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          London, 1 year before the events of Dark Creatures

        

      

    

    
      If someone told you they belonged to a secret society that worked to maintain peace between vampires and humans, you would probably think they were insane, and likely make a hasty retreat. If, however, you did choose to indulge them, you might imagine their world was full of clandestine meetings and countless stakeouts, (pun intended). A daily battle between good and evil, in the fight to save humanity. Well, just so you know, it’s mostly sifting through data and preparing spreadsheets, staring at a screen until your eyes bleed. Not literally, obviously.

      “Is it time for a coffee break?” I peer over the top of my computer, to where Oliver is similarly inputting data at the desk opposite.

      “It’s nine fifteen, Rey” he says without looking up.

      “How on earth are we still not done with this yet? Why do we even need to do this?”

      “Just think of it this way, once we’re done, that’s it until next week.”

      “Please, somebody, shoot me now.”

      With an impressive groan, I flop my head down on the desk, as a throat clears behind me. I groan again, although this time I keep it inside. Of course, it’s Jessop. I swear he only keeps his office door ajar so he can spring out and catch me not working. Slowly I twist my head around to face him.

      “I’ve had a call about something happening over in Peckham,” he says, looking past me to Oliver. “Some kids there are convinced they stumbled onto some kind of cult ritual place. Symbols on the floor, candles, dead animals.”

      “Isn’t that pretty much any bar in Peckham?” Kingston asks from across on another computer, snorting in laughter at his own joke. Kingston’s a dick. And if you think his jokes are bad, you should see what he’s like in bed. Or rather don’t. It’s really not worth the four minutes of your life it’ll use up.

      Ignoring Kingston in the same way that the rest of us do, Jessop carries on with what he was saying.

      “It’s probably nothing, but you know how on edge the Vampire Council gets about anything related to witchcraft.’

      “If the VC is concerned then, surely, they’re the ones who should go and check it out,” I offer.

      “True,” Jessop agrees, “but it’s outside their working hours.”

      Yup, this is something we come across repeatedly. Don’t expect there being any chance of a vampire helping maintain their own damn safety in the hours of nine ‘til five. Or four ‘til ten, if we’re on British summer time. Unsurprisingly, Blackwatch does not pay overtime.

      “Green, Grey. I want you two on this.”

      Green and Grey. Sound like code names, right? Sadly not that exciting. Just happens that both Oliver and I have colourful surnames. Andrea Green and Oliver Grey. That’s a superhero duo in the making, if ever I heard of one. Not that Green’s my real surname. Or maybe it is. I really don’t know. Let’s just say I’m a little hazy when it comes to details about my past. Like, for example, who my actual parents are.

      “There haven’t been any witch-related incidents in London for over sixty years,” Oliver replies, his mind, as always, on the job.

      “Which is why we’d like to keep it that way.” Jessop has switched to his authoritarian tone.

      I know we don’t have a choice in the matter, still, I lean back in my seat to make it look like I have no intention of going anywhere without a shove.

      “But I need to finish next week’s donor schedule,” I say.

      Jessop narrows his eyes at me, offering his most distinctly unimpressed glare.

      “You know how it works. Just a quick sweep of the place to check for grimoires. A quick in and out. That’s it.”

      “You should have asked Kingston then, if all you want is a quick in and out. He’d be perfect.”

      Juvenile? Yes. Satisfying? Hell, yes. I even allow myself a little self-indulgent chuckle, as he sticks his middle finger up at me.

      “No disrespect, sir,” Oliver pipes up, all serious and professional and putting the rest of us to shame, “but no one has found a grimoire in the best part of forty years.”

      “Which is why it should be a quick job. When Polidori calls, because he’s heard rumours of one being in town, I need to tell him that we’ve done our job and everything is clear. This may surprise you, but I don’t like to piss off the most powerful vampire in the country.”

      “Pussy,” I say with a smirk. Jessop does not reciprocate my humour.

      “I want photos and a brief on my desk in the next two hours.” He drops a piece of paper onto Oliver’s desk, before turning around and walking back to his office, shaking his head. “Honestly, sometimes I feel like I’m running a kindergarten here, not a professional organisation.”

      The fact that I managed to get at least slightly under his skin leaves me smiling. Jessop likes me. He really does. He just has a hard time admitting it to himself, that’s all. I’m Head of Morale around here. I’m the one who brings in croissants and coffee and makes lewd jokes at Kingston’s expense. Honestly, the place would grind to a halt without me.

      With Jessop’s door now closed, I’m still leaning back, when Oliver stands up and lifts his jacket off his chair.

      “Come on, we can get breakfast at the same time. There’s a great falafel place near there.” He waves the piece of paper that Jessop had just given him, indicating an address.

      “Fine. But you’re paying.”

      “You know you earn the same as me, right?”

      “So? What’s your point?”

      “Can you get me something too?’ Kingston calls, as we reach the doorway.

      “Probably not,” we reply in unison. And that is why Green and Grey work so much better than Green and Kingston would.
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      Given that blue skies in mid-November are pretty rare events, Oliver decides we should walk to Peckham, which is a full thirty minutes from the office. I’ll be honest, I’m not the biggest fan of walking. Evolution has pretty much seen to it that I can go six out of seven days without reaching anywhere near my recommended ten thousand steps, and I’d happily take the tube for a journey you’d expect any moderately mobile toddler to make on foot. But it’s a work day and anything that keeps me away from my desk and all the data checking I have to do, I consider a good thing.

      “You know we won’t actually find a grimoire, right?” I say as we step out onto the street.

      “I do, but Jessop’s right. We need to show the VC we’re taking it seriously. Even if it is nothing.”

      So, vampires and witches. I should probably give you a quick low down on why the bloodsuckers get so jerky about the whole thing. And it’s probably best if I start at the beginning.

      First of all, I should tell you about us. We’re part of Blackwatch. It’s our job to maintain the secret of the vampires’ existence. Why? you ask. Why not let them do that for themselves? And I kind of agree with you but, let’s be honest, if the general population discovered that vampires, witches and werewolves, (yup, werewolves too), actually exist, it’s not going to end well for anyone. Vampires kill humans, which is obviously not great news for us. But there are far more of us than them, meaning we’d probably end up in some kind of bloody war, in which many on both sides would die, and no one would be particularly happy at the end of it. So, we’d like to avoid that happening. We also sort out blood donations for the vampires, both bagged and live, to ensure they don’t need to make midnight snacks out of Jo Public. That’s where the data entry comes in, just in case you were interested.

      Anyway, a set of rules were decided in the 1900s and written down in what was called the Blood Pact. Original right? From that point on, any vampire who killed a human would be punished. Prior to that, they pretty much had free rein on who they killed, which is where the witches came in.

      For hundreds of years prior to the Pact, witches struggled to keep vampire numbers under control. The last big purge they managed was in 1666. The Great Fire of London. Yup, witches were behind that, and they did a good job too in decimating them. But, you only need one vampire with a grudge and those numbers can rise again at a catastrophic rate. And, as you can imagine, the vampires that survived had damn big grudges. Through the eighteenth and early part of the nineteenth century, their numbers continued to rise, and they made it their mission to take out as many witches as they could. It was all out war. Finally, the idea of a protocol was formulated.

      The Blood Pact was meant to protect everyone - all humans, i.e. us normal folk, the witches and the vampires too, but the witches wouldn’t agree to it at first. Their very ethos is centred on the value of life. Vampires are anathema to them. But numbers were against them and, eventually, they were strong-armed into signing, agreeing to stop hunting the vampires, and the vampires agreed to stop killing humans. In our turn, we promised to keep their existence secret. Are you keeping up here? Humans offered to be the peacekeepers and Blackwatch was formed. Which leads us to the final part of why the vampires want the grimoires.

      Surprisingly, it was the witches who weren’t so good at sticking to the Pact and, in the first few months, they killed over a dozen vampires. The VC wanted the Blood Pact torn up and the witches responsible killed as punishment. Fair enough, you might well think, but that would just have led us back to another version of bloody war. So, finally, Blackwatch came up with a

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/hannah-lynn-1.jpg
p N i " S

RIMOIRE

A DARK CREATURES TALE






