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      The juxtaposition of high fashion and grotesque horror. 




Ancient blood rituals disguised as elite indulgence. The dead were once the privileged—now they demand justice. 




How far would the elite go to stay on top?


    

    
      


—The Élan Hour by LaToya Lawrence 
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  Foreword



Hidden behind the velvet ropes of The Élan Hour—Marseille’s most exclusive nightclub—lies a sinister secret. Every Wednesday, during the club’s infamous golden hour, a select few VIP guests vanish without a trace. No bodies. No witnesses. Only whispers of a dark ritual that fuels the nightclub’s power, wealth, and glamour at a terrifying cost.




When investigative journalist Nell Raine starts digging into the disappearances, she uncovers a web of betrayal, occult sacrifices, and the vengeful dead who refuse to stay buried. As the clock ticks toward the next golden hour, Nell must survive the secrets of The Élan Hour—or become its next victim.







  The Secret In Marseille



           The Power of the Hour




Élan — energy, style, and enthusiasm.








  
  
  Introduction

  
  




The Élan Hour is not just a club—it’s a predator dressed in sequins and strobe lights. And by the time you realize you’re part of the menu, it’s already golden hour.






I

Part One: The Golden Hour Beckons
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  Élan

  
  




The air above the Vieux-Port was thick with the scent of sea salt, diesel, and a hyper-exclusive perfume that smelled suspiciously like money. Below the glittering expanse of the Marseille skyline, where old Baroque grandeur met new glass avarice, sat The Élan Hour. It was not merely a nightclub; it was a cathedral built for the worship of self-interest, gilded in neon and sustained by silence.


Tonight, Wednesday, the facade was perfectly calibrated.


From the outside, Élan appeared to be a masterpiece of architectural menace: vast, windowless obsidian walls guarded by velvet ropes so thick they resembled the coiled strength of a python. Inside, however, the structure dissolved into seductive light. Blue LEDs pulsed against mirrored chrome, reflecting the impossible price tags of the champagne being poured by silent, statuesque servers. The bass throbbed, a heartbeat that was simultaneously vital and profoundly unsettling.


This was the hour. The golden hour. Tucked between ten and eleven, before the true crush of the masses arrived, when only the highest tier of VIPs—the bankers, the minor politicians, the heirs to dwindling fortunes—were allowed past the inner sanctum.


Mylan Dumas, a man whose physique was less bouncer and more impeccably tailored monument, stood sentinel at the final checkpoint, his ear discreetly plugged. He didn’t check the printed invitations; he checked the eyes. Tonight, many eyes were bright with anticipation, but a select few held a tremor of nervous excitement—the kind that comes from knowing you are in a place where the rules of the ordinary world dissolve.


Clément De Villiers was one of those select few.


Clément, a forty-something financier whose portfolio was mostly smoke and leveraged debt, smoothed the lapel of his ill-fitting designer jacket. He was sweating despite the club’s perfect climate control. He wasn’t here for the music or the mediocre cocaine; he was here for the access—and the feeling of untouchable power that Élan promised to sell, even if only for one night.


He’d paid an exorbitant membership fee, based on an anonymous tip promising ‘unsurpassed opportunities.’ The opportunity, he was learning, was simply the privilege of being near Garance Boucher.


She materialized exactly at 10:15 PM, not entering the club so much as manifesting at its epicenter.


Garance Boucher did not require the spotlights; they sought her out, bathing her in a warm, impossibly flattering glow that negated the blue-tinged chill of the club’s atmosphere. She wore a dress the color of spilled Bordeaux, cut high, clinging to a shape that defied her rumored forty-seven years. Her hair, the shade of polished mahogany, was swept back, revealing cheekbones sharp enough to cut the heavy sound of the music.


She was the proprietor of Élan, and the high priestess of its rituals.


Garance moved through the room with the measured grace of a predator who knows she is entirely safe. Every smile she offered was meticulously priced; every casual touch was a promissory note. To be acknowledged by Garance here, on a Wednesday night, was to believe you had reached the apex of Marseille society.


“Clément,” she purred, her voice low and resonant, somehow audible above the deep house track pulsating through the floor.


Clément De Villiers nearly dropped his glass of unearned Cristal. He turned, his forced bravado instantly collapsing into sycophantic awe.


“G-Garance. Madame Boucher. It is an honor.”


Garance placed a perfectly manicured hand on his forearm. The skin beneath her touch felt suddenly cold, though her gaze—intense, ancient, the color of dark amber—was warm enough to burn.


“An honor, yes. We appreciate guests who understand the true elan—the true spirit—of this place. Commitment. Discretion.” She paused, her smile widening just enough to reveal the edge of her teeth. “And above all, ambition, Clément.”


“I assure you, my ambition is absolute,” he practically squeaked, flushing with the thrill of her proximity. He felt selected. Chosen.


Garance lightly tapped the glass she held—a flute filled with something blood-red and deceptively still. “I know, chéri. Which is why you are here tonight.”


She dismissed him with a subtle flick of her wrist, moving toward a raised, private platform in the rear, known cryptically as Le Rédemption. The platform was guarded by two more substantial men than Mylan Dumas, and it featured only four plush leather seats—three of which were already occupied by powerful, sober-faced men who looked more like members of a governing board than nightclub patrons.


Clément watched her ascend, the moment lingering like a narcotic high. He was so focused on the prospect of the network she represented that he barely registered the low, insistent murmurs that always clung to the edges of Élan like dust motes.


“Did you hear about Sylvestre. And did you hear about Eudon Boivin?”


“The wine merchant? No, what?”


“His wife said he left last week, right after his trip here. Poof. Gone. Not a word.”


“Another one, eh? Remarkable efficiency.”


Clément frowned, taking a large, greedy gulp of champagne. He hated the whispers. People disappeared all the time in Marseille—debts, jealous wives, bad business deals. It was rude to bring such unpleasant reality into the sanctuary of Élan.


He decided to distract himself by seeking out a beautiful woman. He spotted Igerne Anouilh, the socialite daughter of a shipping magnate, across the room. She was leaning against the bar, looking bored, expensive, and devastatingly indifferent.


As Clément started his shaky approach toward Igerne, Garance Boucher, watching from the high platform, met the gaze of the eldest member of the board—Henri Anouilh, a man whose family wealth preceded the French Revolution. Anouilh nodded once, a barely perceptible signal.


Garance raised her red glass to her lips, savoring the taste, before finally lowering it and reaching for the small, antique microphone nestled beside her seat.


The booming tempo of the music suddenly dropped, replaced by a deep, sustained chord that vibrated through the very foundation of the
































































