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E01: CHAPTER 1

	Her secretarial training had been long and grueling, not least because it wasn't particularly interesting – but Ella Quick was finally making her way to her first full-time job, and that was not to be sniffed at. Her true calling lay elsewhere, in science, but for the time being it was unavailable to her. This would at least gain her some independence, which she desperately craved.

	Sometimes she felt she was the only girl in Manhattan still obeying her parents. That being said, her father didn't exactly approve of this. Coming from a family of reasonable means, he felt she was belittling herself taking a secretarial job at a poky private investigations firm. He didn't understand the desire for money of her own, earned rather than inherited, but whether he understood it or not, it was 1924 now. Times had changed. Women could vote in many countries, for heaven’s sake. Regardless of what her father thought, it was important for her to push out of the house to be a real person, not a glamorous, life-size doll.

	The doors opened to the public at 9 a.m. but her new boss had asked her to arrive at 8:30. As such, she found herself here now, standing on the sidewalk looking up, and wondering how exactly to get into the building. The only clue that she was even in the right place was a single brass plaque: Emerald Inc. Private Investigator. No appointment necessary. Mon-Fri 9-6.

	“You're early,” came a voice from behind. Slightly startled, Ella turned to face an impossibly handsome woman. She was dressed in an olive green overcoat, her chestnut brown hair pulled back smartly in well-fixed finger waves, and her make-up expertly applied. Even more impressive was the air of confidence and capability that radiated from her; there was something in her posture, perhaps, or the quirk in the corner of her lips.

	“Yes,” she said eventually, finding her voice. “I was asked to arrive at 8:30, but...”

	“You decided to be here a quarter after, instead, when the office isn't open.” At first Ella thought she was being berated, but the light smile on the woman's face said otherwise. “It's alright,” she assured her. “I like an early starter. Much better than a late one. And your name's Quick, isn't it?”

	“Ella Quick, ma'am, yes.”

	The woman grinned, preoccupied with fitting the key into the door. “Well, doesn't that suit? Less of the ma'am, though, if you don't mind. I'm only 28. My name is Josie; you may call me that.” She turned the key in the door and ventured in. “Come on up, Ella Quick.”

	There was a thrill of nerves in her system as she followed up the stairs behind Josie, wondering what she'd find. The dark wood staircase was narrow and led up three stories to a small, open office with only a couple of rooms leading off of it.

	“It's small,” Josie said, watching Ella look around as she hung her coat on the stand. “But it's home, of a kind.”

	“It's lovely,” said Ella. This may have been a slight exaggeration for politeness, but the place looked nice enough. It had a good amount of light coming in already, and somebody had put flowers on the only desk without a nameplate – hers, she presumed, now that Josie clearly was not her competition. The other two were dedicated to Matthew Green – Investigator and Josie Desroches – Accountant. “Very well-organized.”

	That, at least, was true. When the job description had said she would be expected to maintain good filing, she had been expecting a backlog to sort out, but there was no stray paper anywhere in the room.

	“We keep ourselves in good shape,” Josie agreed, perching on the front of the desk.
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