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      Please be aware this series is set in England and is written in British English by a British author. That word you want to flag as a typo? That’s just how we spell glamour here.

      If you do spot a genuine typo though, please report it through the error report form on my website, where the reporting actually works.

      The content warning is at the back of the book and is indexed on the Contents page.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For those who survived…

        You’re braver than you know,

        Bigger than you feel,

        And more than you were yesterday.

        Grant yourself the grace to live,

        And the spirit to thrive.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      “Here I am the conqueror, not the sufferer.”—Anais Nin

      

      “In a place filled with fears, they were looking for the man who had none.”—John Katzenbach

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Furies at the Gate

          

        

      

    

    
      Frustrated by the sluggish progress and bureaucratic constraints at Cascade, a band of violent femmes goes rogue.

      Talked into tossing out the rule book by her knife-smuggling vampire wife, chapter leader Silver Abrecan, a demon of regrettable lineage, teams up with the world’s only female vaewolf, and a whirlwind-fast nephilim. Together, they stalk the men who make London unsafe for women at night.

      Abel Ruskin has been building his empire for decades. He deals in two things: weapons and women. The Furies, they don’t like that. But as fast as they shut down one operation, another springs up in its place. All the while, Ruskin remains elusive, pulling strings from afar.

      A lucky break brings the Furies within spitting distance of Ruskin himself and the secret he’s been hiding all these years.

      But Ruskin is about to learn there’s nowhere to hide when the Furies are at the gate.

      This story is set in London in 1979.
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            From Zero

          

          WAPPING, EAST LONDON, 1979…

        

      

    

    
      Robbie Curtis hated his job almost as much as he hated himself for doing it. Twenty-four years old and paying off his father’s considerable debts with a heavy heart and a guilty conscience wasn’t how his life was meant to be.

      The cold brick of the old warehouse seeped into the back of his shirt, picking at his shoulder blades. He held in a snort as he flipped his calling card over in his hand: a knave of diamonds with a diagonal cut through his head. If this was Ruskin’s idea of subtlety, it needed work.

      His gaze wandered up to the ceiling as the wind clattered over the metal roof like a ghoul wearing a ball and chain. He sighed as he dragged on his jacket, stuffing the knave into his pocket and wishing the little portable fire had a fourth bar, wishing the cold locking his bones wasn’t so at odds with the tinny but cheerful rendition of Dreadlock Holiday transmitting from the radio in the corner.

      Light flickered in his peripheral vision, and he turned to glance through the dark, slatted window of the door that led from the back office to the rest of the warehouse. He crossed the room and yanked the door open, hollering into the darkness. “Keep the fucking lights on.”

      God, he’d had enough of this place. His colleagues—and oh how he hated being colleagues with a shower of bellends—got their kicks from frightening those who were stuck down there. Toys for sick men with deep pockets.

      Luckily, Robbie’s handy fists gave him some sway on the main floor, or he’d be picking teeth out of his own shit. He slammed the door shut and returned to his post by the window.

      It was foggy outside, foggier than he’d seen it in ages, rendering the cranes downstream at the Isle of Dogs as invisible as the usually twinkling lights of the south bank. The streetlights in the immediate vicinity had been disabled a long time ago—Ruskin didn’t want his shady dealings brought into the light.

      Robbie’s boss was a secretive man for good reason. But one light still shone down there, barely cutting through the fog from its position on the other side of the road, beyond which the Thames carved through the landscape, a bulging, disease-ridden snake, the stench of which could be felt in the lungs of anyone who had cause to make their home there.

      The other men in the back room squabbled over their card game. Robbie hated the fuckers.

      “Oi, Zero? You in or what?” That was Seven.

      Robbie ignored him. He didn’t have any choice about what the boss called him, but he’d die before he answered to Zero from anyone else, least of all the arseholes he had the misfortune to work with. They were scum of the earth, the lowest of the low. The way they accused each other like they didn’t cheat themselves was just another thing he hated about them. They all cheated.

      He caught Seven’s eye by accident.

      “You in?” Seven repeated.

      “No.” Robbie’s sharp eyes swept around the table. “You all cheat.”

      A chair scraped back, and a bull stood, scratchy eyes blazing. Ace Cavendish was a mouthy behemoth, who could probably crush Robbie’s windpipe with a single flex of one mammoth hand. He stormed across the room in four strides until he was in Robbie’s face, spitting out, “I don’t cheat.”

      Robbie recoiled against the sweat and cigarette stench of him, whispering, “Tell that to the ace of diamonds up your sleeve.”

      “Lady Luck favours the bold,” Seven called. “That’s what it is.”

      Ace’s face dropped into a gormless expression as he contented himself with shoving Robbie against the wall before stalking back to the table. The men were squabbling again within minutes.

      Robbie tuned them out. Thanks to Ace’s temper, he’d missed the shadow of the last security sweep along the gantry outside the first floor window. He brought his radio to his mouth. “All clear out there?”

      Robbie had to hand it to his boss. Moving part of his operations to the derelict docklands when the basin was filled with concrete a decade ago was a stroke of genius that granted him a complete lack of oversight. Most of the area was concrete and scrub now, but the majority of the dockside buildings were intact, if a bit worse for wear.

      The blue-tinged, corrugated iron walls along the cobbled road on the river side of the building acted as an alarm all by themselves, impossible to breach without making a racket. The squalid garages to the east had been burnt out, sending the resident rats scurrying into holes that were darker still.

      The current problems came from the west, where the sprawl of private money gained the riverside inch by obscenely expensive inch. Even the railwaymen had been sniffing around the Tower for a proposed new route along the docklands to Woolwich.

      Robbie’s dad had reckoned everything from Limehouse to the Tower would be swallowed by big business and fancy riverside flats by the end of the next decade. He also thought there was a secret underground aircraft factory on the Central Line, but what did he know? He didn’t even see the knife in his back coming, and he died from a stab wound to the belly.

      Everyone had noticed a rise in foot traffic lately, but only Robbie thought it could become a problem. The boss had merely been amused when a television crew turned up to film an episode of The Professionals a gnat’s chuff away from the warehouse windows. Everyone here thought they were invincible, which came with the territory when you’d been flying under the radar for this long.

      Case in point: the building Robbie stood in was a stone’s throw from the headquarters of Thames Division.

      Some days, Robbie thought being caught would be a blessing. If he spent the rest of his life in prison, it wouldn’t be enough to atone for what he’d done. And the three men sitting at the table deserved worse.

      The radio crackled in Robbie’s hand. “A couple of pissheads trying to start something. They’ve moved on. Over.”

      “Good. Keep me apprised.”

      The animals around the table snorted like they’d never heard words with two syllables before.

      “It’s my theme song,” Seven cheered when Rod Stewart started crooning into the room.

      The other two men at the table laughed.

      Robbie didn’t trust himself to say a word. No, Rod, I don’t think you’re sexy. And Seven was as far from sexy as it was possible to get without rocket power.

      Robbie moved onto the next window. Shit! The car was out there again, shining beneath the streetlight—slick and red, like a poisonous toffee apple.

      “The Interceptor’s back,” he said into the radio.

      Nothing had happened yet, but it was the third night this week.

      The fog didn’t touch it now, like the damn thing wanted to be seen. It squatted, lean and low, in a spotlight of shining, rain-soaked cobblestones, the star of whatever show was coming.

      “We already checked it.” The voice crackled through the radio almost instantly. “There’s nobody inside and the engine’s cold. Over.”

      “When did it arrive?”

      “Sometime in the last fifteen minutes. You’re meant to say over. Over.”

      “Div,” Robbie muttered to himself.

      Everyone in their line of work had heard about the cherry red Jenson Interceptor. It was the harbinger of doom. If anything deserved doom, it was this shitty business. So far, nobody had ever seen anyone get in or out of the car, and nobody knew what the Furies looked like.

      But everyone knew what the Furies had done.

      It wasn’t Robbie’s job to report directly to Ruskin; it was Seven’s.

      “‘Ere, Seven. That car’s outside. The one Hitchcock’s been whining about.”

      “Whining is right,” Ace said, lifting his card hand high to scratch his armpit. “He’s got a unit two blocks over. They’re probably here for that.”

      Saxon Hitchcock was the boss’s main competition. When the Furies started taking out the smaller rivals, Hitchcock had tried to take the credit, going so far as to tell Ruskin his Furies would be coming for him next. But that wasn’t what happened.

      The Furies breezed through Hitchcock’s operations despite his rumoured tightened security, leaving their name behind on whichever walls they left standing.

      Furies. Written in blood and fire.

      “Hitchcock is a superstitious wingnut,” Seven said.

      “You think the boss’ll wanna know about it?” Robbie asked. “Security checked it over, and there’s nobody inside.”

      “I won’t bother him tonight, then.”

      “It ain’t just Hitchcock whining,” Deuce said.

      “Whoever owns that car is taking out the competition,” Ace argued. “Why the fuck are we gonna worry about it?”

      “Because now it’s outside our place,” Deuce replied like he was talking to an idiot, which he was.

      “And like Ace said, Hitchcock’s got a unit near here,” Seven reminded him. “So, pipe down, weasel, eh?”

      “They ain’t gonna touch us,” Ace insisted.

      “You think they’re taking out the competition for our benefit, Ace?” Robbie asked, his incredulous tone and folded arms making it quite clear he thought Ace was more stupid than he looked. And he looked plenty stupid.

      “Could be the boss is clearing the stage for the auc⁠—”

      Seven nudged Ace in the ribs.

      “I think we should tell the boss,” Deuce said.

      “Can’t.” Seven glanced around the table. “He’s hunting.”

      Robbie rolled his eyes. Seven did this often—let slip little details to let everyone know he was in Ruskin’s inner circle.

      Most of the guys didn’t know what hunting meant when it came to their boss, but Robbie did. Robbie was smart. Robbie had seven O’Levels. He hadn’t failed to notice his boss’s hunting trips always coincided with the full moon.

      This meant one of two things: Abel Ruskin was a werewolf hunter, or Abel Ruskin was a werewolf. And Robbie had seen the man’s teeth. It wasn’t like he could say anything about it. Who the hell would believe him?

      He’d done his bit anyway. If Seven didn’t want to bother the boss, so be it. He kept an eye on the car, sniggering softly to himself when Seven laid out his three kings. How the guy kept winning when his cheating strategies hadn’t changed in the entire two years Robbie had known him was a fucking mystery.

      He hummed along to Because the Night as it played its final bars and some chatty twerp talked over the top of it.

      “You ready for the fight on Friday?” Seven tipped his chin at Robbie.

      “What’s there to be ready for?” Ace grumbled. “Any fucker can go down in the second round.”

      Robbie thought about arguing the point, but for once, Ace was right. “Yeah, I’m ready.”

      “The boss has got fifty grand riding on it,” Seven said.

      “I heard thirty,” said Deuce.

      Seven glared at him. “You heard wrong.”

      “Whatever,” Deuce grumbled. “I’ve got a ton on it meself.”

      Seven whacked Deuce round the back of the head. “To go down in the second?”

      “Yeah, so what?”

      “It looks dodgy if we all bet on the same thing, you fucking lemon.”

      Deuce shrugged. “You think there’s people who don’t know it’s dodgy? You’re living in cloud cuckoo land, mate. Every fucker knows. Just because the boss ain’t got him out enforcing, don’t mean people don’t know who he is.”

      “He’s got a point,” Robbie said. “The old man used to take me on his jobs, and I boxed for O’Reilly back in the day.”

      “‘Ark at him, back in the day,” Seven cooed, glancing around the laughing table. “Talking like he’s been outta nappies for more than five minutes.”

      Robbie rolled his eyes. “The point is, people know my face, and they know Ruskin don’t believe in debts dying with those who owe him. Most people ain’t as thick as you think they are.”

      Nobody who’d seen Robbie fight would bet against him. If he went down in the second, they’d know it was because he’d been told to go down in the second. He might not be a big bloke, but he was the best in his weight class by a mile.

      Seven grunted. “We’ll see.”

      Robbie headed across the room to the door at the back. “I’m gonna check on the prisoners.”

      “Merchandise,” Ace bellowed.

      “Don’t be greedy now,” Seven drawled. “Save some for the rest of us.”

      Robbie swallowed the rising bile. He would never touch those women. And he would never call them merchandise. “Not interested.”

      “We should get our rocks off while we can,” Deuce said. “The next shipment is strictly hands-off, ain’t that right, Seven?”

      Seven nodded. “No exceptions.”

      “What’s so special about the next shipment?” Robbie asked, knowing he’d hate the answer.

      “They’re young,” Seven said. “Care kids. Easily mislaid.”

      “Children?” Robbie felt sick. “He’s buying kids now?”

      “The sweeter the flesh, the higher the price,” Seven said, smacking his lips.

      “That’s what you were about to say, Ace?” Robbie turned to the giant. “There’s gonna be an auction?”

      “It’s invite only,” Ace grumbled. “You think you’re gonna get your paws on one of those kids? He ain’t gonna invite you.”

      “I ain’t interested in children, dickface,” Robbie spat.

      “Ain’t interested in children, ain’t interested in women,” Deuce jeered. “What are you interested in, then?”

      Robbie was too angry to take much notice of the growing leers on their faces. Angry that his father had chosen this life when he was down on his luck. Angry that the bastard had died owing Ruskin more than Robbie could ever work off. Angry that men like this existed, that women and children suffered at their hands. And how could he stay here now? He couldn’t sit by and do nothing.

      Yeah, right. Like you haven’t sat by doing fuck all for five months. That’s how long it had been since Ruskin switched Seven and his team to the main warehouse, and he’d known what they were guarding shortly after that. He’d known, and he’d done nothing. Watched as the women had been carted off to the next hellhole, as if they were no different from Ruskin’s allegedly authentic Persian rugs, or the plastic tat he hauled in from China. Now there was a second
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