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To Laura—for always having a listening ear and a cup of coffee, and for keeping an eye on our unicorn girl gang.







1898

Sand hides many things.

There are entire cities that have been lost to the desert—places people once called home. Where they birthed their babes and watered their camels and worshipped their gods and buried their dead. Sand is inevitable, you see. It is relentless. It finds its way through the cracks of tombs and temples alike. If you pick up a shovel and know where to dig, you could make yourself quite rich. Especially here in Egypt.

Thomas Ellington, however, is not searching for gold.

The lord has a good view of Giza’s other three pyramids as he waits by the stone slab. Tourists and their camels string from one to the other like faience beads, eager to get a closer look at the glories of the ancient world. They used to be more glorious, Thomas knows. Once, the structures were covered in pale limestone and capped with gold, much like the mound behind him. They must have made a striking sight—four gleaming pyramids all lined up in a row—though few could truly appreciate it. Fewer now. Most of the men digging around Thomas have turbans wrapped around their brows. Sweat glistens there, but no magic. They cannot see the fourth pyramid rising before them—mountainous. Nor can they read the curse inscribed on the door they’re uncovering.

Just as well. They’re already jumpy due to the number of cobras they’ve encountered on this dig. Not to mention the jackal sightings. Both animals are considered omens, causing more than one Egyptian to throw down their shovel and abandon the dig. The lord, too, sees them as signs. Promising ones.

It means he’s close to something worth guarding.

There is a gap in the door, but they cannot get too close, yet. Gases, one of the foremen explains. They must test the air with a flame. This burns through the dark, and the lord sees gold winking back at him from beyond. With any luck, these objects will be enchanted. His tithe is coming due to the Order soon; if he wants to keep his awareness of magic, he must offer something worthy to the powers that be. It’s rumored that the Apex is fond of older relics, the more ancient the better. There are plenty of aged sphinxes poised around the entrance as the stone is heaved back, but none lurch to life when the lord steps forward. He spies a few scarabs scuttling around the edges of the chamber—extraordinary for the fact that they’re carved out of precious stones.

But the real centerpiece is the sarcophagus. Indeed, most of the gold shines here, in the rough shape of a woman. The lord can sense great power in the piece—not the metal itself, but something that lies inside. Many of the mummies he’s come across have been buried clutching relics: wedjat eyes and golden-vulture collars. He’s eager to see what this coffin holds…

When the lid lifts, he forgets to breathe.

The corpse inside is unlike any of the other mummies Thomas has encountered. She’s not wrapped, for one thing. There is no need to hide this woman’s face—it’s flawless. Youth still dews her brow. Her skin rejoices in the sun, while her hair is the color of night. Her arms are crossed over her chest, and Thomas’s heart skips when he spies the blue-gold feathers sprouting from them. In one hand she holds an ivory tusk covered with carvings. Another strange thing? Only one canopic jar stands on a nearby pedestal. There should be four, all sporting the sculpted heads of the sons of Horus, but this one looks suspiciously plain. And small.

When Thomas twists it open, he sees why.

At the bottom of the jar lies a heart.

Still beating.

Can it be? He’s heard rumors that the ancient Egyptians once uncovered the secrets to everlasting life… immortality, resurrection. Impossible magics by the Order’s standards. (Rumors about the Apex notwithstanding.) The most a modern British magician might manage would be to briefly animate a body with a bolt of lightning.

Thomas’s hands begin to shake as he looks over at the woman in the sarcophagus.

Her eyes open.

[image: ]
1917

Death is everywhere.

It creeps through the trenches, alongside rats that have grown fat on the flesh of the fallen. It grins from these men’s exposed skulls. It rolls across the stump-riddled remains of no-man’s-land as yellow clouds of mustard gas. It blooms across the night sky, erasing stars with artillery fire. The soldiers below simply huddle, waiting for the next round of orders that will send them over the top, into a wall of bullets and barbed wire covered in corpses.

There are five men in the foxhole, by the German scout’s count. An easy enough attack—given that there are fourteen other soldiers slinking through the mud behind him. In the scant light of almost dawn, they’re all but unseen. There is a dead oak at the ridge of the trench that provides enough cover for the scout to watch their enemy. British, judging by their uniforms and accents. Hans has the misfortune of understanding English—a skill that’s earned him choice positions throughout the war. He doesn’t mind the officer’s badges, but it is one thing to shoot an enemy you cannot understand, and quite another to hear them complaining about their tea right before you run them through with a bayonet.

“God-awful.” A blond soldier grimaces into his tin mug. “Not sure why I bother. This stuff is an insult to every British bone in my body.”

The private next to him starts riffling through his pack. “You can have some of my sugar rations—”

“No, brother.”

Brother? Hans is certain he’s misheard. The two men could not look more different, the second with jet-black hair and far sharper features. He tries not to study them too closely, lest they haunt his nightmares in years to come.

“Come on, George.” The dark-haired soldier elbows his companion. “Only half my bones are British. Plus, if it weren’t for me you’d be living a life of luxury in that château a few towns over. Officers probably get all the sugar cubes they can stomach.”

“Aye, but then I’d miss out on these fine socks.” The first soldier tugs up the hem of his pants, to reveal the well-knit gray wool keeping trench foot at bay. “I hope Noah’s mother sends another package soon.”

Hans tightens his grip on his pistol as the rest of his unit closes in. Their bayonets rise out of the darkness, catching the last gasps of starlight. They outnumber the British soldiers three to one. It will be quick, Hans thinks again. They won’t have to worry about sugar and socks…

A cry erupts from the trench.

All hell breaks loose.

Bullets bite into the skeleton of the oak. Hans sends his men forward with the swing of a wrist. More screams shred the mist, followed by the sick schnicks of blades entering bellies. Primal sounds. No need to speak English or German to understand what they mean… Hans lands next to an unfortunate bastard holding his own guts in his hands, the way you might handle an uncooked sausage. One shot to the temple puts him out of his misery. He supposes he should do the same for the brothers. They’ve barely had time to reach their weapons. Tea has spilled down their uniforms. The dark-haired private stares straight into the barrel of the gun—his eyes are surprisingly green. It’s a color you don’t come across every day. Especially here.

Hans pulls the trigger.

Everything turns red.

But it’s not the dark-haired brother who falls. The other soldier—George—lands in the mud. His hair is no longer fair. His head has gone inside out, not so much sausage as hamburger meat.

Those green eyes widen, taking in the blood of his brother. His brother. Hans no longer doubts this translation. He can see the weight of it written all over the dark-haired soldier’s face. The man falls to his knees, clawing through the mud and skull fragments as if he might somehow be able to put George back together.

Hans raises his Luger once more.

Before his finger can squeeze the trigger, another German barrels into the gun’s sights. His bayonet is raised. The dark-haired Brit scrambles back, chest exposed. The blade plunges for his heart as he throws up his hands.

Light fills the foxhole.

It is not the sun—stars continue to stare from the distant black above. Hans waits for the heat of an artillery shell to envelop him, but again, there are still stars. The light… It’s shining out from behind the dark-haired soldier, illuminating each of his limbs like a mountain at sunrise. Hans can see quite clearly as his countryman’s bayonet bends back. The rifle twists too, as easy as a fräulein’s hair ribbon. Bullets are ripped out of the loading chamber, cutting cleanly through the attacking German’s throat.

“Mein Gott…” These are the only words Hans can manage. Like everyone else on the Western Front he’s heard stories of the impossible: angels appearing on the battlefield, demons striking deals with desperate soldiers. Tales fueled by too much schnapps. Or so he’d thought.

But it is not schnapps Hans tastes on his tongue as he watches the dark-haired soldier rise from the mud. His eyes are no longer green. The pupils are gone, swallowed by more of that sunless light. His stare is even more primal than the bayonets—it is ancient. It is inevitable. Hans feels as if he’s gazing into hellfire itself.

He raises his Luger as the smoldering soldier takes a step forward.

He shoots.

To Hans’s horror, the bullet slows through the air, enough to be seen. Enough to be plucked like some orchard cherry and tossed aside, landing in the unforgiving red of the brother’s blood. The dark-haired soldier’s eyes flare as he registers this. The foxhole’s shadows twist against the light, leaping into impossible shapes. Hans can feel his own silhouette dragged across the mud, even as his limbs go numb. The rest of his men look both limp and stiff—no longer in control. The whites of their eyes are wide as they watch their shadows coil around the flaming figure’s boots.

This darkness goes taut as he lifts a fist.

Hans feels himself turning. He sees the rest of his unit doing the same—pointing their bayonets at one another’s stomachs. Their pistols at their own temples. One private has even pulled the pin from his grenade, which he makes no move to throw.

The grieving brother screams.

Blades fall. Guns go off. The grenade detonates.

Death is everywhere.
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1925

The thief is no ordinary cat burglar.

She does not have to smash through the glass of the British Museum’s windows. Nor does she need a rope to lower herself down from the roof. Her eyes don’t shine as she saunters past the extensive gemstone collection, nor does she pause to consider the walrusivory chess pieces that would fetch a pretty penny from collectors. Money doesn’t interest her. There is a tense moment, where she halts in the mummy gallery, studying the withered bodies of Yuya and Thuya. The rags they’re wrapped in look so at odds with her glittering dress—another anomaly. Instead of all-black clothes and a mask, the thief is wearing sequins and a feather boa, as if she’s just stepped out from a party at Mayfair.

She has, actually.

Most of London’s Bright Young Things have nothing better to do. Every night there’s a chance to dress up in your best gown and ruin it with dance floor sweat—not to mention the spray of champagne as it pours down a perfect glass pyramid. Not many partygoers actually dare touch this. It’s too breakable, and there are too many other things to inebriate yourself with: the swing of the trumpet, the swoosh of eyeliner, the careful carelessness of the crowd.

The thief, however, took the top glass of champagne before she exited. It’s already half drunk. She lifts this in a wry toast to the dead Egyptians.

“You wouldn’t happen to know where I might find the entrance to the hidden wing?” A pause, as if she might actually hear an answer sneak through their brown teeth. After another beat, she takes a sip of her drink. “Eh. Keep your secrets, then. I’ll find it myself.”

The thief wanders past more moonlit cases. Pieces of Stone Age flint, medieval coins, samurai armor. None of these displays are shimmering with the one thing the thief truly aims to steal.

Magic.

She’s not surprised. The Order of British Magicians keeps a tight rein on their powers—if women aren’t allowed to handle enchanted objects, then it would hardly make sense to display them where the general public might see. No. The greedy sons of bitches have established their own separate collection. A museum inside a museum. The thief heard whispers of it in the glittering corners of the party she just left. Not that the lord’s drunk son sketched out a map or anything. He was showing off a lighter—one that let its owner snap a flame into existence between their bare fingers—bragging about the fact that his father had acquired enough relics on his last expedition to Egypt to not only pay the tithe but also move up in the Order’s ladder of power. One step closer to the Apex.

The thief wanted to get there too, which was why she’d sat and felt the fire burn, both inside of her chest and out, while the intoxicated young man droned on: Papa was allowed to take me to the vault—top secret stuff, chock-full of relics. You can take items out on loan, if you rank high enough.

The thief had forced herself to lean in to let the boy light her cigarette. This afforded her one more question.

Where is it? Oh, some hidden wing in the British Museum. It’s all warded off, of course. Nearly got decapitated by a sphinx before Papa intervened… He’d said this as if it was something worth bragging about. You wouldn’t believe some of the things the Order stores in there. This lighter is just a drop in the bucket. Of course, I shouldn’t be telling you any of this, but you won’t remember a word I’ve said when tomorrow rolls around.

He’d pulled closer with a grin.

She blew a big gust of smoke in his drunken face and used the opportunity to slip away.

None of the sphinxes in the mummy room strike the thief as giant enough to decapitate a man with a head as big as his. But there are larger statues downstairs, aren’t there? It’s been ages since the thief last visited these halls—as a tiny girl in a pinafore. She tries to remember if her own father lingered in any particular gallery longer than necessary. If any of the statues had moved around him, the way they sometimes did in the gardens of their family home.

These memories sting. The thief pushes them back as she flies down the stairs. It’s not a boa she’s wearing after all—but wings. Wings as black as a raven’s, with hints of purple and blue hidden in the odd feather. To fly here, or anywhere in Britain, is a risk. The Order would sooner rip the wings from the thief’s shoulders than suffer a woman to soar. She would be much better off across the Channel.

To the thief, this is all the more reason to stay.

To make the old men pay.

There’s a night watchman on the ground floor, but he’s not in the habit of looking up at the vaulted ceiling. The thief avoids him easily, gliding into the Egyptian gallery. The statues are larger here—pharaohs and Assyrian lions cut imposing figures against the moonlight. None turn their heads, though, as the thief comes to land beside an open sarcophagus. There! Just across the way sit two massive sphinxes. The mythical creatures are facing each other, with nothing but bare wall between them. Lion haunches give way to all-too-human mouths—made even more unsettling for the fact that red stains the stones forming their teeth.

The thief grabs at the chain around her neck, pulling an ornate key from her décolletage and fighting back a frown. She’d been expecting a door. A lock that might click open with the right spell…

One of the sphinxes turns to regard her. The statue has no pupils, but the thief knows it sees her. Glitter and all. A stone jaw drops open to reveal even more crimson teeth. The thief fights the urge to take a step back. Black wing feathers quiver.

“Aren’t you going to ask me a riddle?” Her voice echoes through the gallery’s vaulted ceilings.

The other sphinx turns its head, stone tail whipping in the way of an angry cat. The thief feels her own shoulders tense as she regards the sculpted, predatorial muscles of its haunches. Never mind that each of these statues has to weigh at least a ton.

“No mind games, then. What is it? A secret phrase? Do I need one of those stupid rings?” She swallows, suddenly recalling her father’s hand in hers, leading her through the museum galleries. The thief used to love the way that pinky ring of his caught the light, making its gold seem to glow. “I’m sure if I was a son, you’d both step right aside.”

The statues seem unmoved by this particular grudge.

The thief knows better than to force it. She continues studying the sphinxes from a distance. For all the Order has tried to tame magic—to collect and catalog and keep it out of the hands of the common man—there’s much your average British magician does not understand. Hence, their undying fascination with Egypt. Magic was more miraculous then, her father once explained. Men became gods, gods became myth, and the myths tell us that even death itself became undone.

A bit more impressive than lighting a cigarette, to be sure.







Chapter 1

[image: ]
Ezra Bright had fallen asleep on the face of an angel.

The act was neither as wondrous nor as blasphemous as it sounded—seeing as the celestial being was a drawing on a very old page. Still Ezra couldn’t help but feel a bit guilty as he wiped the sleep from his eyes. His advisor back at Oxford would consider using a medieval-era manuscript as a pillow to be sacrilege. The angel itself didn’t seem too miffed. It stared back with a placid expression, halo shining almost as brightly as it had when the monk scribe first applied the gilding four hundred years ago.

Thank God he hadn’t drooled.

Ezra was usually far more careful with books. He’d been in their debt from the moment his mother had first started reading to him by the light of an oil lamp. Not the shiny brass contraptions that sunburnt British men toted around in the Valley of the Kings, but a humble ceramic pot that was much more fit for lighting desert tombs. He was fairly certain his mother had used the lamp for such a purpose, once he was safely tucked in bed and serenaded by the Nile’s lullaby. There were nights when he’d awoken for a glass of water, only to find there was no one to bring it to him. Mornings when his mother’s shoes were filled with the sort of fine sand that you could only find beyond the streets of Luxor.

He’d always meant to ask her why she’d been wandering out into the desert. Was it to see the stars? Was it to loot some of the tombs the aamus hadn’t discovered yet? (This was what Ezra’s mother called the foreigners when it was just them—when she felt free to speak her mind, and her first language.) Secret treasure might explain the steady flow of money that kept a young woman and her fatherless child in such a fancy flat, so close to the river. It would also explain the antiquities that turned up around the house—scarabs carved out of amethyst and turquoise and lapis lazuli, amulets engraved with the Eye of Horus, jars that held kohl, jars that kept… other things.

Sometimes, at night, whenever his mother was gone, the boy imagined he could hear the jeweled bugs scuttling outside his bedroom door. This might’ve delighted him if it had only been the insects, but sometimes his mother brought home mummified cats, and the prospect of them prowling around the parlor with their wrappings slowly falling away was enough to keep the child under his covers. He thought of the bedtime stories his mother had read him—tales where men could use their magic to lasso sunbeams or steal secrets from the forked tongues of serpents or trade bodies with more majestic beasts. Where death could be swindled as easily as an aamu at the market.

The boy knew these tales backward and forward. He sometimes had dreams where he was the main character, sprouting hawk wings and soaring out over the blue-green tapestry of the Nile Delta. Where he caught falling stars in his hands and turned them into jewels. Where he cried every single tear in his body and collected them in a shallow bowl, until their reflection started to show the future. Where he was never afraid, because he knew the worst could never happen. He knew The End.

When Ezra grew older, after Ezra became Ezra, he realized that no one else he’d met—Egyptian, English, or otherwise—had heard of these tales. Whenever he recounted them, the response was always a curiously twisted face. It made something inside Ezra twist too. It prompted him to search every single bookshop in London, even the barrows lining the curbside of Shoreditch High Street, in hopes that he might stumble across a copy of the book his mother had read to him. Alas, he could not remember the title. He could barely remember the cover, only that the stories had fit quite precisely in his mother’s brown hands. That image felt far too small for his memories of the stories within. It felt too small for his mother too.

He couldn’t remember her face—at least, not as clearly as the inked angel he was currently staring at. Ezra blinked and rubbed his eyes again. His surroundings settled into place. He wasn’t at the paper-besieged desk inside his flat, nor was he in some forgotten corner of the Ashmolean. This museum was far larger. A glance at his wristwatch told Ezra it was well past midnight. Not that London took any heed of this. Sounds of life growled outside the British Museum’s windows: Automobiles rattled down cobblestone streets, and jazz bands made the night a little less dark.

Ezra carefully closed the book, peeling off his gloves and collecting the notes he’d accrued earlier in the evening. He really should get back to the boardinghouse. He couldn’t spend the rest of the night at the British Museum. It was essential that Ezra stayed in their good graces—the collections here were beyond the scope of what he could’ve imagined when he proposed his doctoral dissertation to Professor Blythe. I want to search for wings was how he’d first worded it. This, of course, had gotten a rise out of his advisor’s incredibly bushy eyebrows.

“Then I suggest walking down to the Department of Zoology. There are several ornithologists who’d be happy to show you drawers of dead birds—”

“Not bird wings.” Ezra felt his heart pounding the way it had in the trenches. The way it had when he’d seen an… Don’t say angel, he thought. Don’t give him any reason to discredit you. “It’s just that, in all the cultures of antiquity, there’s a common thread of symbolism. Winged beings show up in almost every mythology—there are Valkyries in Norse lore and Harpies in Greek. German swan maidens, the peri from Persia, the genies from Assyria. I could list at least ten more examples off the top of my head.”

“It’s called a motif, Mr. Bright. Humanity’s fascination with flight is nothing new. Even in this modern age, we gawp at the war’s fighter aces.” The professor had glanced at the bold sky outside his office window—made even bluer for its odd panes of stained glass—and sighed. “So you propose to map out our evolutionary obsession with flying into the sun?”

Ezra had looked out the window too. He could taste that childhood dream on his tongue: the one where he’d spread his wings across the desert and grabbed sunlight with his bare palms. His own hands had started to grow sweaty, but he folded them calmly over his lap.

“Icarus can’t be the only one,” he’d said. “I’d like to dig deeper to find more comparable myths—and yes, I’d like to map out the spread of these stories throughout history. I’d like to see where they meet and diverge.”

I want to know if there’s any truth to them.

“You’re a very intelligent young man, Mr. Bright. I daresay you’d be here at the college even without your connections to the Ellingtons, but I believe this idea sounds a bit… unwieldy. Do you propose to dive into every known mythology on earth? To what end? If I were you, I’d narrow my focus to mythologies I’m more familiar with: Egyptian, obviously.” Ezra got the impression it wasn’t his undergraduate degree Professor Blythe was referring to, but more outward characteristics. Lashes so dark and long that flappers sometimes asked what kind of mascara he used. A strong, straight nose. Skin that browned easily under too much sun. “Perhaps you could compare the Greek and Egyptian pantheons. They were neighbors and trading partners after all, so there’s merit to the idea that they would’ve shared myths as well.”

Everything inside Ezra wanted to flinch at this, wanted to point out that Egypt could stand on its own, as a subject of scholarly study. He didn’t need a Western pantheon to legitimize his ancestors’ gods.

But he did need Blythe’s blessing.

So he shook his head and tightened his sweating hands. “Give me three months to come up with a proper proposal, sir.”

Professor Blythe had sighed again. “Normally, my answer would be no, Ezra, but I’d be lying to say I wasn’t curious about this potential compendium of angels.”

Ezra exhaled. He hadn’t said the word. It felt like that counted for something. “Thank you—”

“Don’t thank me yet. You have two months to convince me that your idea has legs. Much less wings,” the professor said with a little laugh. “Try not to fly too far into the sun, Mr. Bright.”

Ezra had gone to London by train. While a normal visitor might have ridden in a double-decker bus around Piccadilly Circus or gaped through the crested gates at Buckingham Palace, he’d spent the past three weeks searching the British Museum’s archives for wings. There were plenty to be found. They graced Byzantine rings, Ethiopian paintings, talismans from ancient Rome, Greek vases, Renaissance artwork, triptychs and tiles and tokens and textiles. Ezra could hardly turn around in the exhibition halls without spotting a winged god.

He’d tried his damnedest to catalog it all.

He’d gone through five fountain pens, ten notebooks, and two pairs of gloves.

Twenty-one days in and he’d only touched a fraction of the museum’s collection.

Ezra made his way to the building’s main doors. Locked! Of course. He’d encountered this problem before, but the night watchman who usually pulled the skeleton keys from his belt was nowhere to be seen. Making the rounds with his torch, probably. Ezra wondered whether he should wait. The only alternative was to go searching. He didn’t particularly relish the thought. There was something haunting about this place… something about the way everything was entombed in glass.

For protection, the museum curators claimed.

Ezra wasn’t so sure. On the surface, he knew they meant well. But there was so much that didn’t make the information plaques accompanying each piece. The scarabs of his youth—so stony, so still—sat beneath perfect lighting and etched labels. Reduced to specimens. Every time Ezra passed their case, his throat tightened.

Something felt trapped.

And not just the relics.

These feelings grew even worse with the statues of the pharaohs. There was no glass around them, no, but both Ramesses II and Amenhotep III looked lost. Their granite bodies had been brutalized by hammers, wrenched from their temples by the order of British diplomats and sailed across a strange sea. Ezra couldn’t help drawing comparisons, when he stood in these kings’ shadows. How he too had made that voyage, as a scant six-year-old aboard the HMS Euphemia. More than once he’d vomited the contents of his stomach over the ship’s rails while Lord Blackwood patted him on the back and offered him sips of some special tea. As if that could soften the blow of being taken.

Thomas Ellington hadn’t used a chisel to remove Ezra from Egypt.

But still, something inside him had cracked.

Small, precise fractures.

Little pieces lost.

He never quite fit with his surroundings. He was not an Ellington, though he lived in their house. Fellow students at Oxford were constantly trying to greet him in Italian or Greek, guessing thanks to a complexion that wasn’t quite white or brown enough to anchor Ezra to either side of his parentage. Even this museum was a cruel reminder that his Egyptian-ness was allowed here only as a relic. Something to be cataloged and gaped at. Ezra hated being gaped at. So he’d gotten good at putting up his own glass walls: smiling through Professor Blythe’s judgmental lectures and flappers who complimented him on his command of English.

For protection.

But the cracks still appeared, sometimes.

BANG!

Every muscle in Ezra’s body seized as he looked around the entry hall. His hand moved to the Webley pistol he’d kept tucked in the back of his waistband since France. (Habits from hell die hard.)

The sound wasn’t a gunshot, though. It sounded as if a brass sign had gotten knocked over onto the museum floor. That wouldn’t have been the night watchman, Ezra thought, the hairs on the back of his neck bristling. Nor did he suppose it was a twenty-ton granite pharaoh.

A thief, then?

Ezra kept his pistol drawn, aimed at the floor, as he scanned the dark galleries. Adrenaline sang through his veins, bringing the rooms into sharper relief. Molded white ceilings and glass cases refracted the moonlight. Two massive, winged lions from Assyria flanked the hall. Beyond them, columns ribbed out into the Egyptian gallery.

He heard whispers rising from the ancient stones, so soft that for a moment he wondered if it wasn’t the statues themselves.

The hairs on the back of his neck felt electric.

His finger was a feather against the trigger.

“Shhhhhh!”

“I don’t think you’re supposed to be touching those, Minnie!” This next whisper was soft—feminine. “What if you get cursed?”

A giggle echoed through the gallery. “Curses aren’t real!”

“That’s exactly what someone who was about to get cursed would say! Haven’t you read The Adventure of the Egyptian Tomb?”

“That’s fiction, Rose. It means the author made it all up!”

“What about Lord Carnarvon? Hm? He was real enough, and look at what happened to him after he opened King Tut’s tomb! He dropped dead of a mosquito bite.”

“Yes, a mosquito bite,” Minnie replied dryly. “Not a vengeful mummy’s curse.”

“King Tut could have cursed the mosquito!”

“I think you’ve been listening to too many of Hugo Pratt’s stories. He’s pulling your leg, Rose.”

A third voice broke in. “Would you two be quiet? I’m trying to concentrate on these hieroglyphics.”

Ezra crept deeper into the Egyptian gallery. He paused by good ole Ramesses II and peered around the display to see several young women by a stone sarcophagus. His first thought, when he saw them, was not thieves, but birds. Each wore an outfit assembled with an outrageous number of feathers. A slender brunette leaned against the coffin with an unlit cigarette dangling from her lips—covered in peacock plumage. Minnie. This was according to Rose, who was dressed in flamingo pink and continuing to chastise her friend by name. On the far side of the gallery stood a young woman dressed in striking black feathers, which had been arranged with wires to resemble a pair of wings. Ezra might have moved to study them more closely, if not for the fourth intruder.

She was crouched by the sarcophagus with a magnifying glass held up to her eye. Her dress was covered in white feathers, lending her neck a swanny look as she craned close to examine the symbols etched on the dark stone. Very few men in the world could read hieroglyphics. And even fewer women…

It was her.

Impossibly her.

There were over seven million people in this seething mass of a city, and Ezra had stumbled straight into the one person he’d gone to great lengths to avoid. This absurdity tugged a small laugh out of him.

On the coffin, Minnie straightened. The cigarette in her mouth went limp. “What was that?”

“The curse!” Rose’s arms flapped wildly, swatting Minnie from the sarcophagus. “Get off before you wake up the rest of the gallery’s mummies, Minnie!”

“There are no mummies in this room,” Ezra said as he stepped out from behind the pillar. “They’re on the second floor, and their knees would crumble to dust if they tried taking the stairs. You’re quite safe!”

He realized, too late, that he was holding a gun as he said this.

Minnie let out a scream.

Her cigarette tumbled to the floor. Rose dove there too—ducking behind the coffin. The young woman wearing the white feathers looked up at this commotion, still holding her magnifying glass to her eye. Its glass warped her round face. There was so much there that Ezra did not recognize. Lipstick, for one thing. Makeup had been caked over her freckles, and her long blond hair had been cut to match the drastic line of her jaw. This style made her look far older, though that also could’ve been due to the eight years that had passed since they’d crossed paths.

“Ezra?” A green eye blinked. The magnifying glass lowered, so he could see every spectrum of emotion on her face. The joy, the disbelief, the hurt. “Is that—Is it really you?”

He wondered if he should have stayed behind the column.

But it was too late now.

“Hello, Biz.” This was a pet name, from their childhood. Ezra wasn’t sure it still matched the young woman in front of him. “Or do you go by Elizabeth now?”

“Only in the daily papers,” she replied with a half-hearted curtsy. “What in the world are you doing here?”

“I could ask the same of you.” Apart from the ungodly hour, the women weren’t exactly dressed for a museum promenade. Now that Biz had turned, he could see that there was a splat of mud dripping down the side of her shift.

Biz followed his stare and scowled at the dirt. “Damn! I just had this dress done… If you must know, my friends and I are on a treasure hunt—”

“I’m sorry, Biz.” The explanation was cut off by Rose, who’d peeked back out from behind the sarcophagus. “But do you mean to say you know the mad gentleman who’s wielding a gun at us?”

“I’m not mad,” Ezra said, a little too sharply. His voice cracked at the last word. Something cold coiled down his spine as he switched on the safety and returned the weapon to his waistband.

“Neither would I call Ezra Bright a gentleman,” Biz said, in that teasing way of hers. “He is, however, many other things. A scholar. An adventurer. A war hero. Do you know, he used to help us hunt treasure back at Thornhill? He was usually the first to solve Father’s riddles, but he always made George and me think the clues through to the end. It was infuriating!”

George. This name was a punch to the gut. The cold feeling kept throttling Ezra’s spine. He could feel the weight of the pharaoh above him—and even though he knew there was no threat that the statue would come crashing down, Ezra still wanted to run. I shouldn’t be here. George. George should have survived instead. But there was no going back, not to the war, not to Thornhill, not to those sand-strewn lullabies of his childhood.

Ezra shifted his satchel of books on his shoulder. “Did Lord Blackwood send you here?” he asked.

Biz brushed more dirt from her dress. “No,” she said. “Haven’t you been reading the papers?”

“Treasure hunts are all the rage with the Bright Young Things these days!” Minnie explained, twirling that demolished cigarette between her fingers. “We follow clues all over London! The press loves it! Especially when we end up racing cars or climbing Cleopatra’s Needle!”

“Or breaking into museums?” Ezra couldn’t help but add.

“Nothing was broken,” Biz answered breezily, holding up a familiar set of keys. “I simply bribed Walter to grant us access.”

Ezra wasn’t entirely surprised. The Ellington name had always had the power to open doors—in Cairo, in Oxford, even in the thick of war. It was one of the reasons he was allowed in the galleries after hours. But there was a big difference between watching Lord Blackwood wield his influence and watching Elizabeth “Biz” Ellington do the same. She seemed too young for that sort of thing—even at twenty. She didn’t have her father’s gravitas.

All she had was a muddy dress and a flock of eager followers.

“Where did your other friend run off to?” Ezra glanced at the opposite side of the gallery, where he’d seen the woman with the wire wings. There was only darkness in her place. “We don’t want her to get cursed by one of the upstairs mummies.”

Rose and Minnie exchanged a glance, while Biz’s expression tightened. Ezra bit the inside of his cheek, hard. A mistake. There had only ever been the three women. “I thought I counted four of you… Never mind. Trick of the shadows.”

Shadows liked to trick Ezra—they’d been slippery all his life. But he knew they weren’t really to blame for the woman with the black-feathered wings. She’d sprung straight from his mind. Doctors called such things a hallucination: a more sanitized term for madness. After the war, they’d chalked it up to shell shock. Of course you’d start seeing ghosts if you spent that much time around death…

This might have made Ezra feel better, but the visions had been happening long before he went off to fight. He’d been seeing strange things his entire life… What other child would be so petrified that a mummified cat might jump into their bed? Though, in the war, ghosts weren’t all he saw. His battlefields had been filled with angels and demons, with flaming swords and undying flowers. With men’s memories swimming inside puddles of their blood. George’s had been the worst—leaking out of his broken skull, alongside fragments of bone and brain. Ezra had stood over him in shock, watching his own face swirling through the red. Not just a reflection, but glimpses of them together as boys, gallivanting around Thornhill.

So much more than glass had cracked…

He’d lost himself then.

He’d let the madness wash over him.

They’d called Ezra a hero when he awoke, surrounded by oh so many more bodies. Their memories shimmered around him. George was still there. Still dead.

He tried not to think of this as he watched Biz, but it was difficult. So much of her brother was in her face—magnified as she held the looking glass out to him. “Here! Maybe you can help. The clue we found at Tower Bridge said we needed to count the sun’s eyes on death’s darkest stone, then pace yourself in the most false direction.”

Ezra frowned. English was technically his third language, but he spoke it without an accent. It was rare that he questioned his fluency, but Biz’s riddle had thrown him for a loop. It wasn’t as elegant as the clues Lord Blackwood used to roll up in the napkins of their Saturday breakfast—maps and codices that sent the children sprawling across the estate for a day.

“Sounds like a lot of nonsense, no?” Minnie piped up. “The sun doesn’t have eyes!”

“The sun is an eye in Egyptian mythology,” Biz informed her friend. “It was believed to be the eye of the sun god Ra!”

Ezra knelt in front of the sarcophagus. “I don’t think you’ll find the Eye of Ra on a coffin… It’s not associated with funerary art.”

Biz crouched next to him, reaching out to trace some of the sarcophagus’s symbols. Her nail was painted bright red, the same shocking shade as her lips. It looked a little bit too much like blood for Ezra’s taste.

“That’s what I was wondering,” she said. “Do you think the clue writer meant the Eye of Horus instead? It would be an easy enough mistake.”

“Why’s that?” Rose asked.

“The symbols look similar, but they’re inversed,” Ezra explained. “Ra’s eye appears as a right wedjat. Horus’s eye is on the left and it’s the one that tends to appear on sarcophagi—they were placed there to allow the dead to keep watch.”

Rose’s cheeks pinkened as she regarded the sarcophagus. “So there’s, like, ghosts seeing us through this coffin?”

“Of course not!” scoffed Minnie. “It’s all superstitious mumbo jumbo. People didn’t know any better back then. They didn’t have newspapers or scientists or modern medicine. Our society is way more enlightened—”

“And yet we still can’t seem to figure out how the ancient Egyptians managed to build the pyramids,” Biz grunted.

“Eyes of Horus were usually depicted on coffins in pairs,” Ezra went on. “Especially during the First Intermediate Period and the Middle Kingdom—ah, yes. See? Here.” He pointed to the carving. “And here.”

Biz stood quickly. “That means I’ll have to take two paces in the ‘most false direction.’ If north is true, I’m guess that means south.”

South led back the way Ezra had come, toward the rugged rear of Ramesses II. Someone had wedged a small scroll where the hieroglyphs on the pharaoh’s spine broke off. Biz wasted no time scrambling up to grab it.

Be careful! The words crested Ezra’s throat—he wasn’t sure if they were more for the socialite or the statue’s sake. In either case, there wasn’t much point. Enough damage had already been done by dynamite. The stone’s sacred inscriptions had long been split, and Biz had already managed to pluck the paper from this crack.

“Oh goody!” Rose clapped her hands together as Biz unrolled the clue. “What does this one say?”

“Tyger, tyger, burning bright, find the king of the jungle’s light. If not a king, then a regent he. If not a jungle, then a menagerie.”

“A zoo!” exclaimed Minnie. “The zoo at Regent’s Park has tigers, doesn’t it? That’s where the next clue must be!”

Ezra snorted. “You can’t seriously be considering breaking into the zoo.”

“We have to follow the clue,” Biz declared as she rerolled the tiny scroll.

“By walking into a sleeping tiger’s lair?” Ezra raised his eyebrows. “Jungle cats aren’t nearly as nice as night guards. They don’t take bribes.”

Lord Blackwood’s daughter didn’t look the least bit intimidated. In fact, it seemed to Ezra that she could grow claws of her own as she crossed her arms under the moonlight. “I’m not going to run away when things get difficult,” she said pointedly. “If you’re so worried about me getting mauled, then perhaps you should join us.”

“Oh yes!” Rose brightened. “Bring your gun!”

Ezra was suddenly very aware of the pistol tucked in his waistband. Many men who’d come back from the war had kept their guns close. Under pillows. In the back of bedside drawers. In hidden holsters. As if they hadn’t made this world safe enough, even after all that fighting.

He supposed the Webley would stop a tiger if things at Regent’s Park got out of hand.

But who will stop you?

The whisper in his head was as dark as the coffin. Ezra clenched the strap of his satchel and tried to push the thought away. This never entirely worked. How could it? The darkness was him, just as much as the want of wings. No matter how many books he buried himself in, no matter how many angels he tried to find, or how much metaphorical glass he used to contain himself, Ezra’s madness always broke through. He couldn’t afford to have another… episode. Not here, in front of these women. It was why Lord Blackwood had banished him from Thornhill in the first place.

Stay away.

You’re not safe.

“I don’t know, Elizabeth. I’m not feeling too well.” He pulled the pistol from his belt. “Why don’t you take my gun instead—”

“Nonsense!” Minnie’s cry sounded a little too similar to a peacock. “We’re more likely to end up shooting ourselves in the foot than slaying a tiger. We need you, Mr. Bright. Especially if you’re as good at these games as Biz claims!” The brunette fished a ruby-studded cigarette case from her clutch and offered Ezra its contents. “Here! Have one! They’re good for your health! A quick drag and you’ll be right as rain!”

The cigarettes were lined up in a neat little row, reminding Ezra of infantry. He’d smoked quite a bit during the war, mostly because everything else was on fire.

“No, thank you,” he told Minnie.

Biz grabbed the gun, checking the safety before stuffing it into her own clutch. “Suit yourself.”

“Oh, don’t be like that!” her friend scolded, then looked back at Ezra. “She misses you terribly, you know! Not a week goes by when we don’t hear about some strange misadventure from Thornhill. The capsized rowboat, the litter of kittens you saved from that farmer’s sack, the ancient queen you told her was sleeping in the old oak tree…”

Tales from another life. So many of his memories at Thornhill had taken on a gilded edge, like the countless books of its library. But Ezra knew that if he handled them too much, without gloves, the shine would peel back. Become soaked in George’s blood.

“If Ezra wishes to leave, he should leave.” There was a cold note to Biz’s voice as she tucked her hair behind her ears.

I don’t wish that, Ezra wanted to say. I never did.

“Minnie’s right,” Rose broke in. “Think about it—what are the odds that you two would cross paths in a museum after midnight? This is fate! You can’t just walk away from each other now!”

He could.

He had.

Even though Ezra had handed over his pistol, he felt heavier than ever. His satchel might as well have been stone. Biz, on the other hand, was starting to look less stiff. Color came back to her cheeks. There was a glimmer in her eyes. Green like the bottles that studded the mud of the Thames at low tide.

He could see George there—in the color and the hurt. He could see himself too: that smallest sliver of belonging. A shard that shoved straight through his heart. Emerald eyes didn’t make Ezra an Ellington, but George and Biz had still treated him like a brother. He’d missed that.

Missed them.

“I suppose a quick visit to the zoo wouldn’t do any harm,” he said.

Rose did a little dance around the coffin. “Not if you’re with us!”

“That’s the spirit!” Minnie pulled out a fresh cigarette and wedged it between her lips.

To Ezra’s surprise, Biz took one too. He wondered what Lord Blackwood thought of his precious daughter smoking—not to mention the shingled hair and the hemline that rose well above her knees. Yes, she was chasing tigers, but she wasn’t a child anymore. That much was clear as she pulled a matchbook from her clutch. She left the pistol cradled against its velvet lining, only meeting Ezra’s eyes after she struck her match and brought the flame to her newest vice.

“Right, then.” Her words slipped out with a ribbon of smoke. “Let’s go find ourselves some treasure.”







Chapter 2
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There was no need for the pistol in the end.

The clue at the zoo was hidden in one of the lampposts by the tiger’s cage, sending the quartet back to the fanciest automobile Ezra had ever seen. The cream-colored Hispano Suiza came with its own chauffeur, who’d polished the silver stork hood ornament so thoroughly that it looked like a tossed cocktail. It was too nice to belong to Lord Blackwood. Too showy. All eyes turned their way as they were bused from place to place, following clues. One had been baked into a slice of chocolate cake at London’s finest restaurant. This guided them to a department store, where new dresses had been laid out for the ladies. Next came a series of clubs, where paper scrolls were hidden in trumpet cases and twisted into garnishes.

“Thank heavens we’re out of those feathered gowns!” Minnie exclaimed, taking a swig of her cocktail. The drink menu was the length of a small novel, but all four of them had ordered the Imperial Opal, at the last clue’s suggestion, and were now nursing the beverages at one of the club’s round tables. “I hated that outfit!”

“It tickled too much.” Rose nodded emphatically—a motion exaggerated by the fact that her glass was already empty.

“Not to mention they cost a damned fortune,” Biz sighed as she picked apart the clue from her drink’s lemon garnish.

“That’s a bit rich, coming from a woman who’s wearing Callot Soeurs,” teased Minnie.

Ezra had no idea who Callot Soeurs was, but he had to agree that Biz’s new dress was nicer than the last. She’d changed into a green velvet piece edged with blue and gold embroidery that flowered into a Byzantine-like pattern.

“Why were you wearing so many feathers in the first place?” he wondered.

A costume party, as it turned out. The concept was new to Ezra—the parties he’d braved at Oxford were more practical affairs. A few glasses of wine. Some introductions. A few more glasses of wine. Dinner jackets thrown to the side. Ties loosed. Nothing like the outfit changes Biz and her friends started describing.

The Bright Young Things—as they so proudly called themselves—had made an art of party-going. Seven nights a week they would dress up as shooting stars, bishops, acrobats, and butterflies. Togas were donned for a Senate session, where they drank Bacchanalian amounts of wine. There were Wild West parties, masquerades, carnivals, tropical parties, Mozart parties, Victorian parties, parties where everyone wore only white and danced in an orchard until dawn, parties on boats, parties on airships, parties at country estates. There was even one very notable midsummer’s night trip to Stonehenge, where the gilded youth picnicked on ancient stones. There were parties where guests were instructed to imitate babies. Or pirates. Or, in this evening’s case, their favorite bird.

“It’s kind of like a game,” Biz explained, after seeing the look on Ezra’s face. “Each party has to be more outrageous than the last. That’s why Lady Hilsbury bought a bunch of exotic birds to decorate her Mayfair mansion for this Flights of Fancy party. There were scarlet macaw cages hanging by the chandeliers and parakeets perched beside the punch bowl!” she laughed. “The invitation told us to dress like birds, which meant that all of London’s dressmakers were scrambling for feathers two weeks ago.”

“That sounds… excessive,” Ezra said as he lifted the Imperial Opal to his lips.

It didn’t taste like jewels. The mix was mostly absinthe and Chartreuse—a heady, green combination that reminded him of Paris between battles. The jazz band brought back war memories as well. Certain notes hit just the same pitch as incoming artillery, causing Ezra to flinch.

“It is,” Biz shot back. Though they were both in agreement, she sounded combative. “But it’s better than the alternative.”

Ezra raised his eyebrows. The drink had started to go sour on his tongue.

“I go along to get out of the house,” Rose said, almost as loud as the trumpet solo. “It gets too big and empty—especially at night. Mum goes and shuts herself in Anthony’s room and cries like a ghost even though he’s been dead almost ten years now.” She gave a tight shrug. “I know it’s silly to dress like a bird, but I figure it’s better to be silly than sad. Anthony would have laughed…”

Across the table, Minnie appeared stricken. No doubt she’d lost someone to the war as well. A brother, a father, an uncle… There was more than enough grief to go around the table. And then there was Biz. The leader of the socialites picked up her glass and tipped its contents back until there was nothing left inside.

“What about you, Mr. Bright?” Minnie pivoted. “How do you spend your evenings?”

Falling asleep on medieval angels, apparently. “I’ve been conducting research for my doctoral dissertation.”

“Oh? And what are you disserting?”

“It’s difficult to explain…” He looked back at the satchel by his feet. There were a healthy number of notes inside, recording the different winged archetypes that he’d found at the British Museum so far. But Professor Blythe was right—the concept was too scattered. If he couldn’t explain his thesis to a twenty-year-old flapper, how could he expect to defend it to a table full of professors?

Even still, it seemed a better distraction than dressing up like an ostrich.

“Our ancestors needed myths in order to understand the natural wonders around them,” he began. “Take lightning, for example. We now know that lightning is the natural result of charge differences between the sky and the ground. But all the ancient Greeks saw was magical fire from the heavens—they tried to explain the phenomenon by creating Zeus, a god who could fling lightning bolts as weapons. The Scandinavians created Thor. The Hindus had Indra. We humans tell ourselves stories to make sense of the world. It’s how we survive. When I was fighting in France, I heard all sorts of wild tales in the trenches. Soldiers need myths too, you see. They needed stories about angels blocking bullets with their wings and stopping shells with their flaming swords—”

“The Battlefield Angel!” Rose interjected excitedly. “I loved that song when I was a girl!”

Ezra had appreciated it too—the verses made him feel less alone in his own apocryphal visions. “That’s right. The Battlefield Angel was one of the first legends, but there were countless others. The Flower-Girl of Flanders. The Veiled Women at Verdun. The way men told these stories, with such religious fervor, well, it got me thinking. Why did all these heavenly intercessors have wings? What is it about flying that grips our imagination so strongly? It’s a bit trickier to explain than lightning, but it’s what I’d like to address in my thesis. I’m combing through the British Museum’s collections to find evidence of how this motif appears in almost all of the world’s ancient cultures.”

“You’re hunting for angels?” Rose paraphrased. “That’s awfully poetic.”

It certainly sounded nicer than the truth: Ezra was hunting for his sanity. Or, at least, proof that there was some sort of method to his mind’s madness. If it followed archetypes, it could be predicted, and thus contained. He would never again find himself waking to such a nightmarish scene as the one in that foxhole.

Across the table, Biz’s kohl-lined eyes had narrowed. “Aren’t you getting your doctorate in Egyptology?”

“The ancient Egyptians used wings in their mythology too. Isis is serving as one of my prime examples.”

“Biz always said you were smart. Now I know why,” Minnie laughed. “You’re making my head spin!”

“That could be the cocktail,” Ezra muttered.

He wasn’t used to such compliments. True, he was one of the top-performing scholars in his year, but that achievement always came with vicious whispers: Of course Ezra would know the answers—he’s the bloody subject matter. It’s little better than cheating, in my book!

There had been very few people he’d befriended at Oxford. Even fewer who could convince him to stay out for a drink or endure a barrage of bandstand songs. Biz’s black-struck eyes were still narrowed across the table. She was spinning an empty glass in her hand, so fast that he feared she might drop it.

Ezra wasn’t here for the gun.

Or a second round.

Not really.

He was here for her. At last. And far too late.
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The final, lemon-tinged clue led them to a venue known as the Gargoyle Club. Despite its name, the building wasn’t covered in grouchy medieval statues. The facade was quite plain compared to what lay within.

“Henri Matisse designed this place,” the doorman informed Ezra as he stopped to gape. “You’ll see some of his paintings hanging on the walls of the dining room!”

These turned out to be difficult to spot given the nature of said walls. The famous artist had decided to mosaic them with mirrors—glass from an old château had been shattered and pieced back together around the outer edges of the dining room. The effect was dizzying as Ezra followed Biz into the crowded space. There had to be close to two hundred people here, but none were seated in the restaurant’s cane chairs. No, they stared at the newcomers in silence, gripping glasses of champagne.

One man stood out from the rest. He wasn’t holding a champagne flute, but a black velvet case.

For the first time since Ezra had joined them on their hunt, Biz’s steps faltered.

Ezra slowed too.

He blinked.

London couldn’t possibly be this small, could it?

He blinked again, but the young man holding the jewelry box did not disappear. He just smiled that double-dimpled smile of his—a famous trait. At Oxford, it was rumored that Vincent Cain’s grin had made up for more than a few failing grades. He was a golden boy on campus, both figuratively and literally. Not much had changed. The gold leaf painted on the dining room ceiling only seemed to accent Vincent’s blond hair. He cut a fine figure in his velvet suit. It was made of the same fabric as Biz’s dress—down to the elaborate embroidery on the lapel. The darker blue matched the color of the young man’s eyes. Ezra was still too far away to see so clearly, but he remembered swimming in them.

The way Biz seemed to be doing now.

“Elizabeth, my clever darling! You got through my clues too fast—I barely had time to trek from Mayfair to Soho! It takes so much longer without a car, but here you are!”

The Hispano Suiza belonged to Vincent, Ezra realized with a bitter jolt. The clues had been his too—which explained the Ra and Horus eye debacle. How many times had Vincent invited him to his room to look over notes…?

“Here you are, and here I am babbling about commutes when what I really wish to say is that you’re one of the most brilliant women I’ve ever had the pleasure of knowing. Even in a room of Bright Young Things, you stand out.” Vincent opened the case he was holding. Gasps, all around. Ezra could see the sparkle of the ring’s central diamond over Biz’s shoulder. There were emeralds flanking the platinum filigree as well. The piece had probably cost… well, a fortune.

But Vincent Cain had plenty of that to spare.

He plucked the ring from its case. “I had quite the time, trying to find a ring that might fit you—your wit, your wonder, your ambition. All traits that make us a truly enviable couple. I should like to conquer the rest of my life with you, Elizabeth Ellington. Would you do me the honor of being my wife?”

Ezra was suddenly aware that both Minnie and Rose had faded into the crowd, and he was now the only one standing so close to Biz, close enough to see the muscles of her shoulders squeeze and tense. Everything inside Ezra was doing the same: wishing to escape this moment. It wasn’t anything like fighting in a trench, no, but wars took on all shapes and sizes, didn’t they? And here were two of his…

For a halting second, he believed Biz might spin back around to face him.

She lifted her hand out to Vincent instead.

He slipped the ring over her crimson nail.

He kissed her on her crimson lips, so fully that some of the red smudged off onto his, and Ezra had to tear his eyes away. There was a series of cheers and toasts. Another band began playing from one of the room’s mirrored corners. A champagne flute was shoved into his hands by some well-meaning soul, but much of the drink slopped onto his satchel. The leather would be stained now. That was all he could think as the party unraveled around him.

Biz did turn, finally. There was a strange look in her eyes… Relief, maybe? This hardened as her gaze met Ezra’s.

There was so much he wanted to say to her: about George, about Lord Blackwood, about those eight years that stretched unforgivably between them. But Ezra knew he’d lost his chance—the room was too loud. Too many bombs were going off in his head. His heart. He couldn’t even manage a congratulations.

Biz was made of stronger stuff. She knew exactly how to make her voice pierce through the rest of the noise. “Vincent!” She tightened her hand over her fiancé’s, pulling his attention toward them. “I’d like you to meet someone. This is—”

Vincent lit up like an acetylene lamp. “My God! Ezra Bright!” He dropped Biz’s hand and moved in for a clapping hug—the kind exchanged by long-lost friends. Ezra was so rattled by this, by the smell of pine and pepper and fresh-plucked lemons all mixed into this man’s cologne, that he did not reciprocate. He stood as stiff as a Middle Kingdom mummy. “Is it really you? Have you escaped from that crypt they keep doctoral students in? Blythe was always such a tight-arse.”

Biz’s eyes darted between the men. “You two know each other?”

Was the room getting hotter? Ezra could feel himself starting to flush, and prayed that the lighting would be too dark for anyone to tell. Vincent, meanwhile, was still glowing.

“Ezra and I rubbed shoulders during my Oxford days—short-lived though they were.” His grin turned impish and Ezra
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Praise for 
The Enchanted Lies of Céleste Artois


“Every page of Ryan Graudin’s latest is molten gold. Thrilling, charming, and utterly transportive. True to form, Graudin sprinkles this tale with so much heart and humor and glittering dialogue that it’s impossible not to walk away enchanted.”

—Roshani Chokshi, New York Times bestselling author of The Last Tale of the Flower Bride




“Graudin’s magical Paris is glittering and seedy, glorious and deadly, fabulous and unforgiving. This novel of delicious skulduggery brings the City of Lights to life. I wish I could slip into its pages for a stroll and see my favorite places rendered fantastical. This is the Paris novel of my dreams.”

—Laini Taylor, New York Times bestselling author of Strange the Dreamer




“The Enchanted Lies of Céleste Artois is sublime and seductive, full of midnight magic and spun-glass secrets. I never wanted to wake up from this luminous fever dream of a novel.”

—Lyra Selene, author of A Feather So Black




“Graudin mixes a heady cocktail of decadent parties with the bittersweet tang of a world about to self-destruct.… This is a delectable confection.”

—Publishers Weekly (starred review)




“Graudin’s adult debut weaves real and imagined characters into a tale full of romance, art, curiosity, and pain.… An expansive fantasy.”

—Library Journal




“It’s always nice to see a new way of thinking about magic, both in how it might come into existence and then be used; Ryan Graudin has done it thoughtfully, without overly complicated rules and still internally consistent.”

—Locus
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