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For Willa Belle
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i wept not, so t o  st o ne wit h in i g r ew.

—dante
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par is
faubourg sa int- germain

late november 1899

The boy was late.
Brigitte crossed the folds of her sable cape to shut out the 

creeping frost. It was still and quiet within the walled garden, 
the hollow sort of quiet that arrives just past midnight. Swaths of 
snowy burlap covered the rose shrubs, making them look ghostly 
under the bright moon, and wisps of clouds scudded through 
the sky.

She felt like a fool. She’d actually believed he would come.
He had to have been trifling with her in the markets the day 

before, when they’d met. Brigitte usually sent servants there, but 
she was bored with the shopping arcades, and her friend Jacque-
line had suggested they go. When Jacqui had wandered off to 
look at some inexpensive paste rings, Brigitte had noticed the 
boy standing behind his barrow of parsnips and potatoes.

She had willfully overlooked his work- roughened hands, 
his threadbare tweed coat and trousers. Instead, she focused 
on every thing north of his shoulders. He was glorious, his eyes 
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and hair a golden shade of brown that put the finest tiger oak 
to shame. She knew the boy was unsuitable  —   he hawked vegeta-
bles!  —   and unworthy of her attention. Perhaps that was exactly 
why she so eagerly wished to bestow it. Before she knew it, she’d 
given him her address and a time to meet.

And here she was.
But where was he?
Brigitte stared at the garden gate, the arched planks overrun 

by withered grapevines. She suddenly wanted nothing more than 
to be indoors, out of the cold, and safe. She started a slow retreat 
toward the house. If only the barrow boy had been of her class, 
they could have met during daylight. Even the garden of Brigitte’s 
family estate wasn’t completely safe, not now.

The girls who had gone missing over the last two weeks had 
all disappeared from their own homes. The Blanche girl was the 
latest to have vanished. Brigitte had known of her, had seen her 
at parties once or twice. No one knew where the girls had gone, 
but the police were starting to suspect foul play. Perhaps it was 
better that the barrow boy had not come to take her from the 
walled garden.

That was when she heard it: the sorrowful call of an owl. She 
stopped, her heart along with her feet, it seemed. The barrow boy 
had said he’d give an owl’s hoot three times. After the third cry 
rang out, the owl fell silent. Uncertain but hopeful, Brigitte went 
back to the gate. She lifted the hinge, the iron latch cold through 
her soft kid gloves.

“I’m sorry.” His voice came from the left. “I hope you haven’t 
been waiting long.” He emerged from the shadows and once 
again Brigitte was struck mute. He was magnificent. She wanted 
to twist his hair around her fingers. Feel the silk of it.

“I haven’t,” she managed to say. “Will you tell me your name 
now?”

He hadn’t at the markets. A mystery to keep you tempted, he’d 
said. He looked like a Jean or a Hugo or an Amato. Whoever he 

913DD_TXT.indd   2 1/22/13   10:28 AM



3

was, he pulled her away from the gate and shut it with care. Bri-
gitte felt a moment of hesitation as the latch fell into place. But 
the girls who had been taken had all been alone, with no one to 
protect them. She would not be alone.

“You must guess my name,” he said, leading her down the 
short slope of lawn toward the orchard lane. His hand was a 
pocket of warmth, his touch heating her to her core. His long 
hair shimmered in the moonlight, as if each lock had been glossed 
with fairy dust.

“Amato?” Brigitte instantly knew that it wasn’t right. He let 
go of her hand as if to punish her.

“Try again,” he said, before slipping behind the craggy trunk 
of an apple tree. Its leafless limbs were black and bent. Brigitte’s 
heel crushed a frost- withered apple in the overgrown grass and 
slipped in the pulp.

“Jean?”
His silence lingered. No. Not Jean, then. The moon fell be-

hind a knot of clouds and the orchard lane became an inky blot.
“I am finished guessing,” she said, tired of the silly game.
The lane stayed dark. The barrow boy made no noise at all. 

Where had he gone? “Tell me or . . . or I’ll go back.”
The frost bit at the tip of her nose. Brigitte winced. Coming 

out here had been pure folly. This boy could be anyone, anyone 
at all, and his coyness was quickly curdling the thrill Brigitte had 
first felt.

She took a step backward. The clouds parted and the orchard 
lit just enough for her to see movement behind a tree to her right.

“I’m leaving,” she announced.
The bare limbs creaked. Still the barrow boy didn’t respond. 

The clouds raced back over the moon. Awkwardly, Brigitte kept 
backing away, a cold sweat dampening her chest. Something felt 
wrong.

She hadn’t gone back three more paces when she slammed 
into something solid  —   and a cold, sharp pain burst through her 
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abdomen. Brigitte opened her mouth to scream, but a hiss of air 
was all that escaped. Her shaking fingers slipped over a pair of 
smooth rods, one embedded below her navel, the other where 
her rib cage split. In the moonlight, the rods gleamed bright as el-
ephant tusks. A thick black swell flowed down each tusk. Blood. 
Her blood.

She heard a low growl and gagged at the hot gust of rancid 
breath. Just as Brigitte realized that she would never make it back 
to the walled garden, the thing with tusks jerked her off her feet. 
Such folly, she thought as the world spun away from her. She was 
alone.

Just as all the other girls had been.
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chapter one
paris

sa int-germain- des- pre ´ s
december 1899

So this was what a nightmare looked like by the light of day.
Ingrid stared through the window as the coach drew to a halt 

along rue Dante’s snowy curb, a single block from the ice- crusted 
Seine. Mother could not be serious. This place, this ruin, was to 
be their new home? Ingrid rubbed the fogged glass and saw the 
ancient and desolate abbey clearly.

“You’ve completely lost your mind,” Ingrid whispered. Her 
mother ignored her and continued to gaze out the coach window.

Pockmarks riddled the blocks of dirty gray limestone, leav-
ing the abbey looking like a ravaged victim of the pox. The four 
front- facing arched windows held dull and warped stained glass 
that had more cracks and gaps than lead and glass. The two planks 
of desiccated wood acting as doors had been left slightly ajar, as 
if beckoning someone, anyone, to enter. Ingrid didn’t think she’d 
ever seen a lonelier place.

Her mother’s eyes began to mist over. “Isn’t it marvel-
ous, girls?”
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“Mama, please don’t start crying again. You’ve gone through 
all your hankies.” Ingrid’s younger sister, Gabriella, opened her 
beaded reticule for one of her own.

Their mother, Lady Charlotte Brickton, had been sniffling 
ever since their steamer had reached Calais and her feet had met 
solid French soil for the first time in over sixteen years. She was 
overjoyed to be home. Ingrid was just relieved to be gone from 
London. She never wanted to go back there. Not now, not after 
what had happened and what she’d done. But this abbey . . . it 
only added insult to injury.

“Marvelous? It looks condemned,” Ingrid said.
The place was a hulking wreck. Even the new layer of pow-

dery snow couldn’t soften the blow. It coated the spikes of a 
tall wrought-iron fence like icing. Thick twists formed the gate, 
which was draped with ivy, roses, and thorny vines forged from 
the same metal. It was all as cold and uninviting as the white-
capped waters of the English Channel had been.

“It’s absolutely horrifying,” Gabby whispered. An awestruck 
grin bowed her lips. Ingrid’s sister pressed the tip of her nose 
against the cold pane of glass to get a better look.

“Gabby, among the sane, horrific things don’t generally bring 
about smiles.” Ingrid flipped up the black mink hood of her cloak.

Gabby pushed out her full lower lip. “It has charm.”
“If you find abandoned and haunted churches charming,” 

 Ingrid shot back.
Their mother spared them an irritated glance as the footman 

opened the coach door. “Don’t be so dramatic, girls. The abbey is 
a masterpiece, and entirely fitting for my gallery.”

The footman kicked down the short flight of steps and helped 
their mother to the curb. Behind them, a second carriage carry-
ing their ladies’ maids and luggage rolled to a stop.

“Do you really think it’s haunted?” Gabby asked. “We’ll have 
to ask Grayson if he’s sensed anything. Oh! I know —  we’ll host 
a séance!”

913DD_TXT.indd   6 1/22/13   10:28 AM



7

Ingrid sighed and held her tongue. Her twin brother, Gray-
son, would have better luck talking Gabby down from her idea 
of a resident ghost. Not even eighteen and without so much as 
one personal servant, Grayson had been sent ahead of them to 
Paris two months before to scout out a location for their moth-
er’s art gallery. Both the trip and the art gallery had been planned 
in a snap. Ingrid hadn’t been able to believe that her father, Lord 
Philip Northcross Waverly III, Earl of Brickton, had finally de-
cided to fund her mother’s lifelong dream of opening a gallery of 
her own. He’d turned the idea down year after year —  patronage 
of the arts was his wife’s torch, not his, and he wasn’t certain 
he wanted the Brickton name associated with such a bohemian 
endeavor.

So when Grayson had rushed off less than two days after 
their father abruptly announced his support, Ingrid had started 
to wonder if the art gallery was being launched more because 
of the growing rift between Papa and Grayson than because of 
Mama’s dream.

Things had never been easy between her father and brother, 
but within the last year or so their quarreling had escalated. And 
taking to life as a wild, pleasure- seeking rake had only worsened 
Grayson’s standing with their father. Ingrid hoped it was just a 
rebellious phase, but Papa had no tolerance for it. He might have 
sent Grayson to Paris with this task to occupy him, or maybe just 
to get him out of his hair. What Ingrid couldn’t stop wonder-
ing was why everything had happened so quickly. Grayson hadn’t 
confided in her before he left, and for the last two months she 
hadn’t been able to shake the feeling that something secret and 
serious had happened to spur everything on.

The footman helped Ingrid navigate the steps to the curb. 
The December cold ate through her burgundy velvet dress as if 
it were a sheer slip of silk. She stared at the abbey, at the frescoes 
that had crumbled into unrecognizable scenes, and at the dozens 
of slates missing from the ramshackle roof. What had her brother 
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been thinking when he’d chosen to invest in this heap? Ingrid was 
only thankful Papa couldn’t see it. Some business with his seat at 
the House of Lords had kept him from escorting them to Paris as 
he’d intended. He’d come later, he’d assured them. Definitely for 
the gallery opening.

“Where is Grayson? I thought he was to meet us here,” 
Gabby said as she lighted on the curb. Her ruffled pink parasol 
was  already open against snowflakes drifting from the platinum 
clouds.

With her smoky eyes, short, slightly upturned nose, rosebud 
lips, and hair the color of golden rum, Gabby was a fifteen- year- 
old replica of their mother. Ingrid stood out in sharp contrast to 
them. Her hair, flaxen like Grayson’s and Papa’s, was only a shade 
lighter than her fair complexion. She’d been told more times than 
she cared for in her seventeen years that she was the epitome of 
English beauty: all cream and roses and soft petal- pink lips. With 
it came the expectation of a sweet disposition —  an expectation 
those who met Ingrid dismissed immediately.

“It’s too cold for Grayson to stand out here all day waiting for 
us,” Ingrid answered.

She clenched her fingers into fists, hating the buzz of anxiety 
she hadn’t been able to cast off for months. It always flared at the 
mention of Grayson, turning her blood into a glass of frothing 
champagne. The jittery feeling didn’t worry her. She’d had this 
sixth sense for as long as she could remember. She and Grayson 
shared it, the same way they’d shared a womb, a nursery, and, be-
fore his recent rebellion, a personality. No, what worried her was 
what it always meant: that something was wrong with her twin.

The sooner she saw Grayson, the better. And then maybe she 
could finally get answers about what had happened with Papa.

Mother spoke in her native tongue to the footman, gesturing 
toward their bags, boxes, and trunks strapped to the top and rear 
of the servants’ coach. Ingrid couldn’t understand the fast flow 
of French. She’d never quite grasped her lessons the way Gabby 
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and Grayson had. She could only guess that her mother was 
 instructing the footman to have their drivers go around to the 
abbey’s rectory. Grayson had written in his letter, that it sat kitty- 
corner to the abbey on the property. They would all live there 
while Mama managed the abbey’s renovations, which would defi-
nitely be more extensive than Ingrid had imagined.

Her mother pushed the great iron gates ajar. The hinges 
squealed, disturbing a flock of blackbirds on the copper gutters, 
oxidized to a sickly green, that ran along the abbey roof. The sud-
den movement led Ingrid’s eyes upward. The cloud of fluttering 
black wings cleared, revealing massive statues crowning each of 
the abbey’s twin bell towers.

Most of the statues —  angels, most likely, as Ingrid could 
make out the shape of wings —  were covered in white powder, 
but a few smaller ones sat on the jutting ledges at the bases of the 
rectangular towers. The snow had blown free of these and Ingrid 
saw them clearly: not angels. Gargoyles.

Their mouths had been carved into wide, silent screams, 
tongues rolling from between daggerlike teeth. They had bulging 
eyes, clipped, doglike ears, and talons curling straight into the 
roofline’s stonework. The wings were spread open on some, while 
on others they’d been sculpted into folds behind their hunched 
backs.

Ingrid stood outside the gate, her stomach in a knot. Why 
would anyone put gargoyles on a church? The stone creatures 
were hideous enough to cause the small hairs on her arms to 
prickle. She turned her eyes away. The abbey sat at the head of an 
intersecting street lined with grand pale stone buildings. Apart-
ments, Ingrid supposed, terraced here and there, with ground- 
floor shops and colorful awnings. There were a few people out, 
but the wide avenue looked mostly stark. Much like the abbey 
that crowned it.

Gabby and their mother had already reached the abbey’s 
vaulted double doors. They disappeared inside. Ingrid slowly fol-
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lowed their tracks in the dusting of snow. She wanted to get to 
Grayson. She wanted to keep moving. Every step took her farther 
from London, their home on Grosvenor Square, Papa, even her 
dearest friend, Anna Bettinger. She’d miss her friend, but hon-
estly, the trip to Paris couldn’t have come at a better time. She 
could never face Anna again.

Not after what Ingrid had done.
She took a deep breath, pushed back her shoulders, and 

stepped over the threshold and into the vestibule. Her gloved 
fingers were numb, and the air in the vestibule was just as cold 
as it had been outdoors. On top of that, it was dark and damp. 
Ingrid could barely see a thing inside the nave. Little light fell 
through the grimy, cracked stained-glass windows running up and 
down each side of the abbey. Behind the pulpit, a large rose win-
dow of pale- yellow glass bloomed at the center of the apse. Ingrid 
wrinkled her nose against a damp, musty odor.

Gabby’s voice echoed off the vaulted ceilings. “It’s even more 
terrible on the inside. Don’t you think, Griddy?”

Ingrid’s shin struck an overturned pew draped in shadow. 
She hissed an unladylike word. “Please don’t call me that. It’s bad 
enough the horrid nickname caught on in London.”

Lady Griddy, rather than Lady Ingrid Waverly, the title due to 
her as the daughter of an earl, sounded like the name of a wizened 
old dowager.

Their mother appeared from behind a column, running her 
hand along the creamy swirls of marble.

“This will be the main gallery. Oh, I do think Grayson chose 
well, didn’t he, girls? It simply aches with character. And we have 
quite a while before your father arrives for the opening, plenty of 
time to make all the repairs it requires.”

Ingrid stared at her mother, doubt plain on her face. Her 
mother waved it away. “Honestly, Ingrid, must you be so con-
trary? Think of Paris as a fresh start.” She turned away before 
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continuing. “Leaving London for the winter was in your best in-
terests, dear, especially given what happened with Mr. Walker.”

Heat flooded Ingrid’s cheeks. Her fingers clutched the curved 
arm of a pew. Mr. Walker. Jonathan Walker.

“Mother,” Gabby said.
No one had spoken Jonathan’s name since the disastrous gala 

and the event that had marked the death of Ingrid’s spotless rep-
utation in London.

Ingrid fought her rising blush. “It’s true. Leaving London was 
the best thing for me.”

With her eyes cast down, she continued toward the pulpit 
but veered to the right, into the transept, before reaching it. 
Beyond, there was a wooden door. From the heavy silence be-
hind her she knew her mother and sister were exchanging wide- 
eyed glares and emphatic arm gestures. Gabby wanted to tiptoe 
around the subject; her mother wished to chastise Ingrid for 
being too bold and public about her feelings for Jonathan. Nei-
ther approach would change a thing. Ingrid had wanted to marry 
Jonathan, and Jonathan had proposed —  to Ingrid’s closest friend, 
Anna Bettinger.

And then Ingrid had set fire to Anna’s house.
It had been an accident. A horrific accident that Ingrid would 

never forgive herself for. But it didn’t matter. She was finished in 
London.

Ingrid shoved open the transept door and the sudden bright-
ness of the snow- dusted churchyard nearly blinded her. When her 
eyes adjusted, she saw a two- story Gothic- style stone rectory just 
behind the abbey’s glass-and-iron rotunda. Their coach footman 
stood in the rectory’s open doorway with a tall, muttonchopped 
man. The man blended into the bleak surroundings in his gray 
broadcloth suit and gloves and gray domed hat.

“Who is that?” her mother asked as she came into the church-
yard behind Ingrid. She hurried forward as fast as her stout hour-
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glass figure could go in her restrictive trumpet- shaped skirt and 
fitted S- bend corset.

“Mama shouldn’t have said anything,” Gabby said quietly as 
she and Ingrid trailed her at a distance.

Ingrid tightened her cloak’s collar around her neck, avoid-
ing her sister’s frank gaze. “She can say whatever she pleases. I’m 
past it.”

She was an awful liar. Gabby knew it, too, but was gracious 
enough to let the matter drop.

When they reached the doorway to the rectory, their mother 
and the stranger were finishing introducing themselves.

“Girls, this is Monsieur Constantine,” their mother said with 
a wide smile. “Your brother’s estate agent.”

Monsieur Constantine took Ingrid’s hand and bowed over it. 
“Enchanté, my lady.”

She muttered a distracted bonjour and slid behind her mother 
to enter the rectory. Meanwhile, Gabby captured his attention 
with her natural charm, wide smile, and perfect French.

Ingrid drifted deeper into the large foyer. A young woman in 
a plain gray dress and black pinafore curtsied and then wordlessly 
went to work stripping Ingrid of her cloak and gloves. It was only 
slightly warmer in the rectory than in the abbey. A Persian rug 
covered the stone floor, and thick, peacock- blue drapes cordoned 
off two rooms extending from the foyer.

“Your other portmanteaus arrived two days ago and have 
been brought to your rooms,” Monsieur Constantine said, this 
time in English. “Your ladies’ maids are being shown about the 
premises.”

Ingrid peered up the flight of stairs, which were covered in 
lush, cardinal- red carpet. “And where is our brother?”

Her nerves jumped and itched. The hollow sensation she’d 
learned to live with the last two months yawned wide within her. 
She was more than ready for it to be filled, and the only person 
who could do that was her twin.
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Monsieur Constantine took a deep breath and held it. That 
was the moment Ingrid began to suspect something was wrong.

“I am afraid Lord Fairfax is not here,” he answered, refer-
ring to Grayson by the courtesy title every heir apparent to the 
Brickton earldom had used for generations. Her twin preferred 
the less imposing “Grayson” but had long given up lobbying for 
people to use it.

“Not here?” their mother echoed. “My son knew we were to 
arrive this afternoon. What was so important that it has drawn 
him away?”

Constantine smoothed his silver, dart- shaped beard and 
rocked back on his heels. “My lady, I do not wish to upset you; 
however, it seems your son has not been at the rectory for nearly 
four days.”

The brewing storm Ingrid had been feeling, the one whisper-
ing Grayson’s name, suddenly made sense. Startled, she looked to 
her mother. The Countess of Brickton rarely allowed emotion to 
color her expression, but at that moment anxiety fired her eyes.

“If he hasn’t been here, then where exactly has he been?” she 
asked.

“I know only what the staff tell me,” Constantine answered. 
“From what they say, it seems that your son attended a dinner 
last Thursday evening. The driver said that after the dinner con-
cluded, there were no signs of his lordship. When he inquired, 
the driver was told he had disappeared before the first course was 
served. Everyone in attendance assumed he’d left.”

Ingrid frowned. “Monsieur Constantine, where was this din-
ner? Were the hosts friends of my brother’s?”

She didn’t like the blank look that fell over the man’s face. “All 
I know, my lady, is that it was within the Fourth Arrondissement. 
Not very far from here. And the driver tells me the hosts were 
people his lordship was acquainted with.”

“Where is this driver?” Ingrid’s mother asked. “Je veux lui par-
ler immédiatement.”
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Monsieur Constantine parted one set of blue drapes and 
called out. In less than a minute, a small group of men and 
women flowed into the foyer. The men removed their patched 
tweed caps and the ladies clasped their chapped hands in front of 
their starched pinafores.

“I’ve hired your staff, Lady Brickton, and as requested, they 
all speak English very well. Bertrand drove Lord Fairfax to the 
Fourth last Thursday.” He snapped his fingers at an older gentle-
man. The man had a horseshoe ring of thinning black hair run-
ning back from his temples. He kept a stranglehold on his cap.

“My lady,” Bertrand said with a low bow.
“Has my son sent any word at all?” Ingrid’s mother asked, her 

voice shaking.
Ingrid’s stomach tightened. She’d hoped something minor 

would be the cause of her intuitive jitters. Nothing more than a 
broken heart or, at the very most, a broken bone. Grayson was 
supposed to be here, sweeping her into one of his dizzying hugs. 
But Bertrand voiced exactly what Ingrid feared.

“Je suis désolé, mais non,” he answered, shaking his head as an 
afterthought in translation of his words.

“We will resolve this, Lady Brickton,” Constantine said 
quickly and earnestly. “There must be an explanation for his ab-
sence. If you wish it so, we can ask the police for their assistance.”

“Why haven’t they already been alerted?” Gabby asked, a fer-
vent shine in her eyes.

Constantine fumbled with a few words in his own language 
before switching to English. “I have been told,” he said, “that 
an absence like this is not unheard of with Lord Fairfax. He is 
rather . . . tempestuous, the servants say. Here one moment, gone 
the next. Sometimes for a day or more.”

Ingrid let out a disappointed sigh. She’d hoped her brother 
had learned to tame his appetite for parties, clubs, and gambling 
halls. That hope crumbled at Constantine’s explanation.

An awkward silence fell as their mother tried to weather this 
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statement of her son’s reputation with grace. After a moment, 
Constantine helped her by leaping in with lengthy introductions 
to the staff he’d worked with Grayson to prepare: the house-
keeper and the butler, the cook, a kitchen maid, two housemaids, 
two footmen, a livery boy, and a driver —  Bertrand. Their names 
were a flurry of accents and sounds to Ingrid as she looked from 
face to face, trying to follow who was who. Constantine’s ram-
bling seemed to hush as her gaze tripped over, and then locked 
with, another.

Instantly, everything stilled —  her mind, the room, her 
breathing. The eyes transfixing hers belonged to a young man. 
The irises, luminous green and gold flecked, were earthy and vi-
brant, like a patch of pale forest moss long forgotten by the sun. 
Thick charcoal lashes shaded them.

He didn’t look more than a year or two older than Ingrid, and 
he watched her with unsettling inquisitiveness. She stared back, 
sensing hostility in the way he looked at her. His lips weren’t set in 
a grimace, but the flare of his nostrils expressed clear contempt. 
As if Ingrid had somehow wronged him. Which was absurd. She 
had never met this boy before.

Ingrid finally forced her eyes to detach from his, only to find 
herself looking into the foyer’s rococo mirror. She saw the high 
color over her cheekbones. Blasted skin. She couldn’t be angry or 
embarrassed without showcasing it before everyone in the room.

“Ingrid, you look flushed,” her mother said once Constantine 
had finished his introductions. It only made her cheeks burn hot-
ter. “You’re upset about your brother. You need to rest. Madam 
Bertot, could you see to it that Lady Ingrid receives tea?” She 
then turned to Ingrid’s lady’s maid from home. “Cherie, do draw 
a hot bath for her.”

For some reason, Ingrid’s complexion and slim physique 
caused people to believe she was frail and more likely to fall ill 
than her curvaceous sister. The assumption was wholly unwar-
ranted, too, considering that Ingrid hadn’t been sick a day in her 

913DD_TXT.indd   15 1/22/13   10:28 AM



16

life. Nor had Grayson, in fact. Their physician had often mar-
veled at the twins’ perpetual good health, but it never stopped 
their mother from fretting.

“Mother, I’m fine.” But Madam Bertot, who must have been 
the cook, and Cherie had already disappeared. The others, in-
cluding the young man with the lime- gold eyes, remained.

“You mustn’t neglect your health, darling,” her mother said.
“My health is fine,” Ingrid ground out. “I think I would like to 

go for a walk, actually.” She needed air. Lots of it. Ingrid turned to 
Constantine. “Is there a bookshop close by, monsieur?”

Her brother liked books almost as much as he liked to 
breathe. If there was a bookshop nearby, Grayson would defi-
nitely frequent it. Anything she could do to track him down 
would be worthwhile.

Constantine glanced at the servants and cleared his throat. 
They took it as an order and filed back through the drapes. Ex-
cept for the young man. He stood rigid, those curious eyes of his 
rooted on Ingrid.

Constantine followed the path of the young man’s stare be-
fore clearing his throat a second time. “Luc? Is there something 
you wish to say?”

Luc lowered his eyes in answer, to which Constantine replied 
impatiently, “Then you may leave.”

Luc disappeared through the drapes, leaving behind an un-
easy silence. Constantine filled it by dismissing Ingrid’s question.

“It is nearly nightfall, and the Préfecture de Police has been 
circulating a notice for people to stay indoors after dark.”

Gabby and Ingrid met each other’s gazes with raised eye-
brows.

“A few incidents have made night travel unsound,” he said in 
response to their confused expressions.

“Do these incidents have anything to do with my son’s dis-
appearance?” their mother asked.

Constantine ushered them from the foyer into the sitting 
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room. The place looked straight out of a castle, utterly medieval, 
with its tapestries, mullioned windows, and walls of roughly cut 
stone blocks. They soaked up the warmth of the fire, a natural 
barricade against the raw winter twilight.

“Certainly not. I am afraid, Lady Brickton, that your son 
leads a rather colorful lifestyle here.” He guided her to the sofa 
nearest the hearth.

“He’s young,” their mother said with practiced defense as 
she sat. It was the same excuse she often tried using on Papa. It 
worked better on Constantine.

“That he is,” he replied. “Lord Fairfax is a fine young man, 
and certainly not involved in these recent incidents.”

“What has been happening?” Gabby asked. She perched on 
the arm of the sofa at their mother’s side.

Constantine shuffled in place a moment, reluctance twitch-
ing at the corners of his mouth.

“A few young ladies have been reported missing. The papers 
print nothing but rumors, of course, and I do not like to specu-
late, but there are whisperings of violence having been involved.”

Their mother drew herself up with a shudder. “I do not wish 
my daughters to hear any more on the matter. They will stay in-
doors for the time being. Thank you, Monsieur Constantine.”

He made a deep bow. “Please, do not concern yourselves. You 
have had a long journey and, just as her ladyship has said, are in 
need of rest.”

Their mother rose to see him to the door, leaving Gabby and 
Ingrid alone in the sitting room.

“Did you hear him?” Gabby shot off the arm of the sofa. “Do 
not concern yourselves. He tells us our brother is missing, and that 
we should avoid the darkened streets of Paris for fear of losing 
our lives, and then tells us to never mind!”

Ingrid didn’t respond. Sometimes it was best to let Gabby’s 
outbursts just fizzle. Instead, she went to the window. The bot-
tom sash had been rigged with wooden shutters painted the same 
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peacock- blue as the drapes. Ingrid ran her fingers over the flaking 
paint in thought. That was what Ingrid did —  she contemplated 
while Gabby took action.

Behind her, Gabby paced the room. “And I don’t care what 
Grayson’s reputation is. Four days gone without a word? It’s too 
long. The police should have been called by now.”

Through the top panes of the mullioned glass, the snow 
covering the churchyard looked pale violet. A stone fountain 
had been turned off, and snow- crusted apple trees and boxwood 
shrubs lined the yard. Four days. The effects of any wild soirée 
Grayson might have attended would have worn off long ago, and 
besides, Ingrid’s sixth sense was positively humming.

“We should find out more about these incidents,” Gabby said, 
nervously patting the sides of her skirts. “I hardly know what to 
think.”

Ingrid did, however. Something bad had happened to her 
brother. It wasn’t a knowledge she could put into words. It was 
only something she could feel, just as when, after they’d left the 
nursery for their own bedrooms, Grayson would wake from a 
nightmare and Ingrid would instinctively wake as well. Even if 
her dream had been a happy one, she’d know somehow to leave it 
so that she might tiptoe into Grayson’s room and climb into bed 
beside him, assure him it had only been a dream.

Ingrid stared up at the ruined abbey, at the series of stone 
gargoyles stamped darkly against the twilight. The sight of them 
made her shiver, and she started to look away.

From the corner of her eye she saw the wings of one hunched 
black statue flutter up.

With a gasp, Ingrid turned back. She pressed closer to the 
glass, straining to see through the failing light. The gargoyle’s 
wings were no longer up but were hanging like curtains. What 
had she just seen?

Ingrid closed her eyes and leaned her forehead against the 
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cold glass. Nothing. She’d seen nothing. She was just overwhelmed 
and the poor light had been playing tricks on her.

Her brother was missing. There might be a kidnapper —  or a 
murderer —  stalking the girls of Paris. And Ingrid was confined to 
the rectory for the night. Come morning, first thing, she’d set out 
to find Grayson.
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chapter two

This was hell.
It had to be.
Grayson turned his face into the hard- packed dirt beneath 

him and moaned. God, it hurt. His whole body throbbed like 
one giant, pulsing open wound. He couldn’t remember how it had 
happened, but he knew that he was dead.

Grayson tested his limbs, curling in on himself. He moved 
easily enough, though it left a dull ache deep in his bones.

“You are strong.”
He opened his eyes. A voice. A woman’s voice.
“You have lost much blood, yet you do not expire. You merely 

sleep. Are you awake now?”
His cheek, pressed against the ground, was hot and dry. The 

only light was an incessant, flickering blue glow. It reminded him 
of heat lightning during a summer storm.

“I —  I’m not dead?” Dirt coated his lips. He felt a twinge of 
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relief, quickly followed by fear. If he wasn’t dead, then where was 
he? What had happened to him?

Grayson’s foggy vision cleared and he saw the silhouette of a 
cloaked and hooded figure crouching beside him. He couldn’t see 
her face; it was set too deeply within the hood for the rippling 
blue light to touch it.

“I would be very disappointed if you were dead, Grayson Wa-
verly,” the woman replied. Her voice had an echo, he realized, as 
if it were carrying across some deep valley instead of bouncing off 
the low dirt ceilings of the cave they were in. Her voice reverber-
ated in Grayson’s head and strummed his eardrums.

“Where am I?” He attempted to push himself from the floor. 
The ache seared him inside. He felt exhausted and empty. Even 
stranger, he felt hungry.

A dinner. He’d been at a dinner.
The memory eddied away as someone strong seized him 

by the shoulders and jerked him to a sitting position. Not the 
hooded woman —  another person. A man. His fierce grip slid 
down to Grayson’s forearms. The pulsating light threw blue and 
black shadows over the man’s face.

Grayson squinted. There was something wrong with the 
man’s mouth. His lips were stretched too wide over his teeth, 
almost as if he had a wedge of orange rind hidden there and was 
waiting to flash an orange smile to win a laugh. But the stench of 
him —  Grayson had never smelled anything so putrid.

“Unhand me and move aside,” Grayson ordered, putting on 
his father’s imperious tone. He jerked his arms back but winced 
as the man’s fingers became as unyielding as an iron manacle.

“You will be allowed to leave in time,” the hooded woman 
said, her words rolling and silky. “All in time, Grayson Waverly. 
Now hold still. We must begin.”

The man let out a low, lasting moan. To Grayson, it sounded 
like pleasure. It was the same sound he and his sister had made 
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when their governess wasn’t looking and they could sneak trea-
cle toffees. As the man’s lips drew apart, the idea of the absurd 
orange- rind smile crashed.

A pair of pearlescent blue canines curved over the corners of 
the man’s lower lip. Grayson wrenched backward as a second pair 
of fangs erupted from the man’s lower jaw, rising past the canines 
and stopping only when each needlelike tip had crested the man’s 
top lip.

No. It wasn’t a man. It was some sort of monster.
Its jaw sprang wide to emit a coarse growl, the sound of stones 

scraping and digging into a pane of glass.
“No!” Grayson strained to free himself. “Stop!”
The creature tore one of Grayson’s sleeves back, ripping it 

along the seam.
“You will come to understand,” the hooded woman said, her 

voice glassy and calm over Grayson’s screams. “This is all for the 
best.”

The creature snapped its head forward and punched its fangs 
through Grayson’s flesh.

Luc rolled aside the doors to the carriage house hayloft and 
stepped to the precipice. He leaned into the night wind. Usu-
ally the air alleviated his bad humors. Not tonight. Stars knifed 
through the heavens, and a stream of clouds streaked across the 
sky. Luc breathed in deeply. His nostrils flared at the unpleasant 
scent carried on the wind.

They were close. Very close. Just beyond the walls of L’Abbaye 
Saint- Dismas. The hallowed ground was the first line of protec-
tion against the creatures that had broken through the barrier 
between this world and the Underneath.

Luc was the second.
He looked toward the rectory, which sat less than twenty 

yards away. Most of the first floor was dark, but the second- floor 
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windows, where the bedchambers were located, showed low, gut-
tering lights inside. The Mesdemoiselles Waverly. The dark- eyed 
one and her pale older sister had arrived, just as Grayson had said 
they would. Luc had expected them, along with their mother and 
servants, but he certainly hadn’t wanted them. As if Luc didn’t 
have enough troubles to plague him already. Humans. That was 
what they had become, really —  a sort of never- ending plague.

Grayson Waverly. Lord Fairfax. Future Earl of Brickton. 
Whoever he was, Luc had failed to protect him. There had been 
consequences for it, too. Mistakes happened, of course. Slips. Ac-
cidents. There were always punishments to endure for such mis-
steps.

Luc had not been excluded.
The lamps along the second floor snuffed out one by one, ex-

cept for the chamber set in the far western corner of the rectory. 
The pale one was in that room. He could feel her. Her restless 
energy filled him.

The abbey and rectory had lain abandoned for decades, and 
during that time Luc himself had lain dormant. But a few months 
ago, when Grayson Waverly had purchased the rectory and spent 
his first night beneath its roof, Luc had awoken. The familiar 
sense of knowing had returned. He hadn’t wanted it back. Luc had 
grown used to not knowing. To not feeling that uncontrollable, 
undeniable urge to protect.

It made Luc sick with fury at times that someone 
else —  something else —  directed his mind. His actions. Luc hadn’t 
missed being one of the Dispossessed in Paris. He would have 
much rather spent his eternal punishment high in the rafters of 
the north bell tower, curled up like one of the hunched granite 
gargoyles along the roof, wings wound tightly around himself, his 
scales slowly crusting over to stone.

But now he was awake, and in charge of whoever inhabited 
the abbey and rectory. Protecting his last humans, a decrepit Sor-
bonne professor and his nearly blind wife, had been effortless. It 
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would not be that way with Grayson’s sisters. The pale one had 
battled Luc’s fierce glare with eyes that held far too much intel-
ligence and curiosity. She’d looked at him as if she already knew 
his secret.

Luc breathed in the frost. He liked winter best, when there 
were fewer scents to decipher. He could better smell the dangers 
lurking outside the abbey’s hallowed ground when the air wasn’t 
perfumed by clipped grass or the summer primroses that climbed 
over the high stone walls enclosing the churchyard. He didn’t like 
how close the Underneath demons were tonight. It was as though 
they knew the Mesdemoiselles Waverly had arrived. That new, 
young blood filled the rectory.

“Vultures.”
Luc didn’t flinch at the gravelly voice. He’d already sensed 

Marco’s arrival, and he wasn’t alone. Yann and René were with 
him, as they usually were. The hot, chiming pulse that registered 
at the base of Luc’s neck whenever another Dispossessed was 
near had become as wearisome as the humans themselves.

Marco swayed through the loft, Yann and René crossing the 
wide plank floors behind him.

“I’m surprised you walked,” Luc said over his shoulder. “Can’t 
you smell the demon hounds tonight? There must be at least five 
swarming rue Dante alone.”

The three of them could have come in true form. The Dis-
possessed could shed their human skins whenever they wished, 
and night was the best time for it. Dark skies and fewer eyes 
helped hide their existence from the rest of the world —  just as 
the Angelic Order, their masters and commanders, had dictated. 
Luc preferred true form. The tempered- steel- like scales in place 
of skin, the muscles cut from stone. The cold feeling of invulner-
ability.

Marco shrugged and flopped on Luc’s worn cotton- stuffed 
mattress. He hiked a boot on top of the wooden trunk at the foot 
of the bed. “It seems the beasts are too focused on the comings 
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and goings of the abbey residents to bother with our lot.” Marco 
raised his thick, dark brows. “Are your new humans that tantaliz-
ing, brother?”

René stepped up beside Luc. “We already know they have an 
appetite for British blood.”

Luc stared straight ahead. He knew better than to react to 
one of René’s goading remarks. All of the Dispossessed in Paris, 
including Luc, believed Grayson Waverly had been taken by a 
hellhound, one of the Underneath demons. Monsieur Constan-
tine and the police could search all they want. They would never 
find him.

At least Grayson wasn’t dead. Irindi, the angel of heavenly 
rule, had said as much when she’d paid Luc her required visit and 
scorched him with an angel’s burn, the obligatory punishment 
for failing his human charge. Grayson was alive, a prisoner in the 
Underneath —  a place where no angel or Dispossessed, regardless 
of rank or power, could trespass. But how a hellhound had eluded 
Luc’s senses, and why it had snatched Grayson in the first place, 
remained a mystery.

René clapped Luc on the shoulder. “Lighten up. At least 
you’re one human freer.”

He was a head taller than Luc, heavy with muscle, and had 
a coarse, unapproachable manner. He, Yann, and Marco weren’t 
friends. They were allies, and for the Dispossessed, allies were 
much more useful than friends.

“You have quite a burden to oversee,” Marco continued. 
“One human down, six more added to your flock. Are you certain 
you’re up to it?”

“I’m not an infant,” Luc replied, wanting nothing more than 
for his three uninvited guests to be gone.

“No. But you’ve woken from a long hibernation to a house-
ful of charges and an apparent outbreak of hellhounds. And they 
seem to be concentrating on your abbey,” Yann stated. His voice 
always surprised Luc. His human form was short and slim, yet 
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whenever he spoke, which wasn’t as often as his two counter-
parts, his voice was deep and echoed like a canyon. It gave weight 
to whatever he chose to say.

“And you’ve already failed one,” René said with a smug grin. 
There had been a time when Luc would have been stupid enough 
to try to punch it off his face.

Luc shoved away from the hayloft door. “I don’t need re-
minding.”

No doubt Marco and the others were amused by the news of 
this failure. Grayson didn’t matter to them. He didn’t matter all 
that much to Luc, truth be told. Humans were nuisances. They 
were an endless obligation, and protecting them was the cross 
he was forced to bear for what he’d done when he’d been human 
himself. But he had never lost a charge before. Until Grayson, 
Luc had never failed.

“All we’re trying to say, brother,” Marco said, his heel grinding 
into the trunk’s lid as he slowly rotated his ankle, “is that we are 
in a position to help you. My charges have deserted Hôtel Dugray 
until spring, Yann’s bridge is under reconstruction and closed off 
to the public, and René’s square is nearly deserted during the 
week. We could lend a hand in watching over your humans.”

Luc resisted the urge to swipe Marco’s boot off the lid of his 
trunk. He knew Marco well, and knew that he spoke on behalf 
of the Wolves, Marco’s caste within the Dispossessed in Paris. 
The Wolves weren’t known for their charity. Why would Marco 
propose to help him?

“They won’t be here long,” Luc said, dismissing the offer.
Marco snorted. “You don’t think the girls will look for their 

brother?”
Of course they would. They’d have hope. It was such a pre-

dictable human downfall. But they wouldn’t find him. Their 
brother wasn’t anywhere on the Earth’s surface. If he had been, 
Luc would have been able to feel his presence, his emotions. His 
exact location. Luc’s ties to those who lived within the walls of 
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the abbey and rectory ran that deep. It had been that way for 
327 years. Since the very day Luc, just seventeen, had died and 
been barred from heaven and, consequently, cast into the Dispos-
sessed.

The day Luc had become a gargoyle.
“Leave them to me,” Luc said. He planned to show the Wa-

verly women that hope was futile. Once they saw that their 
brother wasn’t coming home, they would leave the abbey. The 
servants would leave next, and the place would fold back into 
the neglected, fenced- off property it had been for the last thirty 
years. Parisians would once again walk past it without seeing its 
crumbling walls, without noticing that it even existed. And Luc 
would slip contentedly back into hibernation.

Marco pushed himself up from the mattress. “Do what you 
want, they’re your humans. But remember my offer if they prove 
stubborn.”

Luc nodded, though he had no intention of inviting Marco, 
Yann, or René to oversee the Waverly women. As inconvenient 
and unwelcome as they were, these were still Luc’s humans. He 
was compelled to protect them in a way no other gargoyle would 
have been.

Luc looked back to the flickering light inside the pale sister’s 
room. Ingrid. He tested the name out in his mind. His tie to her 
was already stronger than the one to her sister. He connected to a 
human through scent, all gargoyles did, and one breath of her had 
nearly paralyzed him. It had been a long time since he’d smelled 
anything so light and clean, with the barest trace of dark soil and 
sweet spring grass. And yet beneath that clean scent there was 
some unidentifiable tang, something that made the ridges of his 
spine shudder with the urge to coalesce.

“They are wrong for this place,” Marco said, so agile and 
stealthy that he’d come up behind Luc without him noticing. “I 
can feel it. Their brother was as well. You’re blessed to be through 
with him so easily. Perhaps you will be blessed a second time?”
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The darkness in Marco’s suggestion struck Luc as keenly as 
the winter air. This was why his offer to help made no sense. Luc 
dipped his chin as a tremor worked its way down the length of 
his spine. He felt his vertebrae expand, the bones inside his hands 
begin to shift. The skin over his cheeks tightened.

Marco visibly tamped down a grin. “I meant no harm. Keep 
your bones in humana forma. You know how ugly you Dogs are 
when you shift.”

René snorted at the insult to Luc’s caste, but Luc felt no 
shame. If one looked close enough, they would notice that the 
grotesques all along the abbey roofline had pointed ears, muzzle-
like noses, and sharp canines. Luc had been appointed to the 
abbey for a reason. A gargoyle’s caste spoke volumes about the 
kind of person he had been in life. Dogs were fiercely loyal and 
unrelenting in battle. Wolves, like Marco and René, were power-
ful, persuasive leaders. Chimeras, like Yann, were two complex 
halves melded together —  he was a griffin, with the body of a lion 
and the head and wings of an eagle. Noble and predatory.

No matter what his caste, every Dispossessed had at least one 
thing in common. While alive, they’d all committed the same sin: 
the cold- blooded murder of a man of the cloth.

Luc’s urge to coalesce faded. His shifting bones and vertebrae 
settled back into place. His skin loosened around his cheekbones 
and chin. Marco backed up toward the ladder. “I didn’t mean to 
overstep. They are your burden, and so I’ll leave you to them.”

Marco reached the ladder, but a shift in the air alerted Luc. 
He cocked his head and traced the gray, smoky scent of another 
one of his human charges. This one slept in a small corner of the 
carriage house, one used originally as a horse stall.

“Bertrand is awake,” Luc said. “You can’t leave the way you 
came.”

Marco motioned to Yann and René, and the three of them 
promptly began stripping off their clothes. Marco was tall and 
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strapping, the muscles in his chest and thighs impressive com-
pared to Luc’s more lithe, compact build. Luc waited patiently 
for them to shed their last articles of clothing. There was no 
room for embarrassment among the Dispossessed. They were all 
men, and went unclothed far too often for modesty.

“Thank you for your hospitality,” Marco quipped as he strode 
easily toward the open loft door, his clothing and shoes bundled 
in his hands.

“As always,” Luc replied.
The three of them stood at the loft door, their bodies 

rimmed by the pearly moonlight. The transformation unfolded 
within a matter of seconds. In simultaneous motion, Marco’s 
spine lengthened and arched; René’s arms and legs extended, 
his face morphing into a wolfish snout; Yann’s fingers and toes 
mutated into deadly claws. After countless shifts over centuries, 
their bones, joints, and tendons now moved with ease, gliding 
from one place to another, springing cartilage where their human 
forms had none.

Marco’s skin hardened over with a thick jacket of rusty 
golden scales the color of a midsummer sunset. The new skin 
stretched tight around the shifting bones of his face. And then, in 
the space of a heartbeat, two scale- covered wings unfurled from 
his back. The same happened with René, only his scales were a 
shade lighter, shimmering like spun gold. The stone grotesques, 
all cast in dull gray, would never be able to capture the magnifi-
cent colors of a flesh- and- blood gargoyle. Their individual colors, 
exaggerations of their human coloring, almost made up for just 
how hideous their gargoyle forms were.

Marco’s wings snapped open. The tip of each scaly copper 
wing brushed the ceiling. Yann’s feathered wings, each plume 
razor edged, were streaked with silver, just as his black human 
hair was. He took to the air first, followed by René.

Marco dropped into a crouch, his spine a prominent ridge. 
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He glanced back at Luc, his thin lips parted to expose two rows 
of needle teeth, and screeched. It would sound to a waking Ber-
trand like the shriek of a hawk. But Luc understood the language 
perfectly: “Drive them out quickly, brother.”

Marco leaped from the edge of the loft and soared into the 
night sky.
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