
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: image]


Sherlock Holmes and the Case of the Lazarus Consipiracy

Published by Ad Astra Science Fiction & Fantasy

Copyright © 2025 by Adam Gaffen

Cover Art © Ad Astra Science Fiction & Fantasy

All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without the prior written permission of the author.

All Rights Reserved.

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental and not intended by the author.

For more about the author, future works, and events, please visit:

https://www.adamgaffenauthor.com



  	
	    
	      Also by Adam Gaffen

	    

      
	    
          
	      Godsfall

          
        
          
	          The Book of One

          
        
          
	          The Book of Two

          
        
          
	          The Book of Three

          
        
          
	          A Roman Holiday

          
        
          
	          Godsfall: Books 1-3

          
        
          
	          Sherlock Holmes and the Case of the Lazarus Conspiracy

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Tales from the Cassidyverse

          
        
          
	          Into the Black

          
        
          
	          The Heart of Space

          
        
          
	          The Shape of the Fire (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Midnight Relics

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Artemis War

          
        
          
	          The Road to the Stars

          
        
          
	          The Measure of Humanity

          
        
          
	          A Quiet Revolution

          
        
          
	          Triumph's Ashes

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Cassidy Chronicles

          
        
          
	          Run Like Hell

          
        
          
	          The Cassidy Chronicles - The Spark Before the Fire

          
        
          
	          Terran Federation Technical Manual

          
        
          
	          The Eternity Protocol: Complete Duology

          
        
          
	          Shades of Rose: Becoming (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Shades of Rose: Breaking

          
        
          
	          The Girl in the Scope (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Quantum Quirks: A Science Fiction Childhood

          
        
          
	          Embers of Eternity

          
        
          
	          Shades of Rose: Complete Duology (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Covenant

          
        
          
	          Shadow Bound (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Missions of the TFS Pike

          
        
          
	          The Ghosts of Tantor

          
        
          
	          Tracking Tantor

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Kildaran

          
        
          
	          Roots of Love

          
        
          
	          Refuge

          
        
          
	          The Artemis Wars Omnibus

          
        
          
	          The Vault & The Vixen

          
        
          
	          Death Gets an Upgrade

          
        
          
	          Whispers in the Fog: Two Unpublished Holmes Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Dating to Die For

          
        
          
	          The Catacombs That Creep and Crawl

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Adam Gaffen’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    

[image: image]


	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue
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Kalili’s Chronicle

They found it again.

Another so-called lost tale of Sherlock Holmes, this time wrapped in yellowed vellum and dubious provenance, paraded across journals and websites by literary detectives eager to authenticate it—or debunk it, depending on which earns more headlines.

A previously unpublished case, penned in Watson’s neat but excitable hand, describing events “too extraordinary” to be shared in his lifetime.

Naturally, the internet is full of opinions.

Fake.

Forgery.

A prank.

AI-generated fanfic, one poor fool claimed, which is both incorrect and chronologically hilarious.

They’re all wrong, of course.

Not because they guessed incorrectly—that’s hardly a sin—but because they missed the point entirely.

The story is real.

Not true in the sense that mortals insist upon—chronology and footnotes and provable consequence—but real in the way that matters. Real in the way storms are real, and grief is real, and love is real even when no one else understands it.

Sherlock Holmes didn’t believe in ghosts. Not in the way others did. He believed in motive. In cause and effect. In elegant machinery behind the chaos of the world. He had no interest in magic because he’d never needed it to explain anything.

Until this.

Until Marcus.

Until us.

I hadn’t meant to become part of the story. Neither had Faith. We were passing through, as we so often do—quietly, elegantly, undisturbed. But Marcus made that impossible. And Sherlock, for all his logic, could not walk away from an impossible crime. Not then. Not ever.

So here I am, more than a century later, watching the speculation and secondhand scholarship swirl like ash in a long-cold hearth.

And I’ve decided, for once, to set the record straight.

My name is Kalili.

I am not human. I am not mortal.

I was there. Faith was there. Holmes was there.

And if the world insists on turning the truth into fiction...

Well.

I’ll just have to do the opposite.

—K.
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Chapter One
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In Which a Dead Man Toasts His Executioner

It is with no small amount of hesitation that I undertake the telling of this case, for even now—years removed from the events in question—I cannot say with confidence that I understand them in full. What follows is not, strictly speaking, a tale of deduction, though Mr. Sherlock Holmes applies his gifts to the matter as thoroughly as any he ever encountered. Nor is it a ghost story, despite the whispers that have since followed its telling.

It is, rather, an account of something that should not have happened.

And yet did.

The telegram arrived shortly before eight o’clock on a brisk April evening, just as Holmes and I had settled into our respective chairs at Baker Street. Outside, the fog thickened along the streets, and the lamps burned like distant stars through a thin veil of drizzle. Holmes, his long limbs folded like a praying mantis, was dissecting a monograph on ancient poisons. I had just poured a brandy when Mrs. Hudson knocked, bearing a slip of paper on a tray like it was made of porcelain.

Holmes took it, frowned, and read it aloud:

“Murder at the Concordia Club. Stop.

Request your immediate presence. Stop.

Killer identified as man executed three days prior. Stop.

Inspector Lestrade.”

He lowered the paper, met my eyes, and said—flatly, without a hint of humor, “Apparently the dead have become ambitious.”

#
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THE CONCORDIA CLUB, a stately haven on the western edge of Mayfair, was not known for scandal. Founded as a refuge for judges, barristers, and the more upstanding elements of the legal profession, its chief claim to notoriety had been an unusually dry sherry.

That changed tonight.

Lestrade met us at the door himself—pale, stiff, and clearly shaken. “You’d best come at once, Mr. Holmes. I’ve never seen the like.”

The scene, when we entered the drawing room, was chilling in its civility. Five gentlemen stood in shocked silence, brandy glasses still in hand. A sixth lay crumpled by the hearth, blood pooling beneath his collar.

Holmes knelt beside the body. “The victim?”

“Magistrate Hugh Tolliver,” said Lestrade. “Presided over dozens of high-profile trials. Most recently, the Trevelyan espionage case. The man he sentenced to death was hanged three days ago.”
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