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Chapter 1: The Arrival of Maman Léonise
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The woman who stepped from the ship onto American soil carried death in her leather bag.

Léonise Devereux moved through the morning fog like something conjured from it, her black mourning dress untouched by the spray that had drenched every other passenger during the crossing from Port-au-Prince. Behind her, the harbor of Charleston receded into gray obscurity. Before her stretched a country that did not yet know what she would build within its borders.

She had not come to flee. She had come to claim.

The coach she hired took her north through territories still raw from their own violence, past plantations crumbling into the earth they'd been carved from, past towns that existed as little more than ambitious names on hand-painted signs. She watched it all through the window with eyes that assessed rather than observed. The driver, a man who'd survived three wars and thought himself immune to disquiet, found he could not meet those eyes in his mirror.

Three days of travel brought her to land she'd purchased through intermediaries—a transaction completed entirely through letters written in three languages, none of them her first. The deed bore her name in ink the color of rust. Fifty acres of Louisiana lowland where the Atchafalaya Basin breathed its humid breath across ground that had never been successfully settled. The previous owner had lasted two seasons before fleeing back to Mobile, speaking of sounds in the night that made his dogs go silent.

Léonise paid in gold that predated the Revolution. She did not ask about the sounds.

The coach would go no farther. She dismissed it with a gesture and a coin, then stood alone on the dirt track that would, in time, become a road. The driver did not wait to see her turn away before whipping his horses into retreat.

Silence settled around her like a held breath.

She walked the perimeter first, her boots leaving prints in mud that seemed reluctant to release them. Cypress trees rose from standing water, their knees breaking the surface like the joints of buried giants. Spanish moss hung in curtains that moved without wind. The air itself felt thick, resistant, as though she pushed through something more substantial than humidity.

This was why she had chosen it.

The veil between worlds wore thin in such places—had always worn thin here, long before Europeans had arrived with their maps and their certainty. The Chitimacha had known. They'd marked this ground as sacred and forbidden in equal measure, had told stories of it that were not meant for outsiders. Léonise had learned those stories anyway, through means that would have horrified the missionaries who'd taught her to read their Bible.

She had learned many things they had not intended to teach.

At the center of the property, where the ground rose just enough to stay above the seasonal floods, she set down her bag. The leather was old, worked soft by generations of hands. It had crossed an ocean before—several oceans, if the family histories could be believed. Her grandmother had carried it from Dahomey. Her mother had carried it through the revolution that had freed Haiti and drowned it in blood.

Now it was hers, and it was heavy with purpose.

The first book she withdrew was bound in something that had never been cattle hide. The Grimoire of Shifting Tides, its pages inscribed in a French that predated the Académie's standardization, mixed with symbols that predated France itself. She'd studied it since childhood, had memorized passages her mother made her recite until her tongue bled from the effort of shaping sounds human mouths were not designed for.

The second volume was smaller, its cover wrapped in cloth that had once been white. The Book of Echoes. Her grandmother's contribution to the family's collection, compiled from knowledge traded, stolen, and purchased at prices that could not be counted in currency. It contained names—true names, the kind that gave power over the things that wore them.

The third was the oldest, though it looked newest, its pages somehow untouched by time or moisture. The Codex of Unmaking. No one in her family knew who had written it first. It simply was, had always been, passed from mother to daughter with warnings that grew more urgent with each generation. This was the dangerous one. This was the book that promised everything and demanded more.

This was the one she needed.

Léonise arranged them in a triangle on the ground, then drew from her bag the other necessities. A knife with a handle of bone. A bowl of hammered copper, green with age. Packets of herbs wrapped in silk—some she'd brought from Haiti, some she'd gathered during her journey north, harvested at specific hours under specific moons. Salt from the Caribbean. Soil from her mother's grave. Water from a river that no longer had a name.

The sun was setting. She had timed this precisely.

She read.

The words came from all three books, woven together in a pattern she'd spent five years learning to construct. Her voice remained steady, neither rising nor falling, as she spoke syllables that seemed darken the air around them. The cypress trees grew still. The insects went silent. Even the water stopped its subtle movement.

Something was listening.

She cut her palm with the bone knife—a deep cut, deliberate, the pain sharp and clarifying. Blood welled dark and fell into the copper bowl, where it mixed with the water and soil and herbs. The mixture steam though she'd lit no fire.

"I call upon the powers that dwell beneath," she said, switching now to Kreyòl, the language of her birth and her mother's magic. "I call upon the forces that existed before names, before light, before the first word was spoken into void."

The ground trembled. Not an earthquake—something more localized, more intentional. As though the earth itself was rolling over to see who dared disturb it.

"I offer bargain," Léonise continued. Her voice carried across the empty land, and she knew it was not empty anymore, that things had gathered to hear her proposal. "I offer blood and binding. I offer lineage and legacy. I will build you a house, a vessel, a doorway. You will have access to the world of flesh and breath. You will taste life again."

The air grew cold despite the Louisiana heat. Mist rose from the water, but it rose wrong—upward in columns, like smoke, like reaching fingers.

"In exchange, you will grant me dominion. Over this land. Over the forces that move through it. Over death itself, in its fashion." She paused, then spoke the crucial words, the ones that would seal everything. "My blood will maintain the threshold. My descendants will keep the door. Generation unto generation, we will feed the house, and the house will feed us power."

She poured the contents of the bowl onto the ground.

The earth drank it instantly, greedily. For a moment, nothing happened. Then the ground where the mixture had fallen glow with a faint phosphorescence, like foxfire, like decay. The light spread outward in lines, forming a pattern—a foundation, she realized. The house was showing her where it wanted to be built.

And it was vast.

The design that burned itself into the earth was larger than she'd planned, more complex. Rooms within rooms, corridors that curved back on themselves, spaces that seemed exist at angles that shouldn't be possible in three dimensions. She saw it all at once—the grand entrance that would welcome and trap, the ballroom where celebrations would curdle into catastrophe, the bedrooms where sleep would bring no rest, the basement that would go deeper than any basement should.

Belle Rêve, she would call it. Beautiful Dream. The irony pleased her.

The phosphorescence faded, but the pattern remained, scorched into the earth like a brand. She could feel them now, the entities she'd bargained with, moving beneath the surface. Hungry. Patient. They had waited centuries for an opening like this. They would wait a few months more while she built their gateway.

But they would not wait forever, and they would not forget the terms.

Her hand still bled. She wrapped it in cloth torn from her petticoat, then gathered her books and returned them to the bag. The ritual was complete. The pact was sealed. Everything that followed would be consequence.

She slept that night on the ground, at the center of the pattern, and her dreams were full of whispers in languages she almost understood. They showed her the house as it would be—magnificent and terrible, drawing people to it like moths to flame. They showed her the power she would wield, the respect she would command, the empire she would build from sugar and suffering and secrets.

They did not show her the price her children would pay. That mercy, at least, they granted her.

When dawn broke, she rose and walked to the nearest town. She hired builders—men who needed work badly enough not to ask questions about the strange woman with the foreign accent and the purse full of old gold. She hired them with contracts that paid well and bound them to silence. She hired them with smiles that made them forget to wonder why the site she'd chosen felt wrong.

Construction began within the week.

The foundation went down first, poured according to the pattern the earth had shown her. She was there for every step, consulting her books, adding elements the builders didn't see—iron filings mixed into the concrete, symbols carved into beams before they were raised, packets of herbs and bone sealed into the walls. The house was being built according to architectural plans filed with the parish, but it was being constructed according to older blueprints, ones that existed in texts the parish had never heard of.

The workers complained of tools that went missing and reappeared in wrong places. Of measurements that changed between morning and afternoon. Of sounds in the walls before there were walls to contain sound. Three men quit. She replaced them with men more desperate, more willing to ignore their instincts for the sake of wages.

The house rose quickly, almost too quickly. By the time summer heat made the lowlands nearly uninhabitable, the frame was complete. By autumn, the roof was on. By winter, the interior work had begun—the plaster and paint, the installation of fixtures, the hanging of doors that fit their frames too perfectly, as though they'd been made for openings that had always existed.

Léonise supervised it all. She slept in a tent on the property, refusing to leave even when storms rolled in from the Gulf. She needed to be present, to maintain the connection, to feed the house with her proximity and her will. It was hungry, she could feel it. Growing stronger as it grew larger. Learning the shape of the world it would inhabit.

She carved the final symbol herself, on the last day of construction, in the basement where the workers had been forbidden to go. A circle within a circle, surrounded by words in a script that predated writing. She cut her palm again—the same hand, reopening the scar—and pressed it to the center of the design.

The house shuddered. Settled. Became.

Belle Rêve was complete.

That night, she walked through every room, christening them with words of power and binding. The house listened. The house learned. She could feel it becoming aware, developing something that wasn't quite consciousness but wasn't quite not. It knew her. It recognized her blood. It understood the bargain.

And it was patient. So patient. It would wait for the descendants she'd promised. It would wait for the generations of Devereux blood that would maintain the threshold and feed the entities that dwelt beneath. It would wait because it had been given time, had been granted access to the world of flesh and breath through a doorway that would not close.

Not in her lifetime. Not in her children's lifetimes. Not ever, unless someone learned how to unmake what she had made.

And she had been careful to ensure that knowledge died with her.

Léonise stood in the grand foyer, looking up at the chandelier that would one day witness a hundred tragedies. She smiled. It was not a kind smile. It was the smile of a woman who had gambled everything and won, who had traded her descendants' peace for her own power, who had built a monument to ambition and called it home.

Outside, the Louisiana night pressed close, full of sounds that were not quite natural. Inside, the house waited, patient and hungry, for the family that would feed it.

The curse had found its anchor. The Devereux line had found its doom.

And Maman Léonise, architect of both, felt no regret at all.
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Chapter 2: The House Remembers
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Fifty years after Maman Léonise's death, Belle Rêve still smelled like her—tobacco and vetiver and something darker underneath, like turned earth after rain. The scent clung to the velvet drapes in the parlor, seeped from the floorboards in the east wing, rose from the cellar stairs in waves that made visitors pause and reconsider their business.

The Broussard family learned to live with it. They learned to live with many things.

Odella Broussard was seven the first time she saw her dead grandmother standing at the foot of her bed. The old woman said nothing, just watched with eyes that reflected the moonlight like a cat's, then faded when Odella pulled the covers over her head. In the morning, her mother asked why she'd been crying. Odella said she'd had a nightmare. Her mother's face went carefully blank—the expression every Broussard woman learned to wear when the house showed its teeth.

"Did you see someone?" her mother asked.

Odella nodded.

"Did they hurt you?"

"No, ma'am."

Her mother's shoulders dropped half an inch. "Then you're fine. Don't go looking for them, and most times they'll leave you be." She paused at the doorway. "And Odella? Don't tell your father. Men don't understand about the house."

That was the first lesson. There would be many more.

By the time Odella turned sixteen, she could walk through Belle Rêve in complete darkness without stumbling. Not because she'd memorized the layout, though she had, but because the house told her where to step. A pressure against her left shoulder meant turn right. A sudden chill meant stop, wait, let whatever was passing finish its business. The floorboards creaked in patterns—three short, two long meant someone had died in that room. A single sustained groan meant stay out entirely.

Her cousin Evelyn, ten years younger, learned faster.

"There's a woman in the drawing room," Evelyn announced at breakfast one morning, spreading butter on her biscuit with perfect six-year-old composure. "She's crying but she won't tell me why."

Odella's mother and aunt exchanged glances across the table.

"What's she wearing?" Odella's mother asked.

"A white dress. It's got mud on the bottom, like she walked through the garden." Evelyn took a bite of biscuit. "She keeps looking at the window."

"That's Joelle," Odella's aunt said quietly. "She's been here longer than any of us. Just... let her be, sweetheart. She's not ready to talk yet."

But Joelle was ready. She'd been ready for decades. She'd just been waiting for someone who could hear her properly.

The drawing room faced west, catching the last brutal rays of Louisiana sun each evening. It should have been the warmest room in the house. Instead, frost formed on the inside of the windows every November, delicate ferns of ice that melted into patterns that looked almost like writing. Almost, but not quite.

Evelyn started spending her afternoons there.

"You're going to catch your death," Odella warned, finding her cousin curled in the window seat with a blanket and a book she clearly wasn't reading. The girl's lips had gone faintly blue.

"She's trying to tell me something." Evelyn's breath misted in the frigid air. "I can almost understand."

"Evelyn—"

"Don't you feel it?" The girl's dark eyes were too bright, feverish. "She's so angry, Odella. Not at us. At him. At what he did."

Odella felt it. She'd felt it since childhood, that low thrum of rage beneath Belle Rêve's floorboards, but she'd learned to ignore it the way you learned to ignore a ringing in your ears. Evelyn hadn't learned that yet. Maybe she never would.

"Come away from there," Odella said, gentler now. "Whatever Joelle wants to say, she's had seventy years to say it. Another day won't matter."

But it did matter. That night, every door in the east wing slammed shut simultaneously, hard enough to crack two of the frames. The temperature in the drawing room dropped so low that the water in the vase on the mantle froze solid, shattering the crystal. And in the morning, they found words scratched into the frost on the window:

HE PROMISED

The story came out in pieces, the way all Belle Rêve's stories did—half from the house itself, half from the tight-lipped elders who remembered when remembering was dangerous.

Joelle Broussard had been beautiful. That was the first thing everyone said, as if beauty explained anything, as if it justified what came after. She'd been the eldest daughter, which meant she'd felt the house's pull stronger than her siblings, meant she'd been groomed from birth to understand the weight of their inheritance.

She'd also been in love.

His name was Thomas Mercier, and he'd come from New Orleans to survey the property lines for the parish. He'd stayed for three months. Long enough to fall in love. Long enough to make promises.

Long enough for Silas Broussard to find out.

"They were going to run away together," Odella's aunt explained, her voice barely above a murmur. They sat in the kitchen—the only room in Belle Rêve that felt truly safe, perhaps because Maman Léonise had spent so little time there. "Thomas was going to take her north. They had it all planned."

"What happened?" Evelyn asked.

The aunt's hands stilled on her teacup. "Silas happened. He couldn't let her go—not the eldest daughter. The house needed her. The... the agreement needed her." She wouldn't say the word pact out loud. None of them would, as if speaking it might draw attention. "So he told Thomas that Joelle had changed her mind. Gave him money to leave. And Thomas..."

"He left," Odella finished, understanding blooming cold in her chest.

"He left," her aunt confirmed. "Didn't even ask to see her. Just took the money and went back to New Orleans." She stared into her tea. "Joelle found out three days later. Silas told her himself—wanted her to understand that no one was coming to save her. That she belonged to Belle Rêve, same as he did, same as all of us do."

"And then?" Evelyn's voice was small.

"And then she went to the drawing room, put on her best white dress, and walked out into the garden." The aunt's voice cracked. "They found her by the well the next morning. The coroner said her heart just... stopped. But we knew better. The house knew better."

Evelyn stood abruptly, her chair scraping against the floor. "Where's the well?"

"Evelyn, no—"

But she was already gone, the kitchen door swinging shut behind her.

Odella found her cousin standing at the edge of the old stone well, staring down into darkness that seemed swallow the afternoon light. The well had been capped decades ago, a heavy iron grate bolted over the opening, but you could still hear water moving far below—a sound like whispered conversation.

"She didn't jump," Evelyn said without turning around. "She just stood here until her heart broke. Until the house took what it needed."

"Can you feel it?" Now the girl did turn, and her face was streaked with tears that weren't entirely her own. "She's still here. She's still standing right here, waiting for him to come back. Waiting for someone to tell her it wasn't her fault."

Odella felt it then—a presence pressing against her skin like a hand, desperate and pleading. The air around the well was wrong, too thick, too cold. And underneath the sound of moving water, she heard something else: a woman's voice, repeating the same words over and over.

He promised. He promised. He promised.

"We should go inside," Odella managed.

Evelyn didn't move. "She wants us to know. She wants everyone to know what they did to her—Silas and Thomas both. One killed her with cruelty and the other with cowardice, and she's been trapped here ever since, replaying it."

"There's nothing we can do for her."

"Isn't there?" Evelyn's eyes were fever-bright again, but this time with something harder than grief. "The house remembers everything, Odella. Every betrayal, every death, every drop of blood spilled to keep the agreement alive. Maybe it's time someone remembered back."

That night, Odella woke to the sound of footsteps in the hallway—light, quick, a woman's tread. She lay perfectly still, barely breathing, as the footsteps passed her door and continued down the corridor. Toward Evelyn's room.

She was out of bed before she'd fully decided to move, her bare feet silent on the cold floorboards. The hallway was empty, but she could still hear the footsteps ahead of her, always just around the next corner. The house was darker than it should be, the moonlight from the windows somehow failing to penetrate the shadows.

Evelyn's door stood open.

The girl sat upright in bed, her eyes open but unseeing, her lips moving soundlessly. And standing beside her, one translucent hand resting on Evelyn's shoulder, was Joelle Broussard.

She looked exactly as she had in the portrait that hung in the main hall—young, beautiful, her dark hair loose around her shoulders. But her white dress was stained with mud and something darker, and her eyes held a depth of sorrow that no painting could capture.

"Let her go," Odella said, surprised by the steadiness of her own voice.

Joelle's gaze shifted to her. When she spoke, her voice came from everywhere and nowhere, a sound that bypassed Odella's ears entirely and resonated in her bones.

She understands. She feels what I felt. She knows what it means to be bound.

"She's a child."

I was barely older. Old enough to love. Old enough to be sacrificed for it.

"What do you want from her?"

Joelle's hand tightened on Evelyn's shoulder, and the girl gasped, her eyes focusing suddenly. She looked at Joelle without fear, with something closer to recognition.

I want her to remember, Joelle said. I want her to carry what I carried, to feel what I felt. I want her to understand that this house takes everything—your love, your future, your heartbeat—and gives nothing back but ghosts and grief.

"I know," Evelyn whispered. "I can feel it. I can feel all of it."

And Odella realized with creeping horror that she could too. Not just Joelle's anguish, but something deeper, older—a current running beneath Belle Rêve like an underground river, connecting every Broussard who'd ever lived here, every death, every sacrifice. It was in her blood, this knowledge. It had always been there, dormant, waiting.

Now it was waking up.

Her hands move without her permission, reaching for objects on Evelyn's dresser—a hairbrush, a ribbon, a small silver locket. Her fingers arranged them in a pattern she didn't recognize but somehow knew, a configuration that made the air in the room tighten and hum.

"Odella?" Evelyn's voice was small, frightened. "What are you doing?"

"I don't know." But that was a lie. Some part of her knew exactly what she was doing, the same part that knew how to walk through Belle Rêve in darkness, the same part that had always known the house was alive and watching. "I can't stop."

The objects on the dresser glow faintly, and the temperature plummeted. Joelle's form solidified, became almost corporeal, and for a moment Odella could see her as she'd been—not a ghost, but a girl, terrified and heartbroken and so desperately young.

This is what it means, Joelle said, and now her voice was gentle, almost pitying. This is what Maman Léonise bound you to. Not just the house, but everything it holds. Every memory, every death, every scream that these walls have swallowed. You carry us all now. You always have.

Odella's hands dropped to her sides, the spell—if that's what it was—broken. The objects on the dresser clattered back into disarray. But the knowledge remained, settling into her bones like sediment, heavy and permanent.

"How do we stop it?" she asked.

Joelle's laugh was bitter as burnt sugar. You don't. You feed it, or it feeds on you. Those are the only choices Léonise left us.

Then she was gone, fading like morning mist, and the room was just a room again—cold and dark and empty except for two girls who'd just learned they were prisoners in their own blood.

The great hearth in Belle Rêve's main hall had been built from stones quarried on the property, each one selected by Maman Léonise herself. It was large enough to roast a whole pig, deep enough that a child could stand upright inside it. In winter, it could heat the entire ground floor. In summer, it stayed cold as a tomb.

Odella stood before it now, watching embers that shouldn't still be glowing. The fire had been out for hours, but the coals pulsed with a dull red light, and the smoke that rose from them didn't dissipate—it hung in the air, forming shapes that were almost recognizable. Almost faces.

"Do you see them?" Evelyn asked beside her.

"Yes."

"Do you know who they are?"

Odella did. She knew without knowing how she knew, the same way she knew which floorboards would creak and which rooms to avoid. These were the Broussards who'd come before—not just Joelle, but dozens of others, generations of eldest daughters and dutiful sons, all of them bound to Belle Rêve, all of them feeding the agreement that Maman Léonise had made.

All of them still here.

"They're waiting," Evelyn said softly. "They've been waiting for us."

"For what?"

"To take our place." Evelyn's hand found Odella's, her fingers ice-cold. "That's what the house does, isn't it? It keeps us. All of us. Forever."

The smoke shifted, and for just a moment, Odella saw Maman Léonise herself—tall and proud and utterly without mercy, her smile sharp as a blade. Then the image dissolved, but the message was clear.

This was their inheritance. Not just the house, but everything it contained—every ghost, every memory, every drop of blood spilled to keep the agreement alive. They would live here, die here, and remain here, adding their own stories to the foundation, their own grief to the walls.

The house would remember them, just as it remembered everyone else.

And there was no escape.

The embers flared once, bright enough to hurt, then went dark. In the sudden blackness, Odella heard it clearly—the sound of the house settling around them, content and patient, knowing it had all the time in the world.

Knowing they had nowhere else to go.
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Chapter 3: Three Returns
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The gravel crunched under Malik's tires like breaking teeth. He killed the engine and sat for a moment, hands still gripping the wheel, staring at the house through the bug-spattered windshield. Belle Rêve looked worse than he'd expected—peeling paint, shutters hanging crooked, ivy crawling up the stone like it was trying to pull the whole structure into the ground.

"Christ," he muttered. "This is going to cost a fortune."

In the passenger seat, Evelyn said nothing. She'd gone pale the moment they turned off the main road, and now she sat rigid, both hands pressed flat against her thighs like she was trying to keep herself from bolting.

Behind them, Rayna leaned forward between the seats, her face bright with something Malik couldn't quite name. Not quite excitement. Not quite dread.

"It's exactly how I remember it," she breathed.

Malik popped his door open. "Yeah, well, memory's generous. Place is falling apart."

He stepped out into the thick Louisiana heat, already cataloging repairs in his head. New roof, definitely. Foundation work. Those windows would need replacing—half of them looked ready to fall out of their frames. He pulled his phone from his pocket, opened the calculator app, started running numbers.

Rayna climbed out after him, smoothing her dress. "Don't be so practical, Malik. It has character."

"Character doesn't pay for structural damage."

"Maman Léonise loved this house."

"Maman Léonise is dead." The words came out harsher than he'd intended, but he didn't take them back. Someone had to be realistic. Their grandmother had been gone three months, and in that time the estate had deteriorated fast. The lawyer said there were debts. Unpaid taxes. A mortgage nobody knew existed. Malik's job was to assess, liquidate, get them all out from under it as quickly as possible.

He started toward the porch, boots loud on the gravel.

Evelyn still hadn't moved.

Rayna circled back to the car, leaned down to peer through the open door. "Ev? You coming?"

"I don't want to go in there."

"We have to. The lawyer said—"

"I know what the lawyer said." Evelyn's voice was thin, stretched. "But something's wrong with this place. Can't you feel it?"

Rayna glanced back at the house. In the late afternoon light, it did look imposing—all those sharp gables and narrow windows, the way the shadows pooled thick under the eaves. But it was just a house. Old, neglected, full of memories both good and bad. Nothing more.

"It's just been empty too long," Rayna said gently. "Come on. We'll go in together."

Evelyn finally moved, but slowly, like she was walking toward something that might bite.

The porch steps groaned under Malik's weight. He tested each one before committing, found them solid enough despite the rot creeping up from the ground. The front door was massive—old oak, iron hinges, the craftsmanship you didn't see anymore. Worth something, probably, if he could find the right buyer.

He tried the handle. Locked.

"Rayna, you got the key?"

She fished it from her purse—a heavy brass thing on a faded ribbon—and handed it over. Malik fitted it into the lock, felt the mechanism resist, then give with a reluctant click.

The door swung inward on silent hinges.

The smell hit him first. Not decay, exactly, but something close—dust and old wood and a faint metallic tang he couldn't place. The air inside felt different, heavier, like stepping into a cave.

"Jesus," he muttered, waving a hand in front of his face. "When's the last time anyone opened a window in here?"

He stepped inside, his eyes adjusting to the gloom. The entry hall stretched before him, all dark paneling and faded wallpaper, a grand staircase curving up into shadow. Furniture sat shrouded under dust sheets like sleeping animals. The grandfather clock in the corner had stopped at 3:17—morning or afternoon, impossible to say.

Malik pulled out his phone, turned on the flashlight. The beam cut through the dimness, illuminating motes of dust that hung suspended, barely moving.

"Power's off," he said. "I'll call the utility company tomorrow."

Rayna stepped in behind him, and her reaction was different. She stood still in the doorway, one hand pressed to her chest, her eyes moving slowly across the space.

"It's exactly the same," she whispered. "Nothing's changed."

"Everything's changed. Look at this place."

But Rayna wasn't looking at the decay. She was seeing something else—summers spent running through these halls, Maman Léonise's voice
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