some other tribes.
Wewon equd rightsin Bororaviaduring the rev—early on," she concluded hastily, remembering that the
revolution hadn't happened yet. Might not happen the way things were going. "Anyway, there are plenty
of gajos in my background. My father married an Irish girl from S. Paul, and I'm their spoiled-rotten
only child. I went to the University of Minnesota, worked for an accounting firm—I think you'd cal mea
countinghouse clerk. I own my own place. Playing guitar is my hobby."

Helooked surprised. "Y ou're not a professond musician?

"No."

"Y ou should be. | mean that as a compliment,” he added hagtily.
"Thank you."

"Y ou atended university, you say? In this Minnesota?"

"es"

Hedidn't challenge her words further. ™Y ou have a husband? Suitors?’
"Nether."

Hewas slent for afew moments. "Y ou're wed thy and independent, then. Are you happy in
Minnesota?"

She didn't chalenge him on his assumption of her wedlth; by his standards she supposed she was.
Happy?"Yes" shesad. "l haveagood life.”

"Then you'l be going home come S. Bartholomew's Day."

Hiswords were more statement than question. She didn't know how to respond, but the words came
out before she could think about them. "No. I'll be staying in Bororavia.™



Staying. He breathed a silent prayer of thanks. She'd be staying. He hadn't known until this moment
how badly the thought of her disgppearing tore at his soul. She was staying. He wanted to ask her why
she'd be staying. He wanted to hear her say it was because she loved him, but he felt too fragile to risk
her giving adifferent answer. So he just nodded. "Wheat about the ring?" he asked instead.

Thering. It wastime she got some answers from the ring. Saralooked down at the silver band tightly
circling her finger. The stone winked dertly up at her. "Well?"

"People don't make magic. Magic makes people,” wasits cryptic reply.

"Oh, that's very clever. Excuse me," shesaid to Lewis. "We haveto talk.”

"Weaetdking."

"Not us. Meand thering."

"Ah," hesaid with anod. "Y es. That might bewise."

So, shethought angrily at thering, don't 1 deserve mor e than fortune-cookie philosophy?

"Certain events need to come to pass. My duty isto see that they do. Y ou and Lewis are the means
to achieve those ends. | cannot work without help. | had to find humans who can cope with magic. Most
people can't, you know."

No, I didn't know. You could have asked for volunteers.
"Y ou have to be chosen, you can't volunteer. Y ou do get to live happily ever after as aby-product.”
Right.

"Besdes," it added, "the other Sarawished to save her people aswell as her own soul. | need you to
do that."

Sararubbed her temples. "'l definitely don't want to hear this."
"What?' Lewis asked.

"It wants me to lead an uprising againgt the mad duke," shetold him. Lewis gaped &t her.



"Tdl himtheres."

Shefolded her handsin her lap. "And you're going to help," she concluded in the most rationd tone
she could manage. "We're going to be the Heroes of the Revolution. | know," she said as he continued
his openmouthed stare, "I dontt likeit either. But | think were stuck withit. It's part of this magic were
caught in." Oddly enough, having said it out loud findly, she began to fed more comfortable with the
notion. "Not that | have any idea how to run arevolution. The most politicaly radica thing I've ever done
was join the Nature Conservancy.”

"What revolution?"

"The Bororavian one. Jt hasn't happened yet. My father's dways said it didn't make the headlines
when it happened because Napoleon was bigger news. The revolution will make Bororaviathe most
progressive areain the Bdtic. | hope that means we get indoor plumbing soon,” she added wistfully.

Lewis made a skeptica noise. "Revolutions don't bring progress.”

"Of course you prefer the status quo, you're an aristocrat.”

"Lifeisn't aseasy for the aristocrats as rabble-rousers seem to think."

"Oh, yeah? How many medls have you missed?"

Before he could answer, Hadari, who had been riding alittle way ahead of the caravan, turned his
horse and came up to them. Lewis brought the wagon to ahalt at Hadari's gesture. "What?"

"The village were headed for,” Hadari said, "Jurmla. It'sintheriver valey just over thishill. |
remember the place." Hadari looked back nervoudy.

"But?' Lewis prompted.

Hadari shook hishead. "It's been burned to the ground,” he said. "Not a building standing. No onein
gght. Wedl had family in Jurmla* he went on worriedly. "What has happened to them?'

Lewissworefiercdly at thisugly news. While he spoke Beng and some of the other men cameup to
see why they were stopped. Hadari quickly explained. Everyone began to talk worriedly and dl at once.

Saraligened anxioudy. Findly she said, "If Rom villages are being burned, it'stime we got off the
road. Why don't we camp in the woods above theriver for tonight? Then Tomaand | can scout for
hidden ways."



"Hidden waysto where?' Hadari asked.

"l don't know. Away from the burned village, at least.”

"We need to head toward Duwal," Lewis said. "The capita will be agood place for acircus.”

"Countryside might be a better placeto hide,” Beng said.

"Hide from what?" Lewis pointed up the road. "We don't know why that village was destroyed.”

Hadari spat on the ground. "Cossacks don't need reasons.”

Saraplucked the dack reinsfrom Lewiss hands. "Y ou men can argue dl you want," she said, turning
the animals off the road to head for the woods. "We women have children to tend.”

" Some women have children to tend,” Lewis said as she drove the bardo. He glanced behind them
and looked back, smiling when he saw the others were following. He crossed hisarms over his chest.
"Do you have achild to tend, Sara?'

Her featurestwisted in astubborn, unhappy frown. "I don't want to talk about it'right now. | just want
to get these peopl e settled somewhere safely out of the way."

They were going to talk about it, he decided. It was time they both stopped being cowards and got
some things settled.
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"Come back to England with me," Lewis said, coming to knedl by Sarawho was adding sticksto the
amal fireshed built.

Saralooked into his eyes as he took her hands. Hers were warm from the fire; the fingers that gripped
herswere cold asice. "Come back to England,” she repeated. "Why?'

"It'stoo dangerous for you here," he said. He'd meant to tell her heloved her and that was why he
wanted her to return with him, but the news held just heard intruded on his emotiond intentions. ™Y ou
saw the Boravawho came out of the forest just as we were making camp?”

She nodded. "Three families worth. Maritzaand Molly are hel ping to settle the women and children.”



She would have helped too, but there had been an unpleasant incident involving her throwing up at
about the same time the newcomers arrived. The women had assured her it was perfectly norma even
though she hadn't said anything to anyone about maybe, possibly, being pregnant. Sheld till beentold to
stay by her bardo and rest.

"There's been apoor harvest," Lewis said. "The men told usthat Grand Duke Alexander has decided
that the Rom have cursed the Bororavian fields.”

"That's crazy!" Saradeclared angrily. Then she added, "Well, there must be areason he's called the
mad duke."

" Ambassador Tate has sent back reports saying the man's abit unstable.” He chuckled quietly.
"Britain's S0 used to having amad king we don't think anything of dedling with mad dukes. At least King
Georgeis safdy locked away, and sane men run the country. Asfor Duke Alexander,” Lewis continued,
"he sent troops to burn some of the Rom villagesin reprisa for the bad harvest. The Rom weren't
expecting it." He shook his head sadly. "They tdl usthey've dways had good relations with the gajo
peasants. Unfortunately, most of the duke's troops are German mercenaries. The peasants are being
taxed out of their livelihoods to support the soldiers. Theré'sagreat ded of unrest here, Sara. It isn't safe
for you to be here."

Saratook her hand from his and touched his cheek. He looked so sincere and worried she hated to
remind him of why sheld ended up in Bororaviain thefirgt place. Still, she thought, maybe he needed the
reminder. "Y ou brought me here," she said. "It'smy country,” she added. "I'm staying."

"Yes," hesaid withadow nod. "I brought you here, and I'm sorry | did, but thisisn't your country.
Y ou'refrom Minnesota. | can't take you back there, but | can see you safely to England.”

Hewas sorry. Hed actualy said hewas sorry! Shewasingtantly ready to forgive him, even if she
wasn't so sure it wasagood idea. If sheforgave him, she might end up letting him talk her into anything
he wanted. Deegp down she had this urge to please him, because, well, because sheloved him.

"] don't want to go to England,” she said firmly. "Thisismy country, ethnically and spiritudly, eveniif |
wasn't born here." She wasn't sure she believed her words; she was quite proud of being American. "The
ring thinks | have the skill to run arevolution. So, apparently, these people need me.”

"Thedevil withthering!" Hewasjust barely ableto keep himsdf from shouting. There were too many
people around for shouting. He didn't want a public quarrel. He stood up, yanked Sarato her feet, and
pushed her in front of him into the wagon. "Now," he said once they wereinsde, "women do not run
revolutions. | do not believein revolutions. Y ou are coming home with me." Thiswas out of hand. He
wasn't saying what he'd intended at all.

"It'scold in here," Saracomplained. She sat down on the bed. She could barely make out his
expression in the shadowy interior of the wagon, but she read the frustrated annoyance in his stance and



voice. She wasn't going to argue with him about the revolution. She wasn't S0 sure she bdieved init,
anyway. "l have no ideahow to organize arevolution,” she admitted.

He sat down beside her. "Then come home with me."

Silence descended in the dark little wagon. Both of them waited in the cold, both of them felt done
and vulnerable, and both knew it. It was Sarawho finaly had to take a deep, hesitant breath, and ask,

Why?

Lewisknew he couldn't let this moment pass. If it did it would never come again. HEd never opened
hislife and his heart to anyone, never been taught how to trust. He had won medals, he could dance on a
thin rope over an engulfing fire, but he'd never felt brave. He was dmost too frightened to let the
dangerous words out.

His mouth went very dry. He swallowed hard, and said, "Because | love you."

The silence stretched out again after he spoke. If he'd been hoping for her to throw hersdlf
passonately into hisarms, it didn't happen. Instead, after an achingly uncomfortable while, shesad, "Is
thisTomawho lovesme, or Lewis?'

It wasthe most valid question he'd ever heard. "'l love you," was dl he could answer.

She knew hewaswaiting for her to tell him how shefdt. Shedidn't know how shefdt. All right, she
loved him. So? She gulped. "All right,” she said. "'l love you. | don't know if there€'s anything we can do
about it," she added, "but no way am | going to let you be braver than me."

Hetook her hand. "Words are the most dangerous weapons of al, aren't they?'

"Oh, yeah," she agreed, leaning againgt his hard-muscled side. She put her hand over hisheart. "I
shouldn't love you. Y ou blackmailed me."

"l know. I'm sorry."

"Y ou locked mein the storeroom. There were things inthere.”

"Vegetables?'

"Mice. It wasdark."



He stroked her hair. "I'm sorry. It won't happen again.”

"Y ou didn't even think about it, did you?' She didn't know why she was pouting about the incident at
Philipston House now, but it suddenly stung more than anything else held doneto her. "I was scared.”

"I'm sorry." God, sorry wasn't going to be good enough, wasiit? It had been athoughtless, callous
gesture. The vegetable larder had been a convenient place to store abit of gypsy trash until he had need
of it. Gypsies, after dl, had no placein civilized society. "I'll make up for everything,” he promised. "I'll
buy you ahouse. A beautiful quiet place where no one will ever bother you. I'll take such good care of
you. I'll giveyou everything you need.”

He kissed her, hoping to sedl abargain with passion, to hea the wound hisindifference had inflicted
on her. "l loveyou," he whispered as hisbody grew tight with desire.

Helaid her back on the soft mattress. His hands roved over her, undressing her, warming her flesh
with skilled caresses.

Saraclosed her eyes as histouch claimed her. Every time they made love shefelt asthough she
belonged to him alittle bit more. She suspected he felt the same. Together, like this, they became whole.
Therest of thetime shefdt half of hersdf missing. She was naked before she knew it, aswas Lewis.
Then he was poised over her, then degp inside her and she felt complete again.

It was cold in the bardo but she stopped fedling it after the first few moments of lovemaking. The cold
came back with a sharp bite as soon as he moved from her to Sit up.

"Lewis?' she questioned, touching hisarm, hoping to draw him back.

Helooked down at her. She could make out the white line of histeeth as he smiled. Hiseyes glittered
in moonlight let in by the window. "Y ou never call me Toma." He stroked afinger across her cheek and
outlined her lips. ™Y ou never think of me as Toma, do you?'

"NO,"

Hefdt her answer in hisfingertips. "Why?"

"Because | know who you are."

"Doyou?’

She put her hand over his and squeezed gently. "I'm lucky, my nameis Sarain both times. And | don't



have to pretend as much as you do."

"Y ou must be hungry," he said, rather than continue the conversation. "I know | am." Herose and
began to dress.

Sarawragpped hersdf in aquilt and sat up. "1 am most definitely not hungry.”

"Y ou're dways hungry after making love," he teased.

"Not tonight." Shefdt afaint wave of nauseaas she spoke. "Nope. Definitely not hungry.” Shelay
back down, closed her eyes, and tried not to think about throwing up. "'I'm not sure sex was such agood
idea"

Lewis stretched out beside her. He pulled her close. "Are you feding well?'

"I'mfing" shelied. "Perfectly fine. Just tired." She didn't want to think or talk about how she fdt, or
why. "S0," she said, returning to their earlier discussion. "What sort of house do you havein mind?’

Lewisgrinned with relief. " Somewhere quiet, out of theway. Y ou'll have arose garden.”

"Why would | want arose garden?'

"Because| likeroses," hesad. "l want ahousefull of roseswhen | visit."

"Vigt." Therewasasgnificant pause before she said, "Visit? Would you mind explaining what you
mean when you say visit?"

"1 have my work," he hedged, then admitted, "1'm offering to keep you as my mistress, Sara."

When she moved to Sit up helet her go rductantly. "I'm your wife," she said.

She sat with her back to him. He sat up and put hisarms around her from behind. "Sara."

"I'm your wife. Don' try to bargain about it."

"l can't marry you," he said bleakly. "I'm not saying | don't want to, but | can't. It's not because there's
aready aMrs. Morgan,”" he added quickly when shetried to jerk away.



"Yes, thereis" shesad. "Me"

"Wearen't wed," he answered. "Not by English law.”

"Weareby Rom law."
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"If Rom law isn't good enough for you, equa to your own, then we have nothing to talk about.”

"Itisn't that easy!™

"Yes itis"

"Y ou're asking meto give up everything | am for you!"

"No, I'm not!" she answered, voicefierce with angry pride. "Just accept me as your equal and well be
fine"

"] do! But | can't—"

"l won't be your mistress.”

"You dready are," he reminded her, and let her go, knowing she was going to whirl around and dap
him. After shedid, and his head was ringing from the strength of the blow, he said, "I'm sorry, but it's
true

A long moment passed.

"Yeah, youreright," she agreed reluctantly. "I can see how you can think that. | don't seeit that way."

"How do you seeit?"

"We'relovers, equaly responsible for our actions. But if you want to have a permanent rel ationship—"

"I do," he hastened to tdll her.



"Thenweremarried.”

"We can't." He grabbed her hands, as much for comfort asto keep her from hitting him again. "It isn't
possible, it isn't done, it doesn't have to matter.”

"Thehdl it doesn't."

"Marriage has nothing to do with love," he pointed out. "Among your people or mine. That isonething
we havein common.”

"I'm not sure this has anything to do with love, either," she said. "It hasto do with respect.”
"| don't understand.”

She explained. "If you don't admit that you're married to me, then you don't respect me, or my people.
| won't live with aman who believes Rom are lessthan gajos.”

He laughed. " Since when do the Rom respect gajos? Y our people arejust as bad asmine.”
"No, they aren't,” she defended. "Not the Borava. Not in my time."

"Wearen't in your time. Damn it, Sara, | don't want to argue with you. Be my mistressand | will love
and cherish you forever.”

"Hmmm," she said thoughtfully. "How comeit'sdl right for meto be your mistress, but you fresked
when Custine offered me the same job?"

"Cuding," hesaid angrily, "isafilthy swine."
"No, he's not. He was swest, and my first groupie.”
He heard the affection in her voice and wanted to shake her. "Do you want to be his mistress, then?"

"No. Lewis, let go of me." He dropped his hands before he did anything foolish. ™Y ou don't get it, do
you?'

"Get what?' Thewords came out cold and hard. "If you mean | don't understand what you want,
you're correct. | don't."



"I'mjust trying to say that you're no different than Cugtine.”
"Rubbigh! | loveyou."

"Yes, you do," she acknowledged, "but not the right way."
"Thereisno right way to love someone.”

"Wrong." Oh, hell, she thought, too frustrated to go on with the discussion. It was dl going in circles,
anyway. She got up and hurriedly got dressed. Lewis sat on the bed and watched her. She could fedl
confusion and anger coming off himin invisble sparks.

"Where are you going?' he asked when she went to the door.
"] want to be done," she answered. "Maybe you do too.”
"Stay with me.”

"Now or forever?' she asked quietly.

"Both."

She wanted to go to him, to hold him and tell him, yes, of course, were own true loves, aren't we?
"We both need to do some thinking," she said instead. "Don't worry." Shetried for an Arnold
Schwarzenegger imitation. "I'll be back."

Chapter 17

She didn't know what time it was, but there was no activity in the camp when she went outside. It
was dark and cold and everyone was huddled in their wagons or tents. Somebody was probably
watching the horses and aguard would be patrolling the perimeter of the camp, but Sarafdt asif she
were completely aone.

The fire had burned down to glowing embers. Sarabuilt it up again, then put apot of water on to boail.
Sheld left asmall supply box next to the wagon. She got tea out of it and tossed dry leavesinto the pot.
Shelet thearomadrifting up with the steam fill her senses. There was something very soothing about the
scent of tea. She was Spping on astrong cup of it while gazing into the fire when shefindly let hersalf
think.



What was she going to do?

"The answer to that isobvious, in't it?"

The flames danced and crackled. | wasn't talking to you, she complained.

"Oh, then what were you doing?'

Crying out in anguish to the universe, | guess.

"| see. Fedling sorry for yoursdlf, were you?'

Yes, she admitted unashamedly. You got a problem with that?

"No, no indeed. Everyone deserves a bit of self-pity sometimes. Just don't be too long about it, al
right?'

She obvioudy wasn't going to get any sympathy from the Bartholomew Ring. "Y oureared pain, you
know that, don't you?'

"Magicis not easy. I've mentioned that before.”

Yes, it had. Nothing was easy. Life wasn't. Love wasimpossible. "He doesn't understand,” she heard
hersdf whine at last. "And, honestly, neither do I. We do not communicate on the most fundamental
leve.”

"Oh, yeah? What about junior in there?"

Shefdt asif shewere being poked in the abdomen with asharp finger. "That isn't communication,
that's sex."

"It'safundamenta way of communicating.”

Maybe, she conceded. Sometimes. | don't know. Okay, Lewisand | communicate on a primal
level. How do I communicate with him on a more objective level?

"Who says you need to be objective?’



"|—" Shetook asharp breath. "I don't know. We need some kind of compromise,” she admitted.
""Some middle ground where we can just be oursalves."

"Hisworld won't permit it."

"| figured thet out.”

"Neather will the Rom world."

"Yeah, | know," she grumbled. She drank more tea. " Something ought to be done about that, you
know?'

"Yes, | do. That'swhy you're here. To do something about it."

"Me?" she asked skeptically. "What?"

"Y ou're being ddliberately obtuse again. | brought you here to be the Heroine of the Revolution and |
think it's about time you got to work."
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"What you haveto do issimple, and it isn't even for the good of the people. Y ou, Sara, if you love the
man theway | know you do, have to create amiddle ground where the two of you can exist asequals.
That'sit. Turn Bororaviainto the place you need to be happy."

"That'sit!" Thering wasout of itslittle rock-headed mind. "Y ou're crazy!"

"Yourestting in afield on acold winter night yelling at aring, and I'm crazy?"

"You'rethering. Besdes, I'm not yelling." She knew her voice hadn't been raised above awhisper
during the whole conversation.

"Ingde your head, you'reydling."

Saramade hersdlf cam down, to think logicaly. ™Y ou brought me here so | could live happily ever
after?’

"Correct."



"But I'm the one who has to make it work?"

"Of course. Why should happily ever after come easy? Everything's got aprice, kid."

"Thank you, I'm so happy to hear that." She rubbed her jaw, then tapped her finger against the tip of
her chin thoughtfully. "What about the brooch?"

"What about the brooch?' came the wary reply afew secondslater.

"What'sin it for you and the brooch? What happens when Lewisreturnsit to the mad duke? What's
going on with you and the brooch? Isit magica too?*

"Never mind the brooch," the ring responded stubbornly. "We're discussing you and Lewis."

"Butit'sal connected, isn't it?"

"All right." 1t 9ghed. The sensation was like awarm breath acrossthe fingers of her right hand. "While
Lewiswearsthe brooch and you wear me. we're dl united. We need you and Lewisto live happily ever
after sowe can.”

"Aha. | suspected it was something like that. But what happens when the brooch is given back to the
duke?'

"WEell get it back. | havefaithinyou and Lewis"

She wished she did. She aso decided to concentrate on her own problems and let the ring worn
about its ruby companion. It obvioudy didn't want to answer questions about the brooch. She wasn't
sure she wanted it to. "This magic stuff isso complicated.”

"That'swhy so few humans have ever been am good at it. Let's concentrate on changing our little part
of theworld, shal we?*

Thering wasright. The only way she and Lewis could be together wasin aworld they made for
themselves. Shedidn't know if hewaswilling to help make that world; he hadn't been favorably disposed
toward the notion of changing anybody's status quo o far. It wastime she got started, though.

"Okay, sowhat do | do?'

Shefdt the ring tingle with pleased anticipation. "Y ou heed an organization. Therésaman named Alze



who came in with the refugees. Tak to him. He's got someideas, and contacts with the village councils.
Hewasin Jurmlabefore the soldiers arrived. He got most of them out of town and on the road to Duwal
before the place was destroyed. He brought the rest of the people here.”

Alze sounded like aman of action. The village councils, she recaled as she stood, were the traditional
ruling body of the Bororavian peasants. The village and town councils, the kris, which wasthe Rom triba
council, and the noble class had formed the congress during the revolution. They'd turned the country into
acondtitutional monarchy, well, duchy. Or rather, they would, once she was through with them.

Shetossed the rest of the teainto the fire, which hissed and smoked as she turned away. "L et's wake
up thisAlze" she said confidently, "and get this show on theroad.”
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She didn't return to the bardo until after dawn. Lewiswasn't there. Held left anote for her on the bed,
but when she sat down to read it she couldn't make out aword. She shook the paper in frustration. “The
man should have been adoctor! Do you know what this says?' she asked thering. "Whereis he?'

"He needsto think," the ring answered. "That'sagood sign,” it offered hel pfully.

Maybe it was, she agreed reluctantly. At least he hadn't just walked out on her. Still, the narrow living
quarters of the wagon seemed larger without his presence. She wasingtantly lonely. Even when shed
been making him deep under the wagon sheld at least known he was there. The bed was going to be
cold without him. And empty and londly, and she didn't want to think about it.

She got up and rummaged through the clothes chest. "At least he took warm clothes. | wonder how
long hell be gone?"

"Don't worry about it," the ring advised as she sat down and picked up her guitar. "There are plenty of
other thingsfor you to think about.”

Y eah, she thought, like why did Alze act asif he knew her? She'd woken the man out of asound
deep and held greeted her like along-lost friend. He'd given her areport on the underground movement
without waiting for her to ask. It hadn't made alot of sense.

"Correction," she said as she carefully tuned the metd strings of the guitar, "it didn't make any sense”

"They're hungry for aleader,” thering offered.

"Anoutsder? A woman?' She played afew chords. "Well, it won't hurt to have their trust from the
beginning.”



She and Al ze had talked for along time. Hed told her about the violence againg dl the villages, not
just the Rom. About the nobles worries over the duke's bringing in German mercenaries. The duke had
fired dl the aristocratic officers except for the captain of his paace guard, replacing them with hired
outsiders. He was negotiating with every power in Europe. Therewas fear that his bungling diplomacy
could bring down the wrath of everybody on tiny Bororavia. He was consulting mysticsand
fortune-tellerswhile persecuting the Rom for being mystics and fortunetellers. Maybe worst of dl, hewas
holding a continuous rowdy party while the people faced aharsh, hungry winter. It was said that
entertainers summoned to the palace didn't come out again. Sheld come to the conclusion that Alexander
was known to history as the mad duke for good reasons.

Alze had advised that she return to lead the ressance in Duwa while he continued to rouse the
countryside. To talk to Mikal the silversmith. "Return?" she questioned now as she played. "What did he
mean return? |'ve never been to Duwa."

"It's probably alanguage problem,” the ring responded. "Y ou two were speaking different dialects,
you know."

"Yeah, it was pretty hard to understand him sometimes. But why'd he act like he knew me?”

"Perhapsit'sjust hisway. He seemslike afriendly sort.”

"] guess." She started playing her favorite blues song. ™Y ou think Lewiswill be back soon?
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A shadow crossed in front of her. "Oh, thereyou are," Sara said. She went back to stirring the pot
hung over thefire. She waswearing apair of worn gloves and two shawlsto fight off the cold. Her head
was covered with the scarf worn by al married women.

Married. Lewis sighed.

"| hate taking care of horses," she said as he stood silently by her side. "Y ou know | hate taking care
of the horses. It's been two days," she added, looking up at him. ™Y ou want me to rush into your arms
and show how happy | am to have you back?'

"I'd likethat," he answered. "Areyou?' It wasn't an easy question to ask.

She sat back on her hedsand smiled. It warmed him more than his nearnessto thefire. "Yes."

He held acanvas bag out to her. "I brought you a chicken for the pot.”



"Did you pay for it?" she asked suspicioudy.

"What?' Hewas so surprised at the question he dmost dropped the bag. "Of course.”

"Y ou can never tdl with Rom," shetold him. "They're athieving bunch.”

"Point taken," he agreed. He kndlt beside her and leaned forward to sniff the steam rising from the pot.
Potatoes, and probably not very many of them. The meat would be awel come addition to the medl.

"Therésajokein my family," she said while hetried not to grab her into afierce embrace.

lld,]?l

"Do you know therecipefor gypsy sew?'

"What?'

"Hrgt, sted achicken." Helooked at her, asmiletilting up hislips. She pointed at him. "1t's only funny
if weRomtdl it," shetold him. "Remind meto explain politica correctnessto you sometime.”

"l missed you," he said. "'l missed you very much.”

"S0," she asked, her words sounding too carefully casud, "where have you been?’

He'd been traveling dongside the caravan, actualy, asit moved toward the outskirts of Duwd. HEd
been worried about the large number of green-coated soldiers patrolling the countryside. HEd passed
more burned villages and bands of refugees as his course paralded his own gypsy band's. He'd wanted
to be close enough to be of any help if there was trouble, far enough from Sarato clear hismind. When
his thoughts refused to cooperate with his plan to get them sorted out, he gave in and came back.

"I suppose you thought I'd struck out for the city on my own.”

"No." Shereached forward to stir the pot.

Hetook her hand, rubbing histhumb restlessly across the rough materia of her glove. "It would be
fagter, | know. Y ou probably thought I'd left you."

"No," shesaid again.



Thistime theword actually registered with him. "Oh." He narrowed his eyes as he peered a her.
"Why not?'

"You said you'd be back."

Shetrugted him! He dmost laughed with ddight. " Thefool girl trustss mewhen | don't trust mysdf!” He
drew her into hisarms and a deep, sorely needed kiss. Just the touch of her tongue gliding againgt hislit
firesinhim. "l can't leaveyou," he said when they stopped kissing. "I can't.”

Sararubbed her fingers across her lips. They ill burned with pleasure. "'I'm going to get chapped lips
if wekeep thisup,” shetold him. Shegrinned. "I'm willing torisk it." She stood and held her arms out to
him. "Let's go somewhere quiet where we can fool around.”

"In private," he added, bouncing lightly to hisfeet. "What about the chicken?'

"Thisisnotimeto be practicd." Still, she picked up the bag and took it to the communal firein the
center of the camp. After sheld handed it to one of the women working there she came back and took
Lewisshand. Assheled himinto the bardo she explained. "Therésaparty later tonight. Molly and
Hadari are getting married.”

Married, he thought, and sighed. He tried not to think about it as he followed her to the welcome
homecoming ingde.
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Their reunion was bittersweet and delicious. Lewisjust wanted to lie on Saras breast and deep when
they were done. Sara, however, had other plansfor the evening. She kicked the quilt aside when hetried
to wrap them in awarm cocoon. He complained with aweak moan.

"We haveto get dressed,” she said, pushing himto St up. "'I'm not missng Molly'swedding." She
chuckled. "Sherisked alot not to missmine.”

There was no getting out of it, he supposed. Herolled over and his stomach rumbled. The gnaw of
hunger reminded him of the chicken stewing on the centrd fire.

"Never mind thewedding,” he said, getting up as shelit thelantern. “I'm hungry.”

Her eyes went round. She swore. "My soup!” She hadn't taken off many clothesfor their lovemaking.
She straightened them hurriedly before sheran out to check her forgotten cooking.



Lewistook histime about getting dressed, taking Tomasfinest shirt, vest, and silk headband out of
the clothes chest. He washed, shaved, and carefully combed the snarls out of hislong black hair. When
he was presentable, he put his heavy greatcoat on over the gypsy finery and went outside.

Starlight glinted coldly overhead, along with adiver of moon. Therewasaglow of light on the horizon
from the port city afew miles away. Britain wanted that port. The grand duke's palace was in the center
of the lighted city, with embassy buildings clustered closdly around it. He belonged at the British embassy.

Heturned his glance to the smdll fires by the tents and wagons. Someone was scratching out a
mournful tune on aviolin. He could make out Vagtarnyi practicing the knife juggling held spent thewhole
trip teaching him. He saw Hadari lead his smelly old bear to a stake driven in the hard ground near the
main fire. Apparently the trained bear wasn't to miss his master's wedding. He belonged at the British
embassy, but he wanted to be here.

Hewalked up to Saraand took the long wooden spoon from her hands. He'd made the spoon; Beng
had taught him how to carveit. He stared & it for along moment, holding it asif it were made of gold.
"Get ready," hetold her when he glanced up to find her looking at him curioudly. "I'll seethat your soup
doesn't burn. | won't have you looking like ajust-tumbled wanton at my friends wedding."

"BEvenif | amn?"'

"Even 0. Goon."

She amiled, kissed his cheek, and hurried back insde. Married, she thought, and sighed.
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There must be three hundred people here, Saradecided as Lewisled her through the crowd. They'd
arrived in the large Rom enclave only afew hours before, but news of the wedding at the newcomers
campsite had spread fast. Elders had shown up to greet them aswell, and they'd had alot of newsto
pass on to the e ders from the world outside Bororavia. People gathered quickly for the tales and the
wedding and the hastily arranged communal feast. It was a boisterous crowd, too. She noticed the
bottles and jugs being passed from hand to hand to add to the merriment and warm up a cold night.

Lewislooked at the happy crowd of gypsies around him and worried. He didn't like it that so many
were gathered in one place when the duke had dl but outlawed their presencein Bororavia.

"This doesn't make sense,” he said to Sara, drawing her into the shadows just insde the large tent set
up for the ceremony. People were congregating around lanterns hung up in the center, but no one took
notice of them on the edge of the crowd. "Why have the gypsy refugees flocked to Duwal instead of
scattering into the countryside?”



Sarashook her head. "Beng told me hed heard arumor that al the kris weretold to gather for a
meeting in Duwd. Besides," she added, "it might be easer to survive the winter in the town than in the
countryside." Shetugged on his hand. Outside, the noise was getting louder, and some of the shouting
was amost hystericd. "It's starting. Let's get closer.” He nodded, and they moved forward.

Hadari's aged mother stood in the center of the tent. She held up her handsfor slence. After the
crowd quieted down she spoke, voice high-pitched and carrying to be heard over the party outside. "We
have seen death aready coming here. Sandor died without the chance to forgive us any wrongs we may
have done him. We can only pray his ghost walks to feed among the Polish gajo who took him too
quickly to see our mourning. He spoke at our last wedding, making the bride and groom married, but we
pray heisnot with ustonight.”

Saraand Lewis exchanged a shocked look. He felt her shudder, and when he realized hed made the
sgnagaing evil hefelt himsdf blush. He found himsdf saying aquick prayer for the dead under his
breath, asmple Anglican prayer. He could only givein to supergtition so far.

"I wish she hadn't brought that up,” Sarawhispered in hisear. "It's so morbid."

"It'sjust her way of cursng Mally's marriage without pointing out that she'sunclean,” Lewiswhispered
back.

"Or protection,” Sara countered. "If anything goes wrong we can point the finger at Sandor's ghost
and not the ex-mirame.”

"Not abad Strategy,” he agreed. "l just wish she hadn't brought usinto it.”

Saragave him asideong ook, then turned acool smile on him. "Don't you want to be reminded of
your wedding day? | seem to remember you being so anxious for usto get married.”

"Sara" hewarned quietly, and squirmed inwardly.

"Beng will spesk for Hadari and Mally," Hadari's mother continued. She gestured and Beng and the
bride and groom stepped forward. They knelt facing each other, on one knee. They smiled at each other.
Hadari's mother placed bread and salt on their knees. Beng stepped forward and began to speak.

Moally looked lovely, Sarathought. She hadn't helped the bride get ready; the women had politely sent
her away when she'd volunteered. "It's because you're pregnant, dear,” Molly had explained.

"l never said | was—" sheld protested.

"Wdl, we dl suspect that you are. That makes you—you know—unclean.”



"Molly! She'd been shocked at her aunt.

Moally had only shrugged. She had to follow some of the rules. Sarafrowned now at the memory.
Beth wasn't in the tent, either, not that thelittle girl cared about not getting invited to awedding because
shewasa gajo. Shewas outsde partying with Rom friends her own age. Sarathought that Beth having
friends was agood sgn, more important than whether she got invited to awedding right now. And it
sounded like quite a party out there. She wondered what al the shouting was about. It was definitely
getting louder. It sounded like people were riding through the camp. Horse racesin the middle of the
night?

Lewissarm tightened around her waist as he pulled her closer. She relaxed against the warm strength
of hisbody.

Lewiswasthinking that hed do it over if he could. Not just the wedding. Everything. Especidly the
wedding. Helooked at Sara; their gazes met. It hurt so much he amost laughed. " Redity—how would
you put it—sucks?"

"Tdl meabout it," she agreed.

Asthe bride and groom got to their feet, horsemen crashed into the tent. People screamed, shouted,
ran from the heavy, hurtling bodies. Swords flashed. Sara stood frozen, aware suddenly that dl the noise
was ariot going on outside the tent. But the cavary was charging around ingdeiit. Lewis hauled her
outside, out from under the hooves of arearing horse, before she could make any sense of what shewas
seeing ingdethetent.

Outside wasworse. People were running frantically. Men in green coats, with swords and guns and
lances were chasing them down. There were screams of pain and fear. People were swearing and fighting
back. Knivesflashed against swordsin the surredl flickering of the fires. The air was frosted with the
breath from screams and the smoke from gunfire.

Only one thought flashed in Saral's head as she and Lewis plunged into this frightening scene. "Beth!™
she screamed. "Where's Beth?”

Lewiswanted to get Sarato safety, but she was right; they had to find the child. He wished they could
find al the children and get them safely away. They crouched on the cold ground behind the tent. He
pulled hisknife. He wasn't entirely surprised to see Sara do the same. He wondered how long she'd been
carrying the knife hed given her?

"Since we got to Bororavia," she said when she saw him look at the knife and his eyebrows go up.

There was a horrific crash as the soldiers turned over one of the bardos. "Whereisshe?' he muttered
franticaly.



"l don't know!"

"In Maritzastent!" said afamiliar metallic voice.
"In Maritzals—"

"l heard! Stay herel”

"Get red!" she shouted and ran after Lewis as he sprinted away from the tent toward the perimeter of
the camp.

Hewas going to try to circle away from the center, where the Bororavian troops were attacking in
force. Saraglanced quickly back. She couldn't tell what was reglly going on, if the people were being
killed, or if the soldiers were out to beat and frighten them and destroy whét little they had. There were
bodies on the ground; she saw soldiers kicking them. She did see alance protruding from one till form; it
was Hadari's tame bear. The bastards had killed it. She turned and hurried after Lewis. They had to get
to Beth!

She saw the glint of light off the saber before she saw the tall man holding it. He came silently out of
the night, agigantic form, sword raised, right in front of Lewis. Lewiss|eft arm came up to block the
man's arm, hisknife hand flashing out stiffly. The siwordsman jumped back before Lewis connected. The
saber dashed again, across Lewissarm and chest. Lewisfell dowly, face forward onto the frozen earth.

Saradid not scream as the man moved to stand over Lewis, about to finish off the fallen man. She
wanted to scream. Instead she stepped forward and amost calmly stabbed the soldier in the back. She
shoved hisbody aside ashefdll, so she could get to Lewis.

Chapter 18

It was Beth who found her. The girl came running out of the dark as Sararolled Lewis gently onto his
back. She could hear screams and sounds of fighting in the distance but it had afaded, far-off quaity as
she glanced quickly up at Beth.

Beth's hand touched her shoulder. "Is'e dead?"

"l don't know." Shefelt blood, hot and sticky, on her hands as she ran them down Lewiss chest.
"What are you doing here?' she heard hersalf ask. A part of her was worried about the girl's safety even
while mogt of her atention wastaken up in trying to find out if the man she loved was il dive.

The girl crouched down beside her as Lewis's eyes opened. His hand came up to capture Sara's wrist



inatight grip. He moaned.

Saralet out her breathinasob. "You'redive" She didn't know how badly hurt he was, but at least he
wasn't dead. "We need adoctor.” The girl beside her gave acynica laugh. It was enough to remind Sara
of who and when they were. "Beng, then." Sara spoke quickly. "I've seen him treat people aswell as
horses." Okay, S0 sheld only seen him set abroken arm and pull a couple of teeth, but Beng was all they
hed. Lewis moaned again. "We haveto find Beng."

Beth jumped up and looked around. "Fighting's dying down. A man came looking for you, Sara,”" she
added. "'E'sa Maritzas. I'll get 'imto 'ép.”

The girl was gone, racing back toward the camp before Sara could say anything. She pulled off a
shawl and draped it over Lewis. The cold could not be doing him any good. It wastoo dark for her to
tell how badly he was bleeding. He was wearing aheavy coat; maybe that had shielded him somewhat
from the saber dash. Had she actudly killed someone? Were there dead among the Rom? What were
they going to do? Where was Beth? What were they going to do?

She bent over Lewis, peering into his shadowed face. His eyes were open, but unfocused. "Don't you
dieon me," she ordered. "Don't you dare die.”

He made a sound like a pained chuckle. "Wouldn't—dare."

"And don't talk." Shelooked around wildly. “Where's Beth?!

"Loveyou," hesad. Then shefet hisbody go dack under her hands..

She wanted to scream. She searched for a pulse instead, and started crying when she found it, fast
and light, but it let her know he was dtill dive. Shetried to think, but she couldn't remember athing about
first ad. By the time people surrounded her and pried her away from Lewis so they could take him back
to camp she wasincoherent with shock and terror. She wasn't sure how they got Lewis back to their
wagon. Shewasn't sure how she got back there hersdf. Lewiswoke on the dow journey back. She
heard him fight not to groan with every step the men carrying him took. His effortsleft her sobbing.

Beng turned to her after they got the lantern lit and Lewis settled on the bed. He put hisarm around
her and led her to the door. ™Y ou go now. I'll get him drunk and sew him up, then you can tend him. You
seeto the camp. Help look after things. Keep busy.”

Sarawas ashamed of herself, but she didn't protest. She had no ideawhat she could do to help Lewis
right now. So she nodded and stepped outside. Anicy blast of wind caught her in the face as she jumped
down from the wagon; it dapped her around enough so that much of her shock wore off. She looked
around her, and for some reason saw agreat many people looking back. A crowd was gathered around
her bardo, most of them people shed never seen before. In the flickering light of torches held by severd



of them she read the crowd's stunned expressions. She got the impression they were looking to her for
leadership. Maybe they were waiting for Beng to come out and lead them, she didn't know. She did
know that something had to be done to put the camp to rights.

She was fedling more like a coward than aleader, but if she didn't do something to keep her mind off
the possibility of Lewis dying shewas going to go crazy. So she nodded decisively at the waiting people
and many of them nodded back.

Beth tugged atall, dender man forward as Saracame into the crowd. "Mikd," Beth told her.

Saravagudly recalled the name from somewhere. He was a stranger, but he did seem familiar. Maybe
it was because helooked alot like Jeff Goldblum. He gave her adecisive nod; it dmost seemed like a
secret greeting. "'l came from Duwd," hesaid. "Tell mewhat to do to help.”

"Mikd," shesaid dowly. "Mikd the slveramith." He nodded again. She stepped into the crowd, with
Beth and thetall slveramith at her side. "Fird, let'sfind out who'sinjured and get them all to one tent and
keep them warm. Cadathe midwife can organize that."

She continued to give orders and people carried them out. Shelters were found for people whose
wagons and tents had been destroyed, debris was picked up. The bodies of two dead soldiers and one
dead bear were disposed of. Weapons were distributed and guards were set to defend against the
troop's return. Plans were made to disperse the Rom refugees out of one central location so they
wouldn't be so vulnerable to attack.

Saraworked through the night, but thework didn't help keep her mind off Lewis. Sometime after
dawn she made her way back to the bardo at last. Mika walked with her. It was the first time shewas
aonewith the revolutionary.

"We dtarted the school," he said as they walked aong.

"Good," shesaid.

"I think you should come back to Duwa with me. Stay with my family, they'd like you to."

"l haveto look after my husband,” she said as they reached the wagon. Beth had been bringing her
reports on his condition al night. She knew that Beng said the cuts across his arm and chest were deep
but probably not fatal. Probably. She did not like the sound of the word; it was so fatdigtic. It wastime
she made hersdlf take alook at the damage herself. Maybe there was something she could do about it,
nurse Lewis back to fine, glowing hedlth, hopefully.

Mikal put his hand on her arm as she mounted the step into the wagon. "Come home with me. Well



carefor your husband at my house. It will be warmer than the bardo, at least.”

Gratitude swept through her as she smiled a the man. "Oh, yes," she said. "Thank you. He needs dl
the help he can get.”

He nodded pleasantly. "I'll hitch your horses for you, and drive carefully into town. Hewon't even
have to leave his bed to get to my house."

"Door-to-door service. Thank you."

"I'll talk to your father about the horses." He helped her up the step. ™Y ou care for your man.”

My man, she thought, pleasure a the words distracting her from worry for amoment, and stepped
ingde. Lewiswas on the bed, pale and unconscious. Beth was crouched on the floor next to him,

wrapped inaquilt.

Sarakndt briefly beside the half-adeep girl to say. "Get your things from Molly'swagon. Were
leaving," before turning her attention to making Lewis comfortable for the rideinto Duwal.
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"l saw something funny when Mikal was showing me around.” Saratalked even though she wasn't
sure Lewiswas actually conscious enough to listen. She held his hand and occasiondly stroked hair off
his brow and talked. She'd been talking for at least an hour now. He hadn't been aware of the dow trip,
or of being moved onto a hastily set-up cot in the back room of Mikal's shop. But his eyes opened and
followed the glow of the candle she carried when sheld comein after settling Beth in the room the loca
Rom used for aschool. She'd put the candle on an upturned box next to the cot, taken his hand, and
begun talking to him. His eyes kept fluttering open and closed; occasionaly he mumbled. Shewas
cheered by his every smal movement and kept on speaking.

"Maybeif | irritate you enough you'll wake up long enough to tell meto shut up,” she said asshe
tenderly stroked the bare chest showing just above the bandages. "Mika's wife said sheld bring you
some broth after she got her children to bed. She hasfour soit'll be awhile. About the sign,” she went
on, "it'sfunny. I mean, | thought it was apalitical dogan from my century, but there it was, written out in
Bororavianin 1811. It just goesto show that there's nothing new, you know?"

"Sign?' hemumbled. His eyes opened alittle, hardly more than dits, but he looked at her curioudly.
"What Sgn say?'

"It sad, It'sthe Economy, Stupid,” she answered, knowing that hugging a conscious Lewis probably
wouldn't be wise no matter how much she wanted to. She squeezed his hand and asked, "How do you



fed?' Hegave afaint amile. "Okay," she agreed. "Dumb question. Stay here." She hurried out and came
back with abowl of broth afew minutes|ater.

"Stay here?" he asked incredulously when she sat down beside him. " Stay here?
Saraamogt spilled the broth. She hadtily put down the steaming bowl. "Fed like egting something?!

"No."

"Fine. Let's get you propped up and get started.” She worked carefully to arrange pillows beneath his
head and shoulders. Then she sat down on the edge of the bed with the bowl and dipped up a spoonful

of the broth. "I'm not good at this angel-of-mercy stuff,” shewarned. "So don't push your luck. Open
wide," she added with acheerful amile.

"l hate you," he complained, but opened his mouth for her.
"That's not what you said afew hoursago.”

"1 must have been feverish. Thisisgood.”

Shefed him afew more spoonfuls before she said, "Beng says you bled alot but he doesn't think it's
serious. He said he cleaned the wound with vodka. | hope that was antiseptic enough.”

"What's antiseptic?’
"Suff thet killsgerms.”
"What're germs?"

"Drink your soup,” she said. She was probably worried for nothing, shetold herself. Lewiswas going
to be fine. He had a good appetite, and he wasn't exactly deathly pale. He was going to befine. "Y ou're
going to befine" she said, trying to convince hersdf with the words.

"Had worse," he answered. He hurt like hell, but he was dive, which he hadn't expected to be the
outcome when he saw the big German with the saber coming at him. Damn long-armed bastard. "What
happened?' he asked. "Where are we?"

"Atafriends. Inthecity."



He looked around. He'd aready noticed that he was truly warm for the first timein weeks. "Therésa
fireplace," he said. "Lovely things, fireplaces.” He looked back at Sara. She looked tired, and drawn with
worry. "Beautiful Sara. Never looked lovdier. What happened to the guardsman?”’

She looked away. The color drained from her cheeks. "1 don't want to talk about it."

Lewis consdered her reticence. He recaled that Sarahad had aknife. It could only mean one thing.
"You saved my life, didn't you?"

She put down the bowl. The spoon clattered against the earthenware. "A little" Shelooked back at
him. "I don't like to think about killing somebody." But if she was going to run arevolution she supposed
*he was going to haveto think about it. About minimizing violence on both sdes, certainly.

"Don't think about it," hetold her. "He deserved it."

She wasn't going to debate with Lewis on that subject, especialy because deep down she agreed. "l
couldnt let himkill you."

"Thank you," he said. He wished he could hold her but he didn't think moving at al right now was
likely. His chest and upper arm burned like fire. And he was light-headed with the knowledge that she
cared enough for himto risk her lifefor his. "It'sthe most wonderful gift anyonesever given me."

Sarablushed and got awkwardly to her feet. "I think you need to rest now," she said. "Look." She
pointed at thefloor, out of hisline of vison. "I've got apalet set up next to the fireplace. If you need to
usethepot | can get Mikd to help.”

Lewisfound that esting and abit of conversation had totally exhausted him. He wanted to talk to
Sara, to look at her, to ask just who the devil Mikad was, but more than anything €l se he needed the rest.
"| think you should call Mika," he conceded, giving in to mundane necessity. "'I'd be grateful for the help.”

kkhkkkkkkhkkkhkkkkkhkk*k

In two days Lewis had not gotten any better. Saratried to tell herself that he wasn't any worse, but
even she could tell that he was running afever. Nothing wrong with running afever, shed beentold. The
man had a sword wound; of course he was going to run afever. She washed him with cold water for the
fever, and helped Mikad'swife, Ana, change the bandages, and kept up cheerful conversation, but she
was scared to desth.

Sheld spent the morning with Mika and some Rom elders. Alze had arrived with news from the
outlying villages. She begrudged every minute away from Lewis. She hurried to his side as soon as she
could get away. He'd asked her for music when sheld |eft Beth watching him that morning, so she brought



her guitar with her when she returned.

"Where's Beth?' she asked when she found him aone in the room.

Hewaved hishand. "I sent her out to play. She told me she made a new friend when she went to the
market with Ana. A boy who speaks English. She likes speaking her own language.” He gave her aweak
smile."Y ou brought your guitar. Good. | heard you retching thismorning,” he added, and his smileturned
downright smug. "When do you think you're due?'

"| don't want to talk about it," she answered.

"Why not?"

She sat down and started tuning the guitar. "1 want to wait until you're healthy enough to put up a
proper argument.”

"Why would | want to argue?’

"Youwill," she assured him. "Right now you're sick enough and grateful enough to do anything | ask.”

"I'll do anything you want," he assured her. "l loveyou. Let'sget married.”

"I loveyou too, Lewis, and we dready are. Let'sright about it when you're better.” Hewas|ooking at
her longingly, devation shining out of hisfever-bright eyes. It was definitely time to change the subject.
“Beth's picked up alot of Romany, don't you think? Mine's gotten alot better too, cometo think of it."

"Sometimes | don't notice what language I'm speaking,” he said. A look of confusion crossed hisface.

She put down the guitar to take his hand. "We're speaking English right now,” shetold him. She
laughed softly. "'I've noticed that we switch back and forth alot depending on who's around. Then
sometimes when we're a one we use both languages and never miss a beat. We've got our own pidgen

languege.”

"| likethat," he said with awistful amile. "A language dl our own. Well passit on to the children,”

"We're not discussing children right now, Lewis.”

His eyes narrowed with an effort at looking stern. "When I'm better we will, madam. We aways
make lovein Romany," he added. "Have you noticed that?*



"I’m going to play guitar now," she said.

Instead she gazed at him thoughtfully, for so long that he eventudly asked, "What are you thinking?*

"l was remembering a conversation we had awhile back. When | told you about me."

"An unbelievabletae. Or at least an unintdlligibleone. | believed every word | understood,” he
added hastily before she could make any protests. "Magic, and souls brought back from the future to
lead padt lives. It'sthe most nonsensicdl truth I'll ever be confronted with.”

"Never mind dl that. | wasn't thinking about me."

"Then, pray, what were you thinking about?'

"You." She gazed a him with an affection he had never redly noticed from her before.

"What about me?"

"I told you about me, but | don't know about you. How'd you end up being a spy? And being that
creep Philipgton'skid?!

"Cregp?'

Sara hunted for a contemporary word. "How about blackguard? I'm not sure what it means, but it
doesn't sound very nice."

"Y ou only saw my father for afew moments, how can you tell he'snot very nice?'

"Well, he didn't act asthough he liked you for onething. He certainly didn't like me."

"Hewould have liked you well enough,” Lewis answered serioudy. "In hisbed. He has ataste for
pretty girls.”

“Asmistresses?' she wondered.

He took exception to the arch innocence of her tone, "1 thought we weren't going to discuss our future
right now?'



"We'renot." Sheleaned forward, chin cupped in her pdm. “Tell me about you."

He put his head back on the pillow and looked at the low, beamed celling. He started by saying, "My
father isn't very nice. You'reright, he doesn't like me. When he thinks about me at al, that is. He married
my mother for her dowry. He was awidower with two sons when he married her, and he took no
interest in another child. | was eight when mother died, and he sent me to the navy when | was nine.”

"Ning"

"My mother's brother was a ship's captain, so he took me as a cabin boy. My father did eventually
buy my commission.”

"Nine?' she repegated. "But you were just alittle boy. What kind of childhood isthat?"

“Not," he sad blandly, “idyllic."

He heard her take in asharp breath, but she didn't offer any pitying remarks. " So how'd you end up a
Spy?" she asked.

"l volunteered. After | waswounded at Trafad gar—"

"Big naval battle," she said. "With the Armada or something.”

"The battle did involve a Spanish fleet, but under French command,” was as much correction as he felt
able to make without laughing so hard held burst his bandages. Hislady from the future was no historian.
"Well, | did my duty there and got wounded. | ended up spending nearly two yearsin England attending
bals and frequenting gaming hells and dancing a Almack'swith virgina misseswhen | wasn't whoring
and drinking. Had the time of my life, though | wasliving on haf pay and winnings from gambling,” he
added. "I did get to know my father over the gaming tables at Watiers."

"Hope you won alot of money off him," Saracommented.

"l did." He smiled fondly a the memory of those bitter victories. "1 got to know my older brothers as
well, but | felt more like an outsider than a pink of theton. | grew restless, running with the bucks, and
waiting for asmpering, rich heiressto fal in love with me wasn't enough. Then my uncle reminded me
that | was dtill anava officer. Hed gone on to work in the diplomatic service. He asked meto do asmal
job for him. | started out as a courier and went on to other things. Spying's not the most honorable
profession for agentleman,” he concluded, "but I've atalent for it. And cloak-and-dagger work suited my
flair for the dramatic.”

"And it's something to do with your life," she added. " Sounds like you'd rather work for aliving



anyway."

"A sad failing," he agreed. Hiswounds hurt and the fever made him tired. He wanted to deep, but
deep would rob him of the chance to be with Sara. He so enjoyed talking to her, and felt they had such
little time | eft to be together. The fever, he supposed, was making him morbid.

She stroked hishair. "l likeyour sad failing. | think | like you, Lewis Morgan.”

"l thought you loved me."

"l do, but like lastslonger."

Before he could puzzle through this statement the door opened. Beth came breezing in, asmall
whirlwind in layers of clothing. A boy in acaped coat camein with her.

"ThisisMax," she sad, introducing the boy. He swept off afur hat, revealing brown curls, and bowed
to Sara. "'E'satoff,” Beth added, dmost in gpology. "But ‘e speaks English, so | don't mind.” She faced
Sarawith her hands defiantly on her hips. "Max's run away from home. | told 'im we 'ave acircus and
well keep'im."

Saraignored Beth's belligerent posture and saw ".he pleading in the girl's green eyes. "Max," she sad,
turning her attention from Beth to the boy, "why do you want to run away from home?"

"Cause'ispascrazy,” Beth answered for him. “lsn't 'e, Max?"

The boy'sfair cheeks blushed bright red. He gave Beth a beseeching look. She took his hand. He
looked back at Sara. "'l have chosen not to live under my father'sroof,” he said, his English dow and
formal. He shuffled hisfeet. "I met Beththelast time | ran awvay.” He gavethe dightly taller girl alook of
adoration. "She said you would help me, Madam Sara.™

Saranoted the way Max was dressed, his manners and his obvious education. His crazy father was
obvioudy rich. She had ahorrifying image of some weathy noble accusing the Rom of child stedling.
"Beth," shesaid, "'l think weve got a problem here."

Beth shifted anxioudy from foot to foot. "Please, Saral Let me keep 'im! | promised I'd teach Max to
be a buzman."

Saralooked at Lewis. "A pickpocket,” he trand ated.

"No," shesad firmly to Beth.



"And that you'd teach 'im guitar." Beth stepped closer, dragging Max with her. "'E lovesmusic. You
canteach'im."

Max dipped away from Beth's grasp and picked up the guitar leaning next to Saraschair. "Thisis
beautiful!” He held it out to her before she could say anything elseto Beth. "Play for me." It wasn't so
much arequest as acommand, but without any arrogance to it. He smiled, showing deep dimples.
"Please?’

Thekid had alot of charisma. She couldn't resist hisimploring look. Shetook the guitar. "All right.”

From hisbed, Lewis said, "Good. Y ou promised me you'd play half an hour ago."

Beth went and sat next to Lewis on the edge of the bed. "I ill loveyou best,” she said as Sara
readjusted the tuning. "But | think I'll marry Max," she added, "since Saras got you."

"Wiseof you," Lewistold her. Max sat down cross-legged at Sarasfeet. Lewis closed hiseyesand
drifted into the music as she began to play.

Sheld just started a fourth song when the sound of raised voices beyond the door stopped her. Mikal
said something; the tone was urgent but the words unclear. A man with a deep, authoritative voice
answered. Then awoman spoke, polite but anxious.

Max jumped to hisfeet as Sarastood and started toward the door. He grabbed her skirt. "Hide me!”

He obvioudy recognized the voices. Hisreaction told Sarawhat was going on. ™Y our parents?”’

He shook hishead. "My governess. And Captain Rudeseko.”

"Captain?"

"The captain of the—"

The door sivung open before the boy could finish. A large man filled the entry and glared down at
everyone present. He was wearing the dark green uniform of the Bororavian guard. With lots and lots of
braid and gold buttons. He had a saber and a pistol hanging from his belt.

"Do you mind?' Sarasaid, sepping protectively in front of Lewissbed. "Therésaninjured manin
here"



The guard captain ignored her as he stepped into the room. "There you are," he said to Max. The
relief in hisvoice was obvious. "Do you know how badly you frightened Miss Me ngtad?

"Don't scold the boy, Stefan,” adender woman said, pushing her way past the big man. She stepped
up to Max and folded her handsin front of her. ™Y ou can leave the scolding to me. Y ou must stop this,
Maxim," she said to thelittle boy. She gestured around the room. ""Do you want to get these poor people
introuble?’

Max hung his head. "No, MissMeingtad."

"Then you'd best not doit again.”

"Yes, MissMengad."

"I'mjust glad | recalled your telling me about your new friend before Stefan ordered the town turned
upside down. Think what a bother that might have been.”

"Yes, MissMengad."

"Think of your father'sreaction.”

"Yes, MissMengad."

"That's enough thinking for now," she concluded. "I'm just happy we found you where we thought
you'd be."

Sarastudied the woman. She was smdll, fine boned, and attractive, with blond hair, apink porcelain
complexion, ahigh-arched nose, and large blue eyes. Blue-violet, Sara decided, when the woman turned
her gaze on her, and smart.

The woman smiled a her. She'd been speaking in English to Max; now she switched to dow, thickly
accented Bororavian. "'I'm sorry to intrude so abruptly, but we feared for Maxim's safety.”

"Sara speaks English, Miss Meingtad,” Max said. " So does Beth. May | bring them home with meto
practice? Father wants meto practice English,”" he wheedled.

"1 know that better than you do, Maxim," the governess answered. "That iswhy he engaged me. My
mother is English," she added to Sara. "And you are?'



"Sara," Saraanswered. She gestured toward the bed. "My husband, Toma."

"ThisisBeth," Max sad, taking the girl'shand. "May | keep her?"

"No," MissMeingtad said. "Though I'm pleased to meet you at last, Beth," she added. "Maxim has
told me agreat deal about you." She smiled at Saraand gave a concerned glance toward Lewis. "That's
alovely insrument,” she added, looking at the guitar.

Miss Menstad, Sara noticed, seemed unconcerned that she was standing in the back room of a shop
talking to a Rom woman in ragged clothing. Now that she'd seen that Max was safe, Miss Meinstad
seemed ready to settle down and ask for a spot of teaand conversation.

"That teasmellslovely,” the woman said, eyeing the pot sitting on the warm hearth.

Captain Rudeseko stepped up to the bed and peered down at Lewisfor afew tense moments. Lewis
looked back with open hodtility. "I heard about the raid on the gypsy camp,” Rudeseko said finally. He
looked from Lewisto Sara. "My men had nothing to do with it. Come, Denise," he said, taking Miss
Meingad'sarm. "Maxim." He nodded politely to Sara. "We're going now."

Both Miss Meinstad and Max looked asif they were going to protest, but the guard captain had them
both out the door before they could say aword.

Once they were gone, Sarasat down hard on her -hair and held out her arms for Beth. Beth came to
her and Sara pulled her onto her lap.

"l like Mm," Beth announced. "Max’ |l run awvay again. Well be together forever and ever."

Saranodded. She couldn't help but chuckle.

"What?' Lewis asked. She looked a him. He was looking puzzled. " Do you know who those people
were?'

Saranodded. "Do you remember when you told me you wanted to be a princess, Beth?' The girl
nodded. "I think you're going to get your wish." Shelooked back at Lewis. "TheresaBororavian
legend," shetold him. " About Grand Duke Maxim's beloved English wife. It's about how she dazzled the
courts of Europe by steding their silver. | do believe our little girl hasfound her future husband.”

"Coursel ‘ave" Beth declared firmly. "Max."

"And Max is—"



"The heir to the duchy of Bororavia," Sarafinished for Lewis.

Lewislet hishead fdl heavily onto the pillow. "Oh, good Lord," he said.

Chapter 19

"He's not getting any better," shewhispered. "Why isn't he getting any better?'

Asthe dow winter days passed Lewissfever just kept getting higher. The wound was infected. She
suspected held devel oped pneumonia. He wasn't getting any better. All anybody could or would do was
stand around and shake their heads sympatheticaly. Sarawas at the point where she wanted to wring a
few sympathetic necks.

Sarakndlt on the hearth to add more wood to the fire. From there, she looked over her shoulder at
Lewiswho lay deeping on the cot across the room. The distance wasn't far, but Sarafelt it, not justin
inches but in time. Each of the one hundred and eighty-two years that separated them was between her
and the sick man on the bed. He was desperately ill and there was nothing she could do about it. "All he
probably needs are some antibiotics,” shesaid. "A few daysin intensve care, and hed befine.”

Saralooked a the ring; the little orange stone took on light from the fire. The glow was pretty, but it
didn't look in the least magicdl. It wasjust reflected light. "Well?' she demanded of it. "Can't you do
something?'

"No."

"Then what good areyou?' It took dmost more restraint than she had not to fling thering into thefire.
"I need some help here. Y ou hedled thisbody," she reminded it. "Y ou said she died from a heart
condition, but you fixed it."

"That was on August twenty-fourth,” the ring reminded her. "1 don't have the strength for that kind of
meagic right now."

"Well, you ought to!"
"He needs a doctor."

"1 know that!" she snapped, full of nervousanger. "But | can't get him one. The duke's forbidden
doctorsto treat Rom."



"1 know," the ring answered with stony patience. "But you're forgetting something very important.”

Sarasat back on her heds at the force of the redlization; then she shot to her feet. "Heisn't Rom!"

"Y ou're dow, but you do get things eventudly.” Thering's sarcastic voice rang in her head.

Sarahurried to Lewiss side. "Does the British embassy have a doctor?

"Yes" thering answered.

"Then | haveto get him to the embassy." She struck the hed of her hand against her forehead. "Why
didn't | think of this before?"

"Because you've been letting yoursdlf think like someone who belongs nearly two centuriesin your
padt,” thering replied. "Very dangerous. Disgustingly romantic.”

"Or maybe | just want him to be aRom. Which isequally dangerous and romantic," she added before
the ring could make any snide comments. "l just hope | haven't killed him."

"Get him to adoctor.”

Saratook her usua seat next to Lewiss bed and enfolded his hand in hers once more. She spent alot
of timejust Stting and holding his hand. He hadn't been lucid, or even redlly conscious, for days, but he
seemed to be comforted by the contact. She knew she was. "Let's be logical about this," she said.
"They're going to want some proof that thisguy is Lieutenant Lewis Morgan.”

"There are papersin the bardo,” theringtold her. "The clothes chest has afd se bottom.”

She sighed with relief. "That takes care of proving who heis. What about the brooch? They might not
help himif | don't turn it over with him.”

"Y ou don't trust the gajos to protect their own?"

"No," she admitted, "I don'. I've developed afew prgudices of my own in thelast few months."

"Not without cause,” it agreed. "Don't worry about the brooch. It belongs next to Lewiss heart.”

"But it's supposed to be given to the duke.”



"Don't worry about it," the ring repeated. "Y ou worry about your flesh-and-blood lover, I'll worry
about the ruby."

Fair enough. Since thering wouldn't tell her what was going on between it and the brooch anyway,
shemight aswell |et the magica being worry about the magica stuff.

"Fing" she said, and stood up. She looked down worriedly at Lewis, and brushed sweat-damp hair
off his hot forehead before saying, "I'll get those papers, then Mika can help me get him into the bardo. |
just hopetheridewon't kill him."

"It wont," thering assured her. "Hell befine."

Easy for thering to say, she thought as she | eft the sickroom. It wasimmortd.
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The butler looked from her to the wagon parked in front of the elegant residence, then beyond, to the
tall facade of the palace acrossthe street. Y ou don't belong here, girl," he said. He looked asif he
wished held never opened the door. "Be off with you."

"NOWW_"

"Gypsesare hot wel—"

"Shut up and listen!" Shethrust the lesther case holding Lewiss papersat him. ™Y ou will note that |
speak English," she said. Shedrew hersdf up to her full miniscule height and tried to match the butler's
arrogant look. Hewas very tal and she had to crane her neck to look him in the eye. "Take these papers
to Ambassador Tateimmediately.” She waved him away. "Be off with you.”

Thank God L ewis had mentioned the ambassador's name and she'd remembered it. Surprise broke
through the butler's coldly impassive demeanor as she spoke. The case wasthe Size of afile folder, of
brown lesther, with the gilded initids LM worked on the front. The papers she'd found in the case at the
bottom of the chest were sedled with impressive, officia-looking blobs of red wax. She'd decided it
might look better if shedidn't open them and find out what wasinsde. It might look more authenticif the
sedswereintact; after al, Lewiswas arriving under very odd circumstances.

The butler sniffed indignantly, but he took the case. "Wait here," he said. He stepped back and
dammed the door in her face.

"1 wouldn't think of going anywhere," Sarasaid, between clenched teeth, to the ornate brass door
knocker. It took her afew secondsto get her indignation under control. After she reminded hersalf afew



times that the important thing wasto get Lewisto adoctor she managed a philosophical shrug. Then she
turned warily to study her surroundings.

The street was narrow, paved in red brick. The wrought-iron fence of the palace and a group of
patrolling guards weren't very far away. Sara had not been comfortable parking the bardo so closeto the
palace but there hadn't been any choice. She just hoped she could get Lewis safely insde before the
Bororavian guards decided to amble across the street to see what was going on.

Fortunately she didn't have to wait long before the door opened again. The butler was back, but he'd
brought with him acouple of flunkiesin red-and-white uniforms, and a serious-looking man with graying
hair and expensvely tailored black clothes.

Themanin black sad, "Wherée's Lieutenant Morgan?"

Sarasghed with relief. "In the wagon. Hes very ill," she added as the man gestured the footmen
forward. "Do you have agtaff physcian?"

The man nodded curtly. "How was he injured?'

"A sword cut. When the soldiers attacked the Rom camp.”

"They thought he was agypsy?"

"Yes. Areyou Ambassador Tate?"

"1 am. Thank you for bringing him to us," he added as the footmen carefully carried Lewis up the
embassy dairs.

Sarastood aside to get out of their way as hewas carried insde. "He'sgoing to be dl right, isn't he?’
she asked the ambassador worriedly. She was starving for reassurance though she was aware that the
authoritative man didn't know any more about Lewis's chances than she did.

"I'm sure hell befine," Ambassador Tate said. He blocked her way when shetried to follow the
footmen ingde. "Thank you for your assstance, young woman. Well care for him from now on."

Saralooked up into chillingly blue eyes. "He needsme," she said. "Y ou don't understand,” she went
on, "I'm hiswife."

The man's expresson went from distantly polite to cynicaly amused. "Redly?!



Bad move, Sararedized, never mind that it was the truth. If Lewis wasn't able to accept their
marriage asthe truth, it was going to be worse with his countrymen. "I want to help nurse him." Shetried
another tack. "l just want to help.”

"Admirable," Ambassador Tate replied. "But not necessary.” He gestured toward the palace. "I don't
care one way or another for your kind, but Duke Alexander would frown on my harboring one of you.
Good day," he said firmly. He stepped back inside. The butler dammed the door in her face again before
Sara could say another word. The last thing she saw was his nasty, superior amile.

"No!" she screamed. She legpt forward, her shoulder jarring into the solid wood. She pounded on the
door. "Lewis!" She grabbed the brass knocker and banged it as forcefully as she could against the door.
She shouted until she was hoarse. Eventually the footmen regppeared. One of them was carrying a short
legther whip.
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"What were you doing at the English house?" Captain Rudeseko asked as he picked her up off the
dreet.

Sarawas thankful for dl the layers of clothing she was wearing. She was even more thankful neither of
the men had had any enthusiasm for their job. She thought they'd been more interested in getting her to
go away than in actudly hurting her. She was bruised and aching and humiliated, but not redly hurt. Shed
only pretended to be unconscious after she'd rolled down the steps to get the footmen to go away.
They'd gone.

She didn't know where the guard captain had come from. Then she remembered the embassy was
only afew feet from the palace. She wondered how much Rudeseko had seen.

"WeI?" he asked, tilting up her chin with hisfingers. "What were you doing there?'

A jolt of fear went through her a his question. It wouldn't help the Rom for the grand duke to find out
they'd been harboring a British spy. "Begging,” she answered him. Her gaze did away from him. "Just

begging, Sir.”

Hegrunted. "Odd," he said. "I thought you might have come looking for help for your husband.”

"Nol" shesaid, too quickly. "I was hungry. | wasjust begging for food.”

He made another suspicious sound, but he didn't challenge her story again. He gently wiped the
mixture of dirt and tears off her face. "L ooks as though you picked the wrong place. Are you hurt?'



She shook her head, and ignored the fact that it made her alittle dizzy. "No."

He smiled. "Good. I'd hate to have to take you to my lady for nursaing.”

“Ledy?

"Maxim's governess, Miss Meingtad. Were betrothed.” Hisfond smilewas not for Sara. "Denise
doesn't much carefor propriety. If you were hurt sheld indgst on caring for you.”

"That could be awkward,” Sarasaid dryly.

He nodded. "Y ou'd better get your cart out of here,” he added. "Before | haveto arrest you since you
arent hurt.”

Why hadn't he arrested her aready? she wondered. Never mind Denise, Rudeseko worked for the
duke. She carefully didn't ask questions as he guided her by the elbow and took her over to the bardo.

He helped her up on the seat and handed her thereins. "Go," he said. He dapped the horse nearest
him on the rump.

Saracdled "Thank you," asthewagon rolled forward, but her mind wasfar more onlosing Lewis
than on her encounter with the guard captain as she drove back to Mika's.

"It'sfor the best," thering kept saying. "Hell befine"

After awhile shedidn't know if it was the ring who kept repesting the wordsin her head, or if shewas
just talking to hersdlf. She did know she didn't believe it, no matter who was doing the talking.

Beng waswaiting at Mika's when she returned. He helped her with the horsesin slence. Oncethey'd
|eft the stables for cups of strong teafrom the samovar in the kitchen he said, "Why did you take Tomato
the British?"

Sarasat down heavily at the table. Shelooked up at the man who thought he was her father. Shefdt a
wave of affection for him as shelooked into hisworried gaze. She decided to tell him thetruth. "Heis
British," she said. "Not Anglo-Romany, not Caderash, but British."

Hedidn't look asif he believed her. She dmost smiled as she remembered how much Beng had
didiked Tomaorigindly. "Tomaisagajo?"



She nodded. "A British military officer. A spy."

He rubbed a hand across his stubbled jaw. "And agood one, I'll wager." .

"What?' Theréd been pride in Beng's voice when sheld expected him to be scoffing and furious.

"My son-in-law would be good at whatever he does,” Beng declared. "What does he call himself
when heisn't Toma?'

"Bond," she said without thinking, "James Bond. Why am | joking about this?* she asked, incredulous
at her own flippant words.

"Becauseif you don't laugh at thisit will crush you," the ring answered quickly.

"It'sreally LewisMorgan,” she corrected. "I don't know what I'm saying sometimes.”

"James Bond Lewis Morgan." Beng rubbed hisjaw again. "I've known Anglo-Romany named
Morgan. So my grandchildren will be called Morgan.”

"Yeah. | guess." She put her hand protectively over her abdomen, and sighed worriedly.

"Why did you take him to the gajo?" Beng asked again.

"There was nothing we could do for him. He needs a doctor.”

"What for?" Beng demanded. "So they can bleed the life out of him?* He shook a finger under her
nose. Y ou should have sent for awise woman, girl, not put your trust in gajo medicine.”

Maybe she should have. She didn't know. She just wanted Lewisto get well. She looked a Bengin
miserableslence.

Hesad, "Drink your tea"

Before she could Mika camein with two other men and a stout older woman. The woman wasthe
widow of aprinter named Madelinki. Her husband had been killed when the duke's soldiers had
destroyed his press. There was arumor that the press had been repaired. The two men sheld met before.
One was amerchant with abooth in the busy square near the palace. The other ran an employment
service that supplied domestic help to wealthy households. She had plansfor waysto use dl these

people.



While she couldn't put the worried thoughts of Lewis out of her mind, she made hersdf focus on the
reason she'd asked for this meeting. Maybe if she was able to concentrate on hope for Bororavias future
she wouldn't think too much about how bleak her own would be without Lewisinit.

Mikal got them seated around the kitchen table, then stepped back to stand guard by the door. With
everyone's attention centered on her, Saratook afortifying sip of strong teaand got started.

"Communications and reliable intelligence reporting are inva uable for what we haveto do. We haveto
know what the duke and his supporters are planning at al times so we can counter their every move. We
need to organize anetwork of spies.”

"We need wegpons,”" Beng said. "We can't fight the gajo without wegpons.”

"l know," she agreed. "But we aso need to know exactly how many we haveto fight and where
they're the most vulnerable and who will help us. A disorganized revolt isknown as ariot. Riots might
gtart revolutions, but they don't win them." Now, where had she gotten that dogan from? she asked
hersalf as Beng gave agrunt of agreement. Shelooked at Madam Maddlinki. "And we need to spread
the word of what we're doing, what the enemy is doing, and what needs to be donein every corner of
the country." She put her hands earnestly over the older woman's and |ooked deep into her worried eyes.
"l need your help.”

For some reason they listened to her. People had been listening to her ever since shedd arrived in
Bororavia. She didn't know why. Maybe she wasjust the only person who'd offered any solutionsto the
duke'styranny. She knew she wasjust stumbling around blindly, doing insane things and trying to sound
asif they made perfect sense. People were following her. She hoped it wasn't blindly. Maybe shewas
the Heroine of the Revolution.

She just hoped Lewislived long enough to be the Hero.
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"What about Captain Rudeseko?' Sarasaid.

She'd asked the question in response to Mikal's wondering who was going to lead the force they were
recruiting and training in the winter woods. He stared a her response, big brown eyesfull incredulity.
They were donein the kitchen for once. While Ana put the babies to bed they sat by the stove, drank
tea, and talked about the future.

"Well, why not?' she went on. One thing Saradidn't want to talk about was the present. The present
was ahorrible limbo of daysthat passed with no word on whether or not Lewiswas il dive. She had
set a congtant watch on the British embassy but no word had yet come back. She knew she was going to
have to get someone indde as a servant. Maybe she could get hired asascullery maid. But infiltrating the



British embassy wasn't the subject of the discussion; the coming confrontation with the duke's German
mercenaries was.

"Rudeseko?' Mikal scoffed. "He's captain of the guard!™

Sarafolded her hands around her glassteacup. "Y eah,” she agreed. "But | got the impression he
doexn't like hisjob very much.”

"He il won't Sde with peasants againgt the nobles.”

"That's why we're working to get the nobles on our side," she reminded him. "We know we can
depend on some of them aready. Rudeseko could help win over more.”

Mika snorted his disagreement as he picked up histea. Before the rim of the cup reached hislipsthe
man's big eyes got even wider with shock, and the cup dropped from his hands.

Asglass shattered on the tiled floor Sararose and whirled to face what had caused Mika's reaction.
Sheld been sitting with her back to the curtained doorway that led into the shop. When she saw the big
man standing in the entrance, one hand holding back the black curtain, she blurted out, "Captain
Rudeseko, we were just talking about you!

Dumb, shetold herself as he turned a puzzled look on her. Dumb, dumb, dumb. "I mean,” she went on
hadtily, "I was wondering about Max—nhis highness— and Miss Meingtad, and you." Her voicetrailed off
as he continued to gare. "Hi," shefinished lamey. Behind her, Mika busied himsdlf with cleaning up
spilled teaand broken glass.

"Good evening,” Rudeseko said at last. He moved from the doorway, filling up the room with hislarge
presence. His gaze didn't leave hers. ™Y our husband, how ishe?"

Sarawas at aloss a how to answer the grave question for afew moments. Finaly, she swallowed
hard and decided to say, "He's dead, Captain.”

Rudeseko nodded. "My apologies, Sara. I'm sorry for your loss," he went on, "but your loss makes
my duty eesier.”

"Duty?' The word came out as afrightened squeak. She backed up a step; then the solid table
stopped any further retreat. He took a step closer to her. She considered vaulting over the table and
running for the back door.

Rudeseko's hand closed around her forearm. She knew there was no breaking that grip. "I've cometo
take you to the palace,”" he said.



The palace? The mad duke's palace? The paace of the mad duke she was organizing arevolt againgt?
She was being arrested? Taken to prison? To be tortured? Executed? What if they questioned her?
Would she spill her guts? Betray her people?

"Oh, dear God," she whispered. She fdlt asif shewas going to faint.
"Gather your things," Rudessko said.

"Things?' she whispered. She shot afrightened glance at Mika, but Mikal was no longer in the room.
Off to gather up Anaand the children and escape, she hoped. "Things? Why would | need thingsin
prison?"

"1'm not taking you to prison,” the guard captain said. "'I'm taking you to the paace. Y ou, and your
guitar, and the child Beth have been sent for." He gave her areassuring smile. "Hurry up, it'sacold night
and the snow isgrowing thick outsde.”

Chapter 20

Fingers brushed across histemple, cool and light. "Do you think helll be returning to life any timein
18127

Lewis heard the words, but he didn't recognize the voice, and they certainly didn't make sense. What
year was it? Where was he?

"Sara? Where's Sara?' His hand groped out, encountered a fabric-clad arm. He clutched at the arm
and croaked, "Sara?’

"There he goes again," aweary, worried voice said. "1 thought you said the fever had broken, Dr.
Ames. He'sbeen deliriousfor afortnight.”

"Theinfectionismost insdious. The fever comes and goes. | bleed him, but the humors are not
cooling.”

"Sometimes | think Western medicineisusdless. | think I'll let Dr. Liang have alook a him."

"Liang!" Theindignant protest grated on Lewiss nerves. He was very nearly awake. Hetried
desperatdly to push himself further toward lucidity, but he smply couldn't make the fina effort. He was
forced to remain a mute victim while the man's anger ground over him. ™Y ou'd turn my patient over to
that heathen Chinaman you found in the sewers of India? That's madness, Tate!"



"Y ou're clearly not doing the man any good. Dr. Liang's ascholar, and afriend, so mind your tongue
when you spegk of him. | should have thought of cdling himin earlier. But hel's been holed up in hisroom
trandating some Sanskrit manuscripts for weeks and | very nearly forgot his existence.” The spesker
made athoughtful noise. "Y es, Ames, | definitely think Dr. Liang will bein charge of the lieutenant's case
from now on."

"Wdll"

Things banged, there was the heavy sound of feet stomping across a hardwood floor, a door
dammed. The noises hurt so much Lewiswanted to scream. Fingers brushed across histemple again.
Il%.d?l

"Y ou've seen the last of your gypsy temptress, lad. Y ou rest now."
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The next time Lewis came awake his head was full of memories of asmiling old man. The old man had
told him that he had lingered on even when the foreign-devil excuse for aphyscian had nearly killed him
because his soul wasintimately linked to the strength of another. They were two souls with much to work
out. Lewisvagudy remembered Saras saying, "Tell meabouit it," but the voice had been hisown.

The old man had aso stuck needles in him and massaged him and forced horrible concoctions down
histhroat. He had been faintly aware that the old man had been adoctor and that the whole regimen had
been by way of acurefor hisfestering wound and aching lungs. The whole experience had been far more
pleasant than the bleedings, purgings, and horrible concoctions held had forced on him during other
illnesses.

When he opened his eyes the old man was bending over him, hiswrinkled face very close. "Chinese,"
Lewis said. What voice he had was arasping whisper. "'l thought you were Rom. Y ou spoketo mein

Romeany."

The old man straightened, and proved to be barely five feet tal. He wore long black robestrimmed in
bands of scarlet and had along but not at al impressive white beard. His smile waswarm, and reveded
very few teeth. "I found your mixture of languages most interesting. When you spoke | answered in an
Indian dialect that you seemed to understand.” He stroked hislong beard. "1 have taken quite afew notes
of our very interesting exchanges.”

"India" Lewissad. "Sarasaid her people camefrom India."

"Well speek of thislater, Lieutenant. Before you ask," he added, "I have no ideawho or where Sara
is" He smiled, bowed, and |eft the room before Lewis could say anything else.



Lewisrested his head on apile of feather pillows and looked up at a ceiling full of naked-bottomed
cherubs painted in pink and gold. It would appear he was back in the civilized world. He had to admit he
didn't much care for the civilized world's taste in decorating. He felt dmost too week to run his hands
through his hair, but he did anyway, and found that someone had chopped most of it off.

"Damn!" he grumbled. "Don't they know aman's strength isin his hair? Foolish gajo, no wonder I've
been sick." He laughed weakly at'his own superstitious reaction, but he didn't like having had his hair cut.
"Sarawont likeit either.”

Where was Sara? He couldn't remember fedling her presence for the longest time. "'Probably of f
playing guitar somewhere," he grumbled. If he had oneriva it wasthe girl's blasted guitar. He smiled at
the memory of watching her play. Her music had been in hisdreams, but he didn't think she'd been there,
playing for himintheflesh.

The Chinese doctor had said he didn't know who or where she was. " That doesn't sound promising,”
Lewissaid, and threw back the bedcovers. When he tried to rise he fell back oh the pillows, weak asa
kitten. "Damn!™ he said, looking resentfully up at the cherubs rumps. "Damn, damn, damn.”

"Yes, well, you are gill something of aninvaid,” arich, familiar voice said. "Pity. Though you've been
missing a perfectly solendid winter, you lucky man.”

Lewisdowly turned his head to look at the man who'd spoken. He hadn't heard anyone comein. Or
perhaps the speaker had been there all dong, because when Lewisfinally spotted him, Sir Horace Tate
was standing next to atall window. The ambassador held back the velvet curtain with one hand while he
gazed out at swirling snow. Lewis became aware of the high howling of wind as Sir Horace turned and
approached the bed.

"I missIndia," the ambassador said. He put his hands behind his back. He gave Lewis an encouraging
smile. "Y ou've been swearing like the sailor you are for days now, that's how | knew you were going to
recover."

Sir Horace was an old friend. Lewis was happy to see him; he was happy to be dive; he had no time
for pleasantries. "Where's Sara?"

Sir Horace's ice blue eyes narrowed significantly. "'l thought it was the fever that had you obsessed
with the gypsy.”

"Where—"

"How the deuce would | know? Frankly | think you should be ashamed of yourself,” Sir Horace went
on gernly.



"Ashamed? But—"

"l don't know what nonsense you told the girl but she came here believing she was your wife. Shewas
in adesperate state. | had to have the butler threaten to have her beaten to get her off the doorstep.”

"What?" Oh, Lord, no! Lewis struggled to sit up. Panic gave him the strength he needed. ™Y ou did
what?" Sarawas hurt? When? How long had he beeniill?

"It was only athreat,” Sir Horace went on. "The poor mort deserved better for trying to save your
miserable hide but it was the only way to get her off the premises.”

"Well, why the devil didn't you let her in?" Lewis shouted at the ambassador. " She's my—"

"Hold your tongue," Sir Horace shouted back. "Lie down before you faint." He put ahand on Lewiss
shoulder and gently pushed him back onto the pillows. "Weve more important things to discuss than your

pretty ladybird.”

Lewisgrudgingly settled back on the bed. He closed hiseyes. "I haveto find her." He looked a Sir
Horaceagain. "Thisisdl my fault."

"It certainly is. Don't be darmed, al this happened weeks ago. She's back with her people, and has
forgotten about you, | should hope. Where's the brooch?”

"Shel's going to kill me, you know. She's going to be delighted I'm not dead, so she can kill me
hersdf."

"The gypsiesare afierce people,” Sir Horace agreed. "Did you get the brooch?’

"It'sworse than that. Y ou see, she hasthismagicring.”

"Magic ring? Lad, youre moreill than | thought.”

"I'mfine. She's not an ordinary Rom.”

"No?'

"No. She'sfrom the future, you know."

"Of coursesheis" Sir Horace said soothingly. "Dr. Liang must have been feeding you opium. Don't



worry, the delusonswill go away soon.”

"Thingsare different in the future,”" Lewiswent on. "Not better, just different. She said that. Sara.
She's proud, and intelligent and loving—and pregnant.” He sat bolt upright again. "Oh, God, the baby!"

"Y ou got the girl with child?' Sir Horace demanded angrily.

"I think s0. | know 0. She doesn't want to talk—"

"You swine." Sir Horace punched afist into his palm. "I wish I'd given her some sort of reward for
bringing you in. Shelll need it if she'sgot a hdf-caste bagtard to raise.”

Lewis seethed with anger at the man'swords. He al so winced with shame. "1 haveto find her."

"Yes," the ambassador agreed dryly. "1 rather think you do. Y ou should have taken better carein your
dedingswith the girl. When | received your letter saying you would be traveling with agypsy band | was
concerned you'd become friends with them. Now it seems you've done more than that.”

"Friends?" Lewis repeated. He closed hiseyes and let hishead drop wearily back onto the pillows.
"Oh, yes" hesad, groaning. "l mogt certainly have become friends.”

"Giveyoursdf timeand youll get over it."

"No," Lewissaid. "l won't."

"Hmm. | see. What you need right now isrest. But firgt," the British ambassador ingsted, "do tell me
where you've hidden that blasted ruby brooch so | can giveit to that fool of aduke.”

Maybe Sara had the brooch. The ring would have wanted Sarato keep the brooch. Then he
remembered how the ring wasinvisible most of the time. Maybe the brooch was the same. Helooked at
Sir Horace and said, "Bring me my vest. Or did you burn my Rom clothes?"

"The housekeeper wanted to." Sir Horace went to the door and gave orders to afootman waiting
outsde. A few minuteslater the footman came back with abundle of clothing. Sir Horace sorted it out.
He dropped al but the vest onto the floor, then handed the vest to Lewis.

He radiated impatience while he waited for Lewisto search the material. "I've no use for the grand
duke," he admitted. "He's a creature of whims and no honor. Personaly, | think hisruleis as doomed at
the late French king's. There's revolution brewing in the winter landscape of Duwd, but while Duke
Alexander rules| haveto deal with him. Having that brooch will make my job quite abit easier. He asks



about it daily. Asif it were some sort of magic talisman.”

"Perhapsitis" Lewissaid as he found the ruby pin. He unfastened it from the vest and held it out to
Sir Horace.

"It'smerely agoodwill token,” Sir Horace said as he peered a the jewel on Lewisspam. "Though a
fine-looking one." Hetook it from him. "Where the devil did you hide the thing, lad?"

Lewis supposed it was safer to ignore any reference to magic. He'd already said too much about the
ring. So he shrugged and offered ady amile. "I have my ways."

Sir Horace returned his smile. "So you do. Y ou'd best rest now." The ambassador went to the door.
"I suppose you'l belooking for your gypsy girl as soon as you'refit enough to get about.”

"Yes'" Lewissad, "l certainly will."

The man nodded. "Good. I've decided | want you to keep up your contacts with the gypsies.”

"Why?" Lewis asked suspicioudy.

"Rumor hasit that the gypses are at the heart of the growing unrest.”

Lewis concealed arush of excitement. "Oh?" he said blandly. Asif he didn't dready know who was at
the heart of the rebellion.

Sir Horace nodded again, then glanced toward the window. "I don't imagine you'll have any difficulty
finding your Sara," he said. "The gypsies set awatch on the embassy weeks ago.”

"What?'

"They haven't been subtle about it, and I'm not blind. Or deaf. Every now and then the palace guard
driveshim away, but he dways comes back. So, when you're up to it, you can have alittle chat with the
gentleman who begs and plays violin on the corner.”
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"Y ou'll be accompanying meto the palace tonight,” Sir Horace said as he entered Lewiss room.
Lewislooked at him inthe mirror as he finished dressing. "Duke Alexander wishes to meet you," the
ambassador went on.



Hewas going to find Sara, and the devil with the duke. There was no use mentioning thisto his
amiable superior, however. He finished tying an eaborate knot in the stiffly starched whitestock before
answering. "Why would the duke want to meet me?”'

Sir Horace sighed. "The duke and | were discussing circus acts. The duke loves those sorts of
performers even though he's outlawed public entertainments. | made the mistake of mentioning that | have
ayoung man on my staff who was adab hand at juggling.”

Lewiss eyebrows went up. "Juggle?"

"With knives. Y ou can sill managethe fest, | trust?"

"l believe 0," Lewis admitted modestly. He shook his head. "There are food riots on the docks and
the duke is having another banquet?’

The ambassador nodded. "This oneisto celebrate Bororavian and British goodwill. They're stringing
banners as decoration from the embassy to the palace even as we speak.”

"I've heard the hammering since dawn."

"Asfor the disturbance near the harbor,” Sir Horace told him, "I suspect the rebelswere merely
staging adiversion so they could raid the East India Company warehouse where we're storing the arms
shipment we haven't yet turned over to the duke.”

Lewiswhirled from the mirror. "We're supplying the Bororavian army? Did the rebel s get the
wegpons?'

"We're dangling the weapons for some treaty concessions. And, no, the rebelsfailed to get their hands
onthem. Thistime," he added with an enigmatic smile. "l redly didike Duke Alexander.”

Lewiswas chafing to get out of the house. Sir Horace's tailor had provided him with afine wardrobe.
He'd been offered the services of avalet but preferred taking care of himself. He knew he might not look
thefirgt stare of fashion at present, but he was presentable.

Hefdtfit at last, and Dr. Liang had findly given him permission to venture out. The ambassador was
too wary of the duke's spiesto let him send any messages while he recovered. Sir Horace had no
objection to histaking astroll to enjoy the brutdly crisp air. He was going to Saratoday, which was dl
that mattered.

He picked up the heavy caped coat he'd laid out on the bed. He put it on, then a beaver hat, not that
he thought the bloody thing was going to keep hisfashionably shorn head warm. A gentleman didn't



worry about such inconveniences as the weather. Or so Beau Brummel, the dictator of fashion, would
inss. Beau Brummel had obvioudy never spent awinter in Bororavia.

"I'll be off now," Lewissaid.

Sir Horace nodded and opened the bedroom door for him. “Good hunting, lad.”

Lewiswas momentarily stunned by the cold as he stepped out-of-doors for the first time in severa
months. Overhead the flags of Britain and Bororavia, suspended from astrong rope, flapped sharply in
the high wind. Lewis gave them a passing glance as he hurried down to the Stret.

He had some memory of December, but then time had disappeared in afever haze and he was just
now stepping into February. He worried about what had happened to Sarain the intervening weeks.
Time might have stopped for him, but he was sure she was caught up in the dangerous center of the
rebdlion.

"Well just see about that,” he said as he strode up the cobbled street to the ragged street musician
who stood on the corner, sawing inexpertly on aFiddle.

Lewisthrew acoininto the hat at the man'sfeet astheir gazes warily met. "Hello, Beng,” he said. "l
didn't know you played the vialin."

"Vagtarnyi was sick today," Beng said. As helowered the violin helooked Lewisover criticaly. "l
aways thought you looked too much likea gajo, boy." Lewisflinched as Beng lunged toward him, but
he was caught up in atight hug before he could duck away. "1t'sgood to know youre dive."

Lewisthrew off hissurprise at this show of affection. He stepped back from Beng's arms and asked
anxioudy, "Sara? Where's Sara?"

Beng shook his head. "The cossacks took her away."

Fear colder than the Bororavian winter clutched atight fist around Lewiss heart. "Away? Where?'

Beng pointed toward the white marble edifice of the palace. " She was taken by the guard captain.”

Oh, God, Lewisthought. Not just arrested, but probably arrested for high treason. Was she even
aive? She must be; surdly he would have felt her death wrench his soul. Besides, the duke preferred
gaudy public executions. The whole country would know if she were dead.

He remembered the guard captain camly studying him when held been lying sick a Mikd's. "Captain



Rudessko."

"That'sthe big cossack's name," Beng agreed. He touched Lewiss shoulder. "1 been thinking maybe
you tak to the captain. Maybe he listen to arich Englishman.”

Lewis nodded dowly, grasping for any planto help Sara. "I'll talk to him." Hed do more than talk to
the man if Sarahad been harmed in any way.

Beng pushed him back toward the embassy. ™Y ou go, then, Toma James Bond Lewis Morgan. Y ou
free your wife from the mad duke.”

"l will," Lewispromised. "I'll dojust that.”
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Lewis prowled the perimeter of Sir Horace's study one moretime. "Y ou don't understand! An
innocent woman has been imprisoned!”

Sir Horace folded his hands on the table before him. "Innocent? Didn't you tell methe girl was
organizing the rebdlion?’

"I nnocent—except for that,” Lewis conceded.

"Then her arrest was perfectly judtified.”

"What has justice got to do with anything?' Lewisraged. "We're dedling with adictator here! Thisisa
righteous revolution!" Lewis stopped pacing as his own words rang in his head. When had he cometo
believein revolution? "L egdity doesn't matter," he proclamed. "We haveto save Sara”

"We? Why?"

Lewis hunted for areason that might appear practical to the ambassador. "What if the duke rgjectsthe
treaty? Y ou told me he's making more demands than you can accept. What if you can use the rebels
againg him? Don't tell me you aren't dready congdering the possibility.”

Sir Horace nodded reluctantly. "But | don't know what | can do for your young woman."

Lewis cameforward. He leaned across the table, his hands flat on the smooth surface of the wood.
Voicelowered he said, "L et metak to Rudeseko. Perhaps he can be bribed into releasing one femae



prisoner.”

Sir Horacelooked asif held just tasted something sour. " Get dressed for dinner,” wasdl hesad. "If
you should by chance meet Captain Rudeseko at the paace thisevening | certainly have no control over
any private conversation you might havewith him."

Lewisnodded. "l redlize, of course, that the British government has no knowledge of my private
affairs. How much am | authorized to offer for Sarasrelease?" he asked.

"Asmuch asit takes," Sir Horace answered. " Since I'm sure you intend to anyway."

Lewis amiled. "I'm so glad we understand each other, Sir Horace."
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"Theruby islovely, Sr Horace," the grand duke said with abeaming smile. He touched the brooch
pinned to the lapel of hisgold satin coat. The ambassador, seated next to him at the banquet table,
nodded agreeably. "But I've been thinking that | should like some new diamondsto go with it,” the duke
went on.

"Indeed, Y our Highness?' Sir Horace said cautioudly.

"Yes. I'mtold Indiaisthe place for diamonds. | think | should liketo goto India. Y ou've beento
India, haven't you, Sir Horace?"

"Yes. | served the Crown and the East India Company for many pleasant years there.”

"Do you know about Hindus?'

"l do."

"I'm told their sexud practices are amazing."

Sir Horace gave asmdl, polite cough. "Perhaps my physician, Dr. Liang, could be of assstance with
such knowledge.”

"Splendid!" the grand duke exclaimed. He dapped the table, rattling the chinaand silverware. "Send
for the heathen. And arrange to give me apdacein India



"A paace?' Sir Horace asked.

"The English have plenty of Indian palacesto spare. I've decided | want one. And diamonds," he
added. "Lots of diamonds."

"1 shdl convey your requests to London immediately, Y our Highness.”

“Splendid.”

Lewis, watching from the seet opposite the ambassador, was amazed at the man's ability to retain his
bland affability through each outrageous demand. The duke, he had decided the moment he'd been
ushered into the same room with him, was mad. The mad duke, as Sara had so often referred to him,
wastal and handsome, except for his staring blue eyes and darting movements. To Lewis helooked like
an opium-egting heron in need of afresh pipe. His demeanor was arrogant, but no more than any ruler's.
His behavior, however, was dangeroudy erratic.

So far, during the long evening medl, held ordered his mistress banished to a convent for wearing a
dress the same color as his coat. Thiswas after being reminded that he had chosen the poor woman's
dresshimsdlf. Then held regaled his dinner guests with readings of various broadsheets that had been
published about him by an underground press.

No one had known whether they were supposed to laugh, jeer, or gpplaud as he read the newsto
them. The grand duke had merely looked up briefly as he tossed each sheet of paper to the floor, then
gone back to reading. He frequently guffawed, but his court sat in miserable slence through the medl.
Lewis had been relieved when Duke Alexander turned his attention to the British ambassador.

Through it al, while he pecked at the splendid med and tried to be ignored by the mad duke, Lewis
worried about Sara. He tried to frame the words he would say to Captain Rudeseko if he ever got the
chance to gpproach the man standing watchfully by the banquet hall doorway.

Lewiswas s0 caught up in his own thoughts that he didn't react at first when Duke Alexander said.
"Now wewill have the English juggler. Then musc.”

Silencefollowed the duke's statement. A silence so penetrating that Lewis eventually noticed it and
looked up. To find everyonein the room staring a him.

"What?" he asked, looking to Sir Horace for direction.

Sir Horace looked pained. "His Highness wishes to see you juggle, Lieutenant.”

He'd been so intent on saving Sarathat he'd forgotten why he'd been invited to the palace in the first



place. Lewis stood ingtantly. He bowed to the grand duke and started gathering up cutlery. The woman
he loved wasin terrible danger. His mind was full of images of the horror she must be enduring, but the
performance must go on.

Chapter 21

"What was that?"

"A bi-dextrd hammer-on," Sarasaid when shefinished playing. Maxim continued to are up at her in
extreme confusion from his seat on the nursery floor. Then he and Beth exchanged long-suffering looks.

After amoment Saragrasped what hed been asking. " Oh, you mean the song. Sort of kind of vaguely
VanHden"

"It was pretty,” Max told her. "I like what you play better than what my music master teaches me.”

"That'smy little head-banger." She reached out to ruffle his curly hair, then put the guitar down. "'l love
thisthing but I missdectricity. I've got an Ibanez VVoyager a home," shetold the attentive children.
"Modtly | just run it through a practice amp and use headphones, but sometimes| crank up the Crate to
ten and drive the neighborsto drink.” She sighed wistfully. "1 bet they don't missmeat dl. Mrs. Dahl
swore | was making her cat go bald. Persondly, I think it was her son who's got this garage band that's
redly into grunge. Seattle's anice town but | wish they'd keep their music to themselves, except for
Queengryche, of course. Do you think Lewisisal right?'

Beth shook her head. She got up and went over to Denise as the governess came into the bedroom
from the schoolroom. "Sarastaking crazy again.”

Saraknew she was. She babbled constantly when she wasn't occupied with practical matters. She
would gart talking and say anything that came into her head to keep from thinking about the only thing
that redlly mattered. Oh, the revolution mattered, but there was only so much time she could spend being
the salfless political organizer, especialy since she was forced to work from inside the guarded walls of
the pdace.

Denise put her arm around Beth's shoulder and they crossed to where Sara sat with Max. Beth was
dressed in awhite dress with awide blue sash, and blue ribbons were fastened in her shining hair. Max
adored Beth and ingsted that his constant companion have the best of everything. Not only did Max
adore her, s0 did his governess. Sara had to admit that shewas alittle jealous of the close reationship
Beth had devel oped with Denise. She was a so delighted that Denise and Max were capable of
channdling the girl'swild nature in more civilized directions. She certainly hadn't had any taent for it.

"I'm going to make aterrible mother," she said as Denise came up and took a seat beside her on the



closed lid of thetoy chest.

"Nonsense," Denise assured her briskly. ™Y ou look lovely," she added.

Like Beth, Sarano longer wore rags. She was a privileged and pampered court musician, until such
time as the duke remembered she was Rom and decided to have her executed. Because she might be
caled to perform at tonight's banquet she was dressed in agown of deep red velvet with matching
hothouse rosestwined in her hair.

"Thank you," Saraanswered belatedly after she realized sheld been staring off into space for awhile.
Had leaving him at the embassy been the right thing? Why hadn't word gotten back to her about him yet?
What was the use of setting up an intelligence network if nobody had the intelligence to report to the
person in charge? Which wasn't fair since she got plenty of news from the outside, just none of it the
news she was praying for.

"I'm not sure it's such agood ideato use the children as couriers,” Denise said, asif shed read Saras
thoughts. "Don't you think Maxim's father might get abit upset with him if he knew the boy was working
to overthrow hisrule?'

"Hed have my head cut off," Max said confidently. "Beth and 1 are careful," he added.

"Perhaps," Denise agreed. "But it isn't wisefor you to keep sneaking out of the palace. | redize you're
only trying to help your people, and that's very commendable, but it'sinterfering with your lessons.”

Saradidn't understand Denise Meingtad at dl, but sheliked her alot. ™Y ou're right about using the
kids," Saraagreed. "Clever asthey are, I'm worried about their getting caught.”

"Wewon't!" Beth spoke up.

Before Sara or Denise could answer they were disturbed by aknock on the door. A maid stuck her
head in amoment later, and said, "Y ou've been sent for, Sara.”

Sarasighed tiredly and picked up her guitar. She wastired and her back ached and being near the
duke made her skin crawl, but she had no choice but to go. She was one of anumber of entertainers
imprisoned in the palace, well treated but permanently at the duke's beck and call. At least tonight wasa
smple party gig. She'd spent severd nights since she'd been brought here in the duke's bedchamber,
playing blindfolded, providing music for orgies going on only afew feet from whereshe s&t. It had dll
been terribly embarrassing.

"You'd better hurry," Denise encouraged her as Sarawal ked reluctantly toward the door. "I'll get the
children to bed, and by the time you're done I'll have some hot cocoawaiting for you. With schnapps,”



she added with awarm smile,

"Not in my condition," Sarasaid.

"Which you don't want to talk about,” Denise added for her.

"But thanksfor the hot chocolate. I'm going to need it."

Max came up to her and took her hand before she could leave. She turned to him. "I'm sorry, Sara,”
he said earnestly.

Sararuffled his curls. "' For what, sveetheart?'

"For mentioning you and Beth to my father. He never would have had you brought hereif | hadn't told
him how much | enjoyed your playing. I'm not sorry | said | wanted Beth for a playmate, but | didn't
mean to make elther of you prisoners.”

"I know that, honey," she answered. "It'sdl right.”

"Now you can't ever leave. It'sdl my fault. So | don't want to stop being your courier,” he added in a
whisper. "'l want to help you save the country.”

Beth came up and touched Max on the shoulders. " She's got to go now,” shetold him firmly. "Come
on, we're going to 'ave—have—a story."

"It bedl right," Saraassured Max. She smiled a Beth. "Good night, kid."

"'Night, Sara," Beth said as she tugged the heir to the duchy of Bororavia back toward hiswaiting
governess.

"Everything'sgoing to bedl right,” Sarasaid to hersdf as sheleft the nursery to hurry to the banquet
hall. "Please, God, let Lewisbedl right too."
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"A pity you weren't here earlier,” Stefan Rudeseko said to her as he met her in the corridor outside the
banquet hall. He paused to add asmall, forma bow to the smile hewas dready giving her. ™Y ou look
beautiful tonight, Sara."



Sarareturned his smile. Captain Rudeseko was invariably palite, invariably kind, and heinvarigbly
turned ablind eye to her subversive activities. It was because of him that shefelt safer insde the pdace
than outside, where the duke's mercenaries were ruthlesdy searching for the leader of the rebellion. She
knew that besides her own effortsto overthrow Duke Alexander with apopular uprising there were
factionsingde the court looking to depose him. Everybody approached Rudeseko for help eventually,
but the guard captain remained loyd to the ruling family.

To Sarathat meant that Stefan Rudeseko was going to protect Max from al comers. Sheliked him
for hisloydty to thekid. It was dso why she knew he was eventually going to give his complete support
to her instead of anyone e se trying to take over the rule of Bororavia. He knew sheld never let anything
happen to Max, either. After dl, besdesredly liking the kid, she knew Bororavian history.

Thiswas neither the time or placeto discuss palitics. "Why should | have been here earlier?’ she
asked him as he offered hisarm to escort her into the hall.

"There was ajuggler invited to dinner,” he answered. "Asfine as any gypsy entertainer, but brought by
the English ambassador. A fearlessfellow who juggled knives”

"Oh?" Sarasaid, more out of politenessthan curiosity. Then she halted in her tracks asthey reached
the wide double doors. She looked up slowly to meet Rudeseko's mild gaze. Her heart was beginning to
hammer s0 heavily she could barely hear hersdf speak. "Did you say knives?'

He nodded. "A familiar-looking fellow," he added. "But | couldn't quite place him."

"Blue eyes?' she questioned eagerly. "Black hair? A sharp, triangular face? Medium height? Kind of
skinny but with aredly great butt?"

"Guysdon't noticethat kind of stuff,” the ring pointed out. "Of courseit'shim.”

"How do you know?" she demanded before she redlized she was spesking out loud to thering. The
ring hadn't said anything in weeks. She figured it was sulking even though it had voluntarily given up the
brooch to help Lewis.

"How do | know what?' Rudeseko asked. "That the fellow looks familiar? He does. And you've
described him well enough, though | didn't actually look at his butt.”

"I know it'shim," thering told her, "because | can sense his presence near the brooch. They belong
together theway you and | do."

Lewiswasdive! Lewiswasdivel Lewiswasdivel And well and in the next room. What was she
waiting for? Saravery nearly jumped up and down with happiness. Grinning like afool, she punched the



ar with afis and crowed, "Yed"

Guards and servantsin the hallway looked at her strangdly, but Captain Rudeseko just gave an
accepting nod. "So," he said. "'l suspected as much.”" He rubbed his strongly cleft chin. "Best not to cause
ascene." Sarawas ready to rush into the banquet room and start shouting for Lewis. Rudeseko firmly
took her arm again. "Comewith me."

He drew her into anearby alcove where atall gold fountain bubbled like overflowing champagne into
acircular basefilled with white and yelow water lilies. Therewasamura of ablooming rain forest
painted on the little room's walls. Gold planters of scarlet and pink and purple orchids bloomed beneath a
glittering crystal chanddier. He gently pushed her onto one of the curving marble benchesthat circled the
fountain.

"Wait here"

She complied in frugtration. She'd give him five minutesto bring Lewisto her, no more; then shewas
going to find him hersalf. Meanwhile, to keep from pacing or screaming with impatience she remembered
shewas carrying her guitar. Shefiddled with the tuning for abit, then Sarted to play.
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Lewiswas happy enough to escape from the banquet. The doors connecting the dining room with the
ballroom had been opened and Duke Alexander was busy conducting the orchestraat present. The result
was not pretty. People were trying to dance to the noise, anyway, which meant dodging around the
edges of the crowd to avoid couples lurching to what was supposed to be awatz. He felt momentarily
safer once he and Rudeseko werein the hallway.

What he wasn't happy about was that it was the captain of the palace guards who had asked for a
word in private with him. Of course he was anxious for a private word with the man, but being singled
out by the captain held darming possibilitiesto Lewis.

"Yes?' he demanded before Rudeseko could say anything.

" think you'll want to be done for awhile," the captain said, motioning him toward an open door.
Lewis could see flowers and dancing water beyond. Then he heard the music. A string instrument being
strummed so Softly it was bardly audible above the muffled sound coming from the ballroom.

His heart twisted with joy. "Sara?"

"I'll return shortly," Rudeseko added as Lewis hurried forward. Lewis paid no atention to him.



She looked up as he entered, her eyesfilled with delight as she saw him. He grinned like amadman
and hurried to her. The guitar dropped to the floor with athrumming thud when she jumped up to meet
him.

"Youredive!" they said together.

Then they laughed and their lips met in ahungry, desperate kiss. At some point Lewis tasted the sdt of
tears, whether they were hisor hers he didn't know. "Oh, Lord, Sara," he whispered after awhile. "I've
been scared to death.”

"Metoo." Sherubbed her head againgt his shoulder. "Youredive." Shelifted her head and looked at
him. "Youvelogt weight."

He hdd her away from him, hishands on her waist. "Y ou've gained some weight."

Saraput her hands on his shoulders. "'l don't want to talk about it,” she said automatically. She
touched hishair. "Oh, Lewis, | liked it long."

"1t grow." He pulled her close again. She smelled of roses and he fdt the softness of velvet under his
hands. "Y ou are so beautiful,” hetold her; then he chuckled just before their lips met again.

Saras head pulled back. "What's so funny?" she demanded with narrowed eyes.

"l am," he acknowledged. "I am." He shook his head. "I am such afool.”

"Yeah, okay, I'll go dong with that,” she agreed.

He gave her an amused glower. "'I'm your long-lost—"

"Own True Love"

"Y ou're supposed to say I'm wonderful and would never, ever act likeafool."

"Yeah, but | know better," she reminded him. "We're both fools, okay? Now let'sfool around.”

"| thought you wanted to know why | laughed.”

"It could wait."



Herecdled that they werein the middle of the enemy camp. They might not have much time, and
there were some things he needed to say. "I love you," wasthefirst one.

"l loveyoutoo." Sheruffled hisshort hair. "1 love you so much.”

"Eventhough I'm afool.”

She stepped back and crossed her arms. "'1'm horny and you want to talk. Y ou could drive me to
drink, LewisMorgan, if | weren't, well, you know."

"With child," he said, and gave her alook that dared her to deny it.

Shewinced, but said, "Yeah. That."

"With my child."

Her hands went to her hips, and fire blazed in her dark eyes. "And just who else would be the father?”

He held hishands up in front of him. "No one. My baby. I'm delighted.”

"Y ou'd better be, you lying gajo scum.”

His heart warmed at her words. "Sheloves me," he announced to the orchids. " Sheredly lovesme.”

"| thought you were dead," she said, turning serious once more. "'l was so afraid for you."

"] thought you were imprisoned,” hetold her. "I was going mad with fear of what they'd doneto you."

"Oh, redly." She grew sarcadtic. "Worry from the man who was going to send me to the prison hulks."

Hefdt the color draining out of hisface. He couldn't look at her when he spoke. "That was—" He
made a hel pless gesture. "A lifetime ago.”

The dark red velvet dress suited her like nothing else held ever seen her in. He found himself
wondering how she dressed in the time she realy came from. More importantly, he remembered in detail
everything shed worn since sheld appeared in histime. And everything she hadn't worn, aswell. He
shook his head. "It's taken me so long to redlize that you're you. Y oure the same, no matter what you're
wearing or where you are, you are you." He paused. "Y ou've become more real to me every moment
I've known you. And I've become a stranger to mysdlf in the process. | love you. What you are doesn't



meatter, but what | am does."

Sara put the guitar on the bench, then folded her hands across her somach. " Are you going to grove
over tregting me like an object? A pawn? A less than human thing?'

"l was planning oniit,” he said. "Y ou deserve athousand apologies.”

She shook her head. "One's enough. Accepted. Let'sjust cut to the chase, okay?'

He sat down beside her. The guitar was between them. "I don't understand,” hetold her.

"l know. It'sthis classthing. Y ou were raised to think your classis better than anyone elsg's. Yourea
preppy, hon. Worse, you're an English noble who's scared to desth he won't be accepted anymoreif he
makes one little false move—Ilike marrying aRom.” She reached across the guitar to put her hand over
his. "You just haveto get over it, babe."

"l am over it." He spoke with painful downess, because turning hisback on the only life hed ever
known was hard even though she was worth it. She was the only thing that made the future they were
going to have bearable. "I'm taking you homewith me," he said. "I'll make you my wife no matter what
my father or anyone says.”

Sards hand tightened painfully on his. "Damniit, Lewis, | am your wifel" shetold him. "And it doesn't
have to be that bad. I've got other plansin mind."

Before he could ask what precisely she had in mind Rudeseko camein. Sir Horace waswith him.
Lewis stood protectively over Sara as the men entered.

Sarastood, and glared at the ambassador. "Oh, it'syou,” she said. "Bring your horsewhip along?’

Sir Horace looked startled. "I beg your pardon, young woman?'

"That'sMrs. Morgan to you," she said haughtily. "Isn't it, Lewis?'

“|—uh—"

"Lewid"

"Y ou're wanted now, Sara," Rudeseko said before he could find any words.



The guard captain gave him a searching look, and Lewis shook his head. Saraobvioudy didn't seethe
danger she placed hersdf in by claming arelationship with a British spy. She didn't seem to fear
Rudeseko, and it was Rudeseko who had arranged their reunion. But why? Lewis had to be cautious for
both of them until he found out on whose side the captain was playing.

"Now, Sara," Rudeseko ordered. "His Highnessis asking for you." The man's gaze swept over Lewis
and the ambassador. "My master is not one to be kept waiting,” he reminded them. "Go, Sara," he said
when she hesitated. "I'll deal with these two."

She grumbled a curse, but grabbed her guitar and hurried out the door.

Lewis squared his shoulders and faced the big Bororavian. " After the performance,” he announced,
"Saraisleaving with me"

"Sara," hewasinformed, "isthe permanent guest of the Grand Duke Alexander. She staysin the
paace, Englishman.”

"She goeswith me.”

"My boy," Sir Horace said warningly.

"She leaves with me, and you're not going to sop me."
"l am,” Rudeseko replied camly.

"Y ou and what army?" Lewis asked.

"No army," the captain answered with adow amile. "'l do have the palace guard under my command,
if yourecdl."

Which, of course, Lewis hadn't.

Chapter 22

"We might have been able to reason with the man if you hadn't ingsted on causing such arow,” Sir
Horace complained as the embassy door closed behind them. He handed his coat to the butler. "That is
thefirst timein my long career that | have ever been forcibly gected from acelebration held in my
honor."



Lewisdid not want to talk about it. "I've got to get Saraout of there," he said, pacing up and down
the embassy'sfront hal. He started for the door but Sir Horace stepped in front of him.

"Y oung man," he announced angrily, "we have more important mattersto discuss than your lovelife.”

"No, wedon't,” Lewisanswered shortly. "Get out of my way," he ordered his superior. "I'm going
back to the palace.

"Y ou're doing no such thing." Sir Horace put hishand on hisarm. "Not just yet, anyway. Tomorrow is
soon enough. Y our ladybird is quite safe for now."

The man's words were so calmly reassuring they dmost penetrated the red fog of anger that had come
over Lewiswhen Rudeseko had refused to let Saraleave. He camed down enough to redlize that
arguing with the ambassador wasfutile. He sghed. "Very well," hesad. "I'll stay put. For now."

"Good." Sir Horace urged him toward his study. "Come dong, have a brandy with me. We need to
talk." The butler hurried ahead of them to serve the drinks. Lewiswould rather have gone straight to his
room instead of wasting time, but he went reluctantly aong with the older man.

"l have atask for you," the ambassador said when they were aone.

Lewis stood by the window, looking across the street to the palace. Outside, the flags hung like drying
laundry in the still night air. He could see Sir Horace's reflection in the glass. The older man stood by the
fireplace, swirling asnifter of brandy in one hand. Lewis had decided to decline the offer of adrink; he
wanted to keep his head clear.

If he didn't get on with the conversation held be here al night. "What task?" he asked roughly.

He'd wanted adirect answer, but instead Sir Horace said, "I've had quite enough of the duke. I'm
beginning to see why dl the broadsides he read to us tonight refer to him as the mad duke. A palacein
India, indeed! My boy, something has to be done about that madman!”

" S0 you can get the treaty signed and go home?" Lewis found himsdf asking. It annoyed him that he
was going to alow himsef to be drawn into apolitical discussion when he had amore important task to
perform. He turned from the window. "Y ou've decided to aid one of the factionsin overthrowing the
madman,” he guessed. "It must be the Rom faction, or you wouldn't need my help.”

"Just 0," Sir Horace agreed with an emphatic nod. He put his glass on the mantel and crossed the
room to hiswriting table. Lewis came to stand beside the table while Sir Horace opened adrawer and
brought out akey. "That opens the East India Company warehouse on the docks," hetold Lewis.



"The one where the weapons are stored?

Sir Horace nodded. He tossed the key to Lewis. "'l want you to deliver it to the gypsy leader. This
evening. Why are you grinning at me like that, you insolent pup?'

Lewisdidn't just grin; he threw back his head and laughed. When he stopped laughing Sir Horace was
looking more disgruntled than before. "Because," hetold hisold friend, "the Rom leader isthe girl you
wouldn't et me rescue earlier tonight.”

Dark brows drew down over Sir Horace's sharp blue eyes. "Saraistruly the one leading the
rebdlion?You're sure?' Lewisnodded. "l thought you were joking. Thet prety little gypsy girl?' he
asked, obvioudy not willing to believe that Sarawas more than just one of the rebels. Lewis nodded
agan. "Your ladybird?'

"My wife," Lewis corrected firmly. He was surprised that he didn't fed odd findly saying it. Just a
great dedl of pride. The memory of kneding with her in the firdight and sharing bread and salt and vows
flashed through hismind. Of course she was hiswife.

"So she'syour wife now, isshe?' Sir Horace questioned. " Since when?”

"She'saways been my wife" Lewisadmitted. " just didn't know it until amoment ago.”

"Well. | see” Sir Horace shook his head; then he smiled conspiratoridly. "1 suppose you'll just haveto
go rescue her then, won't you?”'

"Yes" Lewissad, affectionately smiling at the ambassador. He looked toward the window. "Don't
worry, Sir Horace, | haveaplan.”
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Lewiswas glad there was no wind and that the night was dark and that the flag rope was a strong
one. Hewasn't at al happy about the frigid temperature. He was in stocking feet, with his shoestucked in
the pockets of hisblack coat, standing on the roof of the embassy. He looked at the rope stretched
across the narrow distance between it and the palace roof, then reached afoot out to test it delicately
one moretime. It seemed taut enough. He nodded and edged forward.

In amoment both feet were on the rope, hisarms held out at his sdesfor balance. The rope was stiff
with the cold. So were histoes. He took another cautious step. He wanted to run, just to get it over with,
but he was out of practice, so it was very important to make himself move with ddliberate care. He took
each step dowly; it seemed asif it took yearsto cros the street on the rope dung two stories aboveit.



Thefal was not along one, he reminded himself as heinched aong, but he couldn't afford the noise of
crashing down to theicy cobbles, never mind the prospect of arather messy death. The point was not to
dert any guards. Faling might not kill him, but thiswas aone-way trip. Theimportant thing wasto be
unseen, to get in, get to Sara, and find away out. She was no tightrope walker. No time to worry about
how they were getting out just now, he knew. Onething at atime. One step a atime.

He was swesting despite the cold when he reached the other roof. He let out a sigh once he was
standing on the flat, gravelly surface, and hurriedly put his shoes on. Once shod he looked around for a
way into the building. He moved forward, trying to be silent, hoping his tread would not be heard in the
servants quartersthat must be tucked in the attics below the roof. Sir Horace had told him that he'd
never noticed any guards patrolling the palace roof. As Lewiscircled above rearing rows of chimney
pots, searching for an entrance, he prayed he was alone while cursing the darkness at the sametime.

The opposite side of the roof wasin dark shadow, caused by the curving wall of amarble facade that
reared above the actual roofline. Lewis headed for the wall, hoping to find the access door hidden by the
facade. The door he was searching for opened and asmall cloaked figure stepped out just as he reached
thewal.

His prayerswere answered. "Sara?" he whispered, hurrying the short distance forward.

"Stefan?' awoman's voice questioned as she turned hisway.

Lewisfrozein histracks, afist of disgppointment tightening around his heart. "Y ou're not Sara™

The woman threw back her hood. Even in thefaint light he could tell her hair was pae blond. "You're
not Stefan,” she said.

Where had he heard that voice before? He associated it with music. And pain. He recalled the back
room at Mika's, and the visit from the child, and his governess. "Miss Meingtad,” he said. Hefound
himsdf giving her apalite little bow despite the ludicrous circumstances of their second meeting. "How
niceto seeyou again," he added. He wondered if he should force her to take him to Sara, or politely wait
herefor thefiring squad?

"Y ou'e Lieutenant Morgan, aren't you?' Miss Meingtad asked. She didn't seem at al disconcerted by
his presence on the palace roof. "'l knew that if you survived and redlly loved her you'd come. Sarastold
me all about you," she went on. "Have you seen Captain Rudeseko?' she added. "Saratold me he
wanted to see me on the roof, but | think near midnight on February twenty-third is hardly the best time
for arooftop tryst. Don't you agree? | don't think I'll wait for him. | don't suppose you're waiting for him
too?'

"Uh. No." What else could he say. " Sara?'



The governesstook hisarm. "I suppose I'd best take you to Saranow,” she said.

"Thank you," he said as she opened the door and led him to adark stairway.

"Can't have the guards, even dear Stefan, interfering in dramatic rescues, now, canwe? Thisisa
dramatic rescue, isn't it, young man?' she questioned sharply.

"Uh. Yes"

"Good." They descended the last of the stairsto ahallway lit by candlesin wall sconces. "Thisway,”
shedirected. " Sara's going to be so happy about this."
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"I've got to get out of here," Sara said. She stopped before the hearth to look at the ring in the firdight.
"Lewisneedsme," shetold it. "Therevolution needs me. It'stime | got out of here. Why don't we grab
the brooch and make arun for it?'

"Never mind the brooch,” the ring answered. "Let'sjust go.”

"Never mind the brooch? 1 felt you drooling over it the whole time | wastrying to play. It'syour fault |
was so bad tonight," she added as she recaled her pitiful performance. The duke had shouted at her alot
before ordering her out of hissight. "It'sawonder the duke didn't have me executed.”

"Y ou were thinking about Lewis."

"Of course | wasthinking about Lewis. Y ou were thinking about your ruby friend. It was afiasco.”

"Indeed. Let's not quibble over who'sto blame, let's just get out of here."

"Fnewith me How?'

"Good question,” the ring answered just as the door opened.

Sard's room was right next to the governess's, so she was used to Denise coming in at al hours. In
fact, sherecalled that Denise had promised her cocoa just before Lewis Morgan came back into her life.
Saralooked up to greet Denise, but barely noticed her as her gaze found the man accompanying her.

"Lewis," she said as he stepped in behind Denise, and quickly closed the door behind them. Sheran



forward. "Oh, Lewid" Which, sheredlized, was an incredibly dumb thing to say when she should be
asking him why hewas risking his neck to cometo her. And what hed meant by not admitting shewas
his—

Hetook her hands and said tenderly, "Hello, Mrs. Morgan.”

Oh. Well. Everything wasdl right, then. The love shining out of hiseyes nearly mdted her. "Hello," she
replied. The smple word was completely inadequate to what she was feding. What she was feding was
going to take yearsto articulate. She began by saying, "About time."

He nodded. He drew her to him in atight embrace. "I'm avery dow learner," hewhispered in her ear.
"l loveyou and youre mine."

"l loveyou and youremine," sherepeated. It fdt asif they had just taken their marriage vows al over
again and thistimeit wasredly redl.

"I'm glad that's settled,” Denise chimed in. "Now," she went on as Saraand Lewis|ooked at her,
"don't you think you should be leaving? Don't worry about Beth," she added as she took off her cape and
handed it to Sara. "She's safer here with me. And happier too, | think."

Saracouldn't deny it, so she nodded her agreement at Denise'swords. "Can | leave my guitar here
t00?" she asked, putting on the cape. She hated leaving it more than she did Beth, but it was probably
not good to be loaded down with bulky objects during daring escapes. She touched her abdomen, glad
that shewasn't dl that bulky yet herself. Denise smiled and nodded to her request.

Lewistook her arm. "Come on," he urged. "Before Rudeseko shows up to find out why Miss
Meinstad didn't meet him on the roof."

"He wanted you to meet him on theroof?" Sara asked Denise. "Why?'

"l wouldn't know. Y ou're the one who told me."

Saralooked at her friend in utter confusion. "No, | didn't."

"But—" The door opened before Denise could finish. It was Captain Rudeseko. "Oh, dear,” she said.
Then shefolded her handsin front of her, lifted her chin, and looked her betrothed in the eye. " Stefan,
dear," shesad. "The Morgans are leaving now. Would you mind showing them out?'

Rudeseko opened his mouth to speak, but no sound came out; he just stared at Denise for awhile. He
looked as though he were frozen in place. Sarawondered if she and Lewis could snesk out behind him.



"|—" hefindly said. "Uh—" He took a deep breath and turned to Sara. He pointed at Lewis. "Do you
want to leave with this Englishman?'

Lewis put hisarm around Sarals shoulder. "Why wouldn't she?"

"Will you be safe at the embassy?' Rudeseko persisted.

"Why wouldn't she be?"

Saracast awary look at Lewis. "We aren't going back to the embassy,” shetold him. "We haveto
find Mikd."

"Yes." Since Rudeseko continued to glare at him, Lewis asked her, "Why does he think I'm going to
hurt you?'

"Not you," she answered. "I've told him al about you. He doesn't want me to go back to the embassy.
| don't want to go back there, either.”

Lewisdidn't understand Sara's hogtility any more than he did the guard captain's. "Why? Ambassador
Tateisawonderful man. He sent meto—"

"He had her beaten when she brought you to the embassy, Englishman,” Rudeseko cut him off. "When
shewas only trying to save your life.”

What Lewisfelt was as much shame asit was adow, cleansing anger. He turned Sarato face him.
"Sir Horace told me he had the butler threaten to beat you to get you to leave.”

She shook her head. "It wasn't athreat.” She watched Lewis go white with anger. Hisfingers
tightened on her shoulders. She wasinordinately pleased by hisreaction. "They didn't redlly hurt me," she
admitted.

"But they humiliated you." She blushed, and nodded. "The butler and | will be having seriouswords.*
he promised her. Sarawas right; they weren't going back to the embassy, or to England. They weren't
going anywhere where she could be hurt or humiliated by her inferiors. Which meant, he supposed, that
they were staying right herein Bororaviaand getting on with her blasted revolution.

"Come," Rudeseko said. "1 will show you to the gate.”

Saraturned agrateful look on him. "Thank you." She smiled a Denise. "Thank you both."



Denise waved her toward the door. "Y ou'd better get going. Well tak later."

With the guard captain asther escort no one chalenged them asthey made their way through the
palace and grounds. Sara paused at the gate and put a hand on Rudeseko's deeve. She whispered to
keep any of the soldiers on patrol in front of the paace from overhearing. ™Y ou aren't going to get into
troublefor this, areyou?'

He shook hishead. "It'stime| started handling trouble. Be careful,” he added. "His Highness has his
German mercenaries hunting the housesfor the rebels printing presstonight.”

She nodded. "Well be careful," she promised. "Y ou know," she added, "when you walked in just
now, | was scared you were coming with the order to execute me.”

Rudeseko blushed, and rubbed the back of his neck. "l was. Godspeed, Sara," he added, before
turning and walking back through the pal ace gate.

Lewistook her hand and quickly led her in the opposite direction.
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"It'sacold February night,” Sarasaid, "and I'm from Minnesota. | know better than to go out for long
walksin lessthan therma underwear and goose down thistime of year. But am | wearing them? No. Do
| havefrogthite? Yes."

"Areyou trying to tell meyou're cold?' Lewis asked asthey approached the house Sara had identified
as Mika's. He had no memory of the house, merdly of pain mixed with comfort in the back room. "A
lady," he added, "never admitsto being affected by the weether."

"In Minnesota," she went on asif she hadn't heard him, "I have at least Six different weights of coat in
my closet. Do | have any of them with me? No. Why? Because of adumb wish ring that didn't bother
explaining the rules before we got started on thislittle escapade of ours.”

"Mogt ungentlemanly of it," Lewis agreed. It had been along walk, and yes, it was very cold, but he
was having awonderful time. Why? Because Sarawaswith him. "Love," he commented, "causesthe
mogt ridiculous state of mind.”

"Don't it, though," she agreed. She looked around. "The street is quiet. Too quiet.”

"Perhaps," he said, pausing to take alook up and down the shabby, shop-lined street. "It is past
midnight.”



Groups of mounted soldiers had passed them at irregular intervals throughout the trip from the paace,
but they hadn't been stopped. They had seen other people stopped, questioned, some taken away. Hed
kept afirm hand on Saraand they kept moving. Lewis attributed their luck to their being awell-dressed
couple who waked aong hand in hand, with ddliberate casuaness.

The front of the silversmith's shop was dark. Saraled him to an alley and around to the back of the
building. Light spilled out from asmall window, and warmth greeted them after Saraknocked and atall
man came to open the door. A broad smile spread over the man's drooping features and he hurried them
into asmal, crowded kitchen. Beng was seated at the kitchen table. He pushed to hisfeet as Sararan to
him and threw hersdf into hisarms.

S0, James Bond Lewis Morgan," Beng said sternly over Sara's head, "you've brought my daughter
back from among the gajos. And yoursdlf." Hisvoice was stern, but the Rom patriarch was smiling.

Lewisnodded. "That | have."

"Nonetoo soon,” Mika said. Hetouched Sarasarm. "Come. | have something to show you." He
picked up alamp and they followed him into the back room.

When she saw what was in the storeroom Sara groaned. " The printing press. Y ou brought the press
here?"

"Weve set up shop here, but well have to break the press up and moveit soon,” Mikal told her. "It's
too dangerousto keep it in one place for long."

"That'sfor sure" she answered. "The city's crawling with troops | ooking for that thing."

"We barely got it out of Maddinka's before the cossacks came," Beng said from the doorway. "They
burned the old woman's house. Mika sent her and his family to acamp we set up in the Ozersk Forest.
Molly organized thet," he added. Sara couldn't help but notice that Beng sounded proud of hissigter.
"The men arein the city," he went on. "Waiting only for more weapons before we take the palace.”

Lewis smiled and stepped up to Beng. He took the key out of his pocket. "Thiswill get you into the
Eadt India Company warehouse," hetold hisfather-in-law. He smiled. "I'm sure the guards will be
looking the other way when you show up to useit.”

Beng reached for the key, but it was Mika who came up and took it from him. The tall man clapped a
hand on his shoulder. "Thank you," he said earnestly. "Thiswill save many lives. You truly are aHero of
the Revolution.”

Behind him Lewis heard Saramuitter, "1 do al the work and he's the Hero of the Revolution. Typical.”



" think you'd better hurry,” Lewis said to the men.
Beng nodded. "We go now. Come, Mika."

After the men left Lewis came up to Sara, who was staring intently at the printing press. "What are
you thinking?" he asked. He put his arm around her shoulder.

Shetook her gaze from the pressto look a him. "I waswondering,” she said, "if there's any way we
could make that thing look inconspicuous.”

Helifted his eyebrows questioningly. "Inconspicuous? Like a piece of very uncomfortable furniture,
perhaps?’

"Yegh." She gave him ateasing smile. "Think we can find enough flowered chintz to make aredly big
dipcover?'

He didn't want to answer her; he wanted to kiss her, but the soldiers smashed down the storeroom
door before he had the chance to do either.

Chapter 23

"Thisis another fine mess you've gotten meinto.”

Lewisbrought her hand to hislips and kissed the tips of her fingers. One of the men guarding them
snorted derisively at the gesture. "I'm sorry,” hetold Sara. "1 am so sorry.”

On the other side of the throne room the British ambassador was taking very fast. Grand Duke
Alexander was sprawled on histhrone, looking more bored than anything ese. The wallswere lined with
the duke's well-armed German mercenaries. The mercenaries attention was on Lewis and her. Neither
Captain Rudeseko nor any of his men were anywhere in sight. Things did not look good for them, Sara
had to admit.

Sheturned a gentle smile on her husband. "It'sonly an old joke," shetold him. "I didn't mean to make
you fed guilty." Despite their dangerous Stuation, she found hersdf yawning tiredly. "L ong night.”

"l am quilty,” Lewissaid. "Sir Horace isn't going to talk him out of executing us.”

"Probably not," she agreed. "Y ou know, it wasn't supposed to end like this," she mused. "The legends
say Saraand Lewislived to aripe old age and had many children.”



"Legendslie" he answered. "A pity the officer who arrested us recognized both of us. Now weve
both been accused of spying and Sedition.”

"Well, & least were guilty of it,” Sarasaid with acheerful grin. Shedidn't fed chearful, but Lewiswas
taking this thing far too serioudy. Okay, so they were going to get executed, but she didn't want him to
diethinking it was hisfault. She jerked athumb at the mad duke. "He was going to have me executed for
giving one bad show. Now that isabad review. If I'm going to get killed | want it to be for something |
can be proud of. Not that | want to get killed at al.”

"Of courseyou don't.”

Sheld dmost forgotten about the ring. She wondered if there was anything it could do to get them out
of it.

"Think about it," thering answered initsusud annoying, cryptic way.

“If I'd known it would cometo thissix monthsago . . ." Lewissvoicetrailed off with asigh. He kissed
her hand again. "If I'd believed in you, us, sooner ... | love you. Now I'm going to lose you."

"Six months," she said as she touched his cheek. "Hasit only been six months? Then again, it hardly
seemslikeany timeat al since | wished to meet my own truelove." Six months? Something teased at the
back of her mind.

"It wasabad wish," he said. "I wish you'd wished something else. Y ou'd be safe now."

"But | wouldn't have met you." She made aface. "Thisisthe most disgustingly mushy romantic
conversation | have ever heard.”

It was Lewissturn to give acheerful grin. "People who wish to meet their own true love shouldn't
complan when they end up having romantic conversations with them."”

"Under trying circumstances," she added, |ooking around the throne room again.

The danger was thick enough to cut with aknife. Duke Alexander was on hisfeet. Sir Horace, called
out of his bed to defend the British government against charges of spying, had stepped away from the
throne. Severa officers had taken his place. Without looking at them, the duke pointed a where she and
Lewiswere standing. The officers bowed and came toward them.

"It don't look good, hon,” she said.



Hefollowed her gaze. "Y ou do have a gift for understatement, my dear.”

Orderswere given; men surrounded them. Lewiss fingers were tightly woven with hers asthey were
hustled from the throne room. Dawn lit the sky asthey were led outdoors. Sarawas exhausted,
frightened, distracted, but the cold blast of the winter air brought her fully dert. They were taken to the
square in front of the palace and made to stand before awall. The surface of the wall was pitted with
bullet marks.

Sarasaw the evidence of other executions and gulped hard. "Oh, dear."

"Stand here," the officer in charge ordered. A haf dozen soldierswith rifleswerelining up not more
than ten feet from where they stood.

"Think they'll missfrom that distance?" she asked when Lewiswaved away the offer of blindfolds. She
heard the effort to remain calm in the high pitch of her voice,

"Highly unlikely," he answered, voice equaly strained. How did one say good-byein such
circumstances? Lewiswondered. "'l fed that I've hardly had timeto say hello," hetold the woman he
loved. At least they weren't tied, not that he supposed her dying with her hand in hiswas much comfort
for her.

"Time," Sarasaid, voice distant and thoughtful. "Time. Six months" Shelooked at him. For some
reason her eyeswere lit with hope.

Her expression was dmost enough to make him believe shed found away out of thistotaly desperate
gtuation. He ignored the noises of thefiring squad loading their guns as he gazed at her. "What?' he
whispered.

"I think | got it."

"What?' he repested.

Saradidn't know whether to groan with frustration or giggle with relief, not that she had timeto do
gther. Time. Sx months. "What's the date?' she asked Lewis.

Helooked confused, then thoughtful, then answered, " February twenty-fourth, | believe.”

She punched the air with her fi, just asthefiring squad raised their gunsto their shoulders. "Yed!"

"Saa?'



"You know," shehad saidto Mala, "/ wish | had six months free to do the research about what
really happened. I'd start in London and go all the way to Bororavia. Follow their trail and find
out what really happened.”

That had been her first wish, not meeting her own truelove. Shejust hadn't known it was awish when
shemadeit. But the ring had. Thering had granted it.

Wi, sheld found out exactly what had happened dl right. "It's been exactly six months," she said.

"Not exactly sx," the ring responded.

"Close enough,” she argued. "Are you going to help me? Or are you going to split hairswhile we get
shot?'

"Sara?' Lewisasked anxioudy.

Nearby, the officer in charge said, "Ready."

"1 suppose we could take different time zones into consideration.”

"l think we'd better." Shelooked a Lewis. "Don't worry," shetold him. "How about the kid?' she
asked thering.

"Hell befine"

”Aim_"

Him, huh? She gave asatisfied amile. "Were going to have aboy,” shetold Lewis.

"Oh, God!" Hiswords were a strangled whisper of pain. He grabbed her in atight embrace.

Looking up into his anguished face Sara said, "Don't panic." She touched his beard-stubbled cheek.
"Dontworry. Itll befine. Hit it," shesaid to thering.

A nanosecond later the whole world was yanked away from her. Correction, she was yanked out of
it.

Sarawent limp in Lewiss arms at the same ingtant the commander shouted, "Fire!™
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Thefirgt difference she noticed was the temperature. It felt asif she'd been tossed out of afreezer into
anoven. "Morelike out of thefrying pan into thefire," Sarasaid as she opened her eyesin Malastent.
"Wasthat al adream?" she wondered as she looked around.

"No, it wasn't." The acid voice of thering rang in her head.

Sarasighed, and wiped a hand across her swest-beaded forehead. "Good,” she said with afond smile
for al the memories she'd brought back from six monthsin the past. She stood, then swayed and dmost
fell back onto the pile of colorful pillows. Her body did not fed at al as she remembered. Shefelt big and
clumsy and not at dl like hersdlf. "Okay," she said to thering. "Where do we start?"

"I'm not dlowed to tdll,” it answered sheepishly.

"Oh, for crying out loud!"

She could hear the noise and laughter from the Renai ssance Faire outside the tent. She had returned to
the same twentieth-century afternoon she had |eft, probably only afew moments before. She dismissed
the sounds and world beyond the tent walls without a second thought. She wasn't in the least bit tempted
to walk out of the tent and return to the life she had known. She had to get back to Lewis. Before he was
executed.

"I'm not in the mood to put up with any 'magic is complicated' technobabble from you.”

"l can't hdpit!" thering answered in ametalic shout. "That'sthe way | was made. Y ou've got to figure
the next part out for yoursdf. It isfairly smple" it added in haughty challenge.

Saralooked at the ring, and noticed her square, short-fingered hands instead. She had never liked her
hands. "l wish | still looked likethe other me," she said wigtfully. A moment later, after ashriveling blast
of pain that drove her to her knees, shedid.

While shewas il trying to catch her breath, thering said, "Next?!

Saras aching head cleared at the question. She threw back her head and laughed. "Of course! | made
awish. It's<till August twenty-fourth here. | can wish for anything | want!" She held her hand up so that
the orange stone caught light coming in from the roof of thetent. "I wish for you to bring Lewisinto the
future. Right here, right now."

"Sorry. | can't do that.”



"Whet!"

"It hasto do with transmigration of souls" thering explained. "Try again.”

"Why areyou giving metrouble?’

"I'm doing the best | can. Try using your brain. Hint—does the word ‘anomaly’ have any meaning for
you?'

"Anomay? Anomaly." What wasthe ring talking about? Wasn't time traveling to aformer incarnation
anomaly enough? No, she corrected hersdlf, that wasn't anomaous; it was just plain crazy. "Okay, o
what anomaly are we talking about here?'

"l can't tdll you."

"Twenty questionswith amagic ring." Shefolded her hands together and tried to remain calm. "'l can
dothat,” she said. "What happened in the past that was an anomaly? What the heck's an anomaly,
anyway? Anirregularity. Something weird you can't explain.” She shrugged. "Plenty of thingslike that
happened back in the past.”

"Suchas—?'

"Well, take the guitar,”" she began thoughtfully. "How come she stole a guitar when aguitar wasjust
what | needed? And where do you suppose Sarafound aguitar perfect for theselittle hands?'

"Good questions. Where do you think?!

The exasperation in the metallic voice in her head triggered the obvious redization. Saradapped her
palm againgt her forehead. "1'm the one who gave me the guitar? No way!"

"Way," thering inssted.

Sarahugged hersdlf and laughed. "But?. . . Why?..."

"Rules of magic won't alow you to interferein history directly. Y ou have to be subtle about it. Y ou
haveto direct things from behind the scenes.”

"Therulesof magic areapaninthebutt,” Sarasaid.



"Tdl meabout it. Shdl we get Sarted?"

"But... how?" Sara asked.

Thering Sghed dramatically. "It requires your being in two places at once, more or less, that'sal.”

"Thet'sal?'

"Piece of cake. Whilethe you that livesin 1811 istraveling through Europe, the you from right now
moves around intime, providing yoursdf with the things you'll need.”

"Oh." Shedidn't understand it. She wasn't going to try.

Saragot to her feet. What should she do first? Get back to the past, she supposed. "How about,” she
sadto thering, "I make ablanket wish for you to give me stuff and take me where | need to go without
having to waste any more time with this twenty-question game?"

"Very good," thering replied in its usud sarcastic way. "Consder it done.”

Maybe it sounded sarcastic, but she could tell by theway her finger tickled that the ring was pleased
with her suggestion. "Okay. London. August twenty-four, 1811. | need to see aman about aguitar.”
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"If that'swhat you want, Sara," Evan said, taking from her the guitar that the ring had provided. Before
he turned to go helooked at her strangdly. "'I'll meet you with thisa midnight, girl. But tell me, what is
that thing on your blouse?"

Startled, Saralooked down, to discover that while her body had changed, she was still wearing her
twentieth-century clothes, leggings under avery long, loosered T-shirt. "It'samoose,” she said.

"Oh." Evan shook his head and walked away.

Sarawas glad the old man hadn't asked for any further enlightenment. She wondered if she should
have the ring give her more gppropriate clothes, but then decided defiantly againgt it. Somehow, a
Rocky-and-Bullwinkle T-shirt seemed like the perfect attire for this escapade.

"Whereto next?' she asked thering.



The next moment she was standing in the kitchen garden behind atal, imposing house. She looked
around quickly. "Nobody around. Where arewe?' She was holding something, akey. "Oh. Thismust be
Lewissdad's place." Sarachuckled. "Y ou mean the key wasn't really hidden under arock at the bottom
of the sairs?' Theburglary had seemed awfully easy, cometo think of it.

"It will bein amoment. Hurry up.”

Saragave another cautious look around, then knelt at the bottom of the stairs and worked loose the
stone sheld found the key under when she and Toma had come here—uh, would find when they came
here tomorrow night.

"What next?" she asked when the key was safely hidden.

"Guess"

Sarasat back on her heelswhile the sun beat down on her head and the rank London air filled her
nostrils. "What do you mean, guess? | thought you were going to cooperate.”

"l am. But why should | do dl thework?'

Thering was out to drive her crazy. It always had been. She knew it. She closed her eyesand
thought. What next? What other anomaly had she encounter— "Got it!" she said as she popped up off
the ground. "France. The crossroads—with alittle Eric Clapton as background music, if you please.”

"Don't pushit,” the ring complained asit complied.

"Gypsy Sgns, indeed,” Sarasaid, standing in the center of the crossroads outside the village where
Beth had stolen the bread. " Secret ways known to but afew. Hal"

"They are secret ways known to but afew,” thering replied. "Y ou and me. We have to mark them al
the way to the outskirts of Paris. Shall we get started?”’

"Mark them with what?* Saraasked. Then she laughed, remembering that the trail sgns she'd found
had all been scraps of red cloth. She hadn't noticed at the time that the cloth was cotton knit T-shirt
material. She shook her head. "1 took so much for granted.” She fingered the hem of the shirt she wore.
"Good thing thisisredly big, or I'd be naked by the time we get to Paris. I'll take apair of scissors,” she
told thering. "Noway am | going to try to tear this Suff with my teeth.”

She fastened bits of her clothing at adozen stops between the crossroads and the village of Nanterre,
preparing the way for the caravan to follow. Once in the clearing where the Boravawould eventualy
make their camp she sat down on atree stump, cradled her chin on her fist, and considered her next



move.

"Cudting," she said, remembering the handsome, red-haired French officer. She stood, and before she
could blink she was standing ins de the chateau where sheld nearly found herself in bed with Custine.

She ducked behind a heavy velvet curtain as she heard people approaching. She pressed hersdlf
againg the window glass, and noticed that it was abeautiful, moonlit night on the other side of the pane.
She peeked cautioudy from behind her cover to watch ahalf dozen liveried servants carrying silver
dishestoward the dining room. The sound of guitar music played in the distance. Tempting aromas
lingered in the hallway after the servants had gone. She guessed that the kitchen wasn't too far away.

"Cometo think of it, | did end up in bed with Custine," she recdled. She edged out from behind the
curtain, and listened to the distant music. "That's my playing.”

"Correct."

"Thisisthe party | entertained a?'

"] thought that would be obvious."

Maybe it should have been, but it wasn't. She wasn't going to argue about it. She had to hurry; the
music had stopped. Even now Custine was taking Sara outside to fool around in the garden. Lewisand
the ring were stedling the brooch. Custine was going to notice the light in the window and want to
investigate. Sarawas going to be desperate to create a diversion and only one thing was going to come
to mind. Soon she and Custine would go upgtairs.

"No way am |—she?—me, going to deep with him!"

"Then you'd better do something fast.”

An oil lamp burned in agilded bracket near where she stood, and the kitchen was nearby. Sara
remembered the house fire and went to take the lamp from its holder. The oil was going to comein useful
for helping to spread afire from the kitchen to the rest of the mansion.

Sararubbed her handsin satisfaction once she was certain that the blaze would spread throughout the
lower floor of the building. She stood outside in the shadow of the stables and |ooked back at the house
while servants shouted in alarm. "1 don't remember hearing about anybody getting hurt. Nobody does,
right?’

"No. Everyonewill befine"



"Good, let'sgo." Thering made no move to trangport her away. Sarashook her hand. "Time's
wasting. Come on. We need to get to Bororaviaand get the rebels organized.”

"Y ou're sure you want to leave so soon?"

"] want to get this over with," she said in exasperation. "I have to get back to Lewis."

"Wdll, dl right. If you wish to et the guitar be destroyed | have to obey you."

"What are you talking about? Of course | don't want to get the guitar destroyed.”

"You l€ft it in the chateau.”

"Yeah, but Lewisfound it for me." She gave afond smile as she remembered waking after they'd
escaped the blaze to find Lewis amiling as he gave her her guitar.

"True, Lewisdidfindit," thering told her. "But where?'

A frown replaced her smile as she thought about what the ring had said. "'Y ou mean he didn't go back
to brave the flanesfor me?'

"For the guitar, you mean. He did go back to save you, but asking him to go back for the instrument
was abit much on your part.”

"Hedidnt?'

”NO_"

"Oh." So much for that romantic gesture. At least Lewiswould be making enough romantic gesturesin
the time between the fire and the firing squad to make up for bending the truth a bit tonight. Saratarted
back toward the burning building. "Let's go get the guitar.”

Once shed left the instrument leaning againgt atree by the path back to the camp she gave a cackle of
laughter and said to thering, "The Emerdd City— Bororavia—asfast aslightning!”

"l in no way resemble abroomstick,” thering said as she materialized outside the door to Mikal's
slver shop. "Even if you do bear agtriking resemblance to the Wicked Witch of the—"

"Canit." Sheinterrupted the ring's complaint and walked into the shop, then strode purposefully



upstairs. Mikal, Alze, and severd others were gathered in what was going to become a schoolroom.

"I'm Sara," she announced when they looked up in surprise. She came forward. She picked up aquill
from the table, dipped it in ink, and wrote adogan in large | etters on a piece of paper. The men stared
while she stuck the paper onto anail in thewall. "What we have to do," she said, turning back to the
wide-eyed gathering, "is educate our kids, train them for jobs, get rid of the outdated tax structure,
reorganize the military and health-care systems, and overthrow the mad duke. Let's get started. Any
guedtions?'

It took her awhileto get them to listen to her, then act on her ideas. Eventually she said to Mikal, "I'll
be back."

Then shesad, "Hit it," to thering, and found hersdlf in afamiliar halway in the nursery section of the
palace. She blinked dizzily, and put her hand against the wall for support. "Rough landing,” she said. She
heard a door open across the hall from her.

"Saral" Denise cdled out as she looked up. The governess hurried to her. "Are you feding well?"

Sarasraightened and gave her friend areassuring smile. "I'm fine.”

"What an odd costume," Denise said as she stepped back to look at her. "Do you haveto play at one
of the duke's silly midnight masquerades?’

"Yes," Saraagreed quickly. "Yes, | do."

"What ashame. Y ou must betired. And | was looking forward to achat with you over warm cocoa."”

Sarasmiled. "But we couldn't have the chat, anyway," shetold Denise. At the other woman's curious
look she went on. " Stefan stopped me as | came up to change,”" she extemporized. "He asked me to ask
you to meet him on the roof."

"Theroof? Are you sure you heard him correctly?"

Saragave her skeptica friend aconspiratorid smile. "Oh, yes. | think he wants to have you aone for
once. You two hardly ever have achance for alittle private romance.”

Denise nodded dowly. "That istrue. Theroof.” A smilelit her violet-blue eyes. "How wickedly
improper. I'll fetch my cloak.”

"Good," Sarasaid once shewas aonein the hal. "Lewis now has someoneto help him find me. |



don't have to worry about him getting caught. What was he doing on the roof, anyway?"

"Wadking avery fineling" thering answered. "A cold, dangerous one. Let's get out of here, shdl we?!

She knew the ring wasn't going to explain any further. Sheld ask Lewiswhen she saw him again.
"Anything else? Are dl the loose endstied up now?”

"All anomalies now accounted for," thering answered.

"Great. Get me back to Lewis," she ordered.

"Not quite yet."

Before she could ask she was back in Maas tent at the Renaissance Faire. Shelooked like her
twentieth-century self again.

"Whét the—!"

"Just one morelittle thing." Thering cut off her protest. "Y ou have to go back to the body you left at
the execution.”

"Of coursel do," she agreed. "I've got akid to look after.”

"So this Sara hasto be l&ft behind again.”

Sarasat down on the piled pillows. "What happensto this body when | go back? What happensto
me?' she asked, remembering that she was the person she was leaving behind. "'Y ou've been through this
al before” sheredized. "Y ou know."

"l know that you and Lewislive happily ever after. At least you'll grow happily old together and be
smothered in many grandchildren. Then—"

"Yes?' she prompted.

"Saraand Lewis Morgan will fade into legend. Y ou will wake up at the Renaissance Faire.”

“In this body?"



"Yan

"Then what? Will she—l—think it was dl adream?"

"No. Youll remember.”

"But . . . What about Lewis?| want to bewith Lewis."

"Y our own true love, you mean?' -

"Y eah. The guy back at thefiring squad.”

"Y ou will find your own true love again.” For once the ring sounded serious instead of sarcadtic.
"Don't worry. It's meant to be. Speaking of the firing squad,” it added, "wed better go.”

kkhkkkkkkkkkhkkkkkhkk*k

Lewishardly noticed the sound of gunfire as Saraslimp weight pulled him to the ground, saving him
from the salvo fired by the firing squad. While bullets passed over his head to ricochet off the wall behind
them he flattened himsdlf againg hiswife'slifeless body.

It was afutile protective gesture. She was aready dead.

He could sense no spirit animating her small, delicate form. One moment she had been smiling into his
eyes, then everything that made her Saraflicked away, like acandle being cardlesdy blown out. He
cursed the inefficiency of the executioners who had left him to suffer even afew moments without her.

He heard the commander shout the order to rd oad.

In the distance other voices shouted. Many voices. The cobblestones beneath him rumbled with the
echo of many running feet. Lewis, vison strained with tears, looked up as amob roared into the square
before the palace. Some members of the mob hated, raising British-maderiflesto aim at the firing squad.
Shots rang out; gun smokefilled the morning air. The soldiers, till reloading, were ingtantly overwhelmed.
Lewis saw Beng and Mika and Captain Rudeseko in the forefront of the triumphant crowd. The palace
guard appeared, not to put down theriot, but to join it. The mercenaries | eft in the square ran for their
lives

The revolution, it seemed, had begun. Rescue was at hand. Lewisdidn't care. Sarawas dead. He sat
on the ground and cradled her in hisarms as Beng came running up to them.



"Wedidit, my fineyoung rom baro!" Beng caled out triumphantly. "What'swrong with that |azy wife
of yours?' he asked on adeep laugh. "Seegping through her own rescue?”’

"No," Lewis choked out as Beng squatted on his hedl beside him. He brushed his hand across her
hair. Curlstwined around hisfingerswith alife of their own. " Shels—"

"Heavy," Saracomplained as she stiffened in hisgrasp. Small hands pushed againgt his chest. "Come
on, move, hon, you're heavy." Sara opened her eyes as he stared at her in aching wonder. Her smile
brought him back to life. "Hi."

Somehow, someway, she was back. She had been gone. He had felt her wrenched away from him,
fdtitinthe part of hissoul firmly and permanently attached to hislovely Rom wife. She was back, and he
waswhole again.

llBut_ll

She grabbed hishair and pulled him into akiss before he could say anything dse. "Shameless,” he
heard hisfather-in-law complain before he was|ogt to the sensua heat only Sara could arouse in him.
The kiss might have gone on forever. It might have gone on for only afew moments. He was|eft grinning
with delight, and aching for more when Sara pushed him away.

"WEell continuethislater,” she promised him.

"At greet length,” he promised her.

"For the rest of our lives. Now let's wipe these Slly smiles off our faces and get to work."

He nodded, and helped Sarato her feet. They couldn't help but embrace and start kissing again.

"Do you mind?' the ring shouted, so loud they both heard it. 'Y ou're not the only oneswith an own
truelove, you know."

"Right,” Sarasaid to it. Shetook Lewis by the hand. "Wed better go rescue the ruby from the mad
duke." He nodded his agreement. He was happy to go with her anywhere. "What iswith you and that
brooch?' she asked thering.

"That," thering told them, "isanother story."

She didn't say anything more to the ring. She turned her attention to Lewis, who put hisarm around
her waist. She touched the dight swelling at her abdomen. He put his hand tenderly over hers. He smiled
at the thought of his soon-to-be son, and at the teasing light in her eyes.



"S0," she asked asthey began to follow the mob into the palace, "what do you think of naming the kid
Richie?'

"NO_"



