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A long habit of  not thinking a thing wrong, gives it a superficial 
appearance of  being right, and raises at first a formidable 
outcry in defense of  custom. But the tumult soon subsides. 
Time makes more converts than reason.  

—THOMAS PAINE

CHAPTER 1 

   On her last night as a warmblood, 
Phoebe Taylor had been a good 
daughter.  

    Freyja had insisted upon it.  

    “Let’s not make a fuss,” Phoebe had 
protested, as though she was just going 
on holiday for a few days, hoping to get 
away with a casual farewell at the hotel 
where her family was staying.  

    “Absolutely not,” Freyja said, looking 
down her long nose. “De Clermonts do 
not skulk around—unless they are 
Matthew, of  course. We shall do this 
properly. Over dinner. It is your duty.”  

The evening party Freyja put on for the 
Taylors was simple, elegant, and perfect
—right down to the weather (a flawless 
example of  May), the music (could every 
vampire in Paris play the cello?), the 
flowers (enough Madame Hardy roses 
had been brought in from the garden to 
perfume the entire city), and the wine 
(Freyja was fond of  Cristal).  

Phoebe’s father, mother, and sister 
showed up at half  past eight as 
requested. Her father was in black tie; 
her mother wore a turquoise and gold 
lehenga choli; Stella was in head-to-toe 
Chanel. Phoebe wore unrelieved black 
with the emerald earrings Marcus had gi
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It is the way the gods 
remind us that life, 

no matter how long, 
is still but a breath. 

—YSABEAU DE CLERMONT

Male and female are the distinctions of  nature, good and bad the 
distinctions of  heaven; but how a race of  men came into the world so 
exalted above the rest, and distinguished like some new species, is 
worth enquiring into, and whether they are the means of  happiness 
or misery to mankind. 

—THOMAS PAINE
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