Mid-morning, Rebecca Fogg went up the steps of her Great Aunt’s house in the high end of London. She knocked on the door that was opened by her Great Aunt’s butler who broke his normally stoic demeanor and reacted to her presence. 

“Good morning, Hawthorne. Is my aunt in?”

“In the drawing room, Miss Rebecca. May I say we are glad to see you home?”

“Thank you, Hawthorne.”

She sailed into the drawing room to greet her aunt. “Good morning.”

“Rebecca! --- Where have you been, girl?”

“Kidnapped. Rescued. Terrified. Oh, Aunt Hermione, it was awful!” At which Rebecca Fogg quite deliberately burst into tears.

In the agitation of her kidnapping and escape, Rebecca tearfully requested that if one of the servants could be spared, could they please go make certain that Phileas was all right. Great Aunt Hermione didn’t think Phileas could be in any difficulty, but to ease her Great Niece’s nervous reaction, she was perfectly willing to send one of her servants to check on that young man. Especially when Rebecca was quite capable of deciding to go herself to check on him if she was balked of the more reasonable request.

While she waited for the servant to return, Rebecca told her Aunt that she had not been molested and had been as comfortable as one could be in the circumstances. She was bruised and frightened, but not really hurt and no man had done anything that would make her damaged goods. The comment was bitter when it came in answer to her Great Aunt’s about twentieth inquiry to make certain Rebecca had not been sullied.

“I have not been touched! I have been kidnapped, incarcerated, escaped and been rescued by a very kind gentleman who had absolutely no obligation to either help or hinder me. I was kept safe last night and delivered to your door. I am not in the habit of lying.”

Aunt Hermione nodded in a satisfied manner at the snap in her niece’s voice. “Good. Sorry to have been harsh, but I needed to make certain you weren’t taking it worse than you should have.”

“Worse than I … Aunt Hermione!!!!”

The old woman smiled. “That’s the spirit, gel. Get angry, you should be.”

Rebecca laughed. “I am. But mostly I’m angry that I couldn’t defend myself when it happened. After all, there isn’t always a man around to help one.” She wondered what her aunt’s speculative look was all about. The answer wasn’t long in coming.

“There may be something that can be done about that. I’ve had my speculation about you. You’re not the general run of gal about right now.”

“Thank you for pointing out the obvious, Aunt.”

“Don’t be uppity. It wasn’t a criticism. You’ve got more brain than most young gals do and you’re not afraid to use it. Some think you’ve spent more time with your brother than you should have. I’m not that foolish.”

“Someone needs to keep him out of trouble.”

“Someone needs to make sure his talents don’t get him into trouble,” her aunt responded dryly. “Give me a couple of days to see what I can do. I’ve a few friends who aren’t quite so stodgy as you might think.”

By the end of the week after Rebecca’s adventure, she was once again on edge. The servant sent to check on Phileas had not returned and had sent no word. She sensed that her Great Aunt was not sanguine about the lack of information. Rebecca did not yet know that Great Aunt Hermione was pulling strings and calling in favors from some old friends, a few of whom did not want to do what Hermione wanted them to do. 

Monday morning, Rebecca dressed carefully, told her Aunt she was going to the library and left for several hours. She returned looking not as happy as she might have. The Aurora was no longer moored in the park. Barring its return, Rebecca had no idea how to contact Mr. Verne or where she might locate Captain Sparrow. Waiting patiently was not one of her strong points, but it looked like she would have some practice while she figured out where else to turn for help in locating her brother.

She might not have been so hasty in her deliberations had she know that the Aurora was attracting attention not far from the small, well kept up house she and Phileas had inherited from their parents. While Jack Sparrow wandered the nearby small town attracting attention and observing, Verne and Passpartout occupied their time investigating the house. The servants were a closed mouth lot, all three of them. The cook looked on the two men suspiciously when Verne explained he was looking for a country property and had heard of one in the area.

“Is this perhaps it?” He tried his utmost to be charming.

Charm was not working. The cook told him to be off about his business in no uncertain terms. The master was not interested in selling out to the likes of him.

“But he is interested in selling?”

“Ain’t here. Gorn off. Come back when the Master’s here and not before. Now off w’ye. I’ve work to do.”

The groom was little more help, although he volunteered that the master and some transient had taken off a week or so earlier on the best horses. Where they were bound he did not know. The Master had taken a portmanteau with him, but that was for overnight, not for a long stay.

The three men met back up at the Aurora and compared notes. Jack confirmed that Master Fogg and an unknown man had ridden through town at a swift pace before opening up to a gallop on the main road. 

“If Missy Fogg’s kidnap is not being trap laid for Master Fogg, what is going on?” Passpartout hit the center of the matter as he served Verne and Jack luncheon.

“What indeed. What have we found out about the Foggs? We know they are young and related closely. Who are they? Who is their family?”

Passpartout handed his master an envelope. “Is being delivered as we are taking off.”

Verne opened it and perused the contents. A faint frown furrowed his brow. “Miss Fogg has made a powerful enemy, it seems. Lord Edgerton is not a man to take being rebuffed lightly.” He looked up at Jack. “The man’s a menace. If he did not have friends at both St. James and in the French court, he would be dead already, I think.”

“Never harms a filly what belongs ter someone of rank, but takes what he wants otherwise?” Jack elucidated for himself.

“Precisely. Not a good man to cross. Miss Fogg is sufficiently well connected to make her borderline, but not well enough protected to keep him from trying. To echo Passpartout, I am truly not liking that man.”

“Her brother? Get him out of the way?”

“I don’t think so. There’s very little about Fogg in here. The only tidbit that looks promising is this.” He handed over the sheet outlining a few intriguing leaps of intuition demonstrated by the young man while at university. “He seems to have a knack for putting things together.” Jack looked bemused and shrugged. Intuition could save a man or kill a man. It did not have a great deal of credibility in his book. “If such intuitions were applied to the Count’s dealings …”

Jack regarded Verne suspiciously. “Sounds like you’ve got something up your sleeve other than your arm.”

Somewhere in London, Phileas Fogg awoke from another restless night. Weak sunlight fought its way through the grubby, barred window into the small, threadbare bedroom into which the Count’s goons had locked him. He was not happy at his incarceration or at the lack of amenities afforded the Count’s “guests”. He was not allowed to shave, nor had he been given his bag containing a change of clothes. Food arrived once a day in the hands of a guard as likely to throw the tray on the floor as to hand it to Phileas. He was hungry, tired, cold and frightened. In the single interview he’d endured since that first harrowing introduction he managed to keep from letting the blustering tin-pot tyrant know just how frightened he was. How long he could keep up the front he did not know.

He heard footsteps approaching and retreated from the door. The steps were lighter than the usual thumps of the booted guards, but that made little difference. The sounds stopped at his door. A click and the door opened. The woman who lured him into this trap stood observing him. He turned his back to the door, ignoring the cold-footed evil little creature skittering up and down between his shoulder blades.

“What? You still mad at me?” 

Silence. He refused to dignify the question with an answer. He wasn’t mad. The word did nothing to encompass his feelings. Only his upbringing, which was very correct, kept his mouth closed on words that his father assured him should never be used about or in the presence of a woman, regardless of provocation.

She looked at him curiously. Most men were cussing or begging by now. She really had expected this boy to fold in the face of the Count and this treatment. “All right. You’re angry because you were tricked.” 

The face he turned toward her was cold and a little unnerving. “You used my sister’s name to lure me here. You made me think she was in danger with no thought to how that might make me feel. While I am relieved that she is not in the hands of this abomination calling itself Count Gregory, I am repelled by your ability to think nothing of the pain you caused.”

She regarded him in surprise for a moment before laughing. She could not doubt his sincerity, but was there a bigger fool in England? “You fool,” she said when she caught her breath. “Why would I care what “pain” I caused you? I had a mission to accomplish and I did so with all expediency. Would you prefer I waylaid you and knocked you on the head to abduct you? Foolish boy. Why cause myself so much discomfort and toil when I could as easily get you to come here on your own?”

“And had I not come without more provocation, say proof my sister was in danger? What then? Would you then have taken her captive and ill-treated her to get my attention?” He could read the answer in her hard face. Nothing was sacred to this woman or her employer. His very being revolted at the thought of allying with these people, or being “owned” by them. “Don’t answer. I already see it. There is nothing of value to you save your own comfort.”

“Oh, what a lordly answer. As though you ever gave a thought to another’s comfort in your life.”

Her words stung, not from justice, but from her lack of knowledge of his father and family. His head came up and he met her gaze squarely, his green eyes positively blazing. “Don’t tar people you don’t know with a universal brush, woman. You know nothing of how my family regards others or how much or little they have done to help those in need. How much does your Count do to help others? Not much, I should think given what I have seen of him so far.”

“He helps those who are of use to him. I am of use to him. I do very well for myself because of the Count.”

“Birds of a feather.”

She tossed back her hair and glared at him. “Better to flock with the Count than to oppose him. He wants to see you. Now.”

“I am disinclined to acquiesce to his request,” Phileas ground out. 

“Means “no”,” a gravely voice translated from behind her. 

She turned to see one of the Count’s well-regarded and high-ranking military men. “Not surprising. What do you want?”

“The boy.” He shoved her aside, strode into the room and laid a gloved hand on Phileas’ arm. The grip was brutal. It went with the pockmarked, weather beaten face. “Come along.”

Phileas considered resisting the man and thought better of it. He did not think he would get the best of the man if it came to a fight. For now, he would be docile, no matter how much it went against the grain. He did fight when it became apparent that the man had orders to clean up the prisoner. Four against one was overwhelming odds. Phileas suffered the indignity of a cold hosing off and a forced shaving before being left with clean clothes and told to be quick about getting dressed. 

The clothes fit well, but were of a military cut that did not suit him. Still, it was better than the rags to which the brutes had reduced his suit. He ran a hand through his still damp hair, hoping it wasn’t sticking up oddly and went out of the room. The man with the raucous voice was waiting for him, indulging in what apparently passed for dalliance with a garishly clad woman. He dumped the girl on the floor as Phileas walked into the hall. 

“Better. Mind your manners, whelp.” 

He led the way to a well-appointed dining room. There was a long, well polished table with dinner laid for about twenty persons. The dishes and glassware gleamed against the dark wood of the table. His escort indicated he should sit. 

The Count entered with escort. Half a dozen obvious military types entered behind the Count. Behind them came a number of nondescript looking men, some of them nervous. All of them took their places at the table and waited for the Count to be seated before sitting down. Servants entered with food and began serving. All the while, Phileas could feel the evil eyes of the Count on him. Finally, he looked up and met that horrible gaze. 

The scarred and disfigured face was just as bad as he remembered. Without the thing leering in his face, he could take stock of exactly what he was seeing. It still looked like somehow a suit of armor had combined with a man. The result was horrendous and pathetic at the same time. Perhaps whatever accident caused this amalgam also caused the delusions the Count suffered making him believe he could topple dynasties and unit the world in some horrible single empire.

“Fogg.”

The voice grated on him. He looked into the man’s eyes, hoping to see some light of hope or reason there. There was nothing. “Count Gregory,” he acknowledged him politely.

“What do you think of my people?”

Phileas tried not to blink in surprise. “I – I’m sorry, I don’t know any of them. I have no opinion.”

“No opinion. So polite. So stupid. Tell me what you see!


Phileas started back in his chair. He was very aware of the man beside him, the man guarding him like he was some treasure. Treasure. For just a moment he saw a ship and a black flag. The Jolly Roger. The man was a pirate. He chanced a glance up and met the man’s amused gaze. He saw gold, piles of gold that cut across centuries and cultures, and over it all this man’s face barking orders and leering.

“Where’s the monkey?” he asked before he could stop the words.

The man grinned at him. “Jack’s not here. I keep him in me rooms, lad.” He shot a triumphant look at the Count. “If ye’ve no more need for me here, my lord?”

The Count waved him away. He bowed and left, leaving Phileas intensely aware of the hot, pleased gaze of the Count. 

Phileas knew now what the Count wanted of him. Rebecca had once said that his blasted intuitions would someday bring him fame or trouble. Infamy was more like it. He avoided looking at the others. He wanted to see nothing. The pirate wasn’t bad, but he had a feeling that there were things lying under the surface of these people he did not want to see, that he did not want to reveal. It occurred to him that some of these might be in the same situation he was, that there might be unwilling participants in the Count’s plans. What might he have done had he known Rebecca was in the Count’s hands? Or if he had a child to threaten, what would he do then? There was nothing in his dealings with the Count to tell him that even an innocent would be safe from the monster’s desires.

He looked up again at that horror and the intuitions took over. Innocence? The Count knew nothing of innocence. He knew only how to hurt and maim and twist those around him into what he wanted of them. Only power moved the Count. He did not respect others with the kind of power he wanted or wielded; he only hated them and wanted them removed from his path. The Count’s world was dark, without hope, without human compassion, without understanding of human dignity or any of the concepts with which Phileas had been raised.

Eyes locked with the Count’s, he was not aware of his hand groping on the table top among the silverware. Nor was the Count aware of anything save a battle of wills between them until a woman’s voice cut through the thickening silence. 

“Stop him!”

The pain as the knife he’d picked up entered his chest was a shock. So were the hands suddenly fighting him. He looked down curiously. Slender fingered hands somewhat reminiscent of Rebecca’s were clamped around the wrist of his right hand. In his hand was the hilt of a sharp knife. About two inches of the knife seemed to be buried in his chest, quite accurately over his heart. He looked up, unmoved, to meet the wide dark eyes of his betrayer. There was unmistakable shock in those eyes, and something else. 

Her eyes pleaded with him to stop even as her grip loosened. What did he care for her regard? Nothing. Yet a little voice far away in his mind argued that if she wished him to live so deeply, perhaps there was still hope. The angle of the blade changed slightly as it finished sliding into his chest. Had an x-ray been available, the blade could be seen to slide harmlessly between the heart and the heavy artery springing from it. Luck would have been credited for his thrust missing anything critical. The analysis would be wrong. Again, Phileas’ talent came into play. He pulled the blade out, slowly, his eyes never leaving hers. Then he placed the hilt in her hand before closing his eyes and passing from consciousness.

