


[image: Front cover image of Jitterbug By Gareth L. Powell]







[image: images]








AVAILABLE FROM CASSANDRA CLARE
AND DAPHNE PRESS

Secrets of Blackthorn Hall

A Sea Change









[image: ]








LEAVE US A REVIEW

We hope you enjoy this book – if you did we would really appreciate it if you can write a short review. Your ratings really make a difference for the authors, helping the books you love reach more people.
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I always knew that Matthew had more of a future after the end of Chain of Thorns. (I mean, every character who survives has a future after the end of a series, but some I’ve thought about in more detail than others.)

Matthew’s arc in The Last Hours was always about healing and survival. Matthew had to find a way out of his addiction, and his unhappiness, before he could move past it and be healthy enough for all sorts of things: living his life into adulthood, becoming the person he’ll eventually be, coping with the death of Christopher, and yes, finding reciprocal love—especially since so much of his story was about how he always fell in love with people who couldn’t love him back because he wasn’t yet ready to accept the real love he deserved.

I set this story on a glorious old ocean liner because I love them— the glamor, the dressing for dinner, the gorgeous rooms, wandering around on the deck in the moonlight…and of course I had Matthew bring Oscar with him because how could he solve a mystery without Oscar?

This was my first foray into Matthew’s POV, and I wondered at first if it would be difficult, but it felt like inhabiting the skin of someone I’d known incredibly well for so long. I was delighted to get to spend time with him, and to introduce Sylvain, and to take these next steps on Matthew’s journey. This doesn’t bring him to the end of anything—he’s young, with his whole life ahead of him!—but it does I think open the door to a new phase of Matthew’s life, one that allows him to accept the grief and loss he’s felt while also accepting that he deserves love and happiness.

 

 

Enjoy!

Xoxo

Cassie








 

If after I am free a friend of mine had a sorrow and refused to allow me to share it, I should feel it most bitterly. If he shut the doors of the house of mourning against me, I would come back again and again and beg to be admitted, so that I might share in what I was entitled to share in. If he thought me unworthy, unfit to weep with him, I should feel it as the most poignant humiliation, as the most terrible mode in which disgrace could be inflicted on me. But that could not be. I have a right to share in sorrow, and he who can look at the loveliness of the world and share its sorrow, and realise something of the wonder of both, is in immediate contact with divine things, and has got as near to God’s secret as any one can get.

—Oscar Wilde, De Profundis

Nothing of him that doth fade,

But doth suffer a sea-change
into something rich and strange.

—William Shakespeare, The Tempest









ONE


In the dream, Matthew was walking across green grass, under a sun the color of iced lemonade. It was a park: Hyde Park, possibly, or Kensington Gardens, though there seemed to be no trees. Only the wide expanse of green stretching to the horizon.

In the distance he could hear the voices of boys calling back and forth energetically, as if engaged in a game. Matthew began to hurry. It seemed suddenly very important that he catch them before they moved beyond his ability to hear.

He raised his voice to call out to them, but his shout made no sound. The distant laughter sharpened, and something came bouncing across the grass toward him. Matthew bent to retrieve it. It was an old-fashioned sort of children’s ball, rather lumpy from use, with the stitching becoming unpicked on one side.

“That’s mine,” said a boy’s voice.

Matthew looked up, and felt his blood chill. In front of him stood Christopher. A rather younger Christopher Lightwood than he recalled, but utterly familiar, with his brown hair and awkward stance. His sleeves a little too short, and burns on the lapels of his Norfolk jacket. His dark lavender eyes were wide, trusting.

“Kit,” Matthew said softly. The chill in his blood was rapidly sharpening into something more poignant. A sorrow that bit like teeth.

He ached to see Christopher smile, but the other boy was expressionless. He held out his hands, and said, again, “That’s mine. You took it away from me.”

“It’s yours,” Matthew agreed, and tossed the ball carefully. It fell at Christopher’s feet.

Christopher did not bend to pick it up. The wind had picked up with a biting cold and clouds had come to scud across the sun, turning its pale yellow to gray. Christopher did not move, only looked at Matthew across the rapidly darkening space that divided them.

“You left me,” he said. “You all went on without me. You left me here alone.”

“Kit,” Matthew whispered, and held out his hands. He knew he ought to go to Christopher, try to comfort him, but there was something about the other boy that stopped him. Something in his sharp, almost fleshless bones, in the hollow sockets of his eyes, in the nearly lipless grin that spread across his face…

* * *

Matthew sat up with a gasp. The afterimage of the dream still burned in his mind: the long grassy meadow without features, the boy in the grass turning slowly into a skeleton. He kicked his covers back, hunching over, his hands pressed against his stomach, which ached as if he’d been kicked.

He felt as if he might be sick, but knew he wouldn’t be. It wasn’t the first time he’d had the dream. Nor the fourth or fifth. He had it nearly every night, and had since a few weeks after Christopher died. (At first, there had been shock, and terror and danger; there had been no time to properly mourn. But grief could not be skipped over, like the dull part of a play. It rose as shock receded, all the bitterer for being made to wait.)

There was a soft whump, and something landed on his bed. A moment later a warm, furry shape was burrowing into him, and he could hear a worried tail thrashing back and forth.

“Oscar, you twit,” Matthew said, and reached to stroke his dog’s head. Oscar’s tail thumped again, now with pleasure. It didn’t take much to make a dog happy.

One hand on Oscar’s head, Matthew reached over to turn on the bedside lamp, flooding the room with warm yellow light. He glanced around—it was only his second night on the Majestic, and he wasn’t familiar with his cabin yet.

He could have just Portaled from Greece to Constantinople, but this was the last leg of his yearlong journey, and he wanted to do it in style. He’d splurged on a first-class stateroom, which resembled a Parisian hotel room: blue and gold furniture, flocked wallpaper, a marble washstand, a capacious wardrobe, and plush settees for relaxing. Several porthole windows gazed out upon the sea, although when Matthew looked at them now, he could see only darkness spangled with a few dim stars.

“This is it, Oscar,” he said, looking into his companion’s dark brown eyes. “Our final voyage before we meet Cordelia and James. And then, back to England.”

Oscar blinked intelligently.

“Fair point,” said Matthew. “I’m not sure I’m ready to go back to England either.”

Oscar sighed and lay down.

“Traveling is tiring,” Matthew agreed. “I can’t argue with that. But when I set out at first, it was to find something. And I just can’t say I’m sure I’ve discovered it yet. Not just the thing itself, but what it is I was searching for in the first place.”

Oscar began to snore.

Matthew stifled a laugh. “That is unhelpful, Oscar,” he said. “You know that I do not want to disappoint James by telling him I intend to keep traveling. I know he misses me and—I miss him, but I cannot picture going back to London yet. Not until I have found what I need to find.”

Oscar twitched an ear, but did not otherwise react. With a sigh, Matthew reached over to turn out the light, and though he was afraid sleep would be hard to come by, Oscar’s gentle snoring, coupled with the faint sound of water slapping against the ship’s sides, soon lured him into the dark.

* * *

“And where did you say you were from, Mr. Worthing?”

Matthew set his wineglass down. He hadn’t drunk any of the wine, of course, but he found that simply twirling the stem between his fingers and occasionally gesturing with the glass was enough to fool most people, which avoided annoying questions about why he was abstaining.

“My family’s estate is in Hampshire,” he said, in as plummy an accent as he could manage. He had decided that for the purposes of this voyage, he would adopt the persona of a British upper-class twit of the fox-hunting variety. Hunting poor little helpless foxes all around the grounds of some massive house, he thought. Why not try something actually difficult, like hunting a Feroci demon through the back alleys of London? “I will return there after I visit Constantinople, having completed my travels.”

“And did you enjoy your travels?” asked a young woman with blond hair, who was also seated at the captain’s table. Much to Matthew’s dismay, the name Worthing had proved familiar to the captain, who had taken it upon himself to decide that Matthew was certainly related to a viceroy he had known in India. In honor of that now-departed friend, he had invited Matthew to dine with him each evening in the grand dining room.

Which meant Matthew was going to have to make conversation with mundanes. He had done so frequently on his journey, but every single night was asking rather a lot. He always felt slightly worried that someone would know he was a Shadowhunter (though he recognized how unlikely this was: he was glamoured, and just to be doubly careful, he covered the Voyance rune on his hand with a tinted paste meant to hide scars).

He could discourse easily enough on literature and poetry, and decently on the topic of history, but when it came to mundane news and politics he often had to pretend he had heard of quite a lot of people, laws, and places that might as well have been fictional for all they mattered in his life.

As if any of you could name the Consul, or tell me which three objects make up the Mortal Instruments, he thought, gazing around at his dinner companions. They were a motley group. There was the blond girl, Melody Doyle, an actress with a theater troupe. Beside her, a young Frenchman with a bandaged hand and a sullen stare, a pop-eyed Canadian man from a place called Cooksville, a deaf old British colonel with an ear trumpet, and a middle-aged American industrialist with a large mustache and a superior air.

“England seems so terribly romantic to me,” sighed Melody. Her accent placed her as American. “Are all the houses castles, and do you all have servants who refer to you as ‘my lord’?”

“What?” barked Colonel Bailey. “What was that about servants, young woman? Hard to keep a good one these days. Girls full of newfangled notions about typewriters.”

Melody looked baffled. Matthew hid a smile and said, “Well, as you might imagine, Miss Doyle, one is never terribly impressed by what one is used to. Oftentimes, all I wish for is a quiet day. Alas for responsibility, however. Usually I awaken under the ancient tapestried canopy of my Elizabethan four-poster to find the maid waving a silver tray of Lapsang souchong in my face before I have even had a chance to emerge from my sybaritic snooze among my pureblood greyhounds. All I wish is for a quiet morning of shooting, but my gamekeeper and I rarely manage to bag more than a pheasant or two before the King arrives, desperate for my advice on what one should wear to a garden party for the International Society for the Suppression of Cake-Forks, or whatever charity she is promoting this week, and then the Master of Foxhounds is upon me dragging me off for the meet, and in the end I’m jolly lucky if I have time to cram down tea and crumpets with a spot of Gentleman’s Relish before sleep claims me again.”

“Oh, my,” Melody breathed. The dark-haired French boy had his head down; he was laughing silently, his shoulders shaking. The others at the table seemed to take Matthew’s statements at face value.

“Well, I can certainly see why you embarked upon a Grand Tour,” said the captain, helping himself to the saltshaker. “It sounds as if this might be your last chance to see the world. Broaden your horizons, so to speak.”

“Responsibility is indeed a heavy weight,” said the American industrialist. Bart Morrow, Matthew recalled; that was his name. “I myself am responsible for the oversight of three separate factories. It’s why they call me the Soap King of Toledo.”

“Very useful, soap,” said Colonel Bailey, while the pop-eyed man looked faintly disgusted by Morrow’s boastful tone. “Now, once, at Fort William—”

“And have you, do you think?” the pop-eyed man asked Matthew. “Broadened your horizons? Because if you’re still bored—”

“I wouldn’t call it boredom,” Matthew said kindly. “More ennui. A mix of listlessness and inattention. I suspect the world holds no new surprises for me.”

The French boy snorted, and this time Matthew looked at him more closely. His name was Sylvain Allard, if Matthew recalled correctly. He was slim, with a mop of dark hair, pale skin, and jet-black eyes. His bone structure was the sort to make strong men and women weep. His lips were full, with a slight indent in the lower one. The kind of mouth that under other circumstances would make Matthew think about kissing.

But, Matthew reminded himself, he was remaining celibate on this journey. Not for any puritanical reason, but because his love affairs in the past had been entirely disastrous and there was no point in ruining his trip.

“Well, I have the cure for boredom,” said the pop-eyed Canadian. He was very pale, and clutched his cutlery with what struck Matthew as an unseemly enthusiasm; his name, Matthew recalled, was Cole. Orville Cole. “Miss Melody Doyle’s acting troupe, the Palmer’s Theater Company of Toledo, graces us with their presence here on the Majestic. I have been lucky enough to catch a few performances of theirs in St. Louis and Toronto. Their ’Tis Pity She’s a Whore was a revelation.”

“’Tis pity she’s a what?” Morrow looked deeply offended.

“A classic play, revived during the Restoration era,” Matthew murmured. “Miss Doyle, was your group planning a performance while onboard?”

“Not of that particular play,” boomed the captain. “But indeed, the company will be amusing us with scenes from one of Shakespeare’s comedies later this evening. In the Verandah Room.”

Matthew had a vague memory of passing through the Verandah Room upon boarding the ship. All cane chairs and large potted plants and mirrored walls, made to give the impression of an outdoor garden party. There had been a stage there, its green velvet curtains closed.

“Oh, indeed,” said Melody. “You should all attend.” She had hardly eaten any of the beef tournedos à la Victoria, only moved the food around her plate with her fork.

Allard, the Frenchman, must have noticed as well. He smiled at her kindly. “Mademoiselle,” he said, his slightly accented voice musical enough to carry Matthew right back to Paris, to the arch of a bridge over the Seine, sparkling with frost. “Are you quite all right? One is often nervous on one’s first sea voyage.”

“Oh,” said the girl, “no, I’m fine, it’s just—my brother died recently.”

“And yet you aren’t wearing black,” observed Morrow.

Melody raised her limpid eyes. “Well, I am an actress. The show must go on.”

“I suppose. You are lucky to have had a sibling, even though you must sustain the loss of him. I never had a sister or brother with whom I could share my hopes and dreams.”

Melody flushed. Feeling a bit sorry for her, Matthew said, “That’s a lovely necklace you’re wearing, Miss Doyle.”

It was lovely, if perhaps a bit showy: a diamond medallion set in white gold against a backdrop of marcasite filigree, exquisitely carved.

“It’s paste, I imagine,” said Morrow, rather nastily, Matthew thought. “A fake. It would be enough to keep you in a life of luxury if it were real.”

“Oh, indeed,” said Melody, without batting an eye. “Far beyond the reach of a poor actress like myself.”

“I do not believe you will be always poor,” said Orville. “The world will recognize your talents, Miss Doyle. Of that I am sure.”

Before Melody could reply, a server appeared with a tray of sherry. For several reasons, Matthew excused himself, citing the need for a walk in the fresh air before the performance. But as he ducked out of the grand dining room, his thoughts remained with his dinner companions. Not that unusual a group, given the range of people that one often met while traveling. And yet two things nagged at him: Why had Bart Morrow been so snappish with Melody Doyle? And how had Melody Doyle made her way into a theater troupe, given that she was so clearly a vampire?

* * *

It was a beautiful night.

The promenade deck wended its way around the entirety of the Majestic like a necklace of polished wood and brass fittings. There were few out walking like Matthew, perhaps because it was cool and windy, but Shadowhunters were used to the cold. Besides, the wind blew the clouds away, exposing a sky so full of stars it looked as if a jeweler had hastily stuffed a drawer with handfuls of loose-cut diamonds.

A year ago, Matthew would not have been able to enjoy the path the moonlight made across the water, or the sky afire with white flame. He would have been thinking about his last drink, or where he would find his next one. A frantic circle of pain and shame and longing, one he’d had to trudge invisibly, keeping his secrets from his friends, his family.

Now the weight was off him. He felt light, and sometimes empty. He no longer despised himself, but he did not know his purpose either. If, he mused, one had to have a purpose at all. Was it not enough to be a Shadowhunter—one among many, but each sworn to protect humanity against demons? To keep peace among mundanes and Downworlders—warlocks, werewolves, the Fair Folk, and vampires?

A year ago, he wasn’t sure he would have so quickly identified Melody as a vampire either. But then Matthew spent more time with Downworlders than most Shadowhunters did. Some he was friendly with, but he did not trick himself into thinking that they were not dangerous. And a vampire hiding out among humans was cause for concern.

He’d noted the way Melody hadn’t eaten, and had drunk sparingly of the wine. The translucence of her fingernails. Her pallor, even under a layer of makeup. The veins at her temples—if those were visible, she was hungry. And there had been the odd behavior of Orville Cole. The way he’d stared at her worshipfully. Humans often fell under the spell of vampires, finding them impossible to resist. It was not the same as a thrall relationship, where the vampire fed from the human and in return promised them eternal life, but it was a use of vampire glamour forbidden by the Accords.

Though Melody had seemed, if anything, annoyed by Cole’s attentions. Perhaps she’d enchanted him without meaning to and wished nothing more than to be rid of him. It was hard to say; Matthew did not get the sense she’d been a vampire very long.

At that moment, lost in thought, Matthew collided with something solid.

“Pardonnez-moi—oh. It’s you.” Sylvain Allard had evolved out of the shadows of the night. He wore a dark summer suit that blended with the night. His hair was a little long for fashion, but Matthew liked it, liked the suggestion of a loose curl in it where it hung over his eyes. Both his pale skin and the white bandage on his hand were given an icy glow by the moonlight. “I thought you were attending Mademoiselle Melody’s play?”
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