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When an undead movie star asks you for a small favour, you know you’re gonna be in deep trouble.

Seeing ghosts is just something I’ve learnt to live with. They’re everywhere I go, especially since I chose to study history at the Sorbonne, one of the oldest universities in the world. While on a class trip to the Pantheon, where France’s great men—and women!—reside, I get introduced to the fabulous Josephine Baker! One of her war medals has gone missing, and she wants me to find its whereabouts.

Who could say no to a flapper girl turned movie star turned war hero? Little do I know agreeing to do so will send me on a wild-goose chase across the country with a ghostly pet cheetah, hidden walkways, and a murder attempt.

.

Follow Alix on her first big ghost adventure two years prior to the events of Parisian Ghosts.

.


Sign up to my Story Seeker mailing list and grab the prequel for free









  
  A note on sensitive topics


Dear Reader, 
This is a book about ghosts, so naturally death plays a rather large part in it. If you don’t like spoilers and you’re cool with everything, skip this note and start the book. If you want to be prepared, read on. I’m writing this because reading should be fun, not a nasty surprise.
There will be a few triggers in this book. First of all, there will be two deaths. One is an accidental suicide, the other is a murder with some potentially gory details. There are also several death threats, and a gun is brandished.
Furthermore, there are discussions of human and ghost experiments, and serious child neglect. You already know Sébastien was practically killed by his father at the age of seventeen. In this book we learn a bit more about the details. Things are looking pretty bleak for him, but sometimes things have to get worse before they can get better.
Speaking of things getting worse: a beloved relationship is put to the test, and some scenes may remind you of domestic violence. That’s because it is, even if our heroine refuses to see it for the longest time. It’s a real thing all too often, and I wanted to depict that kind of struggle. It’s not the end of the story, though, and our heroine will get through it with the same love and empathy she’s shown before.
This series has physical and mental confrontations between the living and the dead, but our heroine is scrappy and will gain some strong supporters along the way.
Happy to tag along? Then join Alix in this new ghostly adventure as she travels to beautiful Provence.
.
Love, Janna






  
  Chapter 1


A million thoughts run through my head as Sébastien, Gaspar, and I arrive at Sébastien’s apartment. The three of us look an absolute mess after escaping from under the opera, especially after having taken an involuntary bath in the underground lake when C-Trente attacked us. 
As for Gaspar, he looks as if he’s been living in a hole in the ground for two months, which seems frighteningly accurate—except for the living part. Apart from his initial greeting, he’s barely said a word, but he’s agreed to come with us to a safer place. The whole time on the way here, I was fighting an enormous sense of guilt. Every time my joy over his return bubbled up, it was crushed again by what happened while he was gone.
The truth is something has changed. He feels different. Like a ticking time bomb waiting to explode in my face.
Which I probably deserve. I don’t even know why I kissed Sébastien. Something about the exhilaration of being alive, flooded with gratitude when he turned on his father’s whisper ghost and eliminated him, and a sense of commonality—we’re both traitors to GoPol now. Part of me wants to defend myself, to say I’d thought Gaspar had gone for good, but another part calls me a liar. Another part knows why the mysterious music I heard at the opera went straight to my heart.
I’m still struggling to understand, though. If Gaspar was still around, why was he hiding under the opera? Why play games with me by inviting me to performances where people were going to be murdered? The music showed me a message about the murder, it didn’t lead me to him until the very end. Why would he leave and hide from me, after promising to always watch over me?
Sébastien leads us into the living room and offers us the couch, while he lights the vervain candles scattered around the room to avoid other ghosts listening in. I want to sit, but Gaspar keeps standing there, looking at the sofa and the glass table with disgust, so I stay on my feet, too. 
When Sébastien notices, he sighs. “I’ll get the first-aid kit.”
It’s safe to assume he’ll have trouble finding it quickly.
“I’m sorry,” I whisper, almost afraid.
“Are you?” Gaspar drawls.
My heart almost bursts out of my chest it’s pounding that hard. A tear runs down my cheek and soon another follows. “I thought you were gone.”
“So you moved on.” His voice is so hard and unforgiving. It’s not the voice I remember. Nothing about him is the way it should be.
I try to take his hand, but he jerks it away. “What happened?”
“What happened?” His eyes are burning. He looks more like C-Trente or Nat than my sweet hedgehog boy. Is it really just because of the kiss? “You have no idea what I’ve been through. For us. And you’re running around with Sébastien, going on one date after another, and kissing him.”
I swallow hard. Put like that, I really sound the worst. “It was just an act. Sébastien and I aren’t dating. We only did it to throw off GoPol and my sisters and—”
“And how did that work out for you?” Gaspar interrupts me rudely.
“Not so well,” I say in a small voice. My throat still hurts from being squeezed twice in a few days, and my forehead is throbbing with pain. Our act hadn’t fooled C-Trente at all.
I try to take Gaspar’s hand again, and this time he lets me, though his grip is feeble at best. “I’m sorry, Gaspar. I got carried away. There’s no excuse, I know, but I really thought I’d lost you forever. Your bones were gone.” His grave was empty when I visited with Gaby and Marie.
He tears his hand from my grip and takes a step away. “Of course they were gone.”
“Of course?” 
I try not to be hurt by his actions or the coldness in his voice, but it’s starting to get to me. My clothes are still wet, my body aches in a dozen different places, and only an hour ago, I’d thought I was going to die.
His blazing eyes meet mine again. “While you were fooling around with Sébastien, I went to the Chevalier and asked him to try his whole resurrection thing. He dug up my bones, took them to his laboratory, and we’ve been working on them ever since.”
Shock roots me in place. “You’re alive?”
I remember the Chevalier’s creepy experiments: the skeleton squirrel, the crushed hedgehog, and the living mouse. When Gaspar and I were introduced to them, the Chevalier offered to make Gaspar his first human experiment, but we both agreed not to mess with it.
Gaspar picks up an abandoned glass of water from the coffee table, lifts it into the air and lets it fall back down. A deafening crack tears through the living room as glass meets glass. I jump as shards of glass shoot knee-high across the room. At least one buries itself in my exposed hand.
In an instant, Sébastien is back in the room. His eyes land on me, then Gaspar, then on the broken coffee table. “What’s going on in here?”
“He’s alive,” I cry. 
My knees buckle and I fall to the couch. More splinters pierce my legs, but I can’t deal with them. The horrors and revelations of the last two hours have finally caught up with me. I should be overflowing with joy. Instead, I burst into tears.
“Don’t you want to comfort her?” Sébastien asks in horror when neither of them hurries to my side.
“Isn’t that your job now?”
Neither of them hold me. I cry and cry until my sobs turn into hiccups and I’m gasping for breath. Slowly, bit by bit, I regain some semblance of control, taking deep breaths to shake off the tears.
When I finally do, Sébastien is at my side. He gently takes my hand and pulls out the two shards buried there. Methodically, he tends to the small wounds first, then the larger one on my forehead. Finally, he gets me to my feet so he can move me to a safer place.
The entire time Gaspar just watches us grimly. I notice he’s not hurt, even though he was much closer to the glass, but I have no idea what to make of that. Maybe he just got lucky.
“Is someone going to tell me what happened?” Sébastien asks, looking from Gaspar to me.
In a soft little voice, I tell him about the Chevalier’s experiments and what Gaspar did to be with me.
When I finish, Gaspar adds: “I thought she wouldn’t be able to see me again, so I figured I didn’t have much to lose.” For the first time since we found him, his voice has softened. But then he snorts. “As it turns out, I was going to lose her anyway.”
Sébastien takes a step back. “Look, I’m not planning to come between you. The kiss was… accidental. It didn’t mean anything.”
I want to agree, but the sting in my heart betrays me. I have no idea what it meant, but it meant something.
“She loves you, Gaspar,” Sébastien continues, “only you. You should have seen how heartbroken she was when she thought she’d lost you. And to have you back alive…” He laughs in disbelief. “That’s brilliant.” He looks at me with a warm smile that cuts through my heart like a knife. “I’m happy for you.”
“It’s not perfect,” Gaspar says with an eye roll. “I’m alive, but I’m also dead. I can’t just go out there and resume my life. Why do you think I was staying in the catacombs?”
“We’ll figure it out,” I say quietly. Slowly, I approach him again. “Together?”
Gaspar looks at me thoughtfully. There’s still some resentment in his eyes, but he’s softening. “I only did it to be with you. Romaine said it remains to be seen if the experiment was truly successful.”
I take his hands in mine and smile. “I’m just glad to have you back. I don’t care in what form.”
He snorts, but there’s a flicker of his old smile. “So, you’re still mine?”
“I always was.”
With a soft sigh, Gaspar pulls me closer and kisses me. He rests his forehead on mine and whispers, “I need you, Alix.”
“Ghost,” says Sébastien, suddenly alert.
“Relax. It’s only me.”
My heart leaps when I hear that cheerful voice. “Dix!”
As he enters the living room, he does a double take. “Well, that’s an interesting arrangement. How long was I gone?”
Sébastien stares as if his teenage whisper ghost has grown three heads in his absence. “Where have you been?”
“Me? I just got back from Marseille.” He drops onto the sofa and puts his feet on the frame of the broken coffee table, ignoring the glass. “I’ve been on a bit of a quest, you know?” Dix grins at us all. “You’ll never guess who I found.”
“Who?”
“Maman.”






  
  Chapter 2


“You found Maman?” Sébastien repeats. His face has gone slack, as if after everything we’ve already been through today, this is just one thing too much. 
Dix suddenly notices all the broken glass around him. “What happened here?”
“Maman?” Sébastien prompts.
“Oh, right. Yeah, she lives in Marseille, works for the university there. She’s got her own research lab. Doing really well for herself.”
As much as I usually appreciate Dix’s light-hearted approach, my heart goes out to Sébastien. I know exactly how much it hurts him to hear this. But as usual, he puts it all behind a door and swallows the key. “I’m glad to hear it,” he says, as if it were a distant cousin he’d lost touch with and not his mother.
Instinctively, I want to take his hand, but with Gaspar standing next to me, that’s out of the question. “Did you speak to her?” I ask Dix, pushing for the details Sébastien won’t.
“She’s not a ghost whisperer, so no.” There’s the slightest crack in Dix’s voice. They’re both excellent at burying their shared pain. “But I did watch her work a bit. Found out where she lives. Beautiful house, windows overlooking the sea.”
Suddenly, Sébastien pulls out another chair and sits at the table, rubbing his eyes with the heels of his hands. He’s not crying, but he’s exhausted. So terribly exhausted.
I look at Gaspar and silently ask for permission to reach out. Unlike before, there’s nothing but warmth in his eyes, and he mouths, “Go on.”
Grateful, I put my hand on Sébastien’s shoulder. “We could go see her if you want. Or, if you like, I could snoop around when I’m in the area next month.” My sister’s wedding is in Provence, in a village about ten kilometres from Marseille.
Sébastien shakes his head and looks at me. “I won’t let you contact my mother for me, Alix. But I’d like you to be there when I do it myself.” He grimaces slightly. “Even if that means I have to go to Cédric’s wedding.”
“Welcome to the club.” I’m going to be my sister’s witness when she marries the man I hate with all my heart, but whom I’ll have to learn to tolerate for my sister’s sake. The wedding will be hell and will only be endured with lots of wine, frequent belly rubs for my pet hedgehog, and the presence of good friends. “We can get drunk together.” I look up at Gaspar. “All of us.” It’s one of the many perks of being alive.
“So, is this a ménage à trois situation now?” Dix jokes from across the room. “Because if it is, I don’t want to be in the room when you—”
“Oh, shut up, Dix. You’re so immature.” Despite his harsh words, Sébastien cracks a smile. He’s missed his whisper ghost more than anything. “Alix is with Gaspar. Like always.”
Gaspar slips his hand into mine as if to confirm, and I lean my head on his shoulder. I still can’t believe he’s not only back, but alive.
While Sébastien fills Dix in on everything he’s missed, I watch Gaspar and marvel at how little difference there is between him being a ghost and being alive. But I’m a ghost whisperer. It’ll be a world of difference for everyone else in my life. I can finally introduce him to Gaby and my family. I can prove the existence of ghosts to Hélène once and for all. And I don’t even have to admit I haven’t lost my ability to see them.
Gaspar is alive.
We can be together for real now. I can take him to the wedding as my date. One day, in the distant future, we could have a wedding. We have a future now.
“So, old C-Trente is gone?” Dix asks, stunned. “Like completely gone, poof. You removed Papa’s whisper ghost?”
Sébastien shifts in his chair, wincing. “It was the only way to protect Alix. He would’ve never stopped trying to expose her. And now…” He seems to have an insight and his face lightens up. “Papa won’t be able to see ghosts anymore. He won’t be able to confirm you still can. You’ll be safe. Well, safer.”
For a moment it looks like he’s going to reach out and kiss me again, but obviously that’s not going to happen. Still, I can’t quite ignore the rush of endorphins inside me. I’ll still have to keep it a secret, but I’m no longer under the constant threat of Charles Roubert finding out he’s failed to subdue me.
“Won’t he be angry you took out C-Trente?” We haven’t even had time to think about the consequences yet.
“Who’s going to tell him?” Despite his bravado, I see Sébastien’s throat tighten slightly. He knows he’ll be in big trouble if his father ever finds out what happened under the opera.
He took that risk willingly for my sake, and I want to reassure him right away that I won’t forget it. “Not me.”
His gaze moves over my shoulder to Gaspar. I turn my head, too. “Please.”
Gaspar snorts. “I have no interest in getting involved with GoPol. I wouldn’t do anything to hurt Alix, but you’d better make sure she’s really safe from your father, or I can’t guarantee anything.”
I frown at his slightly threatening tone. It’s unusually confrontational, but I guess it’s to be expected after he found me in Sébastien’s arms. Sympathetically, I rub his hand and smile. “Whatever danger is out there, we’ll face it together.”
His face softens and he plants a kiss on my forehead. “I won’t leave your side. Not again.”
Sébastien clears his throat and gets up. “Anyone else want some wine? Alix? Gaspar?”
As we both nod, Dix groans. “Great, you’ll all get drunk and make out, and I’ll have to watch sober.”
Before Sébastien and I can protest, Gaspar jokes, “Or you could turn around and close your eyes.”
While Dix looks at him perplexed, Sébastien snorts and goes into the kitchen. He returns with three wineglasses and a Chardonnay. It’s a surprisingly good wine, none of the cheap shit Gaby and I usually buy, and it does wonders to calm our frayed nerves.
Gaspar swirls the glass in his hand, savouring the aroma and each sip with wonder. It seems to be the first time he’s had wine since he died, maybe the first time he’s had anything with taste.
“So, what happens next?” I ask, when a sense of calm has settled in. “You can’t go back to living under the opera. That’s not… living.”
He raises an eyebrow at me. “I told you, to the world, I’m still dead. Gaspar du Charbonneau has been buried. My parents and my flatmates got rid of everything I owned… or almost everything. I don’t have a passport, ID card, or social security number. If I turned up at the Sorbonne for my classes, there’d be hysteria. Do you think I chose to live in the catacombs because I wanted to?”
Before Gaspar died, he’d been a pretty competent cataphile. The catacombs are second home to him, but he’s right, community or not, it’s no life being confined to dark corridors.
Unless you’re the Chevalier. He seems to be doing just fine in his second life. 
“Maybe Romaine could help with that.” I can’t believe I’m suggesting something that could lead to forgery, but what’s the alternative? “He must have contacts.”
Sébastien isn’t happy with the idea, but he doesn’t protest either. Even at GoPol, he’d never had to deal with a ghost who was alive.
“We’ll make it work. We’ll have your life back on track in no time.” I smile. “The important thing is that you’re alive and well.” A wave of giddiness rushes through me. “You’re alive!” I throw myself into his arms, unable to contain my joy.
Gaspar laughs, but there’s still a slight reluctance. I get it. Whatever he’s been through can’t have been easy, and there are all these challenges in his way, but we’ve faced worse. What’s a bit of bureaucracy when we can have a full relationship now?
Speaking of which… “We still have to work out where you can stay. You’re definitely not going back to the opera.” My heart wants him to come home with me, as he did when he was a ghost, but that’s not so easy anymore. I need time to explain who he is, and even then, my parents won’t just let my boyfriend move in. “Maybe we can book you a hotel room for the first few days, while we find a solution…”
“Or you could stay here,” Sébastien offers, as if it’s the most logical solution. “I have the space and, apart from a nosy neighbour, no one who would mind. You can sleep on the couch tonight, and tomorrow we’ll buy a bed and move you into my spare room.”
I stare. Pointing at each of them, I ask, “The two of you? Together?”
Sébastien shrugs. “It’s the easiest solution, isn’t it? You can come here anytime and…” His voice trails off.
And what? I want to ask, but I’m still in shock. Before Gaspar disappeared, he and Sébastien didn’t exactly see eye to eye. They’re not friends. And then there’s the small matter of me kissing both of them. Or, if I’m being honest, having feelings for both of them. If he moves in here, I won’t be able to visit Gaspar without Sébastien in the other room or hang out with Sébastien without Gaspar around.
“You can stay over whenever you want,” Sébastien finishes, belatedly.
Suddenly, Dix’s behind my shoulders, leaning into my ear. “Told you it was a ménage à trois,” he whispers.
My cheeks respond with a sudden flush of heat. “Um…”
“I can help him adjust, Alix,” Sébastien offers, still oblivious to my inner turmoil. “I already know him and his delicate situation, so it’s no problem. That is, if you don’t mind, Gaspar.”
My boyfriend studies me with interest, as if trying to read my mind—which I really hope he can’t, because that mind is busy creating all sorts of absurd situations involving both men. Then he shrugs his shoulders at Sébastien. “I don’t mind. Beats a dripping cave any day.”
“Then it’s a deal.” Sébastien smiles and offers Gaspar his hand. “My apartment is your apartment.”
And with that, the two guys I’ve kissed in the last two months move in together.






  
  Chapter 3


This particular situation calls for an impromptu girl talk. After leaving Gaspar with Sébastien and Dix, I text Gaby and tell her to come over. As soon as I’m home, I jump in the shower and change my clothes. A glance in the mirror tells me I shouldn’t walk around without my scarf for a while to avoid uncomfortable questions. Especially in front of my family. 
Malou is waking up as I settle into my room, and I can’t wait to tell her the news. “Gaspar is alive,” I whisper giddily. “You know what that means. More belly rubs for you.” My hedgehog boy won’t miss the chance to hold Malou for real.
Gaby arrives, along with my little sister. As soon as I hear her voice in the corridor, I jump out and grab her arm. “There you are.”
I don’t care what she and Odile have been chatting about. All I know is I need to talk to my girl, so she can clear my head and tell me what to do.
Amused, Gaby stumbles into my room, giving Odile an apologetic look, as my sister stares at me sullenly. “What’s going on? Has something happened?”
“Gaspar’s back,” I whisper, in case Odile is eavesdropping.
Her eyes widen immediately. “He’s back? Alix, that’s… that’s incredible! Did they let him go or did he say where he went?”
“Oh no, it’s even better. He’s alive.”
Her tone changes instantly. “What?” She looks at me as if I’ve hit my head, and honestly, I don’t blame her.
“I know.” My excitement bubbles over and I squeal. “I can’t believe it either.”
“Wait a minute, slow down.” Gaby flaps her hands in the air. “How is Gaspar alive all of a sudden? Is he like you? Was he never really dead and they made a mistake, while you fell in love with his whisper ghost?”
I shudder at the thought of a mistake that would’ve resulted in him being buried alive. “No, no, it’s nothing like that.” Knowing this requires a more complicated explanation, I drag her over to my bed and offer her my charcuterie board of snacks.
Instead, Gaby points to the bottle of wine Sébastien gave me. “I think I need the Chardonnay for this.”
“It’s not a bad thing,” I say, with a small eye roll, before pouring her a glass. “I promise, this is a good one.” Once we’ve ironed out the kinks, that is.
While I’ve shared almost everything with Gaby, the Chevalier’s experiments were not part of it. I know what she’s going to think about them before I’ve even started to explain—exactly what I thought when I first came across them—and I decide to gloss over the gruesome details.
“The Chevalier has been experimenting with resurrection for some time. He’d offered it to Gaspar before, and we’d both decided not to risk it. But after we thought I was losing my powers, Gaspar apparently went to him and asked him to do it. And it worked. He’s back!”
It’s a lot to swallow. Gaby doesn’t even blink as she swallows gulp after gulp until her wine glass is empty. “He brought Gaspar back from the dead?”
“He’s alive,” I say, eagerly. “Truly alive.”
“Okay.”
“Okay?” I was hoping for a little more from her.
Gaby blinks, then shakes her head, and I can practically see her mind jumping back to the present. “I mean, that’s wonderful. I’m happy for you. It’s just… people don’t usually come back to life.”
“That we know of.” In a world inhabited by ghosts, whisperers, and whisper ghosts, the lines between life and death are somewhat blurred. “Believe me, I find it a bit creepy, too. Not Gaspar, just the fact that it’s possible. In the wrong hands, it’s a hell of a power. But in this case, it’s a good thing. Gaspar is alive. We can be together. We can have a future.”
Gaby’s face softens. “You’re right. That is pretty great.” She tucks her legs under herself and smiles. “So, tell me, how did you find him?”
Not nearly as enthusiastically as before, I tell Gaby about the music at the opera and everything that happened when Sébastien and I went back. When I get to the part about C-Trente ambushing us in the catacombs, I’m the one who needs a drink, while Gaby gasps.
“Ma puce, are you okay?”
“Well, I’m alive.” I haven’t really had much time to process C-Trente’s attack after Gaspar’s surprise reappearance. Reluctantly, I show her the bruises on my neck. “It was close. If it hadn’t been for Sébastien, I’d be dead.” I feel heat in my stomach at the thought of his bravery, but my mind stutters as it tries to understand what it means. “He saved my life. And he killed… I mean, he wiped C-Trente from existence. That ghost can never hurt me again.”
Gaby’s eyes widen. “He destroyed his father’s whisper ghost?”
I nod. “He’ll be in so much trouble if his father finds out. All… for me.” I hesitate in telling her the last important part of what happened today—gosh, was that only today?
But Gaby isn’t my best friend for nothing. She immediately picks up on my hesitation and cocks her head. “What is it?”
“We kissed,” I say, with a big rush of air.
“You kissed Gaspar?”
Helplessly, I shake my head.
“Oh.”
“I know,” I admit with a whimper. “It wasn’t planned or anything. It was just a spur of the moment kiss. It didn’t mean anything, you know. Just… Gaspar saw us.”
Gaby’s eyes widen even more. “Uh-oh. How did he take it?”
“Not good.” His initial cold reaction still makes me cringe. I try to put myself in his place and hate myself a little more. “I’m such an asshole. One day, I don’t know how to function without him, and a week later, I’m jumping on the next guy who comes my way.”
“Hold up!” Gaby puts her finger in the air, stopping my rant before it really gets going. “First of all, it wasn’t a week. You couldn’t even get out of bed for a week. And you only went out with Sébastien to find Gaspar. You did it for him.”
“I kissed Sébastien for Gaspar?”
She rolls her eyes. “Of course not. But that was two months later. You thought Gaspar was gone, and if he’d really loved you, he’d have been happy for you to move on. There was a time when even he thought you and Sébastien would’ve made a better couple.”
“Only because we’re both alive.” I huff. “Pretty low bar, if you ask me.”
“Is that why you kissed him? Because he’s alive?” Gaby asks with a raised eyebrow.
I shake my head. “More because I was alive.” Technically, Gaby’s right. The kiss happened precisely because we were both alive. I almost sigh with relief. There’s nothing more to it than the sheer joy of surviving certain death. “Look, he saved my life, and I got carried away. So did he. It didn’t mean what you think.”
Amused, Gaby snorts. “What do I think it is?”
My cheeks heat up. “That I… we fell for each other.”
Pensively, she puts down her glass and munches on a crisp. “I have to be honest with you, Alix. I’m not quite sure how you truly feel about him, but Sébastien worships the ground you walk on.”
The heat intensifies. My first instinct is to ask why he’d do such a thing, but instead I shake my head stubbornly. “That’s not true. As soon as we found Gaspar, he took a step back. He even said I belong with Gaspar, so I don’t think he has any interest in me.”
Gaby gives me a sceptical look. “Two things. A, just because he thinks you belong with Gaspar doesn’t mean he’s not interested in you. And B, do you want him to be interested in you?”
The blush in my cheeks betrays me, though I try my best to ignore it. “Of course not. We only pretended to be a couple so we could hang out together without arousing suspicion. To find Gaspar. And we did. I love Gaspar. He means the world to me. I’m over the moon he’s back and—”
Gently, Gaby clasps my shoulders, stopping me from hyperventilating. “No one doubts your love for Gaspar, ma puce. We all saw how much it hurt you to lose him.”
I nod shakily. I’m glad Gaspar is back, but to say it doesn’t complicate things would be a lie. As he said, the world still thinks he’s dead. “Well, he’s back.”
Gaby smiles, then leans forward to give me a hug. “I’m so happy for you.” Some of the tension in my shoulders eases as I soak in her acceptance.
When she sits down again and we’ve had some food, she asks, “So, where is he now? He’s not still living under the opera house, is he?”
“Um… he’s moved in with Sébastien.”
Gaby coughs and spits out the crisp she’s been chewing. “Come again?”
“Just until we’ve rebuilt Gaspar’s life. Obviously, he can’t exactly go out and tell everyone he’s come back from the dead. So Sébastien offered him a place to stay while we sort everything out.”
“Sébastien—who’s extremely fond of you—offered Gaspar—who you’re extremely fond of and who returns the feeling—a place to stay?”
When she puts it like that, it sounds like the worst idea ever. “Do you think it’ll work out?”
“Two options, they’ll either become best friends or kill each other.”
“Gaby!”
She giggles. “Relax! Sébastien is a stand-up guy. He probably offered because he really wanted to help you. And from what you told me, Gaspar is a real sweetheart. It’s probably not what he was hoping for, but he’ll be friends with Séb in no time.” A grin flashes across her face. “Oh, I can’t wait to meet the guy who stole your heart.” Her eyes widen. “What about Marie? Can I tell her?”
My first instinct is to keep it a secret, but then I realise I can’t jealously keep Gaspar to myself. If he’s going to return to the upper world, there’ll be other people in his life he can’t wait to be with again. People who knew him from before. Who am I to deny him that?
“If you think she can handle it, sure.”
“She’ll probably handle it a lot better than I did. Marie loves the occult. If it wasn’t for the necessary near-death experience, she’d probably become a ghost whisperer, too.”
I’m about to say something when I hear a knock on the door. Odile pokes her head in. “Hey, sorry to disturb you, but Hélène just called and wants me to confirm the numbers for the hen party and the wedding.” She looks at Gaby and swallows. “Will Marie be joining us for either?”
“Both.”
Only I seem to see Odile sucking in a breath. But she quickly shakes her head and looks at me. “I know you don’t have any other friends for the hen party. And your plus-one at the wedding will probably be Sébastien, who isn’t really a plus-one since he’s invited on Cédric’s side. Although I don’t think he’s confirmed yet.” A small wrinkle appears between her eyes as she ponders this. “Is Sébastien coming?”
“He is… And I’ll be bringing a plus-one.”
Odile does a double take. “Who? Malou doesn’t count.”
“Um… You’ll see.”
My answer makes Odile grimace. “A surprise, eh? Hélène won’t like that at all.”
Just the thought of explaining Gaspar’s case to Hélène makes me shudder. But leaving Gaspar here while I spend three weeks in Provence is out of the question. Hélène will just have to suck it up.
Gaby waits until Odile has closed the door. “You’re bringing Gaspar to the wedding?”
“He’s my boyfriend. What’s the point of him being alive if I can’t take him to family events?”
“True. Hélène will still kill you. And you’ve got Sébastien there, too.” Gaby grins a little too much for my taste. “Oh, this is going to be one heck of a wedding.”






  
  Chapter 4


I spend the next day with Gaspar in Sébastien’s flat, while the latter goes to work and gives us full use of his place. Gaspar seems a little calmer and more like I remember him. I bring him up to date on everything that’s happened, and he tells me a little about his resurrection, but admits he doesn’t really understand the details. Only one man does, and it’s high time I paid him a visit. 
We leave a message for Sébastien and head for the abandoned gully. On the way, I notice people are no longer ignoring Gaspar. Despite the rush hour, no one tries to sit on him or bumps into him without apologising. He’s actually alive and I can barely contain my giddiness.
When we reach the gully, someone’s replaced the gate. The cataflics work hard, but the cataphiles work even harder, and there’s already a new entrance cut into the side. Gaspar helps me through, and we both enter the darkness, which now feels almost like home.
“So, when did you become a cataphile?” I ask on the way down.
“I went to my first rave a week after my sixteenth birthday. For the first six months or so, I went to every one I heard about. Honestly, I don’t remember too much from those days.”
“Your peak rebellion days?” I tease him.
It’s too dark to see, but I imagine his grin. “Pretty much. Anyway, one of the guides who took us there noticed I was becoming a regular and offered to take me deeper. I lost my heart there and then.”
“And here I thought it was mine.”
This time I hear Gaspar chuckle. “It is.”
My cheeks flush with heat and I reach for his hand. Gaspar pushes up my headlamp, plunging me into darkness, before he kisses me. I sink against him, sighing into his mouth. With no visuals to distract me, the feel of him is all that occupies my mind. His breath is mine and mine is his. Our tongues meet and his heat fills me. There’s heat in his kiss now. Real body heat. It almost makes me want to rip his clothes off right there and then.
An urge he seems to share, when I hear his raspy voice in my ear. “Do you want to go to the reservoir?” It’s his favourite place down here, with its magical blue light and endless expanse of water.
But water isn’t really my thing these days. Not after I remembered drowning as a child and then had Jacques de Molay dry-drown me and C-Trente go for the real thing.
“Not this time.”
Gaspar sighs softly and pulls back. “As you wish.”
I already miss his lips, but I know it’s for the better. The last thing we need is for me to have a panic attack from being too close to the water. Although now that I think about it more rationally, Paris will probably appreciate my decision not to have sex near its drinking water.
“Let’s talk to the Chevalier first.” I’m still holding onto his hand, reluctant to let go.
“So we can ask him for permission?” Gaspar snorts quietly. “Being alive is not a medical condition. He’s not my doctor or anything.”
There’s an edge to his voice that makes my stomach clench. I pat his arm, trying to calm him. “I know. It’s still… unusual.”
Gaspar harrumphs and we continue on our way in silence. There’s something to be said for not looking a gift horse in the mouth, but surely, it’s okay to want more details. I couldn’t bear to lose him again.

      [image: image-placeholder]A few hours later, we reach the Banga. Although I’ve crossed this water lock many times before, I suddenly feel as anxious as I did the first time and almost ask Gaspar to carry me. I can do this, I tell myself. I know exactly where the ledge is and how deep it gets. And yet I hesitate.
What if I slip? I swim. What if someone pushes me under? Gaspar is at my side.
I don’t realise how long I’ve been staring at the dark pool of water until Gaspar holds out his hand. “I’ve got you.”
I gratefully take his hand and cling to his back as if I were his backpack, testing each
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