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            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      Please be aware this book 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 mesmerise here.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        This one is for the members of the 13 Club.

        Thanks for joining me after dark.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      “It is not in the stars to hold our destiny but in ourselves.” – William Shakespeare

      

      “There are nights when the wolves are silent and only the moon howls.”– George Carlin
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      The Archangel Gabriel has quite enough on his plate with a murderous vampire on the loose, the enigmatic Lord Hallam’s return to parliament after a ten-year absence, and the near riots at London’s notorious Thirteen Club.

      But when Gabriel and his faithful sidekick, Jelly, investigate the murder of a woman found in a cemetery with a sooty stain spreading beneath her body, and a curious note impaled on a stake beside her, they find the most troubling omen of all. The woman has the mark of Selene—a long-dead vampire-hunting guild—tattooed on her wrist, marking her as both a witch and a werewolf.

      Selene’s grimoires were destroyed decades ago, along with the guild itself, so how did they come back from extinction, and why? When thirteen witches infiltrate a fantastical show at the Thirteen Club, their new purpose becomes clear.

      Selene is out for revenge.

      And tonight, there are thirteen werewolves straining at the leash of a full moon, their fury aimed at just one man.
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        * * *

      

      This story is set in London in 1913.
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            The Tomb of Lawrence Voss

          

        

      

    

    
      The Noctuary: Selene and Lawrence Voss

      Written into the Night Library Letters of Heaven’s Fury by Gabriel Ozanne, Duke of Rosemont, Archangel of the Celestial Council,  on August 3rd 1913.

      

      In the winter of 1903, a man woke from death inside an echo of Canterbury Cathedral, a gruesome wraith bonded to his bones. The wraith—composed of blood, sinew, and bone, and resembling a large spider, with crablike legs, and a blackened brain for a body—fed the man memories, information, and a dark urge for revenge.

      The echo had been built as a temple to the man by his lover, Phoebe, head of the Selene Guild—a cultish group of witch shifters, who turned into werewolves every full moon, and whose prey, like every other guild, was vampires.

      But when he first woke, the man had no idea where or who he was, for he’d slept for a thousand moons, waking in time to join the resurrected guild in their cause. A cause to eradicate vampires for good.

      The man had already been a vampire hunter of some renown when he met Phoebe, murdering his way through the last remaining vampire courts of Europe. Their passion for each other had been instant and enduring, but this isn’t about their love story.

      The man had holed himself up in the cathedral for days before venturing outside, living off the rats that scurried in the shadows. We knew the man wouldn’t come back. Once the magic keeping his existence secret had been breached—in this case, the man himself leaving the building, presumably for something more substantial than a rat—a jarring had occurred, alerting us to his existence.

      When we arrived, the crypt in which he had lain was infested with the worst kind of darkness. The kind that hid whatever was scuttling around us. The kind that promised we would never find out where the foul stench was coming from. With torches lit, we found rat bones and evidence of a small fire pit, but it was the bonded wraiths, clustered together across the crypt walls and ceiling, that provided the most harrowing of sights. Each of them was marked with the crescent moon symbol of Selene, a guild that had been dead for almost eighty years.

      We later learned that when the echo was broken, enabling us to get inside, some of the wraiths escaped, bonding, as was usual for Selene wraiths, with female werewolves when they were at their weakest—during their full moon transformations. But the Selene werewolves were not ordinary werewolves, insofar as such creatures could ever be called ordinary. Selene’s werewolves were witches, and with the wraiths bonded to their bones, they were no longer weak during their quick and painless transformations, and their magic allowed them to hunt only the victims they sought—vampires. Selene’s witchblood werewolves cared not for the vampire’s character, nor their deeds; they cared only for the hunt.

      When Phoebe’s lover left the cathedral’s echo that night, a full moon had lightened the sky, and he found the resurrected guild waiting for him, setting in motion the events that led Selene to hunt their first ever non-vampire victim: my own brother.

      This from the man’s diary, which we found at a boarding house in Hackney:

      The wraith followed, my faithful pet, its memories forged from mine, breathing life into me day after day. Had I been forced to enter this stinking city alone, I would have been unbearably lonely, but I was not alone. My steadfast companion would help me find food and clothing fit for the century in which I found myself.

      Since I had woken in Canterbury Cathedral, I had expected to find myself there when I opened the doors, but the London skyline awaited me, though it was far different from any London I had imagined. A monarch had reigned for over seventy years, then died while I slept on in my crypt. I’d woken to steam trains, puffing like dragons, polluting the air with heavy smoke, which settled into the London fog as if they were old friends. I detested it.

      I still carried the fatal wounds on my stomach, inflicted by the vampire, Abaddon. But I had learned from the wraith that Phoebe had made him suffer, inflicting wounds upon him that would never heal. A vampire with scars should be easy enough to find, but what of my love? The wraith has been silent on that topic, so far.

      Once my hideaway had been discovered, I knew I couldn’t go back, that I would need to find shelter. But first, I needed clothes. The wraith found the man for me. He was a soldier… an officer.

      Strangulation was the quickest means to his end given that I needed his clothes to be unblemished, and once the deed was done, I swapped his clothes for my own. I removed anything that could be used to identify him in particular, and had the wraith call upon the rats, who came running in their droves to feast upon the dead man. I helped them along a little, slicing his skin here and there, carving away a portion of the man’s wrist where my own tattoo resides.

      When the poor wretch was found, I wanted whomever may remember me to believe I was dead and gone forever. I watched from the shadows, as the rats made quick work of making the man unrecognisable. Anyone finding him now would never believe he was anyone but the escaped vampire hunter, Lawrence Voss.

      So captivated was I by the ever-shifting artistic display made by the rats, that I almost failed to hear what had once reminded me of home. A shudder ripped down my spine, and I smiled at the melody of it, relishing the visceral jolt to the stomach as, from the other side of the river, London’s werewolves howled at the moon.

      With my stomach still quivering with excitement, I took off at a run, making my way across the new bridge at Tower Hill to the north of the river, where I found them waiting for me. Sitting at the base of the Tower, like sentinels guarding the ravens, my clan welcomed me back.

      From there, they led me home.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      We found the dead man, of course, his face gnawed off, no sign of Voss’s tattoo. Still, we were convinced it was him. Why else would a man be wandering around in clothing so many decades out of fashion. In our eagerness to put the sorry business of Selene to rest, we had not been as diligent as we might otherwise have been.

      If truth be told, I hadn’t wanted to disturb my brother with news of Voss’s escape from his tomb, so I’d clutched at this gift, at this perfect excuse to leave my brothers be.

      Bel and Uriel had only just left for Singapore, taking young Davy with them. After two decades of sleuthing from their rooms on Nightingale Lane, they’d had enough, and they deserved some peace. Davy had almost died during their final case, and it had shaken Uriel to the core.

      It was the same year in which Uriel’s longterm lovers had died during a ferry crossing from Ireland, and he’d been devastated, throwing himself into his work. But he’d been looking after Davy one way or another since he was a young boy, and Uriel had always felt such a keen sense of responsibility. He was unable to forgive himself when Davy was given the choice between death and vampirism. I could certainly empathise with that feeling after everything that has happened recently.

      The book of truth that I live by will not allow me what my heart truly desires, and I have no more appetite for heartbreak of any kind. This will be my last entry for some time. Tonight, I’ll be leaving London behind for good.
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            The Thirteen Club

          

          FOUR MONTHS EARLIER…

        

      

    

    
      Wednesday April 2nd 1913.

      
      The Duke of Rosemont, known to the Celestial Council as the Archangel Gabriel, sighed as he laid the telephone receiver in its cradle. “Why must these people hound me so?”

      Jelly, his capable assistant, looked up, a subtle smile on his face. “What is it now?”

      “The Thirteen Club.” Gabriel closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose, massaging away the pressures of the job. “Protestors on the doorstep. Almost a hundred this time.”

      “Well, I have an answer as to why they hound you so,” said Jelly. “I shall quote you as a reminder.” Jelly put on an authoritative voice that Gabriel thought was rather overdone. “Any trouble, and I want to hear about it. The first sign of trouble, do you hear me?”

      “I do not sound like that,” Gabriel protested.

      “On every day of the week that ends in a Y,” said Jelly.

      Gabriel wasn’t sure why he let the man get away with such impertinence when they were in private, but he couldn’t find it within himself to make him stop. “Get your coat on, then.”

      Jelly stood, his slight limp evident as he crossed the office to retrieve his coat and hat from the rack behind the door. “What is it they’re even protesting?”

      “Who knows?” Gabriel slipped on his overcoat. “With the way this town is headed for Hell in a handbasket, it could be anything.”

      It took them a matter of minutes to reach the club on Piccadilly. Once a museum, the Thirteen Club had an impressive facade that almost looked like it had been carved from a single slab of marble. Rising three storeys high, the architectural detailing was in the Ancient Egyptian style, with palm leaves carved into the cornicing along the top of the building, and into the interior walls of the portico surrounding the door, which also featured mythological figures. Two columns held up the portico above the entry steps, and the floor above was held up by towering twin statues, depicting biblical themes of truth and temptation. Two large, full-height windows flanked the door on the ground floor and the stained glass window between the two statues on the first floor.

      At the moment of Gabriel and Jelly’s arrival, most of the ground floor detailing was obscured by a swaying crowd, their placards held high.

      
        
        Leave Our Women Alone.

      

        
      
        This Is No Place For Women.

      

        
      
        This Den Of Sin And Debauchery Should Be Closed Down.

      

      

      Gabriel and Jelly shared a look as the jeering grew louder, the jostling more frantic. The police had arrived and were attempting to calm everyone down, but their presence was having the opposite effect.

      Gabriel took a deep breath and headed for the steps of the Thirteen Club, wishing he hadn’t issued the instruction to call him at the first sign of trouble. Still, Jelly had heard from his ex-colleagues at the Thames Division that there had been a minor disturbance at the club earlier in the week, and had the club’s owners called him right away, it never would’ve come to this. He couldn’t have it both ways.

      The protestors were moments away from rioting, and as Gabriel approached the back of the crowd, he caught a man’s arm, just as it pulled back to throw a flaming bottle at the window.

      “Throw that, and I’ll have you banged up in Newgate before your piss dries,” said Gabriel, snatching the bottle from the man’s grasp.

      Jelly took it from him, pulling the flaming rag loose with gloved fingers, dropping it to the floor and stamping on it. He sniffed at the bottle. “Why are you dressed like a pauper if you can afford to waste a good bottle of whisky?”

      The man’s eyes widened, his body rigid, one shoulder raised where Gabriel had gripped the man by the upper arm.

      Gabriel pushed him towards a policeman. “Find out who this one is, and don’t take his bloody word for it. He’s here disguised as a common man, but his hair’s too neat, his nails too clean, and no working man would waste his well-earned whisky just to vandalise a building.”

      The man went quietly, but when Gabriel turned back to the crowd, it had grown significantly, and so had the police presence. Gabriel dashed up the steps, brought his fingers to his lips and whistled. The crowd grew immediately silent, mostly because it wasn’t the whistle that had made the impact, but Gabriel’s magic. He wasn’t as effective as Uriel at silencing a room, not usually, but luck was with him that day. In this matter, at least.

      “You have two minutes to disperse,” he called out. “Anyone lingering after that will be arrested for breaching the peace. You’ve made your point. Go home!”

      Amongst the whispers and complaints, a few protestors, shoulders sagging, began to break away.

      “Who are you, then?” one man called out.

      “He’s the bloody Home Secretary, you berk,” a woman bellowed.

      She was a rather glamorous woman, dressed from head to toe in emerald green, eyeing the man disdainfully as she passed. A man in a coal-black suit and hat trailed behind her with one valise in his left hand, another tucked under his left arm, leaving his right arm free.

      “You can’t go in there,” the same protester shouted, grabbing the free arm of the woman’s assistant. “Only women are allowed in.”

      Without dropping either of the two cases, the man twisted his arm out of the protester’s grip, and wrapped his fist in the other man’s shirt to drag him closer. Gabriel couldn’t hear what passed between them, but as the man pushed the protester away from him, the protester’s eyes went wide, a flush reaching his cheeks.

      When the woman’s assistant adjusted the brim of his hat, looking up to see where the elegant woman had got to, Gabriel finally recognised him. Well, he finally recognised her.

      “Beck, what are you doing here?” he whispered as she passed.

      “Not a word, Uncle. Not a bloody word,” she hissed back.

      Beck worked for Heaven’s Fury, and was likely undercover in one capacity or another. She was the daughter of Gabriel’s brother, Jophiel, who narrowly escaped being his least favourite brother only because Raguel existed. Gabriel had been called a pompous ass a time or two himself, but he had nothing on his brothers.

      Jelly held the door open for Beck and the woman she was escorting, nodding inside for Gabriel to follow.

      Satisfied that the police could handle what was left of the crowd, he allowed Jelly to usher him into the impressive entrance hall of the Thirteen Club, where another surprise awaited him.

      “Uriel!” He spotted his flame-haired brother first, but his presence invariably meant Bel was here too. At the foot of the stairs, his other brother turned at the sound of his voice, offering a broad smile. “Bel. When did you get back?”

      “Just two days ago,” Bel said, offering his arm to the decrepit Chinese woman beside him and leading her across the hall towards Gabriel.

      Uriel and Bel had spent the last ten years in Singapore, though what they were doing there, Gabriel could only guess since he’d promised them both he wouldn’t spy on their activities abroad. He’d kept his promise, but
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