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      Wednesday November 16th, 11:42 p.m., 

      Café Lamarck, Paris

      The fog coiled in the streets of Paris like a living thing. It shrank back from the street-lights and clawed deep into the dark corners of the city. It lay heavy on the waters of the Seine and pooled in the steep, narrow streets of Montmartre, swallowing up whole neighbourhoods. Cars crept along the roads with their headlights on full blast, and lost tourists huddled in the bars, hoping that the fog would lift in the morning.

      Eva Moreau knew that it wouldn’t.

      Leaning in the shadow of a huge stone doorway near the Cathédrale de Saint-Denis, Eva zipped her leather jacket up to her chin. She folded her arms, shielding herself from the chill and from the creeping shudder that kept crawling up her spine.

      Every instinct she had was telling her that she needed to get this done, and quickly. If she was wrong, then the search would have to begin again, but if she was right…

      She was right. It couldn’t be a coincidence. She didn’t have time for it to be a coincidence. Even as she stood in the street, the fog seemed to close in on her, to sniff around her like a hungry dog.

      Sate your hunger somewhere else, demon, she thought. There’s nothing for you here.

      Did she feel the presence in the fog turn away, or was it all in her mind? If the demon truly came for her, would bluster be enough to save her life?

      Paris needed a Trinity, and soon.

      She watched the eerie-coloured shadows that filtered through the fog from the windows of a corner café. A warm yellow light spilled out on to the street as the door opened. Eva heard the muffled rattle of drums and guitars from inside, and the wail of a saxophone. Then voices:

      ‘Oh balls, it’s cold out here. Franci, hurry up!’

      ‘Yeah, hold on…’

      The two girls were dark spots in the fog, like shadow puppets against the café’s light. If she hadn’t known them by their voices, Eva would have had no problem identifying them by their silhouettes: Coralie Dumas was short and svelte, her hair puffed out around her head like the seeds of a dandelion. Francine Lambert was taller, curvy, her hair falling down to the small of her back.

      Eva smiled to herself as she watched them.

      Coralie and Francine had known each other since before they were born. Their mothers were lifelong friends, and had attended the same doctors’ surgeries and pre-natal classes. They had given birth in adjoining hospital rooms, their extended families gathered around them, celebrating this wonderful double event – two childhood friends having babies on the same day.

      For Eva, who’d been eighteen years old and a second cousin of Coralie’s mother, and for Francine and Coralie’s mothers and grandmothers, the births had been even more of a reason to celebrate.

      Born on the same day, to mothers who wielded the powers of their foremothers and bore the purple mark on their wrists: these girls would be Demon Hunters.

      ‘You know Lea, from the family who lives in that little town in the Alps?’ Eva’s mother had said to Coralie’s grandmother. ‘She’s having a baby today too. But it’s a boy! Such a disappointment.’

      ‘What about the other families?’ Coralie’s grandmother had asked, biting her nails. ‘Have any of them replied to your letters?’

      ‘Only to say there are no baby girls expected today,’ said Eva’s mother. ‘But fate finds a way. If they are meant to be a Trinity, they will find a third. Perhaps some girl will be born early, or late, or to some forgotten line on the other side of the world. There is no reason to worry. Fate always finds a way.’

      Coralie bounced on the balls of her feet as Francine stood in the doorway of the café, hand on hip, looking down at the glowing rectangle of her phone.

      ‘Come on, let’s go,’ Coralie said. ‘I don’t like this fog. Eva thinks it’s creepy.’

      Francine laughed, and put her phone away. ‘Eva thinks everything is creepy. Got his number though,’ she said smugly, thrusting her hands into the pockets of her coat.

      ‘You did not!’ Coralie gasped.

      ‘Swear to God, he’s just texted me, and I wasn’t even out of the door.’

      They started to walk away, and Eva stepped forward. She turned.

      ‘Henri, it’s time,’ she said. ‘Go.’

      The teenager who emerged from the shadows behind her hesitated. ‘Do you really think…?’

      Eva smiled again, despite the cold and the ache in her spine that insisted there was a demon nearby. She took Henri’s hand in her own, giving it a reassuring squeeze.

      ‘I really do. Fate always finds a way. Now go.’

      Henri took a deep breath and ran their hands through their hair, sweeping its burgundy waves back from their face. ‘OK.’

      They set off down the road at a loping stroll, and Eva followed behind slowly, staying far enough back to be blurred from the girls’ view by the fog, but watching Henri intently as they waved and called out.

      ‘Hey, Coralie, Francine.’

      ‘Oh, hi Henri!’ Francine’s arms stretched wide and she hugged Henri, standing on tiptoe to kiss them on the cheek as soon as they were within reach.

      ‘You heading home? Wanna walk with us?’ Coralie asked. She linked her arm with Henri’s, and so did Francine. They headed towards the cathedral square, past an open space where the fog wound between carefully tended trees and neat, raised beds of grass.

      Eva carefully stepped after them, listening to them chatter. ‘Franci’s just got another boy’s number. Shame we couldn’t stay, she could have gone for the record.’

      ‘Coralie is exaggerating, as usual,’ said Francine.

      Henri laughed. Eva thought probably only she could hear the nervous edge in their voice. ‘How many would you have to get to beat your personal best?’

      ‘Eight,’ said Francine proudly, tossing her hair back. ‘Ten if you count screennames. That was at a festival though; I’m never going to beat that. Or see any of those guys again. Half of them weren’t even French.’

      ‘Wow,’ said Coralie. ‘It’s like there’s just… nothing. You can barely even make out the cathedral.’

      Coralie’s train of thought had a tendency to jump the tracks, but in this case, her logic wasn’t hard to follow – the three teenagers had reached the edge of the cathedral square. As she crept closer, quietly stepping between the trees to keep herself out of their line of sight, Eva saw that the square was nearly empty, and so full of fog she couldn’t see the buildings on the other side. It could have stretched out for miles in front of them.

      The Cathédrale de Saint-Denis loomed over their heads, little more than a dim shadow, even though they were almost close enough to touch its old, cold stones. Eva shuddered. She didn’t like to come here. There were… things here, spirits that had been disturbed when they should have been left to rest and fade away. During the Revolution, the tombs had been torn open, bodies exhumed and dumped in pits of sulphur and lye to destroy every trace that they had existed. The turmoil of the dead tainted the air, made it taste strange.

      Eva’s mother had always said she seemed destined to be a powerful Seer, like her grandmother. But Eva had been an only child, and no others were born to any Demon Hunter family that year. Eva’s Trinity had never come, yet her powers hadn’t faded. Fate had wanted something different for her. She’d become Coralie and Francine’s protector, their trainer and advisor, until they found their Trinity.

      Paris had been without a Trinity now for forty-six years.

      Too long. But not for much longer. 

      ‘How much cash do you have?’ said Coralie.

      ‘I – what?’ Henri asked.

      ‘I want coffee. He doesn’t take cards.’

      Eva squinted in the direction where Coralie was pointing. There was a shape in the fog, haloed by the light of a street lamp. It was a large cart, parked on the pavement under the lamp, steam rising from the taps of a gleaming black espresso machine.

      ‘Euros? Anybody?’ Coralie looked at the others.

      ‘You don’t need coffee.’ Francine sniffed. ‘You’re the last person on earth who needs to be given caffeine.’

      ‘Three coffees, please,’ Henri said to the man at the coffee cart, fishing in their pockets for change.

      ‘I’m telling you,’ Francine said, tossing her hair again, ‘it’ll go to her tiny pixie head. You want to be the one to get her down from the ceiling, be my guest.’

      ‘Coffee, coffee, coffee,’ Coralie chanted under her breath, and Francine snorted a laugh.

      ‘Three coffees for you, ladies,’ said the man at the cart, handing the cups to the three teenagers.

      ‘Thanks,’ said Henri quietly.

      The friends walked a little way from the cart and stood blowing on their steaming coffee cups.

      Eva opened her mind. She tried to focus on the living, while ignoring the shuddering of the dead beneath the stone and the lurking shadow of the demonic presence. After a moment, high above, she found what she was searching for, and looked up. Perched on the cathedral, near the Rose Window, there was a huge black crow.

      The clock struck midnight, and the crow took flight.

      Eva reached out a hand, closed her fist on the empty air, and caught the crow. It dipped and whirled, fighting her control for a moment, but she held it lightly and it ceased to panic, circling through the fog, high above the three teenagers. Her fingers trembled with the effort, the short hairs on the back of her neck lifting as the invisible thread of power between her and the crow twanged and wavered, a sort of swirling feedback loop of command and reaction.

      She silently opened her mouth, and the crow cawed, loud and long.

      Henri, Coralie and Francine all jumped at the noise, and looked up.

      The crow turned and dived at them. It folded its wings and dropped out of the fog beak-first. The teenagers shrieked and dived out of the way, shielding their faces. Coralie dropped her coffee on the ground and the scalding liquid steamed like acid on the cold stone. The crow pulled up at the last minute with a powerful flap of its enormous wings, and soared back up into the fog.

      ‘What the hell?’ Francine shook droplets of coffee off her hand.

      ‘Where is it? Where did it go? Is it gone?’ Coralie spun on the spot.

      Eva brought the crow around.

      ‘No, it’s coming back! Get out of the way!’

      The three of them scattered. Coralie sprang up the stone steps of the cathedral to shelter in the doorway. Francine stepped into the halo of a street lamp, scanning the sky and holding her un-spilled coffee ready to throw, like a smoking Molotov cocktail.

      Henri paused, and glanced over their shoulder towards the trees where Eva was standing.

      Sweat prickled on the back of Eva’s neck as she turned and drove the crow down once more.

      Do it, she willed Henri. I believe. We just need to prove it.

      Henri stepped hesitantly backwards and forwards, keeping both the girls in their field of vision.

      Eva knew at once when they had found the right spot, the place where the three of them formed a perfect, even-sided invisible triangle. Henri straightened up from their habitual shy slump, their shoulders pulling back, chin tilting up. The girls’ posture changed, too. Eva saw Coralie’s head snap up, heard her gasp ‘What?’, and saw Francine’s chest rise and fall with a deep, slow breath.

      Static electricity crackled between them. The last few chimes of midnight rang out, seeming sluggish and distorted. Eva drove the crow down, one more time, into the centre of the crackling triangle.

      There was a burst of something across her vision, like the swirling pink and green after-effects of staring at a light bulb for too long, and control of the crow was torn away from her. She recoiled, blinking.

      When her vision cleared, she saw the crow shake itself, feathers ruffling indignantly, and hop away. The three teenagers were still standing, staring at each other in amazement.

      The force that quivered between them had gone – Coralie had moved first, running down the steps towards the others, pulling her coat tight around her small shoulders. Henri was rubbing their temples. Francine carefully put her coffee down on the paving stones, her hands slightly shaking.

      Eva let out a laugh, high and clear and triumphant. The three teenagers jumped and looked around.

      ‘Who’s there?’ Coralie shrieked.

      ‘Eva?’ Francine peered through the fog. ‘Is that you?’

      Eva walked towards them, her freezing hands in the pockets of her jacket, smiling. ‘It’s only me. I’m sorry for the subterfuge, girls.’

      ‘But Eva,’ Francine said, ‘what does this mean? Did we just make a… a Trinity?’

      ‘No!’ Coralie gasped. ‘That’s insane, that’s not how it – how could – no boy was ever a…’ she threw her hand over her mouth. ‘Oh… Henri, I’m sorry. It’s just…’

      ‘It’s OK,’ Henri said, shrugging, letting their hair fall over their face. ‘Believe me, I know this is weird.’

      ‘But, does this mean you’re… What does this mean?’ Francine gaped at Henri, open-mouthed.

      Henri gave her a slightly hysterical grin. ‘I don’t know!’

      ‘I do,’ Eva said. She nodded at the three of them, wishing that she could share their confused happiness for Henri. But there wasn’t time. ‘It means Henri’s a Demon Hunter. One of the true line. And it means we have a lot of work to do, and I can’t train you so quickly on my own. We need someone with real experience, someone who knows what we might be fighting.’

      She pulled her phone from the pocket of her jacket and tapped in a name. The phone began to ring, and the screen lit up with a single word.

      Isobel.
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