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ABOUT THE BOOK

After travelling through time to Tudor London, historian and witch Diana Bishop and vampire scientist Matthew Clairmont are now back in the present to face new crises and old enemies.

At Matthew’s ancestral home in France they reunite with their families – with one heart-breaking exception. But the real threat to their future is yet to be revealed, and when it is, the search for the elusive manuscript Ashmole 782 and its missing pages takes on a terrifying urgency. Using ancient knowledge and modern science, from the palaces of Venice and beyond, Diana and Matthew will finally learn what the witches discovered so many centuries ago.
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It is not the strongest of the species that survives, nor the most intelligent that survives. It is the one that is most adaptable to change.

Philippe de Clermont,
often attributed to Charles Darwin












Sol in Cancer

The signe of the Crabbe pertains to houses, lands, treasures, and whatever is hidden. It is the fourth house of the Zodiak. It signifies death and the end of thinges.

Anonymous English Commonplace Book, c. 1590, 
Gonçalves MS 4890, f. 8r












CHAPTER 1

Ghosts didn’t have much substance. All they were composed of was memories and heart. Atop one of Sept-Tours’ round towers, Emily Mather pressed a diaphanous hand against the spot in the center of her chest that even now was heavy with dread.

Does it ever get easier? Her voice, like the rest of her, was almost imperceptible. The watching? The waiting? The knowing?

Not that I’ve noticed, Philippe de Clermont replied shortly. He was perched nearby, studying his own transparent fingers. Of all the things Philippe disliked about being dead – the inability to touch his wife, Ysabeau; his lack of smell or taste; the fact that he had no muscles for a good sparring match – invisibility topped the list. It was a constant reminder of how inconsequential he had become.

Emily’s face fell, and Philippe silently cursed himself. Since she’d died, the witch had been his constant companion, cutting his loneliness in two. What was he thinking, barking at her as if she were a servant?

Perhaps it will be easier when they don’t need us anymore, Philippe said in a gentler tone. He might be the more experienced ghost, but it was Emily who understood the metaphysics of their situation. What the witch had told him went against everything Philippe believed about the afterworld. He thought the living saw the dead because they needed something from them: assistance, forgiveness, retribution. Emily insisted these were nothing more than human myths, and it was only when the living moved on and let go that the dead could appear to them.

This information made Ysabeau’s failure to notice him somewhat easier to bear, but not much.

‘I can’t wait to see Em’s reaction. She’s going to be so surprised.’ Diana’s warm alto floated up to the battlements.

Diana and Matthew, Emily and Philippe said in unison, peering down to the cobbled courtyard that surrounded the château.

There, Philippe said, pointing at the drive. Even dead, he had vampire sight that was sharper than any human’s. He was also still handsomer than any man had a right to be, with his broad shoulders and devilish grin. He turned the latter on Emily, who couldn’t help grinning back. They are a fine couple, are they not? Look how much my son has changed.

Vampires weren’t supposed to be altered by the passing of time, and therefore Emily expected to see the same black hair, so dark it glinted blue; the same mutable gray-green eyes, cool and remote as a winter sea; the same pale skin and wide mouth. There were a few subtle differences, though, as Philippe suggested. Matthew’s hair was shorter, and he had a beard that made him look even more dangerous, like a pirate. She gasped.

Is Matthew . . . bigger?

He is. I fattened him up when he and Diana were here in 1590. Books were making him soft. Matthew needed to fight more and read less. Philippe had always contended there was such a thing as too much education. Matthew was living proof of it.

Diana looks different, too. More like her mother, with that long, coppery hair, Em said, acknowledging the most obvious change in her niece.

Diana stumbled on a cobblestone, and Matthew’s hand shot out to steady her. Once, Emily had seen Matthew’s incessant hovering as a sign of vampire overprotectiveness. Now, with the perspicacity of a ghost, she realized that this tendency stemmed from his preternatural awareness of every change in Diana’s expression, every shift of mood, every sign of fatigue or hunger. Today, however, Matthew’s concern seemed even more focused and acute.

It’s not just Diana’s hair that has changed. Philippe’s face had a look of wonder. Diana is with child – Matthew’s child.

Emily examined her niece more carefully, using the enhanced grasp of truth that death afforded. Philippe was right – in part. You mean ‘with children’. Diana is having twins.

Twins, Philippe said in an awed voice. He looked away, distracted by the appearance of his wife. Look, here are Ysabeau and Sarah with Sophie and Margaret.

What will happen now, Philippe? Emily asked, her heart growing heavier with anticipation.

Endings. Beginnings, Philippe said with deliberate vagueness. Change.

Diana has never liked change, Emily said.

That is because Diana is afraid of what she must become, Philippe replied.

Marcus Whitmore had faced horrors aplenty since the night in 1781 when Matthew de Clermont made him a vampire. None had prepared him for today’s ordeal: telling Diana Bishop that her beloved aunt, Emily Mather, was dead.

Marcus had received the phone call from Ysabeau while he and Nathaniel Wilson were watching the television news in the family library. Sophie, Nathaniel’s wife, and their baby, Margaret, were dozing on a nearby sofa.

‘The temple,’ Ysabeau had said breathlessly, her tone frantic. ‘Come. At once.’

Marcus had obeyed his grandmother without question, only taking time to shout for his cousin, Gallowglass, and his Aunt Verin on his way out the door.

The summer half-light of evening had lightened further as he approached the clearing at the top of the mountain, brightened by the otherworldly power that Marcus glimpsed through the trees. His hair stood at attention at the magic in the air.

Then he scented the presence of a vampire, Gerbert of Aurillac. And someone else – a witch.

A light, purposeful step sounded down the stone corridor, drawing Marcus out of the past and back into the present. The heavy door opened, creaking as it always did.

‘Hello, sweetheart.’ Marcus turned from the view of the Auvergne countryside and drew a deep breath. Phoebe Taylor’s scent reminded him of the thicket of lilac bushes that had grown outside the red-painted door of his family’s farm. Delicate and resolute, the fragrance had symbolized the hope of spring after a long Massachusetts winter and conjured up his long-dead mother’s understanding smile. Now it only made Marcus think of the petite, iron-willed woman before him.

‘Everything will be all right.’ Phoebe reached up and straightened his collar, her olive eyes full of concern. Marcus had taken to wearing more formal clothes than concert T-shirts around the same time he’d started to sign his letters Marcus de Clermont instead of Marcus Whitmore – the name she’d first known him by, before he had told her about vampires, fifteen-hundred-year-old fathers, French castles full of forbidding relatives, and a witch named Diana Bishop. It was, in Marcus’s opinion, nothing short of miraculous that Phoebe had remained at his side.

‘No. It won’t.’ He caught one of her hands and planted a kiss on the palm. Phoebe didn’t know Matthew. ‘Stay here with Nathaniel and the rest of them. Please.’

‘For the final time, Marcus Whitmore, I will be standing beside you when you greet your father and his wife. I don’t believe we need discuss it further.’ Phoebe held out her hand. ‘Shall we?’

Marcus put his hand in Phoebe’s, but instead of following her out the door as she expected, he tugged her toward him. Phoebe came to rest against his chest, one hand clasped in his and the other pressed to his heart. She looked at him with surprise.

‘Very well. But if you come down with me, Phoebe, there are conditions. First, you are with me or with Ysabeau at all times.’

Phoebe opened her mouth to protest, but Marcus’s serious look silenced her.

‘Second, if I tell you to leave the room, you will do so. No delay. No questions. Go straight to Fernando. He’ll be in the chapel or the kitchen.’ Marcus searched her face and saw a wary acceptance. ‘Third, do not, under any circumstances, get within arm’s reach of my father. Agreed?’

Phoebe nodded. Like any good diplomat, she was prepared to follow Marcus’s rules – for now. But if Marcus’s father was the monster some in the house seemed to think he was, Phoebe would do what she must.

Fernando Gonçalves poured beaten eggs into the hot skillet, blanketing the browned potatoes already in the pan. His tortilla española was one of the few dishes Sarah Bishop would eat, and today of all days the widow needed sustenance.

Gallowglass sat at the kitchen table, picking drops of wax out of a crack in the ancient boards. With his collar-length blond hair and muscular build, he looked like a morose bear. Tattoos snaked around his forearms and biceps in bright swirls of color. Their subject matter revealed whatever was on Gallowglass’s mind at the moment, for a tattoo lasted only a few months on a vampire. Right now he seemed to be thinking about his roots, for his arms were covered with Celtic knotwork, runes, and fabulous beasts drawn from Norse and Gaelic myths and legends.

‘Stop worrying.’ Fernando’s voice was as warm and cultured as sherry aged in oak barrels.

Gallowglass looked up for a moment, then returned his attention to the wax.

‘No one will prevent Matthew from doing what he must, Gallowglass. Avenging Emily’s death is a matter of honor.’ Fernando turned off the heat and joined Gallowglass at the table, bare feet moving silently across the flagstone floors. As he walked, he rolled down the sleeves of his white shirt. It was pristine, in spite of the hours he’d spent in the kitchen that day. He tucked the shirt into the waistband of his jeans and ran his fingers through his dark, wavy hair.

‘Marcus is going to try to take the blame, you know,’ Gallowglass said. ‘But Emily’s death wasn’t the boy’s fault.’

The scene on the mountain had been oddly peaceful, considering the circumstances. Gallowglass had arrived at the temple a few moments after Marcus. There had been nothing but silence and the sight of Emily Mather kneeling inside a circle marked out with pale rocks. The witch Peter Knox had been with her, his hands on her head and a look of anticipation – even hunger – on his face. Gerbert of Aurillac, the de Clermonts’ nearest vampire neighbor, was looking on with interest.

‘Emily!’ Sarah’s anguished cry had torn through the silence with such force that even Gerbert stepped back.

Startled, Knox released Emily. She crumpled to the ground, unconscious. Sarah beat the other witch back with a single, powerful spell that sent Knox flying across the clearing.

‘No, Marcus didn’t kill her,’ Fernando said, drawing Gallowglass’s attention. ‘But his negligence—’

‘Inexperience,’ Gallowglass interjected.

‘Negligence,’ Fernando repeated, ‘did play a role in the tragedy. Marcus knows that and accepts responsibility for it.’

‘Marcus didn’t ask to be in charge,’ Gallowglass grumbled.

‘No. I nominated him for the position, and Matthew agreed it was the right decision.’ Fernando pressed Gallowglass’s shoulder briefly and returned to the stove.

‘Is that why you came? Because you felt guilty about refusing to lead the brotherhood when Matthew asked for your help?’ No one had been more surprised than Gallowglass when Fernando turned up at Sept-Tours. Fernando had avoided the place ever since Gallowglass’s father, Hugh de Clermont, died in the fourteenth century.

‘I am here because Matthew was there for me after the French king executed Hugh. I was alone in all the world then, except for my grief.’ Fernando’s tone was harsh. ‘And I refused to lead the Knights of Lazarus because I am not a de Clermont.’

‘You were Father’s mate!’ Gallowglass protested. ‘You are as much a de Clermont as Ysabeau or her children!’

Fernando carefully shut the oven door. ‘I am Hugh’s mate,’ he said, his back still turned. ‘Your father will never be past tense to me.’

‘Sorry, Fernando,’ Gallowglass said, stricken. Though Hugh had been dead for nearly seven centuries, Fernando had never recovered from the loss. Gallowglass doubted he ever would.

‘As for my being a de Clermont,’ Fernando continued, still staring at the wall over the stove, ‘Philippe disagreed.’

Gallowglass resumed his nervous picking at the wax. Fernando poured two glasses of red wine and carried them to the table.

‘Here,’ he said, thrusting one at Gallowglass. ‘You’ll need your strength today, too.’

Marthe bustled into the kitchen. Ysabeau’s housekeeper ruled over this part of the château and was not pleased to see intruders in it. After giving Fernando and Gallowglass sour looks, she sniffed and wrested the oven door open.

‘That is my best pan!’ she said accusingly.

‘I know. That’s why I’m using it,’ Fernando replied, taking a sip of wine.

‘You do not belong in the kitchen, Dom Fernando. Go upstairs. Take Gallowglass with you.’ Marthe took a packet of tea and a teapot from the shelf by the sink. Then she noticed the towel-wrapped pot sitting on a tray next to cups, saucers, milk, and sugar. Her frown deepened.

‘What is wrong with my being here?’ Fernando demanded.

‘You are not a servant,’ Marthe said. She picked the lid off the top of the pot and sniffed suspiciously at its contents.

‘It’s Diana’s favorite. You told me what she liked, remember?’ Fernando smiled sadly. ‘And everyone in this house serves the de Clermonts, Marthe. The only difference is that you, Alain, and Victoire are paid handsomely to do so. The rest of us are expected to be grateful for the privilege.’

‘With good reason. Other manjasang dream of being part of this family. See that you remember that in future – and the lemon, Dom Fernando,’ Marthe said, placing emphasis on his lordly title. She picked up the tea tray. ‘By the way, your eggs are burning.’

Fernando leaped up to rescue them.

‘As for you,’ Marthe said, fixing her black eyes on Gallowglass, ‘you did not tell us everything you should have about Matthew and his wife.’

Gallowglass looked down into his wine with a guilty expression.

‘Madame your grandmother will deal with you later.’ On that bone-chilling note, Marthe stalked out of the room.

‘What have you done now?’ asked Fernando, putting his tortilla – which was not ruined, Alhamdulillah – on the stove. Long experience had taught him that whatever the mess, Gallowglass had made it with good intentions and complete disregard for possible disaster.

‘Weeell,’ Gallowglass said, drawing out the vowels as only a Scot could, ‘I might have left one or two things out of the tale.’

‘Like what?’ Fernando said, catching a whiff of catastrophe among the kitchen’s homely scents.

‘Like the fact that Auntie is pregnant – and by none other than Matthew. And the fact that Granddad adopted her as a daughter. Lord, his blood vow was deafening.’ Gallowglass looked reflective. ‘Do you think we’ll still be able to hear it?’

Fernando stood, openmouthed and silent.

‘Don’t look at me that way. It didn’t seem right to share the news about the babe. Women can be funny about such things. And Philippe told Auntie Verin about the blood vow before he died in 1945, and she never said a word either!’ Gallowglass said defensively.

A concussion tore the air, as if a silent bomb had been detonated. Something green and fiery streaked past the kitchen window.

‘What the hell was that?’ Fernando flung the door open and shielded his eyes against the bright sunlight.

‘One pissed-off witch, I imagine.’ Gallowglass’s tone was glum. ‘Sarah must have told Diana and Matthew the news about Emily.’

‘Not the explosion. That!’ Fernando pointed to Saint-Lucien’s bell tower, which was being circled by a winged, two-legged, fire-breathing creature. Gallowglass rose for a better look.

‘That’s Corra. She goes where Auntie goes,’ Gallowglass said matter-of-factly.

‘But that’s a dragon.’ Fernando turned wild eyes on his stepson.

‘Bah! That’s no dragon. Can’t you see she’s only got two legs? Corra is a firedrake.’ Gallowglass twisted his arm to show off a tattoo of a winged creature that strongly resembled the airborne beast. ‘Like this. I might have left out one or two details, but I did warn everybody that Auntie Diana wasn’t going to be the same witch she was before.’

‘It’s true, honey. Em is dead.’ The stress of telling Diana and Matthew was clearly too much for her. Sarah could have sworn that she saw a dragon. Fernando was right. She needed to cut back on the whiskey.

‘I don’t believe you.’ Diana’s voice was high and sharp with panic. She searched Ysabeau’s grand salon as though she suspected to find Emily hiding behind one of the ornate settees.

‘Emily’s not here, Diana.’ Matthew’s hushed voice was infused with regret and tenderness as he stepped before her. ‘She’s gone.’

‘No.’ Diana tried to push past him and continue her search, but Matthew drew her into his arms.

‘I’m so sorry, Sarah,’ Matthew said, holding Diana tight to his body.

‘Don’t say you’re sorry!’ Diana cried, struggling to free herself from the vampire’s unbreakable hold. She pounded on Matthew’s shoulder with her fist. ‘Em isn’t dead! This is a nightmare. Wake me up, Matthew – please! I want to wake up and find we’re still in 1591.’

‘This isn’t a nightmare,’ Sarah said. The long weeks had convinced her that Em’s death was horribly real.

‘Then I took a wrong turn – or tied a bad knot in the timewalking spell. This can’t be where we were supposed to end up!’ Diana was shaking from head to toe with grief and shock. ‘Em promised she would never leave without saying goodbye.’

‘Em didn’t have time to say goodbye – to anyone. But that doesn’t mean she didn’t love you.’ Sarah reminded herself of this a hundred times a day.

‘Diana should sit,’ Marcus said, pulling a chair closer to Sarah. In many ways Matthew’s son looked like the same twenty-something surfer who had walked into the Bishop house last October. His leather cord, with its strange assortment of objects gathered over the centuries, was still tangled in the blond hair at the nape of his neck. The Converse sneakers he loved remained on his feet. The guarded, sad look in his eyes was new, however.

Sarah was grateful for the presence of Marcus and Ysabeau, but the person she really wanted at her side at this moment was Fernando. He’d been her rock during this ordeal.

‘Thank you, Marcus,’ Matthew said, settling Diana in the seat. Phoebe tried to press a glass of water into Diana’s hand. When Diana just stared at it blankly, Matthew took it and placed it on a nearby table.

All eyes alighted on Sarah.

Sarah was no good at this kind of thing. Diana was the historian in the family. She would know where to start and how to string the confusing events into a coherent story with a beginning, a middle, and an end, and perhaps even a plausible explanation of why Emily had died.

‘There’s no easy way to tell you this,’ Diana’s aunt began.

‘You don’t have to tell us anything,’ Matthew said, his eyes filled with compassion and sympathy. ‘The explanations can wait.’

‘No. You both need to know.’ Sarah reached for the glass of whiskey that usually sat at her side, but there was nothing there. She looked to Marcus in mute appeal.

‘Emily died up at the old temple,’ Marcus said, taking up the role of storyteller.

‘The temple dedicated to the goddess?’ Diana whispered, her brow creasing with the effort to concentrate.

‘Yes,’ Sarah croaked, coughing to dislodge the lump in her throat. ‘Emily was spending more and more time up there.’

‘Was she alone?’ Matthew’s expression was no longer warm and understanding, and his tone was frosty.

Silence descended again, this one heavy and awkward.

‘Emily wouldn’t let anyone go with her,’ Sarah said, steeling herself to be honest. Diana was a witch, too, and would know if she strayed from the truth. ‘Marcus tried to convince her to take someone with her, but Emily refused.’

‘Why did she want to be alone?’ Diana said, picking up on Sarah’s own uneasiness. ‘What was going on, Sarah?’

‘Since January, Em had been turning to the higher magics for guidance.’ Sarah looked away from Diana’s shocked face. ‘She was having terrible premonitions of death and disaster and thought they might help her figure out why.’

‘But Em always said higher magics were too dark for witches to handle safely,’ Diana said, her voice rising again. ‘She said any witch who thought she was immune to their dangers would find out the hard way just how powerful they were.’

‘She spoke from experience,’ Sarah said. ‘They can be addictive. Emily didn’t want you to know she’d felt their lure, honey. She hadn’t touched a scrying stone or tried to summon a spirit for decades.’

‘Summon spirits?’ Matthew’s eyes narrowed into slits. With his dark beard, he looked truly terrifying.

‘I think she was trying to reach Rebecca. If I’d realized how far she’d gone in her attempts, I would have tried harder to stop her.’ Sarah’s eyes brimmed with tears. ‘Peter Knox must have sensed the power Emily was working with, and the higher magics have always fascinated him. Once he found her—’

‘Knox?’ Matthew spoke softly, but the hairs on the back of Sarah’s neck rose in warning.

‘When we found Em, Knox and Gerbert were there, too,’ Marcus explained, looking miserable at the admission. ‘She’d suffered a heart attack. Emily must have been under enormous stress trying to resist whatever Knox was doing. She was barely conscious. I tried to revive her. So did Sarah. But there was nothing either of us could do.’

‘Why were Gerbert and Knox here? And what in the world did Knox hope to gain from killing Em?’ Diana cried.

‘I don’t think Knox was trying to kill her, honey,’ Sarah replied. ‘Knox was reading Emily’s thoughts, or trying his best to. Her last words were, “I know the secret of Ashmole 782, and you will never possess it.”’

‘Ashmole 782?’ Diana looked stunned. ‘Are you sure?’

‘Positive.’ Sarah wished her niece had never found that damned manuscript in the Bodleian Library. It was the cause of most of their present problems.

‘Knox insisted that the de Clermonts had missing pages from Diana’s manuscript and knew its secrets,’ Ysabeau chimed in. ‘Verin and I told Knox he was mistaken, but the only thing that distracted him from the subject was the baby. Margaret.’

‘Nathaniel and Sophie followed us to the temple. Margaret was with them,’ Marcus explained in answer to Matthew’s astonished stare. ‘Before Emily fell unconscious, Knox saw Margaret and demanded to know how two daemons had given birth to a baby witch. Knox invoked the covenant. He threatened to take Margaret to the Congregation pending investigation into what he called “serious breaches” of law. While we were trying to revive Emily and get the baby to safety, Gerbert and Knox slipped away.’

Until recently Sarah had always seen the Congregation and the covenant as necessary evils. It was not easy for the three otherworldly species – daemons, vampires, and witches – to live among humans. All had been targets of human fear and violence at some point in history, and creatures had long ago agreed to a covenant to minimize the risk of their world’s coming to human attention. It limited fraternization between species as well as any participation in human religion or politics. The nine-member Congregation enforced the covenant and made sure that creatures abided by its terms. Now that Diana and Matthew were home, the Congregation could go to hell and take their covenant with them as far as Sarah was concerned.

Diana’s head swung around, and a look of disbelief passed over her face.

‘Gallowglass?’ she breathed as the salon filled with the scent of the sea.

‘Welcome home, Auntie.’ Gallowglass stepped forward, his golden beard gleaming where the sunlight struck it. Diana stared at him in astonishment before a sob broke free.

‘There, there.’ Gallowglass lifted her into a bear hug. ‘It’s been some time since the sight of me brought a woman to tears. Besides, it really should be me weeping at our reunion. As far as you’re concerned, it’s been only a few days since we spoke. By my reckoning it’s been centuries.’

Something numinous flickered around the edges of Diana’s body, like a candle slowly catching light. Sarah blinked. She really was going to have to lay off the booze.

Matthew and his nephew exchanged glances. Matthew’s expression grew even more concerned as Diana’s tears increased and the glow surrounding her intensified.

‘Let Matthew take you upstairs.’ Gallowglass reached into a pocket and pulled out a crumpled yellow bandanna. He offered this to Diana, carefully shielding her from view.

‘Is she all right?’ Sarah asked.

‘Just a wee bit tired,’ Gallowglass said as he and Matthew hustled Diana off toward Matthew’s remote tower rooms.

Once Diana and Matthew were gone, Sarah’s fragile composure cracked, and she began to weep. Reliving the events of Em’s death was a daily occurrence, but having to do so with Diana was even more painful. Fernando appeared, his expression concerned.

‘It’s all right, Sarah. Let it out,’ Fernando murmured, drawing her close.

‘Where were you when I needed you?’ Sarah demanded as her weeping turned to sobs.

‘I’m here now,’ Fernando said, rocking her gently. ‘And Diana and Matthew are safely home.’

‘I can’t stop shaking.’ Diana’s teeth were chattering, and her limbs were jerking as if pulled by invisible strings. Gallowglass pressed his lips together, standing back while Matthew wrapped a blanket tight around his wife.

‘That’s the shock, mon coeur,’ Matthew murmured, pressing a kiss to her cheek. It wasn’t just the death of Emily but the memories of the earlier, traumatic loss of her parents that were causing her distress. He rubbed her arms, the blanket moving against her flesh. ‘Can you get some wine, Gallowglass?’

‘I shouldn’t. The babies . . .’ Diana began. Her expression turned wild and her tears returned. ‘They’ll never know Em. Our children will grow up not knowing Em.’

‘Here.’ Gallowglass thrust a silver flask in Matthew’s direction. His uncle looked at him gratefully.

‘Even better,’ Matthew said, pulling the stopper free. ‘Just a sip, Diana. It won’t hurt the twins, and it will help calm you. I’ll have Marthe bring up some black tea with plenty of sugar.’

‘I’m going to kill Peter Knox,’ Diana said fiercely after she’d taken a sip of whiskey. The light around her grew brighter.

‘Not today you’re not,’ Matthew said firmly, handing the flask back to Gallowglass.

‘Has Auntie’s glaem been this bright since you returned?’ Gallowglass hadn’t seen Diana Bishop since 1591, but he didn’t recall it being this noticeable.

‘Yes. She’s been wearing a disguising spell. The shock must have knocked it out of place,’ Matthew said, lowering her onto the sofa. ‘Diana wanted Emily and Sarah to enjoy the fact that they were going to be grandmothers before they started asking questions about her increased power.’

Gallowglass bit back an oath.

‘Better?’ Matthew asked, drawing Diana’s fingers to his lips.

Diana nodded. Her teeth were still chattering, Gallowglass noted. It made him ache to think about the effort it must be taking for her to control herself.

‘I am so sorry about Emily,’ Matthew said, cupping her face between his hands.

‘Is it our fault? Did we stay in the past too long, like Dad said?’ Diana spoke so softly it was hard for even Gallowglass to hear.

‘Of course not,’ Gallowglass replied, his voice brusque. ‘Peter Knox did this. Nobody else is to blame.’

‘Let’s not worry about who’s to blame,’ Matthew said, but his eyes were angry.

Gallowglass gave him a nod of understanding. Matthew would have plenty to say about Knox and Gerbert – later. Right now he was concerned with his wife.

‘Emily would want you to focus on taking care of yourself and Sarah. That’s enough for now.’ Matthew brushed back the coppery strands that were stuck to Diana’s cheeks by the salt from her tears.

‘I should go back downstairs,’ Diana said, drawing Gallowglass’s bright yellow bandanna to her eyes. ‘Sarah needs me.’

‘Let’s stay up here a bit longer. Wait for Marthe to bring the tea,’ Matthew said, sitting down next to her. Diana slumped against him, her breath hiccupping in and out as she tried to hold back the tears.

‘I’ll leave you two,’ Gallowglass said gruffly.

Matthew nodded in silent thanks.

‘Thank you, Gallowglass,’ Diana said, holding out the bandanna.

‘Keep it,’ he said, turning for the stairs.

‘We’re alone. You don’t have to be strong now,’ Matthew murmured to Diana as Gallowglass descended the twisting staircase.

Gallowglass left Matthew and Diana twined together in an unbreakable knot, their faces twisted with pain and sorrow, each giving the other the comfort they could not find for themselves.

I should never have summoned you here. I should have found another way to get my answers. Emily turned to face her closest friend. You should be with Stephen.

I’d rather be here with my daughter than anywhere else, Rebecca Bishop said. Stephen understands. She turned back to the sight of Diana and Matthew, still locked in their sorrowful embrace.

Do not fear. Matthew will take care of her, Philippe said. He was still trying to figure out Rebecca Bishop – she was an unusually challenging creature, and as skilled at keeping secrets as any vampire.

They’ll take care of each other, Rebecca said, her hand over her heart, just as I knew they would.











CHAPTER 2

Matthew raced down the curving stone staircase that wound between his tower rooms at Sept-Tours and the main floor of the château. He avoided the slippery spot on the thirtieth tread and the rough patch on the seventeenth where Baldwin’s sword had bashed the edge during one of their arguments.

Matthew had built the tower addition as his private refuge, a place apart from the relentless busyness that always surrounded Philippe and Ysabeau. Vampire families were large and noisy, with two or more bloodlines coming uncomfortably together and trying to live as one happy pack. This seldom happened with predators, even those who walked on two legs and lived in fine houses. As a result, Matthew’s tower was designed primarily for defense. It had no doors to muffle a vampire’s stealthy approach and no way out except for the way you came in. His careful arrangements spoke volumes about his relationships with his brothers and sisters.

Tonight his tower’s isolation seemed confining, a far cry from the busy life he and Diana had created in Elizabethan London, surrounded by family and friends. Matthew’s job as a spy for the queen had been challenging but rewarding. From his former seat on the Congregation, he had managed to save a few witches from hanging. Diana had begun the lifelong process of growing into her powers as a witch. They’d even taken in two orphaned children and given them a chance at a better future. Their life in the sixteenth century had not always been easy, but their days had been filled with love and the sense of hope that followed Diana wherever she went. Here at Sept-Tours, they seemed surrounded on all sides by death and de Clermonts.

The combination made Matthew restless, and the anger he kept so carefully in check whenever Diana was near him was dangerously close to the surface. Blood rage – the sickness that Matthew had inherited from Ysabeau when she’d made him – could take over a vampire’s mind and body quickly, leaving no room for reason or control. In an effort to keep the blood rage in check, Matthew had reluctantly agreed to leave Diana in Ysabeau’s care while he walked around the castle grounds with his dogs, Fallon and Hector, trying to clear his head.

Gallowglass was crooning a sea chantey in the château’s great hall. For reasons Matthew couldn’t fathom, every other verse was punctuated by expletives and ultimatums. After a moment of indecision, Matthew’s curiosity won out.

‘Fucking firedrake.’ Gallowglass had one of the pikes down from the cache of weapons by the entrance and was waving it slowly in the air. ‘“Farewell and adieu to you, ladies of Spain.” Get your arse down here, or Granny will poach you in white wine and feed you to the dogs. “For we’ve received orders for to sail for old England.” What are you thinking, flying around the house like a demented parakeet? “And we may never see you fair ladies again.”’

‘What the hell are you doing?’ Matthew demanded.

Gallowglass turned wide blue eyes on Matthew. The younger man was wearing a black T-shirt adorned with a skull and crossbones. Something had slashed the back, rending it from left shoulder to right hip. The holes in his nephew’s jeans looked to be the result of wear, not war, and his hair was shaggy even by Gallowglassian standards. Ysabeau had taken to calling him ‘Sir Vagabond’, but this had done little to improve his grooming.

‘Trying to catch your wife’s wee beastie.’ Gallowglass made a sudden upward thrust with the pike. There was a shriek of surprise, followed by a hail of pale green scales that shattered like isinglass when they hit the floor. The blond hair on Gallowglass’s forearms shimmered with their iridescent green dust. He sneezed.

Corra, Diana’s familiar, was clinging to the minstrels’ gallery with her talons, chattering madly and clacking her tongue. She waved hello to Matthew with her barbed tail, piercing a priceless tapestry depicting a unicorn in a garden. Matthew winced.

‘I had her cornered in the chapel, up by the altar, but Corra is a cunning lass,’ Gallowglass said with a touch of pride. ‘She was hiding atop Granddad’s tomb, her wings spread wide. I mistook her for an effigy. Now look at her. Up in the rafters, vainglorious as the devil and twice as much trouble. Why, she’s put her tail through one of Ysabeau’s favorite draperies. Granny is going to have a stroke.’

‘If Corra is anything like her mistress, cornering her won’t end well,’ Matthew said mildly. ‘Try reasoning with her instead.’

‘Oh, aye. That works very well with Auntie Diana.’ Gallowglass sniffed. ‘Whatever possessed you to let Corra out of your sight?’

‘The more active the firedrake is, the calmer Diana seems,’ Matthew said.

‘Perhaps, but Corra is hell on the decor. She broke one of Granny’s Sèvres vases this afternoon.’

‘So long as it wasn’t one of the blue ones with the lion heads that Philippe gave her, I shouldn’t worry.’ Matthew groaned when he saw Gallowglass’s expression. ‘Merde.’

‘That was Alain’s response, too.’ Gallowglass leaned on his pike.

‘Ysabeau will have to make do with one less piece of pottery,’ Matthew said. ‘Corra may be a nuisance, but Diana is sleeping soundly for the first time since we came home.’

‘Oh, well, that’s all right, then. Just tell Ysabeau that Corra’s clumsiness is good for the grandbabies. Granny will hand over her vases as sacrificial offerings. Meanwhile I’ll try to keep the flying termagant entertained so Auntie can sleep.’

‘How are you going to do that?’ Matthew asked with skepticism.

‘Sing to her, of course.’ Gallowglass looked up. Corra cooed at his renewed attention, stretching her wings a bit farther so that they caught the light from the torches stuck into brackets along the walls. Taking this as an encouraging sign, Gallowglass drew a deep breath and began another booming ballad.

‘“My head turns round, I’m in a flame, / I love like any dragon. / Say would you know my mistress’s name?”’

Corra clacked her teeth in approval. Gallowglass grinned and began to move the pike like a metronome. He waggled his eyebrows at Matthew before singing his next lines.

I sent her trinkets without end,

Gems, pearls, to make her civil,

Till having nothing more to send,

I sent her – to the devil.

‘Good luck,’ Matthew murmured, sincerely hoping that Corra didn’t understand the lyrics.

Matthew scanned the nearby rooms, cataloging their occupants. Hamish was in the family library doing paperwork, based on the sound of pen scratching against paper and the faint scent of lavender and peppermint he detected. Matthew hesitated for a moment, then pushed the door open.

‘Time for an old friend?’ he asked.

‘I was beginning to think you were avoiding me.’ Hamish Osborne put down his pen and loosened his tie, which was covered in a summery floral print most men wouldn’t have had the courage to wear. Even in the French countryside, Hamish was dressed as if for a meeting with members of Parliament in a navy pin-striped suit with a lavender shirt. It made him look like a dapper throwback to Edwardian days.

Matthew knew that the daemon was trying to provoke an argument. He and Hamish had been friends for decades, ever since the two of them were at Oxford. Their friendship was based on mutual respect and had been kept strong because of their compatible, razor-sharp intellects. Between Hamish and Matthew, even simple exchanges could be as complicated and strategic as a chess game between two masters. But it was too soon in their conversation to let Hamish put him at a disadvantage.

‘How is Diana?’ Hamish had noted Matthew’s deliberate refusal to take the bait.

‘As well as can be expected.’

‘I would have asked her myself, of course, but your nephew told me to go away.’ Hamish picked up a wineglass and took a sip. ‘Wine?’

‘Did it come from my cellar or Baldwin’s?’ Matthew’s seemingly innocuous question served as a subtle reminder that now that he and Diana were back, Hamish might have to choose between Matthew and the rest of the de Clermonts.

‘It’s claret.’ Hamish swirled the contents in the glass while he waited for Matthew’s reaction. ‘Expensive. Old. Fine.’

Matthew’s lip curled. ‘Thank you, no. I’ve never had the same fondness for the stuff as most of my family.’ He’d rather fill the fountains in the garden with Baldwin’s store of precious Bordeaux than drink it.

‘What’s the story with the dragon?’ A muscle in Hamish’s jaws twitched, whether from amusement or anger, Matthew couldn’t tell. ‘Gallowglass says Diana brought it back as a souvenir, but nobody believes him.’

‘She belongs to Diana,’ Matthew said. ‘You’ll have to ask her.’

‘You’ve got everybody at Sept-Tours quaking in their boots, you know.’ With this abrupt change of topic, Hamish approached. ‘The rest of them haven’t realized yet that the most terrified person in the château is you.’

‘And how is William?’ Matthew could make a dizzying change in subject as effectively as any daemon.

‘Sweet William has planted his affections elsewhere.’ Hamish’s mouth twisted, and he turned away, his obvious distress bringing their game to an unexpected close.

‘I’m so sorry, Hamish.’ Matthew had thought the relationship would last. ‘William loved you.’

‘Not enough.’ Hamish shrugged but couldn’t hide the pain in his eyes. ‘You’ll have to pin your romantic hopes on Marcus and Phoebe, I’m afraid.’

‘I’ve barely spoken to the girl,’ Matthew said. He sighed and poured himself a glass of Baldwin’s claret. ‘What can you tell me about her?’

‘Young Miss Taylor works at one of the auction houses in London – Sotheby’s or Christie’s. I never can keep them straight,’ Hamish said, sinking into a leather armchair in front of the cold fireplace. ‘Marcus met her when he was picking up something for Ysabeau. I think it’s serious.’

‘It is.’ Matthew took his wine and prowled along the bookshelves that lined the walls. ‘Marcus’s scent is all over her. He’s mated.’

‘I suspected as much.’ Hamish sipped and watched his friend’s restless movements. ‘Nobody has said anything, of course. Your family really could teach MI6 a thing or two about secrets.’

‘Ysabeau should have stopped it. Phoebe is too young for a relationship with a vampire,’ Matthew said. ‘She can’t be more than twenty-two, yet Marcus has entangled her in an irrevocable bond.’

‘Oh, yes, forbidding Marcus to fall in love would have gone down a treat,’ Hamish said, his Scots burr increasing with his amusement. ‘Marcus is just as pigheaded as you are when it comes to love, it turns out.’

‘Maybe if he’d been thinking about his job as the leader of the Knights of Lazarus—’

‘Stop right there, Matt, before you say something so unfair I might never forgive you for it.’ Hamish’s voice lashed at him. ‘You know how difficult it is to be the brotherhood’s grand master. Marcus was expected to fill some pretty big shoes – and vampire or not, he isn’t much older than Phoebe.’

The Knights of Lazarus had been founded during the Crusades, a chivalric order established to protect vampire interests in a world that was increasingly dominated by humans. Philippe de Clermont, Ysabeau’s mate, had been the first grand master. But he was a legendary figure, not just among vampires but among other creatures as well. It was an impossible task for any man to live up to the standard he’d set.

‘I know, but to fall in love—’ Matthew protested, his anger mounting.

‘Marcus has done a brilliant job, no buts about it,’ Hamish interrupted. ‘He’s recruited new members and overseen every financial detail of our operations. He demanded that the Congregation punish Knox for his actions here in May and has formally requested the covenant be revoked. Nobody could have done more. Not even you.’

‘Punishing Knox doesn’t begin to address what happened. He and Gerbert violated my home. Knox murdered a woman who was like a mother to my wife.’ Matthew gulped down his wine in an effort to drown his anger.

‘Emily had a heart attack,’ Hamish cautioned. ‘Marcus said there’s no way to know the cause.’

‘I know enough,’ Matthew said with sudden fury, hurling his empty glass across the room. It smashed against the edge of one of the bookshelves, sending shards of glass into the thick carpet. Hamish’s eyes widened. ‘Our children will never have the chance to know Emily now. And Gerbert, who’s been on intimate terms with this family for centuries, stood by and watched Knox do it, knowing that Diana was my mate.’

‘Everyone in the house said you wouldn’t let Congregation justice take its course. I didn’t believe them.’ Hamish didn’t like the changes he was seeing in his friend. It was as though being in the sixteenth century had ripped the scab off some old, forgotten wound.

‘I should have dealt with Gerbert and Knox after they helped Satu Järvinen kidnap Diana and held her at La Pierre. If I had, Emily would still be alive.’ Matthew’s shoulders stiffened with remorse. ‘But Baldwin forbade it. He said the Congregation had enough trouble on its hands.’

‘You mean the vampire murders?’ Hamish asked.

‘Yes. He said if I challenged Gerbert and Knox, I would only make matters worse.’ News of these murders – with the severed arteries, the absence of blood evidence, the almost animalistic attacks on human bodies – had been in newspapers from London to Moscow. Every story had focused on the murderer’s strange method of killing and had threatened to expose vampires to human notice.

‘I won’t make the mistake of remaining silent again,’ Matthew continued. ‘The Knights of Lazarus and the de Clermonts might not be able to protect my wife and her family, but I certainly can.’

‘You’re not a killer, Matt,’ Hamish insisted. ‘Don’t let your anger blind you.’

When Matthew turned black eyes to him, Hamish blanched. Though he knew that Matthew was a few steps closer to the animal kingdom than most creatures who walked on two legs, Hamish had never seen him look quite so wolflike and dangerous.

‘Are you sure, Hamish?’ Matthew’s obsidian eyes blinked, and he turned and stalked from the room.

Following the distinctive licorice-root scent of Marcus Whitmore, mixed tonight with the heady aroma of lilacs, Matthew was easily able to track his son to the family apartments on the second floor of the château. His conscience pricked at the thought of what Marcus might have overheard during this heated exchange, given his son’s keen vampire hearing. Matthew pressed his lips together when his nose led him to a door just off the stairs, and he tamped down the flicker of anger that accompanied his realization that Marcus was using Philippe’s old office.

Matthew knocked and pushed at the heavy slab of wood without waiting for a response. With the exception of the shiny silver laptop on the desk where the blotter used to be, the room looked exactly as it had on the day Philippe de Clermont died in 1945. The same Bakelite telephone was on a table by the window. Stacks of thin envelopes and curling, yellowed paper stood at the ready for Philippe to write to one of his many correspondents. Tacked to the wall was an old map of Europe, which Philippe had used to track the positions of Hitler’s army.

Matthew closed his eyes against the sudden, sharp pain. What Philippe had not foreseen was that he would fall into the Nazis’ hands. One of the unexpected gifts of their timewalk had been the chance to see Philippe again and be reconciled with him. The price Matthew had to pay was the renewed sense of loss as he once more faced a world without Philippe de Clermont in it.

When Matthew’s eyes opened again, he was confronted with the furious face of Phoebe Taylor. It took only a fraction of a second for Marcus to angle his body between Matthew and the warmblooded woman. Matthew was gratified to see that his son hadn’t lost all his wits when he took a mate, though if Matthew had wanted to harm Phoebe, the girl would already be dead.

‘Marcus.’ Matthew briefly acknowledged his son before looking beyond him. Phoebe was not Marcus’s usual type at all. He had always preferred redheads. ‘There was no time for a proper introduction when we first met. I’m Matthew Clairmont. Marcus’s father.’

‘I know who you are.’ Phoebe’s proper British accent was the one common to public schools, country houses, and decaying aristocratic families. Marcus, the family’s democratic idealist, had fallen for a blueblood.

‘Welcome to the family, Miss Taylor.’ Matthew bowed to hide his smile.

‘Phoebe, please.’ Phoebe stepped around Marcus in a blink, her right hand extended. Matthew ignored it. ‘In most polite circles, Professor Clairmont, this is where you would take my hand and shake it.’ Phoebe’s expression was more than a little annoyed, her hand still outstretched.

‘You’re surrounded by vampires. Whatever made you think you would find civilization here?’ Matthew studied her with unblinking eyes. Uncomfortable, Phoebe looked away. ‘You may think my greeting unnecessarily formal, Phoebe, but no vampire touches another’s mate – or even his betrothed – without permission.’ He glanced down at the large emerald on the third finger of her left hand. Marcus had won the stone in a card game in Paris centuries ago. Then and now it was worth a small fortune.

‘Oh. Marcus didn’t tell me that,’ Phoebe said with a frown.

‘No, but I did give you a few simple rules. Perhaps it’s time to review them,’ Marcus murmured to his fiancée. ‘We’ll rehearse our wedding vows while we’re at it.’

‘Why? You still won’t find the word “obey” in them,’ Phoebe said crisply.

Before the argument could get off the ground, Matthew coughed again.

‘I came to apologize for my outburst in the library,’ Matthew said. ‘I am too quick to anger at the moment. Forgive me for my temper.’

It was more than temper, but Marcus – like Hamish – didn’t know that.

‘What outburst?’ Phoebe frowned.

‘It was nothing,’ Marcus responded, though his expression suggested otherwise.

‘I was also wondering if you would be willing to examine Diana? As you no doubt know, she is carrying twins. I believe she’s in the beginning of her second trimester, but we’ve been out of reach of proper medical care, and I’d like to be sure.’ Matthew’s proffered olive branch, like Phoebe’s hand, remained in the air for several long moments before it was acknowledged.

‘Of c-course,’ Marcus stammered. ‘Thank you for trusting Diana to my care. I won’t let you down. And Hamish is right,’ he added. ‘Even if I’d performed an autopsy on Emily – which Sarah didn’t want – there would have been no way to determine if she was killed by magic or by natural causes. We may never know.’

Matthew didn’t bother to argue. He would find out the precise role that Knox had played in Emily’s death, for the answer would determine how quickly Matthew killed him and how much the witch suffered first.

‘Phoebe, it has been a pleasure,’ Matthew said instead.

‘Likewise.’ The girl lied politely and convincingly. She would be a useful addition to the de Clermont pack.

‘Come to Diana in the morning, Marcus. We’ll be expecting you.’ With a final smile and another shallow bow to the fascinating Phoebe Taylor, Matthew left the room.

Matthew’s nocturnal prowl around Sept-Tours had not lessened his restlessness or his anger. If anything, the cracks in his control had widened. Frustrated, he took a route back to his rooms that passed by the château’s keep and the chapel. Memorials to most of the departed de Clermonts were there – Philippe; Louisa; her twin brother, Louis; Godfrey; Hugh – as well as some of their children and beloved friends and servants.

‘Good morning, Matthew.’ The scent of saffron and bitter orange filled the air.

Fernando. After a long pause, Matthew forced himself to turn.

Usually the chapel’s ancient wooden door was closed, as only Matthew spent time there. Tonight it stood open in welcome, and the figure of a man was silhouetted against the warm candlelight inside.

‘I hoped I might see you.’ Fernando swept his arm wide in invitation.

Fernando watched as his brother-in-law made his way toward him, searching his features for the warning signs that Matthew was in trouble: the enlargement of his pupils, the ripple in his shoulders reminiscent of a wolf’s hackles, a roughness deep in his throat.

‘Do I pass inspection?’ Matthew asked, unable to keep the defensive note from his tone.

‘You’ll do.’ Fernando closed the door firmly behind them. ‘Barely.’

Matthew ran his fingers lightly along Philippe’s massive sarcophagus in the center of the chapel and moved restlessly around the chamber while Fernando’s deep brown eyes followed him.

‘Congratulations on your marriage, Matthew,’ Fernando said. ‘Though I haven’t met Diana yet, Sarah has told me so many stories about her that I feel we are very old friends.’

‘I’m sorry, Fernando, it’s just—’ Matthew began, his expression guilty.

Fernando stopped him with a raised hand. ‘There is no need for apology.’

‘Thank you for taking care of Diana’s aunt,’ Matthew said. ‘I know how difficult it is for you to be here.’

‘The widow needed somebody to think of her pain first. Just as you did for me when Hugh died,’ Fernando said simply.

At Sept-Tours everybody from Gallowglass and the gardener to Victoire and Ysabeau referred to Sarah by her status relative to Emily rather than by her name, when she was not in the room. It was a title of respect as well as a constant reminder of Sarah’s loss.

‘I must ask you, Matthew: Does Diana know about your blood rage?’ Fernando kept his voice low. The chapel walls were thick, and not much sound escaped, but it was wise to take precautions.

‘Of course she knows.’ Matthew dropped to his knees in front of a small pile of armor and weapons arranged in one of the chapel’s carved niches. The space was big enough to hold a coffin, but Hugh de Clermont had been burned at the stake, leaving no body to bury. Matthew had created a memorial to his favorite brother out of painted wood and metal instead: his shield, his gauntlets, his mail hauberk and coat of plates, his sword, his helm.

‘Forgive me for insulting you with the suggestion that you would keep something so important from one you love.’ Fernando boxed him on the ear. ‘I’m glad you told your wife, but you deserve a whipping for not telling Marcus or Hamish – or Sarah.’

‘You’re welcome to try.’ Matthew’s response carried a threat that would drive off any other member of his family – but not Fernando.

‘You’d like a straightforward punishment, wouldn’t you? But you aren’t getting off so easy. Not this time.’ Fernando knelt beside him.

There was a long silence while Fernando waited for Matthew to lower his guard.

‘The blood rage. It’s gotten worse.’ Matthew hung his head over his clasped hands in an attitude of prayer.

‘Of course it has. You’re mated now. What did you expect?’

The chemical and emotional responses that accompanied mating were intense, and even perfectly healthy vampires found it difficult to let their mates out of their sight. On those occasions when being together was impossible, it led to irritation, aggression, anxiety, and, in rare cases, madness. For a vampire with blood rage, both the mating impulse and the effects of separation were heightened.

‘I expected to handle it.’ Matthew’s forehead lowered until it was resting on his fingers. ‘I believed that the love I felt for Diana was stronger than the disease.’

‘Oh, Matthew. You can be more idealistic than Hugh on even his sunniest days.’ Fernando sighed and put a comforting hand on Matthew’s shoulder.

Fernando always lent comfort and assistance to those who needed it – even when they didn’t deserve it. He had sent Matthew to study with the surgeon Albucasis, back when he was trying to overcome the deadly rampages that marked his first centuries as a vampire. It was Fernando who kept Hugh – the brother whom Matthew had worshipped – safe from harm as he made his way from battlefield to book and back to the battlefield again. Without Fernando’s care Hugh would have shown up to fight with nothing but a volume of poetry, a dull sword, and one gauntlet. And it was Fernando who told Philippe that ordering Matthew back to Jerusalem would be a terrible mistake. Unfortunately, neither Philippe nor Matthew had listened to him.

‘I had to force myself to leave her side tonight.’ Matthew’s eyes darted around the chapel. ‘I can’t sit still, I want to kill something – badly – and even so it was almost impossible for me to venture beyond the sound of her breathing.’

Fernando listened in silent sympathy, though he wondered why Matthew sounded surprised. Fernando had to remind himself that newly mated vampires often underestimated how strongly the bond could affect them.

‘Right now Diana wants to stay close to Sarah and me. But when the grief over Emily’s death has subsided, she’s going to want to resume her own life,’ Matthew said, clearly worried.

‘Well, she can’t. Not with you standing by her elbow.’ Fernando never minced words with Matthew. Idealists like him needed plain speech or they lost their way. ‘If Diana loves you, she’ll adapt.’

‘She won’t have to adapt,’ Matthew said through gritted teeth. ‘I won’t take her freedom – no matter what it costs me. I wasn’t with Diana at every moment in the sixteenth century. There’s no reason for that to change in the twenty-first.’

‘You managed your feelings in the past because whenever you weren’t at her side, Gallowglass was. Oh, he told me all about your life in London and Prague,’ Fernando said when Matthew turned a startled face his way. ‘And if not Gallowglass, Diana was with someone else: Philippe, Davy, another witch, Mary, Henry. Do you honestly think that mobile phones are going to give you a comparable sense of connection and control?’

Matthew still looked angry, the blood rage just beneath the surface, but he looked miserable, too. Fernando thought it was a step in the right direction.

‘Ysabeau should have stopped you from getting involved with Diana Bishop as soon as it was clear you were feeling a mating bond,’ Fernando said sternly. Had Matthew been his child, Fernando would have locked him in a steel tower to prevent it.

‘She did stop me.’ Matthew’s expression grew even more miserable. ‘I wasn’t fully mated to Diana until we came to Sept-Tours in 1590. Philippe gave us his blessing.’

Fernando’s mouth filled with bitterness. ‘That man’s arrogance knew no bounds. No doubt he planned to fix everything when you returned to the present.’

‘Philippe knew he wouldn’t be here,’ Matthew confessed. Fernando’s eyes widened. ‘I didn’t tell him about his death. Philippe figured it out for himself.’

Fernando swore a blistering oath. He was sure that Matthew’s god would forgive the blasphemy, since it was so richly deserved in this case.

‘And did your mating with Diana take place before or after Philippe marked her with his blood vow?’ Even after the timewalking, Philippe’s blood vow was audible and, according to Verin de Clermont and Gallowglass, still deafening. Happily, Fernando was not a full-blooded de Clermont, so Philippe’s bloodsong registered as nothing
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