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AUTHOR’S NOTE 

Absentia is a work of fiction, and any use 
of real names, places, and historical events is done 

in an entirely fictitious manner. 
 
 
 
 
 

AND ANOTHER NOTE 

Regarding spoilers … 
 

Violet likes surprises, and I suspect you may enjoy them as 
well. For that reason, you may want to consider reading 

Book One in the series, Memoria, before diving into the first 
few pages of Absentia. Thank you and happy reading. 
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On the Extinction of the Venetian Republic 
William Wordsworth, 1807 
 
Once did She hold the gorgeous East in fee; 
And was the safeguard of the West: the worth 
Of Venice did not fall below her birth, 
Venice, the eldest Child of Liberty. 
She was a Maiden City, bright and free; 
No guile seduced, no force could violate; 
And when She took unto herself a Mate 
She must espouse the everlasting Sea. 
And what if she had seen those glories fade, 
Those titles vanish, and that strength decay, 
Yet shall some tribute of regret be paid 
When her long life hath reach’d its final day: 
Men are we, and must grieve when even the Shade 
Of that which once was great is pass’d away. 
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Chapter 1 
Wildewood Hall 

“A secret doorway? You’re not serious.” 
“But I am.” 
“Where?” 
Tom made a feeble attempt to sit, but I wasn’t moving. 

He was trapped beneath me, pinned to my bed. Technically, 
he could’ve escaped if he really wanted, but I think he was 
enjoying himself far too much. “Here,” he said in a Dark and 
Mysterious Voice. “In this very room.” 

I smiled and gave him a look. “Show me, then.” 
“It won’t be a secret if I show you.” 
“I don’t believe you.”  
He stretched with his hands behind his head. “Doesn’t 

actually matter if you believe me or not, now does it, 
Violet?” 

“Hmm. You said I had a dungeon here, too, but that was 
just a damp little room with a lock.” 

“You’re right,” he sighed. “I’m sorry. Not a proper 
dungeon at all. No fun and games in chains at Wildewood 
Hall.” 

“Not even an oubliette,” I grumbled. 
“Yes. Correct. A door, however, doesn’t leave much room 
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for interpretation.” 
“A door,” I repeated. I hopped up, stepped over our 

luggage, and began inspecting the wallpaper.  
“You didn’t have to get up,” he groaned. 
“So where is it?” 
Tom rolled to his side. “I’ll surprise you with a visit in the 

middle of the night. How does that sound?” 
“Depends.” I narrowed my eyes, half in jest, half for real. 

“What other secrets are you hiding?” 
His expression changed. Smiling, still, but thoughtful. 

“None that matter. And now that we’re back—and not 
fighting off madmen—I’ll show you every inch of 
Wildewood.” 

“The Grand Tour?” 
“With maps and everything,” he said, catching the hem of 

my coat with his fingertips. “Floor plans and architectural 
drawings, too. You can add them to your memoirs later.” 

My memoirs. As if I were crazy enough to commit my life 
to paper. If I did, the one-sentence summary would read: 

 
Struggling grad student inherits house and laboratory from relative. 

 
The “memorable” part, you ask?  

Well, the house is a manor house—a glorious old pile in 
Scotland. The relative—an ancestor, actually, by the name of 
Alistair Edward Craig—invented a time machine. And the 
laboratory? That was the very best part of all. It came fully 
equipped with an assistant, one Tom Fielding, born Paris, 
France, in the year seventeen ninety. My Tom Fielding, who 
I also happened to be attending university with. And sleeping 
with. In two thousand twelve. The math, alone, made my 
head hurt. 

I looked at him propped up on one elbow. We had just 
arrived, meeting again at Wildewood after more than a 
month apart. Tom had gone back to the U.S. to begin 
graduate studies in engineering while I had traveled to 
France with my own classmates for my Masters of History in 
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Art History.  
He sat up on the edge of the bed and removed his wool 

coat. “So the countdown begins. How much time do we 
have before your family arrives?”  

I shifted closer, in between his legs, and glanced at my 
watch. “Hmm. Twenty-six hours, give or take a few 
minutes.” 

“That’s it?” He placed his hands on my hips, pulling me 
in. “That’s not enough.” 

“So we may not have time for maps and things.” I paused 
and leaned in to whisper. “Unless, of course, you don’t mind 
staying up all night.” 

I could feel him smile when my cheek brushed against 
his. “To be honest, Violet,” he whispered back, “I was 
counting on it.” 

“Is that so? Then we should take advantage of the 
daylight. Let’s explore for a while.” 

“Explore it is, then. Do you remember the combination 
to the safe?” 

“I do.” 
“Good,” he said, taking my hand. “Let’s start there.” 

 
This was strange. Or stranger than usual, to be precise. 

“Did you leave a toothbrush?” I asked. 
Tom glanced up from the leather-bound book he was 

reading. “Pardon?” 
I gently prodded the item in question. “Here in the safe. 

Come look.” 
We were in Craig’s laboratory, hidden away at the top of 

Wildewood Hall, and I was staring at what appeared to be a 
toothbrush. 

“That’s a toothbrush,” Tom said helpfully. 
“Yes, I know it’s a toothbrush. But why’s it here?” 
He shrugged. “Something Craig picked up during his 

travels.” 
I froze. “A time traveling toothbrush?” 
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He lifted it and pushed a button. “Sonic toothbrush. He 
must have a new interest in oral hygiene.” 

The sonic-ing was making me nervous, so I reached over 
and disarmed it. “No more buttons, please.” 

“You’re right. We should be careful. He could’ve made 
modifications. This, for example.” Tom used a mechanical 
pencil from his pocket to shift a fuzzy, toothpaste-blue 
bundle. “This could be dangerous.” 

We both jumped back as the blob of blue slid from its 
shelf and sprawled upon the stone floor. 

“It’s some sort of blanket thing,” I said.  
“A cloak, perhaps.” 
“A cloak with arms.” 
“A Snuggie.” 
“It is a Snuggie! How’d you—?” 
“There was lots of late-night television when we were 

apart. And I may keep this,” he said, scooping it up. “Craig 
owes me.” 

I wasn’t worried about the Snuggie anymore. I was too 
busy marveling at the other items my great-great-great-great 
grandfather had stashed in his safe. “Tom, he must’ve 
returned while we were away. There’s all kinds of stuff in 
here! Sunglasses, vitamins, a calculator—” 

“My iPod!”  
“What? Are you sure?” 
“Without a doubt,” he said, turning it over in his hands. 

“I thought I lost this in London!” 
Suddenly, I recalled the last time we stood together at 

that safe. “Did he leave us a note?” 
“Maybe.” Tom picked up an envelope, thick and creamy, 

with something indecipherable scrawled across the front. 
“Open it. Let’s see.” 
He raised the flap and peered inside. “Ah-hah.” 
“A note?” 
“Hmm. Not a note. An invitation.” 
“An invitation? To what?” 
“A wedding.” 
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“Really? That’s nice.” I paused. “Whose?” 
“Liesel and Sam.” He tossed me the envelope. “They’re 

getting married here, apparently, late August.” 
“Late August. Good to know. But how did Craig get an 

invitation? He doesn’t even know them.” 
“I’m sure we’ll find out.” Tom searched some more 

through a pile of old newspapers and protein bars. “Look. I 
found the house drawings.” He stopped. “And this.” He 
extracted a brown bundle, something small wrapped tightly 
inside a dirty rag.  

“What is it?” 
“Don’t know,” he said, weighing it with his hands. “Shall 

I open it?” 
I sighed. “We’re snooping, aren’t we?” 
“Could be your iPod. Did you lose anything?” 
“No, not that I can think of …” I took the bundle from 

him and placed it on the table in front of us.  
“Just a look. Maybe Craig wants you to find it.” 
“He would’ve left a letter like last time.” 
“I’ll put back the Snuggie if it makes you feel better.” 
I rolled my eyes. “Okay. Maybe just one little peek, just to 

make sure.” 
“I’ll untie it,” he offered, going to work on the knot. 

“Then I’ll use the pencil to open it up.” 
“Right. But be careful, okay?” 
“Right. Probably best not to touch it if we can.” 
“Absolutely, don’t touch it.” 
“I won’t, I promise, Vi. But stand back, just in case.” 
“Stand back? Wait! If I have to stand back, why’re we 

even—” 
I couldn’t finish. The knot was gone, the bundle opened, 

and something entirely unexpected gleamed like gold from 
within.  
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Chapter 2 
The Note 

I was back in bed with Tom, a pile of old books, and the 
device—Craig’s time traveling device—resting on the 
bedside table.  

“So what do we do with it?” I asked. “And what does this 
note mean?” 

“A mystery,” said Tom, stretched out next to me. “But 
look. Craig didn’t write it. All of these journals are in his 
handwriting, and the note is completely different.” 

“It is. I can see it.” I studied the message scrawled across 
the slip of paper: 

 
Monsieur Craig à Palazzo Cavalli est espion. 

 
“It’s French,” I said. “Monsieur Craig at Palazzo Cavalli 

is a spy? That sounds ominous.” 
“A little.” 
“So this means he’s here, somewhere. If the device is 

here, in the safe, then he’s here.” I paused and eyed the door. 
“Maybe we shouldn’t sleep in the same room.” 

“Violet, if Craig’s here I’m definitely sleeping in the same 
room with you.” 

“Good point.” I curled up next to Tom so I could get a 
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better look. “Does he say anything about the devices we 
wrecked in Venice? Has he fixed them?” 

“You mean the ones he stole from the safe?” 
“He didn’t exactly steal them, though. They are his 

devices. And his safe.” 
Tom just harrumph’d. I knew he was happy here with me, 

but I think he was still a little miffed that Craig had just 
dumped him in my time and disappeared. 

He flipped through a few more pages. “He’s working on 
some updates.” 

“Such as?” 
“Waterproofing, for one, and he’s trying to adjust the 

barometric pressure requirements.” 
“That would be good, right? Not having to wait for rain 

to travel?” 
“Right. And there’s something else, something he calls a 

temporal coordinate retrieval system.” 
“Retrieval. What? Like redial?” 
“Yeah,” he said slowly. “Exactly like redial.” 
“So where’d he come from?” I reached across him for 

the pencil. “Let’s check.” 
“Wait. I’ll look,” he said, grabbing it back. “If it’s 

damaged, I don’t want you disappearing on me.” 
“Well, I don’t want you disappearing on me, either.” I 

climbed onto his lap. “How’s this? If you disappear, we’ll 
disappear together.” 

“As you wish.” He transferred the pencil to his teeth and 
shifted my legs so I could straddle him.  

“Much better,” I said with a little wiggle. “Now tell me 
how the redial works.” 

“I’ll have to read some more. It’s all in this journal.” Tom 
unclenched the pencil and used it to carefully shift the device 
on the table next to us. “It’s fully charged. We could take a 
trip, if you’d like.” 

“Later, please. Not now. So has it been here long?” 
“I guess not.” He squinted and pulled back his bangs. 

“Help me remember these numbers, will you?” 
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He then relayed a string of meaningless digits that I 
committed to memory and recited back. 

“What do they mean?” I asked after he jotted them 
down. 

“Not sure.” He tapped my thigh with the pencil. “Venice, 
I think, but I’ll have to play with the numbers to pinpoint the 
date.” 

“Venice? What was he doing back there?” 
“No clue,” he said with a light thwack to my leg. “You’ll 

have to ask him yourself.” 
I snatched the pencil away. “That is enough of that.” 
In one fluid motion, Tom rolled us over onto the sheets. 

He was on top now, enjoying himself, obviously. “Enough 
of what?” 

“Of Craig!” I laughed. “Enough about Craig. I haven’t 
seen you in a month, and I’m not letting him ruin our 
weekend together.” 

“So what’ll you do if he shows up when your parents are 
here?” 

“Well, I guess I’ll have to tell them about all … this. 
Some time or another.” 

“And me?” 
“They already know about you.” 
“They know I’m … older?” 
“You’re twenty-three!” 
He sighed. “That’s not what I mean.” 
“And it’s not like you’re Dorian Gray or anything.” 
“Funny, Vi. You need to tell them. If I tell them it’ll seem 

creepy and demented. If you tell them it’ll just seem—” 
“Demented.” 
He sat back and squeezed his eyes shut. “It just seems 

wrong. And I don’t know how to handle the parent thing 
very well.” 

“You’ll do fine.” I paused. “Maybe don’t show them the 
hookah you found.” 

“Thank you. Even I know that.”  
“And your family situation wasn’t ideal, but that’s not 
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your fault. It’s just life. My parents will love you.” 
“Ideal. Hah.” 
I shuffled up on the pillows. “Your mother loved you. 

She would’ve been so proud. And your dad—” 
“Wasn’t interested.” 
“He took you in, didn’t he?” 
“Yeah.” 
“Gave you a nice French governess.” 
That made him smile. “German. She was German.” 
“See?” 
“Okay. No more feeling sorry for myself.” 
“Trust me. I’m only waiting for the right time to tell 

them. Wildewood Hall and my inheritance were a big enough 
shock. I’ll take care of it. Just let me work up to it, okay?” 

Tom dropped his head back, staring at the ceiling. “For 
someone who doesn’t approve of secrets, you’re not very 
forthcoming, you know.” 

“I don’t see why it matters. It doesn’t matter where or 
when you were born. All that matters is who you are now.” 

He leaned over to kiss me. “It matters to me.” 
“Aargh,” I laughed. “You’re infuriating! And you just 

ruined a perfectly good kiss. Stop talking. We’ll figure it all 
out later. Nothing’s getting resolved tonight. No talking, 
please, from this point forward. Just kiss—” 

Before I could utter another word, Tom found my mouth 
with his. In an instant, I realized talking was no longer an 
issue. As a matter of fact, the more he kissed me, the more I 
wondered why we even bothered with talking at all. We went 
on like this, kneeling before each other, lightly kissing each 
other over and over again. Then he kissed me once more, 
harder this time, and I felt his tongue slip in between my lips. 

“No moaning, please,” he said. 
“Me? Moan? Just now?” 
“Hmm. Not sure, actually. Could’ve been me, I suppose.”  
Tom returned his mouth to mine while I fumbled with 

his buttons. Seriously fumbled, I mean. I needed help. He sat 
back, finishing the job for me, and I slid the shirt from his 
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shoulders. “You’re perfect,” I murmured, tracing the long, 
lean muscles in his arms. 

He smiled in reply and reached out to touch me. On top 
of my sweater, then under my sweater, then the sweater—an 
intolerable impediment at this point—was peeled away and 
unceremoniously tossed to the floor. It took him only a few 
more moments to unclasp my very new, very expensive, 
black lace bra. 

“Lovely,” he said, flinging it across the room. “You can 
wear it later.” 

We wrapped our arms around each other, and I heard his 
breath catch when the warmth of my skin met his. There was 
more incredible kissing—kissing we could’ve happily carried 
on with for hours—then his lips were on my breasts; my 
hands were just below his waist. Tom’s jeans slipped down 
an inch or so, and I ran my fingers over the sharp angles of 
his hipbone. Slowly, I drifted a little lower and smiled to 
myself when I most definitely heard him moan. Amazed, I 
watched as his eyes closed and his head gently tipped back. I 
felt a strange mix of emotions at that moment. Lust, for one, 
and something else … power, possibly. I wondered if 
Botticelli’s Venus had felt this way. 

Things began moving faster then, too fast, and there were 
times later on when I wished I could remember everything 
more clearly. Tom locked his brilliant blue eyes with mine 
while I stripped off his jeans. Once they were gone, my skirt 
was up next. Literally, that is. He ran his hands along my 
legs, softly bunching the folds of fabric as he stroked me. It 
was sensory overload in its purest form, something so 
enthralling that I caught myself swaying against him. Pausing, 
he leaned in to whisper. 

“Are you sure you want this, Vi?”  
“Yes,” I gasped. “Please.” 
He kissed my neck and whispered again. “It’s been a 

month—” 
“More than a month.” 
“So no regrets? I’ll stop if you want.” 



Elizabeth Segrave 

12 

“No!” I laughed at myself. “I love you. Don’t you dare 
stop.” 

“I love you.” He laughed with me. “Just checking.” He 
turned away and reached over to open a drawer in the 
bedside table. In that instant, I caught Tom’s reflection in the 
mirror across the room and simply admired him. His shock 
of brown hair, a little too long. His cheeks, sharp and 
flushed. Honestly, sometimes he was too beautiful for two 
thousand twelve. He was smiling. Pleased with himself, I 
suppose. It made my heart sing.  

And then he was gone. 
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Chapter 3 
Tempus Edax Rerum 

I didn’t scream. I stared. 
He was gone. The device was here but Tom was gone. 
I looked in the mirror and back again.  
Still gone. 
Not possible. He didn’t touch the device. I watched him the 

entire time. 
I licked my lips, warm and rough from all the kissing. 

“Tom?” 
Silence. 
Sliding out of bed, I went to the mirror and skimmed the 

mottled glass with my fingertips. It was only a mirror, 
nothing more. Drawing closer, I studied the room’s 
reflection. A massive, four-poster bed surrounded by heavy, 
dark furniture. The marble fireplace and flowered paper 
upon the walls. The large windows, closed just as they had 
been all afternoon. The only thing that gave me pause was 
my own image. I frightened myself when I saw the panic in 
my eyes. 

I stepped away and started scanning the floor. I had no 
clue what to do, but clothes seemed like a good idea. I pulled 
on Tom’s shirt as I paced the floor, up and down, willing 
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him to appear. I even checked under the bed. 
Finally, I went to the device. Impulsively, I touched the 

cool marble tabletop beneath it. Nothing. I swallowed and 
did something incredibly stupid. I reached out and touched 
the device itself. 

Nothing again. 
“Tom! Where are you? Come back!” 
I wasn’t expecting an answer, really. I just felt like 

screaming. The silence was driving me mad. Frantically, I 
threw on the rest of my clothes and backed out of the room, 
taking the floor plans with me. I was going to search every 
inch of Wildewood Hall. 

 
*** 

 
Hours later I was in Craig’s lab, sitting at a table with my 
head in my hands. I had started there and ended there. Tom 
was nowhere to be found. 

I reached down to pet his dog resting at my feet. “Where 
is he? What do I do?” 

Pilot gave me a mournful look as I listened to my voice 
echo against the stone walls. I had considered walking over 
to the caretaker’s cottage and asking for help, but Martin was 
away until tomorrow. I had sent him to Inverness to spend 
the night and pick up my family. Besides, what would I tell 
him? 

Mentally, I began ticking off all the obstacles Tom and I 
were up against. First, a time travel device increasingly 
plagued with mechanical failure due to the proliferation of 
mobile networks. Simply put, all of the cell phone signals 
bouncing around the planet were wreaking havoc with 
Craig’s device, and travel grew more perilous with each 
passing day. Second, was Craig himself. My grandfather was 
a genius but he also had an unfortunate appetite for opium. 
He was unreliable, to say the least, especially when I needed 
him most. Where are you? I thought. Your device is here, so where 
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are you? 
There was more. Our trip to Venice in November had 

attracted a great deal of attention. With the help of my 
friend, Liesel, we had recovered two stolen Carnival masks 
and become entangled with a very demanding, very corrupt 
Austrian heiress by the name of Kristal Koehler. To this day, 
we were still trying to figure out how, exactly, she had 
wormed her way out of a prison sentence and onto not one 
but two corporate boards since we last saw her. The most 
recent was the most entertaining. A seat on the board for 
EuroFone, which must’ve helped immensely with covering 
up her cell phone usage when one of her minions held us 
prisoner at Wildewood. I couldn’t help but wonder if Kristal, 
somehow, had something to do with Tom’s disappearance. 

So, in retrospect, not your typical study abroad program. 
Sighing, I looked over at the safe. There was only one more 
place to search for answers. I stood and went to work 
spinning the dial. The door opened and I wearily removed 
the contents, transferring everything to the table. Nothing new, 
I thought bitterly. Just the same stupid stuff. I sat for a while, 
staring numbly at it all, then made myself rise to put it all 
back. That’s when I found it—a scrap of paper waiting for 
me in one of the dark corners.  

I grabbed a chair and climbed up just so I could run my 
hand along each of the steel shelves. There was nothing 
more to be found, so I focused back upon the paper—a 
small scroll, only an inch or so, tightly wound. 

Delicately, I lifted it in between my thumb and forefinger 
and placed it on the table. I unrolled it, trying to read each 
new word as it came into view. This is what it said: 

 
Antonio Abriani xe un smàfaro. 

 
Not Italian, I thought. Venetian, maybe? I needed to 

check Craig’s library for a dictionary. And who was Antonio 
Abriani? I studied it for a few moments more then carefully 
unfolded the first note Tom and I had found with the device. 
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I compared the two. Different paper, different handwriting. 
One in French and one in Venetian. I looked closer at the 
first note: 

 
Monsieur Craig à Palazzo Cavalli est espion. 

 
Palazzo Cavalli, I recognized. It was in Venice, one of the 

older ones on the Grand Canal. The other note, in Venetian, 
was a mystery. 

I rested my head on the table, exhausted. It may’ve been 
delirium, but an idea was beginning to form. I checked the 
device strapped to my wrist and rose to close the safe one 
last time. 

The next hour was spent wandering among the shadows 
of Wildewood Hall. Pilot and I went from room to room, 
lingering at the two places foremost in my mind. In the 
formal salon I studied the faces of the white plasterwork 
deities cast upon the Wedgwood-blue walls. I knew one of 
them had to be Craig. Or all of them, maybe. Neptune, Mars, 
Zeus. They all started to look alike. Impassive, imperious, 
unyielding. I wanted to grab a hammer and smash them. 

I stood in the middle of the room and cleared my throat. 
“Craig?”  

I listened. 
“Grandfather? Are you here? I need to speak with you.” 
I shivered in the silence. There was nothing but the light 

patter of rain outside. 
Next was the library—a circular room with shelves 

climbing two stories tall as they wound their way around the 
mahogany-paneled walls. The last time we were together at 
Wildewood, Tom and I had spent hours there. Up all night 
kissing each other and touching each other in a pile of 
Persian carpets and pillows strewn upon the stone floor. 
Without a fire, the room was deathly cold. I could feel it 
pressing upon my chest, filling my mouth. I could almost 
taste it mixing with my tears. 

“Idiot,” I said to myself. I dug my nails into the palms of 
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my hands. “Crying doesn’t help. Stop it.” 
I dried my eyes on the sleeve of Tom’s shirt then drifted 

to the towering windows. Outside, the trees tossed wildly in 
the wind, their bare branches slashing at the night sky. The 
rain was falling harder now, a Highland storm that 
intensified even as I stood there. A lightening bolt streaked 
through the atmosphere, followed by an enormous crack of 
thunder that shook me to my senses. I heard myself laugh a 
touch hysterically as I backed away from the glass. 

Time to focus.  
I went to work and found two dictionaries—the oldest 

ones I could find—one in French and one in Venetian. I 
ripped out the publishers’ pages and placed the books inside 
a leather satchel. Next, I plundered an antique wardrobe, 
selecting something suitably non-descript—a white blouse, 
blue coat and matching skirt that fell to my ankles. I could 
always roll up the waist, I decided, and the long coat would 
hide any tailoring mishaps. The shoes were the most 
difficult, but I couldn’t waste time searching for something 
better. I settled upon a pair of button boots—too small for 
comfort but I was sure I had bigger problems ahead of me. 

I collected only a few other things. A heavy gold bracelet 
and a single gold coin discovered during our last visit. Tom’s 
pocketknife, a candle, and a tube of antibiotic ointment, 
squirted very un-antibiotically into an antique pillbox. And 
my Venice umbrella—for luck. I never did find the charger 
for the device. 

One last thing to do. The hardest thing of all. I wrote a 
letter to my family explaining every insane detail. I started 
with Tom. How he had died once in eighteen-oh-nine and 
how Craig had traveled back in time to rescue him and 
rewrite history. I then told the tale of how Tom and I had 
met, how he had saved me from Craig’s own misadventures. 
Finally, I told them that I loved him. 

I signed it, sealed it, and left it on my pillow. 
After one more look in Craig’s journal, I was ready. In 

the end, it was the charge that made up my mind. If I didn’t 
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go now, I might never get another chance.  
“Tempus edax rerum,” I murmured.  
Time the devourer of all things. 
I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, and hit the redial.  
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