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PART I [image: ] THE HUNDRED DAYS





CHAPTER ONE [image: ] No Secret So Close

HE SENT ASHORE FIRST A SCOUTING party with two dozen men and, shortly after, a hundred more to serve as an advance guard and to secure a beachhead. The three-day passage had been both stealthy and uneventful and, at least with respect to their intentions, the element of surprise seemed intact. It was late afternoon by then, and the picturesque combination of brilliant blue skies and the darker cobalt of the waters must have seemed the best sort of omen for such a venture. The initial parties debarked and, with the supply line from the flotilla and the flanks thus protected, he was himself rowed ashore to make landfall on a stony beach ringed with palm trees.

He made his headquarters a bit farther inland, in an olive grove, and the band played as the campaign supplies, arms, and the remaining men (nearly one thousand of them), not to mention millions in gold bullion, were unloaded. Landing it all would take until the next morning, but that night a great crowd of people—some spontaneous amalgam of curious locals, fortune seekers, and worshippers attracted by the rumor that had scorched across the countryside like wildfire—flocked to the olive grove and, as the band played on, gave the entire affair an almost festive feel.

The nearest enemy fortification was seized by land and without bloodshed, though his first scouting party was captured in the initial attempt. By moonrise on the second evening, the troops formed up and marched—the advance guard of one hundred men screening the larger formation—in complete silence. But not before he ordered that those same seven ships that had borne him across deep blue waters to the sandy shores upon which he landed should weigh anchor and sail for the north. The Emperor, you see, could not afford to allow his men the hope of evacuation by sea.

I was only twelve years old when my tutor, Professor Dr. Dr. Jürgen Siegfried Lechner (certainly a candidate for the title of best raconteur I have ever known), told me the story of Napoleon’s landing near Golfe-Juan in the South of France. We had, weeks before, covered the rise to power of the famous Corsican, his mastery of strategy and the genius with which he deployed his novel military tactics (not to mention techniques of propaganda), his defeat in the War of the Sixth Coalition and, after the signing of the Treaty of Fontainebleau codifying the terms of his surrender, his exile to Elba.

Unlike those earlier lectures, however, on that particular spring day the Professor waited until the afternoon to begin our session. It was strange enough for him not to insist that we start first thing in the morning, but then he did something else rather unusual: He began his lesson by cautioning me that the tale he was about to tell was a rather maudlin bit of business. I remember thinking that there was real sadness in the way he issued that particular warning.

He had been pacing back and forth in his office—hands clasped behind his back in the way that gave the diminutive man his familiar, deliberate, rocking gait. It was his habit to do so as he spoke, though he stopped now and again to accentuate this point or that, to gesture with his hand like an orator of ancient Greece, or to look me in the eye and deliver, from memory, some famous quote or mantra germane to the assertion he was making. But, before the warning, he stopped mid-stride and froze for several seconds. Only then did he walk behind the antique desk next to the window in his office, sit down, run his hand through his white and habitually disheveled hair, and lean back in his chair to gaze out of his office windows into my mother’s rose gardens beyond.

I had taken my usual place at the conference table in his office. When he sat, I turned in my chair to look at him, but it was some time before he returned my gaze and, when he finally did, I found him wearing the most curious and sad expression. It embarrassed me somehow, this out-of-place show of emotion from my tutor, and I averted my eyes, focusing instead on a small bust of Cardinal Richelieu, a recent addition to his office that the Professor had taken from his private collection (and a piece I later learned was a study Bernini himself had crafted prior to his far more famous work of the same subject). I think I actually closed my eyes, because I can remember quite distinctly the scents of that office—old paper bound in leather, woodsmoke from the little fireplace, the peppery hints of my grandfather’s pipe tobacco—the sanctuary where I had been enthralled by so many similar lectures.

“It is ‘the Hundred Days,’ ” Professor Lechner said. “The first chapter, I am afraid, of the Emperor’s final act that we must now see replayed.”

I remember being struck by that turn of phrase; that we should “see” the Emperor’s final act replayed. But I believe that the Professor’s choice of words was quite deliberate and, I had learned, entirely justified. After all, his lectures were not the dull rote of recitation, or the bland recounting of colorless facts and dates. Quite the contrary. He delivered to his audience of one passionate and vivid orations that would have just as easily enthralled an auditorium filled to capacity.

But I had no time to dwell on this nuance. The Professor’s voice was quieter than it had been and, when he used his handkerchief to remove a speck of dust from the corner of his eye, I could almost believe he might have shed a tear.

I was so struck by his behavior that I nearly stood and went to him, thinking to comfort him from some private woe. But there was never any question of us being equals in the way that would allow him to accept such consolation. I was his pupil, and, despite the great affection between us, in personal matters he held himself coolly aloof.

The moment slipped away and, with the tragic climax foreshadowed, the Professor stood once more and launched into his tale; a tale he imbued with such a sense of adventure and wonder that I was beyond mesmerized. And thus it was that I found myself holding my breath with every twist and turn of the master lecturer’s recitation of the history of the War of the Seventh Coalition.

Professor Lechner could deliver, entirely extemporaneously, the most captivating monologues on almost any period, and any category of strategy, international relations, warfare, or diplomacy. But Napoleon’s flight from his first exile on the island of Elba was the stuff of grand adventurism; histories from an era when great men could, of their own accord, alter the destinies of lands, kingdoms, and empires, and move (for good or for ill) the fortunes of millions of subjects. That the Professor chose such rich material with which to beguile me, rather an unlikely recipient of such knowledge as the youngest sibling of my generation and the only girl, was no accident. But that was another nuance I would not fully understand until many years after his death.

That afternoon in “Lechner Hall,” the room that for half a year was transformed into the center of my singularly unusual education, I imagined myself right there in that olive grove, not two miles east of Cannes, with Napoleon and his men. And then, over the next two days of sessions in the Professor’s cozy office, pictured myself as one of the Emperor’s loyal marshals; bound to his fate as he marched to the edge of the oblivion that awaited him at Waterloo, that final battle that the Duke of Wellington was compelled to describe as “… the nearest run thing you ever saw.”

When Professor Lechner ended the third and final lecture on the subject, it was with the most mournful description of Napoleon’s surrender aboard the HMS Bellerophon, one that left me in tears.

Years later, it was a chance glance at a calendar that gave the lie to a long-standing impression I held (and one I think the Professor worked hard to convey): that his lesson plans for me were only loosely organized and prone to wander along haphazard and meandering paths. When I thought back and recalled the lectures that had led up to his exegesis on the Hundred Days, I was shocked. They had given me all the prerequisite knowledge and background to appreciate even the most minute nuances of the Corsican’s last campaign. To have omitted even one of them would be to dramatically diminish the impact that the Professor’s tale of the Emperor’s end had upon me. Yet, and though he had never highlighted the fact, it was then that I realized that he had begun the tale at three o’clock on the afternoon of March 1, 1993. It was, to the minute, the 178th anniversary of Napoleon’s Golfe-Juan landing.

Now I recognize what amounted to his private celebration of that particular date as part and parcel of the elegance and class that so defined Professor Lechner, but I knew too little about my tutor at the time to guess at the cause of the moment’s sadness that he had let slip in my presence. I have since come to believe it was a function of his own experience; that his interactions with power and the powerful, his successes and failures in advising (and, indeed, creating) great men poised to consummate great deeds, had evoked in him some aesthetic sympathy for Napoleon despite the Professor’s nearly rabid streak of monarchism. How could he not shed a tear for the failure of such a grand and daring enterprise, no matter who was at the helm of the historic endeavor?

Long after, I had occasion to view at the Tate a painting by Sir William Quiller Orchardson. It depicts Napoleon aboard the Bellerophon wearing his signature greatcoat and two-pointed hat, gazing mournfully off into the distance as the vessel bears him, as a captive, away to England and, eventually, his final exile and death on Saint Helena. Behind him, at some remove and huddled in a cluster, his retinue and a curious British naval officer whisper amongst themselves, unable to take their eyes from the defeated Emperor as he watches, for the last time, the French coast slip into the sea behind the English ship of the line.

Seeing the painting brought back those days on the estate with Professor Lechner, and the dark concluding theme that the old master of the acquisition and maintenance of power had given to me when his tales of Napoleon were at an end:


Though he nearly conquered France with a starting force of only a thousand men; even with all his charisma, his guile, and the support of the French people who rallied to his side; and though any campaign is riddled with mistakes on both sides, the Emperor was powerless to overcome one decisive error. In the closing days of that final campaign, he allowed others to dictate when and where he would fight.



Viewing the Orchardson work at the Tate was the second time that particular warning had come back to me. The first was almost a decade after the Professor’s lecture, as the private jet Karl and I had boarded in Vienna banked and set up to land on my family’s private airstrip. For some reason, it was still ringing clearly in my head when, in the moments after we landed, but just before Karl opened the cabin door and extended the stairs, I began to wonder if abandoning Phoebe in Vienna, taking Karl’s hand, and boarding the jet—standing frozen as he closed the door and sealed the outside world away from me once more—had not been a terrible mistake.

After we landed but before I could deplane, a flash of memory, one that, despite the somber mood, almost coaxed from me a thin smile: the multiyear mini rivalry that simmered between Karl and Phoebe. They could not have been less alike, those two.

Karl, who had been my grandfather’s aide. Karl, the imposing figure who lurked in the background of almost every formative scene in my life. Karl, who—though I hated the terms and the paternalism they implied—had effectively served as my chaperone and bodyguard since my first exile. Karl, who, no matter the environment, seemed almost able to will himself visible or invisible as he preferred. Karl, who in all likelihood had murdered on behalf of my father and my grandfather before him. Perhaps even for my mother.

And, perhaps, some of those dear to me were among his victims.

It was little wonder that he should have clashed with Phoebe, my boarding school and then college roommate, the big sister I never had, my first lover and my first great love.

The sound of the cabin door opening broke my reverie and, moments after I descended the jet’s stairs and finally stood upon my ancestral lands once more, marked the end of my first exile. But though Napoleon’s had lasted only ten months, mine had endured nearly ten years. Moreover, the Emperor was a well-experienced forty-five years old when he landed at Golfe-Juan. I had just turned a painfully naïve twenty-one some weeks earlier, and did not have a thousand men or millions in gold bullion with which to launch a campaign. In fact, I had no support, no constituency, and no plan of any kind to find the answers to the lingering questions that had, in part at least, weakened my resolve and pulled me back into my family’s orbit.

Old dynasties (such as my family have ruled for hundreds of years) have their own weight, their own mass. Their influence, their gravitas, exerts force on everything around them. And, when it is focused on something (or someone) in particular, escape from my family’s “event horizon” is nearly impossible. In some ways, dynasties are sovereigns unto themselves.

Standing there on the tarmac, at a time and place that, to borrow from the Professor’s terms, had been dictated to me by others, I took in the first loamy scents of the forests around our little private airport. It caused me to remember another curious fact that Professor Lechner had revealed at the end of his final lecture on the dark end the Emperor eventually met.

The Great Powers had been in conference at the Congress of Vienna when news of Napoleon’s flight from exile arrived. Though he had not yet set foot on French soil and, given his stealthy carriage over the sea, they could not have known his intentions to be hostile, the Great Powers immediately declared him an outlaw. Even after his earlier defeat, Napoleon had never relinquished the title of Emperor. But by designating him an “outlaw,” the Great Powers stripped him of the protections normally afforded a fellow sovereign. And yet, no provision in the Treaty of Fontainebleau had actually forbidden Napoleon to leave Elba. He had, at the time of that rather preemptive and aggressive move by the Great Powers, not actually violated the Treaty of Fontainebleau at all.

The Professor had not spelled out for me the implications of this rather arbitrary act by the Great Powers. In fact, as the Professor died before he could finish my course of study, its import was one of many capstone pieces missing from the grand mosaic he had been assembling for me; a never-realized final synthesis of so many topics was, I am certain, among the Professor’s plans, intended to help crystallize a grander destiny that he and my grandfather had in mind for me. But only months after Professor Lechner’s demise, my grandfather, perhaps the only man who could have completed what he and Professor Lechner had begun, was killed. Together, their untimely deaths meant that I knew precious little about the potency of the forces arrayed against me, or the nuances of the dangerous power games they played, games that my darkly exotic education had been intended to arm me to compete in.

Given those unfortunate omissions, I could not have known it standing there on the tarmac that balmy morning in 2002, but it would not be long before I understood better than I ever wished to, and from personal experience, that the danger in making war on sovereigns is that they are apt to change the rules of the game whenever it suits them.



THE FLIGHT FROM Vienna had taken just over an hour, and the sun was rising when we landed. It had been years since I had seen our little airstrip, and a large hangar had since been built next to its smaller predecessor. As we taxied to a spot in front of the open hangar doors, I saw five newer jets all in my family’s traditional black and silver-trimmed livery tucked neatly away in the immaculate interior.

For years, I had had my family’s jets at my beck and call but, for some reason, seeing them lined up, rather than as luxurious air taxis to be summoned and quickly discarded, occasioned darker thoughts. Perhaps those shadowy impressions had to do with the fact that the last time I had seen the hangar itself had been when Karl left me alone on the plane that sped me to my long exile. Or perhaps, I hoped, the vague sense of foreboding I felt was a simple case of nerves.

I can only imagine how melodramatic and sentimental (perhaps even histrionic) must seem this description, but the most powerful feelings welled up in me when I finally stepped off the jet and, after nearly a decade, set foot back onto my family’s lands—my ancestral home. Even being anxious in my later years to shy away from my tendency to suspect the existence of the supernatural, I am hard-pressed to deny the almost charismatic hold the estate had over me. It was as if, after long years in hiding, I had returned to the insatiate embrace of some bewitching sect of an ancient secret society. And perhaps that was even truer than it seemed.

Of a sudden, a slew of memories struck me: my grandfather’s many anthropomorphisms of our lands—how, fighting to protect them, the founding patriarchs of our family had literally bled into the very soil beneath my feet. How, tied to this sacred land, their watchful ghosts brooded over their progeny, willing them to regard with reverence the traditions of old. I thought of the first time I sat in the East Salon, the smaller abode my grandfather had traded for his place in the Grand Study when he began to hand the torch over to my father.

Not even twelve years of age, I remember shrinking down in the high-backed visitor’s chair set before his desk, legs too short for my feet to reach the floor, caught under the gaze of the three backlit death masks carved from translucent stone and mounted on the wall above and behind my grandfather. Though they were almost certainly our ancient ancestors among the Helvetii, whom Caesar had conquered so long before, my grandfather had refused to name the figurines beyond the glib comment: Just some dead, old Romans.

It is a hand rising from our lands, he had said that same night, of the sapling branches I had noticed scratching against the window of the East Salon as the wind outside pulled them to and fro.

The hand of the dead beckons to us, he had added with a conspiratorial whisper and the raising of his white, bushy eyebrows. Or begs for admittance.

It had occasioned in me a frightful vision: skeletal fingers reaching up from the soil of our estate, desperate to touch us—the descendants of the founding patriarchs—eager to possess us and ensure that we would also fight to preserve the estate for all eternity.

With these fantastic thoughts in my head, I could not help but wonder if my return had been in response to some whispering and impossibly ethereal call.

I wanted to discount these childish notions (and perhaps I even succeeded after a fashion) but my grandfather wouldn’t have discarded them.

Of course I do, he had readily volunteered when I asked him if he believed in ghosts.

While I should like to imagine his mystical bravado nothing more than a bit of teasing directed at his favorite grandchild, to this day I am not at all certain he wasn’t entirely in earnest.

A light breeze slipped from the dark forests that surrounded the airstrip, creeping to me across the tarmac and bearing with it the fresh scent of the trees, the moss, the earth—the soil itself. The last mists of the evening fog still lingered in the trees beyond, and I could feel their hints on my cheeks.

The air about great rural estates is simply different than in the modern world and, though it had been so many years, I found that I had missed the clean, crisp scent and the feel of it. It occasioned a little shudder that ran from my cheeks and neck, where the breeze had first touched me, all the way down my back and legs.

Had something deeper pulled me back to the estate? Certainly, some part of the way I had been brought home felt coercive. True, to all outward appearances, I had chosen to board the jet of my own volition. Karl had not forced me, after all, only offered his hand. Or had he?

Do you want to keep your father waiting? he had said, and it struck me that it was likely no accident that this phrase was among the most likely to seduce me.

But when I hesitated, he had not stopped there.

Your exile is ended, he had added.

And that was compelling of itself. But while these lures might well have been enough, it was the thinly veiled threat that had ended all debate.

You lead her into harm’s way, he had warned.

It was not the first time he had uttered something like it. And that particular family of phrases had a murderous history.

Phoebe, I thought.

It was then that I noticed that, from across the tarmac, Karl was looking at me. Gazing into me, or perhaps through me, with those fathomless eyes.

Oh, Phoebe. What have I done?

Regret washed over me, and I could feel my thoughts slipping into horrible visions of beautiful Phoebe on the run, helpless in the face of the dark and relentless forces that pursued her, forces that I was responsible for unleashing.

You lead her into harm’s way.

The blades of a brand-new Eurocopter parked on our helipad started turning and, as the turbine wound up, it began to emit a shrill, keening whine. Jarring as it was, I was suddenly glad of those distractions, for when I looked at Karl again, I found his expression slowly changing from vague notice to the kind of curiosity that I knew would prompt him to action.

And that made my blood run cold.

With all my might, I willed my leaden feet to move, to step from the spot on our tarmac at the base of the jet’s stairs that I had first touched.

Thankfully, they yielded—though slowly at first—to my demands, and, chin held artificially high, I found myself affecting some species of counterfeit poise as I strode past Karl and toward the waiting helicopter.



AS WE CAME in to land at the helipad nearest the manor, our pilot slid the craft laterally from left to right at about fifteen feet over the concrete surface, converting the aircraft into an expensive, turbine-powered leaf blower, sweeping away any loose debris that might otherwise kick up into the blades or, worse, score the immaculate jet-black paint on the craft.

Lucas, my family’s head butler, was at the front door of the manor to greet the Land Rover that ferried us up from the helipad. There was a touch of thinning hair here and there and maybe a wrinkle or two more, but otherwise he seemed every bit the immaculate and officious terror he had always been. True to form, he proceeded to direct me without so much as a pregnant pause.

“Mademoiselle’s mother is taking her ease in the gardens of the Residence,” he said.

I could only shake my head and smile that, beneath the facade of formal courtesy, he could not resist slipping in the familiar insult that was his trademark with me: the use of that antiquated French salutation. Still, the implication was clear: I was expected to call on my mother without delay.

I was still wearing clothes from a night out in Vienna and I knew this would not escape comment. Sure enough, Lucas made a show of looking me over top to bottom with a sour expression on his face.

“Mademoiselle,” he said, turning up his nose as if scenting something foul, “will want to refresh her attire first.”



AFTER NEARLY A decade, I had no idea where my keys would have gotten to, but I found my apartments unlocked. The books I thought I remembered leaving out all those years before were in the same place on my reading table, but something else betrayed the appearance of inviolability as an illusion: Everything had been cleaned. Every surface buffed. Even the antique silver tea sets on my shelves had been recently polished. It was an eerie sort of timelessness: as if my apartments had been maintaining themselves in my absence, patiently awaiting the return of their mistress.

In my closets, I found that every stitch of clothing I had left behind was gone, replaced by what appeared to be an entirely new wardrobe. Some garments were off-the-rack, but other couture pieces must have been made to order. I sensed my mother’s hand, and I knew without trying them on that everything would fit perfectly.

When I made to undress, the necklace I had found years before hidden in Professor Lechner’s writing kit came to hand. I slipped off the long chain I wore double-looped around my neck and laid the piece on the side table next to my closet mirrors. The thought of the secret catch that opened the platinum lacework pendant and the pea-sized ruby hidden inside occasioned visions of secrets and mysteries yet unknown. I could not suppress a nostalgic smile.

Slowly, I peeled off my clothes and, under the half dozen shower nozzles in my bathroom, rinsed the remnants of Vienna away, then pressed my forehead against the cool tiles of the shower walls to dispel thoughts of Phoebe—would she follow my instructions and make her way to our flat in London? Would she use the cash to slip away for good? Would she remember the PIN code on my ATM card? How far could she get on the nearly half million British pounds left in my account? Even after I had shaken these worries, I was gripped by pangs of guilt over the way I had abandoned her.

Collecting myself, I put on a flowing white sundress before setting out to find my mother. I would only realize later how symbolic a choice of attire it had been, but that revelation only served to remind me that the guilt I had tried to bleach away, the past I had tried to forget, would hardly stay vanquished for very long.



THE SUN WAS far above the horizon by then and it was much warmer than it had been in Vienna. As I walked through the hedge garden and to “the Residence,” the section of the estate my mother considered her very own, there was a particular threshold after which the landscaping became just slightly more perfect, the edgings on the hedges just perceptibly crisper, and the flower beds just noticeably brighter, all signs of my mother’s discerning eye and deft touch.

I had wanted to be furious with her, or at least to somehow muster the courage to deliver a few cutting verbal barbs. For nearly half an hour before landing, I had practiced the scene in my head. But part of me knew that, rehearsal or not, I would be hard-pressed to challenge my mother so openly once I saw her. Perhaps, I hoped, I could at least manage a rude double entendre or three.

I thought myself prepared to overcome the shock of her charisma, but when I found her—clad in white linen under a wide-brimmed white hat, standing unattended in the rolling meadow near her gardens—her appearance completely disarmed me. There was a cool breeze coming down from the distant and snowcapped Alpine peaks, running waves through the fields of tall grass that surrounded the landscaping. Now and again the occasional tendril of her hair wandered from the shade under her hat and glowed translucently in the bright sun. She addressed a plein air easel atop which she had broken out her fountain pen and writing kit. It had long been her habit to write letters in this way (as if painting them while drawing inspiration from the view of the scenery beyond) to her many and mysterious correspondents.

She was as beautiful, as elegant, and as intimidating as I remembered. And, like so many others before me, in that moment I found myself completely in her thrall.

I had been ready to curtsy but instead she embraced me wordlessly. It was a breach of etiquette certainly; a surprisingly informal gesture that had a deeply calming effect on me. Against all my better instincts, I thought the act felt genuine (and so another part of me was suspicious of it immediately).

The unorthodox greeting ritual behind us, her attention fixated on her letters once again. At a total loss as to what to do with myself, I identified a flat spot a few feet from the three-legged easel and reclined in the grass there, silently watching the occasional cloud melt into the blue air and enjoying the unfamiliar serenity of my mother’s quiet presence as she “took her ease.” I had the impression that she had changed somehow; that, since I had last seen her, some victory had given her a measure of security that dulled the sharper edges of her personality.

Quite some time passed—nothing but silence between us—until, finally, paperweights securely stacked atop her correspondence, she walked over to where I lay. I noticed for the first time that she was barefoot, which was another oddly casual state for her. She smoothed the sides of her dress down with both hands, elegantly crossed her ankles, and with that natural grace that was uniquely hers, descended onto the grass next to me. It was a sort of curtsy that ended with her sitting, legs tucked neatly beneath her, almost as if that particular spot had been crafted for that very purpose.

“You will find that there are two sorts of youth,” she said after a moment. “Though I shouldn’t be surprised to learn that you have discovered this already, even in the barren airs of North America. There is the trivial, infantile youth, carefree and oblivious; and there is the youth of the feminine, of ageless perseverance. The former you must, as I quite think you have, dispel at an early age but the latter you must never, never lose.”

She looked at me with a distant sort of fondness, before inclining her head into the hint of a breeze that wafted over us just then, closing her eyes for a moment, and cryptically changing the subject.

A member of the estate staff appeared from somewhere and, only moments after my mother ordered Bellinis, they were conveyed to us on a silver tray. It was surreal, sitting in the grass and drinking with my mother as if we were merely old friends catching up.

“Are you comfortable?” she said after a time.

“I am. Thank you.”

“I must admit, I had my doubts, given what I heard about the state you were in when you arrived.”

“It took some doing to wash off the outside world,” I said.

It was exactly what she wanted to hear, and I only hoped I had delivered it with the appropriate amount of ennui to make it credible. It was a strange instinct I had then, that I was habitually deceiving her in some way. But the more I thought about it, the more I was content to be on the estate again.

“I know precisely what you mean,” she said. “I’ve quite missed you, as it happens. Now that you will be home again for a while, I hope you don’t mind if I say that I am looking forward to spending time with you.”

It was an unexpected, even novel sort of warmth from her. It took an enormous effort not to gawk at her, to search her expression for some sign of artifice, to divine the deception in her speech and uncover the intrigues she was architecting. But when I looked into her eyes I could find nothing untoward. Her bearing was so benign that I forgot for the moment the manner of my summoning.

“I would like that, Mother,” I said.

But no sooner had I uttered those words than I understood why my mother’s turn of phrase had so shaken me. They had once been Phoebe’s words.

All that matters to me is spending time with you, Phoebe had said, reaching across the table at the brick-oven pizza restaurant to squeeze my hand.

I had nearly broken down and confessed everything to Phoebe then, and had almost given in to that temptation again as I stood with her on the tarmac in Vienna. They came back to me: the fantasies that Phoebe might come to live with me on the estate, the visions of us together, culminating in the absurd picture of Phoebe and my mother sitting for afternoon tea in the Rose Salon.

This new demeanor of my mother’s sparked some faint hope that it all was not quite so impossible as I had believed. But then I realized that I had been staring at my mother for a long interval.

“What?” I said, coming back to myself.

“I asked if you are quite all right.”

Her glare was penetrating, and behind it was a suspicion, perhaps even a dark and possessive jealousy.

“Yes,” I said, much too urgently. “I am fine.” But that hardly mollified my mother. “Just the last vestiges of the outside world,” I insisted. “It—” I searched for the right words—“taints one.”

I feared that I had made a grave error. That I had shown her far more than I should have. Her dark gaze did not abate right away, and my imagination was eager to fill the abyss behind the limbal rings in her eyes with any number of horrible possibilities.

But finally, her expression softened and she gave me a thin smile.

“I think I understand,” she said.

I was not at all convinced she had so easily dismissed what she had seen; what I had let slip. Rather, I feared, I had given her a dangerous glimpse of my attachment to the world outside, to Phoebe, and that my clumsy effort to hide it had only compounded matters. Sinister visions began to intrude on the edges of my psyche: Phoebe walking home alone late at night, oblivious to the dark figure behind her, a figure drawing ever closer, destined to intercept her before she reached her front door. The estate would not, after all, tolerate a rival for my affections.

You lead her into harm’s way.

My mother’s smooth transformation from the casual, to suspicion, and back to courtesy was so easily effectuated that it terrified me; it was as if some decision had been made.

“There is plenty of time to treat yourself to a bit of spa before tonight’s formal reception,” she said. “Dinner in the Grand Dining Hall will follow. Attire will be white tie with decorations, but do not fret over your evening wear. I have selected something quite special for you. But before all that, I do hope you will join the family in the Rose Salon for informal lunch.”

And then, her commands delivered, and my momentary slip and overcompensating efforts to cover it up apparently forgotten, she gave me a warm smile, turned her chin up, and closed her eyes once more, letting the sun sneak under the brim of her hat so she could feel it on the fair skin of her face. A pair of swallows, just blurs really, chased each other in and out of the nearby tree before darting away in a chattering streak of birdsong that faded into the distance.

“Tell me,” my mother said, without lowering her chin or opening her eyes. “Now that your foray into the world is behind you, do you feel you took much from the experience?”

Unanswered, her question lingered in the air between us for a long time.



AFTER MY MOTHER dismissed me, I made my way back to my apartments, not a little upset that, even essentially knowing that it was happening to me, I had so easily fallen into her thrall. I daydreamed for a while, trying to understand whether her ability to effortlessly manipulate me was a function of some weakness on my part, or simply that she had attained total mastery of that particular skill. I spent a long time looking out at the beautiful weather, thinking about my mother’s suggestion that I take “a bit of spa” (and wondering what sort of nefarious purpose it might contain), before it occurred to me that it was a perfect day to go riding.

I rang down for a maid, intending to ask her to bring me some riding clothes, but when I saw the girl who presented herself at my doors the request caught in my throat. She was sixteen or seventeen and so familiar that my brain refused to process anything else until I recognized her.

“Cipriana?” I said.

“Yes, miss?” the girl said, curtsying a second time. My rude stare had obviously made her uncomfortable.

“But you don’t look a day older.”

She blanched and looked down at her feet. “You are thinking of my cousin, miss. We were both named for our grandmother.”

“Your cousin?”

“She was a maid here before me, some years ago.”

“Of course,” I said, regaining my composure. “She was my maid, you know.”

“No, miss, I didn’t. I’m sorry. She came here to the estate and ran away before I ever got to see her again.”

“Ran away?”

“Yes, miss. To California, I guess.”

“Why on earth would she do that?”

“She had a boyfriend, they say. We aren’t supposed to talk about it.”

I thought of Augustin, his hand around the young maid’s throat, then pushed the memory that threatened away; deep down somewhere I hoped it would stay.

“I remember her fondly,” I said. “She used to braid my hair sometimes.”

The young maid looked at her feet again and chanced a question.

“Do you think California is beautiful? I should very much like to see it sometime.”

“It is very beautiful,” I said. And then changed the subject.

“Well, Cipriana the Younger,” I said, and, though the name would obviously take some getting used to for both of us, that drew a smile from her. “Can you find some riding clothes about my size?”

She looked me over, nodded enthusiastically, curtsied, and vanished.

The breeches she brought back were perhaps a little tight, and the helmet had seen better days, but the riding shirt, jacket, and boots fit almost perfectly.

I paraded myself in front of her. Caught in the moment, she clapped her approval before casting her eyes to the floor.

“No.” I smiled, lifting her chin gently. “I’m glad you like it.”

I spun a little pirouette for her. She grinned again and that made me smile just a little.



I WAS SURPRISED TO find a new section had been added to the stables. When I looked more carefully, I saw why: The vast majority of the horses were field hunters. Stag hunts had been serious events when I was a girl, attracting guests from everywhere for the early morning gatherings. In my absence, my father had apparently taken up my grandfather’s famous patronage of the tradition.

It had been years since I rode, and the groom obviously hadn’t expected anyone that day, but, seeing me, he sprang to his feet and, after a formal bow, was all smiles.

“Milady, so wonderful to see you. It has been too long.”

“Then it is hello again, I suppose.”

“Come with me,” he said, sweeping an arm wide toward the box stalls.

He led me to a gorgeous Appaloosa, white with a riot of black spots that made her look like some wonderful cross between a zebra and a leopard.

“She’s beautiful,” I said. “What’s her name?”

“You should know. You named her.”

It took me a moment before I put it together.

“Verve?” I said, remembering my old horse, Vim’s foal.

“The very same,” the groom said with a broad smile.

She was already nosing at me before I took a couple of the apples from the stable bin and palmed them for her. And, just like that, we connected.

We rode down a winding path into the valley before looping across the ravine and back up through the beginnings of the foothills. The terrain and foliage were familiar to me, but I was wandering. Still, Verve knew where she wanted to go.

A little summer sun shower caught us early on, a solitary rain cloud that did little more than sprinkle us, but its wet gusts found their way down my shirt and inside the lapels of my riding jacket. I huddled down and close to Verve and let the reins loose. I wrapped my arms around her, pressed my cheek against her neck, and closed my eyes. The rhythm of Verve’s gallop and the pace of her breath were hypnotic, and I gripped her with my knees and let my mind wander until I saw myself from above, blending into the contours of the lands around me, blurred against the passing trees, melting into the estate until I was one with it all: the sky, the white clouds, and the bright green vegetation of the season.

It was more than enough to wash away the apprehension I had felt back at the airstrip, and many of the long-forgotten pangs of homesickness that had so plagued me during my early years of exile at Curie Hall resurfaced so as to be sated. To hear my mother tell it, my grandfather had kidnapped me and hidden me away from my own family at the curiously named all-girls boarding school on the East Coast during some manner of succession fight with my father. What truth could be found in that accusation I did not yet know, but it was certainly one of the questions I fully intended to have answered.

Whatever had passed before, deep down I had wanted to be welcome on the estate once again. And, though the tall trees cast long shadows across the forest and all around me, what I felt was only the seductive, familiar red of the warm sunlight filtering through my closed eyelids.

I felt Verve slow to a trot and emit a couple of quick snorts. When I sat up and opened my eyes, we were in a clearing I did not recognize. I had probably spent hundreds of hours on horseback exploring our lands, but it was an area atop a ridge to the south I had not frequented.

I dismounted and led Verve to the middle of the clearing and had something of an epiphany then: I had been invited back to the estate. It was the first time since I was a little girl that I felt truly welcome anywhere. Gone was the apprehension I had felt before: that the estate was a living, breathing thing, but somehow malevolent. There, under that big sky, warm sun on my face, and the wind whispering to me through the tree leaves, I almost imagined our lands themselves greeting me, a long-lost family member finally returned to them; no longer an alien body to be rejected.

I mounted Verve again and started toward the stables, but she tugged and worked her bit in protest, obviously not ready to go back. I gave her the rein she wanted, and she turned and took us deeper into the woods. Just as we crested a rise and stood looking across the incredible vista into the valley below, a whining roar from above shattered the peace of the forest and spooked Verve so badly that, to keep her from bolting, I had to rein her in after she reared up.

I looked skyward and saw the source of the noise: Flaps and gear down, hissing through the air, a white private jet was on approach to our airstrip. I leaned down and whispered in Verve’s ear to calm her and watched as the plane landed and taxied. We were much too far away to see who had deplaned, but I squinted to see regardless as they made their way to the helipad. The jet eventually parked next to four others on the tarmac, none of which had been there when we landed that morning, and none of which were adorned with our telltale black and silver livery.



I DON’T KNOW WHY I snuck back into the manor after riding. I suppose the experience had been so intensely personal I didn’t want to dilute it with small talk with whomever I might find in the Grand Foyer. After that, I only managed to walk a short way down the hall toward the back stairwells before I ran into a commotion of sorts. Half a dozen of the domestic staff milled around the double doors leading to one of the manor’s larger salons. They were trying to navigate a series of dishes and drinks either onto or off a wheeled serving cart. One of the senior members of the staff saw me out of the corner of her eye and cleared her throat. The commotion stopped in an instant and everyone turned to look at me.

“Good morning, miss,” the senior staffer said. Before I could answer, she turned and snapped at one of the other girls. “Elena, can’t you see milady is soaked? Run and fetch some more towels.”

“No, really,” I said, but it was too late. Elena had bolted around the corner and down the hall like a hare in flight.

“Well, well,” said a voice from right behind me. “It’s thinner than I remember…” Before I could turn around, there was a sharp stinging slap on my left buttock. “… but otherwise I’d know that tight little ass anywhere.”

I whirled around to face the speaker, ready to deck whoever had touched me. He was attired in black tie, but his hair was mussed up as if he had been wrestling with someone, and when I turned around, his face sank. Clearly, my assailant had been expecting someone else.

I recognized him immediately.

Yves Gaspard Böhm.





CHAPTER TWO [image: ] Goddess of the Hunt

“WELL, FUCK ME,” YVES BREATHED JUST before breaking into a wide and very self-satisfied grin. “Fuck me. What the fuck are you doing here anyway?”

“Are you kidding me?” I barked. “I live here, you ass.”

“No, you don’t.”

“Who the hell do you think you are?”

“Who were you expecting? Though I guess that’s sort of irrelevant. I’m sorry I swatted you… but not really.”

When I was about to turn twelve, a sixteen-year-old Yves had been my first crush. He had arrived on our estate in the company of my eldest brother that winter to stay over for the school holidays.

I wasn’t even twenty yet the last time I had seen him: on that ill-fated night at the Consulate nightclub in New York City, the night Ethan, who might have been called my college boyfriend at the time, had come to the club looking for me. The night Yves had slept with Phoebe. The night Ethan was murdered.

It had been two years since our encounter at the Consulate. Just over four years my senior, Yves was in his mid-twenties and, even with his nearly black hair mussed and wrinkled hints of an all-nighter visible all about his person (and even despite the assault he had just inflicted upon my person), he was annoyingly handsome. Tall, svelte, clean-shaven, and with pale but sun-kissed cheekbones (surely fresh from the slopes, and given how late in the season it was, that meant glacier skiing), he was able to wield the aristocratic poise that seemed to come so naturally to him to best effect on all around.

“Get the bloody hell out of here,” I hissed.

“But I couldn’t possibly do that.” He grinned. “I was invited. What would your mother think?”

What would she think if I told her you struck me in front of the domestic staff? I didn’t say.

I turned around to look, and sure enough, the entire contingent was staring at us, most of them with their mouths hanging open.

My cheeks felt hot and I knew, if I didn’t get control of myself, burning tears would be running down my face in seconds. Yves must have realized how much trouble he was in because he ushered me inside the salon and to a fainting couch. I knew he was placating me, but I didn’t want to show him how upset I was.

The salon itself was almost an afterthought, a mere forum for the display of the huge fresco on the ceiling depicting a scene of the hunt. The central figure was a young woman clad in white robes and drawing a bow to bear on a buck. She wore a thin quiver filled with arrows and was flanked on either side by large hunting dogs (perhaps even wolves).

“Your mother is something, that’s for sure,” Yves said, indicating the fresco. “Nothing escapes her. She could have sent me anywhere to wear off the travel, but this is paradise.”

Just as Yves said this, one of his attendants among our domestic staff delivered a silver platter covered with freshly peeled grapes. It was so absurd I almost laughed despite how angry I was. For his part, Yves cast his eyes about, as if looking for something (or someone) in particular.

Whenever he surveyed a room with those pale eyes of his, he transformed into a particular and almost ancient stereotype. He seemed surrounded by an aura of contagious self-confidence, the sort that tempted one, almost helplessly, into conspiracy no matter what cunning plot (or rank debauchery) he was up to. He was the mischievous diplomat bent on stirring up trouble on the tail end of a formal state dinner, or perhaps the senator from Early Imperial Rome who appeared unannounced to charm important allies. Subjected to that engaging and slightly crooked smile that showed just a hint of his pearl-white teeth, and a bit of well-delivered flattery, of course the domestic staff would find themselves feeding him peeled grapes. How could it be otherwise?

Yves waved the grape-server away to the table in the far corner before addressing me again.

“The artist is a genius. Athena, isn’t it?”

“You are an uncultured barbarian,” I said. “The bow, the hunting dogs, the robes; that’s Artemis.”

“Goddess of animals, and the hunt,” Yves said, overcompensating for his error.

“Also primal instincts and young girls,” I added. “And the plague.”

Yves shot me an angry look, but then laughed. “Primal instincts and young girls? As I said, nothing escapes your mother.”

Yves meant to prompt a reaction with that comment, but I was still thinking about Artemis’s lineage.

“She was the illegitimate daughter of Zeus and Leto.” My voice began to trail off as my thoughts drifted. “Which makes her the granddaughter of the Titan Phoebe.”

“Riiight,” Yves said, as if he had known this all along. “Speaking of whom, what happened to that sexy little dish of a roommate of yours?”

I had walked into it, but he struck a raw nerve. I felt my face get hot again and I was sure Yves could see my cheeks flush red.

“What?” he said, giving me his most innocent and puzzled expression.

“Whatever way in which you assaulted her, Yves, she was in tears when she got home the next morning.”

“Oh? When was this?” He seemed to soak up this impact on Phoebe as if it were praise.

“After the Consulate,” I managed.

A series of memories, real and imagined, came to me in flashes: Ethan the last night I saw him, stumbling drunk in the VIP room; the bouncers dragging him off; the police outside the club talking to Ethan, with Karl—face illuminated by the flashing colored lights from the police cars—watching from afar; Ethan, back at liberty, wandering down a dark street to the doom that awaited him outside his own front door; Phoebe coming home in tears, wearing Yves’s dinner jacket, the sound of his medals hitting our floor when she flung it off her shoulders.

I squeezed my eyes shut and opened them again.

Yves was drawing a blank at first, but then he brightened.

“Oh. Right.” And then the rest came to him in a rush. “Ahhh… riiiight. Well, of course she was upset. But I had to send her home. She lost the carpet race.”

“The… what?”

“You’ve never run a carpet race?” I stared at Yves. “She and the other girl—”

“—other girl?”

“How am I to know? I can’t remember all their names, my dear. Anyhow, Phoebe and… the other one… had to lick each other and the first one to… arrive… got sent home. I mean, you can’t stay over any longer once you lose a carpet race. Don’t tell me you’ve never heard of them. We’re going to run another one later. You are certainly invited.”

I was so disgusted I stood up and made to leave, but Yves caught me by the wrist.

“I had no idea you were home, you know,” he said. “I cannot tell you what an unexpected pleasure it is…”

I tried to pull away from him, but his grip on my wrist was firm.

“Listen,” he said. And his voice had a pleading quality to it. “Don’t go. I’m sorry about your roommate. I was younger then.”

“That’s the stupidest excuse I have ever heard.”

“Now, I am very sure that’s not true, considering you lived with what’s-her-name for how many years?”

“Phoebe,” I snapped.

Yves cultivated a wry smile, oblivious to what I had been through in just the preceding forty-eight hours.

“Can I just say what a great outfit that is on you,” he said, turning his head to get a view from behind.

Reflexively, I spun away from him.

“Come now,” he said, pouting a little. “Let’s sit over here. You look peckish. Have something to eat.”

Only a single lunch setting had been prepared but, as soon as I started moving in that direction, there was a fit of scurrying as a second place was made up for me.

I sat. It hurt. Yves had really struck a solid blow. I was quite sure I was going to end up with a red or even a purple handprint on my derrière, but the last thing I wanted to do was let him see how much it still stung, so I bit my tongue instead.

“Is there some reason there’s no champagne?” Yves demanded of the room in general.

“A bit early for me,” I said.

“It doesn’t matter what time it is, you coy little thing. And you don’t drink champagne because you want to. You drink it because it is there. Not to mention that your mother keeps the very best at hand. And in quantity too.”

And just like that, two bottles arrived.

“I sense the influence of a master sommelier on the estate,” Yves said.

I almost volunteered “Ronan,” who had held the position last I remembered.

“How would I know?” I lied instead. “I haven’t been here for years, Yves.”

“You don’t have to live here to notice.”

“Yves. I haven’t been here for years.”

“Really? The rumor about a ‘welcome home’ reception with formal dinner to follow is true? I thought all that exile stuff was for show.”

“What ‘exile stuff’?”

“Well, your brother was happy to tell anyone who would listen that you’d been exiled never to return.”

“Augustin?” I said, a bit too eager for gossip about my brother. Suddenly, I was glad I hadn’t stormed out.

“He had this rivalry thing with you, though, so I didn’t take the whole thing that seriously.”

“That’s not a very ‘old loyal friend’ thing to say, Yves.”

It was a bit of artifice on my part. I wanted quite badly for Yves to keep dishing out details.

“We aren’t ‘friends,’ ” Yves said, gesturing the quotation marks into the air.

“You two were thick as thieves.”

“Maybe once. Your brother is far more interested in getting his paws on the family fortune now than he is in remembering his ‘friends.’ He has burrowed into your father like a tick.”

It seemed that Yves was getting tipsy. I tried to encourage him by pouring more champagne, but before I could touch the bottle a young blond staffer had refreshed both our glasses. As she leaned down to pour, Yves made a point of admiring the girl’s amply filled décolletage.

“Your mother sure knows how to take care of her guests,” he said.

“How many times are you going to repeat that?” I asked.

“Have you lost all your manners during your long foray in the colonies? I think it would be beyond rude not to acknowledge the superlative care your mother, my most gracious hostess, has taken to assure my comfort and… pleasure.”

I just shook my head. “Anyway, I don’t believe you, Yves. Augustin, the solicitous and fawning son?”

“No, it’s true. He would follow your father around like a puppy. Sticking his nose in everything, going to meetings, dressing the part. It was all very boring.”

“Well, he is the heir.”

“It was past all that. Where is he anyhow? I come bearing gifts, and I don’t think he is likely to refuse them.”

“How would I know? I told you, I have another life now,” but the moment I said it, I was struck with the fear that this “other life,” and whatever semblance of independence I had enjoyed just yesterday, was gone. I put that thought aside, afraid that Yves might pick up on it somehow. “This is the first time I’ve spoken to anyone here for years.”

Yves eyed me suspiciously, but I could tell that it wouldn’t derail him, that he couldn’t resist showing me that he was the one in the know.

“Anyhow,” he said, returning to the topic, “he cocked it all up.”

“We’re talking about Augustin? He was always perfect, or perfectly able to get away with whatever he wanted.”

“Not this time.”

I stayed silent, hoping he would continue. Instead, he made a show of tasking the staff.

“What is this?” he demanded of the serving tray in general.

“That’s a mixed green salad, sir,” interjected a cheerful-looking young waiter. “All organic, grown here on the estate and with a vinaigrette and—”

“—do I look like livestock? What happened to my other order?”

“I will inquire with the kitchens straight away.”

“I can only imagine how long that will take. You must have some pâté somewhere back there. Doesn’t the chef here claim to be French, for fuck’s sake?”

The waiter continued unfazed, clearly used to difficult guests.

“We have a wonderful whole duck-liver foie gras seared with a sharp mustard glaze and served with duck jus, and we also have a foie gras platter with six different types of duck and goose liver, which is—”

“—fine, fine. Bring those.”

“And for milady?” the waiter asked.

I shook my head.

Just then a quartet from the kitchen appeared bearing, of all things, a fondue pot filled with steaming cheese.

“The brie and champagne fondue with our chef’s particular Alpine interpretation and…”

I watched in horror as Yves leaned back so that one of the younger waitresses could feed him a cube of cheese-soaked bread from a fondue fork.

Yves grunted with the effort of swallowing. “What in the world is this?” he sputtered. “This was not prepared with Krug.”

“I… I must confess that I am not sure,” the waiter admitted.

“Intolerable,” Yves barked.

“Yves,” I said. “It isn’t even the season for fondue.”

“It is a traditional Austrian recipe from my very dear friend Andrei; appropriate for any occasion. It is not seasonal,” Yves insisted, before waving the waiter away. “Take it back.”

“Of course,” the waiter said, and faded into the periphery as quickly as he had appeared.

Yves took a long draw from his flute and swallowed so fast that he started to cough.

“It was my fault, actually,” he sputtered. “There was some big meeting, but I had finally managed to convince these two little blond-haired, blue-eyed sisters to join us in the old residential wing.”

“Yves, if stories of importing random women to vacant corners of the estate are supposed to impress me—”

“—importing? They were already living here. Or visiting for the summer at least. Friends of the family, or so I understood. You must have known them.”

“I’m sure I have no idea whom you are talking about.”

“That’s funny. They certainly remembered you. ‘The quiet redhead,’ they said.”

I racked my brain.

“Yves,” I gasped, putting the pieces together. “Please tell me you are not talking about the Visser twins.”

“That’s them. Good lord, were they something. Wildlings, I tell you.”

“Yves, when was this?” But Yves was still stuck in some other thought.

“I doubt the new pair will be able to match them,” he said, and a contemplative look came over his face before it melted into a thin smile. “Then again, you never know.”

“Yves, I asked you a question. When was this?”

“The twin thing? I don’t know, five, six years ago?”

“Yves…” I did the math in my head quickly and was horrified by it. “They couldn’t have been much more than fifteen.”

“Huh.” Yves had a thoughtful look on his face. “Well, that explains some things actually, like why they had never heard of carpet racing either. Anyhow, I don’t think we even left that suite for three days. Augustin missed the Monday meeting, and when he finally did show up he was pretty strung out. That was that. He’s been trying to get back into your father’s good graces ever since. He’s a huge bore now. But fear not.” Yves smiled to himself. “I have a plan.”

I looked into my champagne flute, watching the bubbles rise to the surface, turn, and then spread out toward the flute’s glass walls. Something else occurred to me.

“Yves, the Visser sisters are our cousins—are Augustin’s cousins.”

“Really? Not first or second cousins, surely?”

“Yes, in fact.”

“Ah. Well. I don’t think Augustin was trying to procreate anyhow. Maybe it is best we not tell him.”

“Yves, bloody hell. How could he not know that?”

“Who else knows?”

“That they are our cousins? Yves, everyone knows.”

But Yves was unflappable. “Too late now.” He grinned. “I love talking dirty with you, you know. Come to think of it, given what I heard from Phoebe, you might appreciate my little presents just as well. Come meet us in the old residence wing later?”

“What?” I was certain I had heard his comment about Phoebe wrong.

“You heard me,” Yves said, heedless of my outraged expression. “The old residence wing. You. Me.” Yves gave me a sardonic smile. “A couple of very special guests.” This last he pronounced as if he were promoting that evening’s episode of some late-night talk show. “Your father’s liquor. The finest pharmaceuticals money can buy.” Yves patted his breast pocket.

“Absolutely not.”

Yves sank into his chair just as the foie gras was arriving. “See, all of you have become such bores.”

“Then why are you here?”

“Your mother invited us.”

“Us?”

“My mother, father, and sister are on their way, too, of course. No one misses the big events on your estate, my dear. At least, not if they want to remain socially connected, which I most certainly do.”

“Your sister?”

“She’s principal cello for the Vienna Philharmonic,” Yves said, and I thought I remembered her from one of the last receptions I had attended on the estate. “She’s the favorite, obviously.”

“Obviously. I’m surprised you came. Big, boring formal dinners are not your thing, are they?”

“Most certainly not. I will have you know that I should be in St. Petersburg right now.”

“Why aren’t you?”

Yves began to frown. “I can’t afford it.”

I just laughed. “Whatever, Yves.”

“No, earnestly.” His expression was so pained that I almost believed him.

“Your family has more money than some African central banks.”

“I know, but my father has been jewing me all year. I even have to move out of our house in Vienna.”

“You’ve got a trust,” I said, studiously ignoring the slur. “What do you care what he gives you or doesn’t?”

“That’s just it, almost all my trust income is tied up in fixed expenses. I have, like, twelve mortgages.”

“Twelve mortgages? So what do you care if they sell the Vienna house?”

“It’s been in the family for generations. We’ve owned it for centuries. It used to be the family seat. Plus, I like it there.”

“Twelve mortgages?” I repeated, as it sank in. “Yves, what in the world were you thinking?”

“I travel a lot. What’s the difference? My father stopped my allowance.”

“He cut you off?”

“Not exactly, but I certainly don’t have enough cash to go to St. Petersburg.”

“Not the way you travel, I bet.”

“Exactly my point. All my friends have abandoned me.” He downed the last
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