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		CHAPTER ONE

		

		In the catacombs beneath Rome, the shadows gathered.

		The one in the body of a cardinal came first, red robes brushing the stonework, wrinkled features pinched. It could feel the man’s disgust at being in this place, but it didn’t care. This was the moment when they would change the world.

		It stood at the heart of a broad circle, lined with tombs, each more crumbling than the last. It had carved the mausoleum slab at the heart of that space with the required symbols to tie power to this far too physical world. It had carved an archway with even more, to anchor the portal when the time came.

		The one who had stolen a woman’s body in Venice came next, still wearing a carnival mask decorated with a single teardrop.

		“Is everything ready?” she asked. There was power there, and authority. The human mind trapped within the cardinal resented the idea of a woman being more powerful than him, but the shadow within knew a stronger one of its kind when it met one.

		“All is as it should be,” the cardinal said. He whispered the first words of the chant, and a flicker of dark light flowed along the grooves in the stone to prove it.

		“Excellent.”

		The third and fourth followed quickly: a porter who had to squeeze his hefty body through the tighter spaces, and one in the body of a visiting noblewoman, who had come to the cardinal seeking absolution in the holy city but found only the shadows.

		“We are gathered,” the cardinal said, and gestured to the stone. “Who has the honor?”

		“I do,” the porter said. The cardinal could hear the pride there, even as there was all too human fear. “For all our kind.”

		If it were not for this cost, their kind might already have overrun the human world of form and light. To find one of their kind willing to sacrifice themselves was hard, and it was something only to be done when the chances of succeeding were beyond a doubt.

		Like now.

		The porter moved to the slab, lying upon it. The cardinal and the others went to their positions around it, and the cardinal took out a stiletto, holding the point above the porter’s heart.

		The four of them started the chant, and now the power built. Every etched stone of the mausoleum amplified it, caught it, built it up until it was like swimming in a sea of that power. Every shadow of the mausoleum flickered and twisted, forming new shapes that had nothing to do with the objects around them.

		The chanting built to a crescendo, and the cardinal looked to the one in the mask. She nodded, and the cardinal brought his stiletto down sharply, plunging it into the porter’s heart.

		Most of the time, such things were an inconvenience to their kind. The host died, but the shadows within could flee. Here though, like this, there was no fleeing. The marks on the stone bound the shadow to the flesh, made it a true sacrifice. Even as he felt the stiletto plunge into flesh, the cardinal felt the unravelling of the shadow within it, power flowing out in one last surge.

		That power was the final push the ritual needed.

		Power flowed out along the markings the cardinal had made, making them blaze with dark energy, until they hurt the eyes of the human body the cardinal wore. He made himself watch, though. He would not miss this moment.

		He watched as the air itself tore within the archway, seeming to pulse and bubble before it rent asunder. The air inside the archway gave way, less like the opening of a door and more like the simple obliteration of everything within it.

		It left a pathway to somewhere else, somewhere filled with shades of darkness that would overwhelm a human mind.

		That darkness shifted and changed with every breath, more complex by far than the form and light of this place. The cardinal could feel the hatred that place held for this world, the desires to own and crush it running side by side.

		He stared into the darkness, and the darkness started to flow outward.

		Now, it was possible to make out the shadows among the greater mass of darkness, flowing through that space like great creatures through some blackened sea. They came towards the portal, some hesitantly because of the dim glow of the catacombs, others eagerly.

		They poured out from the portal, flowing from it and roosting among the shadows of the mausoleum. They clustered, seeming to take up no space, but adding a weight to the air of the room that had not been there before. These were the cardinal’s people; yet even so, his stolen body wanted to shudder at the sensation of it.

		The woman in the mask seemed to have no such reaction. She stood at the heart of them, with one hand on the body of the porter, halfway between a general addressing an army and some cruel priestess speaking to a congregation after a sacrifice.

		“We have opened a way to this world. One of our number has given their life so that the rest of us may enter. We must make that sacrifice worth it. We must ensure that, this time, the world of humanity falls!”

		There was a susurration around the mausoleum, and the cardinal could almost feel the excitement of his kin as they gathered.

		“There is one thing that must be done first. We will not let the Shadowseers cut us off from the world as they have before.”

		She turned, pointing to one of the shadows there, which lurked alone. The cardinal could feel the power of it, and the malevolence. Even their own kind shrank back from it.

		“Go to the place the humans call ‘Munich.’ The Shadowseers are there, seeking the relic to close our portals. Find it before they do, and there will be no way for them to stop us!”

		

	
		CHAPTER TWO

		

		Inspector Sebastian Pinsley stood with his hand raised to knock on the door of his daughter’s apartment in Paris. Then he did the one thing he hadn’t done in all his years of policing, in all his time in the army before:

		He froze.

		He stood there perfectly still, with his hand still raised, like some tall, middle-aged statue. He must have looked a spectacle to anyone in the building, this slender Englishman with his hawkish features and dark mutton chops, standing perfectly still in front of a door with his hand still raised to knock.

		He willed himself to knock, reminded himself that his daughter Olivia lay just beyond that door, that he wanted to see her more than anything in the world, but that only made it worse.

		Pinsley wanted to see her, but did she want to see him?

		Olivia knew that he was in Paris, of course. He’d saved her from a killer only last night. She’d seen him there, and Pinsley had seen the recognition there. He’d also seen the shock. His daughter hadn’t been expecting to find her father showing up in Paris. Perhaps that also meant that he wasn’t wanted?

		Ordinarily, the inspector had all the capacities he would ever need to find out the truth of a matter, yet this was something where logic and reasoning could not help him. If he had ever truly known what was going on in his daughter’s heart, then perhaps she would never have fled London in the first place.

		Talking to Kaia yesterday, flushed with the success of the investigation, he’d been so certain that he should find his daughter. Now, all the old insecurities came flooding back. Did he have the right to show up like this? There were reasons why Olivia left. Would she even want to see him? Plus, he couldn’t stay in Paris. The Sûreté were searching for him and Kaia, and he had already promised that he would go to Munich.

		Almost without making a conscious decision, Pinsley started to back away from the door. Sometimes in life, it was better for all concerned to make a tactical withdrawal. Better for him, better for…

		The door swung open even as Pinsley backed away, revealing Olivia standing there. She was far shorter than Pinsley, but just as slender, with dark hair tied back in a braid, and features that had inherited only a trace of Pinsley’s sharpness, so that the result was striking rather than intense. She wore a simple dark dress, and a scarf that Pinsley guessed was intended to hide the marks of the rope a killer had tried to use to strangle her.

		Her expression was the most complex part of her right then, filled with a mix of fear and hope, worry, anger, and… joy?

		“Father!” she said, and flung herself forward, catching her arms around him in a hug so tight that it hurt, especially when Pinsley still had the bruises from his own fight with the killer.

		“Olivia!” he said, and even though it was far from the done thing, he felt a tear of joy forming at the corner of his eye. “Olivia, I’m so sorry, for everything.”

		“No, you don’t have to be sorry,” Olivia said. “I… I just couldn’t stand being in London after Mother… I had to make a clean break, for my own sanity.”

		Pinsley understood that better than he cared to. His own mind had been on the brink of falling apart with grief when Catherine had been murdered.

		“Come inside,” Olivia said.

		She showed him into a small apartment that was still neatly kept, with white painted walls, and a few pieces of furniture that looked as though they’d been salvaged from other places. Olivia gestured to a chair and Pinsley took it, while she seated herself on a divan.

		“Why Paris?” he asked.

		“I wanted to act,” Olivia said. “I wanted… I wanted the life I dreamed of, not something ordinary.”

		“You were never ordinary,” Pinsley assured her. “And you are a wonderful actress.”

		He caught the faint look of surprise that crossed her face. “I just play minor parts.”

		“And do it brilliantly,” Pinsley insisted.

		“I thought… I thought you wouldn’t approve,” Olivia said. “I haven’t dared to write, because I thought you might come and drag me back.”

		Pinsley tried to imagine that fear and realized that if he had found Olivia in the first months after she’d left, he might have just brought her home regardless of her wishes. He would have seen it as saving her. Now, though, he could see that things were different. She seemed happy here in a way that she hadn’t been in London after her mother’s death.

		“I will never try to do that,” he promised.

		He saw Olivia relax. “That’s good to hear. Not that it matters much now. They’ll be closing the theater, and after all the scandal, I don’t know how much work I’ll get. But what now? Are you staying in Paris? Are you here for good?”

		A part of Pinsley wished that he could stay there with his daughter forever. It said that, having only just found her, he shouldn’t leave again. Yet with the Sûreté after him, he knew he couldn’t.

		Besides, he had made a promise to Kaia.

		“I cannot stay,” he said, shaking his head. “My efforts to catch the man who attacked you on stage mean that the police here wish to arrest me. In any case, I have…”

		He was about to say that he had seen things beyond reason, things he could not explain, but he didn’t want his own daughter to think him mad. How could Pinsley explain the full depth of what he’d seen with Kaia?

		He settled for a half truth, instead. “There is a young woman who has become my ward. She is traveling to Munich, and I believe that there are matters there that must be investigated, so I have to accompany her.”

		“You’re leaving?” Olivia said. Pinsley could see the sadness and the hurt there. She seemed to want him to go as little as he wanted to leave.

		“I must.” Pinsley reached out for his daughter’s hand. “I will try to return to Paris once the truth about tonight has come out, and the hunt for me has passed. But if I do not leave, I will be arrested. They think I am an English spy, making trouble. And if they find out that you are my daughter… it could mean trouble for you.”

		“I… I understand,” Olivia said. “Wait, one minute.”

		She disappeared into what seemed to be a bedroom. Pinsley assumed that his daughter was going to fetch some memento to remember her by and felt slightly embarrassed that he had nothing of his own to give. Nothing that would mean anything, at least.

		Then Olivia strode out of the bedroom carrying a hefty traveling bag, and he knew that he’d misjudged her.

		“Olivia,” he began, “you can’t just-”

		“The theater will be closed after tonight, and if you’re right about the Sûreté looking for you, then that might spell trouble for me even if you’re not here,” Olivia said. “Besides, I want to. I want the chance to spend time with you.”

		“So you mean…”

		“I’m coming with you to Munich.”

		

		*

		

		Kaia stood in the hallway of the grand house that she had called upon and stared at a girl who could only be her sister, her twin.

		Her brain reeled in shock at the sight of her, but there was no doubting it. She had the same heart shaped face, the same delicate features, the same blonde hair. She was as short and as slender as Kaia. Her brow furrowed in puzzlement in exactly the same way that Kaia’s did.

		The only real difference was the way that they were dressed. Kaia’s clothes were traveling attire that was finer than anything she’d owned back at the orphanage, but her brightly colored dress still felt like rags compared to the finery of the dark dress her sister wore. It looked as if it had come from the very best couturier the city had to offer, every embroidered line of it screaming wealth even if the house around them hadn’t.

		For the longest time, they stood there staring at one another. Then her sister rushed forward, and swept Kaia up in a hug that Kaia could only return breathlessly.

		“I knew!” her sister exclaimed, in English. “I always knew. I had dreams about having a sister. About being small and playing together. I knew you were real, and that we would find one another.”

		Her voice wasn’t like Kaia’s. Where Kaia had the roughness of the poorest parts of South London, her sister sounded as if she had been brought up in the finest parts of Surrey or Oxfordshire.

		It took Kaia a moment to realize just how odd that was, when they were in Paris.

		“Wait,” she said. “You’re English?”

		“My father is ambassador to France,” her sister said.

		“Father?” Kaia said. Were their parents here? For a moment, she dared to hope.

		“My adopted father,” her sister said. “I was adopted.”

		Kaia felt a flash of disappointment then that she wasn’t about to meet her parents as well as her sister, but also a kind of relief. If her sister and her parents had been living together, then that would have meant that they’d abandoned Kaia while keeping her sister. Kaia wasn’t sure that she could have stood that.

		Her sister took Kaia’s hand. “I know, it’s a lot. You have questions, and so do I. Let’s go sit down.”

		She led the way through to a parlor that could have hosted the Emperor of France himself. Perhaps it had, given what she’d just said. Every scrap of furniture was the finest Kaia had seen, carved so that it seemed as sinuous as something alive. The walls were painted a calm, duck egg blue, while there were bookshelves that held more books than Kaia had seen in her life.

		None of that mattered as much as the fact that Kaia was in there with her sister.

		“What’s your name?” Kaia blurted out, as her sister led them to a chaise longue. “I don’t even know your name.”

		“Emmeline,” her sister said. “Most people call me Em. Well, no, most people call me Emmeline in their sternest voice. But the people I like call me Em. What are you called?”

		“I’m Kaia,” Kaia said. It was so strange, not knowing even the most basic things about her own twin. The shock of all of it was almost too great. It made her feel like her head was swimming, about to explode with the pressure of it all.

		It was all too much, and Kaia could feel tears starting to fall from her eyes. She found them matched in her sister, so that for a few moments, the two of them simply sat there across from one another, weeping.

		“I know,” Em said. She reached up to brush away one of Kaia’s tears, and Kaia mirrored the movement without thinking. “There’s so much to say, so much to find out. But it feels right, doesn’t it?”

		It did. It felt as if a piece of Kaia had slotted back into place, making her whole again where before she had been fractured and incomplete. For the first time in her life, she had real family, right in front of her.

		“How?” she asked, looking round at the room and its grandeur. “How are you here, like this?”

		“I was adopted,” Em said. “When I was only a little girl. My new mother and father were always quite honest about it. They felt it was better not to lie to me. They had everything else in the world, money, love, a job for my father that let him work with the most important people, but they couldn’t have the one thing they wanted: a child. I have been their daughter ever since. What about you, Kaia? Did someone adopt you?”

		Kaia shook her head. “I escaped from the orphanage the day before they were going to give me into service.”

		Kaia saw the sympathy on her sister’s face.

		“I’m so sorry,” Em said. “I wish I’d known. I wish I could have done something.”

		Kaia was just glad that Em hadn’t had to go through everything that she had growing up. She hadn’t had to spend years trapped in the cruelty of the orphanage. Kaia wouldn’t have wished it on her even if it had meant having Em there beside her, even if it had meant Kaia getting out instead.

		“How did you get here, though?” Em asked.

		Kaia wondered how much to tell her. When she’d told people before, they’d been convinced that she was mad, that she was making things up. She was still contemplating it when she felt the pulsing of power inside her sister. Power like hers. Power that could drive back the shadows.

		“You… you’re the same as me,” Kaia said. “You have… power.”

		She saw Em hesitate, and she guessed that her sister was having exactly the same conversation with herself about whether she should say anything. Then she smiled.

		“I do, and it feels so good to finally tell someone. Is that part of why you’re in Paris?”

		Kaia nodded. “I came because someone like me, a Shadowseer, told me that my family might be in Paris. Then when I got here, I could feel the shadows. I thought one was involved in a murder, but instead, it turned out that they were plotting to open a doorway to let more through. Then, I found out from a woman they’d possessed that they were watching this house. I thought it would be filled with Shadowseers. Instead, I found…”

		“Me,” Em said, with another smile. “But what’s all this about Shadowseers and shadows? Does it have to do with the power in me? In us? Do you know about it?”

		“Only what I’ve found out,” Kaia said. “Only what a couple of people have told me.”

		“Then you must tell me,” Em said. “You must tell me that, and all about yourself. I’ll have a servant make up a room, and you can stay, and everything will be perfect.”

		Kaia wanted nothing more. She wanted to sit there for hours, talking with her sister. She wanted to explain everything she knew and ask every detail of Em’s life in return. Then she realized that there was one more thing she’d been told that meant she couldn’t do that. If what she’d been told about the relic was true, then she had to get to it before the shadows did, and that meant…

		“Em,” she said. “I can’t stay.”

		“Why not?”

		“There’s an item, a relic. If I don’t get to it, then the whole world could be in danger. I… I have to go to Munich.”

		

	
		CHAPTER THREE

		

		Kaia wasn’t sure how her newfound sister would react to the news that she had to go to Munich. She braced for Em’s reaction, not knowing if she would be heartbroken or indifferent, angry that Kaia was leaving so soon or frustrated that Kaia would put even this in front of her family.

		All Kaia could do was watch and wait. Perhaps Em would tell her to go. Perhaps she would say that she didn’t care. That would, in its way, be worse.

		Then she did the one thing Kaia wasn’t expecting.

		“If you’re going to Munich, then I’m coming with you,” Em declared.

		“What?” Kaia said. “No, you can’t. It will be dangerous.”

		She didn’t want to put her sister at risk, not so soon after meeting her for the first time. Not at all, if she could help it.

		“You said yourself that you could feel the power I have,” Em pointed out. “If this is safe for you, it is safe for me.”

		The trouble was that Kaia wasn’t sure if this was going to be safe for her. She suspected that she would be walking into the middle of danger, trying to find both the Shadowseers and the object that the shadows wanted. She tried to find an excuse that might keep Em safe.

		“Your new family won’t just let you go with me, will they?” Kaia said.

		“Oh, Mother is back in London, and Father is preoccupied trying to smooth things over with the Emperor. If I tell him that I am leaving to go back to school in Switzerland early, he won’t question it.”

		“You go to school in Switzerland?” Kaia said, the surprise in her voice partly because she couldn’t imagine anyone going all that way for school, and partly because it was another hint of a life that had been so much better than her own.

		“There’s a finishing school there that’s supposed to turn me into the most suitable young lady I can be. Languages, deportment, that sort of thing.” Em said it as if Kaia might have studied either of those things. “Getting me ready for the point where I find an even more suitable husband. I think, compared to that, going off on an adventure with a twin I never knew about sounds like the better option, don’t you? And if you’re serious about the stakes, then you’ll need all the help you can get.”

		Kaia couldn’t argue with that logic. Even so she felt as though she had to try.

		“Em, are you sure about this?”

		“Absolutely,” Em said. “Don’t you want me with you?”

		There was only one answer to that.

		“More than anything,” Kaia said. Even so, she couldn’t help thinking about what the inspector would say, with her wanting to bring someone else along on their journey like this. Even her sister. Especially her sister.

		Em seemed to relax a little. “Then that’s settled. I’ll have the carriage brought around at once.”

		

		*

		

		By the time they rolled up in front of the boarding house where Kaia had arranged to meet the inspector, he was already waiting outside. There was a young woman with him, and Kaia recognized her from the previous night in the theater, as the one who had been attacked.

		This was his daughter, Olivia. He’d found her. He’d talked to her, the way she’d hoped he would.

		A mixture of emotions rose in Kaia at that. Happiness for the inspector was at the forefront, because today of all days she knew how much it meant to find family that had been missing.

		At the same time, though, there was an undercurrent of fear, because would the inspector truly want to go with her now that he had found his daughter? Wouldn’t he want to find a way to stay with her instead?

		Those fears were allayed a little by the fact that he had his traveling bag in his hand, but even that might only mean that he was planning to go somewhere with Olivia, perhaps even back to London. She had a bag too. They were leaving.

		In spite of her fears, Kaia made herself step down from the carriage, and Em alighted beside her, with all the grace that probably came from that finishing school of hers.

		She saw the shock on Pinsley’s face as they stood there together, side by side. Ordinarily he was so reserved, but now it looked as if Kaia could have pushed him over with a feather, he was so obviously stunned.

		“There’s two of you now?” he said, but he recovered quickly. “A sister. You have a sister.”

		“This is Em,” Kaia said, realizing that she should probably make introductions.

		“Emmeline Faunley-Jones,” Em said.

		“As in Rupert Faunley-Jones? The ambassador to Paris?” Pinsley said. Kaia could see his shock deepening, but also taking on a tinge of worry.

		“My adopted father,” Em said, as if it were all the simplest thing in the world.

		The inspector seemed to be too taken aback by it all to even form words. Apparently, his daughter didn’t have the same difficulty.

		“It’s lovely to meet you,” Olivia said, holding out her hand. “Forgive my father, I think this has all taken him rather aback. I am Olivia.”

		She shook Em’s hand, seeming perfectly at ease in spite of the importance of Em’s adopted parents. She turned to Kaia.

		“And you must be my father’s ward, Kaia,” she said. Instead of a handshake, she pulled Kaia into a hug. “I always wanted a little sister, and I have no doubt that you played your part saving me last night, too.”

		Kaia hadn’t been expecting such a warm welcome from the inspector’s daughter. She wasn’t sure what she’d been expecting. Maybe jealousy, or a sense that Olivia wanted her father to herself now that they’d reconnected. Instead, she seemed truly pleased to meet Kaia. That made emotions well up in her. She’d never had a family before, and now, not only had she found her real sister, but she’d added someone who was almost another.

		“I… you’re not upset that I’m taking your father away to Munich?” Kaia asked.

		“Why would I be upset?” Olivia replied. “I’m coming too.”

		Kaia stepped back and stared at her, then at Pinsley, who looked slightly embarrassed.

		“Olivia insisted,” he said, “and it will be good to have her along.”

		“Quite the quartet we’ll make,” Em said. She seemed to have the knack of surprising the inspector.

		“You’re coming too?” Pinsley said. “But your father-”

		He got no further than that, though, because whistles sounded at the end of the street, piercing enough that they hurt Kaia’s ears. She looked around and saw at least half a dozen members of the Sûreté in full uniform, heading towards them.

		“What’s going on?” Em asked.

		Kaia shook her head. “No time to explain. They think we’re English spies and worse. I don’t even know how they found us.”

		Even though she and the inspector were innocent, she still felt as fearful as if she were guilty of everything the police here suspected them of: murder, spying, sabotage. Would they even stop to listen, or would they just drag them straight to the guillotine?

		“The hotel owner must have said something,” Pinsley replied. “There’s no time. We need to run.”

		“Get in the carriage,” Em said. She was already making her way back up into it. “Quickly!”

		Kaia followed her without thinking about it, up into an interior lined with red leather and velvet, with broad, deep seats that were obviously designed to keep the occupants comfortable for as long as necessary on long journeys.

		Olivia sprang up next, squashing into the space with her luggage, and the inspector came after her, lunging into it.

		“Drive, Hugo!” Em called out, and Kaia heard the crack of a whip, urging the horses into motion. She felt the strain against the carriage as they started to get it moving, those first few strides coming painfully slowly.

		“They’re gaining on us,” the inspector said.

		Kaia could see that it was true. The half dozen men of the Sûreté were almost level with the carriage, now. If they got there… well, the inspector could fight, but there were too many of them for that. Probably all four of them would be arrested then, simply for trying to run.

		Kaia found herself wondering if she might be able to summon up her power. She’d used it before to send foes flying long enough to escape. Maybe she could do it again.

		The only problem with that was that she didn’t know how she used her power. When she’d used it before, it had always been sudden and spontaneous. It had come out of her without any control, almost as if something were pouring out through her. Kaia reached down to try to find it now, but it was like some sleeping creature in its lair, unwilling to be roused.

		Even as Kaia tried, she saw the first of the Sûreté officers grab for the carriage. She was certain in that moment that they were done for, and that the carriage would soon have all six policemen grabbing onto it in an effort to capture them.

		“This carriage is the property of the British Ambassador!” Em snapped out, in perfect French. “Its contents are under the protection of the British Empire. Attempting to enter without permission is an act of war between our countries!”

		Kaia had no idea if any of that was true or not, but it was certainly enough to get the man who’d grabbed the carriage to let it go as quickly as if it were red hot metal.

		In that brief space, the carriage surged forward, with the streets of Paris flashing past around them. Kaia felt the wheels of the carriage skid as they rounded a corner, and she saw the chasing Sûreté fall back.

		“Was that true, what you said?” Kaia asked Em.

		Her twin shrugged. “It’s certainly what Father said to say if we were ever harassed. I don’t think he had quite this situation in mind, though.”

		They kept going through Paris, heading east, through streets full of busy people. Kaia saw a Sûreté officer and ducked her head on instinct, trying not to be seen.

		“Word won’t have spread about us being in this carriage yet,” Pinsley said, obviously trying to reassure her, “and they’re looking for two fugitives, not for anything to do with the ambassador.”

		It was a little reassuring, but even so, Kaia couldn’t help wondering how long it would be before news spread about them, and she couldn’t stop herself from worrying every time one of the Sûreté came into view.

		Paris rolled by, in parades of newly remade streets. Kaia found to her surprise that she would miss it once she left. She was apprehensive too about the prospect of going to Munich. Would it be like this, with classical lines and imperial symbols everywhere, or would it be different again?

		After a little while, Em knocked on the side of the carriage, which seemed to be a signal for the driver to stop.

		“That’s far enough for you, Hugo,” she called up. “Go back to the house. My friends will drive me to school from here.”

		“Very well, mademoiselle,” the driver replied. Kaia saw him hop down. She was surprised that he didn’t ask about being chased by the Sûreté, but maybe not asking questions was a part of being the ambassador’s driver?

		“We’re stopping here?” Pinsley asked, but then seemed to think for a moment. “Ah, I see. Very clever, young lady.”

		“See what?” Kaia asked, because she definitely didn’t see anything.

		“We cannot take a train from Paris heading east, because the stations will be watched,” Pinsley explained. “That means that our best approach is to take the carriage at least out to the next town with a station, possibly all the way to Bavaria. But it would not be right to ask the driver to go with us all that way, because his first loyalty is to the ambassador.”

		“Exactly,” Em replied, looking pleased. “We can’t have poor Hugo losing his position just because I’m not doing what I should.”

		“And it will be a better disguise, if I’m out there as the driver,” Pinsley said. “They’re looking for an Englishman and a young woman, not for three young women being driven together.”

		He slipped out, and Kaia felt the shift of the carriage as he settled into the driver’s seat. In spite of her fear of being caught, Kaia couldn’t help a note of excitement, too. They’d gotten away, for now, and soon, they would all be heading to Bavaria together. There, she might finally find the rest of the Shadowseers, and the relic.

		Kaia just hoped that they could get there before the shadows found it.

		

	
		CHAPTER FOUR

		

		Kaia stared back out of the stagecoach as they left Paris, certain that at any moment, riders would appear, trying to track them down. She kept staring back until the last glimpses of Notre Dame disappeared on the horizon.

		“We can probably relax,” Em said. “They won’t dare chase Father’s coach. It would cause too much of a scene.”

		“And what about if your father hears about what’s going on and sends people to bring you back?” Olivia asked. “If he hears that you’re consorting with people who are accused of being spies and murderers, I imagine the ambassador will want to see you safe.”

		A fresh wave of fear hit Kaia. She hadn’t thought of that. While she imagined that she and the others would be able to talk their way out of trouble if it came to it, it would still slow them down, and right now, she wasn’t sure that they could afford any delays.

		She leaned out to talk to Pinsley. Around them, the French countryside was passing slowly, in open fields and vineyards. Kaia could see villages and towns in the distance, all seeming like specks compared to the great spread of Paris.

		“How long until we get to Munich?” Kaia asked.

		“The coach is a modern one,” the inspector replied. “But if we have to take it all the way, then we cannot expect to make more than ten miles an hour, and it is more than nine hundred miles to Munich.”

		Kaia felt as though difficulty was just piling up on top of difficulty then. The days it would take to get to Munich would be days in which the shadows were getting closer to their aims. There was no way that they could allow the shadows that much time to find what they were looking for.

		“Is there any way to get there quicker?” she asked. “I don’t think we have a whole week to spare.”

		“We could follow your sister’s plan,” Pinsley said. “Drive to the next town, take a train, and proceed from there. There are risks to that, though, if the authorities have sent a cable ahead.”

		“I think we have to take the risk,” Kaia said, and something about the urgency of her tone must have made her worry plain to the inspector, because he nodded.

		“Very well. But we must be careful.”

		They continued to drive on through the French countryside, and it was frustratingly slow, even with the promise of faster transport at the end of it.

		“Why are you in such a hurry to get to Munich?” Olivia asked as the carriage rattled on.

		Kaia’s instinct was to hold back. Olivia seemed nice, and she was the inspector’s daughter, but both of those things were just reasons to try to avoid looking insane in front of her.

		“How much did your father tell you?” Kaia asked.

		“He said that there was an investigation in Munich,” Olivia replied, “and that you were trying to find some people, but nothing more than that.”

		“They’re people… connected to my family,” Kaia said. “I think they might have answers for me, about a lot of things. And I think that they are in danger from some… very dangerous people.”

		Kaia stumbled as she tried to work out how much, or how little, to say. She was sure that she was only making Olivia suspicious by coming out with half answers, yet what else could she say?

		“I feel like you’re holding something back,” Olivia said.

		Kaia found herself wishing that she could reach out with her power in that moment, the way she’d learned to in Paris, that she could understand Olivia completely as she had the dangerous inhabitants of a tenement building. Kaia found herself reaching down inside, trying to find the well from which all that power sprang.

		She did, but to her surprise, it didn’t flow towards Olivia. Instead, it poured out towards Em, and Kaia felt power coming from Em in return, so that the two mingled and touched, intertwining in ways Kaia couldn’t even begin to make sense of.

		Then Kaia almost fell off her seat, because she heard Em’s voice in her head, as clearly as if she had been talking to her.

		Why don’t you just tell her you don’t know more?

		Kaia stared at her sister in shock, and Em stared at her the same way. She clearly hadn’t expected this to happen any more than Kaia had.

		You can hear me? Kaia asked.

		Yes! You can hear me? Em replied.

		I can! Kaia struggled to maintain her composure, and clearly failed, because Olivia looked at her with obvious worry.

		“Kaia, Em, is everything all right?”

		“It’s fine, it’s fine,” Kaia said hurriedly, even though this was anything but fine. This was complicated, and strange, and…

		It’s a lot, even with everything else we can do, Em thought in Kaia’s direction.

		It is, Kaia agreed. Wait, does this mean you can see everything I’m thinking?

		This newfound ability seemed strange and unsettling even by the standards of the things Kaia could already do. To have someone else, even her sister, in her head might mean she could never have privacy again.

		I don’t think so, Em sent to her. I think it’s just like talking. Try to read my mind.

		Kaia did and found that she couldn’t see anything inside her sister’s head, no matter how much she stared at her.

		“You two are looking at one another very strangely,” Olivia said.

		“Sorry,” Kaia said. “It’s just strange, being in a carriage with a twin sister I’ve only just met. It’s like I should know her perfectly, but I don’t know anything about her.”

		Well, this new talent changes that, Em sent. We’d have to be careful talking in front of her, but now, we can discuss it all like this.

		That was true, and Kaia realized another part that was almost as important: depending on how far it worked, she would never be alone again.

		Wherever I go, you’ll just be a thought away now, Kaia sent.

		Em looked happy about that. More than that, Kaia could feel her happiness, leaking through the link between them.

		I know. All my life, I’ve been so alone, but now neither of us will be alone again.

		“You were lonely growing up?” Kaia asked Em.

		To Olivia, it probably seemed like a complete non-sequitur, but Kaia reasoned that it was probably better to keep at least some parts of the conversation out loud for her sake, and so that it wouldn’t just be the two of them staring at one another.

		“Very,” Em said.

		“But you had a family, people at school, friends,” Kaia replied.

		“My adopted parents have been very kind,” Em said, “but I’ve also spent most of my time away from them, growing up, either because Father was posted somewhere that it wouldn’t have been suitable for me to follow, or because I was away at school. I have friends, of course, but one always suspects with friends at such places that they are meant to be connections more than friends, so that we can be of greater benefit to our future husbands.”

		And of course, I couldn’t let any of them know about what I could do, Em added.

		“That makes sense,” Kaia said. It was hard not to feel a little jealous of the life her twin had led; she was so elegant and well educated compared to Kaia, yet from what she said, that hadn’t made a difference in terms of how alone she was. How incomplete. That didn’t make Kaia feel good, though. She knew what loneliness was, and she knew how hard it must have been for her sister.

		She wanted to ask Em about every nuance of her life, wanted to know what it had really been like being the daughter of an ambassador. At the same time, though, she didn’t want to simply exclude Olivia.

		The solution seemed obvious.

		“What about you, Olivia?” she asked. “It must be very glamorous acting on the stage.”

		When did you first learn that you could do things other people couldn’t? Kaia sent simultaneously to Em.

		“It’s not so bad,” Olivia said. “But there’s not a lot of glamor, or money, not unless you’re the very best.”

		When I was quite young, Em sent back, I accidentally threw a gardener into a pond with it.

		Kaia half laughed, caught Olivia’s puzzled expression, and realized the difficulty in trying to manage two conversations at once.

		“Almost to the next town,” Pinsley declared above. “We’ll go straight to the station, but it’s important we don’t draw attention.”

		Kaia relaxed a little. It would be easier on the train. The inspector would want to talk to his daughter, probably, which would give her and Em more chances to explore this strange new capacity that had come to them.

		They pulled up in front of a station and jumped down from the coach, leaving it in the hands of a waiting ostler. Kaia assumed that the ambassador would eventually find out about his coach and recover it. It was such a small place, compared to London or Paris, and it took Kaia a little getting used to. Olivia bought the tickets, on the basis that her French didn’t have an obvious English accent like her father’s.

		“Your train leaves in five minutes, so I would hurry,” the ticket seller said.

		Kaia and the others made their way to the platform as quickly as they could. Even having been on trains before, there was still something wondrous about seeing the engines there, so much larger than she was, and this place, put together just to let people cross the country. There on the platform, she almost froze in place, because there was an officer of the Sûreté standing on the platform, talking to a couple of people from among the small crowd there.

		What if he looks this way? Kaia asked Em.

		Then just smile and hope, Em replied. It wasn’t very reassuring.

		Especially not when the officer did look their way. Kaia had to force herself to smile, had to hope that the expression didn’t seem too forced or too guilty. What if a telegram had reached this station about the four of them?

		Worse, he was coming their way. Kaia flinched, expecting him to try to arrest them at any moment.

		“Ah, I saw your carriage,” he said, in French. “So many symbols of England. I have seen it once before, I think. The ambassador’s carriage.”

		Kaia was sure then that they were caught. She didn’t know what to say, or to do.

		“That’s right,” Em said. She gestured to the inspector. “May I present my father, the British ambassador to France?”

		Kaia almost choked at the audacity of those words. Pinsley looked as though he was almost as uncomfortable. Somehow, though, he managed to get a reply out in French.

		“Indeed, good man. Have we met?”

		“No, sir,” the officer said, and Kaia breathed a sigh of relief. “It is an honor to have you here. And these young ladies are?”

		“My daughters,” Pinsley said, “I am escorting them to Basel, where they tell me their friends are attending a fine ball that they simply cannot miss.”

		“Ah, of course,” the officer said. “Well, I’ll let you be on your way. I think your train is leaving.”

		It was, and the four of them leapt aboard. Kaia only really dared to breathe easy though when they were safely in their compartment, with the train leaving the station far behind.

		“That was very dangerous,” Pinsley said to Em. “Had you considered the possibility that he might have seen not just the carriage, but your father’s face?”

		Kaia saw Em shrug.

		“I did the best thing I could think of at the time.”

		He’s very uptight, isn’t he? She added, in the privacy of Kaia’s head, so that again, Kaia had to resist the urge to laugh.

		Go easy on him, she replied. Without the inspector, I would never have found you at all.

		Here on the train, it was easier to keep the conversation going in the privacy of their heads.

		“Even so,” Pinsley said, “you should have considered the implications before making such a risky move.”

		“They’re only young, Father,” Olivia pointed out. “And I think Em was very quick thinking. It could have gone wrong, but it didn’t, and now we’re going to get to Munich that much quicker. A couple of days, rather than a week.”

		That seemed like a more manageable amount of time to Kaia, the same as it had taken her and the inspector to get to Paris.

		Outside the window, the landscape flashed past, with the rolling hillsides slowly giving way to more mountainous terrain. Kaia had never seen a mountain, except in drawings, and no drawing could possibly do justice to the sheer scale of the peaks in the distance, growing closer little by little.

		As the terrain rose, it got colder too, the bite of the February air back in a way that made Kaia grateful for her warm coat in spite of being in a compartment.

		So, Em sent. What else do you want to know, now we can talk?

		Tell me about your life, Kaia replied.

		I think I can do better than that. All of a sudden, images burst into Kaia’s head, of places she had never been, people she had never met. She saw the inside of Em’s school for wealthy young ladies as surely as if she were there. A flicker, and she saw a party at the ambassador’s residence.

		Once again, Kaia found herself feeling a little jealous of her sister.

		Now show me your life, Em said.

		Kaia flinched at the thought of that, but still, she sent images across, of the orphanage, and the police station when she’d run.

		“They’re both so strange, staring at one another,” Olivia said to her father. “They were doing it in the coach, too.”

		“Well, let them stare,” Pinsley said. “I want to hear all about your life since you went to Paris. I feel as though I’ve missed out on so much.”

		Kaia heard the two of them fall into conversation, but she wasn’t really paying attention. Instead, her focus was on the silent exchange of images between her and Em, each giving the other glimpses of memories. Em showed her the time when she’d been taught to dance in a grand ballroom, Kaia showed her the first time she’d seen a dead body, down in a hospital mortuary. Em showed her a grand wedding her father had been invited to, and Kaia showed her the way she and Pinsley had chased a killer through Paris.

		You’ve had a lot of adventures, Em sent.

		And now you’re along for the most important of all, Kaia replied. Finding the Shadowseers and stopping the shadows.

		

		*

		

		By the time the train finally came into the station at Basel, Kaia was exhausted. It seemed that maintaining a mental conversation with her sister took an effort. They didn’t find a hotel, though, but instead sought out a stagecoach heading into Bavaria through the Alps straight away.

		This one wasn’t as grand as the ambassador’s had been, but it was still comfortable and soft enough that Kaia settled down to sleep. She wasn’t sure how long she slept for, but when she woke, it was dark outside, and the cold was bitter.

		Something else had woken her, though. There were sounds coming from outside. There was a crack that Kaia recognized as a shot, from all the times the inspector had been forced to use his pistol. There was the sound of a horse riding up quickly, and the carriage was drawing to a close.

		“What’s that?” Kaia asked Pinsley. “What’s happening?”

		“Trouble.”

		

	
		CHAPTER FIVE

		

		Em had never been in a situation where someone was shooting at her before. She wasn’t sure how to react to the sudden surge of fear inside her. For almost the first time in her life, she contemplated the possibility that she might not be safe, that she might die.

		It was terrifying.

		It’s all right, Kaia sent to her. We’ll be ok.

		Of course, her sister had much more experience with such things. Em had seen some of the dangerous situations Kaia had been in, the adventures she’d had. In that regard, Em had been a little jealous when Kaia had been showing her fragments of her past. Now, she wasn’t so sure.

		Em was used to a life of deportment lessons and discussing philosophy to impress visiting dignitaries. It had not, she felt, prepared her for armed conflict. Looking around the carriage, she could see that the others were just as afraid. Olivia had paled with fear, and if the inspector’s face didn’t show it, the tension in his expression showed just how hard he was working to keep it off his features.

		Another shot came, and Em started. It was impossible not to. She found herself wishing that they were still in the ambassadorial coach, so that she could invoke the full protection of the British Empire as she had back in Paris. Somehow though, out here, she suspected that would have far less impact anyway.

		Em dared a look outside, and saw a single man on horseback, a scarf pulled up over the lower half of his features. He wore dark clothes, and his hair was wild. He was brandishing a pistol as he rode back and forth in front of the carriage. She saw that the carriage driver was slumped in his seat, too, although from the groans he was making, he was still very much alive.

		Em felt a hand on her shoulder, and Olivia pulled her back inside the carriage.

		“It’s not safe, stay down,” she insisted.

		Em’s fear was still there, but she wasn’t about to give into it like that. She forced herself to sit tall, and to try to work out what to do next. The sight of the inspector loading a revolver opposite her gave Em some comfort. With any luck, he would be a brilliant shot, and they would be in no further danger.

		“Come out with your valuables!” the man on the horse yelled, in heavily accented German, then switched to French. “Come out with your valuables, or I will kill you all!”

		“Should we go out?” Kaia asked.

		“We have better protection in here,” the inspector said. “We may be better trying to fight from here.”

		Em assumed that he was the expert and was more than willing to take his advice on a matter like this. Except, in that moment, she felt something.

		It was like a sense of utter wrongness, and the world being disjointed. It was like a stain on her thoughts that refused to go away, and Em could pinpoint the source of that wrongness very precisely.

		It was coming from the would-be highwayman outside.

		A shadow, Kaia sent.

		You feel it too? Em replied. These are the ones you were fighting in Paris?

		Yes, Kaia sent.

		Em found herself caught between fascination and fear, wanting to see this shadow in someone for herself, while still all too aware of how dangerous it was. She found herself moving towards the carriage door in spite of herself. It felt like the right thing to do: what she was meant to do.

		“Em, wait,” Olivia said, grabbing for her.

		This time Em was too fast. She had the door open in an instant and was out onto the open ground beyond. There were a few rocks and trees beside the road, and Em darted for one of the rocks, reaching it just as a shot pinged from the stone.

		“That was a warning!” the highwayman said. “Come out with your hands raised, and I’ll not harm you. Try anything, and I’ll shoot.”

		“That’s not what the shadow in you wants, is it?” Em retorted. “You think I don’t know what you are?”

		There was silence for several seconds as the man stared over at her from his horse.

		“No,” he admitted. “I want to kill you. I’m going to kill you. You and everyone in that coach. I can feel what you are. The only question is if I kill you quick, or kill you slow.”

		“You think I’m afraid of you?” Em called out to him, even though she was. It was impossible not to be afraid, right then.

		“I think you’re terrified,” the highwayman said, walking his horse forward slowly. “I think you’ll know the worst fear of your life in the moments before I kill you. What do you think you’re doing, girl, hiding behind that rock?”

		Em swallowed her fear as best she could, waiting until the horseman was almost on top of her. “I think I’m distracting you.”

		Kaia, if you’re going to help, this is the moment, Em sent.

		The highwayman looked round sharply, but he was too late, because Kaia was already jumping from the carriage. The highwayman swung towards her, trying to raise his pistol, but Em stepped forward then and slapped his horse as hard as she could on its rump.

		It reared, tumbling the highwayman to the ground, his shot going wide of Kaia. He rose again with dangerous speed, though, and now Em realized that there was one fundamental flaw in her plan.

		She knew that she and Kaia were meant to stop people like this, but she didn’t actually know how. She’d experimented with her powers, but she’d never faced off against someone the shadows controlled like this.

		She’d gotten them this far, but now they were still faced with someone angry, shadow possessed, and armed.

		Em was still trying to work out a way to keep from getting them both killed when Kaia stepped up next to her.

		“Take my hand,” Kaia said.

		Do you know what you’re doing? Em sent.

		Can’t you feel it? Kaia replied.

		Em realized that she could. The closer she was to her sister, the more her power pulsed within her. It was almost demanding a connection between them.

		Em gave it that connection, taking her sister’s hand. To the highwayman, it must have looked as if they were simply standing there, giving one another a shred of comfort while they waited for death.

		Em felt the power within her surge. It felt as if the power inside her increased tenfold, burning up through her until she couldn’t hold it in. She and Kaia raised their hands simultaneously, and now that power flowed out into the highwayman. It seemed to burn through him, making him glow with the power.

		That power burned the shadow out of him, forcing it up through his body while he cried out with it. Em saw the shadow pour out of his mouth, his nose, his eyes. It cascaded out over the mountainside like a waterfall of dark liquid.

		Instinctively, Em turned her hand towards it, and more power flowed at it. The shadow recoiled like a snake, reared up, and then shot into the darkness.

		The highwayman was still standing there, but now he looked confused, shaking his head and staring at the pistol in his hand like he couldn’t remember what he was doing with it.

		“No,” he said. “What am I… what just happened?”

		It seemed to take him an age to start to collect his wits. In that time, Em saw the inspector had leapt down from the carriage with his pistol drawn and was now approaching the highwayman with it levelled at him.

		“Put your hands up!” he bellowed. “Surrender, I say.”

		The highwayman didn’t surrender, though. Perhaps it was just the sight of the large Englishman advancing on him with a revolver, or perhaps it was simply the aftermath of the shadow leaving him, but he turned and ran for his horse.

		The inspector got one shot at him, but it went well wide, sending up splinters of stone from a rock. The highwayman ducked his head, flung himself at his horse, and managed to mount it. He kicked it into a full gallop, and in just seconds was careening out of sight down the path away from them.

		“Should we go after him?” Em asked, still flushed with the confidence that came from her power.

		“We would never catch him,” the inspector said. “Also, what were you thinking, girls? Leaping out there to confront an armed man?”

		“There was a shadow in him,” Kaia said, and those words seemed to be enough to stop the inspector short.

		“That is… that changes the complexion of things somewhat,” the inspector said, “but it was still a dangerous thing to do.”

		“But we managed to drive it out,” Em said.

		“That does not change the fact that-”

		Em saw the inspector stop short as his daughter approached. Olivia looked as worried as he did.

		“Em, that was both very brave and very dangerous. Distracting him like that, and then striking his horse. How did you know that if he fell and hit his head, it would give my father enough time to come to the rescue?”

		She doesn’t know, Kaia reminded Em.

		Don’t worry, I’m used to keeping this a secret, Em replied, and then gave Olivia her best smile.

		“I just knew that I had to do something,” she said. “It was like I felt the correct thing to do.”

		“That was so dangerous, Em,” she said, looking incredibly worried. “That man just attacked us. Going towards him like that… I was so worried for you. I know you saved the day, but… well, I’d still prefer it if you didn’t take too many risks.”

		She was clearly trying to be awfully English and contained about it, but Em could see how much the attack had disturbed her. Even so, she seemed to manage to be practical. Em saw her look over to where the driver sat, still groaning, and Olivia went over.

		“He’s wounded, but I don’t think it’s too serious,” she said. “I’ll try to bandage the wound. If we put him in the carriage, my father can drive until we reach the next town. Father, I think I’ll need your help to move him.”

		Inspector Pinsley went over to help, starting to haul the driver down. Em stood there, still tingling with the power that had flooded through her.

		“Normally I’m totally drained after I try to use my powers,” Em said to Kaia.

		Her sister nodded, looking just as surprised as Em felt.

		“It’s the same for me. But now, I just feel good.”

		As if that were the way their powers were meant to be used, as if they were supposed to use them together, rather than carrying the strain of it alone. It made Em wonder just what the two of them could do between them if they tried, but also why they’d been split up.

		Had it all just been some terrible stroke of luck that had separated them? Had nobody known? Or had it been something deliberate, designed to ensure that they couldn’t do this? If the shadows had gotten hold of them as children, they would have killed them, surely? So did that mean that someone else hadn’t wanted Em and Kaia to meet?

		What are you thinking? Kaia asked.

		Just that there has to be a reason we were kept apart for so long, Em replied. But it doesn’t matter now because we’re together.

		And soon, we’ll reach Munich.

		It was probably still another day or two but compared to spending her whole life feeling incomplete without her sister, it felt like no time at all to Em.

		She only had one worry now: the shadow that had attacked them didn’t feel like it could be chance. Had it been sent to intercept them? Even if it was just a coincidence, there was still the question of where it would go now.

		What if it went to Munich? What if it told others there that they were coming? Em, Kaia, and the others might be walking into a trap.

		

	
		CHAPTER SIX

		

		By the time they arrived in Munich, Olivia was convinced that there was something strange about the twins. It wasn’t just that they’d spent most of the carriage ride there staring at one another in silence, like they had some private language she wasn’t privy to, it was everything that had happened with the highwayman. What normal girls leapt out to take on a man like that?

		Then again, from what Olivia understood, it was the sort of thing that Kaia did with her father. They’d caught a killer in Paris, and it seemed that they’d taken on another in London, from what her father told her.

		It all seemed so improbable, but then, after so long, there was also a lot that Olivia didn’t know about her father. She still didn’t understand what they were doing in Munich, or why it had been so important to get here that they’d barely stopped to find a new driver and horses for their coach before continuing on through the night.

		Still, as they approached, she had to admit that it was a beautiful city. It might not have the sprawling expanse of London, or the grandeur of Paris, but it had its own personality, with many brightly painted, timber framed buildings mixed in with grand clock towers and churches. Where Paris favored a kind of elegant classicism for its larger buildings, Munich seemed to have embraced the Gothic, so that it seemed to Olivia like something out of a fairytale, with its castle sitting above the city proper, above the Isar River. A second castle sat at a distance, its turrets only just visible through trees that sat beyond the city. Even its cathedral was strange, with double towers at its front face, split by a large golden statue, and a roof of reddish wood at odds with the greys that Olivia normally associated with such places.

		They pulled up in front of what appeared to be a combination of Bierkeller and inn, brightly painted and with patrons drinking even at this hour of the afternoon. Olivia alighted along with the others.

		“It would not be my first choice of a suitable place to stay,” her father said.

		“I’ve stayed in far worse,” Olivia assured him. She looked over at the twins. “I’m sure we’ll all be fine.”

		“All that matters is finding the relic before…” Kaia began and seemed to stop short. It was another thing that they weren’t telling Olivia.

		“What relic?” she asked. Several seconds of silence followed, and Olivia got the feeling that they were deciding how much to tell her. She didn’t like that. “Father, I’ve come all the way to Bavaria with you. The least you can do is be honest about this investigation of yours.”

		“There’s an item, a relic,” her father said. He looked uncomfortable and seemed to be considering how much he could say. “It has been lost, and we are hoping to recover it. It’s vitally important for our investigation.”

		“Was it stolen?” Olivia asked.

		“Possibly,” her father said. Now, he seemed embarrassed. “We are not sure, but it must be recovered.”

		“And do you know what this relic looks like?” Olivia said.

		“Well… no,” her father admitted.

		That didn’t make much sense to Olivia. It certainly didn’t sound like her father’s usual meticulous approach to things.

		“I’ll know it when I see it,” Kaia put in, which only made the whole thing sound stranger. Still, there was a kind of certainty to Kaia when she said it that made Olivia think that she was serious.

		More to the point, what was she meant to do? Turn around and go back to Paris? She was here because her father was here. If that meant going along with some scheme where she only knew half the details, then that was what Olivia was going to do.

		Her father booked them three rooms. His German was better than his French, at least, and he’d taught Olivia enough that she understood. Olivia had the room next to his, while the twins shared. She’d half expected them to want to do nothing but sleep once they reached Munich, but instead, they barely put their bags down before they were back out in the hallway.

		“Finding this relic of yours is that urgent?” Olivia said. How could one object be so important?

		“We have to find it,” Kaia said, and then stared at her sister as she’d done so much on the coach.

		Olivia was certain that there was more going on here, but she wasn’t sure what. She followed along as they went downstairs to where the innkeeper was serving steins of ale that looked to be more froth than beer to Olivia. One thing about living among actors: she’d gotten to know all about the different kinds of alehouses out there.

		“Barkeep,” her father said in German. “Where would we go in the city if we wanted to find relics?”

		“Religious relics? Try one of the churches,” the barkeep said, picking up another stein ready to fill.

		“Hmm, perhaps relics is the wrong word,” her father said. “What about strange objects, things that are… unusual and rare.”

		“Any number of shops that will sell your young ladies pretty trinkets,” the man said.

		“We are not interested in trinkets,” her father said. “Just unique items. Oddities, you might say.”

		The man seemed to think for a minute. “I think I know the kind of thing you mean. You’ll have a hard time finding anything like that in Munich, sir. King Maximillian might be all in favor of the modern, but one of his barons, Baron Vogler, he snaps up anything of that ilk before anyone else can buy it. There’ll be nothing left for you.”

		“Baron Vogler,” Em said. “I know that name. My father has talked about him. I think he mentioned that he was a collector of… things.”

		Her father made a face, and Olivia could almost admire his attempt at playing a part. He wasn’t a patch on the true actors she’d known, but he certainly made it look as though he were some doting father, frustrated at being unable to find the things his daughters wanted.

		“Well,” he said. “Where can I find this Baron Vogler? Perhaps I will see if he is amenable to letting some items go.”

		“I suppose it’s always possible,” the barkeep said. “If you want to find him, his residence is on Maximillian Platz.”

		“Is that how police work happens?” Olivia asked her father as they left the inn. “You ask random bartenders, and they tell you what you need to know?”

		He chuckled at that. “It’s a bigger part of police work than you might think. Back in London, I know just about every landlord in the city.”

		Olivia could remember what he had been like back in London, with that furious intensity when he was trying to solve a case, the disappearing at odd hours, the sense that he knew the whole city as well as Olivia had known her own room. She’d always been so impressed with him as a girl, her father who’d been a glorious soldier and who was now the best inspector in all of London.

		They started to make their way over to Maximillian Platz, taking a cab on the basis that the driver would know the way. The four of them sat packed tight, with the two twins silent as ever. Olivia’s father seemed to see the moment as the perfect chance to continue getting to know about her life, though.

		“What was it like when you first arrived in Paris?” he asked.

		Olivia tried to think back. “It was difficult at first. I think when I went, I assumed that everyone would see me as this strange, exotic actress, and that would see me feted through the city. Instead, I was the English girl no one wanted to give a part to. It was part of why I changed my name, so that directors would at least see me act before they made a decision, rather than rejecting me out of hand because I was English.”

		That hadn’t been the only reason, of course. The name Pinsley had too many painful memories attached to it.

		“Do you still think about what happened to Mother?” Olivia asked.

		Her father’s expression became that grave mask she’d grown to know too well. “Every day. I’m glad you came with me for this, Olivia.”

		“Well,” she said as lightly as she could. “It was that or have the police beating down my door.”

		That wasn’t entirely true, of course. She could have left Paris and gone in a different direction. She didn’t have to travel with her father. She’d chosen to because whatever he was doing sounded important, and because she wanted the chance to spend that time with him.

		The streets of Munich were different to those of London or Paris. In Paris, Olivia would have expected people sitting outside cafés, and classically inspired buildings. Here, everything was wooden built, brightly painted, and quiet.

		“Maximillian Platz,” the driver declared.

		They got out and Olivia found herself faced with a tall townhouse that was larger than Olivia’s entire apartment building had been back in Paris. The window frames were gilded, so that it seemed that the building shone, and the whole place was painted in a mixture of white and blue, the colors of the Bavarian flag.

		“It seems the baron is a man who likes to make a statement,” her father said.

		“So, we’re here,” Olivia observed. “Now, how do we get in? I doubt hinting at wanting to buy relics will get us far. Probably not even in through the door.”

		Em looked faintly amused by that.

		“What is it?” Olivia asked.

		“My life might not have exactly prepared me for fighting bandits on the roads,” she said. “But it has prepared me for this.”

		Stepping forward confidently, she struck the door knocker three times. Olivia wondered where she got all that confidence from, and exactly how much trouble it was going to get them all into before this was all done.

		A manservant opened the door, and Em spoke in German that was crisp and clear, albeit tinged with what Olivia assumed to be a faint Swiss accent from her school.

		“Emmeline Faunley-Jones, daughter of the British ambassador to France, and my companions,” Em said. From somewhere, she produced a visiting card with her name, as elegantly crisp as her voice. “My father has spoken highly of the baron, and I felt that I should call on him. We have matters to discuss relating to his interests in the unusual.”

		The servant took her card, looking it over. For a moment or two, Olivia was certain that they would be turned away. Instead, though, the servant stepped back, allowing them entry to a hallway lined with what seemed at first glance to be hunting trophies; except that after a moment, Olivia realized that each wasn’t quite right. There was a bear that had somehow been given horns, a deer that seemed to have spots, and other creatures that were far too impossible to actually exist.

		“Please forgive me, miss,” the servant said in German. “But Herr Baron is up at his castle, with the intent to remain for several days.”

		“That is most unfortunate,” Em said. “We were really hoping that we could speak with him. It is a matter of some importance.”

		Olivia continued to look around the hallway. There was a suit of armor in one corner covered in spikes, as if it might once have been used to impale foes, and a cabinet held a pair of strange, wavy bladed daggers.

		The whole place gave her an uncomfortable feeling.

		“I will send a message up to the castle at once, miss,” the servant said. “Perhaps, in the meantime, you and your companions would like to make yourselves comfortable in the drawing room?”

		He led them through to another room that did nothing for Olivia’s level of comfort. The furniture was generously upholstered but carved with grotesque figures that seemed to twist the eye just to look at. The walls had paintings of impossible seeming figures, or even just random, eye-watering designs.

		The servant seemed not to notice it all as he bade them to wait, then brought them coffee.

		“I have sent to the kitchen for further refreshments,” he said, “and a message has been dispatched by telegram.”

		“The Baron has his own office at his castle?” Olivia’s father asked, sounding impressed.

		“King Maximillian shows us the way to modernity,” the servant said. “And the baron has embraced it… in some respects. It should only be a little while before we hear a reply. Perhaps you would care to look over the library while you wait?”

		Olivia didn’t know what to make of all this. It wasn’t just that they were sitting in a home wealthy even beyond the dreams of some of the theater’s patrons back in Paris. It was the sheer uncomfortable oddness of the whole place. While Kaia and Em seemed to roam the room in fascination, and even her father found a book to settle into place with, Olivia found herself growing more and more restless. What was her father tangled up with, if this was the kind of man he had to deal with?

		It seemed an age before the servant returned, carrying a telegram on a platter.

		“Good news,” he said. “The Baron is most delighted to hear that the daughter of an ambassador is visiting and is even more pleased to hear of your interest in the uncanny. He says that you are to stay here at the residence for tonight, and has invited you to visit his castle tomorrow, as his guests.”

		All of the others looked immensely pleased by that. Looking around at the contents of the room though, Olivia couldn’t help wondering if they were about to walk right into somewhere best left alone. She wanted to tell them that they should go back to the inn, but even as she thought it, Kaia looked excited.

		“We should explore!”

		

	
		CHAPTER SEVEN

		

		Kaia’s immediate response to being allowed to stay in a place like this was to explore it, and not just because she had never set foot in somewhere so strange and opulent in her life. If the baron was truly a collector of oddities, then there was a chance that the relic she was looking for was here.

		I’ll come with you, Em thought at her, and the two of them set off through the house.

		Have you ever seen anywhere like this? Kaia sent to her, then realized what she was saying. Of course you have. You live in a place this big. You probably visit palaces.

		I have, Em confirmed, but in general, the high nobility are quite boorish. And none of the castles were so strangely decorated as here.

		Kaia could only agree with that thought. It seemed that every wall, every niche, every table was an opportunity for the Baron to display strange objects he had gathered from around the world. Kaia found herself leading Em into a room that was effectively a small museum, with costumes from places Kaia had never been set out on stands, and fragments of stone tablets locked in cases. All had plaques beneath, but since those plaques were in German, Kaia couldn’t read them.

		What do they say? She asked Em, since Em spoke German. So far, her sister had effectively been translating for her, mind to mind, throughout.

		They’re descriptions of the places in Africa and Asia where the tablets were found. Apparently, the tablets are all descriptions of local occult practices.

		Kaia found herself wondering what the baron wanted with such things. Was he just a collector, or was there something more to it? Did he know something about the side of the world that held shadows and Shadowseers?

		Kaia was still thinking about that when a gong sounded, indicating dinner. The first challenge there was actually finding the dining room. The residence had so many rooms that Kaia suspected she and Em could wander from now until midnight without finding it.

		Thankfully, they ran into someone else in one of the halls: a young man, around Kaia’s age, taller than her and her sister, with jet black hair, olive skin, and dark eyes. He had a square jaw and high cheekbones, with a smile that was very slightly crooked in a way that only seemed more winning to Kaia than it would have been otherwise. He clearly wasn’t a servant, because his clothes were far too fine for that, with a brightly swirled waistcoat and a frock coat of the finest tailoring.

		In the moments after she saw him, Kaia could barely get any words out. He was simply that good looking. She felt slightly weak at the knees, and like she wanted to do nothing more than stare into the depths of his eyes. When she did manage to speak, the words came out in a rush.

		“Do you know the way to the dining room?”

		Kaia cursed herself, both for the clumsiness of that and because she’d said it in English, when obviously whoever this was would speak-

		“I was just heading there myself,” the young man said in English, with a slight accent that wasn’t German. “May I escort you both there?”

		“Thank you,” Kaia said. “I’m Kaia.”

		Again, she cursed her lack of social graces. Probably, her sister knew everything that it was proper to say to someone like this, and-

		“I’m Raoul,” the young man said. “It is a pleasure to meet you, Kaia. And…”

		“Emmeline,” Em said, which seemed oddly formal for her.

		“Please, come with me,” Raoul said. “We will find the dining room together.”

		They walked through the house, and Kaia found that she could barely take her eyes off Raoul, even with such oddities as a set of small golden figurines and a scrimshaw carved walrus tooth set on plinths they passed.

		“I didn’t know there was anyone else but us in the house,” Kaia said.

		“Oh, the baron has many visitors,” Raoul said. “Although I think most of them are at the castle now. I am passing through and wanted to call in on him. People come here first, and then if they are people he wants to see, they go up to the castle. Are you going up to the castle Kaia? Emmeline?”

		“We are,” Kaia said, and found herself feeling glad that Raoul would be going too. “We’re going to see him about-”

		“About a private matter,” Em put in.

		Probably better if we don’t tell him, Em sent. We’ve only just met him, after all.

		Kaia knew her sister was right. Still, she wanted to think of something to say to Raoul.

		“Where have you come from?” Raoul asked.

		“We’re here from Paris,” Kaia said. “But before that, I was in London.”

		“Ah, Paris,” Raoul said. “They say it attracts the loveliest young women to its sights, and I guess they’re right.”

		Kaia actually blushed at that, although Em seemed to have an easier time keeping her composure. Of course she did. They probably had lessons on how not to blush at that school of hers.

		They reached the dining room, where a series of elegant platters were set out. The room was decorated with a series of scowling portraits of people Kaia assumed to be previous barons, interspersed with a collection of rough carved wooden masks whose expressions were just as grim. The dining table was huge enough to seat twenty, carved with more of those slightly disturbing figures from elsewhere in the house. The inspector and Olivia were already seated at one side of the table when Kaia, Em, and Raoul entered to take their seats. The servant who had welcomed them hurried forward.

		“Of course, you should take the head of the table, your highness,” he said, looking at Raoul.

		Kaia stared at him. “Your highness?”

		“Of course,” the servant said. “This is Prince Raoul of Catalonia.”

		“A prince?” Kaia said, barely able to breathe now. “You’re a prince?”

		She’d been walking along, talking to a prince like he was just some other improbably handsome boy who made her tongue tie itself in knots.

		“I’m traveling incognito,” Raoul said with a smile. “Besides, I find that I get far more interesting conversations if I don’t let it be known who I am. Especially with lovely young women such as yourselves.”

		Again, Kaia had to fight the urge to blush.

		“Shall we take our seats?” Raoul suggested.

		Kaia had completely forgotten about the food. She’d been too wrapped up in the embarrassment she must have made of herself. She managed to sit without tripping over her feet and reached out for the nearest of the platters.

		“The fashion is to allow the servants to serve, miss,” the baron’s servant said. It only made Kaia feel more embarrassed.

		“Nonsense,” Raoul said, coming to Kaia’s rescue. “It makes far more sense for us all to serve ourselves now. I’ve been to far too many occasions served from platters where the food was cold before everyone could be served.”

		Kaia was both immensely grateful to him for stepping in and even more mortified that he’d had to. The servant stepped back, though, letting them reach for the platters themselves.

		There were plates of potatoes, covered in herbs. There was what looked like flattened pieces of meat covered in breadcrumbs. There were sausages and vegetables, so that it seemed like far too much food, even for five people. Kaia found that she was ravenous after the journey, though, and loaded her plate with food. Then it occurred to her that it probably wasn’t very ladylike to take so much. Em only had a little.

		It occurred to Kaia then that every time Raoul smiled across at her, that smile was also aimed in Em’s direction. Did Kaia really think that she was its intended recipient? Em looked exactly the same as she did, after all, but she was better dressed, better educated, and she was used to moving among important people.

		“So, Prince Raoul,” Inspector Pinsley began.

		“Just Raoul, sir. Forgive me, we haven’t been introduced. Kaia, perhaps you could do the honors?”

		He was asking her, rather than Em? That caught Kaia a little by surprise.

		“This… this is Inspector Pinsley, of Scotland Yard,” she said. “And this is Olivia, his daughter. She was an actress in Paris.”

		Again, it felt to Kaia as if all elegance and subtlety had fled from her. It was the kind of introduction a child might have made, and the last thing she wanted to look like in front of Raoul was a child. She was seventeen, not a girl.

		“A most intriguing combination,” Raoul said. “Inspector Pinsley, Miss Pinsley, it is a pleasure to meet you.”

		Kaia half expected Olivia to correct Raoul and tell him that she went by Olivia Fabien now, but she didn’t. The inspector seemed to catch that too, and he looked faintly pleased. Kaia felt a hint of something like loss there, and it took a moment to place it. She realized that, with the inspector having his real daughter back, she was worried about what that meant for her relationship with him.

		“What brings you to Baron Vogler’s residence, Raoul?” the inspector asked.

		“Is that your inner policeman wondering if I’m here to steal every curio here?” Raoul said, and then laughed.

		He’s too smooth, Em sent to Kaia.

		That caught her by surprise.

		What do you mean? Kaia replied. Raoul seemed wonderful to her.

		I’ve met young noblemen like him before, Em sent back. Usually the brothers of girls I went to school with. Everyone would swoon over them because they were so polished and handsome, but they were always so entitled, like they could have anything they wanted just by snapping their fingers.

		You don’t know that Raoul is like that, Kaia insisted.

		You don’t know he isn’t, Em countered.

		“Is everything all right?” Raoul asked, looking across at them.

		Kaia realized that she and Em had been staring at one another for too long.

		“I’m just trying to work out what this is,” she said, gesturing with her knife to the flattened piece of meat.

		“I believe the Bavarians call it schnitzel,” Raoul said, with another of those heart stopping smiles. “It lacks the spice of Catalonian food, but it is very tasty.”

		Kaia tried it, and it was indeed good.

		“As for your question, Inspector,” Raoul said, returning his attention to Pinsley, “You may know that my kingdom regards itself as separate from wider Spain, and there are currently conflicts over the succession there.”

		“The business of the Carlists?” Pinsley said.

		“Among others,” Raoul replied. “My parents sent me out to travel, but also to see if there was anything that would help keep Catalonia safe. Bavaria is allied to Austria, and Austria has some lingering influence in Spain, so here I am, seeking what aid I can.”

		Kaia tried to imagine a young man like him being sent so far to seek help. Then she realized that she didn’t have to imagine it. Was it so very different from her travelling all this way to try to stop the shadows?

		“A most fascinating topic,” the inspector said. “Tell me, how does your faction line up within-”

		“Father, less politics at the table, please,” Olivia said. “Few things are as likely to start an argument. Unless you count the time that Henri invited a group of theater critics to an actors’ bar back in Paris. I’m not sure they ever got the stains off the walls.”

		That seemed designed to break the tension, but Kaia wasn’t sure Olivia’s heart was in it. Her voice held a note of nervousness, and Kaia saw her glance around more than once at the unusual objects the Baron collected.

		They kept eating, and it was hard to make any real effort at conversation from that point. The inspector was clearly watching what he said so that it didn’t stray into difficult territory, Em, for some reason, persisted in barely looking Raoul’s way. Kaia could barely look away from him long enough to form words, and Olivia was looking around as if everything about the place disturbed her.

		“I think perhaps the time has come to get some rest,” the inspector declared, once they’d all eaten. “It has been a long journey.”

		“Very well, sir,” the servant who had shown them in said. “I will show you all to your rooms.”

		And tomorrow, they would go to meet the baron, hoping that he had the relic they needed.

		

	
		CHAPTER EIGHT

		

		Kaia couldn’t have been more pleased with the room she got at the baron’s Munich residence. It was large, open, and airy, with wallpaper pattered with floral designs and a bed so huge that five people could have fit on it. Its windows looked out onto what proved to be an interior courtyard for the residence, housing the baron’s carriages.

		The best part, though, was that she got to share it with Em.

		“I can’t believe you don’t like Raoul,” Kaia said. “I mean, look at him. He’s gorgeous.”

		“There are a lot of handsome boys out there,” Em said, in a voice that seemed to try to convey that she knew all there was to know when it came to boys.

		“But this one’s a prince,” Kaia pointed out.

		“Princes are the worst,” Em replied. “They’re used to no one being able to tell them what to do, so they think they can do whatever they want.”

		“So you’re saying you aren’t interested in Raoul?” Kaia asked. Even though her sister had made that pretty plain so far, she wanted to be sure, because it felt as though the moment Em wanted him, she would be able to snap her fingers and get him.

		“Of course not, and I’m saying you shouldn’t either,” Em said. “Boys like that are far more trouble than they’re worth.”

		Kaia nodded like she agreed, but underneath, it was hard not to think that Raoul was worth at least a little trouble.

		Now, Em sent to her, we need to do something about the problem of you not speaking German.

		How? Kaia asked.

		You showed me what you did in that Parisian flophouse, so why can’t we do the same? Em asked.

		“I don’t even know how to do that deliberately,” Kaia said aloud.

		“Then even more reason to practice,” Em insisted. She sat on the bed and held out her hands.

		Kaia sat opposite her, cross legged, and took them. She reached down for the power within her, and with that contact with Em it wasn’t like calling into an empty space. Instead, the power came flowing up through her, and she could feel Em’s rising to meet it.

		The moment when they joined was one of total clarity. Kaia felt as though she understood Em in that moment. She knew that Em wanted to be there with Kaia more than anything in the world, because it helped to plug the vast loneliness that had sat at her heart even while she’d smiled her way through official functions.

		This time, though, the exchange wasn’t one way. In that moment, Kaia knew that Em understood her as well as she understood Em. It was closer than being sisters, or twins, or even speaking mind to mind. For the briefest moment, it was like being one person, before splitting apart again.

		“That was intense,” Kaia said.

		“Yes, it was,” Em replied in German, and Kaia realized that she understood every word.

		Kaia hugged her sister.

		“It worked!” she exclaimed in German. Euphoria flooded her, and now she knew that the word for euphoria was Euphorie.

		“It did,” Em agreed. “But I think we don’t get this one for free.”

		Kaia understood as she felt the wave of exhaustion flooded in on the back of the joy.

		“That’s all right,” she said. “We were going to sleep anyway.”

		“True.”

		Kaia settled down, determined to get some sleep. In the morning, they would be heading up to the baron’s castle, and after that, she hoped, they would find the relic.

		

		*

		

		Kaia wasn’t sure what time it was when she woke, but the moon was out, shining through the window. There was something else, too, something that pulled her from her bed over to it to look out: she could feel a shadow.

		Kaia leapt up from the bed, and she heard Em start awake with the motion. Kaia went to the window and looked down at the courtyard, only partly lit by the moonlight.

		Down in it, Kaia thought that she could see a shadow moving. Was it just the shadow of a person, or was it truly a shadow? Kaia thought that she’d felt it, and just that feeling was enough for Kaia.

		She threw on her clothes and shoes as quickly as she could, seeing Em starting to do the same.

		What is it, Kaia?

		A shadow, Kaia sent back.

		There was no more time to wait because Kaia didn’t want the shadow to escape before she got down to it. She ran out of the room, heading down through the house, with the darkness lending odd shadows to the objects the baron had collected. They turned them into something sinister.

		Kaia kept going down, trying to make some sense of the twists and turns of the house. It had been hard enough in daylight, but in the dark, it was nearly impossible. Kaia took a wrong turn, tried again, and kept heading down through the house. She was running now, because she knew that a shadow wasn’t going to hang around for long.

		Finally, she found a door that looked as though it opened out onto the courtyard. To Kaia’s surprise, she found it open, and she pushed her way through into the open space beyond.

		The carriages in the courtyard meant that Kaia couldn’t see all the way around it at once. It was impossible to tell if there was someone out there behind one of them, while the moonlight sent shadows skittering across the courtyard’s walls.

		Kaia swept her eyes around them, trying to find one that didn’t fit. Kaia stood alone there, trying to spot whatever was there.

		She realized in that moment that she’d run straight out to try to take on a shadow, without working out exactly what she was going to do next. Previously, her powers had saved her, but Kaia still couldn’t summon them on command. What if there was a shadow, and Kaia didn’t have a way to fight it?

		A thread of fear came with that, but Kaia forced herself to keep looking around.

		Then she spotted it, the flicker of a shadow moving where it shouldn’t have been, moving out from the shadow of a cart. Kaia froze for a moment, then steeled herself and forced herself to go forward. Maybe she should wait for Em, or even call out for the inspector, but Kaia knew that if she did that, there was too much of an opportunity for the shadow to get away. Instead, she slipped around the edge of the cart.

		She saw nothing. The shadow, if there had been one, was gone. Had she just imagined it? Kaia looked around frantically for it, but there was no hope of finding it now in the dark, when she couldn’t even feel it.

		She was just turning to head back inside when she saw Raoul, there at the door back into the courtyard, dressed in only his shirt and britches, looking worried.

		“Kaia?” he said. “What are you doing here? Are you all right?”

		“I… I thought I saw something,” Kaia said. She wasn’t sure how much to say, even then. She didn’t want to look mad, especially not in front of Raoul. She didn’t want to start telling him about shadows and plots that might involve the fate of the world. She was sure that the hesitation was suspicious, and yet, it seemed that Raoul was hesitating too.

		“I saw something as well,” he said. He paused for several seconds. “From my window. Something that might make you think that I am mad, or lying, or both. Perhaps I am going mad.”

		Had he seen the shadow that was here? Before, with the inspector, it had been like he hadn’t been able to see as much as Kaia saw. Was that just Pinsley’s rationalism providing him with a sort of shield against the uncanny, or did the prince have the knack of seeing more?

		Kaia knew that she had to ask the next question.

		“What did you see, Raoul?”

		“I saw… I thought I saw… a shadow that moved as no shadow should. And then you, running out into the courtyard. It fled as you arrived. I thought I should come down in case you were in danger. Did you glimpse it, Kaia? Did you see it too, or am I going utterly mad?”

		That left Kaia with a dilemma. Did she tell the prince the truth even though it was a truth she usually worked hard to keep quiet? The alternative was letting him think that he was seeing things, and Kaia could see how distressed he was by it, his hands making agitated movements, his eyes darting back and forth. Kaia knew firsthand what it was like not being believed.

		That made her mind up.

		“I saw it too,” Kaia said. “There are shadows in the world that live, and think, and hate people. Some of them possess people, and make them do things, but only when they have vulnerabilities that let the shadow inside.”

		“You talk as if you know all about them,” Raoul said. He looked closely at Kaia. “My guess is that you aren’t just here to enjoy the Baron’s hospitality.”

		“I’m… I’m someone who is here to fight them. A special kind of person. If you stay near me, then the shadows shouldn’t be able to hurt you.”

		Raoul managed a smile then, and once again, it was a beautiful smile.

		“And here I was coming out to protect you,” he said. “It seems I will have to stay as close to you as possible. Which will be anything but a chore.”

		Kaia tried to remind herself of what Em had told her about princes, but she had a hard time believing it about Raoul. Maybe Em was just jealous that Raoul’s attentions seemed to be going towards her.

		Kaia’s heart was certainly too aflutter to think of Raoul as anything other than someone she wanted as close as possible. She stood there staring at him, and he stared back, the moment seeming to draw out.

		Then Raoul stepped back, taking her hand and lifting it to his lips. The brush of his lips against the back of her hand was cool and soft, but it seemed like sparks danced across Kaia’s skin where he touched her.

		“And this is the point where I should return to my room. Goodnight, Kaia. I look forward to traveling with you to the castle tomorrow, and to getting to know you better.”

		Kaia was so flustered then that she couldn’t even find words in that moment. She could only watch as Raoul withdrew into the residence once again. Kaia was still staring when Em burst out, fully dressed and brandishing what appeared to be a sword taken from one of the walls.

		“You stopped to get a weapon?” Kaia said.

		“After the business with the highwayman, it seemed like a good idea,” Em said.

		“And do you know how to use a sword?”

		“Well no, but I assumed that once you know the pointy end goes in people, the rest is rather self-evident.”

		Kaia wished she had half her sister’s confidence sometimes.

		“I think it’s gone,” Kaia said.

		“What happened?” Em asked.

		“I came out, and I found Raoul. He’d seen the shadows. He can see them. I had to tell him what they were, but-”

		“You told him?” Em said, in a tone that obviously didn’t approve of that decision.

		“I had to,” Kaia said. “He was totally freaking out.”

		“Hmm, maybe,” Em said. “It’s done now, anyway. I’m more worried about the shadow.”

		“Shadows are always worrying,” Kaia said.

		Em shook her head. “It’s more worrying that there’s one here, after there was one out on the road. Was it the same one? If not, does that mean that another one has been sent after us. Are we being followed?”

		The thought of being followed made Kaia uneasy. Was it possible that the shadows were trailing them, hoping to simply take the relic when Kaia and the others found it? Was it a sign that they were on the right track, or would the shadows be following them whatever they did, simply because of who they were?

		It was impossible to know for sure. What Kaia did know was that, with the shadows so close, it was vital that they got to the relic first.

		

	
		CHAPTER NINE

		

		Pinsley wasn’t sure what they would find up at the castle as he woke that morning, but he was determined that he would give Kaia every chance to find this relic of hers. With everything he’d seen, he couldn’t deny that there was something dangerous and beyond reason out there in the world, and if Kaia said that it was a threat to the whole of humanity, then he had to act to stop it.

		Beyond reason. Those two words stuck in the inspector’s throat as he made his way down to where the others were waiting with one of the baron’s carriages. Nothing should be truly beyond reason. There were only things that humanity did not understand yet. This business of shadows and strange powers, though, was more than Pinsley suspected he would ever be able to explain.

		Olivia was waiting as he reached the door. His daughter had a worried expression that wasn’t usual for her.

		“Are you sure about all this, Father? This baron, the things he collects, they seem far from usual.”

		“I know,” Pinsley said. It would have been easier if he could have explained the true nature of all this to his daughter, but how could he? How did one even begin to explain that there were things in the world that could only be described as magical? “That is a good thing, though. It makes it more likely that he might have the object we seek. I have to go, Olivia. Although you might be safer here in town.”

		Olivia shook her head firmly. “Where you go, I go, Father.”

		Pinsley found himself more pleased than he could say by that. He wanted his daughter safe, but he also wanted her there with him. It was a conflict he couldn’t resolve, so for now, at least, all he could do was go along with it.

		The others were already in the carriage when he and Olivia went out to it, Em, Kaia and… Raoul. His presence there made Pinsley hurry forward, seating himself very firmly in the carriage next to the boy and keeping a careful eye on him while trying not to let his dislike show.

		He’d almost been surprised by that dislike. By any reasonable standard, there was a lot to like about the young prince: he was personable, did not stand on ceremony, was clearly well-educated and intelligent. Yet the moment Pinsley had seen him look Kaia’s way, and Kaia had responded, Pinsley found his views of the young man hardening.

		It was far too obvious that Kaia liked the prince, and Pinsley could see all the ways that something like that could end badly. Even in the unlikely event that Raoul was serious about liking Kaia, the sheer difference in their stations would make anything real impossible. More likely, Pinsley suspected, the prince was simply toying with Kaia’s infatuated affections for his own amusement.

		“Is everything well, Inspector?” Raoul asked him. “I trust that you slept well?”

		“Everything is perfectly fine,” Pinsley informed him, because there were some moments when the only appropriate response was to be as crisply English as possible.

		“I believe your luggage is atop the carriage,” the prince said. “Some of the baron’s people collected it for you.”

		Pinsley didn’t know whether to be impressed by that or offended that the people at their lodgings would let the luggage go so easily. More to the point, how had the baron’s people known where they’d taken lodgings before finding out about him?

		Those thoughts filled his mind as the carriage started to make its way towards the castle, rumbling along the banks of the Isar, then out of the city, into the countryside beyond. It rolled into an area of forest, hemmed in on all sides by tall pines, then started to make its way up a long slope.

		It was only as they reached the top of that slope that they came out of the trees and Pinsley got his first real view of the castle. It stood across a long wooden bridge with no rails or posts to stop anyone from simply driving straight off the side. That bridge led to a large, rocky outcrop, and the castle stood atop that, with a circle of old-fashioned moat between, water running through it in a diversion from the Isar’s course.

		The former soldier in Pinsley could only admire the castle’s placement, with its command of the surrounding countryside. As for its form, it was nothing like the blocky, squat castles that mostly lay in ruins in England. Instead, it was as if someone had drawn the most fantastical castle they could imagine and sought to bring it to life. It had multiple spires and turrets sticking up from a walled base that seemed to be divided into sections. It had spikes sticking out at odd angles. It had the same jarring blue and white paint covering it that the residence had, interspersed by more flashes of gold. The morning fog sat well below the outcrop, resting atop the water of the moat, and making it all look as if it sat on a rock sticking up out of a cloud.

		“Wow,” Kaia said, as she stared at it. Pinsley couldn’t think of a better sentiment to sum it up than that.

		They drove across the narrow bridge, and the inspector had to resist the urge to look down over the edge, to the moat below. His daughter didn’t seem to want to resist that, though, and she stared down.

		“If the driver gets this wrong…”

		“We just have to trust that he knows his business,” Pinsley said. Not that he liked putting that much trust in the driver any more than his daughter did, but there was nothing else to do.

		The carriage rolled slowly up to the bridge, up to a front gate that had a portcullis hanging above. They moved through into a large courtyard, and there were servants waiting to greet them, moving to take their baggage as soon as they alighted. Pinsley could see his daughter and the twins staring up and around at the castle’s soaring walls.

		“Welcome,” a maid in a dark dress said. “Baron Vogler sends his greetings and hopes you will be most comfortable in his home. Please, follow me.”

		Pinsley and the others followed as she led the way into the castle. It was busier there than he might have imagined. Servants hurried back and forth on errands, but there were also plenty of others. Some wore jewelry and finely cut clothes, proclaiming them to be nobility, while others dressed far more strangely, in what seemed to be the traditional dress of far-off lands.

		If the walls of the residence had seemed laden with strange objects, this place took it to a new level. It seemed almost every surface held things that had been collected from around the world, from carved ivory balls to bronzes, from weapons that were unlike anything Pinsley had used as a soldier to artworks that were disturbing in their unreality, as if painted in the midst of a fever dream.

		“This is the western wing of the castle,” the maid said. “Our ballroom is just through here, and our orangery is just this way.”

		She indicated a large, mirror lined room, and a space where glass provided artificial warmth for a collection of fruit trees. The inspector had heard of such things in country houses, and the expense involved in them was supposedly great.

		“Here is the baron’s fencing salle,” the servant said, gesturing to a long, slender room. “Here is the green drawing room.”

		As the succession of rooms went past, Pinsley found that his attention was more on the people they passed than on the castle. He saw a group of Indian men in turbans and a young woman who seemed to be wandering round with a blindfold over her eyes, feeling her way with a stick. He could hear a cacophony of different languages being spoken, only a few of which he understood.

		“What is all this?” he asked the maid who was leading them. “Is the baron preparing for a party?”

		“The baron is a very hospitable man,” the maid said. “He attracts guests from around the world, including yourselves.”

		“And when will it be possible to speak to the baron?” the inspector pressed.

		“Soon, I’m sure,” the maid said. “Please, your rooms are this way.”

		Pinsley looked at his companions as he followed the maid up a flight of stairs. Kaia and Em were looking round in obvious wonderment at all of it. Olivia looked more disturbed by it, as if she couldn’t quite work out what was going on, and the inspector knew that it was at least partly his fault for not explaining it to her fully. As for Prince Raoul, he was moving through it all with an easy confidence that bordered on arrogance to Pinsley’s mind.

		“These rooms have been prepared for you, Prince Raoul,” the maid said, gesturing to a door. “Forgive them not being the very finest, but the castle already has very many guests, and the baron did not wish to move those who are already settled in.”

		“I understand,” Raoul said, and looked inside. “Yes, this will do very nicely.”

		“And these rooms have been set aside for you, young ladies,” the maid said, indicating Kaia and Em. She opened the door to the next room along, revealing a large, open bedroom with two beds, a couple of chairs, and more shelves, with more strange, oddly shaped carvings. The twins seemed delighted.

		Pinsley moved along to the next room, fully expecting it to be his or his daughter’s, but the maid was already shaking her head.

		“Sadly, because of the number of guests in the castle at the moment, it has been necessary to find rooms for yourself and Miss Pinsley in the eastern wing of the castle,” the servant said.

		“You want to house us in an entirely different wing?” Pinsley sputtered, mostly because he couldn’t help thinking about the short distance between Raoul’s room and the girls’, along with the way that Kaia had been looking at the prince.

		“I am sorry, sir,” the maid said. “But there is no other space. The baron made the arrangements himself.”

		“Then perhaps we can be conveyed to the baron now?” Pinsley said.

		“You do not wish to see your rooms first?”

		“Afterwards,” the inspector insisted.

		The maid nodded. “Very well. Please follow me.”

		Raoul remained behind, but the rest of them went back down through the castle, into what appeared to be its central wing. The maid led them to a library lined with high shelves, many of them accessible only via oak ladders fastened to the walls. Even a glance around showed Pinsley works in multiple languages, including several works of philosophy and strategy that he recognized.

		The maid led them through that space to a door at the far end, set down a small stone step. The door was old-fashioned banded oak, and the maid rapped on it sharply.

		“Ja?”

		The maid opened the door and stepped inside briefly, obviously to explain their presence.

		“I’m sure the business with the rooms is not important,” Olivia said. She looked over to the twins. “The girls will be sensible, won’t you?”

		“Of course,” Em said, as if it were an insult that anyone would think anything else. Perhaps it was, but Pinsley had come to be as protective of Kaia as he might have been of Olivia if some foreign prince had his eyes on her. Possibly more so, because Olivia was older now, more capable of taking care of herself.

		Before he could say more, though, the door opened to allow the servant back out.

		“The baron will see Miss Emmeline and Miss Kaia now,” the maid said.

		“Just us?” Kaia said.

		For Pinsley, that was a step too far. “Now see here,” he began.

		“The baron’s instructions are very clear,” the maid said. “He will be happy to speak with you at dinner, but for now, he wishes to speak to the young ladies. If you do not like it, Herr Inspector, you are welcome to return to Munich.”

		Pinsley was rather taken aback by that. He’d assumed that he would be the one doing most of the talking when they met the baron, because of course a man like that would assume that he was in charge of their little expedition. Frankly, Pinsley had assumed that he was in charge. Instead, he was meant to let the girls go in alone, with a man he knew nothing about?

		“We’ll be fine,” Kaia assured him, seeming to sense his discomfort.

		“Are you sure?” Pinsley asked.

		“Of course,” Kaia said, as if determined to prove herself.

		Before Pinsley could say anything else, she and Em stepped through the door, and he could only watch it close behind them.

		“I’m sure they’ll be all right, Father,” Olivia said, putting a hand on his shoulder.

		Pinsley hoped so, he really did, but when the baron’s people seemed to know more about them than they should, and when he only wanted to talk to the two of them with an affinity for the uncanny, he could think of far too many ways that the girls might be walking into danger.

		

	
		CHAPTER TEN

		

		Kaia couldn’t help a sense of foreboding as she and Em entered the study beyond the library door. Why would the baron want to see just her and Em? Was this some kind of trick to get them alone and vulnerable? She tried to keep her apprehension off her face, tried to keep from looking around like some fascinated, scared young woman, but it was impossible.

		Part of that was down to the room. It was lined with shelves, and some of them held books, but more of them held objects that were, if anything, even creepier than the ones in the rest of the castle. She spotted bones set out on one shelf, inscribed with symbols. There was a set of jars, each containing a single eyeball. What appeared to be a stuffed raven sat on a perch, staring at Kaia with glass eyes. A table at one end was carved with more of the disturbing scenes that were carved onto every other wooden surface in the castle, while a skull sat atop it, serving to keep a pile of papers in place.

		More of Kaia’s feeling of unease had to do with the man who stood there in the midst of it all. Baron Vogler was, if anything, even taller and more slender than Inspector Pinsley, the combination making him seem almost as skeletal as some of the exhibits on his shelves. He was bald and had a crooked nose that looked as if it had been broken at one point. His eyes seemed to glitter darkly as he looked over Kaia and Emmeline, and Kaia found herself wondering if it had been such a good idea to come in here without the inspector to back them up.

		If he attacks us, we’ll manage, Em sent to her, but her inner voice didn’t carry its usual assurance.

		Then the baron smiled, holding out his arms as if he might embrace them. When he spoke, it was in a strange, sonorous voice, deeper than his frame suggested. The words were in German, but Kaia understood them perfectly, thanks to Em.

		“Girls, it is so good to see you here at last! Please, do not be alarmed by my study. I know that there are those who can find it… disconcerting.”

		“Perhaps because you have a skull on your desk,” Kaia said before she could stop herself.

		“A memento mori, nothing more,” Baron Vogler said. “A reminder that death comes to us all, so we must make the most of the life we have.”

		“And the rest of it?” Em asked, obviously thinking along the same lines, since she gestured to the jars and the bones.

		“Part of making the most of life is trying to understand it as best we can,” the baron said. His smile only widened. “And of course, one way to understand it is to speak with people as special as the two of you are.”

		“Special?” Kaia said. She didn’t just want to come out and talk about the shadows, but to her astonishment, it seemed as if the baron might already know.

		“It’s all right,” Baron Vogler said. “I know about the world of the shadows and the Shadowseers. I know what you both are. I am so glad that I get to meet the two of you. I am even more glad that you have managed to find one another.”

		That caught Kaia by surprise. The baron knew all about them? Did that also mean that he knew all about the relic? Did he know what they’d come for? He gestured to a spot in front of the desk where chairs sat. Three chairs. He’d been expecting them.

		“Why just us?” Em asked as they sat. “Why keep out the inspector and his daughter?”

		“I have little love for policemen,” Baron Vogler said, making the word into something that sounded almost like an insult to Kaia’s ears. “A strong man must put himself beyond such earthly authority, if he is to seek the true mysteries of the universe.”

		That didn’t make Kaia feel any safer. The people she’d met before who didn’t have any respect for law or the police had mostly been trying to hurt her.

		“Besides,” the baron continued, “I have heard that he is wedded to reason, and his daughter clearly knows nothing of your world. I assumed that it would make it easier to have an open discussion about such matters.”

		An open discussion? He was talking as if all the strange things that had happened in Kaia’s life were the most normal things in the world. He knew about both shadows and Shadowseers. Kaia asked what seemed to her like the most obvious question.

		“Are you a Shadowseer, Baron Vogler?”

		Could it be that simple, to find the others like her? Could she be standing in front of one? Kaia didn’t know whether to hope for it or not, given how disconcerting this man was. The only other Shadowseer she’d met, Xander, had been a dangerous addict. Kaia had assumed that he was the exception, but what if he wasn’t?

		“Ah, the directness of youth,” the baron said. “Sadly no. I find myself painfully ordinary.”

		Kaia found herself both relieved and disappointed, all at once.

		“Still, the unusual, the mystical, the strange… all of these things fascinate me. I have no talent giving me command of these things, but I continue to hope that with enough understanding of all the strangeness of the world, I will be able to achieve something of worth.”

		Did that mean that he wanted magic of his own? Was that why he collected so many odd things, and why he had so many strange people in his castle? Was that what he wanted from Kaia and Em? Power?

		I don’t think I trust him, Kaia sent to her sister.

		He’s definitely strange, Em replied. But that might just mean that he’s eccentric.

		Aloud, she asked the baron. “Excuse me, Baron Vogler, but how do you know about all this? How do you know about us?”

		The baron nodded, seemingly to himself, and for a moment or two Kaia started to suspect that he would not answer.

		“When I first started to look into the uncanny, I found many false magicians and fake spiritualists. In amongst them, though, there were one or two who appeared to have genuine talents. When it became clear that I offered a safe place for those with such talents in a world which is rather unforgiving to them, it was only a matter of time before the Shadowseers came to me. One of their number came to test out my intentions, to test that I was not controlled by shadows, it turns out. After that, those of their number who passed near Munich would come to visit me.”

		“That explains how you know about the Shadowseers,” Em pressed. “But what about us?”

		“How could I not know about you?” the baron replied. “The stories of the power you represent have been circulating for a generation, from before you were born. Everyone who knows the Shadowseers knows how important you are. The power you contain between you…”

		There was something almost possessive in the baron’s tone. Something that made Kaia flinch to hear it.

		He wants something with us, she sent to Em. I’m sure of it. That’s why he wants us alone. He isn’t interested in the inspector or in Olivia. He only cares about us for the power we have.

		Maybe, Em sent back, but he knows things we don’t. We can’t afford to offend him. And if he knows about the Shadowseers, doesn’t it make sense that he might have the relic?

		“We still don’t understand the power we have,” Em said to the baron. “In truth, when we came here, it was regarding another matter.”

		“Ah,” the baron said in that deep voice of his, “you have all of your adopted father’s sense of diplomacy. I met him once, you know, at a function. An interesting man.”

		“I’ll be sure to pass on your regards,” Em said.

		Kaia wasn’t sure about this strange diplomatic dance. How was anyone meant to get anything done talking around what they wanted like this? It wasn’t that she was stupid; she could understand that sometimes people needed to be careful what they said and to whom. The orphanage had taught her that lesson as well as plenty more. Still, here and now, she could see only one way that they were going to find out what they wanted.

		“Baron,” she said. “We’re here looking for a relic, something powerful and important to the Shadowseers. I overheard a shadow talking about how they were looking for it in Munich, and how important it was. We came to you because we heard you were a collector of odd things.”

		“You find my collection odd?” the baron asked, his eyes narrowing, and in that moment, Kaia was sure that she had said the wrong thing. Perhaps she should have left this to Em after all. Would he eject them from his home now? Demand some kind of groveling apology?

		Then he laughed, and it was obvious that it was his idea of a joke. His laugh was as strange as the rest of him, off kilter and deep. It was just one more thing to make Kaia feel uncomfortable.

		“I know how my collection looks,” he said. “As for what you seek, I do not have it. I wish that I did. It would be the crowning glory for my research. What you heard confirms this, I think.”

		Kaia felt a surge of disappointment as she realized what he meant: if the relic were in the baron’s collection, then the Shadowseers would know about it. They wouldn’t still be searching for it. They’d come to what seemed like the obvious place in Munich, but the relic wasn’t here, and now Kaia wasn’t sure what to do.

		We can still find the Shadowseers, Em reminded her. We can still find the others like us. And if they’re searching for the relic, maybe they’ve even found it by now.

		Kaia could only appreciate her sister’s optimism on that point, but Em was right about the Shadowseers. Finding them, finding out about their family, was almost as important as finding the relic. The fate of the world might not rest on it, but it would finally allow Kaia and Em to make sense of their lives.

		Better yet, from what the baron had said, this sounded as though it was one thing he could help with.

		“Do you know where we could find the Shadowseers?” Kaia asked.

		The baron nodded gravely. “I believe that I do.”

		Kaia felt her hopes rise instantly. “Can you take us there?”

		“Preferably now?” Em added. “There may be no time to lose.”

		Kaia felt her hopes start to ebb, because the baron was already shaking his head.

		“Now is out of the question,” he said. “I have arranged dinner for many of my honored guests, and to miss it would be an unthinkable insult.”

		He wasn’t going to take them because he wanted to have dinner?

		“Does it matter so much?” Kaia asked.

		The baron looked affronted, as if the importance of it should be obvious. “The people here have come from around the world. Many are in a position to help me with my research. If I insult and ignore them, there is every chance that some might leave. I would lose my chance to learn from them. No, no, I cannot take you…”

		Kaia could feel her hopes shattering now, breaking into fragments that felt as if they dug into her flesh. It was almost physical pain.

		“…today. Tomorrow, however, I can take you.”

		“Tomorrow?” Kaia repeated. Slowly, carefully, she started to piece her hopes back together.

		“Tomorrow,” the baron repeated.

		Tomorrow wasn’t as soon as Kaia had hoped, but it was still a chance she couldn’t have imagined before she came here.

		“That would be wonderful,” she said.

		The baron nodded slowly and solemnly, like some great bird dipping its head. “Then it is settled. You will come to dinner. You will stay here tonight. Then, in the morning, I will take you to see your Shadowseers.”

		

	
		CHAPTER ELEVEN

		

		Inspector Pinsley couldn’t help pacing the library floor in frustration as he waited for Kaia and Em to emerge from the study. The last thing he’d been expecting was to be shut out of discussions, not knowing what was going on, and not able to protect either of the girls if they found themselves in danger.

		That last point made Pinsley worry, because in London it would have been far from the done thing to have them alone in a room with the baron like that without a suitable chaperone. More than that, Pinsley had seen far too much of the worst that people could do to one another. It made it all too easy to imagine all the dangers that the girls might be facing.

		“Nonsense,” he said aloud as he paced. “They are simply conversing, and I am right here if there is any danger.”

		He couldn’t relax, though, couldn’t just sink into one of the chairs of the library with a book and read until they emerged. It didn’t help that his daughter had wandered off during the wait, presumably to explore the castle and meet the people there. It just meant that, as the time ticked away, Pinsley found himself growing more and more concerned for all three of them.

		So what was stopping him from simply walking up to the door of the study, knocking, and demanding entrance? The baron’s displeasure, perhaps, but the safety of the twins mattered rather more to him than that. It might discourage the man from helping, of course, but that was a risk Pinsley was simply going to have to take.

		He marched over to the door and was just raising his fist to knock when it opened, letting Kaia and Em back out into the library, clearly unharmed, even if Kaia did look a little unsettled.

		“What has happened?” Pinsley asked, hurrying the girls further out into the library, where they could speak freely. “Are you both all right?”

		“That was just… creepy,” Kaia said. “He had a stuffed raven, and a skull on his desk.”

		“He looks practically like a skeleton,” Em agreed. She didn’t seem quite as flustered as Kaia, but perhaps that was just because the inspector didn’t know her as well.

		“Tell me what happened,” Pinsley said. “Why didn’t he want me in the room. Did he do anything to hurt you?”

		If he had, then Pinsley would deal with him, baron or not.

		“No, nothing like that,” Kaia said quickly, obviously thinking of the times when he’d stepped in on her behalf in the past. “It was just so strange, and he knows far more than he should.”

		“About what?” Pinsley asked.

		“About us,” Em said. “The way he was talking, it was as if he knew all about us.”

		“As if he thought that we were special,” Kaia added.

		Pinsley had noticed them starting to do that, with one starting a thought and the other finishing it. He’d heard of twins doing that kind of thing, but never seen it up close.

		“Well,” he pointed out. “You are both special.” The importance of that part came to him. “Wait, he knows about you, and about the… hidden side to the world? With all the strange objects I had considered the possibility, but it had also occurred to me that a man like that might be a collector without knowing the full truth.”

		“He knows,” Em confirmed. “But it was more than that. He spoke as if we were special even for Shadowseers.”

		Pinsley still had to force himself to treat all this with the seriousness it deserved. Some small part of his mind, committed to reason, still wanted to insist that none of this could be real, in spite of all he’d seen. Pinsley ignored it. The twins were what they were and looking away from all of this would not allow him to help them.

		“Did he just speak in generalities, or did he explain how you are both special?” he asked. It was hard to gain information from a conversation related after the fact, but Pinsley was determined to help the twins to learn all they could from it now.

		Perhaps that was one of the reasons that the baron had kept him from the room. Perhaps, the inspector reasoned, he had thought that if Pinsley were there, he would spot something that might be important. If so, what? What could there be around the baron that was so dangerous to reason out that Pinsley had to be kept from the conversation?

		“He didn’t say,” Kaia said. “But he spoke about how good it was that the two of us had found one another. He knew that we were separated. He mentioned Em’s adopted father too, saying he’d met him.”

		“So he knows about you,” Pinsley said. “And his people knew where to find our luggage in the city. It seems that the baron is a very well-informed man.”

		“I know,” Kaia said. She didn’t sound entirely happy about it. Pinsley guessed that for a girl who had grown up the way she had, authority figures knowing too much about her sounded like a dangerous proposition.

		Pinsley was more interested in the mechanism of the baron’s knowledge. Was it as simple as people in the town reporting any news of strange newcomers to him? They’d asked enough questions openly about him, so perhaps his people had asked a few of their own in return?

		It was the most obvious explanation, and it was even the sort of thing that the inspector might have done himself, back in London. There, if someone like the baron had simply appeared in town, asking questions about Pinsley, the inspector would probably have heard about it from one of his informants around the city within the hour.

		He found himself thinking, though, of all the strange looking people they had passed walking through the castle to get here. There were probably mystics and fortune tellers of all stripes within the castle. A week ago, Pinsley would have dismissed all of them as fakes, and would have been quite happy to expose all the methods they used to defraud gullible audiences.

		Now…

		Now, he had seen a young woman throw men around with a power that defied explanation. He had heard stories of men killing while possessed, and seen an actress turn from hostile to docile after Kaia performed what could only be described as an exorcism.

		If all of that was in the world, could he really deny the possibility of more? Perhaps there were people in this castle who had seen them coming in the cards, or their crystal balls, or whatever it was that fortune tellers used. Perhaps the baron had access to things that defied everything Pinsley thought he knew about the world.

		“What about the thing that you came here to find?” he asked. “Did he give any clue that he knew about it?”

		“Kaia asked him straight out,” Em said, and gave her sister a glance.

		“What?” Kaia retorted. “I didn’t want him dodging around us with fancy words and never saying anything.”

		Pinsley smiled slightly at Kaia’s directness. “What did he say?”

		“That he didn’t have it,” Kaia said.

		Pinsley considered that. It was always possible, of course, that the man was lying. Someone with such a valuable object might want to hold it back. Without seeing his face when he’d said it, though, Pinsley had no way to judge the Baron’s truthfulness.

		“But he does know where to find other Shadowseers,” Em said. “He says he’ll take us there tomorrow. But we have to stay the night and attend the dinner he’s holding.”

		“I will accompany you,” Pinsley said at once, both because it had been bad enough just being stuck on the other side of a door while the baron was alone with the twins, and because he wanted to see the Shadowseers for himself. He wanted to know more about this new world that Kaia had dragged him into.

		“What if the baron-” Em began, but Pinsley was already shaking his head.

		“The baron doesn’t get to decide this,” he said. “I will be there to make sure nothing bad happens.”

		“Where is something bad happening?”

		Pinsley turned at the sound of his daughter’s voice, to find Olivia entering the library again. She looked as shaken as the twins, perhaps more so.

		“Did something happen on your explorations?” Pinsley asked, dodging her question by asking one of his own. He shook his head. “No, tell me on the way back to our rooms. Apparently, we have a dinner to attend, so we should freshen up.”

		He said that mostly as a way of getting them all away from the baron’s study, but also as a way of getting Olivia away from the twins, since they had to head for opposite wings of the castle. It reduced the chances that either of them would say something about the relic or the Shadowseers in her hearing, as Kaia had on the road. With his daughter’s hand on his arm, he set off in the direction of the wing that held their accommodation.

		They walked along seemingly endless hallways, then up a broad staircase that seemed to be made from black marble. Outside the windows, it was starting to rain, the drops drumming against the panes as they passed.

		“Now,” Pinsley told his daughter. “What happened?”

		“Nothing happened, exactly,” Olivia said. “It’s just the people here, and the ornaments, the whole place. I’m used to strange. Actors are strange. Theaters are strange, but this… this is beyond any of that. This place just feels wrong.”

		Pinsley nodded. “I entirely understand.”

		His daughter looked at him strangely. “You do? I was half expecting you to carefully explain to me how all of this is nonsense. That all the spiritualists and magicians here have perfectly logical explanations, and I have nothing to worry about.” She paused for a moment. “Actually, I think I was kind of hoping that you would say that.”

		“Then I’ll say…” Pinsley began and stopped himself. The problem with saying that it was all nonsense, and that there was no such thing as the uncanny in the world was that it simply wouldn’t be true. His own thoughts back in the library made it into a lie. “Olivia, I am coming around to the idea that there may be more that is strange in the world than we think.”

		“Do you know,” Olivia said, “I ran into a woman who looked at me and said that she was sorry about my mother?”

		“Possibly she says that sort of thing to everyone she meets,” Pinsley said. Possibly, or possibly she actually knew everything about Olivia’s life, and his. Just the thought of it shook him.

		“Father, are you all right?” Olivia asked. She stopped in front of him, blocking the way down the corridor they were walking. “Normally, you’re so certain about everything, but here, you seem different. What’s happening? What’s all this about that it has you like this? Why are we here, of all places?”

		“You know that part,” Pinsley said. “We’re looking for an item that we believe may have been acquired by the baron, although from the girls’ conversation with him, it seems likely that he doesn’t have it. Instead, he will be taking us to meet some people tomorrow who may know more.”

		“You know how vague that all sounds, Father?” Olivia said.

		The inspector did, but he couldn’t tell her more without seeming like a madman or exposing her to a truly dangerous world within their world. If Pinsley could keep his daughter safe from all of that, he would, even if it meant telling her half-truths.

		“Olivia,” he said, taking her arms and trying to convince her. “I know that this place is strange, but if the baron weren’t a collector of strange things, there would have been no point in coming here. It is an uncomfortable environment, but not, I believe, one where we are in immediate danger. There will be odd things here, and perhaps there is even more to it than I might once have thought, but I believe that you are safe. I have become involved in such things because I believe that it is necessary for the safety of all around us, and I will do everything in my power to keep you safe.”

		“And now that we are here?” Olivia asked.

		“Tomorrow, the baron will take us to people who might be able to help us, but for now, we have to play the perfect guests. Can you do that?”

		“I can act any part,” his daughter replied.

		“Then we should find a servant who knows where our rooms are, freshen up, and be ready for dinner,” Pinsley said.

		He was at least as worried by the baron and the people around him as Olivia and Kaia were. All they had to do, though, was get through one night. Do that, and they could find the Shadowseers. After that, they would never have to see the baron or his castle again.

		

	
		CHAPTER TWELVE

		

		“This is all so amazing,” Kaia said.

		The room was the nicest place Kaia had ever stayed, by a distance. Her room back at the vicarage in London was nice enough, but it was small and simple. The room she’d had in Paris had peeling paintwork and scuffed wallpaper.

		This was nothing like that.

		For a start, it wasn’t just one room. There was a separate dressing room attached to the bedroom that was in itself as large as most of the spaces Kaia had slept in before, with opulently patterned wallpaper, and a few statues set out on shelves, each of them gilded, seeming to represent different emotions. There was a large window, against which the rain was currently drumming.

		Then there was the room that had a large bath set in the center, complete with running water coming through pipes to it. Kaia had never even heard of such a thing.

		Em smiled at that. “It’s not bad.”

		She said that in a tone that implied that she’d been in a hundred places as grand, maybe a thousand. Perhaps she had. Kaia had certainly seen plenty of grand ballrooms and receiving rooms in the memories Em had chosen to show her.

		“Well, I think it’s wonderful,” Kaia said. “And don’t pretend you’re not eyeing up the bath.”

		“A bath where you don’t have to wait for a servant to carry all the water is kind of interesting,” Em admitted. “And if we’re to attend this dinner of the baron’s I want to freshen up.”

		She sounded as if the dinner were some typical social engagement, rather than dinner with a man who creeped Kaia out on every possible level. The best that Kaia could say for it was that at least there would be plenty of other people there.

		I know you’re uncomfortable, Em sent, but the baron is the man who’s going to take us to the Shadowseers. I can put up with a lot of strangeness for that.

		She had a point there. Kaia moved back towards the door.

		“Where are you going?” Em asked.

		“If you’re taking a bath, I’m going to go explore a little. I want to see a little more of the castle.”

		And you want to check that the baron doesn’t secretly have the relic hidden somewhere?

		And that, Kaia agreed, even though she suspected that the baron was telling the truth about not having it. She just wanted to make sure.

		As such, while Em headed for the bathroom, Kaia headed out into the castle. She found herself briefly pausing outside Raoul’s door, the urge to knock coming suddenly and sharply.

		Kaia forced herself to ignore that urge. It wasn’t a sensible one, and in any case, what would she say? Would she just ask him to come for a walk with her around the castle? Kaia could think of nothing more embarrassing than if Raoul said no.

		She settled for walking on through the castle instead, stopping to look at the objects the baron had collected. There was what looked like a set of deer antlers that had been reshaped somehow into a heart shape. There was a strange, web like construction of twine and feathers. Kaia wanted to reach out to touch it, but it looked so fragile that she didn’t dare.

		She barely dared to touch anything in the castle as she made her way down to the ground floor. It wasn’t just the strangeness of everything around her, it was the wealth of it too. Even down to the floor, where there were thick carpets across almost all of it. Who could afford to do that? Even back at the vicarage, there had just been rugs scattered over the plain wooden floorboards. It made every step feel almost as if Kaia were contaminating the Baron’s pristine home.

		Still, Kaia made her way downstairs, and it was hard to believe how busy it all was down here. Everywhere she looked, there were people coming and going, some of them doing things that looked very strange to Kaia’s eyes. One short, plump man was demonstrating how easy it was to slip from a pair of manacles, having a couple of guests fasten them behind his back and then handing them back to them in a matter of seconds. A woman seemed to be contorting her body into the most outlandish poses, her foot wrapped behind her head while she balanced on one leg.

		It was almost as if the baron had decanted an entire circus’ worth of odd folk into his home. From what he’d said, Kaia suspected that he invited anyone remotely strange to his home, in the hope of finding those who had genuine talents he could learn from.

		Kaia kept going, into a room where it seemed that people were playing a variety of games of chance with cards and dice. Some of them were doing so in very strange ways. One man sat there, calmly pointing to his opponents’ face down cards.

		“Ace of clubs. Three of hearts. Seven of diamonds.”

		The opponents looked baffled, picking them up and checking them as if they might be marked in some way.

		Another man was playing chess against five people at once, all while blindfolded. Kaia didn’t know enough about the game to know if he was winning, but the expressions on some of the players’ faces suggested that he was.

		“Do you play whist, young lady?” a man in a dark suit asked her.

		Kaia shook her head quickly.

		“A sensible answer,” the man said. “A game that brings me no end of misery.”

		“So why do you play it?” Kaia asked.

		“Because I cannot lose.”

		Kaia frowned at that. “If you can’t lose, then why does it bring you misery?”

		“Because for every piece of good luck I have at cards, I have a piece of bad luck elsewhere. Or those around me do.” He held up a bandaged hand. “The price of a good run at the table yesterday.”

		Kaia didn’t know what to make of that, or if it could possibly be true. Either way, the man moved on before Kaia could ask him more.

		She decided to leave the gaming room, and headed out into what proved to be a long gallery, lined with paintings that varied from portraits of what she assumed were former barons to landscapes of the surrounding countryside, with a few far-off places thrown in. To Kaia’s surprise, there was someone painting in the gallery, a man working at an easel in front of a small group of spectators. The strangest part about it was that he was blindfolded, applying paint to the canvas without ever seeming to see what he was doing.

		“What’s happening?” Kaia asked, walking up to the crowd. An older man immediately shushed her, but at least answered in a whisper.

		“Maxim is in contact with the spirit world. He is channeling the spirit of the great painter Holbein.”

		Kaia stood there and watched for a minute or two as the man applied paint with such precision that it was hard to believe that he couldn’t see. A painting was slowly starting to take shape under his efforts, with a picture of what appeared to be the baron that was almost disturbingly lifelike.

		Kaia moved on along the gallery, and came out into the orangery, filled with plants, and with the rain hammering down onto the glass of the roof. There was a dark-skinned man there of about thirty, in a turban and flowing robes, who sat cross legged and barefoot, staring out at the rain. He turned towards Kaia.

		“Tell me, young lady, what have you come so far to seek?”

		“How do you know that I’m looking for something?” Kaia asked.

		“Why else would you come so far?” he countered. “From London itself?”

		“How did you know I was from London?” Kaia asked, but the man smiled instead of answering. Kaia considered whether she should tell him what she was there to do or not. After all, this man was a stranger.

		“I’m here looking for an object,” Kaia said at last.

		“No,” the man replied. “That isn’t it. Something else. Something… you’re looking for a place to belong, I think. You’re looking for who you are.”

		Something about those words seemed to resonate within Kaia. It was unsettling how quickly this man had seen through to the heart of her.

		“I… yes,” was all Kaia could manage.

		“But no amount of travelling will tell you that,” he went on. “Why would it? Look inside yourself. Those are the answers you want.”

		“Are you bothering the young lady, Guru Sri?” a woman’s voice asked.

		Kaia looked over to see a tall, elegant woman approaching. She was raven haired, with alabaster skin, and dark eyes. She was probably in her late thirties, wearing a dress of black and purple, cinched tight by a corset. The only flash of color on her came from a golden, heart-shaped locket set with a sapphire and strung around her throat.

		“Sometimes, one must bother people, Contessa,” the man said. “How else are we to shake them out of the traps that their minds are caught in?”

		“There is no answer to that,” the Contessa said. She smiled. “So I will not bother answering, merely steal young Kaia away from you. Shall we continue your stroll around the castle, my dear?”

		Did everyone here know who Kaia was?

		The woman held out a hand to Kaia, and Kaia risked taking it. She let herself be led from the orangery, out into another hall of the castle. This one was lined with suits of armor, no two of which were remotely similar.

		“I am Contessa Ginevra Lucretti,” the woman said. “And you are Kaia, the one who has the baron so excited.”

		Kaia wasn’t sure about excited, but the baron definitely seemed to want something from her.

		“I’m Kaia,” Kaia agreed.

		“Please, let me show you around a little more,” the Contessa said, leading the way along the hall. “Here is a selection of armors the baron has collected from around the world. I believe he traded with a Dutch trading house to obtain this one from Japan.”

		Kaia obligingly looked at the suit of armor, which seemed to be made from interlocking strips of some kind of wood, lacquered to a high sheen. While she did so, Contessa Ginevra leaned close to her, lowering her voice to a whisper.

		“The armor does not matter. What matters is that I must speak with you alone.”

		Kaia looked around. She couldn’t see anyone else in the hall.

		“No, not here,” Contessa Ginevra continued. “The walls have more ears than you might think. Come to my rooms. They are five along from your own. We will be able to talk there. No one here can be trusted. No one.”

		Before Kaia could express her bewilderment at that, the other woman turned and walked away down the hall. Kaia stared after her. As she did so, she thought that she caught a glimpse of something moving among the armor: a flicker of shadow where there shouldn’t have been.

		Was there a shadow, here?

		Kaia moved towards the spot, but she couldn’t see anything. She couldn’t feel it either. Perhaps she was mistaken. Yet she couldn’t shake the foreboding feeling that she wasn’t.

		Wanting to tell Em about it, Kaia started to hurry back through the castle. She made it up to their room and went inside, only to find Em there at the door, dressed in a light, floral patterned dress.

		“There you are!” Em said. “When I suggested that you go explore, I still thought you’d leave enough time to get ready before dinner.”

		“Em, listen,” Kaia said. “Something strange happened while I was down in the castle.”

		“I mean, everything about this place is strange,” Em replied.

		“This was stranger,” Kaia said. “There was this woman, and she-”

		Kaia was interrupted by the sound of a gong carrying through the castle.

		“Tell me about it after,” Em said. “Right now, we need to get downstairs. The baron’s not going to be happy if we’re late for dinner.”

		

	
		CHAPTER THIRTEEN

		

		Kaia wanted to tell Em what had happened with Contessa Ginevra, but there was no time now. Em was right: they couldn’t risk upsetting the Baron now, even in as small a thing as being late for dinner. If he refused to take them to the Shadowseers over some small insult, Kaia was pretty sure that her heart would break.

		“You need to change for dinner,” Em said.

		“What? Now?” Kaia said.

		“Dressing for dinner is expected in places like this,” Em said. “There’s no time to argue. You can borrow one of my dresses.”

		She’d actually laid one out on the bed. It was a simple, lightweight dress in blue that seemed to billow from the waist, and which was worked with delicate embroidery at every seam. It was more beautiful than any dress Kaia had ever owned, and it felt almost wrong to throw it on in a frantic rush, as she did in the next few moments.

		“There,” Em said, looking pleased with the results. “Perfect.”

		The dress certainly seemed to fit Kaia perfectly, which was one of the benefits of having an identical twin, she supposed.

		“I need to tell you about what happened with the Contessa,” Kaia said, but Em was already pulling her towards the door.

		“No time. We need to hurry, or we’ll be late.”

		Kaia found herself pretty much running towards the dining room, pulled along in Em’s wake with her dress flowing back around her like the tail of a comet. The inspector and Olivia were waiting there on the landing, Olivia wearing a dark, sweeping dress that seemed expensive until Kaia looked closer and realized that the details weren’t quite perfect. She suspected that it was a copy of the latest Paris fashions, maybe put together as a costume. The inspector, meanwhile, was looking even more formal than usual in a dinner jacket and cravat.

		“There you are,” the inspector said as they approached. “I was worried that we would be the last to arrive.”

		“Then at least we’ll arrive in style, Father,” Olivia pointed out, although the confidence of that statement seemed to be undercut a little to Kaia by the way Olivia was glancing around nervously at the strange contents of the castle.

		Outside, thunder boomed as they started to descend the stairs.

		The four of them walked to the dining room, where a single long table was set with silver cutlery, and thirty throne like chairs had been pulled up around it, enough for all the baron’s guests. By this point, Kaia barely even noticed the entwined, inhuman figures carved into each. There were heraldic shields and portraits set out on the walls behind the chairs, as if the guests there were only placeholders for the baron’s ancestors. There was no food set out yet, but servants were gathered at one end of the dining room with platters, suggesting that they would serve it at any minute.

		Kaia saw the baron sitting at the end of the table, with almost all of his guests seated along its length. Kaia recognized the strange people she had seen earlier, from the painter to the card player and the Indian guru. She found herself thinking about what the Contessa had said, that she couldn’t trust anyone.

		Because they were among the last to arrive, it was easy to find their seats, set close to the Baron. Name cards marked their places in a strange, spikey script that was a long way from the copperplate common in London. Kaia was both surprised and pleased when she found hers, for one simple reason:

		She’d been seated next to Raoul.

		The prince stood and held Kaia’s seat out as she approached it, leaving Kaia feeling slightly flustered by the attention. He smiled at her, and Kaia couldn’t help smiling back, even if she also caught the inspector’s look of disapproval across the table.

		“I am glad that I have the chance to see you again,” Raoul said. “I trust you are settling into the castle well, Kaia?”

		“It’s very interesting here,” Kaia said. “There’s so much of the castle I haven’t had a chance to explore yet.”

		“Perhaps we could take a turn around it together,” Raoul suggested, and that took Kaia completely by surprised.

		“I was going to take a walk with Kaia,” Em cut in from the side.

		I think a walk isn’t all he wants from you, Em sent.

		It seemed that everyone around her disapproved of Raoul. It was hard for Kaia to see why though, when he was so obviously perfect.

		“Perhaps we could all take a walk,” Raoul suggested. “I would not want to do anything to make Kaia feel uncomfortable.”

		Those words sounded so reasonable, but they had the effect of making Kaia feel like the whole business was very silly. Did she really need a chaperone just to take a walk with a boy her own age?

		“That would be good,” Kaia said. She tried to think of something to talk about with Raoul, simply so that she could keep the conversation going. “Have you had a chance to talk to the baron about getting help for Catalonia?”

		“Not in any depth,” Raoul said. “I still hope to persuade him. And you, Kaia? Have you gotten everything you wanted here?”

		Don’t tell him about the Shadowseers, Em warned.

		But he has already seen shadows, Kaia shot back.

		That doesn’t matter, Em sent.

		Kaia ignored her. “The baron has been very helpful. He’s taking us to see some people tomorrow who… ow!”

		She winced as Em kicked her under the table, all the time maintaining a perfectly demure expression.

		“Kaia, is everything all right?” Raoul asked.

		“I think she’s just exclaiming from hunger,” Em said in a sweet voice. “Baron, forgive me, but why are we waiting for the food?”

		“Because one of my guests has yet to arrive,” the baron said, indicating an empty seat.

		Kaia looked around, trying to work out who was missing who might reasonably have been at the table. It didn’t take her long to figure out.

		“Contessa Ginevra?” she said.

		“Indeed,” the baron replied, with a questioning look over at Kaia. “You have met her?”

		“Briefly,” Kaia replied. “She showed me some of your collection of armor.”

		“And what did you think of it?” the baron asked. Kaia had the feeling that she was being tested. She struggled to remember what she’d seen with the Contessa before her strange, whispered message.

		“The… one from Japan was very interesting,” Kaia said.

		“Ah, yes, said to be the armor of Musashi himself,” the baron replied. “They say it has some of his spirit still imbued in it, although the mediums with me have yet to detect any trace of it.”

		“And we’ve yet to detect any trace of dinner,” Raoul protested.

		“Not until the Contessa arrives,” the baron insisted. “It would be wrong to proceed before we are all gathered.”

		He seemed serious about it, as if it were some grave offense against civility that couldn’t be ignored. Kaia found that point of rigidity strange, given the space the baron allowed elsewhere for all kinds of oddness. But then, the rules of high society were more or less alien to her. Back at the orphanage, the only rule at mealtimes had been to force down whatever the Garrows had fed her and the others, because the alternative was the cane.

		“However,” the baron continued, with a glance at a pocket watch. “In the interests of not starving my guests, I will send a servant to find the Contessa. If it turns out that she will not be attending, then we will proceed without her.”

		When the baron said that, Kaia saw an opportunity. Contessa Ginevra had been so adamant that they should talk in private. Well, what better place was there for it than her rooms, and what better excuse was there to go to them than to fetch her at the baron’s behest?

		“Don’t send a servant,” Kaia said. “I’ll go. After all, we’ve met now.”

		“Are you sure?” the baron said. “Sending a servant would be more usual.”

		“It’s fine,” Kaia insisted, pushing her chair back and standing up.

		“Her room is five doors closer to the stairs than your own,” the baron said.

		Kaia nodded. “I know. I won’t be long.”

		Why are you going? Em asked, in the privacy of Kaia’s head.

		The Contessa wanted to talk to me, Kaia replied. This is a good opportunity to do it.

		Maybe she’s late deliberately to give you this chance? Em suggested.

		Kaia hadn’t thought of that possibility. Was it something Contessa Ginevra might have done? Maybe, although there was no way for her to know if Kaia would realize what she was doing, and no way to be sure that it wouldn’t just be a servant who came.

		Still even if it was an accident, the opportunity was here now, and Kaia couldn’t let it pass.

		She started to make her way up through the castle, back towards the room she shared with Em. There were fewer people around now, because the guests were in the dining room, while the servants were probably either taking the opportunity for a break or helping with the dinner. It made the castle feel very big and empty to Kaia, especially with the rain still hammering down against its structure. When a flash of lightning lit up a statue of two men who seemed to be melting into one another, Kaia started.

		She hadn’t realized that the place was making her that nervous, but then, maybe it was just the prospect of whatever the Contessa was going to tell her that had Kaia on edge.

		She made her way back to her room, then counted doors towards the stairs until she found the one that belonged to Contessa Ginevra. Kaia took a moment to compose herself before she raised her hand, knocking lightly.

		There was no answer.

		Kaia knocked again, harder this time. Perhaps the Contessa had fallen asleep or wasn’t close enough to the door to hear a light knock over the sound of the thunder.

		“Contessa?” Kaia called out. “It’s me, Kaia.”

		Still, there was no answer from within the room. Kaia found herself wondering if she’d somehow miscounted the doors, but no, it was five away from her room, just as both the baron and the Contessa had said.

		Could the Contessa have gone down to dinner and just missed Kaia? It was possible, but wouldn’t Kaia have passed her on the stairs, in that case? What then?

		Not knowing what else to do, Kaia gave the door the gentlest of pushes. It opened slowly, giving her a view of the room within, decorated in red and gold, with a large four poster bed at its heart.

		Kaia wasn’t looking at any of that, because her eyes were drawn inexorably to the divan that sat at one side of the room. Contessa Ginevra was seated on it, with her eyes wide open, staring at Kaia, yet there was no recognition in that stare, because there was no life in it. She sat there, and her already dark dress was stained darker by the blood that had run down it, and down the fabric of the divan. She had a dozen wounds in her chest, each worse than the last. Only the divan kept her from slumping to the floor.

		Contessa Ginevra was dead, murdered.

		Those words floated into Kaia’s mind almost serenely, but Kaia knew that it was the strange calmness of shock, not any kind of real composure. Her body wouldn’t move in that moment, wouldn’t even let her look away from the sight of the Contessa sitting there, eyes wide in shock or fear as she had died. Kaia wanted to take a step forward, or wanted to turn and run from the room, but she couldn’t do either in that moment. She’d seen dead bodies before, but this was worse somehow, so much worse.

		Eventually, Kaia did the only thing she could think of to do in that moment.

		She screamed.

		

	
		CHAPTER FOURTEEN

		

		The moment Pinsley heard Kaia’s scream he was on his feet, sending his chair tumbling back to the ground. There wasn’t even any conscious thought involved, simply the terror that Kaia might be in danger.

		“I say-” the man next to him began, but Pinsley was already past him, heading for the door to the dining room at a full run.

		Kaia wasn’t a girl to start screaming for no reason. It meant that she was in danger, or that something terrible had happened. The only other times Pinsley had heard her scream like that, it had been in response to those shadows of hers, and if one of them was here, then the inspector wasn’t going to let Kaia face it alone.

		He sprinted from the dining room, and a glance back told Pinsley that Olivia and Em were hot on his heels, obviously fearing that Kaia was in danger just as much as he did. Behind them a number of the other guests seemed to be following in their wake, perhaps wanting to help, or perhaps just wanting to see what was happening.

		Right then, Pinsley didn’t care. His concern was getting to Kaia as quickly as possible. He took the stairs up to the next floor of the castle two at a time, long legs eating up the ground. Putting a hand in the pocket of his dinner jacket, Pinsley felt for his revolver. He’d only brought it with him because he didn’t like the idea of leaving it in his room where anyone might take it, but now it seemed like a genuine comfort.

		He came to the landing where Kaia and Em had their rooms, and it wasn’t hard to spot the Contessa’s room. Kaia was standing in the doorway, stock still, staring at something within.

		At that point, Pinsley took his hand off his revolver. This wasn’t some fight that he was about to wade into. Instead, it was something else, and Pinsley would need other tools to find out what.

		“Kaia?” he said, moving level with her.

		In that moment, he saw the scene within the room, and he understood why Kaia had screamed. He saw a woman he presumed to be Contessa Ginevra seated upon a divan, the stab wounds to her torso making it clear what had happened to her.

		Even for him, there was a moment when he simply wanted to stare in horror at it all, but Pinsley overrode that instinct. His time as both a soldier and a police inspector had taught him to act in moments like this, not just stand by, consumed by the enormity of the situation.

		The first thing he did was put an arm around Kaia, gently turning her away from the scene within the room. Even as he did so, Pinsley heard gasps and cries from the door, with people starting to push their way into the room.

		He had to let go of Kaia then, if only to stop it all from turning into chaos.

		“Step back!” he ordered the guests. “Step back, I say!”

		“But we want to see what’s happening!” one man insisted, starting to push his way forward into the room.

		“What’s happening is that you are entering into a crime scene that must not be disturbed,” Pinsley replied, putting one hand up to block the man’s progress. “All of you, back into the hallway. Better yet, go back to the dining room. There is nothing for you to see here. I will explain matters shortly.”

		His training was taking over in that moment, making it obvious to the inspector that he should take charge of the situation, keep things calm, and ensure that he had a chance to ascertain the truth.

		“Who are you to tell me what to do?” the man demanded. “I’ll go where I damn well please!”

		Pinsley had no time for this. He could still see Kaia standing there, pale as a ghost and tears on her cheeks. Every moment that this man spent trying to gawk at the dead was a moment Pinsley couldn’t spend making sure that she was all right.

		That was why he drew his revolver.

		“Right now,” Pinsley said. “I am the only man who knows what to do in situations like this. I am an inspector in the London police, and I will deal with this matter. You will step back, though, sir.”

		He had no intention of actually shooting anyone, but for now, at least, the threat was enough. The loudmouthed guest stepped back quickly with his hands raised.

		“Trust an Englishman to bring a pistol to a social gathering!”

		Pinsley ignored him, returning his attention to Kaia.

		“Kaia,” he said, as gently as he could, “are you all right?”

		“I just walked in,” Kaia said. “I thought she wanted to speak to me, and I came in… and she was just… dead.”

		“It’s all right,” Pinsley said. He wished that he were better at comforting people. He sought out Em and Olivia among the crowd of watchers, waving them forward. “Your sister and Olivia are going to take you back to your room. They’re going to look after you.”

		He turned to Olivia. “She’s had a terrible shock. She needs-”

		“I know,” Olivia said. Of course she knew what a moment like this was like. Her own mother had been murdered. If anyone understood what Kaia was going through, it was Olivia. “I’ll look after her. Come on Kaia. Let’s get you out of here.”

		She and Em took Kaia’s arms, leading her out of there. Pinsley wished that he could go with them to make sure that Kaia was well, but right then, he knew that he had to be the one dealing with this situation. Pushing his way out into the corridor, he looked around until he found one of the baron’s servants.

		“You,” he said, in a tone that allowed for no dissent. “Stand on this door. Allow no one in or out without my say. No one is to touch anything.”

		Looking around, Pinsley saw the baron approaching the back of the crowd, moving more slowly than the rest. Clearly, he had no time for the rush that had engulfed everyone else. Pinsley stepped up to him as smartly as an officer addressing a general.

		“Herr Baron, I have bad news,” he said. “A murder has been committed within your castle. Contessa Ginevra is dead.”

		“Ginevra?” the baron said. He stood there blinking, like he couldn’t make sense of it. “No, surely not. This can’t be. I…”

		Pinsley could see him freezing with the suddenness of it all. It was an understandable reaction to something of such magnitude, but it was also something that Pinsley knew they had no time for. They had to act now if they were to make sure that whoever had done this didn’t get away with it.

		“Baron,” he said. “It is vital that we make sure that whoever did this cannot leave the castle. I need you to post servants at every exit to the castle. Can you do that?

		“I… yes, of course,” the baron said. He waved at a servant. “Fetch others. Guard the doors. No one is to go in or out.”

		“Why are you listening to this Englishman?” the guest who had wanted entry to the room demanded.

		“Because, Herr Angmire, he is a policeman with exactly the skills needed in this situation,” the baron replied. “He has solved many murders, and I am confident that he will solve this one.”

		It was a long way from the distrust of the police the baron had expressed before, but right now, Pinsley was grateful for it. It gave him a sense of authority that he might not have had otherwise in a place so far from London.

		“Anything you need, Inspector,” the baron said. “Simply let me know.”

		“Right now, I need to examine things, and establish as much as I can about what happened,” Pinsley said.

		“I will accompany you,” the baron said.

		“Baron, I really don’t think-” Pinsley began, but the baron cut him off.

		“This is still my castle, and the Contessa was my guest. I will accompany you.”

		“All right,” Pinsley said. He looked around at the guests still waiting outside the room. “But no one else. In fact, I think it is best if everyone returns to the dining room. Let the servants serve dinner. I will want to talk to people later, but for now, they are in the way.”

		He saw the baron nod, acknowledging the sense of it.

		“You heard the inspector,” Baron Vogler said. “Please return to the dining room, or to your rooms. I apologize for any inconvenience, but you cannot help with this matter.”

		One by one, they drifted off, and the baron turned back to Pinsley.

		“Now, Inspector, show me what has happened in my home.”

		Pinsley led the way back into the room, and he half expected the baron to gasp and run out when he saw the Contessa’s body. Instead, Baron Vogler stood there gravely, watching Pinsley as he started to go around the room.

		The first thing Pinsley did was go to the body, looking over the Contessa.

		“She has suffered multiple stab wounds,” Pinsley said. “I am no doctor, but I would guess that one struck her heart.”

		“I can see that much, Inspector,” Baron Vogler said. He sounded impatient.

		“Did you also see the defensive wounds on her arms?” Pinsley countered, pointing to slashes and cuts on Contessa Ginevra’s forearms. “She saw the attack coming and attempted to protect herself.”

		“As one would, if being attacked by a knife,” Baron Vogler said. He still sounded like he was waiting for Pinsley to impress him.

		“If you saw it,” Pinsley said. “My point is that she was not taken by surprise. Yet if that was the case, why did we not hear her call for help? We all heard Kaia’s scream and came running, yet the same did not happen with the Contessa.”

		“That is… surprising,” the baron admitted.

		“Then there is this,” Pinsley said, leading the way to a spot in the far corner of the room, where blood had stained the carpet and the wall. “Note the lack of blood around the divan, aside from that which has pooled around the Contessa’s body. It is my belief that she was killed here, and then moved to the divan.”

		“Why would someone do that?” the baron asked.

		“Perhaps to make some kind of statement,” Pinsley said. “She has clearly been posed in the knowledge that someone would find her like that. Perhaps it is intended to taunt us with the fact that the killer can strike as they wish.”

		“Perhaps?” Baron Vogler said.

		Pinsley looked over at him. “I do not wish to suggest certainties where there are none,” he said. “Yet look at this spot, and where it is. It is as far from the door as it is possible to get. My suspicion is that whoever killed the Contessa talked to her, or threatened her, and she backed away. Perhaps she believed that she could talk the killer out of their attack. That would explain why she did not scream.”

		“Do you see anything else?” the baron asked.

		Pinsley looked around the room. Carefully, he checked the window, looking outside. It was a sheer drop beyond, and the rain was coming down hard.

		“There is no way into or out of the room beyond the door,” he said. “There is no way that someone could have left the castle. That means…”

		“I know what it means,” Baron Vogler said. “That whoever killed the Contessa is still in my castle, and now we must find them.”

		“I don’t suppose any of your mystics can divine who did it?” Pinsley said. It sounded absurd to suggest even as he said it, yet after all he had seen, he could not discount the possibility.

		“Would you really trust the results of such a thing?” Baron Vogler said. “No, as much as I dislike your profession, Inspector, this is a job for police work. Tell me how you wish to proceed.”

		The trouble was that Pinsley didn’t know yet. There were no obvious clues to point to a killer. There was no murder weapon. There had been no one else missing at dinner. He suspected that finding answers would be far from easy.

		For now, though, there was only one thing he wanted to do.

		“I need to talk to Kaia.”

		

	
		CHAPTER FIFTEEN

		

		Kaia was pretty shaken, but also fairly embarrassed as Olivia and Em fussed around her. She was currently sitting on her bed, like she was an invalid, rather than someone who had just seen something awful.

		“Do you want tea?” Olivia said. “Tea is always good for people who are in shock.”

		“I’m not in shock,” Kaia insisted, although her hands were still shaking slightly. “I’ve seen dead people before. I’m all right.”

		In a morgue and glimpsed in an alley in Paris. Seeing the Contessa up close like that wasn’t even close to being the same. She’d been close enough to see every wound the killer had inflicted on her, and the look of horror fixed upon her face by death.

		“You don’t seem all right,” Em said.

		“I’m trying to work out who could have done this,” Kaia said. “I need to work this out.”

		Olivia was bustling around the room, apparently looking for a way to make tea in spite of what Kaia had said.

		“It’s better if you leave that to my father,” she said. “He’s good at that kind of thing.”

		“I can help,” Kaia said. “The Contessa wanted to talk to me. She said that people might be listening, and that she wanted to talk to me in private. That was part of why I volunteered to go fetch her for dinner.”

		“You didn’t tell me about that,” Em said to her, with a faint hint of accusation.

		“I tried to, but then it was such a rush to get to dinner, and we were both distracted, and…” Kaia couldn’t help thinking the next part, no matter how much she tried to stop herself. “If I’d just gone straight to her, maybe she wouldn’t have been murdered. Maybe I would have been able to help her.”

		“Or maybe you would have been killed too,” Olivia suggested. “What would you have been able to do to fight off someone with a knife?”

		She didn’t know about the things that Kaia could do, but even then, maybe she had a point. Kaia didn’t know that her powers would have come to her rescue. Maybe she would have just ended up dead alongside the Contessa.

		“You couldn’t have saved her, Kaia,” Olivia insisted.

		Kaia nodded, even though she wasn’t sure that she really believed it.

		“I just wonder what she wanted to tell me,” Kaia said. “Did she know that someone was going to try to kill her? Or did she know something else, and someone killed her to stop her telling me?”

		“What could she tell you that would be so important?” Em asked.

		Something to do with the shadows, maybe, Kaia sent, still not wanting to talk about them in front of Olivia.

		You think there are shadows here? Em asked.

		There was the one on the road, Kaia pointed out, and I thought I saw one in Munich at the residence, then again just after the Contessa asked me to talk with her.

		It made sense, didn’t it, that if they’d already encountered shadows on the way here, they might be involved in this? Were they here trying to beat Kaia to the relic, or to stop her and Em from reaching the Shadowseers? Kaia didn’t want to think about the damage that a shadow could do in a place like this.

		If a shadow was possessing someone, Em pointed out, wouldn’t we have felt it at dinner?

		Em had a point. Kaia had felt it before when someone with a shadow in them was close by. Across the width of a dinner table, she would definitely have known.

		Maybe they possessed someone, killed the Contessa, and then moved on? Kaia suggested. Before, people she had driven shadows out of had been confused, only remembering some of their time under the shadows’ control. Maybe someone had been sitting there, having killed the Contessa, not even knowing that they’d been forced to do it?

		Kaia was still thinking about it when the inspector came hurrying into the room. The look of concern on his face was obvious, and that was as much of a shock as anything in the whole situation, because the inspector was normally very good at hiding his feelings behind a mask of logic.

		“Kaia, are you feeling all right?” he asked. “I would have come sooner, but the baron insisted on walking through the crime scene with me.”

		“I’m fine, I’m fine,” Kaia assured him.

		“Are you sure? I know you have been through many things but finding a body like that can still be a shock to the system. Have you had tea? You should drink tea.”

		He doted over her the way… well, the way a father might have.

		“I’m all right,” Kaia said. “Really.”

		“When you screamed, the thought that something might have happened to you… I was so worried,” the inspector said.

		Kaia could see the concern on his face. She also caught sight of Olivia’s expression, watching her father with a note of surprise, as if she wasn’t used to seeing him react with this kind of compassion. Was she jealous of that, or just unused to seeing her father behave like a father?

		“I was just… it was kind of a shock,” Kaia said, a little embarrassed that she’d screamed like that. She’d been in all kinds of dangerous situations, and the only times she’d screamed had been when she’d been in the middle of using her powers.

		“I’m just glad that you’re all right,” Pinsley said. He looked as though he might say more, but in that moment, one of the baron’s servants stepped into the doorway.

		“The baron would like to speak with you, inspector,” the servant said.

		The inspector actually looked torn in that moment, like he might say no.

		“You should go,” Kaia said. “You need to find who did this.”

		“All right,” Pinsley said. “But I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

		He left, and almost instantly he was replaced by Raoul, who came in as soon as the inspector left, almost as if he’d been waiting for the inspector to go.

		“Kaia, how are you?” he asked.

		It seemed that everyone wanted to know the same thing, but coming from Raoul, it was different. The thought that he cared enough to check on her sent something fluttering in Kaia’s stomach.

		“I’m all right, really,” Kaia said. She stood, because that seemed like a kind of proof that she was all right, and not just lying there in shock.

		“Well, perhaps you’d like to walk with me?” Raoul said. “It might do you some good, and I’m sure you’d prefer it to being stuck lying there.”

		“I… yes,” Kaia said, because Raoul could have suggested going almost anywhere with her and she would have said the same.

		“Kaia, I should come with you,” Em said.

		“No, it’s all right,” Kaia replied.

		“Are you sure?” Olivia asked.

		“I’m sure.”

		Before the others could raise further objections, she walked from the room with the prince.

		They headed past the room where the murder had taken place, then down into the castle.

		“Kaia, all of this is too much,” Raoul said. “Killings? Shadows? This is not a safe place to be.”

		“I told you before that you’d be safest next to me,” Kaia said.

		“And I believe you,” Raoul replied. “But maybe you would be safest now coming with me.”

		Kaia frowned at that. “What do you mean?”

		“I mean that I plan to leave this place. It isn’t safe. Come with me. You, the inspector, all of you. Let’s get away from here while we can. I’m traveling without servants or protection. If I die, the dreams of Catalonia die with me. I have to go, so come with me. Let’s go somewhere where there aren’t murderers stalking the halls.”

		“Raoul,” Kaia said, “this is too much. I know you’re afraid-”

		“I have every reason to be,” Raoul said. “What if whoever did this is just getting started? It’s better to go, Kaia. Come with me.”

		“I… I can’t,” Kaia said. She could understand Raoul’s fear; a part of her longed to be as far away from the castle as she could get. Yet, if shadows were involved in all of this, she knew that she couldn’t just cut and run. She and Em were the only ones with the power to stop the shadows. That meant that they were both needed there, in the castle.

		“I can’t, Raoul,” Kaia said. “If this is a shadow, I have to be here.”

		“It’s too dangerous, Kaia,” Raoul said. “It’s better to just go, while we can.”

		“I’m sorry,” Kaia said. “I can’t.”

		“I…” Kaia saw Raoul look away. “I understand, but I’m not needed here. I have to go. I can’t stay. My bags are already waiting for me in the hall.”

		“You’re going right now?” Kaia said, caught by surprise.

		“My parents would never forgive me if I stayed while there is still danger,” Raoul replied. “And honestly, while I don’t mind dangerous people or diplomatic tangles, this supernatural threat is too much for me. I hope you don’t think me too much of a coward for that.”

		“No,” Kaia said. “I could never think that.”

		Honestly, she understood Raoul’s fear. A threat that was unlike anything from the human world, was something it was right to be afraid of.

		“Come wave me off?” Raoul said. He was already walking down towards the entry hall of the castle.

		Kaia followed him because she wasn’t sure what else to do. She walked down after him and saw that his bags were indeed waiting for him in the hall.

		Raoul went over to them, picking them up and then pausing long enough to return to her. He took Kaia’s hand, kissing it as he had when they first met.

		“It seems that this is goodbye, Kaia,” he said. “But I hope that I will have the pleasure of seeing you again at some point.”

		Kaia hoped the same, even though she knew that she probably wouldn’t. Already, Raoul was stepping back from her, heading for the door to the castle. Even as he did so, though, one of the baron’s servants stepped into his path.

		“I am sorry, your highness,” the man said, “but the baron has given instructions that no one is to leave.”

		“Stand aside,” Raoul ordered the man.

		“I really cannot,” the servant said. “The baron was quite clear.”

		“Then let me be clear,” Raoul retorted, and drew himself up to his full height. “I am a prince, not a baron. The only way you will stop me from going through that door is if you physically assault me, and to do so would mean war between Catalonia and Bavaria. Do you want to be the one who risks the alliance between our nations?”

		Kaia saw the servant blanch as he found himself caught between the unpleasant alternatives of disobeying the baron and starting an international incident. While he was still trying to make up his mind what to do, Raoul pushed past him and forced the door open.

		Kaia had seen the rain through the windows, but it was completely different looking out at it like this. It fell in a steady torrent that would make walking out into it like walking under a waterfall. Meanwhile, the wind whipped round, strong enough that it threatened to pull anyone without shelter off their feet. The moat had risen in a flood. Any attempt to leave over the bridge would only see those doing so swept away.

		There was no way for Raoul, or anyone else, to leave. They were stuck here, and if it continued like this, there was no way they would get to see the Shadowseers tomorrow.

		“No,” Raoul said. “No.”

		Kaia put a hand on his shoulder. “It’s all right, Raoul. Whatever happens, I’ll keep you safe. We’ll stay here, we’ll find the killer, and sooner or later, the storm will pass.”

		She saw Raoul still looking out at the storm as if he might run out into it anyway. Then he stepped back with a curse.

		“We’re stuck here, Kaia,” Raoul said. “There’s no way out.”

		They were, at least until the storm abated. Stuck in the castle when there might be a shadow there, and where there was definitely a killer.

		“Stick with me and we’ll be safe,” Kaia assured him again. As lightning flashed across the sky and thunder rolled, she just had to hope that it was true.

		

	
		CHAPTER SIXTEEN

		

		Pinsley walked down to the library, went through it, and knocked sharply before he stepped into the study beyond.

		He didn’t want to go down to meet the baron in his study, but it seemed to him that he had no choice. He would much rather have been with Kaia, making sure that she was all right after the shock of finding the Contessa’s body.

		This was the baron’s castle, though, and it didn’t seem to Pinsley as if he had much of a choice. The space was every bit as unusual as the twins had described it, but Pinsley’s eyes weren’t on the jars full of specimens or the collected bones. He was watching the baron. The man looked shaken and was nursing a glass of what Pinsley suspected to be schnapps.

		“You sent for me?” Pinsley said.

		“I have been thinking, since you showed me the room, and the circumstances of the Contessa’s death,” the baron said. “As I said at the time, I usually have no time for the police.”

		Pinsley half expected the man to dismiss him, to tell him to leave his castle. Pinsley wasn’t sure what he would do in that case. He had no wish to see a murderer walk free, but at the same time, this wasn’t London. He had no say here.

		“Usually?” he said, instead.

		“Usually,” the baron agreed. “But not in this instance. Ordinarily, I find that having the police around upsets my guests and limits the kinds of investigation into the nature of the world that they are able to conduct. They sniff around where they should not, and they are rarely gentle around my collection.”

		“Whereas you think I will do exactly what you want?” Pinsley asked. If the baron thought that, Pinsley was going to be quick to disabuse him of the notion.

		“No, Inspector, I do not,” the baron said. “But I think that you are a considerable improvement over the alternative. You have already shown that you have the ability to spot the truth when it comes to matters of deduction, and I believe that your association with young Kaia means that you will be sufficiently delicate when it comes to… shall we say, matters that are out of the ordinary.”

		Pinsley hesitated at those words. The truth was that he didn’t trust the baron. Just the fact that he was asking for this made Pinsley’s first instinct to refuse. More than that, refusing was probably the correct thing to do.

		“Strictly speaking,” he said. “We should all wait for the storm outside to pass, and then send for the local police to handle the matter.”

		The baron waved a hand dismissively. “Local police. Meddlers. There mostly to do whatever King Maximillian wishes. Do you honestly think that there will be an investigator among them as skilled as you?”

		Pinsley snorted at that. “Appealing to my vanity will not make me investigate this.”

		“Then what will?” the baron shot back. “You were quick enough to take charge of matters up in the room. Are you telling me that no part of you wants to find out the truth here?”

		That was the problem. Of course Pinsley wanted to find out the truth. He wanted to see the murderer face justice. More than that, he wanted to see Kaia, Olivia, and Em safe, and that did not include sitting there while there was a murderer on the loose making no attempt to catch them.

		He also found himself thinking of the murders in Paris and London. Those had been just as mysterious, and there had been links to the shadows that Kaia had told him about. Did Pinsley really think that a local police force would be able to deal with such a thing? He could barely accept the reality of it all, even now.

		“If you do not investigate, who will?” the baron said. “It might be a day or more before this storm passes. When it does, my guests may well scatter to the four winds, in spite of your efforts to keep them in the castle. Do you think the murderer will sit here waiting to be caught?”

		Pinsley knew the baron had a point there, as well. So far, Pinsley’s instruction that servants be posted on the doors had kept anyone from leaving, but he knew perfectly well that it had as much to do with the ferocity of the storm as with the simple injunction against leaving. His sense of authority, and his revolver, had given him brief control of the situation, but if he did not exercise that control, there was every chance that the murderer would get away.

		Pinsley did not wish to allow that, but he also did not wish to be caught up in something at the baron’s behest. A part of him even wondered if all of this was not some grand machination on Baron Vogler’s part. He certainly had the feeling that the baron liked to use promises and whispers to get what he wanted.

		Pinsley wanted more assurances before he agreed to anything that might get him, and the young ladies, into more trouble.

		“If I am to investigate,” he began, and saw the baron’s face brighten. “If I am to investigate, I will require your cooperation, and that of your guests.”

		“Of course,” the baron said.

		“That will also mean honesty from you, Baron Vogler.”

		The baron spread his hands. “When have I been anything less than honest with you, Inspector?”

		That was technically true, but Pinsley knew how much power there could be in that kind of minor technicality.

		“You shut me out of your talk with Kaia and Em,” he said. “Wasn’t that so that you could tell them whatever you wanted, without worrying about my demanding the truth from you?”

		“That was simply because I saw no place for the police in my affairs,” the baron said. “Obviously, circumstances have changed.”

		“You arranged to have me on the other side of the castle from the twins, as well,” Pinsley went on. “You’ve been trying to separate me from them since we got here, to leave them vulnerable.”

		“You think I intend some harm to them?” Baron Vogler looked insulted by that, but Pinsley knew that it was all too easy to feign insult. It was one of the better ways to avoid being caught in a lie, because an angry face gave away fewer secrets.

		“I think that you have some kind of design on them,” Pinsley said. “And unless I understand it, I will not aid you in this matter.”

		The baron sat back in his chair, pressing his fingers to the bridge of his nose. Finally, he spoke.

		“Very well,” he said. “The truth is simple enough. I kept you apart from the girls because my information was that you were a man of almost pure reason, with no time for the more numinous elements of existence. I wished to talk to Kaia and Emmeline about exactly those things, and to have the space to learn something of them, given how special they are.”

		“And your desire not to have the police here?” Pinsley said. “It is about more than just disturbing your guests.”

		“That is still a large part of it,” the baron said. “Many of them would not appreciate the presence of the authorities, any more than I would. They have often experienced the attention of the police in most… unfortunate ways, simply because of what they can do.”

		“You are still dancing around the topic, rather than coming out and saying it,” Pinsley pointed out. He made ready to leave.

		“Very well!” the baron snapped. “I am an occultist. Is that what you wish to hear? I have been fascinated by research into the nature of existence since I was a young man, and I quickly became convinced that modern science was not enough to understand the world in its totality. I started to look at other things, at those with abilities that seem to defy the limits of the known, at things men call magic, and at secrets buried in forgotten traditions.”

		It was consistent with what Pinsley had heard from the twins, and with what he had suspected based on walking the castle, but it was good to hear it confirmed.

		“So your guests all have talents that go beyond the ordinary?” Pinsley asked.

		“Some do,” the baron said. “Some merely claim to. Part of what I do here is sorting the wheat from the chaff. You must have seen your share of fake spiritualists and stage magicians before now, Inspector?”

		Before Paris, Pinsley had assumed that was all there was in the world when it came to the supernatural. Now, he found himself faced with a castle filled with such things.

		“So Prince Raoul, for example?” Pinsley asked.

		Baron Vogler shook his head. “The boy has a trace of some gift, perhaps. A hint of second sight left over from an ancestor. The others… well, many are here looking to buy from my collection.”

		“I take it that your collection runs to objects with actual power, as well?” Pinsley said. It sounded so strange to his ears to actually talk about this sort of thing openly.

		“Again, some have power, and some do not,” the baron said. “I sort through objects as well as people. I sell them on, where appropriate.”

		“The objects or the people?” Pinsley asked.

		The baron snorted in derision. “Is that what you think I am? No, the worst that you can say for me is that not all of the items in my collection have been procured entirely… legally.”

		That would explain more of why the baron was so keen to avoid the attentions of the police. With Pinsley, even if he admitted that something was stolen, the inspector did not have sufficient jurisdiction to do anything about it.

		“Have I satisfied your curiosity yet, Inspector?” Baron Vogler asked.

		“Not quite yet,” Pinsley said. “I accept that you invite guests to ‘sort the wheat from the chaff’ in your words, but why so many this evening? Am I to believe that thirty houseguests is a usual number for you?”

		It wouldn’t be for any country house in England. Such a number would mean a special party, a grand social engagement.

		“Very astute, Inspector,” the baron said. “In truth, even the fakes here today have a genuine interest in the occult, and in some of the items in my possession. I was going to hold a small auction of a few select pieces for them, before this unfortunate business.”

		“The Contessa was here to bid then?” Pinsley asked.

		“Yes, although she is… was, also one of my oldest friends.” Pinsley thought that he heard the baron’s voice crack slightly as he said that. “Her interest in the uncanny goes back as far as my own. She knew of the shadows, and the Shadowseers, just as I do, because of that interest. Indeed, I would guess that probably eight-tenths of the people in my dining room know of them.”

		Meaning that if this did have anything to do with the shadows, that didn’t necessarily narrow this down to one suspect or another.

		Pinsley kept going with his questions. He had the feeling that this was a moment to wring as much truth as he could from the baron before his previous tendency towards secrecy reasserted itself.

		“Can you think of any among the assembled gathering who might have a reason to hurt the Contessa?” he asked.

		“No, of course not,” the baron replied. “Ginevra was popular, well liked, respected. She had no quarrels with the others that I knew of, no jilted lovers, no rivals.”

		“Could this have been about one of your items perhaps?” Pinsley speculated. “Something that she wanted that someone else also had their eye on? Could someone have feared she would have outbid them?”

		“It is possible,” the baron said, with a shrug. “But if you are asking me which item, or who would want it, I have no answers for you, Inspector. You are meant to be the one who can deduce such things. The only question now is whether you plan to do so.”

		“I will consider it,” Pinsley said. He found himself wondering about the auction. Was it possible that the relic was in it, and no one had recognized it? Was it possible that this was tied to it somehow?

		“Consider these things also,” the baron said. “First, I am asking you this as my guest. Second, if you find the individual who killed Ginevra, I can promise you a handsome sum as a reward for your efforts. Third, it is the only way to truly be sure that your daughter and the twins are safe from whoever did this.”

		Pinsley nodded and turned for the door. The baron’s points were all valid ones, but he would not be so easily swayed. He would make his own decision on this matter.

		“As I have said,” he said. “I will consider it.”

		And while he was considering it, he would find the kind of help he needed in a place where there was so much strangeness afoot. He needed to talk to the twins.

		

	
		CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

		

		Kaia walked Raoul back to his room, mostly to be sure that he wasn’t going to do anything foolish like trying to run out into the storm.

		“Don’t worry,” she told him as he went inside. “I’ll make sure that nothing happens to you.”

		“To truly watch over me,” Raoul pointed out with a grin, “you would have to come into my room.”

		It seemed that Raoul was starting to recover some of his previous, flirtatious self. Kaia took a step back from the door, although it took an effort. So did making herself shake her head.

		“I think they’ll be waiting for me back in my-”

		“Kaia?”

		She turned to see the inspector advancing along the landing.

		“What are you doing here, Kaia?” Pinsley asked her. “What’s going on?”

		“Nothing’s going on,” Kaia said, realizing what it must look like, with her poised on the brink of the prince’s room.

		“Is Prince Raoul bothering you?”

		“No, not at all,” Kaia said hurriedly. “He came to see if I was well after everything I’d seen.”

		“And now he has established that,” Pinsley said, shooting the prince a look that didn’t seem entirely friendly. “We should return to your room. We have matters to discuss. Please excuse us, Prince Raoul.”

		He took Kaia’s arm lightly, escorting her back towards the door to her and Em’s room.

		“I wouldn’t have let anything happen, you know,” Kaia said.

		“I trust you,” Pinsley said as he swung the door open, “but I do not trust him in such matters. For now, though, it is not important. We have other things we need to talk about.”

		“The murder,” Kaia said with a shiver.

		“The murder,” Pinsley agreed, stepping back to let Kaia through.

		Em was waiting for them inside, although there didn’t seem to be any sign of Olivia.

		“Where did you go with Raoul?” Em asked.

		“He was getting spooked and wanted to leave,” Kaia said. “He made it as far as the front door, but the storm pushed him back.”

		“He wanted to leave?” the inspector said, his tone instantly suspicious.

		“Wouldn’t anyone, when there’s a murderer around?” Kaia replied.

		The inspector nodded, conceding the point. He looked over to Em. “Where is my daughter?”

		“She’s gone to fetch some food from the dining room,” Em said. “I think she’s just trying to find a way to help.”

		And trying to look after them, Kaia guessed, playing the part of big sister because there was no one else to do it. Maybe doing that even let her manage her own fears about everything that was going on.

		“That’s good,” Pinsley said. He sat down on one of the room’s chairs, perching there with his hands together. “It gives us a chance to talk openly. The baron has just asked me to investigate the murder of the Contessa. He has also admitted to me that he is an occultist who trades in items he believes to have supernatural power, and that the people here came with the intention of bidding in an auction of such objects. Many of them have… powers of their own.”

		Kaia heard the hesitation over that word. She could only imagine how difficult all of this was for the inspector, trying to work within a world where people could do seemingly impossible things. She also felt herself wondering if all of this might mean that the relic was here after all. With so many strange objects in the castle, couldn’t it be here somewhere?

		Yet everything the inspector had just said made sense to her. It fit with some of the things the baron had said to her and Em, although he hadn’t told them about the auction.

		“I think there might be a shadow involved,” Kaia said. “I think I saw one here, although it was only a glimpse, and there was definitely one in the highwayman on the road.”

		That made the inspector look even less comfortable. “If so, then this will be even more dangerous.”

		“We are going to investigate, though?” Em asked. Kaia noted the “we”. She clearly wasn’t going to allow herself to be left out of any of this.

		The inspector hesitated for several seconds. “I am not comfortable doing what the baron wishes, because I suspect that he is playing some other game here. At the same time though, we are caught in a castle with a murderer, and if there is a shadow involved… yes, I believe we must investigate this. I will interview everyone to see if I can find someone who might have a reason to kill the Contessa. I need the two of you to ascertain if a shadow was truly involved in this.”

		“You want us to investigate?” Kaia asked. Before, the inspector had always tried to keep her out of investigations as much as possible, wanting to cosset her.

		“So long as you are careful,” Pinsley said, holding up a warning finger. “Take no unnecessary risks.”

		“What risks?” Olivia asked, choosing that moment to come back with a tray loaded with slices of cooked meats, bread and sauerkraut. “What’s happening, Father? Aside from us being trapped in a castle with a killer and no way out?”

		“That is a problem I intend to solve,” the inspector said. “The baron has asked me to catch this killer, and I plan to accept. The twins have very kindly agreed to keep their eyes open for anything unusual.”

		“In this castle, how would they know the difference?” Olivia countered.

		Kaia would know, though. She could see the difference, feel the difference. If there was a shadow in this castle, she would find it.

		We’ll find it, Em corrected her.

		And when they did, they would put a stop to it.

		

		*

		

		Night was falling as Kaia and Em made their way out into the castle, determined to hunt down the shadow. Outside, the rain was still falling, occasional rumbles of thunder coming as they crept their way along the halls. They’d had to wait for Olivia to go back to her room, because the alternative was trying to explain the truth of what was going on to her. It was obvious that the inspector didn’t want them to do that, and Kaia didn’t want to do anything that might make his relationship with his daughter more difficult, so soon after he’d found her again.

		It meant making their way through the castle, lit by gas lamps here and there, but often dark aside from the occasional flashes of lightning outside the windows.

		There were still plenty of guests out in the halls. One man wearing a high-necked silk jacket was standing in front of a series of small jade figurines, hands moving in tangled knots that made Kaia feel a whisper of some kind of power. A little further on, a woman was sitting in an ancient looking rocking chair, reading a book that had what appeared to be a face worked into the leather of its binding. Kaia and Em hurried on past her.

		“I thought this place was creepy enough in the day,” Em said as they kept going.

		“By day, it’s just weird,” Kaia said. “At night, it’s creepy.”

		It was more than that. There were spots in the castle where it seemed that discomfort was inside the very walls, pushing Kaia away. The closest feeling she’d had was the misery and pain of Bedlam, back in London, which had pressed in on her from all sides when she’d had to go there. What cruelties had happened here in the past that the castle still had that kind of pain lingering in the very walls?

		Yet, if Kaia’s experience of the shadows meant anything, they liked that kind of sensation. She and Em were more likely to find a shadow there than among the happiest, most brightly lit spaces in the castle.

		“We should go around all the people in the castle again,” Em suggested. “See if they have a shadow in them.”

		“We already know that they didn’t have a shadow in them at dinner,” Kaia pointed out.

		“But one might have moved into another person by now.”

		That was a worrying possibility. The problem with trying to hunt down a shadow was the ease with which they might be able to move from one person to another, so that as soon as Kaia identified the shadow in one person, it could be gone again.

		“We just have to hope that it hasn’t,” Kaia said. “My guess is that if there’s one here, it will hide, especially if it knows we’re here.”

		That meant going into the kind of space where a shadow would want to hide, probably as far away from the people of the castle as possible. If the castle was truly filled with mystics and occultists, then wasn’t there a chance that they would spot a shadow if it was anywhere near them? Raoul had been able to see the one back in Munich, after all.

		“We need to go somewhere there aren’t people,” Kaia said. “Maybe if we follow these feelings?”

		“You want us to go towards the sensation of horrible things crawling over our skin?” Em said, but then nodded. “All right. It’s our best chance.”

		They started to make their way through the castle, into a part of it that seemed completely devoid of people. There were no lights here, only great windows above, filled with leaded glass, the lightning outside providing flickers of illumination.

		There were still objects set out here on plinths, but most of them had sheets thrown over them, making it impossible to see what lay beneath. The things Kaia could see were disturbing, with tongs and saws, spikes and pliers lying there, grimy with feelings of pain and horror.

		Em looked pale with the effort of going forward through this part of the castle, and Kaia guessed that she didn’t look any better. This was not a place that she wanted to be, but she had to check, had to be sure whether there was a shadow tangled up in all of this or not.

		They kept creeping along, to a space where there were more of the glass jars that the baron had in his study, only these were larger, large enough to have whole fish and animals within. Everywhere Kaia looked, there were dead eyes staring back at her, preserved in the liquid within.

		Kaia was just about to tell Em that maybe they should get out of there after all when she started to hear the whispering ahead, a susurration that reminded her of old paper rustling. The general sense of wrongness Kaia felt gave way to the far more specific one she knew all too well from her previous encounters with shadows.

		Lightning flashed outside, providing illumination through one of the windows above. In that flash of light, Kaia saw a shadow rear up, moving from behind one of the glass jars like smoke and flowing up above Kaia and Em.

		Kaia reached for her sister’s hand, knowing that she would need all the power that she could get in this moment.

		Yet the shadow didn’t stand and try to fight. It didn’t rush forward to try to overwhelm them. Instead, it flowed back into the darkness around it, speeding away through the abandoned section of the castle.

		Kaia started after it and made it a half dozen paces before she tripped on the edge of one of the sheets that covered the objects around her. In the dark, there was no way to avoid it, and she tumbled to her knees. By the time she managed to get back to her feet, the shadow was gone completely.

		“We’ll never catch it in the dark,” Em said. “We need to get back to a part of the castle where it’s light. I don’t want to just stand here and let it sneak up on us.”

		Kaia nodded. Her sister had a point. The middle of a dark room was not the right place to fight a shadow.

		“At least we know for sure there’s one here now,” Em said, as they started to make their way back towards the main part of the castle. “That there was probably one involved in the murder.”

		That didn’t make Kaia feel better. If it had just been a human killer, with a human motive, that would have made it straightforward for the inspector to unpick. Instead, they were dealing with a shadow who might have possessed anyone.

		And which was still loose in the castle, free to possess anyone who might be weak-willed enough.

		

	
		CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

		

		Inspector Pinsley felt a little guilty about sending the twins off alone to search the castle for shadows, but he could see no other way of going about this. He had to trust that they would be able to search without getting into danger, while he began more earthly investigations.

		To that end, he decided that the first thing he should do was try to interview the baron’s guests and servants, in the hope that someone had seen something, or knew more about who might want Contessa Ginevra dead. Narrowing the potential motive down seemed important to Pinsley, because the number of potential suspects was daunting otherwise: thirty guests, plus perhaps twenty servants? It was too many.

		To his surprise, Olivia was waiting for him as he ventured from his room.

		“What can I do to help, Father?” she asked.

		“Olivia,” he said. “I’m not sure-”

		“No, don’t ask me to wait in my room,” Olivia said. “It was bad enough when Mother died, and all I could do was wait at home, not able to do anything while you ran all over the city trying to catch the man who did it. I won’t sit idly by this time.”

		She sounded determined. More than that, Pinsley could hear the pain in his daughter’s voice. He’d known that Catherine’s death had filled her with grief, as it had him, but he hadn’t considered how helpless it would make his daughter feel before now.

		If he’d had Kaia by his side through investigations recently, then why not his daughter?

		“Very well,” he said. “Perhaps you will see something that I miss. We need to talk to the guests.”

		“I think some of them are still down in the dining room,” Olivia said. “If you wanted to start there?”

		It seemed as good a place as any to the inspector, so he and his daughter headed to the ground floor of the castle, and then to the baron’s dining room. There were indeed several guests still in there, as if they’d decided that staying together was the best way to keep safe. Pinsley spotted several drinking, presumably to try to calm their nerves, while others sat off to one side or another, apparently wanting to keep clear of the general hubbub without being alone.

		“Who looks the most likely to talk to us?” Pinsley asked his daughter, and saw Olivia look round until her eyes alighted on a woman sitting alone, apparently dealing a deck of cards to herself over and over.

		“She is alone, but not obviously apart from the rest. She might talk,” Olivia suggested.

		Pinsley was impressed because that was who he might have chosen himself. He led the way over, and the woman looked up. She was of middling years, quite portly, dressed in a shimmering blue dress quite overladen with costume jewelry. One piece, a sapphire on a chain, was fastened around her forehead so that the sapphire sat between her eyes.

		“Ah,” she said, in an accent Pinsley suspected might be Russian. “There you are. I was wondering when you would arrive to speak with me. Sit, sit.”

		“You sound as if you were expecting us…”

		“Madam Zara,” the woman said. “And the cards do not lie.”

		Pinsley looked down and saw that what he had assumed to be a deck of playing cards was in fact a tarot deck, the symbols arranged in patterns that presumably made some sense to their owner.

		“You have questions for me, Inspector,” the woman said. She looked over at Olivia. “You and your daughter.”

		“I do,” Pinsley said. He took a seat next to the woman. “Did you see the Contessa at any point before her death?”

		“Oh, I saw her,” Madam Zara said. “Cutting quite the swathe through the place she was, talking to all sorts of people. That girl you were with, the baron.”

		Pinsley already knew about her talking to Kaia, but he made a note to find out what the baron had spoken with her about.

		“Anyone else?” he asked.

		“There was a man, a mystery to me. Tall, dark, dangerous,” Madam Zara said. “One must be careful looking too closely at such people.”

		“Who was he?” Pinsley asked.

		“I do not know his name. Tall, dark haired, with scars on his cheeks from the university clubs, you know the ones?”

		Pinsley had heard that some of the Prussian universities maintained dueling clubs. In them, acquiring cheek scars was meant to be a mark of honor.

		“And where were you leading up to dinner?” he asked.

		“Giving readings in one of the rooms,” Madam Zara said. “I came in with others.”

		“Thank you,” he said, making to rise.

		“You should know that I read the cards for you,” Madam Zara said. “There is great danger, and the discovery of more than you intend.”

		“I shall bear that in mind,” Pinsley said. Even with the possibility of magic in the world revealed to him, he wasn’t about to lend too much credence to the words of a fortune teller.

		Still, he had a place to start. He moved onto the next person there, a man who seemed to be touching objects and writing down his impressions of them.

		“Did you see the Contessa before her death?” Pinsley asked.

		“I can tell you little. She spoke to a few people, but who, I couldn’t say. Perhaps if you found me something that belonged to her.”

		“Do we keep making our way around the room?” Olivia asked, as they moved away from the man.

		Pinsley considered that. One approach would be to interview everyone there, and only then decide on another course of action. If he’d had a half dozen constables at his disposal, he might have done things that way. As it was, though, he was worried by the sheer time that it would take.

		“There are too many people,” he said.

		“Perhaps if we split up?” his daughter suggested. “We’re asking only a couple of questions at the moment: if people saw the Contessa, and who she spoke to.”

		“We can add one more to that,” Pinsley said, “and ask if they know of anyone who had a reason to dislike her.”

		“Well, I can ask those three questions well enough,” Olivia said. She gestured to her left. “I will go this way, and you go the other. We will compare notes somewhere towards the middle.”

		Pinsley wasn’t used to his daughter being like this, so competent and collected. Then again, he had missed years of her life by this point. He hadn’t gotten to watch her bloom into the young woman she was. The most he could do was appreciate the fact that she was there and playing her part in all this despite not knowing what was going on.

		“That’s a good idea,” he said. “See what you can find out.”

		He went to a red-haired man who appeared to be almost asleep until Pinsley approached, but as he did, the man’s eyes snapped open. They were golden, almost like a cat’s eyes.

		“You have questions,” he said.

		“Your eyes…” Pinsley began. In one way, being exposed to all this had made him more vulnerable. Before, he would have dismissed them as something done with colored lenses, but now, why couldn’t they be real?

		“They say my mother lay with something she summoned up,” the man said. “All I know is that I see more than I should.”

		“And did that include the Contessa before her death?”

		“It did,” the man said. “A most beautiful woman. And now you want to know if she upset anyone? If she gave anyone a reason to kill her?”

		“Did she?” Pinsley asked.

		“Who can fathom such a thing?” the man asked. “Perhaps there are those who kill just because they can. Perhaps, in a place as back to front as this, there are those who kill for reasons that might seem mad. If you are asking whether I saw her quarrel with any, though, the answer is no.”

		“And did she talk with anybody?” Pinsley asked.

		“Of course,” the man said. “She mingled with many of the party, although I believe she tarried longest with the scarred man.”

		Him again.

		“How long until we may go?” the man asked.

		“That depends on how long it takes to catch the murderer,” Pinsley said. “And on the storm, of course.”

		“One of those is a stronger reason to stay than the other,” the man said, blinking those strange eyes.

		Pinsley kept making his way around the people in the dining room, although in truth, the answers were the same wherever he went. When he finally reached Olivia again, he looked at her expectantly.

		“I just keep hearing about her talking to the baron, and this man with the dueling scars,” Olivia said.

		“The same for me,” Pinsley agreed. “Which means, I think, that we need to ask the baron about both.”

		

		*

		

		Pinsley found the baron back in his study. As he and Olivia walked in, he saw his daughter blanche at the contents, stranger even than the rest of the castle. Too late, he realized that the hadn’t considered the effect that the place might have on her.

		“Are you all right, Olivia?” he asked.

		“I’m fine, I’m fine,” she said, with a shudder. “It’s just… this place.”

		“You do not appreciate my collection, Miss Pinsley?” the baron said, still seated in his chair.

		“Frankly, Baron, I find it disturbing,” Olivia said.

		“Ah, yes, it can take some people like that,” the baron said. He seemed faintly amused by Olivia’s discomfort.

		“Why would someone collect such things?” Olivia asked.

		“For knowledge, of course. Has your father not explained it all to you?”

		“There is the small matter of the investigation,” Pinsley said, wanting to steer the conversation away from any mention of the occult. He would protect Olivia from that even while he hunted down the Contessa’s murderer. He would keep her out of the side of the world that held shadows and death, whatever it took.

		“Ah yes,” the baron said. “Have you made progress?”

		“I have spoken to the guests, trying to ascertain who the Contessa spoke with before her death. Apparently, she had private conversations with two key individuals. One was yourself.”

		“We spoke about the past,” the baron said. “And exchanged pleasantries. We also spoke about a few of the items in my auction, which ones might be worth buying, that sort of thing.”

		Was he telling the truth? There was little reason for the baron to lie about this, and it seemed normal enough that he would speak to one of his oldest friends in any case. Here, in his own castle, in a state where he was no doubt great friends with the king, he could simply have swept a murder like this under the carpet if he’d had anything to do with it. For now, at least, Pinsley had to assume that his conversation with the Contessa had been no more than he said it was.

		“The other was with a man with dueling scars on his cheeks,” Pinsley said.

		He saw the baron’s expression darken slightly. “That is Immel, a Prussian duke. Normally, I am reluctant to have Prussians in my home in case it sends the wrong message, but he shares some of my interests. If memory serves me correctly, there were rumors that he and the Contessa were lovers for a time. I do not know why it ended.”

		The simple fact that it had happened at all was enough to catch Pinsley’s interest. In his experience as an inspector, he’d found that matters of the heart could quickly turn into violence when left unchecked. A jilted lover might provide a mundane explanation for all of this after all; and even if the duke was not the culprit, he probably knew the Contessa as well as anyone. He might be able to tell Pinsley more about what was going on here.

		“So we need to go and find this duke?” Olivia said, looking over at him.

		Pinsley nodded. They did, and the sooner the better. If this man was a duke, then once the storm stopped, Pinsley simply wouldn’t have enough authority to keep him there.

		

	
		CHAPTER NINETEEN

		

		Em was only too grateful that they were finally turning around to head back into the main part of the castle. She had enjoyed the adventure of hunting for shadows, but the darkness and creepiness of the abandoned wing was a bit much even for her.

		More than that, now that they’d found a shadow, she didn’t want to stay anywhere dark if she could help it. Kaia seemed to have the same idea, because she was hurrying back in the direction of the main wing of the place.

		“What will the inspector do when we tell him that we found a shadow?” Em asked, as they reached a corridor that would lead them back where they wanted to go.

		“I don’t know,” Kaia replied. She stopped next to a pair of crossed scythes attached to the wall. “He’ll probably want to keep investigating the people here anyway, to make sure it wasn’t one of them, but now he knows about this side of things… maybe he’ll want to organize a way to stop it.”

		“The only way to stop it is if you and I go hunting for it again,” Em said. “Next time though, we do it properly, and we make sure that it can’t get away. Some of the nobles who used to come to the embassy talked about hunting trips they’d taken. We need to stalk it and trap it.”

		“How are we meant to do that?” Kaia asked.

		Em set off walking again, mostly to buy herself some time to think. “I don’t know. Maybe something using light?”

		“Back in London, there was a Shadowseer who was using candles to keep them away,” Kaia said. “It didn’t work for him, but maybe that was just because they went out. I don’t think the shadows can cross patches of light very well.”

		Em considered the possibilities of that. Maybe with enough candles or lamps, it might be possible to create a circle of light to trap the darkness at its heart, yet actually doing that, and lighting them all at once, seemed as though it would be difficult.

		Still, she was confident that she and Kaia would find a way. Now that they’d found one another again, she was confident that they could do anything.

		They started back into the castle proper, where Em was glad of the lamps on the walls spreading their soft glow. It meant that she didn’t have to look around quite as sharply for the threat of shadows.

		She and Kaia passed into a small music room littered with odd instruments, some of which seemed to have small traces of power coming from them. A grand piano dominated the floor, but there were also lutes and zithers, even a full concert harp in one corner.

		Two men stood in the room, and for a moment or two, Em assumed that they were just there because of the instruments, either as musicians or collectors. Perhaps one of them fancied himself a Schumann or a Mendelssohn.

		Then they stepped into Em and Kaia’s path. One of the men was dressed simply and conservatively in a grey suit that made him look like a clerk or an assistant. His sandy hair was cut short, and he wore spectacles.

		The other was clearly the one in charge. His evening suit was of much finer quality, with a brightly patterned waistcoat and a gold watch on a chain in the pocket. His hair was cropped just as short, and his square features looked to Em like those of a soldier. Maybe, though, she had that impression from the fine white scars decorating his cheeks.

		Em couldn’t sense a shadow in either of them, but even she could sense the threat they represented. Kaia seemed to be already looking around, as if to assess which of the objects around the room might be used as weapons if they needed them to get away. That, as much as anything, made it clear to Em just how dangerous her sister’s life had been to this point.

		Whereas Em had learned the power of words from an early age.

		“Gentlemen,” she said, in her most polished German. “What may we do for you this evening?”

		“You are Shadowseers, yes?” the man with the scars said.

		“I do not believe that we have been introduced, sir,” Em replied, determined to hide behind the protection of civility for as long as she could.

		“Are you Shadowseers?” the man continued.

		“You know about Shadowseers?” Kaia countered, although here and now, it seemed to Em that knowing about the Shadowseers wasn’t the main issue. In a house full of mediums and psychics, was it so hard to believe that some of them might know something?

		“Where is it?” the one with the scars demanded, without providing them with an answer.

		“Where is what?” Em asked automatically.

		In response, the man took a half step forward. “Do not play coy with me, girl. Where is it?”

		His voice rose as he said it, and Em could hear the anger there behind the words. Suddenly, with a man like that so close, she felt afraid, and she didn’t normally feel afraid. Normally, she was so carefully protected by her adopted family that it simply never occurred to her that anything bad could happen to her, yet just the expression of the man in front of her made it clear that he had already thought of several things that he might do, each more terrible than the last.

		“If you think for a moment that I will hesitate to hurt you in order to get it, you are mistaken,” he said.

		Em believed him. There was a measure of cruelty there in his features that seemed to rise up from underneath them, filling them until it seemed impossible that she hadn’t seen how dangerous he was when they’d first stepped into the room.

		Get ready to run, Kaia sent to her. I’ll distract them. You fetch help.

		Em realized that her sister planned to create a distraction so that Em could get away, even though that would only place her in more danger.

		No, she sent back. You run. I’ll distract them.

		“I think that you will not lay a finger on either of those girls,” a voice said, and Em had never felt as purely relieved as she did when she saw the inspector walking in with his daughter beside him.

		“There will be no need to if they answer my questions,” the one with the scars said. “Otherwise, what do you think you will do?”

		Em saw the inspector take out his revolver, not raising it yet, but making it perfectly obvious that he had it to hand.

		“I think that I will act in any way I have to in order to protect them, sir,” the inspector said. “And you would do well to remember that.”

		“I remember everything,” the one with the scars said. “Including insults. Please excuse us.”

		They made to leave, but to Em’s surprise, Pinsley held up a restraining hand.

		“Your companion is welcome to go, Duke Immel, but I have some questions for you.”

		Em realized in that moment that the inspector hadn’t come looking for her and Kaia. He’d been looking for the man in front of them. Did that mean that this “Duke Immel” was a suspect in the Contessa’s murder? Em wouldn’t put it past him.

		“You have the advantage of me, sir,” the scarred man said, as he waved away the man with him. The man left, and Em relaxed a fraction.

		“I am Inspector Pinsley of Scotland Yard,” Pinsley said. “Baron Vogler has asked me to investigate the matter of the Contessa’s untimely death.”

		“I am a Prussian duke,” Duke Immel said. “I do not recognize your authority over me.”

		“It is not my authority, but the baron’s that you have to worry about,” Pinsley said. “In any case, I merely wish to ask you some questions at this point.”

		And at gunpoint, Em noted, since the inspector hadn’t put his revolver away just yet. After what Duke Immel had just tried to do, a part of her wished that the inspector would simply shoot him and have done with it.

		“What questions?” Duke Immel asked.

		“Did you speak with the Contessa earlier this evening?” Pinsley asked.

		Em watched the duke consider the question.

		He’s going to find a way to squirm out of this, she sent to Kaia.

		The inspector won’t let him. Besides, even if he doesn’t tell us everything, what he does say might be useful.

		Em wasn’t so sure about that. She’d met plenty of diplomats who had lied so expertly that it was difficult to see where the truth began.

		“I spoke to Ginevra, yes,” Duke Immel admitted. “About a variety of matters relating to the baron’s collection, about the weather, about what she had been up to since we last met. Would you like me to go through the full details, Mr. Inspector?”

		“That will not be necessary,” Pinsley said. “I am more interested in the fact that the two of you used to be intimate.”

		Duke Immel shrugged then. “We were lovers, yes, for a time. No longer.”

		“And did that fact make you angry?” Pinsley asked. “Were you upset that she was no longer your lover? Perhaps that is what you spoke about, and she turned you down again?”

		“So I killed her?” Duke Immel said, sounding amused. “If I killed every former lover, there would be a trail of corpses from here to Berlin. And before you ask, no, there isn’t.”

		The inspector appeared to pause to consider that, but Em got the impression that he was merely lining up his next question.

		“Of course, we only have your word for that, and you were quick enough to threaten my ward and her sister,” Pinsley said. He looked over to them. “What was that about, girls?”

		“He wanted something,” Kaia said. “He didn’t explain what, though.”

		“So maybe you wanted the same thing from the Contessa,” Pinsley said. “And when she couldn’t give it to you, you killed her.”

		“This is just speculation,” Duke Immel said.

		“Then a more direct question,” Pinsley said. “Where were you immediately prior to dinner this evening?”

		“I was having my fortune told in the parlor,” Duke Immel said. “It is next to the dining room. To go upstairs to murder the Contessa, I would have had to pass through the dining room, leave again, and then come back. I am sure you will be able to find plenty of people who will confirm that I did not do so.”

		Em felt a little deflated as he said that, because it seemed to make it impossible that he might have been involved in the killing.

		“And the man who was here with you?” Pinsley asked.

		“Was by my side,” Duke Immel said.

		Giving him an alibi as well. The inspector seemed to realize the same thing, because he gestured towards the door leading to the rest of the castle.

		“Very well, Duke Immel, you may go for now. But remember, just because there is no reason for me to think you are a murderer, that does not mean that I trust you. I advise you to keep away from the twins, and from my daughter.”

		The duke gave a curt nod. “And I advise you to keep out of the way of my affairs, Mr. Inspector. A gun is all very well, but there may come a point where we settle this with sabers, yes?”

		He started to stalk out of there, but to Em’s surprise, he stopped at the door.

		“I do not like you, Inspector,” he said. “But I did care about Ginevra once, so I will offer you one small piece of help. Ask yourself this: where is the lady’s maid Ginevra travelled here from Italy with?”

		With that, he left, leaving Em to let out a breath.

		I thought we were going to die, she sent to Kaia.

		I didn’t, her sister sent back. We’d have found a way out of it.

		“What a loathsome man,” Olivia said, looking in the direction Duke Immel had gone.

		“A dangerous man,” the inspector replied. “But he may also have provided us with the help we need. Did any of you know that the Contessa had a maid with her?”

		Em shook her head, and saw the others do the same.

		“And none came forward after her death,” Pinsley said. “Which means that either she is missing, or she is caught up in this somehow. We must try to find Contessa Ginevra’s lady’s maid at once.”

		

	
		CHAPTER TWENTY

		

		Kaia could feel her heart pounding after the encounter with the duke, but she knew the inspector was right: they had to find the missing lady’s maid.

		“We should split up,” she said. “If we’re going to search the whole castle, we’ll cover more ground that way.”

		The inspector frowned at that, but Kaia knew that he had to agree, because it was the only sensible thing to do.

		“I am not entirely sanguine about doing so when you have only just been threatened, Kaia,” he said. “If you and Em go running off again, who is to say he won’t seek you out once more?”

		“I’m pretty sure you scared him off,” Kaia said, “but how about if Em goes with you, and I go with Olivia?”

		She caught Em’s glance across at her and heard the whisper of her sister’s voice in her mind.

		You don’t want to team up with me? Em asked.

		We need to tell the inspector about the shadow we saw. If I go with Olivia, that gives you a chance to tell him, Kaia explained.

		Kaia wanted to tell the inspector what she and Em had found but knew that she couldn’t when Olivia was there. Besides, the inspector had a point; they would be far too vulnerable to the duke if they went off without either him or Olivia present. Olivia was older and more confident. She doubted that the duke would try anything with her around.

		“That makes sense,” Pinsley agreed. “Very well. Em, you are with me. Olivia, Kaia, please don’t take any risks.”

		Em and the inspector set off, heading for the stairs, and obviously intending to search the bedrooms.

		“Which way do you want to go, Kaia?” Olivia asked.

		“I thought maybe since a lady’s maid is a servant, she might be down in the kitchens or the other rooms below stairs,” Kaia suggested.

		“It’s a good thought,” Olivia said. “I know that back in the theater, most of the real action took place behind the scenes. I suppose our first step is to find the kitchens.”

		They set off together, and at least the kitchens were easy enough to find. They were quiet now that dinner was done with, and it was starting to get late, although a rotund cook in kitchen whites sat in one corner, apparently eating a meal of his own. The space was large, with ovens and work cupboards set around the edges, a large table in the middle, and a set of copper pots and pans hanging up like washing from a line. There were the smells of spices Kaia didn’t know, while sprigs of herbs were strung among the cookware, ready to grab.

		The cook looked up as Kaia and Olivia approached.

		“Out, out! Killing or not, this is my kitchen, and guests can’t just wander in looking for food.”

		“We’re not looking for food,” Kaia said. “There’s a woman we’re searching for, a maid to the Contessa. Have you seen her?”

		The cook seemed a little taken aback by her asking questions like that, but maybe that was a good thing, because it seemed to shock him into an answer.

		“No, no, I have not seen her,” he said. “Check if you want.”

		“We will,” Olivia said. “What’s the layout like down here?”

		“A real tangle,” the cook said. “Pantries and cellars and all sorts. If you want to look, take a light with you.”

		He gestured to a couple of small candle lamps, and Kaia took one, lighting it as she and Olivia headed through to the pantries. It cast shadows across the walls, and Kaia found herself looking around anxiously at them for any that didn’t fit.

		“It’s all right,” Olivia said. “There’s nothing here but boxes and barrels.”

		She didn’t sound entirely confident as she said it, but Kaia appreciated the attempt to reassure her. Kaia tried to think of something to talk about with Olivia. She’d been so caught up with Em as they’d travelled that she’d barely had enough time to really get to know the inspector’s daughter.

		“It must be strange, coming all this way and walking into a murder,” Kaia said to her as they made their way between the boxes of the pantry.

		Olivia nodded, keeping step with Kaia to stay within the circle of light. “What I find stranger is that you and your sister don’t seem bothered by it. My father is an inspector, so I suppose he’s used to it, but you aren’t.”

		“No, but I’ve helped him in a couple of investigations now,” Kaia said.

		“And how did that come about?” Olivia asked. “How does a young woman such as yourself come to be teamed up with my father?”

		“I was caught up in the first investigation almost by accident,” Kaia said, “and then we needed to go to Paris because of it. We haven’t really slowed down since then.”

		“Yes, but how were you caught up in that?” Olivia didn’t seem like she was going to let it go, even as she started to look behind a stack of barrels that were labelled as containing small beer.

		Kaia was grateful in that moment for the distraction of a sound away on the other side of the pantry.

		“Wait,” Kaia said, holding a hand up. “Do you hear that?”

		It sounded like someone moving there in the dark. Kaia heard the scuff of a foot against stone, and the creak of a box moving slightly. Gesturing for Olivia to follow her, she crept forward. Was this the Contessa’s servant, hiding there because of some involvement in the crime? Was it someone else, shadow possessed and dangerous? Kaia couldn’t feel a shadow there, but even so, her heart was in her mouth as she moved to the edge of a row of shelves.

		She looked over to Olivia, and held up three fingers, then two, then one…

		Kaia leapt around the shelves, ready to confront whoever was there. At almost the same moment, another figure came leaping the other way, crashing into her. Was she under attack? Should she be trying to get away? She fell to the ground, tangled with the figure, and for a moment she reared back, ready to kick out.

		Then she saw who it was.

		“Raoul? What are you doing here?” Kaia demanded, as she and the prince struggled to disentangle themselves from one another.

		They stood, with the prince dusting himself off, and looking more than a little sheepish.

		“I was not proud when I tried to flee,” Raoul said. “I realized that, if one of those shadow things is responsible for the Contessa’s death, I might be able to help look for it. I have seen them before, after all.”

		“Shadow things?” Olivia said. “What shadow things?”

		“We’re looking for the Contessa’s lady’s maid,” Kaia said, trying to get away from any mention of shadows as quickly as she could.

		“Then I can help with that,” Raoul said. “I came looking for you, Kaia. I want to help with this. Please. I feel like such a coward for trying to leave, and I don’t want to look like a coward in front of you.”

		Kaia looked over to Olivia. “What do you think? Raoul could be useful in the search, and it means that we’re not in as much danger from the duke. He won’t want to attack a prince.”

		Olivia looked at them both for several seconds. “All right,” she said at last. “Raoul can help, but don’t think you’ve gotten away with anything. When we get back upstairs, you will tell me what all this business of shadows is about.”

		That was going to be a difficult conversation, but at least Kaia had some time to work out what she was going to say. For now, there were other matters to attend to.

		“Which way should we go next?” she asked, since it was clear that there were no lady’s maids hiding in this space of the castle.

		“Down here,” Olivia said, gesturing to a set of steps leading to a wine cellar.

		Kaia started down them with her and Raoul. There were even more flickering shadows down here, cast by the seemingly endless racks of wine, set up so that someone might walk between them, selecting exactly the one they wanted. After the experience of the pantry, Kaia was ready to dismiss them all as just the result of the flickering flame in her lamp.

		Then she felt an all too familiar feeling of deep, fractured wrongness.

		There was a shadow down here with them.

		

		*

		

		Em went upstairs with the inspector, and the first thing she was determined to do was tell him what she and Kaia had found.

		“We spotted a shadow in the abandoned area of the castle,” Em said.

		Pinsley looked over at her. “You’re sure?”

		Em nodded. “It was there. We both saw it. We think that it must have possessed someone and killed the Contessa.”

		“But who?” the inspector said. “It is clearly not in anyone now, and there was no one unaccounted for in whom it might have been.”

		“Except the lady’s maid,” Em said.

		She saw the inspector nod.

		“Which makes it even more imperative that we find her. We must check the guests’ rooms.”

		They reached a landing and went to the first of the doors there. The inspector knocked on it, and after a few moments a man of about twenty opened it, dressed in a habit like a monk’s.

		“Yes?”

		“We are trying to locate a woman, a maid to Contessa Ginevra,” Pinsley said. “Have you seen her?”

		“What? No, I do not even know the person you speak of,” the man said. “Certainly, I would not permit a woman here. It would disturb my contemplation.”

		“May we check?” the inspector asked, gesturing to the room.

		Em saw the monk hesitate, looking at her.

		“I’ll wait outside if you like,” she said. “I’d hate to disturb your contemplation.”

		The monk stepped aside with obvious bad grace, letting the inspector look inside. Em stood there against the wall, trying to look as sweetly innocent as she could, mostly because she suspected that would annoy the monk.

		“You see, no woman,” he said, as the inspector stepped back.

		“Sorry to have disturbed you,” he said, but the door was already shutting in their faces.

		“We aren’t going to make many friends like this,” Em observed, as they started to move to the next door.

		“I am less interested in making friends with these people than with establishing the true circumstances of the Contessa’s death,” Pinsley said.

		“I already told you there was a shadow,” Em pointed out.

		The inspector nodded. “But we don’t know for certain that was responsible for the killing. Nor do we know who it was possessing while it killed her if it did, or if there are still people in danger because of it. I wish to know the whole truth.”

		The whole truth. From what Em had heard, he’d been shutting himself off from that until very recently. Which begged one other question.

		“Why exactly won’t you tell Olivia the truth about what’s happening?” Em asked.

		“I want to protect her from it,” Pinsley said.

		“Isn’t she in more danger when there’s something dangerous out there, but she doesn’t know about it?” Em countered.

		“Well then,” the inspector said. “Maybe I don’t want to risk looking mad in front of her by making claims I cannot prove. I have only just found her again, and I do not wish to risk driving her away.”

		“She’s come all the way to Bavaria with you,” Em pointed out. “I don’t think that…”

		She tailed off, because a feeling came through the open link between her and her sister so strongly that there was no space left for anything as ordinary as talking. There weren’t words with this, or pictures, just an overriding feeling that something was wrong.

		“Kaia’s in danger,” Em said.

		“And how do you know that?” the inspector asked.

		“I just do,” Em insisted. “She’s in terrible, terrible danger. We have to get to her.”

		There was no time for an explanation of the communication between her and her twin. There was no time for anything except trying to save Kaia. Turning on her heel, Em set off at a dead run, with the inspector hurrying to keep up.

		Em could feel where her sister was, somewhere below them. Now, she just had to hope that she and the inspector would get there in time.

		

	
		CHAPTER TWENTY ONE

		

		Kaia could sense the presence of the shadow, but she still knew that she had to check the wine cellars. They needed to find the Contessa’s servant, and if she was down there with a shadow, she might be in terrible danger.

		In any case, if there was a shadow down there, then Kaia was the one who was meant to be a Shadowseer, born with the abilities to fight it. If she didn’t do this, who would?

		Both of those thoughts propelled her forward among the wine racks, with Raoul and Olivia following her. For the second time in their search, Kaia heard the sound of movement ahead.

		After her experience with Raoul, this time she decided to call out.

		“Hello, is there someone there?” she said. “Don’t be afraid, we won’t hurt you.”

		There was no point trying to be stealthy when they needed the light to find their way. Anyone looking could see them coming simply by its glow, and there was no way Kaia was going to risk walking through the dark.

		“Hello?” a woman’s voice called back, trembling slightly, as if afraid that even saying that much might put her in danger.

		A young woman stepped out from behind a couple of the wine racks. She was simply dressed in a dark dress and white bonnet, with dark hair and a round face. Kaia guessed that she might be a year or two older than Olivia.

		“I was so worried,” she said as she came forward.

		“You’re the Contessa’s lady’s maid?” Olivia asked, as the young woman continued to move forward.

		“That’s right,” she said. “I’m sorry, I thought that you might be here to hurt me, but now I see… you’re too weak for that!”

		Too late, Kaia felt the shadow there within the young woman, sitting there at the heart of her and filling her. The Contessa’s servant was possessed!

		Even as Kaia realized the danger, the young woman leapt at her with all the ferocity of a large cat after its prey. She slammed into Kaia, and there was no time to reach down to summon up her power as the two of them started to tumble to the floor.

		Kaia hit out at her, but the servant ignored the blow, grappling with Kaia and trying to come up on top of her. Olivia reached out to try to help Kaia, but the Contessa’s servant kicked out at her, sending her stumbling back. Raoul started forward, but the maid kicked out at him, and he barely dodged.

		Kaia tried to use the moment to break free of her grip. If she could get enough distance from the Contessa’s servant, she would have time to think, to come up with something that might save them all.

		The other woman’s grip was incredibly strong though, with the kind of strength that came from the shadow not caring if its vessel was hurt. She came up on top of Kaia, straddling her torso, and now her hands were reaching down to encircle Kaia’s throat.

		Kaia’s hands scrabbled ineffectually at her assailant’s fingers, and all the time she tried to reach down into herself for the power that might drive out the shadow. She couldn’t think clearly enough, though, and in any case the power came and went seemingly of its own volition.

		Whatever the reason, it wasn’t coming now.

		Kaia couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t breathe, and her hands wouldn’t work to get her attacker’s hands from around her throat. She could feel pressure building up inside her head, and the edges of her vision were starting to go dark.

		Was this how she died? Was she going to be killed in a wine cellar, only days after she’d found her sister again? Was she never going to see Em again? Was she never going to get to the Shadowseers?

		The terror that the prospect of dying brought lent her the strength to thrash beneath the Contessa’s servant, but it only gave Kaia enough time to take a single breath before those hands fastened around her neck again, squeezing just as hard as before.

		Distantly, because all sounds seemed to come to Kaia distantly now, she thought she heard someone shouting. Kaia couldn’t make out the words properly, though. It seemed as if the part of her that could do that was already falling down towards the yawning pit of oblivion that threatened to claim her.

		Then something slammed into her and the servant, and Kaia could breathe again. She gasped in air, and even as she did so, the world started to come back into focus.

		Kaia saw the inspector there, grappling with the Contessa’s servant, and even though the woman was smaller than him, she was nearly flinging him off. It took Olivia, Raoul, and Em rushing in to grab her before they were finally able to pin her to the floor. Even then, the Contessa’s servant continued to thrash, trying to break free of their grips.

		Kaia felt the moment when the shadow stirred within the servant, and opened her mouth to call out a warning, but she found that the words came out as barely a croak, thanks to the bruising on her throat.

		Because of that, she had to watch as the servant opened her mouth and a shadow poured from her, huge and black, terrifying and utterly wrong against the fabric of the world.

		For a second or two it loomed over all of them, weaving back and forth like a snake. Kaia could see the others staring at it, seemingly transfixed by the movement. Then it plunged forward, straight at Olivia.

		“Olivia, no!” Kaia managed, although it hurt to say even that much.

		Even as she yelled it, she saw the shadow wrap around Olivia, cocooning her, searching for a way into her. Kaia could remember the feeling of a shadow doing that, pressing in, with offers and threats bombarding her. If it found any weakness, any part of the soul that was broken enough to allow entry, it would seize control.

		What would they do if a shadow took hold of Olivia? Would they be able to drive it out again? Kaia reached out a hand towards Em, hoping that contact between them would bring forth their powers once more.

		They didn’t need them, though, because the shadow chose that moment to roil away from Olivia like smoke, fleeing into the darkness of the wine cellar. A part of Kaia wanted to give chase, but she knew better than that. Trying to hunt a shadow in the dark like that would be nearly impossible, and besides, she barely felt as though she could stand, right then.

		She managed it anyway, forcing herself to her feet with a little help from Em. She saw the others looking round as if waiting for the shadow to come back at them. Olivia looked pale and shaky after what had just nearly happened to her. Raoul looked only a little better, and the inspector was looking from one to the next of them, as if trying to work out who to worry about most.

		“What’s happening?” the Contessa’s servant asked, from where Raoul and Pinsley were still pinning her in place. “Where am I?”

		“You can let her up,” Kaia said, ignoring the way her voice briefly rasped as she said it.

		“She just tried to kill you,” Pinsley pointed out, not making any move to let go just yet.

		“The shadow did,” Kaia said. “She’s no threat. Trust me.”

		The inspector nodded, as if to himself, then let go. So did Raoul, although he seemed reluctant.

		“The more I see of those things,” he said, “the more I am convinced that they are demons. Are you all right, Kaia?”

		“I’ll be fine,” Kaia assured him, although her throat currently hurt, and it felt as though she had a dozen other bruises.

		Are you sure? Em asked, in the privacy of her head. I felt… I felt how much danger you were in. I thought for a second that I was going to lose you.

		I thought I was lost, Kaia replied, but I’m fine. You got here in time. I’m safe.

		She repeated it to herself, in an effort to convince herself that it was true. While she did it, the Contessa’s servant was still looking around in obvious fear.

		“What happened?” she demanded. “I don’t remember… why are you all here? Why were you holding me down?”

		“What did just happen?” Olivia demanded, her voice quavering slightly as if she were holding back tears only with an effort. Kaia saw her composing herself with an effort, schooling her face as carefully as she might have for some role upon the stage.

		Kaia wasn’t sure how to begin explaining it all to them, and it seemed that the inspector didn’t either, because instead of trying, he shifted into asking his own questions.

		“We came down here looking for you,” he said to the Contessa’s servant. “You are the lady’s maid to the late Contessa Ginevra?”

		“I… yes,” the woman said. “I am. Lucia.”

		“I am Inspector Pinsley of Scotland Yard,” the inspector said, but it wasn’t in what Kaia thought of as his most officious, trying to terrify suspects into talking, voice. “What are you doing down here, Lucia?”

		“I…” The servant shook her head for a moment or two, as if trying to shake free whatever cobwebs were keeping the memory from her. “I came down here to hide, when I heard what had happened to the Contessa. I knew I couldn’t be found.”

		“Did you kill the Contessa, Lucia?” Pinsley asked, although his tone wasn’t as accusatory as it might have been. Kaia guessed that he really did accept the effects that the shadows could have on people now. If Lucia had killed her mistress, it was because the shadows had made her.

		“No, I didn’t, I swear,” she said. “I wasn’t even with her when it happened. She’d given me… given me a letter. I was supposed to go and deliver it. This was just before dinner. Then I heard someone scream, and that the Contessa was dead.”

		Kaia had a question then.

		“Why did you run?” she asked. “Why did you come down here?”

		“I didn’t know who to trust,” Lucia said. “I thought that if I came running, I might walk into whoever had killed her, and then I wouldn’t be able to deliver her message. I thought I needed to hide, to be safe, until I knew who to trust. But then, down here in the dark, there was… something. It wrapped over me, and it was like it found all the places in my life where I wasn’t strong enough, all the things I’d done wrong. The Contessa gave me a second chance, but I felt so guilty, and so scared, and it was like it just… poured into me.”

		That was almost exactly the way Kaia remembered it feeling when a shadow had tried to claim her before.

		“Do you remember anything more than that?” the inspector asked.

		Lucia shook her head.

		“Then I suggest that we return upstairs, to somewhere better lit, as quickly as possible.”

		Even Kaia was only too ready to go along with that suggestion. Now that they’d found the lady’s maid, she didn’t want to be down there in the dark a second longer than they had to be.

		“There’s one thing, sir,” Lucia said, reaching into a pocket. “You said that your name was Inspector Pinsley?”

		“Yes,” Pinsley confirmed.

		The servant took out a letter in a velum envelope, with the name Pinsley written on it in an elegant script.

		“Then it’s you I was sent to deliver the Contessa’s message to, sir. I believe this is for you.”

		Pinsley reached out to take it, and in that moment, Olivia stepped in the way.

		“Father,” she said. “Will someone please explain to me what on Earth is going on?”

		

	
		CHAPTER TWENTY TWO

		

		Pinsley’s worst fears were all coming true. He’d worked so hard to protect his daughter from being drawn into the world of the shadows, and now here she was having almost been claimed by one of their number. Worse, he could think of no way to avoid her questions.

		“Well, Father?” she asked, standing there with her hands on her hips. It reminded him a little of the way she’d stood when she was small and couldn’t understand why  she had to go to bed. That almost made Pinsley smile, but nothing could, right then.

		Ultimately, he had only one choice, and it was the one that he’d been trying to avoid from the start.

		“You’re right,” he said. “I owe you an explanation for all of this.”

		“Then explain,” Olivia said. “Explain how shadows can move on their own. Explain the thing that tried to get inside my head.”

		“I… for now, all I can say is that I have found that there is far more to the world than I once believed to be true, and I am now engaging in a fight against things that are as dangerous as they are unworldly.”

		“Unworldly?” Olivia said.

		Pinsley shook his head. “I will explain,” Pinsley said. “But not here, not now. I need you to take the Contessa’s servant back to your room and try to keep her safe there while I try to find answers here. You have my word that I will come and explain everything.”

		“The investigation comes first, Father?” Olivia said, with a note of bitterness.

		Pinsley shook his head. “This is not me obsessing over your mother’s death, Olivia,” he assured her. “But you have seen that creature. It is still out there, and I have a feeling that whatever is happening here must be resolved quickly. For now, the best thing you can do is try to keep Lucia here safe. Can you do that?”

		“I… I will try,” Olivia assured him. She took the arm of the Contessa’s servant, leading her up out of the wine cellar.

		“I’m sorry your daughter found out,” Kaia said. “I know you were trying to keep her out of all this.”

		Pinsley sighed. He felt old in that moment. “I was foolish,” he said. “I can deduce a man’s profession from the wear on his shoes and work out which of a dozen suspects might have taken a priceless jewel, but I have never been good at knowing Olivia’s heart. I should have known that it was impossible to keep this from her.”

		And because of that, he might have damaged their relationship, all over again. That was a thought that hurt Pinsley most gravely. Now, he was going to have to tell her all about this secret world of shadows and Shadowseers anyway.

		But not yet. Right now, he could at least distract himself from that future pain by reading the Contessa’s letter to him. It was most unusual that she had written a letter specifically for him, and the only reason that Pinsley could think of for doing so was if she had known that she was in danger and hoped that an inspector might be able to help her. Carefully, precisely, he slit open the envelope and read the contents.

		Inspector Pinsley,

		If we have met, it will have been only briefly, but I believe that you may be the man to help me. You are aware of the more magical side of the world, and the dangers that go with it. That you are in Baron Vogler’s castle says that you know of the power that certain objects can have.

		I have a clue to the location of one such item, a relic that I believe many who fight the shadows are seeking. I keep it locked away close to my heart. I cannot speak more openly, because there is no one in the castle I can trust. Those who would attend the baron’s auction are, by definition, those who would seek such power for themselves.

		I believe I am in great danger. Please, you must help me.

		Pinsley’s heart ached a little at the thought this woman who had been asking for his help, but whose message had reached him too late. If he’d known, perhaps he could have done something. As it was, all he could do was read the contents over, wanting to be sure of them and their implications before he spoke.

		“This letter changes things,” he said. “I believe that the Contessa died for the relic that we came here to seek.”

		“She had it?” Em said, excitedly.

		“She says here that she had a clue to its whereabouts,” Pinsley said. “But that would be enough for some of the people here. They would want to know where it was. Perhaps they would do anything to lay their hands upon it.”

		“Like the duke,” Kaia said, with a shudder.

		He was the most obvious candidate, since he was clearly both a man who wanted the relic and a man who was willing to use violence to get what he wanted. A part of Pinsley wanted it to be him, simply so that there would be an excuse to go after him and make him pay for threatening the twins. There was only one problem with that.

		“It wasn’t him,” Pinsley said. “The fact that he threatened you and Em suggests that he did not know that the Contessa had the information he wanted. If he had, he would have been devoting his time to looking into matters around her. Which makes it clear who has been lying to us. Who has been using us since her death.”

		“The baron?” Em said. “No, that doesn’t make sense. If he had something to do with the Contessa’s death, why would he have you look into it?”

		“I imagine that I am the perfect person to do so, from his point of view,” Pinsley said. “I have the investigative skills to look into the Contessa’s affairs while I search for her killer. I have an obvious interest in the relic through you and Kaia. Yet I do not pose the threat to him that the Bavarian police might, because I have no authority here. I cannot drag him before King Maximillian to answer for any crimes he has committed, because I have no jurisdiction.”

		“You are sure about this?” Raoul asked. The prince was still looking round nervously at the cellar, as if expecting the shadow to return at any moment. He had a point.

		Pinsley started to lead the way back up to the kitchen.

		“As certain as I can be given the limited evidence,” he said. “It is plausible that another might know the same things, yet it seems too convenient that the baron should employ me like this. I believe that I am being used as a stalking horse to find the relic for him, and that only makes sense if he was the one to have killed the Contessa. At the very least, I need to speak to him at once.”

		Such a thing could not be allowed to stand. More than that, now that they had found the Contessa’s servant, she was potentially in grave danger. Whoever had killed the Contessa might come after her, assuming that she knew something. The baron could not be permitted the opportunity if it was him.

		“Kaia, Em,” Pinsley said as they came out into the kitchen. “I do not like having to ask you to come with me like this, but I believe it may be necessary. If the baron has been consorting with shadows, then I may have need of your talents when we confront him.”

		“You wouldn’t have kept us away from this anyway,” Kaia said, sounding determined. Pinsley wanted to put that precociousness down to the new influence of her sister, but in truth, she’d been running off to pursue the truth as far back as London. There was no reason why that should change now.

		“No,” Pinsley admitted, “I don’t suppose I would have. Still, if it comes to violence, try to stay behind me. If the baron is truly capable of having done that to the Contessa, he is a very dangerous man.”

		“I will come too,” Raoul declared, standing up tall like he was trying to impress the twins with his bravery. Probably he was. A young man like that probably didn’t want to appear to be a coward in front of young ladies.

		At the same time, Pinsley didn’t like it. This was a serious matter, not an opportunity for the prince to try to show off to Kaia. If Pinsley had his way, there would be no such opportunities at all. He would not have a young man like that turning the head of his ward when there were clearly no prospects of anything but trouble from him.

		“There is really no need for that, Prince Raoul,” Pinsley said.

		“But I insist,” Raoul said. “You have said that it will be dangerous, and I will not have you go into such danger without my help.”

		“No,” Pinsley said, having anticipated this particular objection, “I must be the one who insists. You have said yourself that you are vital to the future of Catalonia. Imagine the consequences, then, if I were to drag you into danger and you were to be hurt. No, Prince Raoul, return to your room, and if we should require your assistance at a later point in this matter, I will be sure to call on you.”

		Not that Pinsley had any intention of doing so. The more he saw of the way Kaia looked at the prince, the more convinced he was that the sooner they were away from there, the better. He briefly thought of getting Olivia to have some kind of talk with the girl, but that only brought the talk Pinsley was meant to have with his daughter back into his mind.

		“Very well,” Raoul said, turning on his heel with obvious bad grace. “I will see you later, Kaia.”

		Not if Pinsley had his way.

		For now, though, it was important that they found the baron and confronted him. Pinsley might not have authority over the man, but if he could wring an admission from him, then he would at least be able to make the truth of it all clear to the other guests. From there, it was only a matter of time until the authorities of Bavaria were able to deal with the matter.

		Pinsley led the way through the house, up through the kitchen, then out into the entry hall. He knew the way through to the library by now, with its collections of slightly disturbing books, each promising some secret that connected with the baron’s occultism.

		Had he really killed the Contessa over such a secret? Put like that, it seemed improbable, but Pinsley knew that it was only because he wasn’t looking at it in the right terms. People killed for power throughout the world. That the power in this case was not earthly or normal did not change that fact.

		He stepped up outside the door to the baron’s study, looking over to the twins.

		“Are you ready?” he asked, as they stepped into place behind him.

		He saw Kaia nod, and a moment later Em mirrored her. They gave one another one of those strange looks that had been passing between them ever since they’d set off from Paris, and then Kaia answered him.

		“We’re ready.”

		“Just remember to stay behind me,” Pinsley said. “If this gets dangerous, we need to be prepared.”

		“And if there are shadows involved, you need to get behind us,” Em countered. She didn’t have her sister’s respect for authority; but that, Pinsley suspected, was what came from growing up as part of a much more important family.

		That didn’t matter right now, though. All that mattered was the baron, and the threat that he might pose. Reaching into his jacket pocket, Pinsley wrapped his hand around the grip of his revolver. With his other hand, he reached for the door handle, swinging the door to the baron’s study open slowly.

		“Baron Vogler!” Pinsley said in his most stentorian voice. “We have questions for you.”

		There was no answer from inside, no complaint about the interruption or challenge to Pinsley’s tone of voice. Instead, silence greeted the inspector, with only the silent stare of the skull on the baron’s desk looking back at him.

		The baron was gone.

		

	
		CHAPTER TWENTY THREE

		

		Kaia could only stare at the interior of the baron’s study. She’d been sure that he would be sitting there, waiting, when they went to confront him. Instead, he was missing. Did that mean that he’d run? That he was another victim of the shadows? Had the one that had possessed Lucia taken him now?

		“Gone,” Pinsley said, from in front of her. “Is this him bolting? Is it an admission of guilt?”

		“It doesn’t matter if we can’t find him,” Em pointed out.

		His study looked so empty in his absence, even with the collection of curiosities crammed into it. Kaia could barely imagine him leaving this place even to sleep, so the question now was where he’d gone.

		“The letter says that the Contessa had a clue to the relic?” Kaia said to the inspector. She saw him nod.

		Briefly, it occurred to her that the Contessa must have wanted to tell her that. It must have been why she came over to her, and why she wanted to talk to her privately, where others couldn’t hear. If she’d truly had a clue to the location of the relic, then it made sense that she might have wanted to see it in the hands of a Shadowseer.

		Was that what had gotten her killed? Had the shadows, or the baron, or someone else, heard about it, and been furious that it wasn’t going into the baron’s auction?

		Kaia swallowed at that thought, because it made her feel a little responsible for the Contessa’s death. If she hadn’t been there, then maybe Contessa Ginevra might still be alive.

		No, she couldn’t think like that. She hadn’t been the one to stab the Contessa, and they had to find the relic. Otherwise, the shadows would kill far more people.

		“I don’t know for sure where the baron is,” Kaia said. “But I think I know where the shadows will make whoever they possess go next.”

		“Where?” Em said.

		“They’ll want to check the Contessa’s room.”

		Kaia saw the inspector nod approvingly, and she found that just that simple nod made her glow with pride. Ever since London, she’d wanted to find a way to prove to Pinsley that she belonged by his side. Her powers got her a lot of the way, but Kaia didn’t want it to be just about that, because those felt almost random, a gift that she had no real control over.

		“We need to get to her room, then,” Em said.

		Kaia was already moving to the door, and the inspector seemed to be even quicker. He was running, obviously not willing to let go of the chase now that there was a chance to catch the killer. Kaia followed in his wake, trying to keep up, and taking the stairs that led to the upper floors two at a time.

		Will it be the baron there, do you think? Em sent to her as they ran.

		Does it matter? Kaia sent back. If there’s a shadow in them, it could be anyone now.

		What if there isn’t? Em asked.

		That was an important question to consider, after Paris. Kaia had made the mistake there of assuming that a shadow was the killer, only for it to be a madman. Here… a shadow had taken over Lucia just after the murder had taken place. How fast could they move? Would there have been enough time for a shadow to make it from the Contessa’s room to the basement?

		Kaia didn’t know, and for now, there was no more time to think, because they reached the landing on which their room, and the Contessa’s, sat. The first thing that Kaia noticed was that the servant the inspector had posted to the door was gone. The second was that the door was wide open.

		The inspector had slowed now and was approaching the door cautiously. He had his revolver out ahead of him, and he put a finger to his lips. Slowly, moving on tiptoes, he, Em, and Kaia slipped into the room.

		She saw the baron standing in the middle of the room, looking around as if he might find something. The rest of the room looked as though a hurricane had hit it, with cushions thrown in every direction and articles of what Kaia assumed were the Contessa’s clothes strewn around the room. The chaise on which the Contessa’s body had been sitting was tipped over, and a gold candelabrum lay next to it.

		Only one thing was missing: Contessa Ginevra’s corpse.

		“What is going on here?” Inspector Pinsley demanded, with his revolver levelled.

		The baron raised his hands. “My dear inspector, there is really no need for this, and you are stretching the boundaries of what is acceptable in a guest quite far.”

		“Is he controlled by one of them?” Pinsley said, glancing back towards Kaia.

		Kaia concentrated on the baron. As creepy and odd as he was, she couldn’t sense the wrongness that was so characteristic of the shadows coming from him.

		She shook her head. “He’s himself.”

		The baron looked, if anything, more affronted by that than by the gun. “You think that I may be shadow-ridden? Me? With all the occult arts I have learned? Do you think for one moment that I could not fight one off?”

		Kaia saw Pinsley lower the gun, but he didn’t put it away.

		“There’s still the question of what you’re doing here, Baron Vogler, in the place we thought it was most likely that the killer would come to look for the Contessa’s secret.”

		“What secret?” Baron Vogler asked.

		Beside her, Kaia heard Em made a disapproving sound. “I think he’s lying. What do you think, Kaia?”

		“I think you knew all about the secret the Contessa was keeping,” Kaia agreed. “What are you doing in here, Baron?”

		“I saw that the man on the door was gone,” the baron said. “So I came in to check, and found myself in the midst of this… chaos.”

		Kaia wasn’t convinced by that answer. Judging by his expression, the inspector wasn’t, either.

		“So it is a coincidence that you are here?” Pinsley said, in a disbelieving tone. “Come now, Baron.”

		“What do you believe is happening?” Baron Volger retorted, and from the way he drew himself up, Kaia had the impression that he was trying to get the inspector to back down simply because of who he was.

		Clearly, he didn’t know as much about the inspector as he thought.

		“I believe that Contessa Ginevra told you that she had a clue to the location of the relic that the Shadowseers are seeking. I believe that a collector such as yourself would give anything to possess that relic. Would do anything to possess it. Now that the Contessa is dead, I believe that you are searching her rooms in an effort to find that clue.”

		The baron was silent for several seconds, with him and the inspector simply staring at one another. They obviously didn’t have the kind of silent communication that passed between Kaia and Em, but there might as well have been. This seemed to be a contest of wills, with each trying to get the other to back down first.

		Kaia wasn’t entirely surprised when it was the baron.

		“All right, all right,” he said, relenting. “I came in here to look. I saw the door without its guard, and I took the opportunity to check. I didn’t want the relic falling into the wrong hands.”

		“Meaning any hands but your own?” Em asked, from the side.

		Kaia gestured to the room. “You made enough of a mess searching for it.”

		“This wasn’t all me,” the baron said. “Others may have been in here before.”

		Pinsley was still staring at him with the same intensity. “Of course, knowing about the clue gives you more than enough motive to kill the Contessa. Did you come to her, and she would not reveal what she knew? Did you become angry? Where is her body now, Baron Vogler?”

		“I have no idea,” the baron said. “It was gone when I arrived, along with the servant I posted on the door. As for the rest, it is simply ridiculous.”

		“No, Baron,” Pinsley said. “It is not ridiculous. It fits the available facts, unless you have others that you wish to bring to light?”

		“There is the fact that I engaged your services in this matter,” Baron Vogler pointed out, with an edge to his tone. “If I had wished the matter to go uninvestigated, I would not have cooperated so fully with you.”

		“We considered that,” Em said, obviously not wanting to be left out. “Maybe you did it so that the investigation would show you where the relic is?”

		The baron put a hand to his chest as if Em had stuck a dagger there. “It is bad enough to be thought a murderer by such a man as the inspector, but to have you twins feel that way as well? No, I did not kill the Contessa, and simply put, I could not have.”

		“Because you’re old friends?” Kaia said. Back in the orphanage, she’d seen how quickly people who said they were friends could turn on someone.

		“Because, in the brief space where she might have been killed, I was in the kitchen, checking that the different needs of my many guests were being met to my satisfaction. The cook and a half dozen other servants will be able to confirm it.”

		Kaia felt deflated in that moment, because when she’d seen the baron there like that, it had seemed as if they had their answer. The inspector looked just as deflated.

		That was the moment when Kaia felt the presence of a shadow, and it was clear that Em felt it too, because she looked around sharply, trying to spot it.

		Where is it? she sent to Kaia.

		I don’t know. I can’t… there!

		Kaia saw movement at the door, with tendrils of shadow flowing under it like smoke. Fingers of shadow reached towards the inspector, and Kaia opened her mouth to shout a warning, but before she could do so, they lunged at him.

		And past him.

		They struck the baron, flowing around him the way they had with Olivia until they formed a cloud of pure darkness with the baron at its center. Only with the baron, that cloud didn’t dissipate after a second or two.

		Instead, it flowed into him, pouring like air into a balloon, until darkness filled Baron Vogler, and his eyes filled with hate.

		The inspector started to raise his gun, but the baron was already lunging forward. Kaia heard the impact as he slammed into the inspector, so that he and Pinsley went down, the revolver tumbling from the inspector’s grasp.

		Kaia reached out for Em, but even as she did so, the shadow possessing the baron kept up its attack. While the inspector grabbed for the revolver, the baron snatched up the candelabrum, slamming it down into the inspector’s skull so that he went limp on the floor.

		Anger and horror filled Kaia at the sight of that. She grabbed Em’s hand, and the power sang through her, blazing around her so that it seemed to her that she was standing at the heart of a small sun. The baron looked back at her and Em, then flinched, obviously pained by the light.

		“This isn’t done!” he cried out. “This will not be done until the last shreds of light and order fall!”

		Kaia lifted a hand, the way she had with the highwayman, but the baron was already making his way back to his feet.

		If he’d lunged at them, Kaia would have been ready. She was sure that she and Em would have driven the shadow from the baron, perhaps even destroyed it. Perhaps the shadow knew that too, because instead of attacking, it turned, pausing only to snatch up the inspector’s revolver as it fled.

		In less than a second, it was gone, out through the door. There was a shadow loose in the castle, and now it was armed with the inspector’s gun.

		

	
		CHAPTER TWENTY FOUR

		

		As the baron fled with the inspector’s revolver, Kaia’s first thought was to chase after him. Her second thought was that dashing off after someone who might just shoot her was probably a bad idea.

		Instead, she and Em went to the inspector, who groaned as they started to help him up.

		“I’m all right,” he assured them, although to Kaia, his legs didn’t look very steady. “We can’t let him get away.”

		“Are you sure?” Em said. “The pistol…”

		“Him having my weapon makes it all the more imperative that we stop him,” Pinsley said. “I would never forgive myself if he shot someone with it. We need to move!”

		There was no more time to discuss it, because the inspector was already in motion, moving slightly unsteadily to the door, but then picking up speed. Kaia had to run to keep up, catching a glimpse of the baron fleeing down at the other end of the hall.

		They raced after him, heading down the stairs, but he was already out of Kaia’s view.

		“Which way did he go?” Kaia asked the inspector.

		“I’m not sure,” Pinsley said.

		“We could split up and look,” Em suggested.

		Kaia saw the inspector shake his head at that.

		“Not while he has my revolver. It would be too risky. No, we must proceed together.”

		Besides, Kaia sent to her sister, it might take both of us to defeat the shadow.

		“Ah,” Pinsley said after another moment or two, and pointed to the way a statue seemed to be on a slight angle. “I believe the baron must have brushed against this as he went past. This way, I think.”

		They headed down a corridor, moving quickly but not running now.

		“Shouldn’t we go quicker?” Em asked, obviously eager to catch up.

		“There’s too much risk that we might miss the baron if he hides somewhere,” Pinsley said.

		“He might ambush us,” Kaia added.

		“Exactly.”

		So they walked after him, keeping an eye out for any spot where he might hide. Kaia saw the inspector pause at an exhibit of antique weaponry and pick out an elaborately carved club.

		“It is not my truncheon, but it will do,” he said.

		Kaia found herself wondering exactly what a club would do against the threat of a gun, but if it made the inspector feel better, she was willing to go along with it.

		They made their way along the corridor, came to a turning, and the inspector took it without pausing.

		“This way. See that scuff mark on the wall? He’s close.”

		Do you think he really knows which way the baron went? Em asked.

		He can find anyone from the smallest clues, Kaia assured her. He followed me across the whole of Paris.

		They followed the inspector down one corridor, then another, and Kaia realized that they were heading into the abandoned wing where they had found the shadow before. Was it treating this section like some kind of lair to return to?

		They came out into the broad open space of a reception room, but the darkness and the lurking presence of hunting trophies on the walls made it into something oppressive. There were cobwebs everywhere, and Kaia thought that she saw something scuttling away as they entered.

		“Girls,” Pinsley said. “Can you sense the way to the baron? If he has a shadow in him, can you feel where he is?”

		“Maybe if we’re close enough,” Kaia said. She could sense the shadow now, but the problem was picking it out from the general background creepiness and wrongness of the castle. “Em?”

		“It’s like trying to find one glass of water in a stream,” Em said.

		“Which means that we will have to search the old-fashioned way,” Pinsley said. “Carefully now.”

		He looked behind each piece of furniture there with his club ready, as if he expected the baron to be lurking behind each one, ready to jump out at them. They went through the receiving room, then out into another long corridor, this one lined with wooden masks set out on plinths, so that they seemed to stare down at Kaia as she passed.

		They were halfway down when Kaia heard the groan, like the moaning of some demented ghost. In a place like this, maybe it was a ghost. Who was to say that the world wasn’t full of them, as well as shadows and mystics?

		The moaning came again, and Kaia could feel her blood running cold. Looking round, she could see that Em was paler than usual, holding out her hand. She obviously wanted to call up their power, ready for anything that might come, or maybe she just needed the reassurance that Kaia was there.

		Kaia took her hand, feeling her power flow out in response to Em’s. It sat there, ready for whatever might follow as they continued to edge forward.

		The moaning came one more time, and this time, it seemed clear that it was coming from behind one of the plinths. Kaia saw the inspector put a finger to his lips and start to creep forward with the club held ready in his hand.

		Kaia and Em followed, their own powers ready to throw out in case a shadow should come flying at them. She saw the inspector pause, readying himself, and then he leapt around the plinth, with Kaia and Em hurrying to help in case he was attacked.

		The baron was there, but he looked anything but ready to attack. Instead, he lay there groaning, and Kaia realized that the horrible moans had nothing to do with ghosts. They were just the baron recovering from what had just happened to him.

		“Is he still possessed?” Pinsley asked.

		Kaia reached out with her powers, and then shook her head.

		“The shadow’s gone,” she said, caught somewhere between relief and disappointment that they hadn’t had an opportunity to face down the shadow.

		“So is my revolver,” Pinsley noted, in a grave tone. He shook the baron’s shoulder. “Baron Vogler, are you all right?”

		“I can hear you perfectly well,” the baron said, scrabbling at the plinth as he hauled himself to his feet. “All my research, all the mystical arts I have looked into, and I could not stop a shadow from taking me.”

		Kaia suspected that maybe all of that research was the reason the shadow had been able to get in. The baron had spent his time opening himself up to the secrets of the universe. Well, maybe the shadow had used that opening as a way in.

		“Never mind that,” Pinsley said. “Where did the shadow go, and where is my revolver?”

		“I do not have answers for you, Inspector,” the baron said. “My memory of what just happened to me is cloudy at best. Presumably the shadow took someone else, and they now have your weapon.”

		Which meant that there was someone loose in the castle with the inspector’s revolver, controlled by a shadow, and they didn’t even have the advantage of knowing who. Kaia shuddered at that thought.

		The inspector shook his head gravely. “We do not have the Contessa’s body, we do not know where the shadow has gone; this situation is becoming more difficult by the moment. Baron Vogler, your alibi means that I must believe you when you say that you did not kill the Contessa, but I cannot trust that you will not be taken by a shadow again.”

		The baron looked angry at that, but then seemed almost to crumple in on himself. “You are right, of course.”

		“I also cannot guarantee your safety, given that there is someone out there with my pistol,” Pinsley said. “I will try to resolve matters here, as we agreed, but you must be ready for the possibility that things go wrong. That means that you must get yourself somewhere safe, ready to call for help once the storm passes.”

		“There is a room in the highest tower of the castle that I use to make observations of the stars,” the baron said. “There is only one entrance, and I will lock it once I am inside. I will not open the door to anyone but you until the storm has passed. If you cannot be found then, I will, with reluctance, ask King Maximillian for his aid. Although what he will make of the truth of this, I do not know.”

		Kaia watched the baron slink back into the dark. She felt a little safer without him there. The inspector was right: it didn’t feel safe having someone who could be possessed at any moment beside her.

		“What now?” Em said. “We found the baron, but the shadow is still missing.”

		“It will be hard to find in the dark, I think,” Pinsley said. “Which is why I feel we must concentrate on two more corporeal targets for our search.”

		“What?” Kaia said.

		“We need to find both the Contessa’s body and the servant who has gone missing,” the inspector explained. “Their sudden absence is a fresh side to this mystery that must be unpicked.”

		That made some sense to Kaia. Maybe the new disappearances would help them to understand more of what was going on.

		“Where do we look?” Em asked.

		“I believe that we should start with the servants’ quarters,” the inspector said. “They are the obvious place to look for one of the servants, but in any case, they are a space that we have yet to search properly.”

		That made sense to Kaia, although it occurred to her that there were plenty of other spaces that they hadn’t searched too. The castle was too huge to search top to bottom with any thoroughness. The shadow, the servant, and the Contessa’s body could be hidden anywhere.

		Still, they made their way back towards the more inhabited parts of the house, on the basis that it would be easy to find a servant to escort them to the servants’ quarters from there. Kaia felt relief flooding through her as they got back into the light of the main house, still suffused with the glow of gas lamps and occasionally lit by the brilliance of lightning.

		“There will be a way to the servants’ quarters through the kitchen, won’t there?” Em said. “So that they can get to it without being seen out in the main house. I know some households are very keen on their servants not being seen while about their tasks.”

		It seemed to Kaia like another one of those things that seemed obvious to Em, but which was totally alien to Kaia’s experience. She didn’t know how things worked in big houses, or among the nobility. Em did, though, so it was probably better to trust her.

		“It seems like a reasonable place to start,” Pinsley said, and started to lead the way there.

		They reached the dining room, with its door through to the kitchen. In the dining room, though, there was a knot of perhaps a dozen guests. They didn’t seem to be eating, but instead were sitting around the table as if at some grand conference. Kaia wasn’t pleased to see the scarred features of Duke Immel among them.

		“What is going on here?” the inspector asked as he, Kaia and Em stepped into the dining room.

		“Are we not allowed to meet with one another now?” the duke retorted.

		“But about what?” the inspector asked.

		Kaia saw Duke Immel stand up to his full, intimidating height.

		“We have been discussing the murder of the Contessa,” the duke said.

		“I assure you that my investigation into her death is proceeding well,” the inspector replied. “None of you has anything to worry about.”

		Kaia could see from the faces of the people there that it wasn’t going to be enough to mollify them.

		“But we are worried, Mr. Inspector,” the duke said. He gestured to the others. “So much so that we have been conducting our own investigation, using all the means at our disposal. Why have a castle full of those who can talk with the dead and see the unseen, then not use them?”

		“I have rarely found that to be the best method of deducing the truth,” Pinsley said.

		Kaia saw the duke’s face take on a look of triumph.

		“Really?” he asked. “Or are you just trying to hide the truth?”

		“What truth would you have in mind?” the inspector asked.

		The duke turned towards Kaia, jabbing one accusing finger in her direction. Kaia realized what he intended, and in that moment, she froze with terror.

		“That she killed the Contessa!”

		

	
		CHAPTER TWENTY FIVE

		

		Olivia wasn’t happy, being left to waiting in her room with the Contessa’s servant. Yes, it was obvious that Lucia needed to be protected, but she was certain that all of this was an all too convenient excuse for her father to get out of telling her the truth of all this.

		Would he actually tell her what was going on when this was done? He’d given his word, and her father usually kept his word, but he’d been acting very strangely lately. Maybe with this, he would insist on not telling her, even now.

		Olivia paced the room. It didn’t help that Lucia, the young woman she was meant to be protecting, wasn’t proving to be much in the way of a conversationalist. Instead, the servant was down on her knees, praying with a rosary as if that might ward off evil spirits.

		Of course, given what Olivia had seen and felt, she couldn’t dismiss the possibility that there actually were evil spirits loose in the place. She’d seen the blackness of the shadow rearing up over her, had felt it wrapping around her, searching for any weakness it could exploit. Even her father had hinted at things beyond the normal, and that was more worrying than all the rest, given how rational he had always been before.

		A part of her wanted to kneel beside Lucia and offer up her own prayers, but she’d stopped doing that after her mother had died. Instead, she could only sit and wait, hoping that the others would be along soon to explain what on earth was happening.

		Olivia was still waiting when she heard the commotion downstairs. The castle was big, but the stone walls meant that sound travelled. She could hear voices raised in an argument, and to Olivia it seemed as if there were a lot of them. Something was happening down there, and Olivia wasn’t sure that she could stand simply waiting here until it was all over.

		“Stay here,” she said to Lucia. “I’ll see what’s going on.”

		The lady’s maid looked up at her in alarm. “Stay here alone? No, I can’t. I won’t.”

		Olivia should have anticipated that. “All right then, come with me if you want to, but I am going down there. I’ve been in the dark on this for far too long.”

		

		*

		

		Kaia’s first reaction when Duke Immel pointed at her wasn’t disbelief, because she’d realized what he was going to do even before he did it. It was a kind of raw indignation, instead, that seemed to rise up through her from the soles of her feet until she couldn’t contain it anymore.

		“You think I killed her? You’re making accusations? The man who threatened me and my sister?”

		“My accusations are backed up by the skills of the individuals you see here,” Immel said, gesturing to the dozen or so figures around him. “And by the simple facts of what occurred. You went to visit the Contessa, and suddenly she was found dead?”

		“I found her dead,” Kaia pointed out, not able to help herself.

		“Or is that what you want us to believe?” the duke demanded. Kaia caught the flicker of a smile on his face. He was enjoying this far too much. “What a perfect cover for murder. Why else would you volunteer to be the one to fetch her for dinner?”

		Around the table, Kaia saw heads bobbing in agreement.

		“I saw blood around you,” one of the psychics said. “Blood and death, wherever you go.”

		“That doesn’t mean I killed anyone,” Kaia insisted. She looked over to the inspector.

		“Now look here, Duke Immel,” Pinsley said, in an authoritative tone. “You have no business accusing Kaia of anything here. She is not a killer.”

		“Of course you would say that,” Immel countered, in a snide tone. “But you are hardly the most objective in this matter, are you? No, the girl went up there and murdered the Contessa.”

		“And why would Kaia do that?” Em asked. She looked as furious with all of this as Kaia felt. More, probably, because she wasn’t used to being unjustly accused. Kaia had already been called a thief in London and thrown into the cells. She knew that this kind of thing could happen, while Em had been sheltered from it.

		“Why else?” one of the mediums there said. “She wanted the relic that the Contessa held the key to. Everyone here was interested in it, but a Shadowseer like her? Like you? Of course the two of you wanted it. You would do anything for it.”

		Kaia couldn’t believe what she was hearing. How much did the people here really believe what they were saying? Did any of them have genuine powers, and if so, what had those powers really shown them. Not Kaia killing anyone, that was for certain.

		“I didn’t do this,” she said. “You have to believe me. The duke is lying to you, because he wants the relic.”

		Even as she said it, Kaia saw the people there starting to rise up out of their seats.

		“We will have justice for Ginevra!” Duke Immel said. “Forward, my friends. We’ll see the girl pay for this!”

		Just like that, the group of psychics and mediums were transformed from a quiet group of guests into a mob, intent on Kaia’s death. If the inspector had still had his gun, maybe that wouldn’t have been a problem, because just the threat of it might have kept them at bay, but it was gone, taken by whoever the shadow had jumped into after the baron.

		Even if Baron Vogler had been there, things might have turned out well. He could have asserted his authority as a Bavarian baron, and as the lord of the castle. He could have reminded the others there that they were guests, and that might have been enough to stop them.

		As it was, though, they came forward, and it didn’t seem as though there was anything they could do.

		“Get behind me, girls,” Pinsley said, and Kaia realized to her horror that the inspector intended to fight. He still had the club he’d picked up, but that wouldn’t be enough against a dozen people.

		Even so, he tried. The inspector got in a blow at the first person to come at them, knocking a large man with tattoos down one side of his face from his feet. He swung another blow at Duke Immel, but the duke managed to dodge back from it, clearly anticipating that he would be the inspector’s next target.

		That miss gave the others all the time that they needed. Two of them grabbed for the arm that held the club, letting a third grab the inspector’s other arm, holding him so that he couldn’t hope to interfere.

		That still left nine of them closing in on Kaia and Em. Maybe if their powers came to the rescue, they might have a way out of this, but Kaia couldn’t feel them rising up in response to the threat, perhaps through the lack of a shadow being involved, perhaps just through some unknowable fickleness of the powers within her.

		She found herself looking around for a weapon. There were a few sharp looking knives on one of the serving trolleys left over from dinner, but the mob was between them and Kaia. She couldn’t think of any way of getting to them, couldn’t think of any way out of this.

		She was going to die.

		That thought came to her unbidden, and once Kaia thought it, the idea of dying seemed to fill her, so that she couldn’t think of anything else. Before, when she’d had no one else in the world, it had been bad enough, but now that she’d found her sister, it was as if that only meant so much more to lose in the moment she died.

		She saw the mob advancing on her, and Kaia couldn’t think of anything that would help.

		Then a crash came as something landed among the people advancing on Kaia, and they stopped jumping back in surprise. The ones holding the inspector lost their grip on his arms as they turned to face the new threat, and he took the opportunity to club a second of them into unconsciousness.

		Olivia was there in the doorway to the dining room, holding a large antique vase, which she threw the same way that she had the first, so that it crashed down among the cluster of psychics, sending up shards of pottery into the air to cut and hurt. Lucia hurried in hot on her heels, and she was close enough to the dinner trolleys that she could snatch up one of the knives.

		The five of them regrouped in the moments when the mob was stunned, gathering together at the far end of the dining hall.

		“Olivia!” Pinsley said. “What are you doing down here? It isn’t safe!”

		“I noticed that,” Olivia replied. “But I thought I’d save you anyway!”

		Kaia saw the inspector waving the club again, and this time he was being more cautious, but Kaia still suspected that it wouldn’t be enough to hold off the remaining members of the mob.

		“Run!” Pinsley said.

		Kaia didn’t want to abandon him like that, didn’t want to leave him facing the anger of the mob.

		It’s you they want, Em sent. We have to go.

		Kaia couldn’t argue with that, so she and her sister set off into the kitchen at a run, then took a door that she assumed led towards the servants’ quarters. She didn’t want to be down in the dark of the cellars when there might still be a shadow lurking.

		Behind her, Kaia could hear the sound of people starting to follow, their running feet thudding against the floor.

		“Stop!” a voice called behind them, but Kaia wasn’t about to slow down now.

		Kaia and Em ran down a hall, and they could see doors opening on either side of them as servants stumbled from their rooms to try to see what was happening. Most of them were bleary eyed and in their night things, looking on as though they couldn’t quite make sense of what was happening.

		Kaia thought about darting through one of those doors, but it seemed to her that being trapped in a small bedroom with a mob at their heels would be about the worst thing that could happen.

		Instead, they kept going down the corridor, but Kaia could already see the problem with that: there was another door at the end, blocking the way. They were trapped.

		Then Em ran past her and gave the door a mighty kick with one delicate foot. Kaia heard the crack as the lock gave way, and the door swung open, exposing a larger room beyond.

		“I have always wanted to do that!” Em exclaimed as she and Kaia rushed inside.

		This room was some kind of storeroom, filled with tools and uniforms, boxes and useful materials stacked up on shelves. Kaia wasn’t looking at any of those, however, because her eyes were on the servant standing in the middle of it all.

		She had a moment to recognize him as the one the inspector had instructed to stand by the door to the Contessa’s room, and then she saw the body lying on the floor of the storeroom: the Contessa’s body. She lay there with her arms folded, neatly arranged, looking as if she were only sleeping, and not dead.

		All of that was bad enough, but then the creeping feeling of wrongness hit Kaia, close and almost overwhelming. She looked into the servant’s eyes and saw the shadow lurking there within. She could feel its malevolence and its hatred.

		“Em, watch out!” Kaia yelled, trying to warn her sister even though Em would probably be able to sense the shadow too.

		For a moment or two, the three of them could only stare at one another, with the shadow in the servant’s body looking first at Kaia, then at Em, as if it couldn’t work out which of them it wanted to hurt more.

		Then it seemed to make up its mind, and the servant leapt straight at Kaia.

		

	
		CHAPTER TWENTY SIX

		

		The servant came straight at Kaia, and it was all that she could do to twist out of the way of that first rush. She stumbled into one of the shelves as the servant grabbed for her, and it gave way under her weight, tumbling back with a crash.

		The servant lunged for Kaia again. She managed to get out of the way of his grab, but he struck out at her, sending her staggering into another shelf. This time, Kaia couldn’t keep her feet, and she fell with the servant looming over her.

		“Oh no you don’t!” Em said, striking at him with a heavy iron tool that looked as if it might be for pressing linen.

		The servant cried out as the blow struck him, but then he turned towards Em, striking out and knocking the tool from her grip. His hands reached out to fasten around her throat then, lifting her clean off the floor as he pressed her against one of the shelves to strangle her.

		Kaia forced herself to her feet and grabbed a weapon of her own, this one a wooden mallet. Kaia swung it at the servant’s arm, not wanting to risk a blow to the man’s head. She didn’t want to kill a man when he had no say in what he was doing, but she had to do something to break his grip on Em’s throat.

		The blow from the mallet was enough to make him let go, but that only meant that he turned towards Kaia again with murder in his eyes.

		“I will kill you both, Shadowseers,” he snarled. “You will not have the relic!”

		He lunged at Kaia, and she dodged back behind a basket full of servants’ uniforms. She flung them at him, and they tangled over his face, buying her a second or two. She circled back to join Em, but it was obvious that the shadow possessing the servant wasn’t done with them.

		Together, they dodged, using the shelves for cover. The servant came after them, throwing things aside as he tried to get to them. Kaia darted left, turned to go the other way, and realized too late that she’d backed herself into a corner with Em beside her.

		The servant advanced on them slowly.

		That was when the door to the storeroom broke open, revealing Duke Immel and the rest of his mob of guests. Kaia saw the brief look of triumph on his face, then saw him look down at where the Contessa’s body still lay on the floor.

		“The servant is possessed by a shadow!” Kaia called out, but she wasn’t sure if anyone heard her over the chaos of the mob.

		Still, when they surged forward, it was towards the servant, not towards Kaia.

		He fought, lashing out at one psychic and knocking him from his feet. There were too many guests, though, and quickly, they got hold of his arms and legs, holding onto him and pinning him down so that there was no way to move.

		Kaia stepped forward, holding out her hand to Em. This time as they touched, the power came surging, flowing out towards the servant. In that moment, Kaia could tell those with genuine talents for the occult from those who merely dabbled on the edges of it, because they were the ones to flinch back from the power as it burned into the servant. To her surprise, she saw that Duke Immel was one of them.

		The power flowed into the servant, and it left no room for the shadow, which poured out of him like smoke, flowing out into the shadows of the storeroom, fleeing ahead of the intensity of the energy that had flowed into him. Kaia found herself wishing again that she could do more, that she could somehow trap the shadows as they emerged, otherwise they would simply keep jumping from person to person, never giving any of them any peace.

		For now, though, they’d done enough to save themselves. Kaia watched the servant slump in the grip of those who held him. The shadow was gone.

		That didn’t seem to satisfy Duke Immel, though.

		“We have found this man standing over Ginevra’s body! We have her killer! Bring him!”

		

		*

		

		They returned to the dining room, where Kaia found the inspector, Olivia, and Lucia hemmed in by Duke Immel’s people.

		“Leave them!” the duke ordered. “We have the real killer right here.”

		The best that Kaia could say for him as he started to tie the servant to a chair was that at least his attempt to accuse her seemed to have been genuine. She’d assumed that he’d been doing it to strike out at her and Em in retaliation for them not giving him what he wanted. Now that he thought that the servant was the killer, though, all the duke’s attention seemed to be focused on him instead.

		“You don’t know that he’s the killer,” Kaia insisted, as they continued to bind the servant in place. “He was possessed by a shadow. You saw. I know you did.”

		“Someone will pay for Ginevra’s death,” Duke Immel insisted. “And shadows are not corporeal enough to take revenge on. Besides, how do we know that he did not kill Ginevra first, and only then become infected by one of their kind?”

		“I did not do this thing!” the servant insisted. “I have not killed anyone.”

		He pulled at his bonds, but Kaia could see that they were already tight.

		“And we are supposed to take his word for it?” Duke Immel said. He turned to the psychics there. “Divine his guilt or otherwise.”

		“That’s how you want to proceed, after all of this?” Pinsley said, coming over to join them. “Your so-called psychics have already falsely accused Kaia.”

		“Keep out of this, Mr. Inspector,” the duke said. “You have already interfered too much.”

		Kaia saw the inspector stand his ground in spite of the warning.

		“And I will continue to do so while you continue to perpetrate injustices,” he said. “Do you have evidence that this man is the killer?”

		“Besides finding him with Ginevra’s body?” the duke countered. Duke Immel turned to the servant. “No, we will deal with this wretch!”

		“The shadow could have made him take the body,” Em pointed out. “He doesn’t have to be the killer.”

		“Then we will make sure,” Duke Immel said. He took out a nasty looking knife. “I’m sure he will soon talk.”

		“I will not permit that,” the inspector said. “What kind of a man uses torture to get the answers he wants?”

		“A man interested in justice!” the duke replied.

		Kaia saw the inspector shake his head, in spite of the knife being waved in front of him.

		“This is not justice, and you have no authority here, Duke Immel. This is Bavaria, not Prussia. Herr Bismark’s methods do not hold sway here. If you want to condemn this man, present evidence to King Maximillian’s courts.”

		For a moment, Kaia thought she saw the duke’s face redden with anger. Then the duke threw up his hands.

		“Very well, we will do this the English way. We will get witnesses. I tell you, in Prussia, this man would have been hanged by now. Somebody fetch other servants.”

		It didn’t take long, because after the commotion, several of the other servants were standing waiting outside the dining room.

		Kaia watched as Duke Immel pointed at one of them at random, a young man. “You, do you know this man?”

		“Yes, my lord. That’s Tomaz.”

		“And would he have any reason to hate Contessa Ginevra?” the duke snapped. “Quickly now.”

		“Well…”

		“If you lie, you will join him!” the duke warned.

		Kaia wondered how anyone was meant to tell the truth with the intimidating form of the duke in front of them.

		She saw the witness the duke had called forward swallow.

		“Well, he was always saying how it’s wrong that we have to work away while the aristos have easy lives,” the man said. “Said once it was a pity that everywhere didn’t have a revolution like the French.”

		“Is that enough evidence for you, Mr. Inspector?” the duke asked. “No? Then we will find more witnesses.”

		As he waved another forward, Kaia saw the inspector wave her and the others over to the side of the room. Kaia went, and the inspector lowered his voice.

		“I fear that there is nothing we can say that will stop this travesty,” he murmured. “This man’s only hope is if we find answers.”

		Kaia nodded, and she could see the determination on Em’s face. Olivia’s face looked set, too, but it seemed to be for a different reason.

		“First, Father, I will have the answers you promised me.”

		“Olivia, this isn’t-”

		“-the time, I know,” Olivia said. “But in the last few hours, I have seen things that seemed impossible before. I have helped you to hold off a mob sent forth on the word of mediums, and it seems that everyone else here discusses shadows and ungodly things as casually as asking for an extra kipper at breakfast. I need to know, or I swear that as soon as this storm passes, I am returning to Paris.”

		To Kaia, she seemed serious. “You should tell her.”

		Still, the inspector hesitated. “I am not sure that I have the words to explain it without Olivia thinking that I am mad.”

		Em didn’t seem to have the same problem. “There are creatures made of shadow that hate humanity. They can do all kinds of things in their own forms, but they can’t touch anything, and they can’t cross light, so they take over people. Kaia and I are Shadowseers, people born with the power to fight those shadows, but because we were adopted, we don’t have any connections with them. Your father has come with us here because we are looking for them, and for a relic they are seeking, that can close the doorways the shadows are trying to open so that they can pour into the world from where they live. There, did I miss anything?”

		“Em!” Kaia exclaimed, hardly able to believe that her sister had just come out and said it all like that.

		“What?” Em replied. “You said she needed to know.”

		Kaia watched Olivia, seeing the flickers of emotions passing over her face. She could see the shock there, and the briefest moment of disbelief, then something Kaia hadn’t expected: a kind of relief.

		“That…” Olivia hesitated again, and Kaia felt sure that she was going to say they were making it up, but she didn’t. “That makes a surprising amount of sense.”

		“It makes sense?” the inspector said.

		Kaia saw Olivia nod.

		“It fits everything I have seen here, and, frankly, it makes what I’ve seen with you and Kaia seem far more reasonable. I thought this was all some mad jaunt, but it sounds as though you’re saving the world.”

		“That… are you sure you’re all right with this?” Pinsley said. “Even when I saw all this, I could not believe it for some time.”

		“I believe my father once told me that one should look at the evidence and follow it,” Olivia pointed out. “In this case, as strange as it all is, the evidence I have seen is best explained by these shadows.”

		“You’re not confused by it all?” Kaia said. “Or scared, or think the whole thing is mad?”

		Olivia shook her head. “If anything, I feel more stable now than I have since I arrived in this place. I know what is going on now. The worst thing in a place like this is not to know.”

		Kaia could only agree with that, and realized that for days, they’d kept Olivia ignorant when it was now obvious that she would have much preferred to know.

		“I’m sorry,” she said. “We should have told you sooner.”

		“You should,” Olivia agreed, but she was looking at her father while she said it. “The only question now is what we do next. If this man was truly possessed by one of these shadows, then it wanted to achieve something by doing so. What?”

		Kaia was astonished by how quickly Olivia had gone from being unnerved by the castle to wanting to be a part of all this. More than that, it felt as though she’d asked an important question.

		What did the shadow actually want? The obvious answer was the clue to the relic, to try to get to it before the Shadowseers. Why had it stolen Contessa Ginevra’s body, though?

		Because it thought the clue would be there. If they could find that, they could lure the shadow out. They could end this.

		“What did the Contessa write in her letter about the clue?” Kaia said.

		“That it would be close to her heart,” the inspector supplied. “Why? What are you thinking?”

		Close to her heart, close to her heart. That could mean on her body, or just close to her in general, but a memory flickered in Kaia at those words, a memory of a very different sort of heart.

		“I think I know where to find the clue,” she said. “Come on.”

		She hurried from the room, heading for the Contessa’s quarters as rapidly as she could.

		

	
		CHAPTER TWENTY SEVEN

		

		Kaia led the way up to the Contessa’s room, looking around rapidly through the chaos.

		“If there were anything here, wouldn’t it have been found?” Olivia said.

		Kaia shook her head. “Not if they didn’t know exactly what they were looking for. And not if the Contessa hid it before her death. We need to search.”

		She moved among the furniture, checking through a wardrobe, working her way through the pockets of each piece of clothing.

		“What exactly are we looking for, Kaia?” Pinsley said.

		“The Contessa wore a small, heart-shaped locket,” Kaia said. “It was golden with a sapphire set at its center.”

		“And the Contessa said the answer was close to her heart,” Em said, obviously getting it.

		The four of them started to search the room, going through the chaos that whoever had been searching it before had left. That chaos made it harder to find anything, because if things had still been where the Contessa had left them, they might have been able to search more systematically.

		As it was, all Kaia could do was go from overturned piece of furniture to overturned piece of furniture, looking through the mess, searching for any glimmer of gold. The others were doing the same, but it didn’t seem like they were getting anywhere either.

		“Is it possible that someone else already has it?” Olivia asked.

		Her father was already shaking his head. “That doesn’t fit.”

		“Because the shadows are still here, still looking,” Em said, obviously getting it. “They want the relic, or at least to make sure that we can’t have it. If they got the location of the relic, there wouldn’t be a reason to stay.”

		Kaia realized that her sister had a point. The storm wasn’t a barrier to the shadow, the way it was for them. It didn’t have to worry about slipping off the bridge. So if it was still there, it was because it still wanted something. The relic was the most obvious thing for it to want.

		Which meant that it was here somewhere. The Contessa hadn’t had enough time to put it anywhere else.

		Put it somewhere. Why did Kaia think that Contessa Ginevra had put it somewhere, and not just dropped it?

		“I think she must have hidden it deliberately,” Kaia said. “Otherwise it would have been on her body. But she wouldn’t have had much time to hide it once she knew that she was in danger.”

		“If she didn’t know until the last minute, then it would be somewhere near the spot where she died,” Em said.

		Both she and Kaia moved towards the bloodstained area in the corner nearest the bed. She checked the floor around where she had died and felt something give under her fingers. Working carefully, Kaia pried up a loose floorboard. There, tucked into a space beneath, Kaia saw a glimmer of metal.

		“There!” she said, reaching out and pulling it from its hiding place.

		It was as small and delicate as Kaia remembered, at odds with the dark flamboyance of the Contessa. She took it over to the others and opened it. There, in the place that might normally have held a lock of hair or a picture, was a folded piece of paper, so delicate that Kaia was worried that she might accidentally tear it as she unfolded it.

		She set it out on a table, so that the others could crowd around by lamplight and see it. The paper was so thin as to be almost translucent. On it was what seemed to be a plan of a building as seen from above, with an arrow there pointing to a chamber, with words in a neat hand saying to unlock the hidden door, make a cross of the tiles.

		Kaia stared at that plan, feeling the excitement of having found what people had been searching for, and what it seemed someone had killed for. They had the location of the relic.

		A corner of the paper had a drawing of the building from the outside, rendered in ink, and Kaia realized that she’d seen that building.

		“It’s the cathedral in Munich,” she exclaimed, taking in the twin domed towers and the statue set between them. She stared at the whole thing, trying to make sure that she would remember it even if something happened to the piece of paper. When she was done, she tucked the paper away, and then set the locket around her own neck.

		“We have this, and the shadows don’t,” Olivia said. It was still strange to hear her talking about them in such a straightforward way. Strange that she had adapted to the idea so quickly compared to her father. “They will want it.”

		“And maybe we can use that to draw them in,” the inspector said. “But for now, I think we have reached a point where we require the baron’s help once more. We cannot have this mob under the duke’s direction dictating the course of events.”

		“I’ll go fetch him,” she said. “You should go down and try to stop the duke from just executing that servant.”

		“I’ll go with you,” Em said.

		“No, it’s all right,” Kaia replied. “They might need you to be able to argue with the psychics.”

		You know, since you can do all of this far better than them.

		Em smiled at that in obvious pride. All right, she sent back, but be quick, or I’ll come find you.

		The others started to head downstairs, and Kaia lagged behind. She was going to fetch the baron, but first, there was another place she wanted to go. She moved four doors further down the corridor, to the one next to hers, and knocked.

		Raoul answered after only a few seconds, with the prince looking as gorgeous as ever, even though he’d obviously been asleep until a few moments ago.

		“Kaia?” he said. “I was not expecting you to call on me in the night. Not that it’s unwelcome. You should come in.”

		Kaia was all too aware of how the inspector would react if he heard that she’d gone into a young man’s room in the dead of night.

		“It’s better if I don’t,” Kaia said.

		“Better, or just what you think you should do?” Raoul teased. “All right, Kaia. Even talking to you at my door is enough. But since you didn’t come here to come into my room, you must have come here for something else.”

		“Before, you wanted to help,” Kaia said. “And I know how scared you were by the shadows.”

		“I don’t think I should admit to being scared in front of a beautiful young woman,” Raoul said.

		Kaia could feel herself starting to blush at “beautiful”. The idea that someone like Raoul could think that about her seemed impossible.

		“Scared or not, I wanted to let you know what was happening,” Kaia said. “I wanted to set your mind at rest, and… well, I think you deserve to know.”

		After all, he’d been as caught up in all of this as anyone else. He’d almost been hurt in attacks by the shadows twice now. Kaia knew the inspector wanted to keep all of this between the four of them, but she suspected that at least a part of that was simply because he didn’t like Raoul. Kaia did. A lot.

		Besides, she’d seen with Olivia that the inspector wasn’t necessarily the best judge of when to tell people things. As far as Kaia could see, having Raoul’s help would only be a good thing. For one thing, he had the kind of rank that might let him stand up to the duke downstairs. He could do far more if he knew what was going on than if he was sitting here in his room.

		“What do I deserve to know, Kaia?” Raoul asked. “Something that was in that letter, the inspector sent me away rather than read out in front of me?”

		Kaia nodded.

		“You’ve seen the shadows, you know how dangerous they are,” Kaia said. “I told you before that I’m someone who can fight them: a Shadowseer. Well, other Shadowseers are looking for a relic that can help with the fight against the shadows. The same relic that several people in this house want.”

		“There are people here who will take any occult object they can get,” Raoul pointed out.

		“This one is special,” Kaia said. “It has the potential to shut off the shadows’ ways into the world. The Contessa had a clue to where it might be, and we think that is why she was killed.”

		“So that clue died with her?” Raoul asked. “You won’t be able to find the relic you need?”

		Kaia smiled at the concern in Raoul’s tone. “That’s just it. We found the clue. We know where to find the relic. Me, my sister, the inspector, and Olivia just searched the Contessa’s room, and we found it.”

		“That’s… that’s wonderful, Kaia,” Raoul said. “I suppose anyone else here would start grilling you now on exactly where the relic is.”

		“Like you said, they are all here to get their hands on occult objects,” Kaia said. “The duke in particular creeps me out. If he didn’t have an alibi, I’d swear he had something to do with the Contessa’s death, shadows or not. Even now, he’s trying to accuse a servant who was controlled by the shadows. That’s part of why I came here.”

		“To see if I could help save this servant?” Raoul said.

		“I’m going to go fetch the baron,” Kaia said, “but I thought, being a prince, you might have enough authority to at least delay any attempt they make at an execution.”

		Raoul nodded, obviously understanding. “I shall use the full weight of Catalonia to protect this servant until the baron arrives,” he promised. “I will tell the duke that if he harms anyone outside of the process of law, then Chancellor Bismark will be very angry with him for ruining Catalonia’s diplomatic relations with Prussia. Not that the threat will hold him long. I don’t think Prussia cares much about my country.”

		“You’d do all that to save one man?” Kaia said, barely able to believe it.

		“I’d do all that because you asked,” Raoul said. He put a hand up to Kaia’s cheek. “You are a most remarkable girl, Kaia.”

		Kaia found herself leaning into the heat of his hand then, not willing to let go of the contact between them. She found herself getting lost in the deep darkness of Raoul’s eyes, drifting closer to him almost without meaning to.

		He kissed her then, and for a moment it took Kaia by surprise, because she’d never had anyone do that before. His lips pressed into hers, gently at first, and then more firmly. Kaia kissed him back, not knowing whether she was doing it right or not, but not caring. She lingered against his lips for several seconds, and by the time she pulled back, her heart was pounding with the excitement of it.

		“That was…” she didn’t have the words.

		“Good?” Raoul asked. “If you don’t know, perhaps I could kiss you again, so you have something to compare it with?”

		Kaia wanted to say yes so badly right then. She wanted nothing more than to spend the rest of the night just standing there, looking into Raoul’s eyes and kissing him.

		“I can’t,” she said. “I want to. I really want to, but I can’t. I have to go fetch the baron.”

		“Then perhaps later, once you have,” Raoul suggested.

		Kaia could feel the smile spreading out across her face, impossible to hold back.

		“I… yes.”

		“For now, though, we are both cruelly snatched away by what we must do,” Raoul said. “I must go save this servant of yours, and you must find Baron Vogler. After, though.”

		After. Kaia was definitely looking forward to after. For now, though, there wasn’t any more time. She had to get the baron and bring some order to all of this. She started to hurry towards the tower, thinking of Raoul all the way.

		

	
		CHAPTER TWENTY EIGHT

		

		Now that they had a way to draw in the shadows, Pinsley wanted to concentrate on the other aspect of this: just who had killed the Contessa? Had it been the shadow, wearing the body of the servant the duke and his cronies were questioning in the dining hall, or had it been someone else?

		Whatever otherworldly things were happening, he was still an inspector, and he was determined to find an answer.

		“We need to find a servant who hasn’t been dragged into the duke’s little kangaroo court,” Pinsley said to Olivia and Em. “We need to find out if the man actually could have committed this murder.”

		They started to walk the castle, staying away from the dining room because another confrontation with Duke Immel would achieve nothing other than to risk incensing him to the point where he simply killed the servant out of hand. Pinsley didn’t know if the man was typical of the Prussian aristocracy, but his approach seemed to be to damn the law and anyone else who got in the way of what he wanted. Only his anger and his alibi stopped Pinsley from considering him a suspect in the Contessa’s death, even now.

		He saw a servant, a young woman moving between the fire grates of the house to clean them. Pinsley stepped into her path, and she looked up with a start.

		“I’m sorry, sir,” she said in German. “I’m a little nervous after the lady’s death, and all the trouble.”

		“You’re still about your duties even with everything that has gone on?” Pinsley said.

		He saw the servant nod.

		“The cook always says that no matter how strange things are in the castle, the table still needs to be laid and the beds made. It’s just how things are here.”

		“Everyone is used to all the oddness, then?” Olivia said. “It seems it takes some getting used to.”

		The servant nodded. “Those who cannot stomach such things do not stay long.”

		“And did Tomaz have the stomach for such things?” Pinsley asked. “Was he involved in them?”

		The servant shook her head. “Some of the other servants come here because they have an interest in such things, but not him.”

		“And do you happen to know where he was around dinner time?” Pinsley asked. If he could pin down the servant’s movements, it would make it simpler to establish if he might have actually been the killer.

		“He was working to bring things from the pantry,” the servant said. “I know. I saw him coming and going.”

		“How long was he gone for?” Em asked, obviously seeing the importance. If Tomaz disappeared for five or ten minutes around the time the Contessa was killed, then it actually might be possible that he was the killer.

		“Never more than a minute or so at a time,” the servant said. She glanced back in the direction of the dining room. “The others know all this, but they’re too scared to say anything. The main reason I’m out here tending the fires is because I don’t want to be caught up in all of it.”

		Pinsley could understand that, but even so, he knew he had to persuade her otherwise.

		“I think that you might have to be,” he said. “The duke may well condemn Tomaz if it is not made clear to him that there is no way he could have killed Contessa Ginevra.”

		“I don’t want him to be hurt,” the servant said.

		“Then you should go to the dining room,” Pinsley replied. “And tell them what you told us.”

		The servant nodded, but then looked over at him expectantly. “You aren’t coming?”

		It was Pinsley’s turn to shake his head, though. “We still need to work out who actually did this.”

		That was the problem that remained, even as the servant walked away towards the dining room.

		“Do you think she will be able to convince them?” Olivia asked.

		“I do not know, but I believe it is Tomaz’s best hope,” Pinsley replied. “The question now is who else it could be. I’m missing something about all this, but what?”

		“Well,” Em said. “For one thing, you’re missing your revolver. Duke Immel wouldn’t be such a problem if you still had that.”

		“That wasn’t quite what I meant,” Pinsley said, “even if I agree with the sentiment, but…”

		“But what, Father?” Olivia asked.

		“Actually, Emmeline, you have a point,” he said. “My revolver is missing. Tomaz did not have it. Nor did the baron. Why not?”

		He saw his daughter cock her head to the side as she thought. It was a gesture that reminded Pinsley painfully of her mother.

		“Presumably someone else has it,” she said. “Someone who was able to take it in the brief time the baron was out of sight.”

		“Someone who might be our real killer,” Pinsley said.

		“But the shadow could have chosen anyone for that,” Em pointed out.

		“Or it could be anyone interested in this relic of the Shadowseers,” Olivia said. “This is a castle full of people interested in the occult, after all.”

		That was true. Everyone here seemed to know more about the occult than most, and Pinsley imagined that any of them might have jumped at the chance for an item of real power. They were all here for the baron’s auction, after all.

		All except one person.

		Pinsley found himself thinking back over the last few hours, putting pieces together as he went. He thought back to when they’d found the Contessa’s servant, and who had been there. He thought back to the moment when they’d found the baron.

		He also found himself thinking about the likelihood of one person, out of all the baron’s guests, knowing nothing about the uncanny. Everyone else here, even Pinsley, Olivia and the twins, was there because of the chance of finding something with power. Yet one person had claimed not to be there for that.

		One person who was lying when he claimed to know nothing about Shadowseers or shadows.

		In that moment, Pinsley was sure that he knew who the killer was, and what they had been doing. If he was right, though…

		“Kaia is in terrible danger,” Pinsley said, already starting to run towards the baron’s tower. “We have to get to her, now.”

		

		*

		

		Kaia was exhausted as she made her way up through the castle, trying to find her way to the highest tower there. She’d been awake all night now, and it was getting close to the morning. She took a moment to look for it out of one of the windows, and a flash of lightning backlit it, making it stand out in silhouette. It was a craggy spire of grey stone, whose pointed roof had a large window set into it, presumably so that the baron could look out at the stars.

		Having found her bearings, Kaia kept going, working her way through the galleries of oddities from around the world. By this point, she was actually starting to get used to their presence, so that even the looming form of a stuffed black bear, painted with symbols that seemed to promise dark power, didn’t disturb Kaia.

		She found a set of stairs heading up, and took them, since it appeared that she’d found the tower. The stairs wound around and around in a spiral, and at each floor Kaia came to, there was an iron bound oak door, with a large iron lock. The baron had said that he was going to the highest room, which he used for his observations of the stars, so Kaia ignored those doors and kept heading upwards.

		Finally, she reached the top, where another door sat, identical to the ones before. Kaia knocked on it, hoping that the baron was actually in there. What was to stop a shadow coming up here and taking control of him and making him go somewhere else in the castle?

		No, Kaia had to trust that it wouldn’t. The shadow had already been in him, searching for the knowledge of the relic. There was no reason for it to return to the baron, not when he couldn’t give it anything.

		“Who’s there?” Baron Vogler called out.

		“It’s me, Kaia,” Kaia called back. “The inspector sent me.”

		A second or two later, she heard the sound of a key being turned in the lock, and the door opened, revealing Baron Vogler. He stood in a large, circular room with a camp bed in one corner and a series of brass telescopes pointed at a window set into almost the whole of one wall, along with a variety of other instruments that looked as if they might have been for making measurements. Kaia saw charts set out around the room that seemed to be trying to map the stars.

		“I was not expecting you so soon,” the baron said, as he waved Kaia inside. “Has the inspector concluded his investigation already?”

		“We’re getting closer,” Kaia said. She thought about how much to tell the baron, because he would probably want the relic just as much as anyone else there. “We found the clue the Contessa left to the location of the relic. We think the shadow is looking for that, so we might be able to set a trap for it.”

		“That is… a good plan,” the baron said. “Do you have the means to capture the shadow once you lure it in, though?”

		That was the problem. Kaia and Em could drive a shadow off, but Kaia still didn’t know how they were meant to trap one. Maybe it wasn’t something that their powers could do.

		“We have to try,” Kaia said. “Maybe with enough lamps, we can do it.”

		The baron looked out through the window of his tower. “It is possible. There is also the matter of the murder. It has been a long night. The storm is starting to lessen. I will have to let people leave in a few hours. Does the inspector also know who the killer was? Was it simply one of those things possessing someone, or was it someone else, and the shadow is merely after the relic?”

		“That’s part of why he sent me,” Kaia said. “Duke Immel is going around accusing people, with the help of some of the psychics. We need you to stop him.”

		She saw the baron nod.

		“I can do that,” he said. “I will not have that man trying to give commands on Bavarian soil.”

		He hesitated for a moment or two, and Kaia could see him trying to weigh up everything he’d heard.

		“You really found it?” the baron said, the excitement obvious in his eyes. Even now, like this, he wanted the relic.

		“She did,” a voice said from behind her.

		Kaia turned in surprise to see Raoul entering the tower room.

		“Raoul?” she said. “What are you doing here?”

		“I know you said that you would be fine, but with all the dangers in the castle, I didn’t want you to be alone for this part,” Raoul said. “Besides, I… I wanted to be near you. I want to help you, Kaia.”

		“Then we should all get down to the dining room,” Kaia said, “and bring an end to this.”

		“Can I ask something first?” Raoul said. “Where is this relic that everyone is hunting for?”

		“I am eager to know that as well,” the baron said.

		“It’s better if you don’t know,” Kaia said. “It could put you in danger.”

		“We’re in danger just by being in the castle,” Raoul said. “I think we deserve to know. I can even help you find it. I know the inspector has some money, but I’m a prince, traveling Europe. I have the connections to get you to it, if you like. I want to help you, Kaia. Especially if it means I get to spend more time with you.”

		He held out a hand to her. Kaia smiled at that, and started to step towards him, almost out of reflex. Even as he said it, though, Kaia heard the clatter of feet on the stairs, and saw the inspector, Em, and Olivia rush into the room.

		“Don’t trust him, Kaia!” the inspector called out. “He’s the killer!”

		Kaia laughed at that. “You think Raoul is the killer?”

		“He was there when you found the Contessa’s maid. His room is right next to yours, only a few down from the Contessa’s. He was there when we found the baron. And why would there be one person here who doesn’t care anything about occult objects? It’s him.”

		Kaia looked round to Raoul, waiting for him to laugh it off with her, and to tell the inspector all the reasons it couldn’t possibly be him. Instead, he took something from his pocket.

		Kaia recognized the inspector’s revolver even as Raoul lifted it, pointing it straight at her heart.

		“I’m sorry, Kaia. Now, give me the location of the relic.”

		

	
		CHAPTER TWENTY NINE

		

		Kaia could only stare at Raoul as he kept the revolver levelled at her. He stepped back away from her, moving towards the window, where he could keep all of them in his field of fire.

		“Raoul, why?” Kaia asked.

		“I told you why when I came here,” Raoul said. “For Catalonia. I told you I’d come seeking the baron’s aid.”

		“But it wasn’t diplomatic aid you were looking for, was it?” Em said. “We all thought that you just wanted him to talk to King Maximillian and get Bavaria’s help, but you really wanted more.”

		“The situation in my country is dire,” Raoul said. “I need more than a few hollow words if I’m to take my place there. I need power. I don’t have armies; I don’t have much land under my control. What does that leave?”

		“So you came here looking for magic?” Olivia said. As well as she seemed to be adapting to all of this, that seemed to catch her by surprise.

		“I’ve always had a talent for seeing the stranger side of things,” Raoul said. “A spark. I thought that the right object would give me more.”

		“So why did you kill the Contessa?” Kaia asked.

		The inspector answered. “I believe that the young prince came here for the baron’s auction and realized that he might be outbid for most things that would actually have power, or that they wouldn’t be enough. Then the Contessa let slip about the relic, yes? You had to have it.”

		“I didn’t want to hurt her,” Raoul said. “Just like I don’t want to hurt any of you. I just need to know where the relic is. I need the power it has to save Catalonia!”

		Kaia couldn’t believe that Raoul had simply murdered the Contessa. The shock of it flooded through her, making her think of every moment they’d spent together, every glance. She thought of the moment when they’d kissed and her heart broke.

		“Was any of it real?” she asked. “Did you ever actually like me?”

		“You are wonderful, Kaia,” Raoul said. “But some things are more important than what we feel. Give me the location of the relic. I won’t ask again.”

		Kaia swallowed as the revolver stayed pointed her way. “I don’t think you’ll shoot me, Raoul.”

		“I…” Kaia could see him hesitating. She wanted to believe that the young man who’d kissed her wouldn’t want to hurt her. That he wouldn’t just shoot her in cold blood.

		“There’s a bigger war going on,” Em said. “The shadows want the world, and the only way to stop them is with the relic. What’s the point of winning your kingdom, if the shadows take it all?”

		Again, Kaia saw Raoul hesitating, and she thought maybe that between them, she and Em had gotten through to him.

		Then she felt the shadow.

		It flowed into the tower through a gap in the window, coming in from the darkness outside like a whisper of smoke. It flowed towards Raoul, billowing in a cloud.

		“Raoul, watch out!” Kaia called to him, expecting him to jump back as he had before in the face of the shadows.

		This time though, he didn’t cower. Instead, he held out his arms as he might have done if he were greeting someone, preparing to embrace them. Kaia saw him welcome the shadow he’d pretended to be so afraid of before, and it flowed into him.

		Kaia remembered the times he’d pretended to be scared of the shadows, down in the courtyard of the baron’s Munich residence, down in the cellars. Raoul hadn’t been scared of the shadows or trying to help with the hunt.

		He’d been conspiring with them.

		The shadows filled him, and his features seemed to shift subtly. It was as though the shadows that defined their edges had sharpened, lending them a more sinister look. Or maybe that was just because Kaia was seeing what he was for the first time.

		“We came to an arrangement,” Raoul said, and Kaia didn’t know if she was talking to him now or the shadow. “I wanted the power to take my kingdom, and the shadows saw the value of someone in a position of power working with them. We both saw the importance of the relic. We went to the Contessa, and when she would not give me the location, we decided that we could not risk her giving you that location.”

		“So you killed her,” Pinsley said.

		“So we killed her,” Raoul agreed. “As we will kill all of you, if you do not tell us where the relic is.”

		“I’d rather die,” Kaia assured him.

		He looked at her down the barrel of the gun. “I believe you.”

		Kaia had to swallow back her fear then, certain that Raoul was going to murder her there in front of the others. Instead, though, he did the one thing that was worse.

		He swung the gun to point at Em.

		“You have only just found your sister, though. It would be a shame to lose her, wouldn’t it?”

		“Leave her alone!” Kaia yelled at him.

		Raoul just laughed. “Such weakness. How can the Shadowseers think you are so special, when you’re nothing? Now, give me the location of the relic, or I will kill your sister in front of you. Then the inspector. Then his daughter. Then the baron.”

		“Raoul,” Kaia said. “Raoul, this isn’t you. The shadows make you think that you’re in control, but you aren’t. You have to fight this.”

		“But I don’t want to fight this,” Raoul said. “I need this. I need the power, and I need the relic. I will do anything to get that, Kaia. Now, I’m going to count to three. If you don’t tell me where the relic is by then, I will shoot your sister through the heart.”

		“Raoul,” Kaia begged, caught between her terror for her sister and her determination that she should be able to do something to persuade Raoul. “Please.”

		“One,” Raoul said, calmly, cocking back the hammer of the revolver.

		“Don’t tell him, Kaia,” Em said. “Whatever you do, don’t tell him.”

		Kaia could hear the fear there in her voice, but also the determination. Em wasn’t going to let Raoul have the location, whatever it cost her. But it wasn’t Em’s decision. Kaia couldn’t just stand there and let her sister die. She couldn’t watch Em die, no matter the stakes.

		“Two,” Raoul said, just as evenly. If he’d still been himself, maybe there would have been a chance to talk him down from this, to appeal to his conscience. With a shadow in him, though, Kaia was pretty sure that he didn’t have a conscience. No wonder he’d been able to kill the Contessa like that and then just go down to dinner like nothing had happened.

		Kaia looked over to the inspector, but he was too far away to help. They all were. There was no chance of rushing Raoul, because if Kaia did that, he would simply fire. There was nowhere to take cover, because nothing in the room was big or solid enough.

		Kaia felt the raw hopelessness of the situation then. She had to give Raoul what he wanted. She had to. Raw fear for her sister wouldn’t allow for any other option.

		Her power felt that fear and came rushing up.

		“Three,” Raoul said.

		Kaia opened her mouth, and this time it wasn’t a scream that came rushing out, but a pure note, high and loud enough that it still shattered the glass of the window behind Raoul. Kaia felt the power flooding out from her, but also saw it, in pure white light that seemed to fill the space between them. The power poured into Raoul, starting to force the shadow out.

		It fled from Raoul, out through his mouth, his nose, his eyes. It rose up over them, and started to twist like a snake, obviously looking for a way out of the tower. Yet unlike before, where shadows had always been able to flee in the face of Kaia and Em’s powers, now, it was wrapped around in the light of it, unable to flee.

		The power started to shred it apart like the sun dissolving wisps of morning mist. It roiled and fought in the middle of Kaia’s power, but it couldn’t get away. It gave an inhuman shriek that formed a dissonant note against the purity of the sound that came from her own throat, but that made no difference. It boiled away in the face of Kaia’s power until, in seconds, there was nothing left of it.

		How did you do that? Em asked. It was like what we’ve done before, but… more.

		I don’t know, Kaia replied. It just happened.

		Kaia fell to her knees in exhaustion, and even as she did it, she saw Raoul standing there, obviously trying to calculate his best way out of this. He leapt for Em, trying to grab her as if he might take her hostage.

		The inspector was there then, grabbing for the prince, wrestling with him over control of the gun. Kaia heard it go off, and saw the inspector wince, blood appearing on his arm as he lost his grip on the revolver.

		To Kaia’s shock, Olivia was there then, grabbing the revolver where her father had left off, wrenching it this way and that. Pinsley struck the prince with his good arm, and that was enough that Raoul lost his grip on the revolver.

		Olivia kept it levelled at him.

		“What are you going to do?” Raoul asked. “Shoot a prince in cold blood? There would be nowhere you could hide from my family if you did something like that.”

		“Perhaps,” Baron Vogler said. “We will simply bring you before King Maximillian and let his justice decide for you.”

		“And tell him what?” Raoul said. “That a magical shadow made me kill the Contessa? That I stabbed her over a relic that will save the world? Even if he believed you, it would be the excuse he needed to come in with the church and investigate your… interests.”

		Raoul was talking as though he expected to just walk away from all of this. Kaia could barely believe it. This was nothing like the boy she’d fallen a little in love with. He’d used her, pure and simple, to get what he wanted.

		She couldn’t believe that he could be so cruel, or so self-serving. All of this, just so that he could take the throne.

		“You will not be permitted to get away with this,” the inspector said, with one hand clamped to his arm to stop the flow of blood where the bullet had grazed him.

		Raoul looked as though he was enjoying it now.

		“And how will you bring me to justice, Inspector?” he asked. “You have no authority here. If you touch me and it gets out, you’ll be the ones who are hunted. So I’m going to walk out of here. Then I’m going to find another shadow. I’m sure there will be plenty who will give me what I want in exchange for what I know about you. You won’t stop me unless you kill me, and you’re all too nice for that.”

		Kaia knew he was right. Even if they imprisoned him somewhere, a shadow would come to him, and he’d escape. The only way to stop him was to kill him, and even now, Kaia couldn’t bear the thought of it. She couldn’t do it. It would be wrong, even without what she felt for him.

		“You’re right,” Em said, stepping towards the prince. “Everyone here is good. They’re nice. Kaia is the best person you’ve ever met.” She put a poking finger in Raoul’s chest, making him take a step back. “The best, and you used her, you threatened her. You tried to kill me, and even now, I can see the sympathy for you on her face.”

		Raoul gave ground under the jabbing finger, back, perilously close to the edge of the tower’s broken window.

		“Should I be sorry?” Raoul said.

		“No,” Em said. “You should just remember one thing.”

		“What’s that?”

		“I’m not my sister,” Em said. “And I am not always nice.”

		She shoved Raoul then, hard, sending him teetering on the edge of the tower. His arms pinwheeled for a moment, and then he toppled backwards, vanishing from sight as he fell towards the raging torrent below.

		

	
		CHAPTER THIRTY

		

		Pinsley watched as the morning sun started to cut through the clouds. After the night they’d all just had, he was still tired, but he also didn’t want to waste any more time. The storm was passing, and soon, it would be possible to traverse the bridge out of the castle. He packed his belongings and went down to breakfast, knowing that there was still a lot to do before they left.

		The baron was there, with his guests gathered around him for breakfast. The servants were already bringing out bread and cold sausage, coffee and pastries. Mostly, the guests didn’t touch them. Pinsley could see Kaia and Em sitting there together, having a whispered conversation among themselves. Olivia was there too, keeping an eye on the twins, and Pinsley started to go over to them.

		“Ah, Inspector,” Baron Vogler said. “We have been waiting for you. I have promised my guests a conclusion to this affair and was hoping that you could oblige me.”

		“You want me to explain what happened?” Pinsley said.

		“If you please,” the baron said. “And remember that these are people who know what is in the world. I cede the floor to you, Inspector.”

		He stepped back, letting Pinsley take the attention of the room. He could see Duke Immel looking at him with an angry expression. Clearly, the baron had told him to stop harassing his servants.

		“Prince Raoul killed Contessa Ginevra,” Pinsley said. “He was actively colluding with a shadow, but the shadow was not what forced him to do any of this. He sought power, at any price. He tried to force the Contessa to give him the location of a relic of great power.”

		Looking around the table, Pinsley could see the interest there at the mention of the relic. Everyone there seemed to be waiting for any clue as to the whereabouts of the relic.

		Pinsley knew what he had to do, if he was going to keep himself, his daughter, and the twins safe.

		“The problem was that she couldn’t give him that location, because, contrary to what everyone here may believe, she didn’t have it,” Pinsley said. “What the Contessa actually had was a warning about the dangers of the shadows here. She tried to tell Kaia, and she found herself killed because Prince Raoul thought she had more than that.”

		It was a lie, but Pinsley hoped that it was one that the people there would accept. It didn’t sit well with him, having to lie about the truth of an investigation. Ultimately though, his duty was to make sure that no one else got hurt over this.

		“And where is the prince?” Duke Immel demanded. “Has he fled? Used his position to escape justice?”

		Baron Vogler answered this one.

		“Believing that I had a clue to the location of the relic, the prince attempted to interrogate and kill me. In the ensuing struggle, he fell from the top of my tower. He has received his justice.”

		The authority in the baron’s tone was enough that Duke Immel fell silent.

		Pinsley could sense the disappointment from the guests in the room. Clearly, they’d been hoping for some kind of way to get at the relic, or at least for the chance for very public revenge. They hadn’t had either of those things today.

		Perhaps the baron sensed that.

		“Inspector, thank you for your efforts,” he said. “Perhaps you and the young ladies would like to wait for me in my study? I still owe my other guests an auction of unusual items. I will speak with you afterwards.”

		Pinsley nodded, gesturing to Olivia and the twins. They came over to him as the baron took out a ledger, reading from it.

		“Now, ladies and gentlemen, our first lot is a dagger that purports to have been possessed by Genghis Khan, and which has effects on the bearer including…”

		Pinsley, Olivia, Kaia, and Em went through to the library, then to the space where his study sat. Rather than waiting in the uncomfortable surroundings of the study, they waited for the baron in the library. Kaia and Em weren’t even whispering now, just staring at one another, but Pinsley was starting to get the impression that they might be finding a way to communicate anyway. After all, Em had known when Kaia had been in danger earlier.

		Pinsley wasn’t entirely comfortable about what Em had done. She had killed the prince in cold blood. Yes, it had been with the thought that her sister was in danger, but she had still pushed him from the tower far too easily. He wondered how much more there was to the girl than met the eye.

		Olivia stayed near him. She looked tired now, and Pinsley guessed that she might not have been able to get much sleep after everything that had happened.

		“How are you feeling this morning?” Pinsley asked his daughter.

		“All of this is very strange,” Olivia said. “So much has happened in one night, and the world is not at all what I thought it was. I imagine it is worse for you, though, Father.”

		“It was, when I first learned about the other side of things,” Pinsley said. “There is a whole side to the world that seems to defy reason. It is part of why I did not want to tell you about it.”

		“You didn’t need to be afraid about my reaction,” Olivia said. “You are my father. I would have accepted you no matter what.”

		Pinsley thought of the ease with which Olivia had accepted it last night, and Em’s blunt explanation of the way the world worked.

		“I thought that if I could keep you from knowing about it, I could keep it from touching you,” Pinsley said.

		“Of course all this is going to touch me,” Olivia said. “I’m going with you wherever you and the twins go next. I’m going to help you with all of this.”

		Pinsley had some misgivings about that. He didn’t want his daughter hurt.

		“It could be dangerous,” he pointed out.

		“I’m not the one who got shot,” Olivia replied, taking his arm. Pinsley winced at the contact. “How bad is it?”

		“Just a graze,” Pinsley said. There was some pain from his arm, but so long as he remembered to clean the wound with alcohol every so often, he doubted that there would be any lasting damage from it. “I was very worried when I saw you wrestling for the gun.”

		“And I wasn’t when you did?” Olivia replied. “If it is safe enough for you to try, then it is safe enough for me, Father. I am with you, whatever happens next. I want to know about all this.”

		Pinsley still couldn’t feel entirely comfortable about that, given the threat that the shadows posed. At the same time, he couldn’t help feeling proud of his daughter’s inquisitive mind.

		“I am a little worried about Em,” Olivia said, with a glance over to where she and Kaia were still staring at one another.

		“She seems normal enough today,” Pinsley replied, not understanding.

		“That’s my point,” Olivia said. “She killed someone earlier. She stepped forward and pushed Raoul off a tower. That should affect her more, shouldn’t it?”

		Pinsley had to admit that his daughter had a point. The ease with which Em had killed the prince was unsettling, to say the least. It was something he couldn’t imagine Kaia doing, no matter what kind of threats someone made. Yet Em had done it and didn’t seem to have any ill effects from having done so. It was a little worrying.

		At the same time, though, Pinsley understood that people reacted in very different ways to violence. Back in the Crimean conflict, he’d seen large, strong men who wept at the violence of it all, and others who treated it almost as just another job to do, no worse than having to dig latrines or march over muddy ground. It didn’t make them worse people, but even so, Pinsley felt as though he should keep an eye on Emmeline.

		“It is probably best if you continue to watch her,” Pinsley said. “It may be that the impact of what she has done simply hasn’t sunk in yet.”

		“Maybe,” Olivia said, sounding doubtful.

		Pinsley found himself watching the twins and had to take down a book on anatomy in order to cover the fact that he was staring. They fit together now as if they had known one another forever, rather than for a little under a week. There was something quite remarkable about the way they seemed to know one another, although in terms of the other things they could do, it was probably one of the less remarkable things about them. Pinsley found himself hoping that Emmeline wouldn’t do anything to break her sister’s heart. He sat there watching, occasionally reading some of Herr Merkel’s thoughts on histopathology. Olivia found a book of her own, a copy of Goethe’s Faust. It seemed appropriate enough, given everything that had happened.

		Soon enough, the baron arrived, looking quite pleased with himself.

		“Your auction went well then, Baron Vogler?” Olivia said.

		“Quite well, my dear. Now that it is clear that the most valuable item is not, shall we say, on the table, my guests have stopped holding back funds ready to purchase it. Duke Immel, in particular, paid for a number of other items.”

		“After all that happened, they still want to dabble in the occult?” Pinsley said, scarcely able to believe it.

		He saw the baron shrug. “There are two reactions to finding out that there is more to the world than expected, Inspector. One can push it away and seek to know no more, or one can seek to understand it, because there is more safety in knowledge. Will you willingly choose ignorance now that you know that the shadows are real?”

		That was a big question. Pinsley wanted the world to be a place of logic and reason. He wanted it to function in ways that were understandable, yet it seemed that it did not. Knowing that, didn’t he want to know more?

		“Forget that for now,” the baron said. He took out a pocketbook. “This is a banker’s draught, drawable at any bank in Bavaria, and likely to be honored elsewhere. I think you will find the sum acceptable.”

		The sum on it was more than acceptable. It was considerable. More money than Pinsley earned in a year back in London.

		“Why so much?” Pinsley asked.

		“Afraid that I am trying to gain some kind of leverage over you?” the baron countered.

		“Frankly, yes,” Pinsley said.

		That got a laugh from the baron. “Nothing so inelegant. Partly, it is because I am, for all my faults, a generous man. Partly it is because I cared for Contessa Ginevra in my way and paying you less would be an insult to her memory. Mostly though, it is because, if you continue to travel with the twins there, you will all likely need funds.”

		He had a point there. Already, they had traveled across half of Europe, and that was not a cheap endeavor.

		“Talking of the twins,” Baron Vogler said. “Kaia, Emmeline, may I speak with you?”

		They came forward, and this time, the baron made no move to take them away into his study. Not that Pinsley would have allowed it this time. He’d had enough of secrets in this castle.

		“I told you both before that while I was not a Shadowseer myself, I knew where it might be possible to find them. I also promised that we would go to them once my guests had gone. Well, my guests are packing even as we speak. They have what they came for, and frankly, I think most of them are eager to get out of my castle.”

		Pinsley couldn’t help but share that sentiment. The strangeness of the castle was wearing thin after everything that had happened the previous night.

		“Does that mean you’ll show us where to find them?” Kaia asked.

		Baron nodded. “It does. You have more than proved yourselves trustworthy and shown that you are everything that was promised. Fetch your things, and I will have my carriage brought round as soon as the last of my guests is gone. I will take you to see the Shadowseers.”

		

	
		CHAPTER THIRTY ONE

		

		Kaia could feel her sense of anticipation building as they rode in the baron’s carriage back into Munich. The king’s castle rose ahead of them, and the river spread out with the city along its bank, but her eyes were fixed on one building at the city’s heart, its cathedral.

		“The Frauenkirche has been here for centuries,” the baron said. “People would have spotted an item such as the one you describe. You are sure that this is where you are to look?”

		Kaia nodded. She didn’t need to take out the plans because she’d memorized them.

		“That’s where the Contessa’s plan said it will be,” she said.

		“Very well,” Baron Vogler replied. “Driver, to the Frauenkirche.”

		They rumbled through the streets of Munich, and after the odd old-fashioned surroundings of the Baron’s castle, it all seemed so modern. Kaia saw criers out selling newspapers, people sitting outside coffee shops, and others walking around in their modern suits, rather than the strange clothes of some of the mystics. It was a reminder that the world outside wasn’t the odd one of the baron’s castle.

		Kaia was also troubled. Em was sitting across from her, and her sister had been pretty quiet since she kicked Raoul out of the baron’s tower window. Kaia didn’t know what to think of her for doing that. It was something Kaia could never have done, would never have done, yet Em had done it in a heartbeat.

		It was a reminder that even though they could look into one another’s minds, there were still sides of her sister that Kaia didn’t know.

		They pulled up outside the cathedral, which towered above them, but after the bulk of the castle even it seemed small. Its double towers jabbed up at the sky like questing fingers, while its doors stood open to admit anyone who wanted to go in.

		“You will have to lead the way, Kaia,” the baron said.

		She nodded and went inside. There, she could hear the voices of a choir raised in practice and saw row after row of pews waiting for worshippers. A vaulted roof stood high overhead, along with a crucifix on a truly gigantic scale. It made the small church that the orphanage had made Kaia and the others go to every Sunday seem tiny by comparison.

		“Which way?” Em asked, with the inspector and Olivia close behind.

		Kaia tried to get her bearings. “This way, I think.”

		She led the way towards a door, only for a priest to block the way.

		“There is no entry to this area,” he said.

		“For most people,” Baron Vogler replied. “But I’m sure you can make an exception for us.”

		“Ah,” the priest said. “I did not see you there, Baron. Please, forgive me.”

		He stepped back, letting them through the door. Beyond was a small vestry, and Kaia found a door on the far side of that, leading to a storeroom with a mosaic tiled wall, some black and some white, seemingly in a random arrangement. A couple were missing in the corners.

		“The Contessa’s note said to make a cross from the tiles,” Kaia said. It made more sense now, given where they were. She reached out her hands for the tiles and found to her surprise that they were loose. As an experiment, she went to one next to one of the missing tiles and found that it slid across into the gap. “I can see how it’s meant to work, but how are we meant to make a cross out of all this? We could be here for hours.”

		“Father?” Olivia said, looking across at the inspector expectantly.

		“I am considering it,” he said, stepping back as far away from the wall as possible. “If that, then that, then… yes, I think I see it.”

		He started to move the tiles, and Kaia could only stand there, amazed by how easy he made the whole puzzle look. It was easy to forget sometimes just how clever the inspector was when it came to things like this.

		In less than five minutes, a cross of dark tiles stood out against the white of the rest, right in the center. As the last tile slid into place, Kaia heard a click, and a whole section of wall swung open, revealing a small niche. Kaia looked into it intently, her excitement building as she wondered what the relic would actually look like. After a few seconds, she stepped back in confusion.

		The niche was empty.

		“I don’t understand,” Kaia said. “It’s not here.”

		Em rushed forward, looking for herself, while Olivia put a comforting hand on Kaia’s shoulder.

		“I had feared this might happen,” Baron Vogler said. “Someone else must have found it.”

		“But who?” Kaia said.

		Now the inspector started to examine the niche, as if he might deduce an answer to that simply by looking. Instead, though, he shook his head.

		“There is no way of knowing. The relic is gone.”

		Kaia felt a moment of utter helplessness then, the let-down of the relic not being there after so much trouble to get this far, feeling as if the floor had vanished from beneath her feet.

		“It seems you are not meant to find the relic here,” Baron Vogler said. “But at least I can fulfill my promise. Come, it is time for me to take you to see the Shadowseers.”

		That did something to raise Kaia’s spirits. She’d been looking forward to this moment ever since she left London. Yet even the prospect of meeting others like her couldn’t erase the failure to find the relic. What if someone controlled by the shadows had it? What if it had been destroyed, or lost so completely that no one could ever find it?

		Just the thought of that made Kaia trudge slowly back through the cathedral, wondering if it might still have been there if they’d been just a little faster, and thinking about the danger that the shadows presented every moment that they didn’t have it.

		It’s all right, Em sent to her. We’ll find it. For now, though, we get to meet Shadowseers!

		Kaia could feel her excitement, and it was infectious, so that as they got back into the Baron’s carriage, Kaia could feel her heart beating a little faster at the prospect. The carriage rumbled through the streets of Munich, and it was only as it got closer that Kaia realized where it was taking them.

		“We’re going to your residence?” she said.

		The baron nodded.

		“So when we showed up asking about Shadowseers, you could have telegrammed back a location to the house, and we wouldn’t have had to go through with all this?” Em asked.

		Kaia could understand how frustrated she sounded because she felt the same.

		“I did not know then if you were who you said you were,” the baron pointed out. “I did not know if I could trust you. Now I do. Come, we are almost there.”

		The carriage arrived at the Munich residence, pulling into a courtyard and drawing to a halt. The baron alighted first, with Kaia and the others following in his wake. He led the way inside, and Kaia frowned as she tried to make sense of this. There hadn’t been any Shadowseers in the building when they’d been there before. Was this some sort of trick?

		Servants came to the baron as he stepped inside, but he waved them away.

		“Later,” he said. “This way.”

		He led the way through to the library of the residence, and there he went over to one of the bookcases, pulling out a weighty tome and reaching a hand into the space it had left. He turned something, and now the whole bookcase swung open, revealing steps behind it, leading down.

		“All this was here, and we didn’t know it,” Olivia said.

		From a niche behind the door, the baron took a lamp and lit it before starting to lead the way down the steps. Kaia hesitated for a moment, still wondering if this was some kind of trick, then set off after him with Em and the others.

		At the bottom of the steps was a tunnel, the height of a tall man, with a curved roof. It looked as if it had been there forever.

		“What is all this?” the inspector asked, bringing up the rear.

		“This is a precaution, there to ensure that someone cannot simply watch my house for my comings and goings,” the baron said. “I believe in former times it was used to get those falsely accused of heresy to safety.”

		The tunnel was long, hundreds of yards at least, and it had twists and branches in it so that it was hard for Kaia to even begin to guess where they were going. In the dark, it would be easy to get lost down here.

		Finally, they came to another set of steps, and at the top of them, a door. Baron Vogler knocked on that door in a complex pattern that Kaia couldn’t follow. She guessed that it was some kind of signal to let them through. The door opened a crack while someone peered through, then wider.

		The baron stepped through first, but Kaia was close behind him. They came out into a large, open room in what appeared to be an ordinary house, high ceilinged, and with chairs set all around the walls, as if it were reserved for meetings.

		Almost a dozen people sat on those chairs, men and women, some wearing formal suits and dresses, others dressed in shapeless dark attire as if they wanted something that would let them move freely. They were every age, from as young as her up to probably sixty or more.

		Almost as soon as she stepped into that space, Kaia felt the sense of power there within them, and it was obvious that they knew what she was, because they stared back with the same intensity.

		One of them, a woman of about forty, dressed scandalously in trousers and a shapeless dark top, rose as they entered.

		“Welcome, girls. We have been waiting for you.”

		They’d done it. They’d found the Shadowseers.
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		“This novel succeeds—right from the start…. A superior fantasy…It begins, as it should, with one protagonist’s struggles and moves neatly into a wider circle….”

		–Midwest Book Review (re Rise of the Dragons)

		

		“Filled with non-stop action, this novel is sure to keep you on the edge of your seat from cover to cover….Rice is setting up for an amazing series to rival series such as Tamora Pierce’s Song of the Lioness, with her strong female protagonist making waves in her world and building the confidence of young women in ours.”

		–The Wanderer, A Literary Journal (re Rise of the Dragons)

		

		From #1 bestselling author Morgan Rice, a USA Today bestseller and critically-acclaimed author of the fantasy series The Sorcerer’s Ring (over 3,000 five-star reviews) and the teen fantasy series The Vampire Journals (over 1,500 five-star reviews) comes a groundbreaking new series and genre, where fantasy meets mystery.

		

		SHADOWSEER: ROME (Book Four) continues the story of Kaia, 17, an orphan coming of age in the Victorian Europe of the 1850s. Kaia yearns to escape her horrific orphanage, to discover who her parents were, and to understand why she can sense shadows when others cannot. When the brilliant Detective Pinsley, 45, takes Kaia under his wing and enlists her help in solving the mysterious and bizarre murders sweeping over Europe, the two of them become unlikely partners.

		

		Are they part of a greater war of light versus dark? And is Kaia the only one who can stop it?

		

		Dark fantasy meets mystery in SHADOWSEER, a page-turning, atmospheric thriller packed with authentic period detail, with twists and cliffhangers that will leave you on the edge of your seat. Kaia, a broken hero, will capture your heart as she struggles to claw her way up from the depths, and to solve unsolvable crimes. Fans of books such as Spellbreaker, The Dresden Files, Mortal Instruments and Dr. Jekyl and Mr. Hyde will find much to love in SHADOWSEER, satisfying fantasy fans who appreciate mystery and suspense, and mystery lovers who want something new, a clean hybrid that will appeal to both adult and young adult readers. Get ready to be transported to another world—and to fall in love with characters you will never forget.

		

		“Morgan Rice proves herself again to be an extremely talented storyteller….This would appeal to a wide range of audiences, including younger fans. It ended with an unexpected cliffhanger that leaves you shocked.”

		–The Romance Reviews (re the paranormal series Loved)

		

		“The beginnings of something remarkable are there.”

		–San Francisco Book Review (re the young adult fantasy A Quest of Heroes)

		

		SHADOWSEER: ATHENS (Book #5) is also available.
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