Rebecca Fogg sat up abruptly in the dark, sweat pouring off of her and a sense of doom enfolding her. She’d had a nightmare; of that she was certain, but the details were unclear. She slowed her breathing and lit the candle beside her bed. The flickering light cast shadows around the room. The neck of her nightgown was chill against her skin. Was it worth it to crawl out of the nice warm bed she occupied and change the gown or could she deal with the chill until the cotton dried? She settled back against the mound of pillows and discovered how uncomfortable the sweat soaked fabric was. She slid out from under the covers doing as little as possible to disarrange them and padded across her room to the wardrobe.

She was just pulling out a clean gown when she became aware of a scent. Spice and rum? She turned to survey her room. “Jack?” she said softly, wondering whether the man was actually here or if she was dreaming still.

He moved like a cat, sliding out of the shadows into the circle of light cast by the candle. There was a subtle difference about him. A red headband held his hair out of his face. There was also something in his eyes as he looked her over.

“What are you doing here?” she whispered. Never mind how he had entered the house and then her room without being seen.

“We’ve news. Verne’s compliments and would you join us?” He kept his voice soft as well.

“Now? It’s after midnight … Phil’s in trouble, isn’t he?” With a nod as much to herself as to him, she turned and started pulling out fresh clothing. She retreated behind a screen with a second candle to get dressed.

A very short while later, Rebecca was facing Verne in his sitting room onboard the Aurora.

“Where is he?”

Verne looked at the annoyed redhead and shook his head. “I do not know.”

“You don’t know? Why? You knew enough to go looking for him. You have some idea of who wants him and why, even if you won’t tell me. But you don’t know where to find that person? Or my brother! And you stop smirking!” She turned her baleful look on Jack who was enjoying the scene.

He held up his hands in surrender. “Don’t turn on me, luv. I’ve no more idea where your young whelp is than what Verne is up to.”

The fulminating look she shot him was not reassuring until she turned her attention back to the Frenchman. “Well?”

“Miss Fogg, truly, if I knew where your brother was I would tell you. I do not. I am trying to find out.”

“It’s been over a week since he disappeared. He could – he could be dead.”

“Doubtful. The Count does not take people only to kill them. He saw some use for your brother.”

“And if Phileas would not be put to that use?”

Verne shrugged. “I don’t believe he has had your brother long enough to decide he will not be of use.” It was true as far as it went. Both he and Sparrow understood the wealth of speculation on what the Count could do to enforce cooperation was being left unsaid.

“What kind of person is this Count?” She saw the look that passed between the two men. “All right. He’s unscrupulous. He has no problem kidnapping people. He .. would have no compunction about forcing a man of Phileas’ character to …do whatever it is he wants Phileas to do. What kind of force could he bring to bear? Deprivation? Torture? Would he go so far as to break my brother to get Phileas to help him?” 

If Verne thought this understanding of what they were up against would turn Rebecca away from the problem, he little understood the young woman with whom he was dealing. He saw fright in her face, but not for herself, for her brother. He also saw determination with little direction. He smiled at her. Very well, he would provide direction if that was what she sought.

“You are a young lady of good family … “ He held up a hand to forestall her impulsive response. “You have many talents and graces. The question now is how do you wish to put those talents to use?”

She regarded him curiously. “Just what do you have in mind?”

“Much of that depends on you. How far are you willing to go to help your brother?”

Rebecca regarded him thoughtfully. “I would trade my life for my brother if it was necessary. I might be a bit squeamish about some other things, but I don’t think I would let that stop me. I love my brother.”

Verne nodded. “You are far wiser than most young ladies of your class, Miss Fogg. I salute that wisdom. Can you handle a gun?”

“Shotgun or pistol?”

That got a crack of laughter from Jack. “Sorry, luv, but it’s the answer I expected. Both, I suspect.”

She smiled back. “Both. My father felt that living in the country, it was best if I learned to handle a shotgun. Phileas taught me to shoot a pistol. He also taught me to handle a sword and – uhm – to – “ Heavens, how miss-ish of her to stumble over telling these men he’d taught her the basics of fisticuffs.

“Boxing,” Jack supplied.

“Er – yes. Mostly he just taught me how to – get away. Where I could hit hard and do the most damage. He wasn’t concerned about things like rules ..”

“When yer fighting for yer life, there are no rules.”

“For once, Jack and I are in agreement. I am very pleased with your answers, Miss Fogg.”

“Rebecca.”

“Rebecca. I do not use women as operatives very often. You, Rebecca, will be the exception. I think you will be very surprising.”

Rebecca made a mental note to remain wary of the Frenchman. Something told her that this association would last well beyond the rescue of her brother. She wasn’t certain she disapproved of his desire to employ her, she just felt odd about the whole thing. Great Aunt Hermione was not going to be happy.

Great Aunt Hermione regarded her niece thoughtfully when she received the edited version of what Rebecca was doing. “Verne? I’ve always wondered about that airship of his. I don’t suppose I can persuade you to let more experienced hands take care of your brother’s disappearance. After all, he is 23 and a young man …” She let the thought trail off. It would never do to let her niece know how much better she would think of Phileas if he were missing in the arms of an entirely unsuitable young woman. Sometimes she thought the spirits of the two young people had hit the wrong bodies. Rebecca’s strength and independence were so much better suited to the male of the species while Phileas’ more retiring nature … well, there was naught to be gained by bemoaning the differences in temperament of her favorite family members.

“I wish it was that simple, Aunt. I really do. I would far rather find out he’d finally chosen a mistress or even a temporary lady than think what I do now.” She looked up to find her Aunt regarding her with raised eyebrows, a hint of laughter lurking in the line surrounded eyes. “I’m not a fool or a simpleton, Aunt,” she admonished severely, sitting on a strong desire to laugh. “Phileas is of an age and without a wife to tame him, it is what people expect, isn’t it?”

“It is, but not what one wants to hear from a sister,” the old woman said severely.

Rebecca’s snort let her aunt what she thought of that foolishness. “I’m not a prude, aunt. Nor am I inclined to open my mouth around people who think I should be. Phil is in trouble and I am going to help him. I’m afraid that means I shall be missing a few of the wonderful entertainments you have laid on for me.” The comment lacked in sincerity.

“Didn’t want to go anyway, admit it.”

That got a rueful grin. “I’m too tall and too serious and too .. much of everything, I think. I’m just not marriage fodder.” She resolutely pushed away the sudden memory of a pair of liquid dark eyes in a tanned face. She was not going to lose her heart to that pirate, not at all.

Back on the Aurora, Jack was expounding why his involvement was a bad idea. Verne looked him straight in the eye and informed him in no uncertain terms that having an immortal, however annoying, on ones side during a confrontation with the Count was far better than having even a very determined young lady.

“Besides, you can hardly pursue her if you are not here,” Verne pointed out with a certain Gallic logic.

“I am not pursuing her. She’s a lady.” Verne smiled a very knowing smile. “Bah. Frenchies,” Jack condemned him roundly. “Do we have a plan?”

“Do we have an accord?”

“For now.”

“Then we wait for word from my network before we move. I am afraid we will have to wait for the Count or one of his men to make a move so we can confront them.”

Jack pulled a grimy pack of cards from his pocket. “Patience, Jules, is one of my long suits.” So saying, he proceeded to lay out a game of solitaire.

