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Tears. idle teara
Tears from the depthy of aome divine deapalr
Kiae in the heart, and gather 1o the eves...
{TThinking off the daya that are rio mere

—Lord Tennyaon, “The Princess: A Medley™

For aAomeone. preaumably.
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Sunday, 20 June 1999, 1:50 AM
Faust Nightclub
Manhattan, New York

"What's cover™ Julie had one hand deep in the
pocket of his Oleg Cassini slacks.

“For you!" Tony the doorman shor back with o
look of disinterest. “Twenty bucks.”

]Lt[h: L:u.;kn.l -.Inwn at l|u.= |Jru,- uf' ’peuplu tllere
before him. He pushed his sunglasses up the bridge
of hiis nose and hidd behind the collar of his overcioar.
It was a wet night, a bit chilly. Julie’s breath puffed
arolimd him in éphemeral wisps of steam.

“I sure hare waiting in line,” said Julie deliber-
ately.

“Funny. These guys love it.” Tony jerked his
thumb at the queue.

Sarcastic bastard, but he's probably heard it all
before.

“I'm sorry. What was the cover! Fifty dollars?™
Julie peeled a bill off the roll of money withour re-
moving his hand from his pocket. It wouldn't do 1o
I'L.H'l! li'“‘." fllhl."5 Hll-l,‘iu.'.ll'l[.! h]m [0 H‘I.I.Ii'l'l-

*That's right,” Tony said. takine notice now
that it wasn't idle banter. “Coat check's right in-
!1\.]1.‘-“ -rl'll'l."-' T|'|l-1‘k tI'IL" “i[l“f ilnl:i l'lpi."nl:lj thﬂ' I,jll'l:rl"
releasing a thunderous welt of 150-bears-per-
minute deep house music.

A girl in line started complaining, but Julie was
inside before he could hear what she said. Patting
the bump that was the waller with the fake D, Julie
passed his overcoat to the check girl, She smiled,
handed him a tucket—number 231—and winked.
Julie blew her a kiss and lurched teward the bar
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“Absolut screvsdriver,” Julie shouted ar the bar-
tender, hoping to be heard over the din.

The A-list was out in full force tonight: club
kids, speedheads, spectacular drag queens and other
beautiful people stalked the dance floor and dis-
played themselves at the booths thar dotted the
club’s mezzanine.

Bingo. Julie's eves met his mark.

1 said seven bucks, sunglasses.” Julie threw a ten
on the bar, took his drink and moved toward the back
of the bustling room.

Frankie Gee sat ar a table to the rear of the dance
floor. Julie would have 1o move past him o ger ©
the bathroom. He looked up at the D] booth, where
a pair of androgynes in shiny shirts flicced back and
forth, clasping headphones to their ears and twisting
the knobs on their mixing boards. The air was heavy
hete, fresh cigarette smoke, the reek of alcohol and
the omnipresent bass of the sound system making
oxygen a valuable commodity.

Drink in hand, Julie shoved his way toward the
end of the row of booths and into the restroom. Un.
der the first stall he could see a pair of feminine legs
on their knees facing a decidedly male pair of shoes.
The second srall remained unoccupied. A pair of
young club crawlers in baggy pants stood before the
urinal rough.

“Help you sir™ asked the attendant, & Mexican
o Puerto Rican who was a hundred years old if a day.

“l think I left my hat here last nighe.”

“Ah, vessir. | peric.”

The attendant opened the cupboard beneath rhe
sink and produced a New York Yankees baseball cap,

Justin achilll 1]



which conmined a brown paper package tied shut
with twine. Julie tipped the man a twenty. The at-
tendant looked up at him with a smile and a
knowing—if misunderstood—thumb of the nose,
Julie's sunglasses hid the disgust in his eyes.

He stepped bick into the open stall, ignoring the
sturping and throary moans next door. Dropping the
cap to the floor, Julie ripped open the package, drop-
ping the shredded brown paper into the toilet. He
took the pistol and shoved it into his pants at the
small of his back, patting it to make sure it didn't
bulge too much from under his suit jacket. To keep
the attendant in the dark, he ook a few loud, stac-
cato sniffs. Ler hem think I'm a coke fiend—ahatever.

Julie steeped out from the stall; the boys at the
urinal had left already. The attendant smiled ac him
and gave him a towel after he washed his hands. Julie
made o leave, but the artendant remarked, “Bad
karmal™

"What!"

"Bad karma! Leave a tip.”

“Fuck you. | just tipped you." Julie couldn’t be-
lieve this guy.

“That was before. Tip for towel. No tip; bad, bad
luck.”

“Here's a tip: Shur the fuck up.” lulie barged back
oust to the club proper.

The smoke got in his eyes, bothering him.

Frankie Gee still sat at his booth, which was up
against a mirrored wall. Two guys from his crew sat
with him, and each man had an overly made-up skank
at his side. There were rw:r::nr, maybe thirty drink
glasses ar the table—mixed drinks, shots, martini
glasses: Quite a party. The whale group laughed. The

12 Glowuanni

men made exaggerated gestures with their hands. The
women blinked frequently,

Julie moved o flank the table, so he could ap-
proach it unnoticed with any luck. He jostled people
out of the way, moving through the bodies on the
floor like Moses through the sea.

A toor in front of the table, Julie stopped. The
goons looked at him, as did the women, all with ex-
pressions of interrupted laughter. Frankie Gee looked
into his drink, & full glass of—vodka’—with a twisted
lemon peel in it.

“We know you, sporty™ grated one of the goons.

*You know my boss.”

The pirls scattered. The blonde one climbed over
the back of the booth to ger away. This wasa't going
to be a fistfight, they knew; this shit was about ro get
SETionis,

“Who's your boss? He’s got real balls hiring a guy
wearing shoes like those,” shot back the other thug.

“Big Paul.”

“Fuck you, punk. You're no Gambino. Big Paul's
been dead for ten years.”

“Call me a loyalist."

“I'm about to call you an ambulance, fucko," said
the first tough. He went to his coat pocket, bur Julie
was quicker. Grabbing his own gun, Julie put three
bullets into him before the man's hand made it out.
Four more shots into the other one, one of which
ook off about a quarter of his head. Ten shots left.
Julie heard the screaming; out of the comer of his
eye he saw people rushing past him, desperate to make
it out before they got shor, woo.

Frankie Gee just sat there. "You cocksucker. You
just killed two perfectly good men.”

pastin achifi 13



“They didn"t do you much good; Frankie."

“1 guess you're right. Fuck "em.”

Ten shots, all in Frankies chest. The man flipped
over the back of the booth as Julie's barrage walked
him up and over the leather seat. Blood and gore spat-
tered the mirror beside the booth

Julie walked around the side of the booth to in-
spect his handiwork, the work of God's calling.

Something was wrong. Frankie Gee lay ina heap,
twisted over himself, looking up at Julie with a smile
on his face. He gathered himself up from his awk-
ward position, got to his feet and looked down at his
C h'.'\-{ TI'T] hl."]l..‘fl. uT'Iﬂ'I.i..‘ﬂﬂL::lbI'l:, C!E‘ur as dﬂ"r’.

“You fuck. You kill my guys-and min my shirt?
Nice grouping, though.” Frankie put his finger into
one of the holes.

“Whar the fuck?™ Julie stammered, pointing his
useless pistol ar Frankie. This didn't happen. People
don't get up with a quarter pound of lead in them.
He was in over his head: Julie felt a dull, knotty hor-
ror in his belly. He was poing to die. Bad karma.

“How witty," Frankie said, looking Julie in the
eyes. *1 gotta say, though, | didn't expect much else
from & third-rate buttonman like you. Joe was right
about those shoes. You're the second one this week.
Whar the fuck is it with you wackos? You been crawl-
ing outta the fucking woodwork lately...."

What was this guy! His gorgeous suir, desecrated
with his own blood; his showpiece girls and armed
companions; 8 hundred-thousand-dollar Mercedes in
the valer lor. He was everything Julie had expected,
except tougher, more powerful. More evil, Julie real-
tzed. The devil picks his servants wisely. Frankie's ot
something. . .unholy.

4 Glouwannd

Summoning that unholy power, Frankie smashed
Julie in the mouth with a fst that fel like it had a
five-liter V12 behind it. Julie lew—literally—uen feet
and crashed into a freestanding table, crumpling
among capsized chairs. He looked up, blood marring
his sight and giving him the feeling that his ears were
seeping off his head. Frankie Gee lobmed above him,
bending down to grab his collar and lifring him from
the floor.

“Pete! Come here!" Frankie shouted.

“Yeah, Frankie, what's up!™ Julie wondered why
this guy wasn't shaken, like the rest of the crowd that
had panicked and fled.

“TFell Tony he's fired.”

Pete ran off. Julie’s vision faded completely; the
last thing he saw was a lusty look in Frankie Gee's
eyes an the man moved his face toward Julie's throat,

Julie felt an intense pain—as if his soul had
caught fire. Every nerve that could sill feel blazed
WII.!"I ti“: rure, :’IT'I'L! _l'lFl“l" kni‘w hli\ hil ]i'ld. Fels TLITE=
ning out of him in rivers of red—was Frankie drinking
his blood! 1t didn't matter anymore. Julie was done.
The devil had won this round.

nustin: achill 15




Sunday, 20 June 1999, 5:00 AM
A private car
Manhattan, New York

Nickolai smiled. Sometimes, the simplest ruses
were the best.

“Hello.”

Click.

And so it went, several times over. Nickolai knew
he was driving Benito Giovanni mad with the inces-
sant and untraceable, if perhaps a bit rudimentary,
prank.

Finally, Benito grew exasperated. The fourth—
or was it the sixth!—time Nickolai called, the
Giovanni answered the phone in a very businesslike
MAanreer.

“Why now!"

Oh, masterfully done, Benito, Nickolai thought
to himself. Put me on the defensive this time. Suill, you
haven't yet played 1o my satisfaction, Through another
flaming hoop, you dog!

“I've been waiting. Why now!"

Nickolai laughed. “"How could you know it was
me ™ Had he truly known? Or had Nickolai simply
taken pity on the poor necromancer, given what he
was about to ask the Giovanni to do? “If only you'd
seen through things so well a couple of years ago,
Benito." If only I didn't have to do what I'm about 1o,
Nickolai smiled wickedly to himself, trying hard o
erase the tone of malicious glee that edged his voice.
Ch, the hell with it. I'm going to enjoy this.

“You used subtlety then,” Benito replied, almost
o quickly. “Now without shame you reveal your
bullying nature.”

it alouannl

A puzzled look came over Nickolai’s face.
Subtlety? Such was the Kindred’s stock in rrade!
Subtlety played as much a role now as ever. Didn't
this bullheaded fool realize that Nickolai had cracked
‘the Giovanni code? That he knew the isolated, se-
‘cure-network PCS area prefix that the Giovanni were

~ using for their mobile phones! Don Giovanni, you are

plerying a foolish game, one that you cannot win. Surely

~ Benito realized that the endless nights grew long and
that a fellow Kindred must take his mirth where he

could find it. Eternity weighs heavily on the souls of

 the damned, or so some elder or another had told

Nickolai during his brutal Tremere's apprenticeship.
Only the worthy choose to do something with their
time other than squander it, and isn't laughter the
‘greatest medicine?

Enough.

“Miss Ash and her party—you will be unable to
‘attend. [ need you. Cancel your plans. Do what you
Bave been told.™ Terse, but efféctive. Nickolsi hung

- up the phone without waiting for Benito's reply. And

now, on to greater things. | have a plane to catch.




—_—

Sunday, 27 June 1999, 9:57 PM
Roma Classico Import/Export
Brooklyn, New York

Frankie Gee said Las Vegas, so Vegas it was. His
exact words were, “Talk ro Milo and find Benito.”
Chas Giovanni Tello thought it would be easy,

Chas talked to Annie, the girl who handled the
travel armngements, and she wok care of it

“You'te a pretty girl, Annie; but a bit wrong in
the head to be hanging around hardcases like Frankie
fucking Gee. A lot of you kids today, you like ro mix
with bad elements. You think it makes you rough. It
doesn't make vou tough, Annie. [t just wears you out
early.” Chas lit a German cigarette—Shepherd’s
Hotel—and blew a puff of smoke over Annie's head.

“Fuck you, Chas. | can take care of myself. Your
badass gangster-act doesn't fool anybady, by the way.
I bet David could drop you like a bad habit, you and
your suit and case.” David was Annie’s buyfriend.
Chas, head tilted up to finish exhaling smoke, looked
down at Annie through slitted eyes.

“Daavid's a punk-ass piece of shit, Annie. He looks
like a fucking broom, what with those skinny shirts
and giant pants he wears. You little boys and girls—
your fads don't mean shit, One night—one day, you'll
finally grow up and realize that you wasred all your
energy and vouth on being dumbfucks. If you don't
have a suit and case by the time you're thirty, you got
no fucking sense.” Chas tapped his temgple for effect.
*l was young like you once. [ thought | knew every-
thing; | had that ignorant invincibility that being
young gives you. And you know what? | grew up. I'm
not 50 much older than you, Annie,” Chas said, smirk-

I oiousirml

ing inwardly. Well, maybe he didn't look that much
older than Annie. “This mind still remembers shit
like foolish youth."

“Fucking-A, Chas, you want these tickets or not!
I can't fucking call the travel agent with you here
yelling ar me. Now shut the fuck up, so | can get this
done.”” Annie looked up at Chas with an expression
of boredom, chewing her gum with her mouth open.

(Chas wasn't interested in backtalk from this lirtle
bitch, though. “Annie, maybe you forgot. Mayhe
you're a lintle confused, here. I'm your fucking boss,
as far as you're concermned. Yeah, yeah, you work for
Frankie Gee, but so do 1, and I pull a little more weight
than wharever cunt in a tight skirt answers the ad
this month. You talk to me like thar again, and I'll
fucking slap the smart right out of your goddamn
mouth.”

Annie, for all the precy she could muster, was
just another dumb kid, Chus wondered how long it
would be before something accidentally happened to
her—something like Frankie or himself.

“And make sure the flight lands at least three
hours before sunrise, Annie.”

Annie popped her gum, rolled her eyes and
waved Chas away.

“Girlie, you don't know who you're tucking with.
Gimme the goddamn phone: Gimme the phone,
Annie,” Chas grabbed the receiver and punched a
number into the telephone.

“lerry! Chas. | need a favor. You know Annie
down here at the office! Red-haired girl 7" Chas stared
at Annie, who crossed her arms and curled her lip at
him. “Yeah, you remember her boyfriend! Guy we
sent down to Sallie's to pick up that thing? Yeah, him.

pustirg ackil 13




Find him. Find him; cut off bath his pinkies. Send
'em to the office here, attention Annie. Put the fin-
gers in some kinda jewelry box, Annie needs to know
I'm not fucking around over here. Thanks." He
dropped the phone in Annie's lap:

'Now pget my tickets, Annie." He stubbed our
the cigarerte on her desk and flicked the burt in the
trash

Later that evening, the tckets arrived. "Who the
fuck delivers rickers ar riight 7 Chas asked no'one in
particular. “Ah; fuck it. Who cares?

Frankie, Victor and Chas shared a nip of vitae
und nniserre while Frankie made sure they knew what
they were supposed to do. Victor, a ghnu| in Chas's
service, wis to meet the Rothstein contact in Las
Vegas and apply whatever pressure wis necessary to
locate one Benito Gidvannd, missing for five nights
going on six, If Milo Rothstein proved roo difficulr,
[-lli:l"' “FH“IL] ]L‘L'l-tl EXh }“l'ﬂ. . “: I'il: "ll'l”. '“n'l.“lltil'l""
crack, Milo would take the big nap. No guns, no on-
lookers, no police

Las Vegas was a crab-ridden croteh of the
undead—vampires from the Camarilla laid some kind
ot bullshit claim to the city; Anarch punks from Cali-
fornia svwed their oats there: the Glovanni had as
many operatives along the strip as they had in all of
Boston; and the Followers of Set maintained some
freakish temiple beneath the sands of the valley desert.

Vegas. Bright lights, big city. A population large
encugh to host maybe o dozen vampires reasonably,
but the very nature of the town drew thirty times

that number Benedic, prince of the city, didn't mind,

24} Glouanrd

so long as those transient vampires acted in accor-
dance with the traditions. Not that he was any
staunch supparter of the Camarilla, but rather, he
understood the purpose behind all those old and
seemingly arbitrary laws.

Las Vegas claimed perhaps a score or so "perma-
nent" Kindred who made their havens there. The
Giovanni were a constant thorn in Benedic's side,
however, for a faction numbering so few. The local
branch of the family, the Rothsteins, had claimed a
stake in the city ever since Bugsy Siegel had gotten
the idea in his head to build a gambling paradise in
the middle of the desert. Now, Benedic was no
slouch—he had his vast array of conacts keep him
constantly apprised of Vegas's winds of change—bur
he couldn't seem to get ahead of the Giovanni: To
his credit, he kept the “race” fairly even. Indeed, many
of the Las Vegas Kindred suspected thar, if Benedic
didn't have o worry about the minor, pressing de-
tails of princedom, he would have edged the
Rothsteins out years ago.

It was only this skerchy knowledge that Chas
Tello ook with him to Las Vegas during his trip to
“find Milo and Benito." Frankie Gee had requested
that Chas do everything by the book—present him-
self to the prince upon arrival, state plainly what
he planned on doing there, do it, and fly back
home. "With any luck.” Frankie Gee maintained,
“those Rothstein fucks will never know you're
there, except Milo. Unless you have to ralk to
them, don't. Let Vicror do all the work. This isn’t
any of their business.”

“Gotcha, Frankie. And if things get ugly ™ Chas
asked.

Justin achii 21



“Don’t let them get ugly. Ger the fuck out of the
way. Don't let them roll over you, but don't take any-
body out of the picture unless it needs to happen.
Milo, I don't give a damn about—if Milo gets hurt,
nobody's going o ke upset Bue don't EO there think-
ing you're going ro deal with Milo, You're just the
msurange."

"You're the boss, Frankie.”

Chas knew that Frankie had peaple above even
him. He wasn't quite sure how the hierarchy worked
out-—apparently the "family affair” the Giovanni had
going on went outside the old limits of organized
crime. More than once, Chas fele like a very small
fish in a very big pond. After all, if vampires—which
was tough enough 1o wrap his mind around, even if
he was one—aolder than Frankie ]lu“t‘d his strings,
how far back did the ranks go! He'd spoken before
with Glovanni who weren't part of the American cosa
nastra, but he didn't know who they worked for or
what they did

Chas's cousin Robert had wold him thar once you
got past the Mafin part of the family, the rules be-
came very different. In fact, most of the
family—which wasn't Mob-connected—looked
down upon the “goombas” who were happy to “waste”
their unlives playing gangster. Those old ranks of the
fumily had their own interests and hobbies, for which
the Mab branch seemed only to genemite income. It
worked like the old system always had, with the
Giovanni bigshots taking their pizzu from the guys
who ran the rackets themselves in exchange for pro-
tection. But Robert had told Chas thar the whole
thing was more like an investment company, and that
“this thing of ours” was only one entry in some old

2z clauarnni
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guinea's ledger somewhere. Neither Chas nor Robert
even knew how the Giovannl had become involved
with the Mafia, given that the family had its ances-
tril estate up north in Venice while the wiseguys were
still centralized in Sicily.

But such problems weren't part of Chas's list of
current situations to solve. Do the Benito thing and
keep the money rolling in. Easy as pie.

Delea Flight 2065 to Adlanta became Flighe 893
to Las Vegas, which arrived a few ticks before mid-
night: Chas and Victor traveled lightly, intending o
stay only two nights, three at the mose. Milo
Rothstein expected them on the evening of Tuesday,
the 29th.

They killed time with plane malk. Hunched over,
Chas whispered to the ghoul.

“Frankie Ges makes me fuckine cringe, Victor.
Me—and I've done it all. You see, the thing about
Frankie is that he doesn't just do shit, he makes ev-
erything he does an exclamarion point. You fuck over
Frankie, and he doesn't just hurt you, he hurts you
had in front of your family or your boys.

“This one time, back when | was just a ghoul
sucking blood off the Giovanni family tit, Frankie
had me bring in this kid who borrowed money and
skipped a few points on the vig when he made his
last payment. Just a fucking kid, this guy was, and
something like six hundred dollars shy. Fuck it—
chump change, right?

“Not to Frankie Gee. He sits the kid down and |
duct tape the dumb son of a bitch to the chair. Frankie
starts talking, and the kid goes ghost whire if you
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know what ['m saying here. Ghost fucking white. |
figure he’s seen too many gangster movies, and he
thinks Frankie's gonna go Pulp Fiction an him: Me,
'm thinking Frankie's gonna slap him around, take
whatever money the kid has in his waller, mayhe
break a thumb or two and rum the kid lovse. It's kinda
funny o me, Victor. I'm loughing at how scared this
kid is because | know the shit going on in his mind is
way the fuck worse than anything Frankie’s ponna
do. It works well like that, from where 1 stand. You
scare the fuck out of the guy who stiffed you and you
let him go—he thinks he's just had the luckiest break
i the world and he never fucks with you again.

“Frankie, | guess, doesn't see things the same way,

* “Wharttaya think I'm gonna do to you, boy?
Frankie says to this kid. ‘You think I'm gonna break
your knees! I'm gonnashoot you in the face ” Frankie’s
all smiling, and I'm laughing a lictle louder, because
he’s really sweating this kid. *You owe me six Bens
and you try to skip out on it? That's not so TESpans
sible of you." The whole place has this weird gasoline
smell abour .

* "Hold his fucking eyes open, Chas,' he tells
me and | do. | have to reach around his head and
kind of pinch them open. | guess he knows the shit’s
about to get rough and he’s trying like all hell to
close them. No good, because I work my finger there
beneath his eyelid and pull back, like whar's that
movie where they make thar criminal kid watch
those Nazi movies!

“Anyway, | got his eyes pulled open, right? And
we're in this warehouse, Frankie has this van pull in;
somebody in the back opens the door and pushes out
this girl. She's in pretty good shape—they haven't

" Glouannd

heat her or anything, but she's tied up in phone cord
or that string you pull your blinds up with, you know!
Frankie picks her up and holds her in front of the
kid. It's his girlfriend or his sister—I don't know.
Frankie Gee takes out this survival knife or Bowie
knife or whatever and starts waving it around, like
he's about to really put the hurt on the girl.

“Now, see, here's where it gets really fucked up.
Me. | would have stopped by now. The kid's already
shirting bricks just to have been caught up in the
whole thing. Then we catch him and tie him up—
he's teady to pay whatever he's gor and sell his ass
into slavery for the rest. Then his girl shows up—
maximum density, you know! His mind’s going 3
million miles an hour wondering how—not if; but
how—Frankie’s going to kill him and the girl. 1 would
have collected right there and let the kid think a
miracle saved his life. But Frankie was pissed at be-
ing screwed over. He wanted o ger this kid but good.
Make a statement, you know?”

used.

“C\l;ﬁxﬁ Frankie knife-fucked that girl. Srabbed
her thirteen times in the pussy. The first time, her
eyes bugged almost right out of her fucking head. But
thar didn't do it—he got her a dozen more times.

“The kid's totally out of his mind when this com-
mences to go down. He’s jerking in his chair and
crying and his cheeks are all poking out from b!:."l'lltﬂd’l
the duct tape. He tips himself over—!| couldn't even
watch the shit and | had to let go. 1 only knew about
the thirteen times because 1 fucking heard that knife
make that sick stabbing sound.

“Then, as soon as he's done stabbing, Frankie's
through with the whole situation. He cuts the kid
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loose using the same knife, and me and him get in
the van and the mook ar the wheel drives us away.
Didn't even mess with the kid—he pur the whale
n-mght of the situation rlgiﬂ between thar glrl s l&:gﬁ-

“I'm nor rrying to fuck you up, Vicror. I'm just
wanting to let you know how this works, What you're
gerting intos | don't mean to get all weepy or senti-
mental or any of that bullshir, but I'm telling you the
God's honest truth when | say that a part of you dies
when you get involved in this.

“Fuck; just yesterday; | had Annie's boyfriend's
fingers cut off because she talked back to me, How
fucked up is that? Now, | wish [ wouldn't have done
it, Victor. | can feel something inside that likes thar
sort of fucked-up shit, like I'm making it happy when
Ldo it

“1 know youi're not one of us yet, Victor, but that
may come up after we come back from Vegas. You
need to think long and hard about this shit. The world
doesa't need any more of this, bur Frankie mighe try
to purt it on your shoulders. Just remember that you
won't be able 1o stay who you are. You'll be some-
thing else altogether, and the only hope you'll have
is to hang on to the memory of whar you were before.
And that's a hard fucking thing to do.

"1 know, [ know. I'm ralking in circles here. I'm
being—what is itl—cryptic. Bur we gor secrets we
have to keep. Just remember that you don't want to
know those secrets, no matter how good a deal it
sounds like. | promise you."

Victor swallowed, not wanting to speak. Chas
waved down a flight attendant and ordered a whis-
key and water for him.

6 Glowvanmnl
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Tuesday, 22 June 1999, 11:43 PM
The Mausoleum loggia
Venice, Italy

Isabel peered down the vertiginous airwell, from
which no cooling gust or stale exhalation issued. This
house, the loggin, the ancestral home of vampires of
Clan Giovanni, had stood for a literal millennium.
Ower the intervening centuries the house had
grown—burrowed, rather, twisting in upon itself and
crawling beneath its old basements and sub-base-
ments in a gruesome parody of the Glovanni lamily’s
own genealogical tree. By the time Isabel stoad at
the wp of the stair that descended into the bowels of
the house, the family had added no fewer than thirty
floors, and indeed, far more of the manse rested be-
iow ground than abave.

The excavations had been made to sccommao-
date nor only the swelling ranks of active clan
members (from a mere handful at their inception
during the—Renaissance!), but also the corpses, ashes
and other legacies of Giovanni both dead and undead
who deserved no harbor other than 8 memorial en-
shrinement. Failed Giovanni Kindred and fallen
scions of the clan alike occupied their final resting
place beneath the Mausaleum, which had a complex
code of categortzation understandable only by the
keepers of the crypt. The ashes of Catherine
Giovannl, who had masterminded the family'’s im-
mensely profitable role during the Babylonian
Caprivity and the following schism of Roman popes
and Avignonese popes of the fourteenth cenrury, oc-
cupied an um in an alcove next 1o the preserved




rongue and genitals of Marco Gracchus Giovanni,
who had deserred his critical alliance with the Desert
Fox and fled the sands of northern Africa. Only the
keepers understood the placement of the remains, but
almost all Giovanni understood the circumstances
of their fallen forebears. Ancestor worship (and, as
often, revilement) played a very impormane role in
the nightly affairs of the clan's members. Even ghouls
and mortals of the Giovanni, who might very well
be ignorant as o the blood-sucking nature of the
tamily'’s darkest secret, knew at least some small de-
gree of the Giovanni'’s history. From their humble
beginnings as harbingers of Western Europe’s emerg-
ing post-medieval middle class through the affluence
brought about by Crusade war profiteering, from their
renuous relations with the Roman and Spanish In-
quisitions to the glory of the Age of Exploration, the
Uiiovanni family claimed a broad and grandiose his-
wory, of which little was wasted on its young.

That very history concerned Isabel Giovanni
on this very night. Since their rise to prominence,
the Giovanni had been haunted, oftentimes liter-
ally, by the ghosts of its past. For with the Giovanni's
prominence had come depravity, the most obvious
symptom of which was their study of the Black Art,
nigromancy. As the story went, as the Giovanni
amassed more and more wealth, thelr rastes became
more and more jaded. On the road to their debauch-
ery, the Giovanni took pleasure in acts scomed by
society at large. Giovanni annals were rife with lita-
nies of sodomites, pederasts, incest enthusiasts,
coprophiles, corpse-fuckers, snuffers; slave masters,
kidnappers, and practitioners of veritably every
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ather deviance on the list. These pmcrices had car-
ried on into the modern nights, so great was the
Giovianni wealth and so ingrained was their ennui
that could be challenged only by flouting grave so-
cial mores. Isabel herself had, in life, borne her
brather’s child, pleasured her father and her aunts
and uncles, smoked Oriental opium with the gigo-
less of Milan befare fucking them to exhaustion, and
severad the tendons of those among Garibaldi's Red
Shirts who earned her displeasure. And the family
annals didn’t record every deed perperrated in the
name of Giovanni debasement or ambition—Isabel’s
daughter's death was not truly the resulc of chronic
colic, and anyone inspecting that tiniest of whire
caffins would find only the bones of a sheep. But
even these pberrant tastes could quell the insatiable
lust of the Giovanni for so long before nigromancy
took a firm root. As the family tree grew ever more
upon itself, so too did the family's mastery of Dead
Magic grow. What had started with the summoning
of simple shades had become @ cottage industry and
then blossomed into a full-fledged aptitude.

Clan Giovanni had no gualms with this. Its rude
Epicurean tastes accommodated such things as the
handling of entrails and intercourse with corpses.
Indeed, nigromancy even had a purpose beyond simple
indulgence—by provoking the ghosts of the dead, the
Giovanni could master them. Their invisible tormen-
tors-turned-servants proved the ultimate boon in
their rransactions. Whether gleaning secrets from
supposedly secure back offices or plaguing their con-
tacts with nightmares and mare physical haunts, the
dead spirits offered a myriad of possibilities to the
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Giovanni thor those with whom they did business
{or conducred other affains) could not harvest. When
one trafficked with Giovanni, like as nor, one also
Thiﬁlﬁkt‘d “"".I'I a hﬁ}" i?i’ hl.ﬁ- LINseen H“]Eﬁ.

But those unseen allies had become capricious
of late, which upser the prominent members of the
clan. And rightly so! Their previously reliable and
ubiquitous aces-in-the-hole had suddenly become
peevish ar, more frequently, simply gone missing. It
was as if a convocation of ghosts had been
convened...elsewhere. While once the Giovanni
could have easily called upon a host of wraithly spir-
its, their powers had suftered some sorn of unexplamed
limitation that now allowed them to call upon anly
one at a time, if that. Thanatologists among the clan
speculated that an enomous upheaval was taking
place in the Underworld, the chthonic spirit-world
of the dead. Others postulated that in the frenzied
final nights, as the Gehenna foretold by other, older
tamilies of Kindred approached, the Giovanni an-
cestors had umed against them. Still others surmised,
somewhart fancifully, that magic was -.‘h_u_ngmg orerod-
ing completely, and that the old ways had simply
become wo dated or ineffectual in the modemn world:
In a faithless ape, mysticism lost ity potency,

Whatever the case, Isabel Giovanni numbered
herself among the Kindred concerned with the sud-
den impotence of necromantic power. In less than a
maonth, she was supposed 1o serve as liaison between
the Boston branch of the Giovanni empire and a few
important representatives of the Camarilla, a
vampiric organization from which the Giovanni cor-
dially abstained. It simply wouldn't do to go without
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her resources. And so, in search of answers to this
particular mystery, Isabel had come to the one place
where she knew she could count on the dead magic
working. Ever since the mausoleumn had been built—
ever since its first crypt had been scraped from the
silty rock of the ground beneath sodden Venice—
the spirits of the family had watched over the family,
and later, the clan. And so iv was thar lsabel Giovanni
descended a score or more flights of stairs, to pros-
trate herself before the bones of her grandmother
Giulia. Giulia had never been Kindred herself, which
wiie why her bones still existed, but she had been "sen-
sitive” to the spirit world.

DOn her knees, dressed in a light wool robe anid
bent before the alcove in which Giulia- Giovanni
Abruzzina's remains rested, lsabel whispered her
grandmother’s name.

And again.

And once again.

Had the damnable, secret affairs of the wraiths
riot taken precedence, Giulia would have come. As
itwas, however, something more pressing must surely
be occupying her. Isabel needed her insight, though,
and she had no choice.

When the spirits failed to heed a necromancer’s
call, the only alternative was to foree them to mani-
fest. The sirest way to do so was to anget the ghost,
who could later be placated and dealt with construc-
tively. lsabel had some reservations, but as always in
the mind of the Giovanni, the end justified the
means,

Isabel gathered Giulia’s bones from the niche
and made a pile of them on the floor. Torches in
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the sepulchre flickered, leaving momentary teails of
black smoke. Atop the pile, Isabel placed the lower
mandible of the skull. Walking thrice counterclock-
wise around the pile, she made the sign of the cross
with ber lefr hand and whispered Giulin’s name three
[Imes again

Srill noching.

Growing frustrated, Isabel knocked over the pile
of bones, garhered them once again and pliced them
in an incorrect alcove. Turning her back on the
niche, she opened the folds of her rabe to expose
herself, adding, hopefully, an appropriately lewd
touch that would artract the wraith’s attention with
its valgarity

It worked.

A cold breeze wafted strongly into the room,
extinguishing a torch and coalescing the smoke into
a long, thin face with drooping eyes, "Slarternly
child!™ the face’s mouth cried, with a voice that
sounded as If it came from the bottom of a chasm. “1
have ignored your eall with reason! How dare you
assume that your selfish wants take precedence over
my cold purpose™

“l am sorry, Grandmother, but vour wisdom is
incomparable.” Isabel knew that flactery never hurt
when dealing with the impatient souls of the de-
parted. Only by inflated estimacions of their worth
could ghosts be calmed, as many still had profound
attachment to the physical world in some form or
another. Still, one could never be too careful around
the Restless Dead—they had no qualms about giving
one’s secrets to another in exchange for their favor.

L alouonnt

“What is ir, then? Speak your mind!" Clearly,
something was pressing on the other side of the veil
between the worlds of the living and the dead.

“It is this urgency, Gmndmother, that concerns
me, What is it that transpires in your Underworld™

“Ah, so those who walk the lands of the living
have noticed...." Giulia began, but trailed off appre-
hensively,

“Yes, Grandmother, we have.” Isabel left the
comment to hang in the air, hopefully prodding the
wraith to further insight. But none seemed forthcom-
ing. “"Does something beneath the shroud of death
compel you!™ she venrured again.

"Powerful forces shake thé realm of death,” Giulia
whispered, her manner becoming furtive. ¥l cannot
say any more, because the truth evades me, But | can
say this: Our armies move each night. The tides of
blackness whirl and eddy in o manner | have never
seen betore. Lightming strikes and thunderheads make
too much noise. Great change is on its way."

*Grandmother, help me. You're not making any
sense,” Isabel pleaded.

At once, Giulia became angry again, losing the
fearful cast her smoky features had taken. | have
spoken what | can, my ill-mannered descendant.
Cover yourself! The dead have no duty o rell you of
our private affairs: | will warn you though, contempr-
ible whore, that an old evil has found a new body.
Even if the war beneach the living doesn’t plague you
with its aftermarh; those who wait beyond the grave
will. Augustus has dammed his brood tn more ways
than one: Your unwholesome traffic with those of us
whose life has left is but the first of your blights. The
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knife of treachery is hot, especially o cold, undead
hearts...."

“Crone, you're speaking in riddles!” lsabel de-
cided to shift her tactice. Giulia was either under the
influence of the darker half of her conscivusness, or
she was deliberarely trying to occlude the issue. Isabel
knew that the ties that bound wmaiths to the living
world, the objects that ferrered them and prevented
them frim going on to their true rest after death, held
great import. Giulins bones were all that remained
of her grandmother, and the only tie she knew that
bound her to the living world. The Giovanni bload
that sat lifeless in her veins held a grear porential for
depravity, and Isabel hoped that her own capacicy
for violaring maboo exceeded that of her grandmother’s
ghost. “You leave me no chojce.”

Isabel pulled the bones rudely from thie niche in
the wall; they clattered like the keys of 3 macabre
xylophone. She shed her robe and opened one of the
veins in her arm, spraying cold, dead blood over the
bones and her nakedness.

“Prurient slut!™ shricked the spirit, at which
[subel grimaced lewdly. Slowly, lasciviously, she
dropped to her knees, sprawling on all fours over the
scatrered pile as a mormal woman would 5 lover.

“Just speak frankly with me, Grandmother, and
Pllstop.” Isabel ran her fingers over individual bones,
mocking the caress with which the living fondled
each other during acts of passion. Each gesture was
an impurity, hands stroking the phallic skeletal re-
mains, blood soiling them. With every lustful pass
aver her lifeless body, Isabel enraged her long-dead
gmnadmother by defiling the ivory pieces of her legacy.
She licked them, msting her own vitae; she prodded
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herself with them, passing them over the gash in her
arm, her breasts, her barren and hairless sex. She fa-
vored some in her blasphemous acts and cast others
aside, spurned and impotent tools that gave her no
pledasure, Bur bencath such hellish, wanton acts,
lsabel’s mind remained her own. Even the most car-
nal of acts could not satisfy her Kindred's lust for
blood. Mortal sex—mno matter how insidicusly paro-
died—provided her no orgasmic joy. These vulgarities
served only to demonstrate superiority over the
wraith. For every memory of the debased mortal ec-
stasy this would have caused her were she alive,
Giulin's ghast felt a spasmodic shudder, as the rem-
nants of her earthly body served merely as a vehicle
for the concupiscence of another. The ghost's remain-
ing vengeful resolve withered as her grandchild, the
fruit of her once-living mortal loins, pressed the pel-
vit: bone 1o her own pubis, mimicking the advances
of a lover atop his naked paramour.

“Enough, wanton! I'll tell you what you want 1o
know. End this display.”

Isabel braced herself for the pang of guile she
knew should come after such a horrendous act. To
caper s0 whorishly with the corpse of the woman
who helped bring you into the world! To make such
rude and camal gestures with the pieces of corpses!
Unthinkable!

And yet; the rush never came: She had ensured
the wraith’s compliance—seized what she wanted—
and felt no remorse. In nights past; she would have
brooded seemingly without end, but not this time.
The time she had simply-—taken. And that was it
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“The spirits of the dead wage war, Granddaugh-
ter,” Giulin spoke while lsabel pulled herself into a
standing position and covered herself with the robe.
“The struggle berween factions is not a monopoly the
Kindred hold. A storm brews in the dead realms that
threatens not only o overwhelm this world, burt w
poison the one in which you exist as well. Several of
your kind have tken up residence here—censtructed
o stong ity they sacrilegiously name after one of the
cities of God's first. They are unwelcome in this world,
as much as | would be in yours. The time has come, it
would seem, when the lords of this dead kingdom
would have them removed, driven from the Under-
world. But those lords are too shonsighted o know
the effect this would have. The storm—it will come
now, for tempers have flared unchecked for too long,
It will claim us. And it will cross the veil. Your world
will know the vengeance of thar which is greaver than
men or any who walk among him. God will judge
many betore the night of His wrath is felr wholly,
May He have mercy upon unworthies like yourself.
And until then, we must prepare.”

3 ¥
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Tuesday, 29 June 1999, 3:14 AM
Caesar's Palace
Las Vegas, Nevada

The plane had arrived without a hiteh, deliver-
ing Chas and Victor safely to McCarran Internarional
Ajrport, and from there to the hotel via a quick cab
ride.

“] hate this city,” Chas said idly, in the back of
the cab.

Why " asked Victor,

“You'll see.”

Check-in had likewise gone smoothiy. Chas had
decided to try his luck in the casino, maybe eaming
a few bucks and seeing if any disastrous turn of chance
portended ill omens for him,

If the cards and dice were any indication, this
trip would be & good one, Chas decided. He had won
six hundred dollars at blackjack, half of which he
tipped the dealer, and two hundred ar craps, half of
which he tipped the croupier.

“1 just do it for fun,” he explained, gracefully
deferring their questioning gazes.

It wasn't like he really needed the money, after
all. Plus, it'd be a good cover story if something big
happened while they were in town and they made a
few dollars on that—he could say he'd won big, and
heavy tips would corroborate that.

It was still next-to-last shift at the table, and the
drinks (surreptitiously switched with those of neigh-
boring gamblers—they warched their cards and chips
but never their cocktails) still flowed freely. Pretty
soon, however, the Bad Time would come, after all
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the sport gamblers had gone to bed and the desper-
ate gamblers crept like cockroaches into the casino.
Pale, pasty-faced insurance salesmen and middle man-
ugers trom lowa, their wives dropping coing into video
slot machines while they themselves tried vainly to
win back next month’s mortgage payment on a lucky
deal or throw of the dice.

Easy pickings for the casino, and easier pickings
for vampires like Chas.

Not that he had to worry about feeding. The city
was full of similar desperation; it was an undercur-
rent that mn through the whole town, touching the
oll barons and the rogue drifters alike. At oné mo-
ment, any of them cotild be Lady Luck's favorite suitor
and ar the next, they could be penniless and drunk
on the curb out front. The only thing that separated
them as individuals was where they stood on the spec-
trum of destiny

Fuck. A seven. Crapped our. Chas left a twenty
tor the croupier and left the table. It was getting late
anyway. Where was Victor!

Chas rode the elevaror back o their hotel room,
running his hand through his hair and looking at him-
self in the mirror on the wall. He sniffed, which
startled an old woman in the elevaror to conscious-
ness. She exited on the nineteenth floor.

Lady, Chas thought to himself, You just rode an
elevator with the devil and you never knew the differ-
ence. You're lucky to be alive. He smirked, a
self-deprecaring lietle rwist of the mouth vet some-
what sincere, and leaned back against the rail.

Floor owenty-six

He slid the electronic key through the lock and
heard the tumbler whir, then opened the door.

iH

Glosarnnil

Vietar shot up, naked, from the bed, his cock
limp and his eyes and nose rimmed with red. Burst
hlood vessels. Beneath him, a girl of maybe seven-
teen bent on her hands and knees, rough white lines
on her ass and a fine cloud of white powder that
sectled slowly onto her thighs and the bed. Beneath
her lay another girl, this one on her back, I‘lnt-.uhrs-ml
and with pupils so big Chas could see them from the
doorway. _
“Shit, Chas, | thought you wouldn’t be back for
another couple of fucking hours.” :
“Victar, you stupid piece of shit. What the fuck
did you bring these hookers in here for?™ ‘
“Hey, mister, we're not hookers, we're escorts,”
said the one on top, standing semi-erect now, though
on her knees and still straddling her partner.
“Bitch, shut the fuck up or I'll pur out your
fucking eyes and skullfuck you. All right, ladies,
party’s over. Ger dressed. Come on, get dressed. Pack
up. Time to go."

Chas was clapping his hands and barking at the
girls, prodding them into movement. They responded
sluggishly, but were ohviously wound up, as the coke
or crank or whatever played havoc with them and
they acred impishly w see what would happen.

“I'm fucking serious here. Victor, put your
fucking clothes on: Cover that thing, would you! Jesus
Chrise.”

“What's the fucking problem, Chas? | mean come
an, we're in Vegas; this shit's legal." Victor led the
top girl back to the bed, bending her over, rubbing
white powder from her ass into his gums wi_th one
hand and working his dick to some degree of atten-
tion with the other, readying himself to take the girl
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from behind. The skinny, flat-chested one—bortle
blonde, for the record—giggled and leered at Chas,
dry-humping her friend's leg.

“Yeah, come on, Chaaaas...” She drew out his
name, making an impossible three-syllable word out
of it. “You're in Vegas.”

“Shut the fuck up; slut: I've been coming o Ve-
gas since you were a twinkle in your daddy’s eye.” He
looked her over, noticing rrack marks on her anms as
shie squirmed beneath the other whore,

“Come on, baby. You like it rough?™ She smiled,
crawling out from beneath the other girl and step-
pine toward him. Yellow teeth. Cigarerres ind heroin,
Bad news. Not this one, Chas found himself thinking.

What! You're not sertows, he said silently ro him-
self, Still, he couldn’t deny the muth—must have
overlooked it in his anger. He could feel the girls'
blood calling to him, hear the pulse of it through their
veins. He looked out the window: desert lightning
behind the neon ar ud hﬂl.lu_uj_:i_'t'l

Chas shook himself. *You don’t know how rough,
gitl. Now pack up and take your sister with you and
get the fuck back to the street comer.”

"Victor," the skinny girl crowed, *1 think your
triend's a fag, Is that so, big meany™ She leaned in,
mking a rede handhul of Chas's erotehn Do vou like
boys? I'm kind of shaped like a boy...I've even got o

fildea in my bag that | could vze to—"

Chas batted her away, this time fighting with the
urge that could only end in trouble. Victar wasn't
even paying attention—couldn't be rrusted ro defuse
the situation. He was working his hips back and forth
behind the girl on the bed, who looked at Chas las-
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civiously, her mouth open, pupils and inses half-
circles obstructed by her eyelids. Chas smelled the
musky odor of sex, which mingled with the sharp tang
of what he now figured was cocaine.

Enough. He felr the red rush nising-

His throat constricted; he had o force out words,
“Victor, did these whores have a pimp!™

Victor was still stabbing away with his groin at
the other gitl's upended ass. “Fuck.” He grunted.
"Wt Fucking whae!™

*A pimp, you no-account mothertucker. Did you
buy these whores from & pimp!?" Pressure
rsing.. - losing sight..

“No.-No. They were...." Grunting. “They were
solo.”

Good. No one to care ahour finding them in
pieces.

"] told you, Mister Chanas,” the skinny one piped
up, “we're escorts, not who—"

Chas snapped. He tore the phone off the
nightstand, grabbing the receiver and base in one big
hand. The cord to the wall went taur and pulled free
in a shower of drywall dust. Chas brought the whole
aseembly down on top of the skinny girl's head. Again.
Three times. By the fourth, her head had given in
like a ripe melon, blood running from her sharrered
skull, spraying the carpets, tainting the wall, misting
the other girl’s swinging breasts as her lusty look im-
mediately became one of horror,

Even Victor stopped his fervent rutting, eyes
going white and mouth slack. He pulled out of the
girl, a trail of lubricant following him briefly, “Fuck,
Chas what are you—"
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Chas whirled around, britiging the phone high
as it he meant to stave in Victor’s head, too. His eyes
were wild, his face contorred; his mouth a =narl of
vicious fangs. “Fuck off, Victor." He dropped the
phone as the ghoul feebly brought up his arms to ward
off an aetack that never came.

In a flash, Chas had the other pirl by her neck,
litring her from the floor to viciously impact her head
against the ceiling. Out like a light she went.

Chas tore into her throat, just above where her
neck met her clavicle, Skin parted and blood flowed
from the wound, spilling down her naked body in
torrents, washing away little rivers of the white pow-
der thart still dusted her hips and haunch. He drank
deeply, in huge gulps thar he knew would have re-
duced her to screaming fits were she still conscious.
The raste overwhelmed him, its salty bite and rich
consistency, almost like o metallic burgundy...

.And then he stopped. Too much would kil
her, and she was already going to be a problem. He
licked the messy wound carelessly, and it closed. Then
he dropped her to the floor like a sack of parbage.

Victor cowered, naked and shaking in the cor-
ner. His face was pale and his mouth still shick in
shock. But there was no anger. No regret either,
really. Just undiluted dishelief.

Meanwhile, Chas roweled off the blood that
stained him. Then he changed his suir and adjusted
his warch, glancing briefly at its face.

*Clean this up, Victor,” Chas said as evenly as
peossible. “Then meet me in the casino. You have
forry minutes."
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Tuesday, 29 June 1999, 5:22 AM
Caesar’s Palace
Las Vegas, Nevada

Chas was upset in the lobby lounge. He was al-
maost one of the cockroach people, he could tell.
Freaked out in Vegas, went a little beyond the bound-
ary, and now had to worry about how to fix it. Even
though Victor got fucked into doing the dirty work,
it was still his operation. One dead, maybe two—
dammit! Why? He didn't even need the blood! Just a
bad situation and he lost control, wasn't it? He briefly
tried to console himself by entermining the thought
that they deserved to die. They probably would have
mickeyed Victor and left him in a tub full of ice, duct
mpe an his back and a bloody hole where his kidney
ised to be. Or they would have stolen the luggage
and money and everything else in the room, and then
bought chiva with the profits.

But Chas knew he was grasping at straws. He
knew he'd fucked up and this was just one more step
on-the way to hell, into the devil's carriage house.
His head fell into his hands. Christ, he even looked
like one of the cockroach people.

Through his fingers, past the bar, he saw Vicror
walk into the room. Down the dais, toward him Vic-
tor came, with the coke fiend's look of paranoia held
in check only by rhe knowledge that if he flaked,
[hing.s would become even more nightmarish than
they already were. He looked tired, the bags under
his eyes red with drugs and fatigue.

“Everything done " Chas snarled, looking out of
the comer of his eye.
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“Yeah. It's dome. Room's clean.” Sniff. *Phone’s
gone, towels and sheets and all that shit's on its way
10 Long Beach.”

“And the girls™

“l got the one being carried our on a stretcher.
Told the EMT: she's in some kind of amphetamine
freak-out, which a blood test should support. Oh, and
she’s rambling about somebody rearing somebody up,
which | think they'll dismiss as drug dementia."

“You called EMTs? How the fuck did you ger away
from them so gquickly ™

*It's fucking Vegas. I gave them a hundred dol-
lars apiece. They think I'm just some cokehead john

who wants to get away from his scummy whore with
no questions asked.”

“All right. And the other girl™

“Um... If you end up st the steak house here, |
wouldn't order off the menu. At least not till tomor-
row. I'll make a phone call and things should clear
up by the time you get up for the evening,”

Chas forced a sigh and pursed his lips. Thank
fucking God that was over with, Now to just ride it
out and talk to the Rothsteins' crew tomorrow.. ..

“This is fucking why | hate Vegas, Victor."

i Giouannt

Tuesday, 29 June 1999, 5:36 AM

Caesar’s Palace
Las Vegas, Nevada

“Oh, fuck.” Chas gurgled as a torrent of blood
ran hackward, up his throat, and spewed from his nose
and mouth: “Fuck. Victor. Fuck me, Jesus Christ, Vic-

.1 don't feel 0 good.”
i Victor knew—this wasn't how things normally
happened. He didn't know what; though; h@a\ﬂ blood
of something. “Look out! This man is sick. hmnm:l:
ulcer. I'm his arromey and he has a heart problem!
Whatever. Just to get these people the fuck out of
way.

E C:m stumbled, his legs feeling like jelly: His vi-
sion narrowed to a tunnel and everything, everyone
in the nnel seemed 1o be staring at him. He -::ﬂul_d
feel every ridge on his fingerprint, every thread nF his
shirr. He could feel where the blood he had vomited
was thin and where it was viscous and coagulated.
Fragments of the cockroach people's :r,pttch found
their way into his hearing, but he remained utl’f.l\’lf
ous to the larger noise around him. “Fucked up,” the
voices said. “Look out—what a mess.” “Did they mm:
him?"*...Card-counter...” ... Too much to drink. -
%, ..Gangsters!" .. .Someone should do merhing...“
% That man removed...” *...Don't look, Gladys. ..
He fele the tacks that held the soles t his simlﬁ, the
minor gradations where the carpet had been laid over
an irregularity in the floor’s foundation. Another gout
of blood-puke found its way up and everyone looked
at him, A horrified waitress dashed out of his way
and two bouncers looked at him disapprovingly as
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they waved him and—who the fuck was holding his
arm—out of the casino and into the lobby.

Victor. It was fucking Victor. Chas peered, his
eyes narrowing to slies as he focused on Vicror's face.
Victor shoved Chas into an elevator—puke—and two
greasy-haired roach-men in cheap slacks and sport
coats dodged to ger our of the car.

"Jesus, Chas, what the fuck happened to you!”
Every dewmil of Victor’s face stood aut as Chas stared
at it, the pores, the individual minute strands of hair
that would make up his beard once it Erew Out more,
the lines at the side of his mouth and at the COImers
of his eyes. The still-red rims of his nostrils.

“It’s the hooket's fucking crank. Or mescaline.
Thar whore mist have been tripping. Fuck, Victor,
get me to the room before [—" Mare vamit, spraying
across Vietor's shirt and the mirrored wall of the el-
evator car, Chas grabbied Victor by the front of the
shirt—wondered if he could rell the thread count by
feeling the individual fibers, “The fucking room, Vic-
tor. Shir."

“Calm down, Chas." Vicror pushed him back, as
much to keep him from crashing into the walls as to
remain on wp of the situation. *| got everything un-
der contral. Victor's in charge, you hear me? Don't
fight me, because I'll have to hold you back and you'll
probably fucking kill me."

They burst into the hotel room, a few indignant
rays of sunlight already climbing through the crease
where the drapes met. Blood-sweat drenched Chas's
forehead and welled through his shirt where it wasn't
already stained with blood-sick.

“Fucking hell, Victor, are we—" puke “—done

- clowvarnl

“One minute, Chas. One fucking minute. Al-
m\ﬁ kicked open the bathroom door, r:mmg
that the floor was still a bir wet from where he l:lhl;a
o mop it with towels carlier. Oh, well. It would have
o dio. He pushed Chas into the bathroom, casting
'him inelegantly into the tub. Asa u:rr.l:idnai'tatsrth.mlgldt1::?F
he hung the “Do Not Disturb” sign on the outs: 3
the room’s door and pulled shut the ll:’V'I!I-—lCIC?- that
worked like a door chain. Fort fucking Knox, this place
s he grinned: The he pulled shut the barhroom doce,
making sure 1o put the bedspread in front of the crz
h .
mc:;h{;hh:!‘il:}?hpﬁed intoa fitful, twitching uncon-
seionsness, the devil ran through his mind. The devil,
lard of the cockroaches.

Jusiin achilll
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Tuesday, 29 June 1999, 11:56 PM
Caesar’s Palace, Senate Boardroom
Las Vegas, Nevada

Milo Rothstein sat ar one
stained-oak table, flanked by his de facto counsel.
Prince Benedic's Nosferary flunky, Montrose, sat 1o
his left, looking like a skinned and twisted war pris-
oner in designer clothes. One of the lesser Rothstein
Giovanni sac to his right, nervous and ill-informed.
He knew that, in the event thar things got wut of
hand, he was probably going to be thrown 1o the
wolves. He was there only because he had learned
the keen power of scrutinizing the auras of ochers.
He had originally learned his “little trick,” as Milo
called it, to use as an edge while hunting the casinos
and streets. It had proved 16 be an ersatz gift, how-
ever, as it made him a prize commodity in the petry
squabbles between the family and the other vampires
who wanted Las Vegas 1o be their playground only.
At the far end of the table, Victor Sforg tapped
the note pad sitting before him with his pen. Chas
stood behind him, playing to their ruse of mouth.
picce and enforcer.

The Giovanni neonare leaned toward Milo,
whispering, “The one standing up is a vampite. I'm
not sure about the one sitting at the table, He's play-
ing his cards pretty close to his chest. I'm guessing
he's either Kindred or a ghoul.”

Milo nodded. “To what do we owe the honor of
this visit, Mr. Sforz ™

Victor rase, smoothing his tie. “Well, Mr.
Rothstein, it would seem that our employer, Francis

end of the enormous

i Glouwarnm

Y _ 2
Giovanni, has come to learn that an acquaintance
'ﬁilhﬁguﬁﬂm Mr. Giovanni suspects that he
may have taken refuge l-u:c.cu'ﬂ::t',lwhmigi'n: know
i ‘::m he has gone...to. Gone, | mean. =
" Milo smiled and looked past his steep ﬁfﬁnﬂ
into his lap. “And why would your employer's
Im "Hu:am ﬂﬁ:ﬁ’: Giovanni knows that you have had
dealings with him in the past.” ;
L "Ha::: 1" Milo raised his eyebrows. Suf::
guarded speech! What exactly is my connection wit
. - |
Victor shot back before Chias could wam him
with a cough. “1 never said Bmimi;!:im idn[:au{r: m
. ‘re talking about, or the indiv
Mh&wmemmnﬁnd.wwl:ih?‘{ﬁ
tensed. The ball had always been in Milo's court, h:l
he'd chosen o pull his inital punches, o see w
& guests had 1o offer. Chas suspected a set-up, that
hﬂ blood berween Frankie Gee and Rothstein i“.#
ﬁ was being settled by proxy. Willing blood into
This limbs, he felt the flush of undead potency course
| %hi Sforza, I'm afraid you dl‘.‘lf'l‘l:.quite :;;
P e
. ip- in
e TEH?LWLM me to. If a simple un-
?::&matlm were your only error, you might have
this meeting shead.” .
m’!‘;:.‘:ﬁ-i k, Montrose, warched Chas bristle, mh'l:
made to rise. Milo outstretched a hand, as if to ca :
ceptible narowing of the eyes, Montrose looked
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Milo. Chas caught the minute display and raced ro
pur the picces together in his mind: Montrose wasn't
happy with Rothstein. Rothstain might know where
Benito was, but had some reason to keep it quiet,
which might be the reason for the tension between
them. The quiet fellow who hadn't been introduced
was either the linchpin or a red herring. Mare likely
the latter given his visible discomfore. But then, that
could be part of —Chas haleed his thoughis, choos-
ing not to second-guess himself. Betrer to let
everything play out than 1o go off half-cocked.
Victor backed down, a good move. *1 mean no
disrespect, Mr. Rothstein. [ came ar the request of
my employer, who seemed to think that this mat-
ter would be easily resolved on amicable terms.
Pethaps I've misjudged you, but your manner
seemed defensive: 1 apologize for my présumptu-
ousness.” That seemed to calm Rothstein, but
Montrose remained agitated. Chas relaxed a bir,
cursing himself for so quickly invoking the power
of his undead vitae. He knew the rush would re-
main there, but he tried to shrink himself visibly.
The room's recessed fluorescent lights flickered
briefly beneath the yellow wash of the main lamps.
Montrose raised a warped eyebrow.

Victor continued. “It is Benito we're after, but
anly to sertle a debr with my employer. I'm afraid
that if you give him reason to think you might be
harboring the debr, he won't rake that as an act of
comradeship.”

Chas winced—Frankie hadn't said anything o
him about a debe, Either he was keeping Chas in the
dark, or Victor was making this up on the fly. He
hoped this last was the case, because if Frankie had

i Glowuanrl

sent him out here to play back-up man to a fucking
‘Mwﬁhﬂlﬂ giving him the full picture... r
© “P'm sorry, My Sforza, but | can't help you.
Milo's statement broke Chas t'm_m his rev:;e.
“Benito Giovanni stopped here I:nr:ﬂv_nmte n
wo weeks ago, but stayed for only one night before
. h leaw;“
'%;.wcn. then | am sorry to have wasted your
titne. My employer will be disappointed, but p:tha;:
your recent sighting of Benito will provide him m‘:;-
some new insight." Victor rose, m&ca_ahmvwfrcn
bling something on his note pad, and rurned 0 en;:.
*Thank you for your hospitality, Mr. Rothstein. d..:
associate and 1 ask for one more evening to conclu
our affairs and to afford us ample time to retumn hom:ﬂm
without fearing the rays of the sun." Good ;ﬂq.mﬂd
.ﬂlwnht; let themn think you're Kindred. Victor ¢
certainly think on his feer. SFws
“But of course. Where are you staying: -
‘Chas flashed a brief look to Vtcmri Either
Rothstein hadn't known abcn.'ltthe problem last night
ing to lull them again.
“he"ﬁgmvmg here in Caesar's Palace. In th:
tower—twenty-sixth floor. A grand view ut'theSm;::,
Victor remarked casually, burtoning his suit coat in
: tion to leave. Please, please, please, Chas
thought to himself, don't ake a shot at Treasure lakmtf-ﬂm
Maontrose wpamm{ymadthhhaﬂnthm.ac{:im;
ing to information gleaned before things had acqu d
theit current state berween the Rothsteins an
Frankie Gee's faction.
B:tﬁe;adn’t to worry. Victor kept his mouth
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clapped Victor on the shoulder. “Not bad. You even
had me fooled for & minuce. With any luck, he's un-
derestimared you. Or maybe even overestimated you,
which will take the attention off.. well, whoever it's
supposed to be on.”

“Damn, Chas, give me some credit,” Vietor re-
turned. “It’s possible to make a deal without cutting
someone’s nose off. | just hate talking to Kindred who
believe what they tell other people about themselves.
Half of the conversation is flattery and the other half
s trying to get them to take your bait. Kindred like
Milo Rothstein ralk in circles: you just have to hope
they get dizzy. | made thar shit up about the debt—I
don't know why Frankie’s afrer Beniro, but | don't
want to look like some ignosant messenger boy. The
berter | play the game, the more opportunity | give
Milo w trip up on his end.”

Chas just looked ahead with a slight, bemused
smile on his face. Victor wis right—sometimes the
Kindred fooled themselves better than anyone else
with their charades.

As the elevator climbed ro the twenty-sixth floor,

Chas hoped Milo hadn’t lefe the table thinking the
same thing.

Glouannl

Mﬂlﬁm 6 October, 1999, 11:47 FM
' §i Redd's Resort Hotel & Casino
‘Mesquite, Nevada

Dan Nusshaum bellied up to the bar. The bar-

tender noticed that he had “that look” about

hear
him—the look that signified he was about to
some kind of story. Maybe a divorce story, maybe some
other hard-luck story, Or maybe something really
weird, which you sometimes heard from n‘fn-_ak who's
mmmg to be seen under the bright Tights of the
ordered a draft.
pm“Snma:thiug :n your mind, friend?” prodded the
. Best to get it over with.
%lw?iahcﬂfthing& Every once in
while, though, some things stick out. 1 mean, | sup-
i '['r'n jaded; Pop says 1 am. | think he's just ﬁ
-me. I've seen junkies and drag qtmhmn mdm .
who stole their parents’ cars. Pop must have
all dozens of times more than | have, but it still shocks
i his generation, 1 reckon.
bm“TT:l;t;mﬁf has a gas station and convenience
up U.S. 95, outside of the city—Vegas—up by
Eip::: Force range. By ‘family’ | mean meiand ]Pt::p
Ma died of cancer six yeﬂ:fﬂnrﬂ::mlzmmt =
i Los Angeles; she never calls or writes.
mi?So anyways, that’s how 1 see the stuff 1 dﬂ__iﬂ t
wst comes to me, Middle of the night, before :hc&;}-?
Lﬂti‘ﬂ:lt-. after breakfast, whenever. It comes in
8 M‘Likc' this one time, I'm behind the countet, IMT
ing over the baseball magazine—I've got a bookie in
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Vegas—when this real strange fella comes in, It’s
night, but he's wearing sunglasses. He comes in the
front door and his long hair flurrers behind him—he
even has to stoop a bit to make it under the doorway.
I could smell the leather and marijuana on him like
he ain't had a shower in a good day or two.

“He nods as he comes in; no sense not being
friendly, | suppose. | look past him, out into the lot,
smiling ar him like 'welcome.' Our there, under the
neon lights of the metal awning, parked amid a cloud
of bugs and road dust is a Cutlass, front passenger
side missing @ hubcap. There's & woman in the front
seat, but she's nsleep or preoccupied, looking forward,
or maybe sleeping.

“The guy shuffles around the store a bir and 1
don’t pay him any mind. If he needs something he'll
haller. Most people on thart road just want to settle
their business and get back 1o the highway.

“He comes up to the counter our of the snack-
food aisle and puts his items in front of me: & box of
black garbage bags, a roll of duct tape and a pack of
Twinkies,

“Eight sixty-three,” | says. “You a hitmun? | kid-
ded him.

“He digs a couple of bills out of his greasy pocker
and drops them on the countertop,

“Vampires. Keep the change. You gora john? js
what he says in response.

"Yes, sir, right around the comer.’ 1 hand him
the '64 Impala steering wheel with a key dangling
from it

“He leaves, opens his trunk, throws in his stuff—
hard—and yells something. The girl doesn't move,

2 Glouory

& k
o | guess he wasn't talking to her. He slams the trun
'}fgif.ﬁutit hounces open, and he slams it down wgam.
M tve been something in the way. Like a vampire.

Mo Nussbaum laughed into his beer.

 "The fella lumbers around the side of the I:n.ild-
ﬁ;h:enm;:ﬁ two minutes later. He comes inside,

the steering wheel on the counter and leam
IW;““"g:i:li‘n]u:. and he's gone, m:hing?;t‘tﬁiuig}m and
dust clonds. But that'’s none of my affair,
B e e cior washiod o few g, uiased All
the good stories had at least u dead ex-girlfriend. But
‘maybe that's what was in the trunk....
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Wednesday, 30 June 1999, 12:52 AM
Caesar's Palace, Room 2604
Las Vegas, Nevada

Chas and Victor returned to their room to find
the message light blinking on the telephone. No
doubt it was Frankie Gee with some new revelation
or & request for them to stop somewhere o the way

M

Chas checked the message at the front desk: Call
Frankie back in New Yerk, urgent. Something about
that unsertled him—nothing ever got Frankie so
worked up he needed to do something immediarely.
He was the kind who, if he got fucked, would sit and
ruminate, letting his devious mind conjure a suitable
revenige while feeding itself on cold harred. Frankie
was the sort of guy who'd come back ar You six weeks

after you gave him the short end of the stick. He'd
make a big show of i, too—something you thought
was trivial or that had passed like water under the
bridge had instead been smoldering in Frankie's gur,
and now you were going to be paid back in spades.

Sa Chas called Frankie's office immediately.
“Hey, Frankie. This is Chas, What's the problem ™
He idly wondered why Annie didn't answer the
phone.

“This thing's bigger than I thought, Chas. Ap-
parently, Benito owes people more important than
me. I just got word from some of the old-town guin-
mnnhlﬁxth:twclrmtcrbeu:mﬁmkingmrdul
with this shit.*

"What do you mean? What, he's in the hole
across the board?”

Glovuanni

e
 “No, nothing like that. I'm small potatoes wi
same of these old motherfuckers, you know what .1
mean? | didn't tell them 1 had you out there, but if
Benito's anywhere near Las Vegas, these guys are go-
ing to send a crew out your way." ea
' w:hmdavm want me to do? Rothstein's
MH&G he doesn't know shit but there's some-
one else in the picture, I'm pretty sure. He had ;l:l
of s little men thee to shake us up, but he also
iﬁﬁk]a&tﬂ.ﬂw& Real piece of work, this Nmfum;
:}huthienam Montrose mean anything to you
Chas scrarched a hotel pen acrass the note pad on
th nightstand. No ink.

"h.‘.'ﬂd, nothing tome, but it might to the go-:nnil:&d
: nd ears open for someone na
mwsgrc‘:m bigshot with the old family out of
mhnhei“ Giovarni?"
“Is jovanni |
“ A far as 1 can tell. She’ll be there, like | said, if
e is worth anything atall.”
lm?m:mm says Benito came and went. He was
here, but then he disappeared. Nobody knows where
% i“i‘“ﬂa"cll these old motherfuckers are all up in arms
abour it. Wherever he is, they need to just leave him
there.” _ -
~ “You don't want us to stay any longer, dﬂ you!
Chas :mnmbem:l the previous nighr, Victor's escas
bade'md his own encounter with Las Vegas unique
brand of | red, mediocre vice.
‘Wﬂfcllaf::; that you ask, | do. You stay mﬂela
couple more nights, see if any of the old crew make it

out there.”

aT
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“Fuck, Frankie, that's not going to get me in
trouble with them, is it? | mean—"

“Hey. you do what I tell you to do, you hear me?

Don't you fucking cry to me like a giel because | tell
You to stay a few more nights, Whar the fuck is your
problem, Chas? You going soft?

The question sent Chas'’s mind racing. La cosa
nostra, particularly the Giovanni brand, wasn't some-
thing people retired from. When you were done, you
were either a pile of ash in jail, a pile of ash on the

street, or a pile of ash in the oven of your own fucking

haven. If Frankie though he was going soft, the old
man might have him taken out of the picture before

he had a chance to fuck anything up. He shifted the

focus from himself.

“No, Frankie, I'm not saying that. I'm saving
that if these other guys are making it their case, they
might not want us around. Family or no, their direy
laundry is still their dirty laundry, and 1 don't wanr
to-put my nose in it if ir’s going to fuck up their
operation or ours."

“Well, it's good you're thinking, Chas, but you
ler me take care of that end of things. You and Vie-
tor stay out there, and keep your eyes open: [ gora
suspicion that this is bigger than they’re wanting it
to seem. They've already made it big by stepping in,
going over my head; but ir's like you say, it's their
problem. If they can't handle their problem, well,
maybe [ can find someone who can and they'll end
up owing me, capice!”

“Yeah, | por ie*

"One more thing, Chas,” Frankie added, trying
to seem off-the-cuff,

1 clouannl

“What's that!"
*You warch our.” . "
.' :t?:r; like the kiss of death. One simple state

ered with such finality and such strained

k&!;rﬁ Chas knew, like as not, he h::]mﬂj‘d::"[:
comi : this. Easy as pie 51
coming home from
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Wednesday, 30 June 1999, 1:12 AM
Caesar's Palace, Room 2604

Fifteen minutes later, the phone Tang

Vicror had wandered down to the casino, want-
ing to avoid going stir crazy, and taken our a
twelve-thousand-dollar marker on the room, which
made Chas a bit suspicious. After his conversation

with Frankie he wasn't very interested in trusting his

own family, let alone a cokehead ghoul who was prob-
ably fucking cocktail waitresses at the blackjack rable
right this very moment,

Second ring.

Chas got up quickly and went to the windeow,
looking down from l:hc:guﬁtmwcrtnt‘h:p:trking
lot. No sirens, no Crown Vics or government Chevys,
no ambulances, and only one white limousine, which
he was sure he'd seen earlier. No telltale shadows just
under the doorfamb. Just some Bruce Willis movie
on TV, in which everything was blowing up or get-
ting punched.

Third ring.

Chas sniffed at the air. A faint whiff of—al.
monds?—but nothing otherwise. Not that he could
be poisoned, at least not by conventional means. He
had gone through these paranoid drills a million rimes
before, finally convincing himself, perhaps fatalisti-
cally, that if someone really wanted him dead—finally
dead—he'd be dead, and there was nothing he could

do about it. Whether they were subtle enough o use
one of the Kindred contract killers, traditional
enough o riddle him with bullets in the street, or

alovanni

'd
brazen enough to set his hotel room on fire, they
get him, No, the true secret to immortality, ot even
L:mg mortal life, was to evade atrention. Prince
Benedic of Las Vegas did it—he kept a quiet, mm&dh%
estate outside the city limit. Frankie Gee did it,

ing behind ranks of capos and caporegimes, looking

1 e
bit the part of a low-class thug and not one .
.m hundred-and-twenty-year-old don _?rha rhad
sailed into Ellis Island half a century ago. Sometimes
thie invisible people got hurt, but nobody gvﬂl::ku:
1o do it Just keep quiet and let someone ¢
the buller. ‘
Ewuﬂlnu!:lt; the paranoid bullshit, Chas reasaned,
and picked up the phone.
i 1s Chas."
m“eu;g. Chas: This is your Aunt Isabel.
Do you have time to come down for & quick cup of
coffee favorite aunt ™
Oéfwflag;wi:. Chas's mind shifted into hjgh gear.
She relied on him to know her by name, which mwh;&
she probably figured Frankie (or someone nht%hc"d
tipped him off that something was guinam
asked him to meet her, however, and ina pul:llu': place,
which was either to cover h:melfbmnmelshe d dealt
with Erankie's boys before, or to reassure him. He flac-
tered himself and decided upon the former, even
though he knew otherwise. She didn't ask about Vic-
tor, though, <o he'd keep that part quiet and see what
layed out. §
’ “Sure. I'll be rigl; dang .
¥ lous. I'll be wairing. :
S:{:mmmdnd sweet, Aunt lsabel did. So sweer,

ol
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Chias decided to play §

plisy it safe. H
chamber of his big automatic h
least buy him some time if ¢
tense—and left the room
ately behind him. 1

Yeah, the room had smelled like almonds.

hecked the clj

p and
—hopefully it would ar
onversation became too
closing the door deliber.

Glouanni

Wednesday, 30 June 1999, 1:19 AM
Caesar’s Paluce, Nero's Restaurant
Las Vegas, Nevada

Isabel had been waiting for only & few minutes
when Chas arrived. He looked pleasant enough, in
that sore of big-boned, rough-hewn American way.
He wore a simple, clean-lined black suit, but no tie,
and his collar was open. How mortal! And didn't
these coarse gangster-types ever gel ovet their black
suits? When someone sees @ wan ina black suit, thought
Isabel, Mhuﬂlﬂ‘scidﬂruﬁthﬂaWunm
against it.
lousy

No matter, Isabel figured. Las Vegas was
with high-rollers and their would-be emulators, and
nothing about Chas aroused immediate suspicion. In
the end he was just:a resource, and once she was done
she would probably never see him again.

4%




Wednesday, 30 June 1999, 1:19 AM
Caesar's Palace, Nero's R )
Las Vegas, Nevada

Chas figured he'd play the part of the flustered
underling for pathos. He had left his shirt open and
his hair somewhat tousled. Afeer taking the elevator
downstairs, he thought he'd make 3 quick pass
throught the casino before joining Isabel in the steak
house. Better see what Victor was up 1o with rwelve
large riding on the bess’s name.

But Victor was nowhere in sight. Worry about
that later, Chas told himself.

And so, somewhat preoccupied, he wandered
into Nero's, telling the host he'd come to meet his
aunt, who was to he waiting for him.

"Aunt! the host had asked.

"By marriage," Chas replied. What the fuck did
that mean!

He soon found out. Isabel looked far too young
to be his aunt in any conventional sense, in her late
twenties or perhaps early thirties. She looked very
continental, with faintly olive skin (so that's wha
undead Evropeans look like), brown hair almost black,
and lithesome arms crossed before her. She hadn't
noticed him yet, and her head was tumned in repose,
giving him a plain view of her classical beaury made
all the more interesting by minor curiosities of fea-
ture that only genermations of quiet inbreeding could
bestow. Slightly weak chin, he observed, and danger-
ousty high cheekbones. He also noticed the youthful
curve of her small breasts and the arch of her shoul-
ders, from which a silk dress hung in a manner best

- Clowvannl
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f Pellegrino
described as salaciously. A green bottle o

satin &n:ufhmm the table, open but unsampled.
= Shie, thoughe, Chas, almost aloud. T want my aunt.
He sat dowl: her head rumning at his arrival, and

' 1 with a slight smile. '
Mm:fuﬂ_c: :ﬁkghbefure they take a lady's

""‘E::!r w has relied wittdly, “They told me that
' ' iting.” Oaf.
WW‘;‘:lﬁ ﬁ pleasure to meet sqhanﬂmme :.at
in. Or nephew. Or whatever you m@u“hct.ll m::d
EL':: the relationships straight, myself." she s
through a laugh.
Chis nioticed her scent.
sHouse of Givenchy,” she spoke.
“I'm sorry! !
MGivenchy. My perfume.
“I'm familiar with G i.\rmdw:
“Your nose moved. | saw it

bt 1 dida't keow—"
1 notice the little

thma think I’ Jown. I'm not usually so
ot e full of revelations.”

acl ight's been .
mkﬁ?lf.:iti::th:r%hmd‘ thought lmbel.ﬁ;lﬂ
down to business. A wise choice, and one that i
an early lead. My maove. “And what revelations

g
m”;}ﬂeﬂ. I got a call from my bcﬂ_wh;: said 1»:;:
might be on your way out here, and that :.lwu.id” s
aware that hospitality might be in uﬁ S
smiled. “It wc-uldmn: that we're hoth looking
“So grmrb;:‘znwﬁ?nu‘mmt here?" Al
#'m sorry?” Chas repeated. Damn, she's
me bry too many steps. What's she talking about!
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"I'wasn't told that your branch of the family had

anyone here."

"Well,
_— ell, then, why did you know you could find
H'Be i
S r::lll:; acihﬂai._- ; if:r Farmily is full of liars. Omis-
s n any other alterarion of the
*“I suppose you can |
: ook art i
Fl:nninc 3 got me mobile looking furtﬂmth?:ow;aﬁgumd?' ot
this was a good place to start. Vegas :
;:ru;gs to mind when you rthink of tII::: m
mily's business, and Benito didn't strike me as l!h:

super-creative, 1"~ :
. m[d!.:ruak the-mold type. At least from

“1see. Mmm. Yes, well, * i :
ia strong way of describing I;imm'mmmh ik
ty to those above him. He and his il
2 e type are common
o w::ﬂm‘d himself put off by this. He didn't
sy tto kae of Isabel’s statement. A
thm:r.&n Eﬂﬂﬁ:ﬁm other pasition in the ﬁp:u?;
v but she was simultaneousl]
:;d‘l:n::t: h;-_.’ b}:er words indicated that Jmm'::
m,
i t that he was somehow less valy-
“I'm afraid you've lost m Chas
e, my dea "
mhmmf.i:d‘i%:n:t?n in the spirit withrwilzi‘nlnht it was
o tendin helpw:ﬂmavhg give me a bit more to
e ‘"r unless | know what I'm sup-
"Oh, that'’s quite the con
trary, Charles.”
name, Chas reasoned, tumabout is fair play. i

simply do what you're rold, you're far more eﬂ‘i:ﬁ:
L1
alouannil

and valuable. The world has two types of peaple: those
wholead and those who should follow. 1t all right—
there's no shame in being one of the followers. It's
simply the role to which you're best suited. | myself
am a follower, having long since Jost my special gife
of insight: It part of the family curse, if you know
‘what | mean.”

Chas did, indeed. She was talking about the
‘Embrace. While becoming a vampire offered many
gifts, it more than made up for them in drawbacks.
For someone like Chas, many of them didn't matrer:
He didn't care if he never saw the sun agaim. Of late,
he'd even become somewhat enamored of the idea
of the Giovanril Kiss—Kindred of his clan caused
great pain when they fed from vessels, as opposed 1o
other Kindred, whose bite caused ecstasy once the

vessel yielded to it In the end, however, no matter
how any individual lsoked at iy, the Embrace wis
damnation, plain and simple. Even if the Kindred
was able to take some small solace in the porency of
his undead, immortal form, that was nothing mare
than God's ironic and spiteful sense of humeor, As the
legends told it, the Curse aof Caine was levied upon
the first vampire, slayer of his brother Abel, during
the days of Adam, Eve and a garden full of snakes.
As far ay Chas was concerned, that meant only one
thing—the God af the Old Tescament created vam-
pites, back when He was one angry, badass
maotherfucker. The Old Testament was full of dem-
onstrations of God's wrath. He was always smiting O
cursing some group of people for the licentiousness

or greed of some other group of people. It was only
after the advent of the New Testament thar God
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calmed down a little. You wouldn't find any great
Biblical curses like vampires or mins of blood or turn-
ing people into pillars of salt in the modern nighs,
no sit. And that's probably why the world was going
to hell in a handbasker. God didn't care anymore.
Go ahead and fuck it up all you want, He seemed to
have said. | have given you creation and yOu want to
use it to destroy yourselves. Well, have a good time,
Chas imagined Him saying before He turned his back
and went away to work on something worthwhile.

Chas shook his head. Where had all that come
from?

He Inoked across the table to see [sabel smiling
at him.

“Did you do that™ he asked.

“Do whit?" came her coy response.

“That thing that just happened. Did you fill my
head will all those weird thoughts? | mean, Fve never
considered myself a religious man, but 1 just had a
very...um. .righteous stream of consciousness pour
through my mind. Of course, now that | think about
it, they were pretty much in the same vein as most of
my thoughts, but why would 1 all of a sudden start
thinking about God !

“Chas, you heathen, 1 have no idea. Maybe it
would do you some good to think abour God cnce in
a while. 1 know it's helped me.”

“That's bullshit, Isabel. | mean, I guess [ still be-
lieve in God—kinda stupid to believe in Kindred
without Him—bur it's not a big part of
my...um.,. life.”

“No one said it had to be, Chas. But do you hon-
estly believe that the maverick act you and your part
of the family put on is the be-all and end-all of life

¢ Glouanni

od unlife?” lsabel looked around, mnk’mgtmtm
?iﬁhhumtmmthnt if anyone mmﬁnﬁ:
wouldn't hear her say such curious mthe m;
{adeed. “Do you think a curse so great 3 the one
]:hataul: Eamil?hﬁstﬁkmuptmiuﬁlmldeﬁ

that you

can play The Godfather and shoot other vam-

pites in the face for eternity! Are you S0 vain! Or o
simple””

shit’s
' down, Isabel. Jesus Christ, this
"Hg:::i came down here totalk o you about

ing 1 know ['ve got
' sito thing and the next thing 1 ko
mwiﬂﬁmminngyhm It swas

you, wasn't it?”

1

lsabel made a grand show of sighing. "My huym;:
wanted to agitate you, 1'd do it in some way

helped me. Sending you into a fervent rapture of self-

indulgence doesn't really work for me, you know? If

you simp
to you, bur its p

ly must know, 1 can rell you what happened
robably not going to make you very

C:hau stared expectantly.
Ghets? repeared Chas sardonically.
's right. Ghosts.”

:.fl;l?;: nrwﬂv?:r. lsabel. Very funny. Ghosts. Now, if

1l excuse me," Chas stood halfway b-cfure meet-
?mlmbe‘f':'gme. He stopped. “You're fmkmg serious.
o “Warch your mouth, and yes, 1‘1131 serious. .

Ar that moment, the mble's waiter stopped by.
“Have you decided what you would like for dlnﬂ.ﬂt];
Or perhaps a eocktail to begin! Mn&mr?tltcgﬂt':o.
Chas looked as iﬂxwasabnuttnd_rivt the wmt:.:
away, but Isabel put her hand on his. No sense
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upsetting the i ¥
s _ni‘mﬂ'uuiha?mgﬂlmlhwymmup
“I'm, sorry. We've just been catching
;k;mﬂmmm'wmmhm.lﬁm
o another few minutes to decide on dinner, In
Rﬁm. I'll have a negroni.”
I:onkad_ over at lsabel almost accus
ﬂmmmsmmqmmm{ﬁ}:
mﬁmh:hnkdmﬂmwnimrud.quléﬂf

Isabel looked imp Chias. “Wha
having for dinner™ ﬁhﬁm e

“I would never eat here,” Chas replied
a bit. “I've heard terrible thi oy
e terrible things about their meat

"Well, then we should '

. probably le
?ﬁﬁ? after our drinks get here. | dgn‘t 'aknww md:;?:
WHEOL us i if we'
v tuking up their tables if we re not plan-
“Yeah, becatse they're slammed at
" ﬁi :

hl:lr: morning." Chas made a sweeping mmt ﬂ“};:;

arm, emphasizing the largely empty room.
mﬁw re ‘ﬁ"ﬂ&ﬁl‘lg. time," Isabel remarked, “and we

wrap up this conversation and get you on your

mv.E‘i’au stili:ravc a lor to do tonight.”
Isabel was mll:hugn::-i.“h e
continued, “ghosts. | know |
need t;pl:':]&ce til:.k with too much, but ifmh'rj::
to believe in ghosts.” oy '

Chas smiled deyly, crookedl,
was & very clever trick. 83 tfthe whole thing

70
Glovanrd

“I'm serious. 1'm sure you're the first to admit
that there are things you just don't know about the

' Giovanni. You like it that way—1 can see it in you.

As long as nothing bothers you individually, you're
more than content to let Clan Giovanni do what-
everitwants. That's haw most Giovanni like it, Chas,
and it’s why you're still among the Kindred rather
than a heap of ashes at the foot of some elder’s chaie.
You do your part and you don’t ask questions. But
the truth of the matter is going to be unpleasant, even
for & rough character like yoursel(.”

Chas's smile had slowly vanished from his face.
‘Over the course of her few words, he had begun to
watch her as a deet eyes a wolf, notas an enemy, but
a&a creature that knows it exists only ar the whim of
_another. The wolf doesn’t kill deer for spore, but our
of necessity. The deer had only to fear the hungry
wolf. But was lsabel hungry in whatever context or
metaphorical sense the word implied?

“That’s okay. I'm a big boy. | can rake ic."”

“Yes, that's true. But as far as those ghosts go,
Chias, that’s something to which the Giovanni have
inextricably tied themselves. ..ourselves. You know
very well that death goes hand-in-hand with much
of our business and personal affairs. Well, I'm telling
fﬂiﬂ‘ﬂtfﬂtm_ﬂn?.dtﬂﬂlEMﬂnEﬂﬂ.Thtipk*
jre—sonls—of the dead continue to serve us even after
they have left the physical world. It's one of the
family's secrets from centuries ago. The Renaissance
and even before. We make the dead do our bidding.

“But something’s happened recently. Something
that's made our power over the restless dead....1 don't
know what it is, actually. Our mastery of the spirits
h;un'tbegunmwme,bmﬂwmmmbc fewer spir-
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come to associate with them.

Without boring you with all the ,
think that's what just ha o petty details, |
! you, Chas. They can see into

our world and they know things about us, which is

why they're so valuable to
us. But that’s a double-
hwmidﬂtym.hhme.m;m'ml
u?Gwvm:l. they hate you for it. It's not necessar-
thtwdxhum*nnﬂwdomwhm&h:h
gl::tufnmdmvhdmnrmh.m?m:
sent IFmr:t that d:r:u‘re Giovanni because the
can
chmmm" use mmmm
Chas looked positively incredu
: lous. “You're tell-
imdanﬂm“mjtﬂhudw:?hui
# t you're telling me. That not only can the
m;?:ighmvonhD.butﬂm&wﬁuk
pmi:kmtu.’ us for it and so they sometimes
“Well, Chas, that’s a bit of an
: irreverent
;n.rn}gtqhutlu:ppmt}m&mmmiuuw:;‘:f
e
. w
dﬂdé:l;:fhuilL' - o
leaned back in his chair, his palms
) on the
s::‘dutabkuﬂﬁrwnmpt.uifhewm
mwhmﬁh:kmdm.mmmﬂud
i begged another few minutes of the waiter.
mallmnl:zymmmmduhml-mmé
resume the
nmuhk other staff abour the weird

alouvannl

direc the conversation had just taken. He
Mi;mdeatwiatedm&m——if&\e
K iaﬂllmlhddnmth,wtll.wh\rthtﬁlci
couldr -wmmwwmm
SO © the tales told by other Kindred he'd met in
passing. Stories about the things with which the
~ unde 1 shared the night, whether knowingly or oth-

Ch '_'&hllhurpeninsn{hiu mind, and sudden

i that other forces were at work in the world.

ucmpunibdlﬂn;h:de,calddmpdblmd-

-mhumhhdmﬂdﬂbhdntmmlimddm

e feared them. He didn't know them, didn’t know

'-ﬁ!ﬂmva&mmwﬁhn@m—fmmu
" vital to him as Frankie Gee—really had going on in
: iﬂtﬁmh'd-h!mhmmﬂwydﬂn‘twmm&
pect that the monsters from their collective
.wmﬂlhdm&m.lhtmbemd
those monsters—and to know that others...

Chas didn't want to think about it anymore. Best
mgﬁbﬂm&wmnhﬂnﬂmﬂdﬂlﬁﬂmﬂt
thinphnmuﬁaﬂ'&hlﬂth:wmldheep:pmnmg.
“\What is it] Is that cranberry juice? You didn't have
them fix you up a little blood cocktail back there,
dﬂmrﬁmb:ﬁ:uheﬁnhhnd.mﬁnhﬂiﬂm
hm@umﬂhnu.ltmidntb:amﬂmmlenf
lheﬁ:-mhmsinﬂm&tmpmulbmdme
ﬂlﬂpuumathmimclthatmz]hthdﬁn't
want to know, after all.




“This place is bugging me,” Chas o
“Can we get out of here e ac's Palace Casino

“Of course.” .
lﬁnmumordﬁdinnut}mm““u dﬂltg't
?’*"’““"Mmmmm free drinks
either.”

walked out. as they

Setly, Even amid the racket and ping of the slot
' unuthﬂhadn‘nephnﬂdwithm:
 chit—one had to be careful how loudly
. Ve, were wired to the last inch

mmhmmmm':

Mnnill'&n:hernuupmdtiml:dmi-
mmm to English. ﬁnd‘mutnu:l:t
3 ';hngmnmhh!smﬁmh&iﬁumlin
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situations, which I'm sure you don't mean, but which
conjures amusing images nonetheless," lsabel re-
sponded, looking around the room over Chas’s
shoulder.
“You're talking about that prison fag shit. Yeah,
I've heard all thar before. Now if you want to make
an accysation—"
“Oly, calm down. Let's get hack to Montrose. He's
got more ar stake in Benito’s disappearance than
Rothstein does. Rothstein's a front Montrose is us-
ing: Of course, Rothstein thinks that he's using you
as a favor o Montrose, Yes, | know, it's convoluted.
Bear with me. Milo Rothstein represents a signifi-
cant amount of Giovanni influence in Las Vegas,
whiich he thinks will peotect him. It won't Milo's
made too many enemies by skimming off the top of
what’s already being skimmed off the wp. It's actu-
ally costing the Giovanni to keep him here, but Las
Vegas is still profitable, given the amount of money
ather Giovanni intereses in town generate. You know,
other Rothsteins. Their family's just as complicated
as ours, only a bit smaller.

“Anyway, Rothstein knows that Montrose is in
on Benitos kidnapping, so he thinks he's putring the
Nosteratu in debt by leading you on. The bottom line
is that Milo probably doesn't know the first thing
about Benito, but he's not going to tell Montrose that
ar Montrose will know thar Milo's fooling him and
deserves nothing in return.

“The problem is that Montrose already knows
Milo's a patsy, and is, in tumn, keeping that a secret
from Milo. Montrose is playing you through Miloand
Milo through you."

Chas, squinting one eye a bit, cut in. “That

Glowanml

e —

W ’ mrﬂ‘
J%ﬁﬁ’t. Which is why he's doing it. To
keep you pointed at each other, when he's the real
problem to both of you.” 1
“How's he a problem to Milo™
“Think it thmugt, Chas. Milo hg:. :::l:::
Giovanni coming into his town o investiga
‘Benito affair. You're not rl:mmhm.'!'.}u:&:ﬂmlww
someone here, oo, Since Milo's skimming too much,
2g any outside Giovannl here puts Eim in the
f.mlﬂun of having that maybe found out.
“But how do you know that™
“Well, Jesus, Chas, you think I'm not as clev?r
a5 Montrose, at least? 1 play this game, 100. Yw::d
better leamn if you have any intentions of staying in-
volved very long.”
Chas raised his eyclm;wi:;g
' L Qe more A .

:?:L::am nephew?” lsabel made a crooked

smile with ene half of her mouth. . |

~ “How do you know ir's Montrose who's bchmd
the whole thing? Or at least behind 1‘11.\;:r part he's,
um, behind. ..of. You know what I mean.

“Because he's sloppy. The night Benito was kid-
napped, security at his butlding reported a dcliuf
mpt by Trans-State Expediters, and that the bud
livery vehicle returned after about five mimm-.;m t
didn't artempt to drop off s ﬁi‘ﬂpmm'illi. Tm.w te
Espediters is a subsidiary of The Architects' Group,
which is a venture-capital consortium here in L;u
Vegas. Sitting on its board is one Theodore Benedict,
an alias maintained by Las Vegas's Kindred prince,
Benedic."
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"Sol Is Montrose also the prince? No, wait, ith
another alias.”

"No," Isabel smiled smugly, *Benedic doesn't
have anything to do with it. Benito crossed Montrose
a few years back on an arr deal or something that
went sour. | think Benlto had offered Montrose an
investment opportunity on a cache of hidden origi-
nals that his ghouls had found in Nice, France,
Apparently, someone had hidden them to keep them
from fulling into the saae’s hands during the French
Revolution. There's a Millet among them, | think,
and maybe a David. It doesn't matter. Benito edged
Montrase out of the deal before it became final, so
Montrose has & grudge. Also, Montrose had recently
been found our for putting one of his spies in the
prince’s haven, 50 he's obviously got a grudge apainst
Benedic, o, or he ar least wants to even the store,
In light of thar, my guess is thar Montrose was either
setting Benedic up to catch some of the flak in the
Benito affatr—possibly making Giovanni matters
here very touchy—or he was just serring up another
layer of blinds hetween himself and the game's
pawns."”

Chas stood, staring at Lsabel.

“You've got to be kidding me..." he said, railing
oft at the end to indicate thar surely she was kidding.

Isabel just rolled her eyes coyly.

isabel said eamnestly, "It's not so difficulr once
you put a few of the pieces in place. Then yOu start
to see the big picture.”

Chas shook his head. “Yeah, but thatr's some
series of guesses you've turned into pieces. Even
hearing all that, I don't know if you've put together
a big picture, or just a stack of licdle pieces that's

B: Clouarrl

ar whether it's all just

it of one even larger piece,

§stach of shit that doesn't mean a damn thing ex-

I ‘that it's easy o rell a good stary with a handful

) 'Ih.' iiad- “Well, anh_'“‘w'
rig hier hand and planting it on
Bran e 0 et
e Ln\?ﬂﬂﬂ::mwd leaving Chas to e
was & second kiss of death this night.

" she chimed, kiss-
hiz forehead, “1
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Wednesday; 30 June 1999, 2:47 AM
Caesar's Pllﬂm‘_ Room 2604

Las Vepas, Nevadu

“Frankie, how do I get a hold of Milo Rothstein?”
Chas knew he had only a few minures before the sun
came up and Frankie had to hide himself from its
deadly rays. Time zones were a vampire’s grearest
enemy when it came down o business.
“Jesus, Chas, you know what time it is here!™
"Of course | know what time it is, but ir's an
emergency. Remember what you rold me about those
Giovanni up the ladder? Well, they're out here, or
Isabel is, and Milo's in the way. Our man Benito's
mixed up in something that stretches pretty far and
Milo’s running cover for whoever's got his number.”
“What the fuck are you alking about, Chas?"
"Come on, Frankie, I'm trying ro help you out
here. lsabel thinks that playing hardball with these
motherfuckers will flush them out and let us know
where we stand. [ agree with her. T mean, fuck, it
not like we have anything to lose. Milo and his crew
are already on the outs, you said, and | gor lucky find-
ing out this little bit. It's going to let me do what you
told me."

Chas knew Frankic wasn't one to fall for the false
jingo ruse, but it was all he had. He'd pick up the
pieces later and sort this all out ence they made it
back ro New York. Right now his concemn was keep-
ing a step ahead of the game, because he knew Milo
wasn't about to let Frankie Gee's bloodhounds leave
town with Benito's trail on their minds.

L1149 nmuun!“

“Chas, this is fucked up. I'm going to give you
e pamk d::d I'm going to pray you k::mw fvhat
e doing. You do know what you're m;lghtf
+ fust can't wait until tomOorTow night! i
‘“Na. Frankie. We still gor three, four hours :

e daw .-'hﬁﬁ.mﬂ[dun'lmntmgive ﬂm?c'ﬁmkmg
iins the benefit of first move. Even if t_mt}'ung
ﬁ sened tonight, their people are all over this town,
know! They'll have a good sixteen h{]:l.l:l‘ﬁ l:i us
Lfs e can even step up to hat. Vincents good n
the chutch, but we dor’t know this town and nobody's
hﬂw;:m you guys back off the situation then
: down!” -
ﬂgi‘i::iped for o moment. Frankie wasn :Enn
"o change gears if a golden uppﬂﬂumt&l?prﬂem it
gelf. What was this hesitancy all aboue? |
Frankie didn't have any love for the Rothst b=
it was old-world greaseball shit berween the G1Eanm
Hﬂ:linns and the Rothstein ]:wi-. Even -d.tw ;l
Rothsteins were past of the Giovanni Lklkr; ;;oi
weren't family. What was good for the pocket ,_,5
wasn't necessarily good for the table tnnvemlmnn.
Frankie used to say. The Giovanni uuq&dgml mnne:.;
'ﬁm-dm Rothstein connection, just hku: they nfrnn :
good money from the Mafia guys, just hkl: d‘tc:,j :;::t
sumably turned good mﬂmﬁa from their

n ¢ down 1o thar.
hm;::i:tﬂg::gankic’a beef! He'd already ;aid that
Chas might need 1o take Milo out of the p]v.:run.f—
what was the cause for reversal? The whole hiumuu;:

had changed in so few hours. What was mppmedm:d
be a quick and forgertable bit of pressure had

into & crisis in just a few hours, with thase few hours

1]
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marking a total reversal on Frankie’s position.

“Come on, Frankie, you're leaving me out like
half a fag over here. You rold me that Milo can go if
he needs to and he does. Whart's the problem? Chas

knew he was overstepping his bounds a bit, but he
relied on Frankie’s lack of time and hopefully confu-
sion over the situation to give him something to go
on.

Chas heard a few clicks from the other end of

the phone and then a quick inhalation.

“All right, Chas, listen and listen good." Frankie’s

voice had become husky, like he was leaning over
and whispering and tucking the phone in toward his.
body so someone else wouldn't be able to hear. *I can
cnly tell you this once. You talk to Milo and you make
it perfectly clear v him that if he doesn't give you
the strmight dope on Benito's situation, you're going

to do him. If he doesn't tell you where Benito is, you

do just that—you put a big, long hurt on him; tell

him it's for me—then you make sure he don't see no

more moonrises, capice! And then, even if he tells

you where Beniro fucking Giovanni is, you kill him

anyway. Here's his number.” And Frankie whispered

the ten digits (or actually seven, as the area code was

& unique secret—**#—held by Giovanni Kindred,
who needed secure lines).

Blinking twice, Chas hung up with no parting
good-bye. He had wrirten down the number, though
only half was visible. Cheap fucking hotel pens. But
he had indented the paper enough to have every-
thing that mattered. He tore off that sheet, ran the
sink, and threw the rest of the mablet in the water.
Nobody else needed thar number. Or they wouldn't

" Glouannl

h. Prmkit Gee had never told Chas to kill anyone

e { opportunity or
e always been a matter 0 "
ﬁﬁflgmmgminth:mvmsdﬁmE?uEnrs
work around them, then maybe they got hit as
‘WE:"" ' never get up again. But this time was dif-
b .ghtmi{mﬂtmndﬂu.ﬁaniﬁtlﬁﬂmlm
I ﬁm“m of a menacing ﬂlﬂﬂthpl:ﬂﬂ;ﬂul Chas
I ﬁeunlfmmmm.mdankiewntahmm
e . Victor do the deed. Victor wnﬁl"t"l'.i!\"lﬂn Eu‘ﬂ flnm-
w' m Gimsnnimm:whmhadmm_ edhuﬁ
chirteen years ago. No, Frankie rrusted :
1o do this all by himself. What was going on back at

?
Frankie' made everything so :h?lit:ﬂte. .
'fucit?':.uhnswer that later. Right now, Milo
M‘:-.;ﬂ's go," Chas called 1o Victor, who had
watched the whole thing but obligingly rum::}:;
what he wasn't supposed 1o hear. Good boy.
h?&tm’a eyes widened. The bag meant rrouble.
W hat's up, boss man!” e
"We' ing down to the lobby o make
call :E'::IIE ::Euﬂa:‘:;tm our fella Milo Rothstein. Then

: Zod and discuss the
‘re going to go somewhere g |
:';utrg?ike gentlemen.” Chas cocked an eyebrow

The pair took the elevator to the Iaa{bb\r. A bank

away from the doorway and dialed the number
Frankie had given him.
“Teaui‘. M. Rothstein, this is Earl. 'm Mr. Sforza’s

a3
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attendant, from the conference room earlier?™

*“Yes, Earl. I'm curious how you came across this
number.”

“Well, Mr. Rothstein, it's Mr. Sforza. He's got
some kind of problem with, um, the home office and
he said it would be best to call you and arrange for
some other accommodations,”

“He did? Thar's very strange. It would seem that
our Mr. Sforza has had a change of heart."

“That’s not for me to say, sir.” Come on, shithag,
Drap the niceties and send a fucking lima,

"Well, I'd like to hear whar has Mr. Sforss 50
wotked up at...three in the moming. I'll send a car
that will be there shortly. Have your things and be
waiting in the lobby. You said Caesar’s Palace, cor-
rect™

Shithead. How stupid do you think | am? *1 didn't,
sir. Mr. Sform said that in your meeting this evening.”

“Ah, yes. In any event, wait in the lobby. My
man will be there soon.™

“Thank you, sit. We'll be waiting.”

alouannil

Monday, 21 June 1999, 9:17 PM
Neday, 21 Jue 1999, 1

A white panel vmmlleduptndw'm&dingdonk

' ildi housed the main offices of
iﬁ;::: m:tamﬁm, Lid. The night

nfttmu:u:iwmm:am:mmwﬂuhe

driver away and inform him that it had to make de-
liveries in the moming. As the security officer left
{mside quietly, carching the door with long, slim

form stole

: liquid across the
and sliding almost like a
I::mt:pﬂlng that made up the dock’s inglﬂi.and
Thtm’sdﬂmnnddﬂ:l.wnvndgmdrﬂshl.
h;:l:a arnundr. the block, returning not guite two
ml-n;um afterward. Upon his rewum, he pﬂlﬂd‘;hc:
ﬂuupmth:dmk.pmkedit.mdpmcaduitm
back.
: T?tlmﬁit:nmmadm long, rectangular cases
hﬁmﬂmgeﬂwbvplmic;hr‘mkmp.m driver re-
medﬂmianhmthemmdd:meuwﬂmlﬂ.
time for good.
thumquﬂiﬂmldﬂm rhmxghda:dndc‘s:}:c};
clinging as closely as possible to the wa e
mawidccirmitnfmc&od:am.mmmlng E
dfﬂglltmdﬁmﬂydxmhngamdnmmm,whm
silently exited th:baﬂdingﬁnmnbﬂdnmnml-amdm
ice doors. Taking care to tape the retainer k
m&ﬂn befare letting the door close; it jogged gpmmi;
legged to the pallet of rectangular cases, where
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pmudc&mmdawnth:nhﬁnkwmpwilhnlmf
knife. It then opened three of the cases, from which
swiftly emerged three similarly dressed shapes. Like

bats or tattered cloaks they looked, a group of ragged,

quiet skeletons, all tall and rthin. Withour so much
as the grate of concrere across metal, they opened
du:ap:ddn-nrundswepnmidz,likeuaﬁhhlnwnh
the wind.

Once inside, the shapes made a beeline for the
service staitwell. Up and up they climbed, by turns
bounding like ras and scuttling like insects. The wan
fluorescent light glowed horrifically on their skin;
some pallid, some greenish, some mottled and righ.
They had decided to take the staircase because of its
lack of evening traffic. Also, the stairwell had no se-
curity cameras—although they could easily have
hidden from the living eves of the building’s night
mﬁ.thcmmadumwwldhsvcmghnhdr
every movements—a pack of tatter-wrapped skel-
etons ¢lambering unquestioned through the halls of
the building. No, such sloppiness would have
down the wrath of other Kindred, should this ruse

than the abduction of Benito Giovanni. In the end,
even Benito was a mere pawn of the game, while the
Masquerade was a rule observed by all sensible
Cainites. Especially the horrid and rwised members
of Clan Nosferatu, who looked so much like the
monsters that other Kindred pretended they weren's.

Theirnails and talons clicked and scraped as they
sped inexorably up the stairs, sounding like nothing
0 much as the chittering chelicerae of hungry in-

L alouanni

o A flapping, stnking , hideous form they were,
ing amoephously up the stairs in a scrabble of bent
'" mﬁw the nnr. occupied by their
s offi ,-&m:k.dctnimwpamdtr:t&cgu.:h:
s an empty office that was the receiving
ﬁ?ﬁwﬂ engineer’s consulting firm by day.
o the desk of papers and detritus, the Nosferat
-d and clicked onto the tr.:q:r,1 :;hm: th;:'
pulled a ceiling grare that concealed a ventila-
Tt ﬁmlhn thlnpipcthe',rwrigglad-.mingﬂ?mr
shoulders and splayed feet to brace themselves against
the sides of the tube. Na normal man could have fit
*mﬂw&mft, let alone undulated his body to nego-

' i bare
tiate his way upward. With the flick of a i
ﬁm:lefm;, the last monster pulled shut the grate,
o
ing

leaving no evidence of their passing except for a waft-
ing scent of rot in the office below.
~ Up for four floors they writhed, spilling cut at
their destination like & noxious puddie of bodl:
parts and wattled skin. Cloaking themselves witl
asuggestad mental invisibility, thn:walkﬁd unchal-
lenged past :hedukufthaiwicrlmaamumm.'l'hr?
pulled the door behind her open ever so slightly,
allowing them a quick entry into the office beyond,
while they went unnoticed by Benito Gi“nﬂ
within, as he cursed at his telephones and flai
tion.
mﬁ;nd lll':imﬂ the mament to strike had ar-
rived, they revealed themselves to their prey. chftﬂ
Giam:ﬂ and a powerful but seemingly spiteful spirit
made a briel but deadly resistance to d:ekij:mt;;
ping operation. Benito managed to s::: L;Le :
building's alarm, but the Nosteratu remained un

Jusiin achilfl
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tected, even under the direct and intense serutii
of the well-armed security team that rcmund-r:du ;‘?
matter. The objective was achieved, even if it d f:;
cost them two of their number. I i

Glousarird

Wednesday, 30 June 1999, 3:50 AM
Stardust Hotel, Room 2901
Las Vegas, Nevada

- A white stretch Lincoln Continenral picked up
Chas and Victor from the lobby of Caesar’s Palace.
Neither thought that Milo would be so foolish as 1o
have them brought to his haven, and Chas wasn't
sure a.car would be readily accessible at their rendes-
v, 50 he had told Victor to bring the bag.

The bag meant that Chas intended ro exact ven-
‘geance, and it was full of all manner of unpleasant
implements. Duct tape, phone wire and silk cord all
serveed the same purpose: to tie down whoeverneeded
1o be restrained. A supply of cutting instruments from
the crude o the exquisite could be used to ger any-
ante to tlk about anything, us could the claw hammer,
the blackjack and the “plumber’s snake,” which left
one hellacious welt anywhere it struck naked flesh.
The bag normally would have contained a lighter,
but Chas figured that the hotels would have plenty
of matchbooks on hand. None of it was very neces-
sary in the end, anyway, after the binding material.
Any time Chas needed to make anyone talk, rying
them up and menacing them with the contents of
the bag usually served the purpose. lr wasn't like Chas
wai a master torturer, anyway. He usually let brute
force and raw pain do the work. No, he was certainly
i artist, but he got the job done when it needed to
be. The whole ugly toolkit had been wrapped in sto-
len hatel tawels, so the bag locked like an overnight
duffel full of clothes, instead of a satchel of imple-
ments used for hurting people.

pustin achilll B0



Exactly what Chas's vengeance was for, he hadn't.
figured out yet. Benito Giovanni fit somewhere inta

the picture, but ns to his role, neither Chas nor Vics

tor was sure. Both of their minds scrambled to make
sense of the few pleces of the purzle they had been

given, but nothing clicked. Chas kept his mouth shut,
making sure to continue the charade he and Victor
had pur on earlier, just in case the driver was privy to
the situation. He pretended to be Victor's valer and
bodyguard, letting the smaller man appear as the otie
in charpe.

Both Giovanni were surprised to be let off at the
front of the Stardust Horel and Casino. They'd fig-
ured that Rothstein surely had a hidey-hole
somewhere outside of town and that he'd keep them
there as a form of insurance to himself, The fact that
he had delivered them to such a public place reas.
sured them, however.

“Room 2901," the driver told them as he let
them out. Chas quickly checked the license plate
as the Continental drove away. Legitimate tag (at
least o the naked eye), no rental stickers. That
boded well, too.

thkdwehﬂmm&mm?-mnmm
As they exited, Chas made a quick reconnaissance
of the floor. No uninvited guests lurked in the vend-
ing vestibules—just a humming Coke machine. The
stairwell was empty, at least on this floor, the one
above and the ane below.

Chas knocked at door 2901,

Milo answered the door, which Chas pushed
open and motioned for Victor to step inside.
Rothstein looked up at Chas. “A bie presumptious,

Glouwarnnl

ips?” but he shrugged it off. The room was not
ht;tlikcdwmcﬂiwkcptai Caesar's. The

ruble Rothstein from the meeting was EII:‘E-D in
the room, relaxing somewhat in mmmﬁeﬁﬁﬁ;

at the rwisted ratu Montrose was nowhere

‘;?:1- On :htN{::flzvlsim. the same Bruce ‘Fﬁl_'iis
L vie Chas had seen earlier played. He was going to
Hltﬁﬂnwm:innabotﬁltwm lhn:mcrma:
m;hur then he remembered that he was “backup,

't I a n d t_
ﬂh:;tl:m this room will do for you!" asked Milo.
That must have meant that Rothstein planned o let
Victor stay here, probably as a favor, as he @mﬂ:
* Vietor had turned against Frankie Gee, That 13. wil -
l ;;w luck, he thought Victor hﬂdrsw:z:hed ?il ¢:.rh £
| m Aposst lcmtdlmmmhfnd'::h;(tﬁ:ﬁr:mt y
cnew b L Even w v ;
w:im:;filnk you,” replied Victor, He put the
bag down by the side of the bed and sar down. o
WOk, don't do that. These bedspreads are ﬁhi'l Yo
Milo said, pulling the spread from the bed md;fm OV~
ing It in the closet. "They never wash the i
and I'm sure you know what sorts of filth and ﬂ:?t_q;k
goon in these suites." He smiled. Did he know!

s “Well, if it’s anyrhing like what happemﬂ:r ;:I\P-
‘ery orher hotel room cw:rpwh:n_:‘- in the world, mﬂ:
sure 1.n:n'u'fu: right,” said Victor. L-n_o&. Keep ;gugh ;
chatter, We've all friends here, you I-;rmgﬁncka o
Chas. Wait a moment. ?fmﬁ:} m w :
: to g :
w%iml?mg:fmﬂ 1 have o ask, Fimugh. To
what to we owe this sudden shift in allegiance? Your

7]
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man," Milo motioned to Chas (or Earl, as he hope-
fully knew him), “said thar you had an unpleasant
telephone conversation ™

“More or less," Victor shrugged. The nameless
Rothstein turned off the TV and rose from the chair
“I'm sorry, | missed your name at our last meeting

“Benjamin. Or Ben, rather. Ben Rothstein.”

“Pleasure to meet you, Ben, but I have 1o say |
wish it were under other circumstances.” Vicror
looked to Milo. “My plans seem to have fallen apait,
but | hope | can repay your last-minute and largely:
undeserved hospitality. If you'll pardon my gross:
tongue, | thoughr | was all but fucked about an hour
Milo laughed. Ben took the cue once it was ob-
viously okay to do so and gave a nervous smile of his.

own. How this dumb little freak ever got Embraced
into the clan—if he was 2 vampire ar all—was be-
yond Chas.

“Well, it's never too late to play the game, | al-
ways say,” Milo mused.

I"ll bet you deo, Chas thought.

“But to ger back to the matter at hand, P'm still
curious why. I don't need the full story—you can tell
me the rest of the details tomotrow night. Well, I
suppose it's actually tonighit, but you know what I'm
saying."” Milo paced absently at the foor of the bed.

“Long story shart, Frankie wanted me to lean on
you guys hard about this Benito character. | said that
you obviously hadn't seen him after a few weeks ago,
and that you were already one up on us and why we
were here. Any hardball on our part was juse going to
piss you guys off—again, I'm sorry for the coarse ralk,

- Glouvanr

e a il tired—and we're basically in your back
know the Rothsteins and ’anln':m have some
Jood in the background, but thﬂts-nut because

it's not my job to fix it. | think yuuhgl;uﬁr.a
iald just kiss and make up, bl!t‘whﬂ.'tl:‘lftl' ;-,;i;
eame before me, and [ know how this business makes
seoplé carm . But Frankie, he's innmhiun;. -
; ' I'm not willing to be the
g:s‘::i? I;:f':;lttﬂ’ﬁ going to turn up sooner o
and even if he doesn’t, sameane’s going to see
i old wounds for,
him and that's not worth opening il
wou know? So then Frankie gers all bent out 0
Iﬁ.gumd lrwm:ldjuﬁtbegno:iml_ceepmvnr;
n. 1t' not like I'm walkm.g out ©
Wﬁi&m——m‘npt know that it doesn't work like thatin
our line of business—but l‘zlh rﬂ[ going to burn any
bridges o, right? |
i "\ Hlmd:t: :::?s:iming,hdr. Sforza. And | admire
-qm;r.lu::;rf. [t seems that such :E:ings become rarer
and rarer in these modem nighits. S ies

" Chas smiled inwardly. A good enuug_d._u“:
assiiming Milo wasn't one of the pnrar;.m w|“ :
helow-the-surface types. If he was, h: e
fucking Oscar-quality actor, because {c o
have any of the tells, any of thie pantom m?uned.
subtly betrayed a lie as it was told or E;mwn i
Victor could be good when he wasn't blo
hck:?fnt?vzl:lai give us a call when you wake, Mr.
Sforea? It's gerting late and we'll lm:w:: mﬂ.::;g
.wh:haut asking any more of your time. ir'a .
would ynugnahmdandbringmemrmmd‘ i
Bang. Just like that. Milo Rothstein's va
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signed his death warmant. He was so intent on o

ing like a bigshot in front of his rival's men he didn’t

Ben left to have the valer fetch the car.

took off his jacket as the door shut behind the
exiting Rothstein, noting the mechanical buz: of
the electric lock doing its work. He hung his
jacket and unburtoned his cuffs, beginning to roll
them upward. Milo noted him with the faintest

hint of apprehension.

That's right, fucko. Time to die.

“I'll take my leave, Mr Sforza. Feel free to enjoy
the casino for the rest of the evening—1I've armnged
a small marker 1 make your stay more convenient
and comforr—"

“Wrong, cocksucker,” Chas sneered. “You're go-
ing 1o fucking answer a few questions before you go
home.”™ Victor moved like an old pro. He had the
bag open and the phone cord out before Milo turned
w look back at him. Chas favored the phone cord,
he had told Vicror on the flight. It's tough as all hell
10 break, and even if someone did manage to burst
the strong plastic sheath, it was full of copper wire
that cut flesh to ribbons if you tried to force your way
through it. The only way to avoid shredding yourself
with it was to hope that it burst when and if you
managed to break the plastic skin, too.

Chas took a swing that clipped Milo on the chin,
knocking his mouth open and sending him tripping
backward. Victor took advantage, looping the wire
over Milo's head and around his arms, pinning them
to his sides. This he pulled right, then looped it twice

i Glouannl

{ Milo's body. Victor knew he had ma:cd
e Rothsteins were Giovanni afterall,
ani Kindred were able to call on inh};ﬂ:_tl:t
t’tml he'd ever seen it before, but if Milo
idde erhouse, he might be able m::;n:f!
: 'E:;k Victor's neck before Chas

Victor completed i"urf:
Chas had dragged the chaif

Vic " me and
him up. Milo, you walk to !
Vi wiﬂﬂ‘::z :Lmight so | don't have to htr:ak a::;,‘
e need to." He admired his handiw 1.
'Fm:h-—-ﬂi-lﬂ.'l“?l . enred by Chas's own appreciable
B e strength—had broken Milo's jaw and a
Wd i of icme jutted through the skin of h:z
chi BitE:'niS eyes, however, the bone NTE:.% !
Fmtht in and the gaping laceration Yott
Iﬂ.ﬂn deftantly healed himself. Bep e
. "fmmig’lnwammmeﬁmtpreci_tmnwm:;d -
£ vou keep acting like that you're going (O 1 : :
lf?“: 1 do say so myself, Earl, this is a completely
uhnu‘:. Hiuu: way' to behave in someone ci{se‘s dugmm.
fﬂuawddmw Jidn't seem the type 1o give up 50 €45

i . Chas's best course of
:l_lr-‘-Thﬁ}-"-' and kecp talking was that would male

) of you, you sh v Y
:khmgetmufdtﬁm Dm:el : 1@}1:\[1135
B mmered Milo with his fist. This ume, wmgmh
uﬂomhesidmfhhie&ﬂe.bmkmg

L0
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and blowing his pupil. Milo chose not to heal it
mediarely and winced, his eyes looking wild as the
one pupil first shrank and then rapidly

times the size of the other.
“Rule number two: When I'm talking, no int

rupting. You break rule number two, you get oneof
these." Chas delivered a matching blow to the other
side of Milo's head. This time, however, he didn't’
crack the skull, but Milo's other eye reacted in the

FRINE MEANNeT.

*Rule three is I'm the fucking boss: And youdon't
fuck with the fucking boss, understood! Break rule
three, and you get one of these." Once more Chag
bludgeoned the bound Milo with his fist, this time

straight in the face, breaking Rothstein's nose and
showering an explosion of blood down the front of

his shire and jacker.
“That’s the rules. You gor it? Milo didn't move.
“Thar counts as yes. Good. | like that.” Chas bent
down to lick some of the blood from the front of Milo's
ruinied face. Kindred vitae—much stronger than the

thinner blood of morals. But Chas reined himself

in. He needed o hear what Milo had to say, and if he
lost control now, he'd fuck up the whole plan.

Somewhere in the back of Chas’s mind it oc-
curred to him thar he said that to himself a lot lately.
He had to talk to the devil to keep it in check, just
like he had to keep Milo quiet until it was necessary
for him to speak. Or so he figured.

“So, down to brass tacks. Where's Benito?

“I don't know,” Milo sneered, eyes moving grog-
gily over Chas'’s form.

"Wrong answer." Chas slapped him this time,

clauannl

Aoose @ trickle of blood-spit and spraying

+ Milo's running nose e “wr
Whe fuck is Benito -
W Gk WDy

o« He challeng-
: almost looked like he was ;
&'ﬁ:ﬂﬁwmﬁtm him to ask me&sﬁ
E.lm wasn't interested in playing to
This was his own private hellshow. He was in
Notwhat | wanted to hear, Milo. Amthctilla?
e coagulating gobbet from under _Mi o's
soulg t‘-ii"a‘ landed on the carpet like a slug dissolv-
" ?ﬂm me, Earl, that if you want a spe
R -: = ?ﬂt:shg:_l]& ask the question that leads
L’ not find the Seven Cities of Gold
f 553 direcrions to Detroit." Detroit! What tl;:
; .Del;mit have to do with anything? P]::H -
- oo _‘ 3 mﬂ* Srill, e f:infm‘ctd the pioinr that . s}
abl n't going to give anything up without ma ]:1%
hf’gmwmk for it. 1n his bound suate, this was
the Kindred had left. ,
whe Chas looked at his watch. Eight minutes hnc}
Md.He figured he had twenty before B;'tﬂ‘ﬂ cu
ﬁunmd mustered the courage 10 ‘-":fﬂ m“m":““'
*You're right, Milo. But tﬂl?ﬂ*ﬁs out ?“é: ¢
breaki her one. Time 10 pa pipcb' :
Once “.:mtkﬂ ratned a blow down upon L‘l;l;s
‘head, this time impacting the top of his ﬂiﬂwg
: ve, though; Chas still needed to hear what Mi
;gdg:: say so he didn't hit him too hard. |
' fucking Christ, you simpleton! lsn't it 8
vious 1 don't know? Why don't you ask Montrose

Justn achilll




"Don't take the name of the Lord in vain," Chas
smiled maliciously, running his left palm over the
knuckles of his right hand. “It's a sin, | think. In fact,
Pm sure it's a sin when o Jew does it. And | already
know abour Montrose, but we don't know how 1w
talk to him. We had your phone number, Lucky you.
Oh, and stop breaking rule number one and I'll stop
hitting you." Another massive blow to the face
crushed the leftside of Milo's head like 8 jack-o-lan-
tern. His eye sagged out, his skull bulged alarmingly
in & shape that foretold massive trauma; and a well of
black head-blood rushed out of his face where Chas's
knuckles had lacerated his skin through sheer force,
As much ns way possible, Milo bit his lip to remain
silenr.

"Say! That's good! You're leaming. Okay. We'll
take & different tack now. You've alréady given us

Montrose, but we knew that, so we need something
else. Where's Montrose ™

“Fuck you"

Wham.

“Who's Montrose working for ™

uFuck ?ﬂﬂ-"

Wham.

“How do you make a Manhattan?

“Three parts bourbon, ane part sweet vermouth,
maraschino cherry.”

Not bad, bur roo much vermouth. Wham.

“You don't understand, Milo. I'm not going w
stop until you're dead or I've gor something I can
take home, you see? Who the fuck are you working
for! What's the secret that's so fucking sacred that
you're going to let me bear you inch by inch by

o annl

fucking inch until I've killed you with my bare hands!
}@mlumcdawu w grin in Milo's face, pressing his
firchead to the bound Kindred's. “What's the answer
. “You really want to know =
&ﬁmb&i I'm just fucking around uvﬁl'aen"::
“No, | mean you really have to want mhaaw_.
“What the fuck, Milo, I just told you I'm willing
!umh you-until you die, didn't 1 You know how
serlous & has to be to punch someone
todeath? You know how tired I'm going to be romor-
fﬂﬁ'ﬁ{shtw’rm_lmupiﬂhavemmchymfm
three fucking hours! I'm fucking serious as cancer over

ﬁmhﬂﬂm&mhmﬁnclﬁem-.lm
wmh -i.lﬁﬂ' it to ?mu ‘

“You're out of your fucking gourd if you think
I'm going to lean down there and let you bire my
fucking ear off.”

“I'm not going to bite your ear. Thmv,rm_‘{i 'bl'iﬂl

the shit out of me even after you killed me.” You're
vight, Chas thought privately. “Bend down here so |
ean tell you.” ;
I "'Milu.iswearto{hcldfvwﬁxk:ngblwm...
*I'm not going to bite you. No, closer.
\Chas put his ear up to Milo’s mouth, almost hop-
?m’g.ﬂntthefnnlwuulddaumniphimmhgomﬂd
pummel the Rathstein into sticky paste- This close,
Milo wasn't a Kindred anymore but a reeking, sump-
tuous, humid cloud of pulpy blood. Tell me quick,
motherfucker, before 1 bite you.
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"The seuviret Is
"Yeah, spirit our.”
,' Fhe secrer is. oo fuck vourself,”
) ~.||:,:,r::,”hi:": Milis hiad him—rock him for aride
i wht, shirl g, you just cashed your fuckd
week. G wdelymmie! Fuck! Vicror, vou keep an .
m l'r|'=~ som of a birch!™ As if he wiis going l'l.'rluu[m
.”,“, R «-I-n1r-w}'u~n_- “Keep him nght fucking wh:ﬁ
I,I,,H |LLFL --|I~~r -‘-Iu.r.rmn[ ubour the room, pacing angrily
g his head violently with every tum fia
I-.'u weorids, He tumed on the TV, Same Bruce 'ﬂ"ﬂli'n
fﬁjll‘- ey still going strong. Gunshots and explodi ;
.u Hoopters of sumething. The cockroach peo ivalnnu
;IrI:.Ill shitt. He turived up the volume so fhitTF‘H w:
111 T 1 L -
|_|I_:.1:.I l.EL.l'n:l.ll l 45 rU.l..Ix' s a8 conversation would have
er that, Chas stulked into the bachroom and
[lnmu sefully washed his hands and forehead, looked
1.I|,_J:,||; :Itlll-l-”ilr.:lr:-ujmr him o il.l.lj'-;l? sure he didn't have
ained all over Kis skt

. ll:l:.mlllfrl."m wait here, Milo." and Chas stormed
Milo looked at Vicror. Victor looked at Mil
?I'.:--m;enl. as if he hadn't a care in the worl it *'and
heard a heavy, staccato scraping sound *‘LLH }w!'
another. Then a quick bang. And Ih-:'nltiul: ”' td.'m‘t
:nmmhmu immense being dragged over f’“‘““ S
o g dragg carpeted
'.J'_\»lr Storza, what Is your companion do—*

Chas kicked open the door, a sheen of blood
sweat across his forehead, something large bl Lick
Ir_h:- light from the hallway from rnreri.nm.}h e
.‘Iu:u_h. that's right, Mila Tmugh—fhwg Yﬂr me.
tucking. ..o fucking ough, I'm -p,m'ng n':. ah-:l;:r >
what this is all about. Now you're in the big lcagu"::

(L& T#]
Glouanm
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As Chas ranted, he pushed thet “oca-Cola vend-
ing machine into the room from the hall. It didn't
quite fir, catching on the hollow metal doorjamb—

50 Chas pushed until the jamhb pulled away from the

sheetrock, sprinkling him and the machine with'a
veil of white dust

Vietor sniffed

“Yau can't be serious,” Milo stammered, his Tu
inied eyes wide and his mourh agape.

WY fucking bet | can, cocksucker. I'm the most
serious motherfucker you Lnow right now.” The door-
famb wwisted away and Chis m naged to foree the
big machine entirely into the room. He kepr push-
ing, stopping only briefly to shove the bed to one
side with his thigh before continuing to shoulder the
michine over toward the window

"Earl, this is patently abst ird.”

“Goddammit, would you shut the fuck up! I'm
tryitig to work here. The sooner | can get this where
t—needs—to __he—There!—the sooner we can
wrap this up. Victor, get the tape.”

Victor rummaged through the bag while Chas
singlehandedly lifted Milo and the chair and slung
them uticeremoniously in front of the machine’s
dimmed facade.

Finding a virgin roll of duct tape—still in the
plastic wrapping—Victor rossed it 1o Chas. “Is thisa
good ides, Chas!"

#Shut up, Victor. I'm Earl. [ know what I'm do-
ing: Earl's your own little angel of death, Milo.”

Milo had nothing to say about the situation, in-
stead gogeling around in incredulity. Seven big loops
of tape later, Milo found himself attached to the
‘machine, inseparably, it seemed.

1o




ng and hurling his flaming lighter

itbi;hrﬁ away the blood-evidence, and
ol down the hatlway toward the stairs. They
ﬂighls ir1 as many hounds, and Victor kept
Intending to call an elevaror a fe .
yahkuﬂ the fire alarm on floor twenty-Six

i join Vi e
en dashed down the stairs to join Victorat th
. Chas tnullted himself lucky that he didn't
I hﬁthe or he'd be panting hugely—and sus-

"Okay. Milo. One last time. Montrose. Benim
Gone. Make it make sense tome, eh! For fuck'ss ke
at least give me Montrose's phone number.™
“Look, Earl, I've already told you—" :
“All right. You're done. Victor, ser this prick o
fire.”

Victor fumbled through his own pockers and!
turned up a silver lighter. He went to the wet bar s
Chas ran quickly from the room to grab a fire extine
guisher from the wall. As he pulled off the plaste
sheath, a mild beep beep beep went off and a tiny red
light blinked.

In the room, Victor had sprinkled Milo liberally
with high-proof rum. '

“You're going to set me on fire and put me
asked Milo, not knowing what to believe or even what
1O PLUess |

"No, you fucking stiff!" Chas yelled at him and:
hurled the fire extingnisher through the wide glass
window, Glass showered downward, necompanied by
the extinguisher, which surely made a clash anid tinkle
as it hir the ground twenty-nine floors below. “You're
going vut the fucking window.” 3

Vietor struck the lighter and Chas heaved up=
wird from the base of the vending machine. Milols
eves bugged amazingly as the duct tape held him to
the machine, and his clothes and blood-damped hair
went up in a fiery rush.

With an assertive, final heave, Chas pushed the
machine up and out the window, sending Milo
Rothstein tumbling toward the ground in a flaming,
spiraling death-dive.

Chas and Victor bolred from the room, the lat-

& Al halantly, amid the confusion and
gﬂﬁﬁ trucks und the ambulances and
.-I“-M"- » vacationers, they made their way across
1' (o catch @ cab back o their hotel, With
Tuck ar all, Milo was old enough to be dust by
and this would look like some rock-star public-
stunt or the work of hooligans. No one had EIIl‘gl't
1 to suspect murder at all. No one excep
e and the Las Vegas Rothsteins, of course,

r . " could be dealt with later.

Justin achill
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Wednesday, 30 June 1999, 10:57 PM
Caesar’s Palace, Room 2604
Las Vegas, Nevada

When Chas had risen for the night, he found
Vietor still in bed.

Dead. ..

The television was on, running through & cal
lection of previews that would soon show and en
which channels they would appear. An overturned
mug of coffee sat on the nightsrand. The Las Vegas
Review-Joibmal and the Wall Stveer Jowrnal lay open
on the bed and stained by coffee on the floor, respec-
tively. The smell of almonds permented the room:

Someone had infused the coffes with cyanide,

“I told you | hate this city,” Chas said to Victors
still-stiff corpse. By the time anyone found him, Vies
tor would be turning green-red and purple as the bload
pooled downward, 1

But thar wasn't Chas’s problem. He had a CAIgo-
class flight o catch back to Boston. A quick call o
Frankie Gee from the disparch office at the airport
should have whoever was in charge of such things
make sure no one matching Chas's description came
up in any of the police reports.

“Goodbye, cockroaches.”

Poor, stupid Victor. A victim of ambition, both
his own and others'.

It never even occurred to Chas to question why
they'd thought to poison Victor's coffee but not to
stake the Kindred sleeping in the bathroom. And
even if he had thoughr about it, he'd just guess he
had a charmed unlife.
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Night unknown
Mycerinus's courtyard
Hmphhs EEWI

The cowled figure stepped farth from the shad:
ows, seeming to pour out of them like wine s
pitcher. It surveyed the surroundings; sniffing n bi
in the humid air. [

What & crerious scene, the figure thought to itself

Like blood, only. . .everywhere. Pervasive. As if the air

iself,..

A peal of thunder rent the night, shaking the
Egyptian sands and even the pillars of the palace it=

self. The pharaoh no doubt slept poorly this evening
probably rousing his concubines with his nervous
stirrings. For nights now, an ill spirit had fouled his
temper, and no amount of pliant flesh or tender foods

could calm him. Ever since the disgraced son had
spoken his fateful words, the king's manner was one
of discomfiture.

Whar was that curse agaimn? That blood shall fall like
rain? That rain shall follow blood? Something perhaps
about a bloody reign? The figure trod silently across
the sands from the temple to one of the lesser build-
ings. In this time of miracles, almost any oath may carry
literal truth. Men and gods—impossible to
Where one land swears by the existence of one all-power-
ful, its neighbors spill blood m the name of mamerous divine
lovds. And even this simple Egypt, with its notions of the
king who walks among them—how strange! That a god
should stmk and rut and befoul the water among his very
peaple! Yes, how does this Egypt strezch as far as any of
the nations of man? Here, far from the Father's Garden?

Glovanni

rock
e from the palace, carved into another
r e uarded oy by a small boy. The
-d before the boy, showing him. a scepter

Hﬂhﬂ brooch ng each in 2 thin, bony,
4 Thfﬂ miled blankly and ran

is fing u';h?;da bas-relief of a skull on the rocky

face of of a sick
" Dank air crept out, like che uhnlazmn
uld .-'_ e tkhu!-: :nteredi I[[H mm o ttﬂ]f« Ew

v and améracle. The spark
iy 1
« dues Giod chaose to give them such a precious gift

mglﬁ;mdﬁ‘“d“m of Your disavowed?

f God was listening, he gave no indication. A

serpen the fig-
single crawled from one of the steps
mdumdl!:i. into @ crack in the sandstone wal!

gﬁ.wmﬁkcmjmmﬁﬂd- Always prnish-

- ouncilor : the artisan. Or perhaps,
ﬁ:; m’iﬁﬂ"in the sins of their father.

hood. 1 know Your

it has
: have turned Your back on me, yetit
WM‘I G:l: :fumm nearer 1o You without YOuT kmu.iw
adge. You do ot see me; You force Ymﬁm{p;: b
e And i will be Your wndoing. One night,

me_dumaﬂli:dmudthuhd!ﬁuwd

me and my simnndm-;sir:'sn'm-—-ﬂi‘r'mﬁ throat. And
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then, great God, You will know what fear can breed ina
man—even a dead one. My dead heart still bears, but it
is not with mercy or love. No, my heart beats with the
hhtkﬂmdq‘mgfmmarwﬂw?ﬂurum&ﬂh’i
as a scar. Better to have struck me down than 1o permit
the kiss of — !

“Master!™

A child’s voice interrupred the figure from the
growing histrionics of its reverie, Taking the last step;
the cowled form entered a low, arched room that stank
of sweat and youth and the waste of mortal bodies. A

 #She's sleeping, master. She’s still sick.”
%ﬁﬁmmh my dear boy.” A charmcl hanc
‘emerged Emmthambzmpltth‘b‘”"mh.
affectionately. "No, she isn't n;l:;j h&f;i ﬁmzi
r:? mﬁ w walk." As he spoke, the dead man led
i ward hand-in-hand © the comer Whire Elitha
Jay, “See? Elisha. Elisha..." .
.hﬂsﬁi;ﬂwhd in'a heap on the floor, looking
like nothing more than a pile of bones ‘Tﬂf““* Flies
bumed about her—How did they find their uay n'—
single torch guttered ngainst the far wall, be and crawled actoss her half-open eyes, ar The dead
precious little light on the squalid chamber but give her parted lips. "Emf&m?m i 1|m:u!ml vicious
ing the figure far more luminescence than it nesdisd man’s skeleton-head g-mmr.d » posts da;ﬁ*tm
to see. The cool stone walls hore no marks, other than smile. “Do you need your n::at':' Shed?'@'::ludﬂd ms'n;
a few streaks of offal and a haphazard pattern of nis- Nusrat! She needs her t : P Nustat stared
set hand-prints. A boy emerged from the far corner, ‘nudged Elisha's head with his foot ::u cired
his face obscured by unknown filth, naked as the day ‘upat him plaintively. “Oh, yes. She's very tied.
he was born. Wlﬁmimﬁm'mhﬂ?ﬁngm. l::r!-ﬂng
"Master!" The wretch repeated his question, man stroked the boy's hand, his bnm;md kin. He
unaware that his master indeed stood before him. The brief, bright trails on ol w‘dzﬂql k. 5 lr:';i
figure shook irs head. Perhaps the boy would never looked down, hisrfﬂ sk of il
learn—he peered too purposefully into the darkness. “Yes, master : i
“Yes, Nusrat. It is 1" The figure peeled back its “Take this to Djuran, at the i n:;l.'ht nilkrulﬂz
hood, its head emerging, baring a rictus of teeth, like hendesd the boy o small scacab with & humen 100
askull plucked from a lifeless body, Which, in truth, place of its head. It was a magical, al red to
it was.... tablet, fashioned from his own hlmd.ﬂi“; to his
The boy leape into the dead man's cold arms; augment his servants’ powers and bond them
clambering exuberantly up them to kiss his master’s will. “'ll have one for you when you e s
face. The master rurned away, sparing himself the As the boy's fiaked feet i s e o
boy's clumsy affections. He looked abour, lifeless eyes darkness, the dead man tu oz &mnﬂmli‘:;mldt
leering from pitted sockets, scanning the darkness. Elisha. “My dear, sweet girl. | am sorry 1o

"Nusrat, where is your sister? Elisha?” He called ou, you so."
but received no response.

uo
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him be-
¢ sent i royal guard to arrest him and press his
- ?’Hw:l @ Sergeant come T0 GITest him! It

He lifted her—she weighed lictle more tha r"-' likely be the gravest errar af thar sergeant’s

bundle of river reeds—and cradled her in the
of his arm. Pushing the tattered shift away from her
body, he bent ane weakened leg awiy from him, exe
posing the flesh of lier thigh and the delicate pink
pucker that hid above. As a hungry man eyeinga.
ronst and spitted calf, the dead man stared a1 the ene
feebled girl's haunch. Carefully, delicately; he bipir
the flesh of her leg and felt the musky skin give way.
beneath his fangs. A weak trickle of blood coursed
into his mouth, at first slowly and then in greater
volume, The dead man drank with a detached fer
var, indulging himself in the sole passion thar
animated his cursed frame, lapping up the blood i
rivulets, With bur a few seconds’ deaught, the flow
ceased completely, just as the boy retumed from his.
ermand above.
The robed specter dropped Elisha's body to the
floor, where it came to rest with o dull thud. He
rubbed one finger coarsely across his lip and motioned
to Nusrat to come closer. “And now, would you please
get rid of thar!”
The boy answered, "Yes, master,” but the dead
man had already twmed ro go.
Before he reached the top of the stair, the dead
man met the door attendant, whose eves held a wide
look-of shock. “Master, you—the skies have—"
“Spit it out, boy. I don’t keep idiots in my em-
ploy," the dead man snapped, nonetheless worried
about the effect whatever lurked outside had had on
his arrendant. Djuran was not the brightest of slaves,
but he was stalwart. Could it be that the pharach
had finally tired of his cadaverous vizier's ways! Had

™ Ag nded the stairs with the stammering
n "mhim, the dead man saw what had the

oy so agitited. piny o
The dkies were Lt with brief bursts
'i:hmmdairhnm the tang of blood. Indeed,
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Thursday, 15 July 1999, 1:27 AM
Seasons Restaurant, Bostonian Hotel
Boston, Massachusetts

“So, you're proposing whar, exactly™ lsabe
looked sternly at the Kindred before her. He had beer

sent from Baltimore at the behest of Jan Pierersaon

to entreatr Giovanni support against the Sabbat. F

name was something French, or maybe Canadian, bus

his English certainly didn't have any accent.

“Recognirion of the Giovanni claim to Bmmn?

replied the agent. “The Camarilla will formally ac-
knowledge the supremacy of Clan Giovanni in

Boston and its immediate environs. That is; i ex=
change for the support of the present members of the

clan against the Sabbat’s efforts along the eastern sea-
board. 1t’s in your best interests, you know.”

“Don’t patronize us, you fucking pindick,” barked
Chas from across the tmble. This meeting had cons
vened at the last minute, by request of Francis Milliner.

Francis was the eldest member of the Milliner
family, the Boston branch of the Giovanni. Isabel
believed him to be more than s bit paranoid, bur
she indulged him. Much had recently taken place
in Boston, including the execution of one of the
most dangerous loose cannons ever known to the
clan, Genevra Giovanni had been a Sabbat sympa-
thizer, having use for the Giovanni family only
insofar as it served her immediate needs. Not thag
every Giovanni vampire—and probably every vam-
pire; period—didn't harbor similar selfishness, but
the open display had made her powerful enemies
among the clan. Masterfully, the Milliners had hid:
den her elimination beneath a veil of organized

e Gloucnni

inlence. Isabel had to give Francis credit—
crafted an almost century-long ruse to use a;
erean for whatever untowsnd befell hiq: an
and never thought rwice about plal-,rmg it
o ke Genevia out of the picrure. For his F::;:d
and cleverness, the elders of the clan dec

low Him to drink the heart’s blf:n:-d of the rogug,
2 him closer to the power of the elders thﬂ:‘:-
-n knows how many other contingency

us Milliner had up his sleevel!

g I that end, 1sabel had lictle interest in talking
L S

i the
nd-rate yes man. Francis wis
g ith the plan, but she was his smokescreen, she
% Camarilln probably didn’t even 'i:n.mw :l;;:t
m & Milliners and not Giovanti who tgtt::md ’:
mt influence in Boston. Outside 3 few individuals,
ﬂuf::n\! knew that the Giovanni were the preemi-

: here. Of course, the Milliners were

nﬁn!‘. at power t o .
r&mal:mi but such semantic games Were the coin of

: ' could
the Kindred realm. Misdirection and subrerfuge
;E;fa Kindred much farther than brute force, and

4 i 1.f 0{ that.
h&l was Wﬂlkmg. un'll.'-TlIlF'. prr::l.;[&ab:l remﬂ[’kﬂ‘d- He

“Chas Sertle down,

i 43l hfiaﬂ;tmmng, astensibly here 1o deal .wiﬂ': the
mﬁ Giovanni affair, and a liability to this d.ls.r:::

3 O estament to the fact that SomEHimes
mﬂﬂt\f (i\fbmuﬁhwa did the job; p cricularly in America.
He wasn't especially strong, powerful or clever, fnué
Ehad o mean streak a mile wide and '.:tad im‘. :
Jess reservation nightly about showing it to 2 "‘ml;
Trachud egun oshine o eSO 0L
in the weeks since m "
5 ﬂwaﬁi?ﬁipﬁ were pulled back intoa perpetual g‘l’i}'i.llflf
::;cﬂ His hands were always white-knu ,ast

1"
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e il sinecuire with which bored, effete elders

s and delude themselves. Am | to believe
d not reach an agreement in this room,
next dawn Boston would face a liveried

only by the mast persistent concentration could
keep the Beast in check. lsabel knew: Chas was bount
tosnap soon. She had planned to play her cards right

however, and unleash Chas when it was most conve +f Camarilla shock troops? It's more likely
nient, watching him go down in a blaze of glot o rowdy insurgents of your sect would swag-
would no doubt take a few others with him. The ke Boston's Kindred like a mob of drunken
wass 1o do it subtly, however—aguin, discretion mad igans for a few nights until routed by the
sure ane need niot keep escalating her efforrs—and Kindred whose havens they disturb.

ible only to Kindred eyes and nowhete she'd have & e Your sect s incapable of maintain-
call upon favors w cover up among e auiet influence it has along this entire coast
lice, erc. Still, he had a point. The lisisan snee od o qﬂg:‘; affluent nations in the world, just
Chus, who bristled visibly, : proven powerless against the unknown Kin-
“Bur don't ler that mislead you—{"m sorey. East sweeping in from the West Coast.
what was your name again? She put the diplomat aues Gauthier, don’t be so shocked—I've
The guest’s eyes narrowed to slits, regarding lsabel \ng an envoy such as yousself without knowing the
coldly. "Gauthier. Jacques Gauthier: Childe of Pagy fall mmifications of the relations you propose. When
Levesque, childe of Shlomo Baruch, childe of hed against other options, the only benefit that
Christianne Fﬁr, childe of V‘Id!l }H—- . wnt dwm ism the hﬂf‘
“Yes, yes," Isabel interrupted, “very impressive. «Giovanni of Boston could simply turn: their
Archbishop of Canterbury, extract of vanilla, m ' on the whole matter and allow the Subbat and
of Mugnesia, and so the old joke goes, We realize that il fanatics to shred each other in the streets.
you're here to represent the Camarilla’s interests an , does that sound? Is that answer satisfactory!”
that you're supposed to butter us up and make this W;hﬁﬁmﬁnmhﬁﬁt.hhmwlhﬂpm

seeqii like the most fantastic deal ever to fall into our e mﬁbﬂd mﬂﬂ@ﬂfﬂnﬂﬂ'ﬂdﬂiﬂ his teeth

laps. But let me offer you my counterposition. Your
approval means nothing to us, Your high-handed ‘rec-
ognition of sovereignry' and other quasi-political
jingoism won't work in this room. You're not dealing
with rank neonates. Your Camarilla is not a govern-
ment, nor is it a military body. It is a simple social
convention, a contract supported by its members in :
the interests of furthering its own ends. Quite frankly, -

st Achi

‘ed. At lsabel’s side, Chas twitched, undead

o clouann!

bulging; like an epileptic bound to his chair in

f sy foabie)
-.%mpmmﬂmrmmmw-

F i i-'ir mmd]gﬂqm,mwi&“m

AV, "ﬁunmimﬁﬂ'mm'mmmimw

d m.m_mlmhmfunT.Hciﬂmis&w
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Sabbat a milimry power, but these are not batt
fought exclusively in the trenches. For every
ing fool who sees this solely as a marter of ma

three more Kindred behind him make their me o, | '.-1';ﬁ1farhﬂmatutﬁ!sﬁ1tmrﬂs
through quicter channels. This is a war of infl ok zoon and &mukchimdtﬁﬂdui’m
nitude more than the resources of Clan Giovanst k—mthtﬁiwmlofﬂiﬂwbe
We are merely interested in minimizing and locali sat game, but we know that we are pawns.
ing the h&mccdmmm sl o that turns against the side that pushes it
as well—the Sabbat." T B dangerous piece, indeed.” lssbel stood

“The resources of the Camarilla! Absurd. The nnﬂcwﬁﬂihjgh over her chest, staring

Camarilla has no resources! The only power it rields i ' y at Jacques.
that which is voluntarily afforded to it by its membes, i mmmmmfhukingdﬂ“ﬂhhﬂ"‘

Your sect is far more fractious and selfishly motivared e Piete ad charged him with this
than youwould have us think. The Camarilla does nothe i ronwarned him that the Giovanni were
ing asan entity, and you know " ' A iny their nest—and expected no f"fl'
“Nor does Clan Giovanni; by that rationale,” ous're speaking in metaphors; lsabel. You're
countered Gauthier, oo che issue. This is not a game, as you wank
“True, but Clan Giovanni in this case isa ..1.,1::- j mvmmd!mﬂmmm Pawns and pieces
tm.ml.l]r of Boston's Kindred. We will more o, Mﬂwm:ﬁcﬂﬂﬂﬁfﬂmﬂﬁm'ﬂ
certainly protect our own interests, and put aside our fealing mmanmquuewh’lﬁ- We need your
personal grudges when opposed with a greater oppo- 'hmwm*‘“ﬂmlﬂ“mh '
sition. Whether that opposition is Sabbat or wﬂlmtmmm‘?’“m“ﬂ“maﬁﬂ&m
Camarilla—or both—is irrelevant. | know the man. the Sab t,udﬁ:dammmmcfﬂuﬁmww
wha has sent you here. | know Jan Pieterzoon. He' . oy b that you are truly prepared o wea
h?mmﬂmnnmhhimﬁmmm "MM.lhwn_mmmm-Mﬂhﬂ?m
dred, and | suspect he may one night find M ':'pﬁermmndminﬂthi‘mﬂm““
immz ﬁ:f—t;hu dnrmu;ﬂ them?!—archons and oou a chance to avaid it almgl:tl‘ﬂ;ﬂ i
i Camarilla. Bur he will : e would seemn, then, Jacques, that we
Fmﬂmrdedﬁuhmﬂﬂmmn:itlm. = m.ﬁmhdng.lwill@hﬁ*d‘“m“f
the game of politics, promising one thing, delivering. alliance back and peruse them. You

fﬂ] 'l' :m““hmlgwtwcmtminin

& few wecks to finalize the natue of the relation

m_dmddl decide one exists.”
___—#

what they wanted in the first place was what he ac-
mally delivered. | know that Boston is only part of

e Clovannl




handed the keys to Chas. She
of course, for their amenities, but in a T

was ubout to be torn apart by three rival face
speed and maneuverability were preferablé o
cabriolet leather.

with the Sabbat, right?

And who says the Milliners would honor .
agreed to k™

tiate the deal™

Why are you here, Chas?*

Thursday, 15 July 1999, 1:48 AM thing" : S

Boston, Massachusetts +v about this, okay? Have you made any
Benito 's disappearance!” 1

“What the fuck were you doing in there? Ch Chas had started to scowl, his hands grip-

asked Isabel as they left the building, wering wheel with a new fervor.

red maybe they'd offer some information
,.m as part ﬂfﬂ'ﬂ d'E:H]"“ 7 Put
1d maybe they will, Chas. Now you see! Fut-

“Quiet down, Chas. And don't speak to aues over as many barrels as | can means that

. _ Zaady : t 1o go
thmur!‘lihave?uurmumu;* : cally wants this support armngemen
Thgpaif:]jmhad mtﬂthtﬂl‘.‘ﬂhiﬁhﬂl : mwmmeﬂlﬂf.lmbw
low to the ground. Isabel

g i 5 i

‘t sugpest thisunless llt"II'*MI:E'I-'-*-!mli".l’!":1'1I know
preferred luxu yalotof leverage. And Pietersoon didn't Wart
; e himself, so he sent that little lickspittle so |
' eould look like this is no big deal. So he thinks
this is nothing. Bur that's not what I think, get
¢ smiled. Chas was playing the same game of
thinks | think” with her and she had called him
on it, if only allegorically.

“Are you out of your mind, Chas?” 4 |,%¢ﬁuﬂi-mm“$':d:m!mﬂl
“No, but why were you busting his balls so hard!™ s

“Who says | have to throw in with anyone! pofled low to keep the um radivs tghe.
I ~ ®in the meantime, Chas, I've gotas projec
| for you. Itll reach you some fundamental investiga-

“But there's no way you're going to cut a deal

i

“But isn't that why you're here, Isabel? To n

1l

A

“I'm here because Francis Milliner asked for me. deal. T'm seill working for Frankie Gee-

I-mhmtugetdumrouwf&mlmuﬁmmﬁﬁE "Yes, well, you need the practice. Il bill Frankie
the least investment on m »

y part or the MIM‘? ] _ . that
3 Chas sighed pommﬂ}v;.n-ﬂ'mumhﬂlﬂhd _

121
clouannl - gustin achiill

e ———————————




“That's my mr&mmml . o 5 day, 6 F-‘i‘mim
what you can about Jacques Gauthier. And tell m L ;
who calls the shots for the Sabbat in this citg™

"I already know part two. It's Max Lowell™ = set down the report dealing Wtﬂl::

“How do you know that " ., S unusually aggressive

“Shit, my haven's in New York. Boston's el "'al:;im'f What was the world
shor up the road. Frankie's moved more stuff ol : :

Lowell than | care to think abour. Fuck, if thi

comes down w a shootout, it'll probably be '
Frankie's guns.”

s desk, atop one of the
o imilarwopis. The dar were 1yng
b i

B i the past week; with the ExCepUon ' 0,
Nm,ﬁmmmghtmhlmlfﬂhehmﬂudtﬁ .

T to ride back to his hotel, I'm not so supid at all

And when he arrived, he dialed Frankies number—
the one with the **= area code.

Isabel looked unwaveringly at Chas.

“See,” he said with a smirk, *I'm not so stupid as
I pretend.”

finger to save the city. The insular wat-
tThs:d a particularly mid-levet
; o Maria Chin, to Baltimare, where

Glouannl




5 WAF
1 Benito Giowva rurday, 17 July 1999, 9:51 PM

S o Massact

Chas Giovanni was not happy:

wer the fuck wanted to know where the
o Gigvanni was should just leave him wher-
was and be done with it Milo Rothstein died

b .-,. '!.ilnit." aset m ey S

29 mw ot - _. . _._,., _.__...._

next ¢ of Rothstein. Tello flies e
xt night; Sforss terminated by ou

. m{"'-

e of i, And tonight, new nEws: While Chas
n Boswm, Erankie had heard thar Benito had
Repercussions of M.B. death — few or . : up in New Orleans: The moment I"EEhﬁ!I'dlt,
nonej already cultivated w

LT, Shempnte. oo : Inneﬂﬁhit‘thﬂcmmgoudmminthe
world for him 10 have surfaced in New Orleans. 1fhe
| . # 9 hbmpwﬁ,hewiﬁh;;:w}?me
w t"“‘ e — someone from the 1§ he was still in
Rb" B someanc’s he'd bc_luckeddmrigh: in
eithy 'Vggasmﬂmtmunﬁlwhﬂc?ﬂkldnﬁppﬂ' him
made whatever demand it was they planned to make.
The whole thing Jidn't malke any sense-

Who made the tip, Chas wanted to know. None
of Frankie’s ather people could answer. Speaking of
‘being unable to answer, Erankie hadn't picked up his
phane in almost rwenty-four hours, despite Chasand
-y number of other goombas calling him nonstop.
~ Then the call came in from ltaly, to 1sabel.
Frankie Gee was dead. She rold Chas, conveyed the

appropriate wards of condolence, and bought a plane
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working for anyone anymore. There’s ROWRY
ticket to meer some contact of hers in Arla; - Milliner's—"

“That's nice, lsabel. Any idea why you got ¢h ; A SRR
call before me, and why Italy knows but oo one! _ e,
waYurkurBtﬂunlumm?et?"Chasd_ £

“Don't take that tone, Chas. [ didn't have to e

=l L utive. She knows all
you at all. As to why I found out, it relates to s n @S an account exec

ind, though, and T've given her all the

thing I'm doing here." L S with her to make sure she doesn't

“You're here to fucking handle the Camarill w;:ﬂmthlﬂand Picterzoon know
negotiation for the Milliners. What the fuck il e o

;‘“’,ﬁﬁ hand to o fucking ine?” It was
Lsabel had had enough of Chas's continiallys Fﬂﬁ_mﬂmw a mortal who
womening atrirude. *You know what, Chas? That's Rothste thm a mouthpiece for the snot-
right- | was here to talk w Pietezoon’s peaple. And] (¥ pothnng mOTS without having it be some kind of
didtt.‘l'mmﬂmwr.mhcmmﬁndm'twl‘me. INHILNETE i

i
=

hive to do with going to Arlanta and gerting calls.
about my dead capo™

1y 4 : e { mﬁkag
Giovanni has gone, and vou haven’t done rhit. Sc wmmnl i
while I have hundled two separare affairs for the fam e e i o s
{ly, you still haven't finished your fitss, and vou's e fre Yo will not speak that way to me, under-
racking up an impressive body count to accompany ithe fsce. “You will not

: do
ree to leave. You don't owe me'iﬂ?ﬂ‘h’s‘?
" ork for me, and you don't work for the Milli-

your failures, Victor, Frankie, and I'm sure there are

n;dnmSaplm.h:chmgnc all heavy-handed an d 1l th

i ignmt.jmnﬁqmﬂlvandmitfwmemgerhuk, i . and let all the

She knew he had become frustrared with the lack of ; 50 @ﬂmmugmtmlh‘;f;t only could you

anything leading him to Benito, but Chas was being: T md_ le assignment, Wﬁmd?m’:

unconscionable, and it showed no signs of abaring. I memmwofmﬂﬂmm
“Fuck that, Isabel! I'm just supposed to sit here il

diig ed the other at the
ver it is you're doing down there,” | door. _ RS
“H‘}' 'i"ﬂl;;:l: not. Yﬂﬂ.l'i"ﬁ !ﬂh'la to stay here. Eﬂi 1 M] aiwh?“ww;ﬂ“h mm m:l;e
of the call with Gnuthi::f i out of this with any dignity at all, he had to see

“You want me playing backup for someone else
while you take your little yacation? Bullshir, Fucking

bullshit. I'm not here working for you. In fact, [ guess

26

sbel until she was able to bring more pieces of the
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puzzle to the table, well, that's what he?, i

b was absurd 'h‘“h“xpﬂtmd ..:-;--': it his secreta 1o talk business wiﬂ-;him.huththt

Milliner’s diplomat's retainer, but he didn't wanei tary and the presumptive business parmer would

consider what would happen if he resurned o Ne . ok about A e e &
ork with nothing but obituaries to ac ave i -whipping thug, remarked that she

ledidn' help that Milliner's new go-bermenm e oos how all of the less-evolved Kindred
a grade-A bitch. Even her name was preter their affairs. . :
Geneviewe Pendleton. Of course, she had been e who's less evolved when you piss off

Lhin

educared, which automatically made her » g o ed and you need me to save your
toward the sough-cdged Chas, Apparently she'd been crasmy ass, Guinevere.”

an 1 ﬂlﬂl’lﬂgeﬂ.nl Bﬁfma .'=.“ - it e -
they'd llowed herwbupmnrthem&w o gever. You'll just end up as someane’s din-
out making her a ghoul. That wasn't how they d or later anyway. You think the Milliners
things in the Old World, and it wasn't how Frankis going to let you grow old and trust you with
and his ilk had adapted their racket 1o the New until you die?”

World, When you let people know what you -:-"". i my contract.” Pendleton retorted, cross-
was either right before you whacked them, or tigh o _md,wmhmm#iﬁit
befre you made them a ghoul—or.a Kindred, Ans, « behind the document as a shield.
lhml!ﬂll: left 0o many loose ends. T s “Yeah, well, yeur:mtmﬂfiﬂb&d

SEIA] I'-'

mirute the Milliners see you as more of

lenu:mlt;ﬂmdidn’uppmwnfhis arues
being left with the : o ey . they won't hesitate to
opportunity to jump ship if thingy ﬁmjmmg_wim it. I¢'s not like you

£o0 ugly with this whole “K ‘ :
Genevieve didn't Wﬁm:
present o tuate her ion wi athés
Kiru:lmdinm hﬁrdhcmwld:thcm

Tmhﬂﬂhem.mbiﬁhﬂiumﬂrm.f r
habelld’cdum&ttﬁngﬂdumb[e;ﬂmhndﬁ
m-mmmmammﬁ
of negotintors—she wasn't Kindred and couldn't re-
ally represent one effectively, especially if they tried
t use any of their mystical powers. She maintained
that she knew Kindred inside and our, and was more
ﬂmnﬂ:mlmﬂehmlfmmthmc‘.mmf
madwith:penmmhrmk,umﬂmbfm L

12m

cam g0 to the Supreme E-‘mnarud:laimtl‘lawm“ .

and they're being mean 0 you. His

."."-'ml vieve shook her head. “You think you're

bt than me because you're dead? Oh, that'sa good I
one. Well, | have news for you. You can’t just

‘all over people because you'te some secret, Seary vam-

'h‘ il 5 N

¥ %mm&a it because it doesn't matter to-me any-

- =T
B

t-wamnﬂ reply. Genevieve cocked her

:’..- o ! rl'
head, “What do you mean
l' ﬂm&mm.mmmwwﬂhmﬂ“
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They don't marter. I'm Kindred, and all M

e e e with a:fhish of
able-right bullshit you uphold doesn't mean fucks = :i-' ﬂhhz was on his feet, jerking
to me. Look at me! I fucking drink blood to surviy : Pe:iltmm;l?h* the lapels of her designer
Leill people so I can go on... living. ..ar whatever ; e hﬂmﬁﬂhﬂfeﬁdmgltﬂm‘h
fuck it's supposed to be called.” ~ the fabric of her jacket in his bﬂllﬂid

“That doesn't make any sense,” Pendleton sa m‘f . wwﬁ‘ﬂmmﬁ&d\fﬂ

“Ir's psychologically not possible. It's not possible fo ' ﬂmrﬂmwﬁd-m“*!‘“
vampire society to exist in a vacuum like that, it _ B fangs barely able to fﬂlm'fntlmgl!ﬂt
the reason why serial killers are finally caugh. ki fucking ever accuse me of playing
why you never hear about them until something e Bk Do e Yo aeed your fucking piy. 1 don't

ally heinous tums up. Degenerate behavior ex i '- dﬂt. anc

the law of diminishing returrs—the more abharren
acts you indulge in, the more it takes you to e
ence the thrill of indulging in an abhorrent

' | ? You
T Mmhhﬂfe-mmgﬂ“t

experience even < minor emotional espons - self-centered rational litde m
mmuivudﬁmmndmnphfﬂpg.ﬁnd] don't oo . me. The only thing that's kgqﬁng me
want to think about what you do after killing becoes B e v ﬁukmlmﬂ““"g‘ now is the
I!U[i !_n ol [ wﬁhlﬂ ! f mﬂ':i“f-'khli

“No shit,” Chas shot back. “We've got an old. act that lsabel’s mhzﬂﬂ;thﬂﬂﬂh
riddle for it: A Beast I am lest a Beast | become. We've. joband 1 don't want to

all got the devil inside us, and we have 1o let him ut.
every once ina while or he'd completely rake usover.
wﬁﬁmimmmmmmmm SOme-

“That's not possible. You can't survive like that®
Pendleton crossed her legs, lit a cigarette. _ P

“Bullshit. Bullshit. After you've been ﬂ:m:mﬂri:,1
all 30 many times, that anger—that Beast—is all

F "‘l'ou see what | mean? 1...You got 2 hwus-

L

you've got left, and if you fucking ler it win, you're ?WJ Pendl & Idi’t be sure what direction Chas
fucking done. Done.” 3 s hese
R s tiking I"
“So it's a pity-fuck you're after?” Pendleton - =

bx have &
SA hushand? Y married? Or maybe you
iue&adnur.hucmfoﬂwmgt}mﬂaudfm&aﬁ? I e o

she exhaled it.
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‘life partner’ or some shit like that?”

“I'm, yes, married,” she gulped, picking h

wuﬁﬂmﬂmmﬂmﬁumﬁmhﬁm " ; mfﬁ:&ﬂ;.wm
oo lov this oy | T ncstiober
“He means everything to you, right? d it me hummw? hole in
one,’ as they say, no? The nmpet;an l'.nth& of mtd:if; :m?paﬂﬂlb fill. Ever. :‘mﬂ
warld who's absolutely perfect for you, righe?™ fecl, the more about hex, “’hm].:
“Yes. | suppase. | love him—I wouldn't want ta ; . more miserable, whic
go an without him." ' | n&ﬂﬁ M.MMM-.--“W
“That's fucking right. Well, guess whar, m F_"’_‘h
Pendleton? I'm going o tell you a story. 4 fucking ¢t ’*‘mﬂwd&,mldm‘t:lmﬂﬂ"
“Right after | got turned—just abour a "-'Tf:-_ =SS dies. Maybe she gets married;
years ago, maybe a lictle more—I met ‘the one.’ Pegs i e

meeting her. You sec where this is fucking heading?
F'm a fucking vampire in love with a mortal woman. 1
can't fucking tell her that I'm a fucking Kindred, So
| play it up—the whole Masquerade thing. I try o

set up this relationship with this woman in spite of | game _;;:ld . ; Ea:ﬁtfm need—that person—
the fact that it can't happen. o mmv:gl:‘::bam Never.
“But the thing is—she knows. She doesn't know o fix it, 10

that P'm fucking dead, but she knows that
there's...something. And it puts her off. But it's not
like L can tell her, you know? I can't break the secret :
because that means sooner or later I'd have to kill | (il 1 butmammwﬂmhkﬁm'
her and I'm not veady o do that. At least, not yet., mwﬂﬁﬂ“

“So that's where I'm fucked. | have the absolute
perfect person in my... life, but [ can't have her. I can't
tell her, and any time [ try to just ‘let it happen,’ she
feels what's wrong and it puts her off. And for all the
fucking gifts that being Kindred provides—I can hit
harder than anyone else, | can make people do what

end all you
y ' nb dm‘t’lfﬂtﬂind:
i&fbﬂm&m":}m die and fel that fucking hole
quwt;atvnumn-lm'twmlhﬂ

-

3
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come home to, | can'’t wuch a woman's face and hay qunday 1—31-"17 1999, 1:27 AM
her feel anything that's not touched with the natumn

revulsion thar she's being fucking touched | _ w
thing that kills. | can't ever have anything e: \ mmmmﬂm
fucking blackness inside me that grows greater éven . s Milliner had Genevieve en-
fucking night and wants me to destroy everyrhing | hi wimmwﬁinpﬂﬁiﬂlw
come in contact with. L ol the mmhﬂﬂﬂlﬂ&

“After a hundred fucking years of this shit, ange: :
all you got left. It%s all you can use to keep that fud
Beast at buy—fighring fire with fire. :

“Think about that next time you k&ww
band goodnight or wake up with him in the mo

Think about the fact that having him, hmrl:ng
one who can truly love you for as long as your m
life, is something liml:mepnﬂplejtutﬂn't f_-_
And for that, they'll never be complete men, or ¢om-
plete people. And then think about the only ¢
that can take the place of love. We can hate in abun-
dance, and we have no more suitable subject for ou

hate than ourselves. So we rise each night be o
w:dmtmmﬁdrmgﬁmmmﬂmm
we akready do. &:twmmtmmﬁﬂumﬁﬂd

Genevieve put out her cigaretre. ¥l quit.”

[T Glouannl Justin achilll




e wﬂmﬂxﬁdﬂg:“““fg
Saturday, 17 July 1999, 8:27 PM | howescr Miﬁ'“_ﬂfwhimmm
Delta Flight 2065, Logan International Airport - 1‘“‘ e problem during the day while

All the shaking shook Isabel awake, even though
she wouldn't be able to rise for another fo
minutes or su. Or rather, in another forty-five e
utes she would be able to rise, if she weren't packed LR
Iikemgﬂmmmalrplam-nfemﬂ:lm“’hcnﬂw 'h:z his- cﬁﬁdwwltﬂﬁnm{
flights departed before dark, she had found no other Hgeca |
suitable manner of travel —moving about in daylight e
wus a ridiculous risk, and she was always groggy be
fore the sun fell completely.

Not that traveling cargo-class was any pleasant.
journey. Hﬁngasacmpauwl:&mmhmh sould A hiaes o
be done. Airlines X-rayed the items that went into € L at separated the warlds
their planes’ cargo holds, looking for bombs and wk at . "hhlhe beeder that :
not, and if a human-shaped thing turned up in ng

anything bur a registered transportable coffin, some
one was bound to notice. Even if they did need o
open the tansit vessel, a vampire inside would have
little trouble passing for dend—just sit still and ler
them poke at you. This always amused label. No-
matter how grotesque it seemed, any time her cargy-

method travel had been disturbed, at least one of the missing. peonates alike vanished, as
people opening the casker would always touch her, It i m “ﬂl‘ggk M.imwdiﬂe families
probably would have unsettled anyone mavelling with well as a handfu Across the globe, the Glovanni had
their dear departed ro know that the corpse had been |

molested, but Isabel knew to keep quiet. It would have fought for ye extend th

been more problematic if she rose and called the bag-

gage handlers on it, but the image entertained her _ T
nonetheless—a burly, surly bag lifter fainting dead RpOVA cen again That had been Frankie Gee,
away as the corpse whose mouth he'd just put his fin- never to be seen

ger in bit it off and spit it out ar him. -
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o Exacrly how her elders expecte FECE

« othes, older Kindred had a0l £00
uff:m‘d g it
m::hﬂ own terms, if only to observe

Concerning Benito, lsabel had initially chal
up his disappearance o the actions of the |
Afrer researching Benito's lineage, however, &
found him only distantly related o and descende
from anyone who had any relation o thl:

i
the Giovanni progenitors. Her contacts g she had o dﬂ wa;;:.a m onto the
Kindred informed lsabiel thac Benico hac llel plane: it e
with some dubious characters overa rm:n;t_ug deal d climbing slowly ino

Thereafter, a bit of mundane detective work turnes
up details of Benito's abduction that linked it v the
Nosfernmu, A

Right now, all three matters weighed heavily an
lsabel Giovanni's mind, and she found v difficily to
sleep. Doubtless, one of these marters would have e
fall by the wayside, and she mwp-nntﬁenituns =
ing dmwn the shart straw. After all, l'm-wmﬂnlﬁ
Kindred—the other matters affected all of the
Giovanni in ane city, if not worldwide. Still, ﬂn us-
pected she hadn't heard the last of Benito; she did
want o write him off, but something had to glve,
and his kidnapping had the greatest Iikelﬂmd
righting itself if left alone.

By the same token, the reappearance of the o
clim ook precedence, and lsabel planned to mneti:_
contact in Atlanta who could provide her with in-
formation on a suspected member of that group.
Apparently, the thing had made its haven in New
Orleans, arranged somehow for Frankie Gee ro come
to it, and destroyed him. Frankie had been Kindred

for about four centuries—he was one of the original
Sicilian robber-barons who reinvented himself as the
rimes dictated. Thar someone of such advanced age
could be duped into walking into his own Final Death
attested to the strength of whatever it was they were
' Justin achilll
18] Glouanng
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. : 'J had a keen interest
Kindsed, Sl 1 s, having ar

Wednesday, 21 July 1999, 11:18 PM. ' P

New Orleans, Louisiana . henever

Jake sat down. The bar had a low ceiling as
French doors, locking—as did all of New Orlean
buildings—as if it had been there for over a hundre
years, |

Of course, most of them had.

But Jake hadn't come to Laffirte’s o wonder #
its architecture. Nor had he come to suck down pres
digious amounts of turist-grade daiquiris like th
“vampires” at the other tables. No, Jake had a pes
sonal matter on his mind. A

He looked around the room, which reemed th
gay, frivolous, wasted life. Weekenders in for ancarly
debauch, locals who scammed the patrons for eithes
cash or ass, frazzled bartenders and an enormous shit-
sack of a man perched behind the piano, doing his
best to sing songs that the bleary rds kmew,
Hnlfﬂfthemmmrchmupedupm doub .;'.:
time and the other half were what counted as “oldies.™
Jake smiled at thar thought. An “oldie” was a song
recorded in the 19505 or '60s. He'd been around for
forty years before thar—what did that make him?

It didn't matter. None of the drinkers saw him;
or cared if they did. To them, he was simply a boozy
comeade-in-arms, crawling the bars for a good time I Loy
and a cheap drink. He was no threat—have a drink - thepe wa:
on us! 3

No one at this bar had any idea what he was. Or
what the woman he was here to meet was. Marcia

143 Glowanrl



paranoia. “1 found something you might like, yes.
afraid it's not big on facts—it sounds like it wasw
ten by a drunk or an opiom addict, but you mi
find some of it useful.” _
ing to see her reaction. If she whisked it away orm
an cffort to hide it, maybe it'd be worth his time
follow her later and see what she was up to. Th
again, if it was really a family affuir as she had said}
might be the location of ane of her clan's oldest Ki
dred which, while interesting; was certainly no
something he'd want to see firsthand. -
Marcia opened the envelope deliberately, ur
winding the string slowly from around the clasp, 3
pulled out a sheaf of yellowed papers thar had ¢
an even, decorative hand, the ink damaged here and A ke
there by moisture or the acids tn the paper. BIE i i s et s gk gutoss eund
3 B i I r Lk’ Rdioo sk i Mansma wonlidalegs
1 dow't suppore Blind Tom Rad alwasys Gesn bliond Hu ‘_ Miﬂw'ﬂ" of it when I sras canch dley
ook of o mos s d iesnaal it Tt Lt e of s, wth 4wl il e

. o ke
i e, made Kim w oight to ook . 2 think 2 sar avin vy _ sl fond s o=
‘h-ﬂ‘frﬂﬁﬁgn fn#h}ﬂ}.hnﬁquﬂmﬂ_ " .-:_; M
Kim by s, O v O aslled Kios Bllnd Tow. "y F#wh,m;ﬁ.ﬁ&mmm

Wi Kad tevalbly good times, Blisd Tom and 7 Befone 9 iy
Lo Kis tghit K ook s Diotng s the stom el uncleoncth mg mthis's L
une: Mo foft e cth Km— b fell ofe it i protastiog i o bundemay bowind s doorn—somss
- o -ﬂlﬂ“

I guaers——during the doy whas shis want to bea with fus Lady frisnds o A .m f‘,q;;r..;....r&nﬁu,‘g}.%

h‘hhlunmu&-mdﬂwdmﬂ il

-
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llﬁﬂ:‘nmﬁ;mmm‘lﬁm% _-.. = 4
£r dsdme e tvath, 15
"B you et e and ot wel,” Bl Tom took gt i sy s  med s plging o et
*ﬁJMMMMhEQG._ﬁm W _ﬁ“ﬂﬂd&%“ﬁmgmw
s e of sk 0 i mtes Reasl from may motes ool fiond bl i Lo s Ao Tt ] totigh.
e M omad o ok s i et i, o hot 0
 coll's ol sk g @ st cnfc & il gt ) ol m b ol Bl o S
suflly My ot Lot e pticmce it e tho it wu s sl e S eontd o ntbing o oL |
go to bad after mumerous admonities. She flnally savvied me bo s s, 1 M. u-mﬂ.‘.ﬁﬂd’fﬁh_‘ﬁ{‘-h
ﬂmmhhqm"my‘;hmhw Luroom s fing shidsws. o2 107 M-ﬁ*“ﬁ"@"f“";
thao o cimple m-,mmb,g..;.% £ ke somt ; Mhmﬂﬁ“qmﬂﬂ . =
P ———t ey
&M];ﬂwhwﬂﬂ‘hm%.ﬁ” I -f.&;'.’,,hmhﬂ-&qﬁﬂw"'"

i i mﬂdmmmmqgmw#” s il by he dibcous ;
salled wnd ealled fir R bt s figuresd D aws i @ poell s e ol N mgwu&quu&m&
0ot b o gt o st I Bl st fr g el T4

‘;'“““Ig“"-'mgiﬂmﬂ'm-wﬂﬂ-&gﬂ' il il hmmﬂ‘ﬂﬁﬂhw

Rt iy e sy moties e ot e susionily Bt st it foex Ereanil . .ﬁmmq..ﬁmhﬂ!m.#y
s bl cal sss Bllnd Tow's sesponss. i R bl ecpt a2
s vt ol s plon s s kit s i
-M.u,;ymmmm.hwﬂﬁ
oy alyitomy ot i of myonpending s

1

"That's OV Sevateh undewssith yoses floes, nd you Lo

"ﬂa%'ﬂmh&hmuu,nﬁmdhp u kin

it whot s oll thot sommetion undevscoth my flocs Last night?”
Demmit, Fojn ﬂlaﬁ,n- o nhd"ymi own affains, *il'i g7

saial Faforss that's O oV dowen thiese. and yo'd Bust lecaon Kb,
kis own wickeduess!”

T
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T oy ewans, 2 paenedd it the atillag, Roping to Gfoch oot e o Mﬁj:ﬂﬂ sivod a dand man peasiic
ataslad magself it o gl wesilos. Tceufit s L i e pkc o ol i o s i el 5 * Thatamfl
et abide thin il one mysteriones wllf i shiap’s oliéhing nocll ""Fbﬁﬂ.“ﬂ.::u.s.g__r
ol Ementh sy S, Sy s ceas o thavs, fosfrering ome s R fidil ik ming fysing & 3502575

el o wa e with comsamption o imallpow ov—Sfinduasa. o - _ M, il siith vatil 0
sentnivre b sbrip the KU of bis sight? ol anid ne mmdﬁnﬁ,&m

The gorge of ey beveen viatng, it Lok anly the Hnmy sbsaes afil
enanel i 4s b i oo iy Beck W e it el f g gl p Eowm ofts -
Mﬂ,.ssu.:ll&mﬂmj ot tou 1 s ”“*‘i‘m"f;tfjuﬁ
ofthe btk oo Dbolad e i it e he Rtk dos il b g ' s it et
around the howse o wless Bliad Tom's cellus dovon stod <Sure enmugle
ehe mlful pping sove from thsein, and 0 Kot D it ol KR

Dheoseivng epan the dioor, O shiaked. " Blind Tom! Braih youm 4 Atabe he 2
hell!” i Luapt o the poondy B socky Eowels of my mothes's it 2 gwuegg they see anything tha this papes
concle gattrving and ulmoat sstting roy aightshist aflame. ' dascribe

Tl before mae stood BlladTom, shoshed ut sy svsiuall Ha b
bumad b sar—sim action thiat suggested he onne Rud sight—2F s Kis
e splt aod Floody wnomsad a fiesid hovapipe. fornaing out the bune a3

T e o
sceat spackled ks fonchoad and stainssl the fron of Kis focket. | uhﬂm;vmpﬂ |
st then 9 heand s deep sl ling, cone Bl Tom robippred bock " Marcia, no stranger to dealing with Kindred,

il to the Giovanni. “T'll give you six thwr'ﬂr“
i, Maﬂynu mmrﬂhbmtafm?mmh“
ithﬁhinNew Orleans, cash, that you can

g "

H
“

ancunal o Lt A loetalb s foree sashed ks Gody und s feasl snapired
back with ciolance. Biinad Tom curspled to the groumd. dropping
e sl coughing ot ons final st of stieky Blond. sasping, "Doemm
o Foy I toled you to stay Fack, Now ki s foore.”

Hh shook 2 stoned dowen at Rim, Fut Looked up as i€ vunbling
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I~ sce down, These peaple are
e o the place wospicked clea

“Six large for some dead man's diary d. £ ] meons
certed fot about forty yeuzs—#

pretty steep. Must be worth something, | wor

e ot 0 the
else you have ! Doing his part to further th estate 2 while bﬂgk ﬁ:w“pl:ﬂﬂtﬂ‘ -
dance of the Jyhad, no matter how small the in : moved in mﬂfﬁﬂw can you have
vidual motion, Jake held out. ) credulous: brow, letting

“My most immediate offer is the cash. Sixty swompl” Shie aised O0C SYERET e
hundred, ronight.” Marcia countered. ' that she was hoping £ Emag thing; if she

“Tell you what, sister. I don't need mones casy to fabricate s T;tn't bcalﬁ: worse
give you the papers. I'll even give you the bad ut thar it was false, he wou -

But you owe me. 1 can call on you ance, ar any tim
for a small favor. It won't necessarily require th
be here, but you'll have to help me when [ ne
Marcia prerended to mull it over for a minute
Jake wanted some sort of minor boon, the kind

oy, and if she never found out, she’d have

paid ¥ - 2 grotto . The storm
e 'mw.ﬂﬂxviug:i’s above the warer
o < built a stonn door over the cave

prontise the Camarilla thrived on: Small prics b ey the house right neXt & I8 = -~
if this was ar least a recent and r:ltnbl:wfréﬁ, sy o ENTION ‘f-'ﬂ“m“m o the foueeet
the ancient killer she t had once made its refe 26" i
uge here. “Deal,” she ;leﬂh " Okay, s0 how do we know dmut!hhrlﬁ':m
“Sweet,” Jake quipped as they shook hands. "Now e iy the journal? Tt says he never :l—ﬂm .
what else you need 1o know!" e B ".00) m@kdthch“ gl And 1
“Well, fiest of all, what is this? Is it a picceiof back o the Rous® B )
something larger? of research, fi ﬂwﬁ::mm nbul.uh;a]f
“No, it's @ journal entry someone | know found W ritle for a piece of dated back to 1860,
in a storm cellar of one of the houses by the swampe: s -The "“‘; “Jucards bought
The rest of the papers in the satchel were jusp hpﬂmhhwhﬂl&,‘f ind praising my OWn
records—finances, birth certificates, deeds that had = Eﬁu&t-ﬁlﬂ'“ﬂdtdﬂntm me found has
been voided and so on. It didn't sound like you were ~teverness here, the house where this

CiEVernes t have
looking for any of that.” : B m&wﬂ?mmmﬂ!’h
“No, I'm not. | just need locations—where was
this!™ B
“Within twenty miles of here, 1'd say. | can get
you there "

“Was there anything else in the cellar? M’f
makeshift tombs or anyrhing like thac?' i1
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W&mliﬂnﬂrdﬂljm checked ol
details afterward. | have to stand behind m
dh‘r don't You hm-‘ Ilkﬂ H]]ilﬁdi vhich Ma
recurned demurely,

“Well, I'll respect your secrecy.” !

“You don't want to know if | made any ¢

“l don't care if you did.” '

“And you don't want to see the house?™ |

"I have the address.” Mareia pointed e the bag
of the last page. '

"So, we're good on the favor.” It was a statement
0ot a question. y

“We are, indesd.”

"Good luck, then," Jike remarked, withou

of a smile. “If you need me, you know where to fing
. i
“Tharks, lake. I'll be making my usual exir. .
Jake rolled his eyes as Marcia rose, “accic
knocking over her drink so no ane would see
hadn't touched it. She barked, “And I never wantito
see you again!” before storming out of Laffitte not
loud enough to make a huge spectacle, but with
enough drama to convince all the drunks that
and her “boyfriend” had had a falling out.
&md-fa:edmnatﬂmmhlubeiﬁndhﬁn__ e
]akemdudmﬂdcr.'ﬂren‘:ymg:ﬁngmﬂ- frer
her?
Jake shook his head without looking at his
commiserator. “No, we're done. I've seen her for the
lm:timn.'l-iem\dumdifitwmhipmemhumf

1z clouvanni

s before finishi

“Oh, my Uﬂdﬂﬂmmmsmﬁd of his plas-

J&ﬂ' in one enorw EI.IIF- ﬂﬂhﬂw

§ concert-goers: straight-legged kha-

v Toshirrs that clung
S Y e e kinky hals




| be able
vot. I' -mtgﬂngaingtupmmd o
Efit'-‘sﬂnld 45 we think it is, its got to

’ of its passing.”
g 1o leave na ENCE oldelan]” Marcia

because none of these people will care what

doing, or remember us if they do,” Isabel smiled,
They climbed a st of stairs, leading them : e of th

lounge just beyond the bathrooms, but away from th . think it oneof the

dance floor below and the stadium seats one flog o . now, but it
above: The crowd in front of the stage surged ene on's know. Ics %m to kill us
getically, some in states of natural exultation, othe einly seems to hate only the most recent one,
in states of drug-induced frenzy. The performer og pec ‘lf‘w-gmhmﬂ?mﬂﬂmi knew it
the stage mixed a strange version of one of his signs nd wher h“’m affair. It probably
ture songs, the surf-punk dance samples of the tune 't ave he set foot in the city”
laid over the melody and harmony of an old Rollivig pelled him the moment &‘mumthﬁﬂ!hﬁ-
Stones classic, lsabel and Marcia were simply. two abel wie concentrating on make certain that
mire guests at the mucous party. _ poking foc any clue thai gtumnliﬂ'ﬁ home was indeed
Marcia took off her stylish-yet-funcrional backs df;,h” journal seemed strange—a
pmk;Whlchwmallﬂwmﬂ:mgﬂ‘&_ o ul Kindred. .t af the event than ofi&
crowd currently, From it she produced the jo nal | more poetic account l&im,stmsﬂﬂt““l?
she had received just the night before in New Op : think would show up mﬂm manster’s identity,
leans. The twosat on a battered leather couch, rthes 4 #Wm“{m Ahoub
withdrawing fram the crowd. i e had no idea as to the

“ls this it? lsabel asked.
“The whole thing. It looks like that thing you're
after stayed on one of the plantations within the past
hundred years. That's the most current sighting I've
found. If it's as old 85 you think ir is, it's srobahbly

fallen back into tarpor since then, as nio one else If the thing was

seems to have seen It afterward, I've checked every- dgainst it, and the only “hifl

where sensible within two states around Louisiana- would bl:;:f MPPT:“'

and even with some of the offshore oil rigs in the spite of the intense

Gulf of Mexico. Nothing. | can't imagine why a L wwmng:l

Methuselah would go to Mississippi or East Texas nortals dancing “"""md

uniless it was trying to hide, which, if i's hunting us help out. | had to promise 2

like you say, tsn't what it's erying to do.” ~ isabel looked up, @
“You're probably right—1 don' think its even Jake Almerson? Next time ¥

midued:hatn'mwmtmgmﬁndﬂ.Thnmlm
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you don't owe him any favors. And tell hitn he doe #How did you w]wmtﬂm il
owe me one, either.” ol said through a broadening smile.

Marcia nodded whimsically and curmied Raetl : w(apse that's what every Y
attention to the journal. . She mt:g-mmh face at

“Is there a test in the moming? Distracted | e plece of pussy.” She made a grotesq ot
the journal and the overwhelming music, ety b laying the part of the vapid club girl, b e«
Marcia nor Isabel saw the approach of the young ma Jsabel know just how stupid she thoui herself
g o though, v thoroushly cojoring

“Fuck off," Marcia shot back, almost a She Jnew it WRHESEY ]
cally, while looking up to meer his gaze. She It was amazing just how 8

short of her attempt to chase him away v

though, when she felt Isabels cold hand on her smmy '  for him. “Shut up, Patrice. You're going
e i e
o at her and saw her wink; lsabel hoped .
the suitor saw the wink, too. i Oh, soit's a game, now, i it, Isabel? !"“‘mﬂ‘g‘"ﬁ
Pushing them apare with his ass, the newcomer herself, Well, l'mhﬁufﬂ'-t#u-ﬂmd?‘:f‘m-

dropped himself on the couch between them. “I'm S uid‘umwﬂﬂllk !i’fﬂ'-!
S:mEidurnfmmrmrhhgmdﬁukF l wot it. 1sabel fought back a smile, a3 IS
meaningfully at Marcia. “Oh, 1 don't know. But | puess Seort, of course, loved every minute

l'am kind of thirsty.” e whmmgdamdﬂwmmm

At this last remark, Marcia shook her head and

smiled. “Girl, you have no shame.” Then she ONEYE 1O hhimm.-mﬁ;];l&n.t oy
:-Lf:ur_"l‘m Patrice. Nice to meet you, Scotr. Sorry : ﬁmm“‘:hnfdh:m . In fact, the
I off like L s T ; na
l:h“.:“mm that, bur your pick-up e #lwﬁ:ewﬂ@whtmwm the deci
A sheepish smirk overtook Scort's face. “Yeah, ! e 'hud\m‘bzd.hfm‘lf
well, 1 didn't really expect to see anyone looking over i to attempt to take them things
a notebook at this show.” He looked aver at Isabel, 2 ' mmtahrdtmhm;ﬂ?ﬂmd
"I'm sorty, beautiful; whar was your name? were worst he'd do was 10 BELECY
*Chioe.” | the ted. Tsabel ia bai
it : Marcia bait-
“That's a really cool name. And you know what  The innuendo S.mumrﬁpﬂﬁ&“ '8
else? You have beautiful—" = - ing Scotr and each other v is singular ﬁf
"Eyes," interrupted lsabel, leaving o question at all as 0 s '




“Patrice” wrapped her arm around their suitors shey
der; “Chloe” crossed her legs so that one rested

his. Scott grinned and hackwa it was bly unneces-
himself comfortable and allowing the women ok y zﬁmma?z\hﬂﬁmmdem .
over the field of his body. Marcia leaned in to kiss N RVl ik iy onto the couch back at
it an her shoulder. Scort bowed his legs as mmrhembtd

iﬂghﬂthufthtmmtctm&:qlnl'_'_ Ei mmmmﬁei
libidinous bounty. Marcia tugged at his shist serately over to her in a drunken ate
ane leg over his, dry-humping his thigh, Isa viness and forced his knees between her

her mouth around his, chasing his lazy tongt : TR : hent at the knee and lefe
hers. Certain of his impending carnal victory, Sco o friaecis o

grew bold and slid his hand under Isahel’s shireg b L onger under the pretense, closed the
hand inexpertly kneading the flesh of her smg ' mmd olid the lever over the post. Sh“
breast—which he didn't seem to mind wis uncom -.whi,ch <he had left on before leaving
monly cool—in half-tempo to the iy Y od
from the ground floor, Isabel had to fight back : . 'L':, Scott had gracelessly remov

|. L
S

of laughter at his clumsy lotharian ineptit de—bu . = . left it by the side of the ‘“‘?‘
blood was bload, so she persevered, shooting a grir - mfwm head and W =
at Marcia after breaking off her kiss. B BIEES ok Marcia giggled. Jesus, he licked his Hmaf
“Why don't we take this back to the hotel?" Isabel ok the opporunity to relieve Scott
suggested. “We're just right up the road.” ¥ 'mmhhmn—ﬁhewmitﬂ-:hﬂnﬁk
Bleary-eyed, Scott acquiesced. Marcia pulled him i ghirt in . pulling it off his pody like a
up from the couch by his hand. Apparently, it didn'e ) donned backward. “‘.“““‘d
matter 1o him that his paramours weren't local. In 4 ‘t;-:: moment, € 1
fact, all that mattered to him was the recurring [ can't om0 3

’ - -ation that
Th:mﬂmnuinmlkudmeﬁmhlndumm e

Westin Peachtree in short order, stopping briefly in

:hchotzlhlrﬁ:tam.mdcﬂargalyunmhulmh_

martinis and earning the derisive looks of the more

staid guests. The drinks deterred their course only

temporarily, however, and within ten minutes, they



the top and into his waistband. Isabel ook e _'*ﬂfhh“m#’&mwmm. ;
ning her hands over his back and peet -

: T - : these
;:ntingmdmrhhkwmmmhk 4 i foels 0 dic of poison i YUt g
amoment longer, Scott undid the by i : s
per of his pants himself while Isabel ¢ i mmmﬁﬂm
visor-cap aside. Marcia grabbed the elastic ﬁ“ﬁmm"mwﬂg mmmm
posed boxer shorts and jerked them down, ex blood, Scott 1 ed rheir mouths
his engorged sex. B ey broke off their kiss ﬁ::;m his wrists
He does have a reason to be 5o smug, afterd gher parts of his body. his tongue and from
Marcia thought to herself before taking his girth ':ﬂl@ﬁ'm&?ﬁ_ﬁw For halfan
her mouth, And waired on the physical cue.. flesh just belowhis their wretched ves-
Marcia felt Scort’s body go rigid all of & suddes wand Isabel fed from it were mortal
She laoked up just as his hellish scream choked o carTying mtﬁ‘“““‘h@mmm -
ﬂﬁ::j by Isabel’s powerful hand, which b ng, prurient, OrgasmIS,
clamped over his mouth—and broken his jaw, lel tonce and
herself peered down ar Marcia, hiti:m. Wi mmwmm.m’h&m i

his shoulder and neck, her eyes glazed over

gluttonous Beast grew fatted with the young ma :
vitae. Marcia thf: distended her fangs, pi : - “Me, neicher," mﬁ‘mﬁ " ﬂ'im l"-‘u;dm:“__ 5
Scott’s tumescent penis and gulping in the rich blood. hac mtrﬂf Em“-.ﬂ,:; = We'll walk
that had traveled there in his arousal. “Help me put his do 0 and leave
Scott twitched violently, held in place by lsabel, Bim out of here Ekﬂ'f's R
"mi‘““f‘h;"“ arms in place and silenced him, and he body blue”
in, who held his legs, preventing him from buck fe's turning : ¥ lood in
ling or collapsing, He felt as if his badyﬁl'T& ) that happens whet ﬂm;tlfh:&m

. rs. Ouick—1've got makeup =
e i 3;. base and rouge while 1 call a cab.
] ‘Marcia did as she was told, Twenty minuites laten

M e f a i to
R .mdth:hdﬂdggmﬂaﬂimtm i

doused in acid—his blood wumed to fire as it d
our of his body and into the mouths of the witches
who had tricked him. He kh:kﬂd. m neither
any avail. Even as he grew tired, his blood no longer
able to carry oxygen to his extremiries, his exhas-
ﬁmwwdmhﬁ.ﬁhhuﬂmﬂmﬁd‘“’t
bum 10 death, Scort thoughe. Tears rolled down his
cheeks, his nase bled and he could taste the appery

" m Fort McPherson
I 1.-“ Wtuﬂlﬂfu:ﬁﬂaﬂm. “wdcd! :h'cl: m;?r::]ﬂﬂ:g
, &_cmm numunhﬁﬁll A fluid, and

AT

a ﬂlnunnﬁii




"This is 'fl.lc.kl.'d I.ip." Marcia commented b

one in particular.

“Well, ir's more inconvenient than anything. chusetts
Think of the time investment like you were ¢ i g |
dinner as a mortal. Excepr as a Kindred,
eat before you prepare the meal.” Isabel she

“Nao, I've done this before, It just never gets

easier,” Marcia said.

lsabel saw blood-tears trickling down hér ch
She resisted the urge to tell her companion thag,
indeed, it did become easier. Too easy, at times,

Afrer an hour of buming the body and ¢

L 20 July 1999, 3:43 AM

L]

end only in disaster. That much
- ed him to accompany
w. lsabel tu.pﬂt i i Wit;ie:h:
s diplomat, acgues Gauthier. P':'n‘ o
ﬁiﬁﬁumjwm{mﬂ, lsibtlfmh‘tmﬂ;“d
¢ very welcome when they lasrmjntf a
1.:... o tear the guy in half on principie

%
3
g

cigni B e interests of keeping things from bectite
ing the portions that remained, they swept the sshe

around the factory and gathered the bones,
they pounded into unrecognizable bits of detritus ag
scattered them around the factory, in the tra
around the weedy outside lawn and irito the sewet
One thing was sure—no one was going to find Scat
Marcia wiped her eyes, staining her forearnm wit
a bloody smear. The two women caught 4 cab

returnied to their hotel.

a2

" | : kept his
o luster fuck, Chas l'taﬂ
fios ﬂiﬁ r:::m. 1sabel hadn mu?;a hE
Miﬂinmhadwufmd E b
e care of things after they'd rc{c.:lr_ht
S <signation,and hadn't bothered her

e | m"_ I
‘ :;:i;;ttfﬁl:: m!WlnglﬂTn!lGaum
lﬂ Chas had to meet with the guy ’
huve Gushies e O L e

\ t
e mmigaﬁ\gmbe. Sure, he had an
| - with Isabel, but he di.dt:l't Imw

' atails, and “Screw you, WE te going
'I'-wml" didn't seem 10 ke the best way o
- Ehﬁl hing to do was
| ) ded that the best thing _
""" . wﬂm and tell him that d-t;:t?iwﬁnni
=y -. a bit more time W ider what e
o do. After that, Isabel could handle it. With soy
S8 Cha mldgetuﬁ'wlﬂmnl?mmﬂrp.nﬂf!
-1Y—w€11.'all right, directly—fucking up




the situation in the first place, by preventing it st oo far from the rrath—*10 attend this
hewglng any worse. e e hut something came up that made herun-
ut shit never went down like that, Chas| : wo.”
Something bad was bound to bappen. He felf N the original negoriator with whems
nd dressed for the cvening. To be sure, he Jof _mmﬂdn‘mnetﬂmmﬂ:’ﬁ-
where he staved and didn't bother to rake the sl .
off Louisville Slugger from the trunk of the cag.|

didn't want a fight, it wouldn't work 3 1 oy A, I’m.nut Isabel’s badyguard."
4, afreralt to look like s unl':m 2. Mr. Glovanni?®
Jacques arrived early, which d sign. | ¢ working ing else 1
e Gauthier incredu-

showed that he took the matter seriously and ca

mare for the content of the meeting than he did f

'm his t?chtﬂﬁl in a mariner that
his own status. Masbe this sori't be such a ekl gLl

'd be quite interested in hearing what

ter all, Chas thought to himself Still, Jacques ang be mote impor t than a consulta:
Chas hadn't exactly been pleasant to one anothery Camarilla dignitary in the middle of a
their last meeting. : o fict.
“Good evening, Mr. Gauthier,” Chas greeted the N Samething different. Not related to the
cImssary. ' "—"‘l 4 ST m‘l
rrem Good evening, Mr. Giovanni,” Gauthier replie . Allow me to out-
in kind. “Where is the esteemed Miss Giovanni® ine the si 'ﬂlmi‘-hmﬂww
“Something came up at the last minute andshe e _ﬂmmmm-mmﬂ}dnseh&m
was unable to reach you.” TR a1 mtmmﬂuintﬁnlmm

'Ilﬂ. am
wwh. In her stead, she leaves a proxy, who

Lisiness elsewhere. And the person who finally
wmmﬂﬂmﬂmrmlw the matrer doesn’t

“I've been available all nighe. E in fact,
for the past two weeks. | even Ie&g:iﬁ:h g
tion on how to leave a message for me during 3

day, should something strange have come up.” Alv have anything to do with the situation in

“l understand that, Mr. Gauthier, m:pl, o he first place. 'm afraid this doesn't look very good,
gize." Chas wanted to go back to the name calling e Giovanni. At the very best, even if | determine
that had suited him when dealing with mhm:& tor Clan Giovanni has not chosen to entertain
lier, but that wouldn't have made things run l.n!f Gabbat sympathies, it cerminly bas no ataskinof
smoother. “She had left another representative of the mmwﬁﬂ\ the Camarilla because

b
Glouannl



it won't even lend their N
rect?” spokesmen an ear. Am ¢

“Well, no, not exactly,” Chas fele himselfs

Em‘ﬂd. and then ; P ' 'hi of
looked, and knew he'd hﬂ:{: o t{:n:huf;," Chas couldn't resist the dig.
hlttluremnﬂnm:lmkﬂpmw L mmmhﬂﬂmﬁdﬁu’ﬂiﬁmﬂhm.

“Oh, not exacely? Well, then, Mr. Giovang ¢ refused to let him yield. |
dm&mﬂrcmm&ﬂmlnlg;m- A4 mmmptnmh_atlmmttﬂhii

“Look, man, I'm trying to tell e  especially someone who MHW

"Don’e presume such an informal relationshis - w{numde."rmhwihﬂ

£ utter you've ' e dnmage to this potentially ﬂphsm-::
for myself—which | haven't—1 still would » "+ | think you should hold your tongue.
look the fact thar the collective Giovanni of Bost down to me, you stupid me :
do not ¢ tnnmitmauﬁwm* ' , :ﬂnfuﬂaﬂhﬁmﬂwmmmw
when faced with the possibility of suffering hams veryihing o back to normal." What the fuck
themselves ar the hands of a mutual enemy, W -_ il i mmw‘hﬂh@cﬂuﬂ"t
or not you ﬂpun!? ﬂm-bl‘l{':-t Ot Gves . _ : Whﬂmwjmnh
Ghvmi.wthﬂﬂwmwﬁ' Chas, fucking vein it in. You lenow he was gomg 12
does not make it go away." o beall prissy when you came here, so just let & go.

%, You want to listen o me, here? [ fucked =Bt thie voice in Chas's mind didn't have son-
up. This isn’t Isabel’s fault and it's not what e di - gol—something else did. He wasn't saying an
intended. Iwrm@t}!m - . - hﬂihﬂ actively thinking; the able
the woman who was supposed to talk to you, and 1 S Fhim had roused from its sleep and taken over.
didn’t know where o reach you. And rather th P e Threats?” It was a sratement, not & question.
fwmwwm‘mrw% Jacques’s voice hadbeenma_ew:f{“e fres

v 4 Just thﬂ]ght ! i R =) . < a stare. W

“Ineptitude!” petarbien s mhm:: Do you hear me, bos?” — imahe

“Hey, pal, sometimes . A with a snarl and a'spit, his fangs jutting
h“-"f“f&mﬂm Mmﬁﬁmm 'ﬁ@;-menimghhﬁﬁthemm truly was.

into a mask of rage.
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Chas, overwhelmed, shrank away o

Gauthier’s withering R ak fron Pps ﬁ%ﬂﬂ\d he
—for & brief second, befare his own Beas m’iﬁ:ﬂpmﬁﬁdhmﬁ : sedking ft
snapped the chain on which it had been tethered momentary shock before

Balling his hands into fists, he charged Gau

swing— sauthier had bolted
visions of blood and murder spun through his mind : ok
Jacques proved 1o be too nimble, howeves, and : ot lowed, perhaps foolishly,
spun quickly out of the way. Chas barreled past “’d“‘mtﬁmmmuhmwhﬁ*
knocking over a table, scattering the settings acro Still, Gauthier

the room. Gauthier looked over his shoulder, his e ! . e outline of Jacques’s
slits, a reedy laugh coming from his demoniacal’ he dining room, Chas saw i
townrd the kitchen. Indeed, if Chas hadn't seer
door mowve, he wouldn't have known Gauthi
passed through it. Like an enraged animal,
o hurl aside anyone who had waited behind i,
Fortunately, even the staff had left the restau-
rant by this time, or bodies would have surely littered
the kirchen floor. The room was lit in a sterile white—

You can't catch me, you know. .
Bt Chas did' need t be faser, Someane cn-
e the front o the restauran. Jacques looke!
the intruder in disbelief and Chas took

.-.- of the W, He dived at

all his mighs, knocking over the hostest? B

s T ground, he
able to think clearly. he would have guessed that e --'-whia pﬂiphnmlmﬂﬁmuldﬂﬂj
Jacques could see in less light and tumed off the lights Chas
to give himself an advantage. In his frenzied state, with them 1d th him, but s
though, reason had let him and he rushed hlindlyar. Gauthier struggled beneath %

where he guessed the light switch to be. A great row
of ranges and ovens stood to one side of him; to the
other loomed a tall row of shelves stocked with overs
sized cans of food. Chas gave this second a heavy
shove, toppling it and the one behind it like a series

Strengti s ] s
heavy cg:hng &nkdown thmi-'shm puncmamte A
y , h.ﬂgd "Yau-..itupidmfunkl What...

 did...yo s Lo o i mid-stab and sen-
of dominoes. One by ane, the entire kitchen's worth  Another voice cut him off in

of shelves toppled to the floor. The cans and jars like. -
m&rmmmﬁgﬂmm - %’tm}mlsw'hmi°




A cold mist washed over Chas. He loak : wasn man'’s mandible, Pﬂﬂt!ﬂhmﬂm

surprise, a snarl on his face. “What the fuck is wa per part of his head, breaking m&wﬁmt

with you? Can't you fucking see I'm trying vo kill th bane.of his skl like a buller punching who im-

guy? Go away!” e al. A feeble noise came mgum?m Chas
The voice continued, unwavering, “Get th dintely shumped forward into i

: sl ! t-
behind me, Satan. Tempt not the Children of Seg the man and whirled to face his other a

_: . _ of

and return to the hell from which you were spawned!® a short, thick hwmwmwm
Beneath Chas, Gauthier bucked, taking his ug :- She must m : IEMWH

gressor by surprise and throwing him off. Ghay ore;itlooked like the kind of thing The woman

tumbled backward oo his haunches, Like a/hol o treat cheir yard with pesticlrs L

Gauthier was off into the night, leaving a viscous trail pod froze m“&‘“mmkﬁumhubmd-

of blood-gobbets behind him. i Bias slapped the clumey Ao ® FEPR 0 e
“Goddamn it. Goddamn it. What is wrong with  “All right. What the fuck is

you! Now they're going to kick my ass over this!® The womai 2y birch. What,
Another cold mist hit Chas in the face. “Crea Wrmmmmvmmb‘“h* |

ture of darkness! Thief of the living's blood! A
walking affront to the righteousness of God!®
“Oh, for fuck's sake, give it a rest! That doesn'
work! Jesus, where do you people keep coming
First Frankie's thing in New York and now this?
the fuck are you™ Chas peered into the darknes out s
saw a pale glow outlining what must have been hands. _ahly for provection, :
The cold mist came from the left, where he saw  fucking serious here. Whao the fuck are yo!
slighter shape wearing some bulky backpack,
“The haly water has no effect! Jessica; switch to
the other tank!" '
Gnaﬁi::rti a click, heard the hiss that accomp 1
nied the bursts of mist and smelled gasoline. “Oh, ne : : i
you fucking don’t,” Chas growled and leaped toward He slapped her on the thigh, mi“t::’ ﬂm’Pm’m;
the black outline with the glowing hands. He swung sideways, and stopped her just as
the kitchen fork upward, calling upon his hellish ‘hefore him. _ - arwer
strength 1o carry it through. With a sickening wet N .mpgql:gmﬂwmﬁ fucking
slap sound, the fork traveled upward, through the Q 'hﬂimmwpmmd kly, too terrified

1" Chas shoved the woman
:n:;w lma-%ﬁ'mﬁﬂ

stout legs unable to turn back his greater strength-

m
o




by being so close to such a monster to sum mim b
strength. .
“lesus, you freak, you'd rather die? Fine, Fuckiny
have it your way."

Chas bit down as hard as e could, not eve
ering to find i large vein or artery. The woman fit
fourd her voice and shrieked, a long, shrill wail gy
could have shattered glass. When he had:
drained her to the point of collapse, he li
wound and ir sealed. With any luck, when |
found this mess tried to put two and two togeth
they'd assume some sore of fight between two lung:
tics, one with a fork through his head and the other
wearing an atomizer filled with bizarre liguid ¢
‘em—it didn’t scream vampive! and it was probably
weird enough for the police to keep it quiet from the
media

With that, Chas adjusted himself as best he could
and drove back to the Milliners' guesthouse. He'd
have quite a job explaining himself to them and o
Isabel—but that was best accomplished on another
night.

As Chas drove away, Gauthier slunk from the
shadows and sated himself on the woman’s remain-
ing blood. Then he fled into the night

tof hidden favors 3
sys07, the potent lection to the
sl left unconsidered for ree '

ic;:“ Htle. {nstead, at the assembly of the

’ 'ﬁﬂt thL'TmmEﬂf !
s loer Counclh reh. Isabel'spending

carefully couched

r!h TR

offer was surely some similar ruse,

iz Glowanl



eager to step forward—and most who had been there
had been destroyed. 1 am.”

“Then you understand thar they stand posed o
retake their fallen status, much as our own sires
claimed the mantle of clanhood, Once again, as the
rest of the Children of Caine watch the death of their
siblinigs, they mutter thelr own thanks that it was no
they whom fate conspired to harm, But you Tremere
know, Anastiasz, as well as we Giovanni, thar those
who are dismissed as weak or few can turn the mbles
and snatch victory from the jaws of oppression:”

Giood Lovd, thought Anastass, she certamly it paint-
g this in epic strokes.

“Many Ravnos escaped the Week of Nightmares
with their unlives, The few who remamn may tuke
advantage of the weak light in which others see them.
Clans have fallen before, and never without dire re-
percussion. Your own clan and mine came as a resulr,
and it is whispered that the formarion of the Sabbat
had similar circumstances.”

“Are you suggesting thar the Tremere and the
Sabhar—"

*Of course not. [ am suggesting that we strike
while the iron is hot. The Ravnos are crippled. Our
work is almost done; we must simply finish the deed.”

~ "Destroy the remaining Ravnos!™ Anastasz con-
sidered this. It certainly had its merits. A line of
mystics and scoundrels, the Ravnos left trouble in
their wake. Many Kindred princes of Europe and the
New World refused to allow Ravnos in their domains.
The Ravnos had no allies, nor did they want them.
They practically begged to be extinguished. Such a
tactic would not only remove a lingering thom from

sires who saw weakness and chose ta light & candle
rather than curse the darkness, 1 dion't pretend ro
iwow the secrets of those fareful niphts™—don't pa-
rromize me, you flovid bitch, Anastass thoughr—"bur |
dv kiow thar our clans both rose like phoenixes from
the folly of others. Wouldn't you agree ™

"As much as it displeases me, 1 concur. Where
are you headed with Ti"li:'r, lsithel Such insclence!
Moments like this allowed Anastasz to savor his po-
Nition To think that one as voung as himselfi—a
Kindred for only one ceriii iry—<could speak with such
Ememnce 1o 4 scion of the Giovanni! But then,
Anastasz remembered, it wasonly the strength of the
Camurilla that allowed him this luxiry. Were Clan
T\rrnw:c as removed from Kindred affairs as the
Uiovanny, his title would have meant nothing, She
wauld have crushed him like a beetle, if only he
hisdn't had the ubiquitous ivary tower behind him,

“Patience, Justicar. Do not leap ro judgment.
Allow me to explain.”

“Then be about it, Isabel. The summer nights
are short and | am hungry." Masterful! Dismissive yet
authoritative! Perhaps the game of politics had its
benifits after all. ..

_ “Very well. Surely you are familiar with the fate

of the Ravnos!™
Anastasz nodded. Earlier this very mon ;

Kindred world had shaken at jts vcwrgmndaili-lm::
one of the original, Biblical Kindred had awoken from
irs sleep. The founder of a clan had risen oo early for
the end of the world and was destroyed, dragging his
childer screaming into Final Death with him, Or so
the tale was told. No one who was there had been

' achill 75
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the Camarilla’s side, it could consolidate the

stretigch and allow it o focus on larger threats, And

if he played his cards right, he could prove his

o an lnner Council thar harbored doubrs abour his:

ability.

Anastass stopped, shocked athis thoughts. %1
he actually considering genocide! Did he honestly
thinkth&:hismpumﬁnn-mwm:hmcdm&wfﬂﬂﬁ’

K&drnd?Hwbl[ndardhuﬂn:nulnummhiﬂ
h:bmnm,ﬂnauhughmrmdmurduwmmldem
so casily entertained? Even as a predator, he retained
a sense of his own humanity—it was the only bul-
wark he had against the bestial urges thar lurked ia
all Kindred. If he gave in completely, he would no
Imgnbeaminmhehng;hewmdd&cum*ﬁbﬂf
a monster.

“Yes." Isabel’s response snapped Anastasz out of
his reverie. “They offer nothing, and it is in the in-
terests of all Kindred that we isolare and remove the
threat they are still quite capable of posing.” The
moon shone down on Isabel’s face, making her look
ghoulish, and her suggestion compounded the dis-
comfort Anastasz felr.

“This is murder, lsabel.”

“No, Justicar, this is survival, Death is part of
the cycle of all life—and unlife. Perhaps more so for
the larter. I assure you, no Ravnos would hesitate to
deliver you to your final reward.”

“That's impossible to say, lsabel. We sre Kin-

motives are our own. Nor all of us are
murderous monsters."

“You don't think so, Justicar? You are fooling
yourself. The Ravnos progenitor arose from its slum-

I .u

al
"
T

ber and destroyed its own children! What more ar-
gqument do you need to convince youl"

' Isabel.” Thedis-
4] suggest you hold your tongue,
n had taken a tumn for the ugly. Anastasz

‘whispered tersel .'Meratmmardm::lfm
ﬁchm'tmbemglpm the Camarilla, we still claim
Eﬁlhﬂun ovet you. Your words show little regard for

Masquerade i blic place with
the .m:lweuetmapu
mortals about. T will not hesitate to take the neces-

“isten to what you are saying, Anastasz,” Isabel

retumned, equally as quietly. “You apply your Masquer-
ade and crusade selectively, The deceitful Ravnos are

E;;fﬂmﬂtﬂ:hmtmthchdmmdedmnlcmld
ever hope to be—"

"I'mngtgulngtﬂﬂ:ggeﬂmaﬂmurd:thamd.m
your cajoling, Isabel. 1 won't take a 1un:lr m
the Ravnos because some bigoted Kindr e
MﬁiﬂmMﬂmhaa&udiﬂmhnngh
ing than your own behavior—we know about your
little predilection, my dear. We know ti'ﬂtymdnnl;
vitae only from your victims' wvtted. _h:ﬂd!. Arid
canmr:ynudmmmﬁhdmdmmm
-mﬂmﬁ-asvmlwillmheundaﬂptﬁﬂl-- m'f
-.pﬁﬁlﬁm~tnheexplﬂimdhvacl;n thftuﬁnumic
uptttmrespmnibiilﬁﬂofundmth. s

“| see that [ have m:.s;udgo;l you, ]mmThu o
conde th mortal concei
Hﬂﬂl:;:mi.muﬂmhmthd
the times during which either of us were
Modern does not mean better, and all your arguments
crumble beneath the cold truﬂ'i.FtlIknthf:;;
bers of the Tzimisce, with whom your clan 5
:ﬁugél:dﬁnumurll&nishu; It is a sorcerer

bal
Jusstin achilll !




war, with both of your bloodlines putring each oth atiintere: _m,mwﬂmﬁﬁl ve both
to death for personal power. You and the Hoy : k to you atail, L'm

Tremere are far worse than any course of actis of knowing as much ShcRR i ﬁ;
gest, because my motives are utilitarian. You sloughte before acting on it mi‘lm-g"; srod
m-:hotluttnmqesafnemmﬁﬁrm ra -~Binﬂnﬂiinm??tffl? aleih
and yet you claim a moral high ground when {a Bererzoon's go. But 1 am willing tostrike ade

gost mmvmgapmbiembefnmi:bmnmdhg
hypocrisy disgusts me.”
Anastasz closed his eyes and rubbed :hmk ) .
naling his weariness to lsabel. Then he dropped hi "l understand tha,Jusicar, bucJan has placed 2
hﬂmhmhmmdﬂamlpempdmumth: o offer on the table. imm?ﬂu'f‘mmm{fu
Ocean, as if to encourage lsnhelmmakelur 1 mﬁhﬁbﬁﬁﬂdm Isabel “clsem
argument or let him go. gt the dig. Dii'agmhmweﬂﬂﬂﬂmh:wm
tion and played to it ﬂ\melm in Kindred politics, ingl
“l know all about the situation in New ¥ in Boston was divided into a seemi t;
Anastass.” hle three-way impasse between the

od: is part of the means. lt's not the end,

The justicar turned, his eyes flashing holy. *, ,e' 1l Sabhat and Giovanni.
what does that have to do with what you're putting Tﬁnlm-whﬁa;c ymdnmahn‘!- Isabel!”
before me here?™ “Tylking to you, Justicar.” -
“Pieterzoon told me everything. Well, mg. ~“No, you Giovanni What By dﬂ#ﬁﬁfﬁ
rectly, but through his lialson, Jacques Gauthien Th #What everyone in Havana is doing. Wait
asked me to convince the body of Clan Glovanai to Castro to
help. Thar's a dangerous position to take, Ju s “And why is that "

The Sabbar are not pleasant enemies. We Gic
have maintained our independence by not.
mdm——at&tqumnﬁmrﬂnmﬂh.ifmj USLOrY
serves me comectly—and we're now being alkl:d

act in direct opposition to that.”

m‘fﬁmmn is power mad and Gauthier is a bufs s Iﬁmﬂmﬁlmm‘:‘i
“Yes, well, mpemm]uptnmuucmdufﬂ ndwﬂ'lmm mnmhi“mﬂb

the facts of the matter, Anastasz. Whatever & "' Camndiu.tl‘lh"hﬂhm‘%mﬁ.

vmhnld&ujnnmdhhmmpatrm.vnuhm wmwmﬂﬁﬂw
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“So!" Isabel smiled sweetly, “When the ¢h R for afew PO m'm lsabel. That's where I'm
to capitalism comes, greed won't be'a crime & ' 4 '

more—it'll be standard operaring procedure. Tew d
even be o black marker, because Cuba will est

. X v e A smell like
itself as a governmentally backed international s} the area and shut id s 't'hTtucmtivc for
ping mall. Anything goes.” e " gl top mbemmn:u gravediggets

“But that's anly part of the equation. Cuba’s fives comes out on could then charge you
going to maintain some severe antidrug | the lanes open.”
becamit'llhelnt}mt:butinum.ﬂﬁ_ﬂ‘ : ;ﬁmmm
ernment will be against drug rrade and keep ﬁ: t?::m heen masters of such
while the other half will be on the take, 5o keepiing N mply one more. Who
llegal will make them rich on bribe money, T s, and chis 1s S50

; ia, where
couldn't go wo lax on drugs, anyway, beca ) b mvﬂmm““‘“humm“ :
United States would crush them politically™

“Where are you going with this, Anastass?®

“Well, if I know you and the rest of your clay
the simple, legal investments will only wet your beak
Sure, you'll make milli 5

billions—in the i we the crusades and before. |
tourist boom, but it's also part of the rriangle trad s wﬂf”ﬁ@!”;f:nrﬁsmd’mcm?m“i
You're going to run heroin from ltaly to Cuba, wi walings like o ttmmhawﬁm
you'll either send it in to the U S. through Bo

sell it and convert the profits ro coke and ma

then move that through Boston, because that's here

you have the customs vice in your pockets. .

the money goes back 1o Iraly, where it buys more

heroin, which again goes through Cuba, erc.”
Isabel’s eyebrows rose and her mouth curledupa

bit at the ends. “Not bad. Justicar. Not bad ar all
it won't affect you ar all, will it? Boston's alrea :
Giovanni haven, Venice has always been one, and
we only need a few Kindred handling the operation
here. It doesn't matrer if Cuba becomes a Sabbar ar
Camarilla playground—both of you will shut you

sich the hat wins. We have no illusions as t©
mmh &ﬂg.nth;bm.ud in m:th.wzwaul;d pfefii‘l'
‘with the Camarilla, as it is almost universally
1l|lﬂl -and urbane than those cackling lunatics
#E:iﬁﬁﬂh But don't think for a minute that you
have any influence that we don't allow you o l-mt;:;
bl: a bitrer fight between us, anﬂunrmr
b would almost certainly win. Bur at what f:hﬂ
™ iKeep that in mind, Justicar. For the time ng,
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the Giovanni side with no one. but o

lie with the Camarilla.
And also
“wm::mwm'f"’
I iIﬂhlwaﬂd 1
Tremere justicar though '
t on the n K E{hhﬂiitﬂﬂ!lf-—*bhﬂhﬂﬂwhadm
wrdi.Perhapabuﬂllhadmhm B ,:-'5. f hhlmdnwimtﬂt:mcdadm&nqhﬂ

et o the end wable, took out a pad of paper
d wuh&vi:Wminlogoa:dapenﬁnm

»

fith that, Mﬂrdﬂcamcﬁhmmlfﬁmnchuu

inm the last, fading rays of the sun.

ustin achifl

4 with a hathrobe, ook an elevator w the
. climbed the access stair 0 the toof, and

w3







Night unknown

fate. though this time brought ahout by the
The cargo hold of the Pride of Roderigo |

14 heen Embraced into its ranks.
Somewhere on the Atlantic Ocean mhuahdt.ltﬂﬂuﬂ“‘fﬂ“'_’“
v : o dust, yet they unt even potent Cuinites
Once again, despite his wishes, the dead) i hacks, worrying us haoends Hate bailed
woke. Trapped within the stifling box, immak bend man's lifieless veins, the blood within them
by the hundred pounds of dirt thar eccupled the LI :

with him, he nonetheless felr the stitrings of
sciousness, followed by the rolling left-rig
the ship listing at sea.

il lTﬂmwfﬂﬂwmmlTﬂ
o with God and His angels! To have held the

o conds in my grasp! And mow, so basely 0
Above him, the satlors bolted back and fi i #mwwmﬂuﬁﬁ the bru-
across the ship's decks like trained monkeys inae ambiion. You were vaim, old one. You lmkﬂﬂ
nival. The ship no doubt had & few passengers a6 w for ahead and allowed these enemies (0 creep mio
but for a thirst us great as that of the dead man's# ks, Why didn't they listen? Japhat_h_md
numbers aboard might dwindle by as many as hal B i hoth knew. But of course, the Old One inall

s0 he had chosen instead to weather the months-log s ertyred. wisdom. .. We have been fools.

trip under the cold segis of torpor. But the dead mag “rte dead man, though, had not been a fm_l in
never quite reached that deathlike state; he had awak ShE mﬂ,mnly,nfwﬂfhhﬂﬂ might
ened as many as twenty times, each time closerm " tallen. Proud Elodie, her silver hair :pam:rffi
closer to the perilous act of rising, bursting fr Fovirry blood and that of the vulgar Giovanai,
rude berth and drinking his unholy fill of vitae fros " Urdea and Abelard, all burnr to ash by
the oblivious kine with whom he shared the vesse i torches. Even his Wﬂ'hl"“‘i"'hh“.ﬂ' e
How shameful, to be reduced to this, the dead man W &M-am&jm;,ml;ﬁﬂmﬂtht Fi-
thought to himself, To flee to the odious and barbarie 1 Tieath here and again. In the filth of the sewers,
New World. A New World, indeed! | have wat _ B wanni hid, striking when even the most as-
vise and fall of a score of new worlds! This is simply ane B n‘mhad'hjdhiﬁlﬁghﬂ?mﬂﬁk
other in a long line of rises and falls of movtal mséets,  olanned to sleep away the hours of the day. They
Anger had consumed the dead man for nigh upon el e Jves with excrement to hide their own
decades—while he'd once sat in the courts of kings, ;
he had now been reduced to fleeing from a mu
ous coterie of usurper-merchants, His once-pow
lineage had crippled itself centuries before in at

mhdmaswmnskthtirnm\chmindﬂﬁ-
ment for its hubris, and now it suffered another,

e crawl from waste tunnels, hid beneat
w :]:n?n'lﬂtﬂi bones in sarcophagi and

)
justin achifl




scuttled out like malicious spiders from cenoapl
gravestones. Like houndsmen, they rode
sires’ loggias und sanctums, waving torches,
ing knives and blackened stakes. They lie
lips s thiey put the childer of Ashur to the ) |d gather around him
into the recesses of torpor, They did it with a - me theze, be :nu ﬁlrﬂmldt taking their
resolve, catching the flecing spirits of those whom stupic '-wl ] ;"id'h:ha;wnhg his knife for use
a desperate bid to escape their bodies and bin od 4 he

Wdﬂx(:mics.whnknm bet-
ian to ask questions of the dead or those
Jwith them. If nothing else, the dead man
- .ﬂ'ghr' and the rays of the sun could not

| i Giovanni nce they had
them into the glistening bones of freshly dead Jim Ofg:d tI:t:i?mL The plans
davers, or the Aendishily aboreed corpees thesSil i the rest of his Kind 0 F0 0 esponded with

4 "' hﬁi no N € = =T
from their own sisters’ wombs. Steeped with theiror

blood and the vitae of their elders, the Gio
voured the Cainites who had made ch
within—and arop itall, they dared to call d
Kindred, after the wishes of those selfish bass
convened in England! Of all places o set g
why would anyone choose a land where Scots we
cansidered people and men knew their ewes carall

Can you hear me now, God! Can you hear me b

ish mutts with their own barharic customs,
: byious

gy whom few would dare 1o provoke an ©

rasse] of the dead. The simple coffin rself had been

hbed with a great quantity of oil and then h;::

o prevent the salty ocean air or humid

reath these decks? From sender this leyer of piie aill fﬂiﬁﬂ““‘_“‘“““ il Yﬁ'ﬁ:i}.;‘;mﬂﬁ

shit of worms? Damn them all for not lifting a finger yinpl _E‘ﬂ‘mi‘& Epeﬂkbfef:ﬁ':mdﬁ,htmld

EWM&WmMM tae befor B nino0) [ntnﬂwmtdﬂﬁ“fd’::{:;
'i'h&dmdmnknew.rhmghﬂuuwﬁ}e},_ o “‘d&mm Pl |

dish best served with the spice of age. Flight was bi world of the living kine.

o

T abounded with safety measures an
1 . d‘w TC*
lears. The onl thmg'll!fttﬂdﬂwmhﬂ

L
before, he booked freight “passage” on the Pride of man could bring thr ﬁﬂhl Eightdipmttl? de-
Roderigu. When the ship arrived at its Cuban port, b hasred to bear on the | ; mh- d walked in
femily of exiled Waldensian descendants would (sl wed it. And s creature Who nAc 78
port the precious cargo to the Noeth A A _'E,hadm,whnhd

only choice—flight to stab at the vile Giovanni du
ing some night yet to be seen. With money abeaineg
by selling the fingers of saints almast four centurie




A tiny cost. An infinitesimal cost. A few
nights seemed a minuscule price o -551
PSR TR pay or the v

--Eht-h:nhlmdpﬂﬂtufapﬂctefmbld
« that reported directly to Sascha Vykos,
gged her shouldess. “You're not here for me 10
" -W"""
4 #No, I'm not; but a bit of decorum would cer-
ainly be appropriate-”
3 fine. You look stmply ravishing. 1f] wasn't dead,
kﬂtm&h_ﬂkthelmlimnnf n

e ow sweet. If you weren't dead, though, 1
wouldn't give you the time of night especially in that
___-Hlmduwuimtwmtw bon mots
or did this invitation have some 50T of purpose be-

hind ™
~ lsabel looked at herself as she passed mirror in
th .Wdum:ﬁhwm.mtwlmhmﬂgm-— l

the
she did ook tired. Unconsciously, 1sabel drew ina

Il‘:.a--l.n | The events lethﬁ ﬁﬂtfﬂw min

e

e the had worm
n_gp,ihmmduhgdidn?t intend to let this negotiation
go sour 8% had the one Chas accidentally
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with Pieterzoon’s flunky. If she had any luck 4
Isabel would find out that Gauthier had beenu

emoniously discharged from Pieterzoon's ¢ s man: went. And hrﬁhr;md‘ ﬁ
40 bad  showing had be made, himaelf. Seilldey i have indeed formed rlatio

the fact that she had no intention of forging ar ¢ kir abb | mmmdhmdlﬂd: know.”

of allinnce with either the Sabbat or the Camar - m-ﬁﬂmlﬁm Ly

she did her best to entertain their coureship. 1 eithe . als "

of them perceived the Giovanni asa threas, eithe ! m-ﬁhﬂlmummw
them could forestall their efforts against the opp #Meneither.” Marga

-= the eldest among us has o fall.

site sect and turn their attentions te i ol mancer to negotiate

ReCromancers.

“You're not going to like the purpose; Les
antee that. Bur I've never been one tw soften th
30 I'm not going to song-and-dance you with such
fruitless consideration.” Margaret’s diplomacy. styl
differed a great deal from Gauthier’s.

lsabel once again stood stock still. “Then why
bother with the pretense of proposal ar all? | know

s Max Lowell, ll‘lﬂ!'iiw
B e high handed philoscpbical lliance

! Wi L
O Ko ! You know that we could jus

B - arten-
what this is about. It's about the Sabbar and the &winmﬂwwr
Camarilla lined up on cither side of Boston and lay. tions back to the Camari y

ing claim to it.” . . Camaril
" o ok Gioven iy iy 1 e
"Well, it doesn't take a genius. You're forgetting will craw! the

something, though." —emphasis on the possibility—rout

“And what's that . from Boston, but n doing 39 you'll double
“Not every city needs to be under the thumb of e effort. it takes to infest it COMPIETE: |
the Sabbar or Camarilla.”  “Infest, eh?”

“Isabel, [ think you're being a bit naive, no? You
hmthntn‘t:ﬂﬁnﬁ:qtm.nﬂkfnchﬁi;
with us, it's against us." y

“But what does that mean? I'll tell you plainly,
the Giovanni have no interest in pursuing an alli-
ance with the Sabbat. Now, wait; nor do we have an

“Yas, like vermin. You and 1 both know your re- |
: : Id be better mﬂ_.ﬂithﬂ against ﬁ
e o—_and | know sensibilicy is a stretch |
Gl ki
;-'r" -~ want and not 8 : SR
tor ;T‘m“ on of the city, which isn't quan

IF - 1
i
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rifinble anyway. At least, we Giovanni see it thae:
We know you have people in Boston; so
Camarilla. And it doesn't affect us in
Kindred. ..excuse me. Cainites battling in ¢
however, doesn't do any of us any good.” I

a seat on what she assumed to be a leather chair

crossed her hands in her lap, .
Margaret followed suit. “Moderation is-not.

plomacy, Isabel. But we should take refreshm

before we continue further. Jonathan!™

ﬁﬂm fhﬁ!hﬂ&lﬂ bl’-'fﬂnd ':hﬁ T CmeTE

thin, pale young man, perhaps in his early

evidence of his gender had been IOVed
plaved no phallus, nor pubic hair, and the or
Isabel guessed him o be male at all was a st
in the rone of his muscularure. His head
were likewise hairless. And most unsettling
the fact that Margarer had removed all
Jonathan’s mouth and nose from his fuce; hi

ful eyes peered out from the oﬂmmhe srele

alabagter expanse of his countenance

Isabel kept her revulsion in check—of all th

things she'd done in life and unlife of which

might have disapproved, at least they were ba i
human in nature. What some might have cansiden

sexual perversion, ucts of brurality ar even ¢
indifference all had their origin in the Orig
manity of their perpetraror or, more o _
mortality of their victims or subjects. With me:
of the Sabbat, like Margaret, viciousness o
no relation to humanity. Janathan, for ex
been remade in the image of some androg

s & hio
g

Mi it it somie point had found aesthetically pleas-

perhaps she had so little sympathy with or
hy for the kine that Jonathan existed to serve

. ':.m:] deny his own. Surely, though, if he

a1, he would need ro take blood from her in

- W}:ehe not a ghoul, he would still ueet:l_

Perhaps he was some sort of Trimisce “perfor-

ds arcse, only to revert him to his present

ward, lsabel dropped the train of thought

there was no telling with someone so com-

ey t-':t"-l thﬂ.lﬂh'ﬂ-mmr

b, don't be 5o particular. I sealed his mouth as
ce to you, so you wouldn’t have to hear him
when you took blood from him. I}:nuwhaw
the Giovanni Kiss is for its victims. | must
jess that 'm interested in sesing your feed-
liarity in practice. You don't mind, do you
that my friend Isabel will be removing your

Don't tell me you believe that rubbish, Marga-

. St mw'
1 That I can drink only from severed heads!
i 'mmmuldn‘tlhm:nmkmvwrhtl

svity long ago? After all, if we're to believe
;, destructive, cackling Saranism. And the
fact that I'm here and willing to discuss your
sut Boston proves that rumors are sometimes
2ded, does it not? Would | bargain with such a

dmpgumm,w.avaﬂmw
feed. | was hoping for a display of madness or excess,
and instead you tell me that I've placed wo much
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stock in urban legend.” i with even aft € Poston likeanpe plusm.
Isabel took the opportunity to feed. Jonath sh t:;aktwﬂ rsfl'ﬁkmdmd who against

buckled beneath her, falling to his knees as she supp et

his life’s blood from his throat. As she dranky I B P e Isabel. Permission is not part of the

heard a reedy whine punctuated by incomprehensibl -ﬁthj.ﬁtht‘Nuk. will fall 1o us.

clicks. She looked down, lost in the buming o il be ours before ye year's end. Already, a war

the vitae, to see two opening and closing sc
the insides of Jonathan’s palms. Appnreutlf
ret had not bestowed voice boxes upon
the thin whine was just air drawn in and
from them. The clicks came from the nfnjr i ﬂm[j:Ti never heard this last she had left
fangs that surrounded the openings, g a Bﬂl wretched havenand mmmdapl‘““‘
clashing a5 the hand-mouths wriched. Disgusted, sh ke her to Orand Central Stton-
pushed him away. U S

Margaret met her eyes with a grin. “Well, th
boy must eat somehow, must he not! Here, Jonathas
my poor child; take back some of what our judgmer
tal saint hnbcihmmk:n&umynu’ﬁh:w_ .
front of her sheer silk shirt, exposing a ﬂawhu g
breast, the peak of which had been fleshcrafted
smooth and unnippled. Jonathan reached out his
hand and caressed his domitor's skin, piercing the
flesh ever so shallowly and no doubt drawing out sa-
vory trickles of her rich blood. *You should be
Isabel. Surely you would suspect me of attemp
forge a blood bond, had | given Jonathan his nigh
due first.”

“I've had enough of this.” lsabel broke off the
conversation. She rose, returned to the foyer an '.
collected her jacker. Without even attempting te
make eye contact with Margaret, she shouted into
the other room, “And I'm sure you can see that we
have nothing in common, and therefore nothing o

of Cainites
.q::hhuhﬂpﬁhﬁ E“h"“"d " T&m Take

1. emkllﬁh? n'ihm or mmblf lik: th‘t

a7




Friday, 27 August 1999, 12:03 AM
Wisconsin Avenue

Washington, D.C.

an

a puppet by Polonia's formidable will, rose from hes
prone pose and raised her arms above her head.
Around her, in a circle, loomed a pack of rz
Sabbar, waiting for just this signal.

st conscious thovght was, “What am | doing herel
before the frenzied Cainites rore her to dripping sh

: " ' A sends his regards.”
Polonia and Borges shared grave looks, whid Uncle Martino

S {air skin, the door to her cham-
Tﬁfx this guest. Young Kwei della
a, *nephew” to one of the mmmﬂ;;“
Giovanni vampires of chat family, stood before her
sy his hands, he held a small, wrapped box: aflf'-‘aﬁﬂ
~ *Welcome, Kwei. Please, come in. May 1 o

oy, _ ; -
gave way toavaricious, vulpine smiles. Polonia cocket Jsabel Giovanni stood in her dressing gown

E}*E!JIU'I?IIH&CIWEd hi:ll!"p‘ﬂ i.n COoncent
Hundreds of miles away, a mortal, anima

Polonia released his control of the subject, whose

k eciaps | pulled @ heavy robe over het
in their excitement. An expressionless vampire _ around her and pu

touched each of the howling Cainites on the fa
Pmdhefmmmingthamlnmintuth:n@:.

Ton.

JLE

ke abid wolves the pack descended (AT e the logssia, Isabel's seemed more like a

i __.:n [m:raw house than a true
] I_ .-14: m Im}hﬁlfwwfmm
huud ht-ﬁemmﬁdydidnthnkliwﬂ-hb
He noted a decanter on & cart on the far side of the
woom. “I'll take a brandy, if you don't mind. It's un-

M ' probably more. Uniﬂtﬂwti-Waw
well-presery 'u‘ddgho\ﬂ. Martino was more likely his
- uncle ren times OVer, ifﬁncs'_m:_elamdntall.
Iwﬁmww&mm%nmmgm
a very good bounty of the sifk.” Kwei's lralian was

1
clovannl pustin achifl




eme

obviously more scholastic than conversational ®|

knows you are very fond of silk, so he sent

present. | hope | haven't spoiled the surpri

give my ignomnce, but you are his sisger™ !
“Something like that.” Isabel brushed her hai = ey this.”

as Kwel poured a shallow glass of brandy. o, he did not. | am sorry tO

wis an acquaintance of her sire, actually. Lo . il

he had married his way into the Giovanni fan

: "]ﬁuquwmmm“

shortly thereafter become a member of the Giovans s smile was barbed. handed Isabel the
clan. He and Isabel had no love lost berween them- With a nervous ook, Kwﬂmedm'huselhf
she considered him a yellow-fevered pimp and it was heavy. Isabel we whether the boy
thought she was 2 symbol of everything that Wi was unhappy with Kwel 0FW8 P o aift
wrong with the clan, from vice 1o i nd. something to upset s 11 rrainly, the
everything in between. “It's. ..hard 1o keep rrack of. teﬂthl‘:ﬁ’-’-thn{&mm

C e , who
‘The family is very oiid” ok have been exciting for the boy
Kwei smiled, sipping from his snifter. :
“But please, Kwei, take asear.” lsabel took a dress
from the back of a chair and hung i, making a place
for her guest to relax. “Did your Uncle Martino have.
anything else he wished me to know! | heard about
the unfortunate demise of his father.” She could prac-
tically hear the quotation marks around this lase. If
Kwei knew anything about the unnatural aspects of
the family, this would be his opportunity to impart
thar grociously.
“It is the greatest tragedy, thank you for your

e of f ly
s : _tobe a great slight—not on
el deives the it n pecion, the
.m':u; a censer stoked with an m;ﬁhadukﬂ‘l
:ﬁmwwﬂb‘?wm'm a reactive
the oo 4 immediately fallen into

a great whiff and im barrassed ghoul, onaly

= Mating the em | later.
condolences,” Kwei replied. Probably not even a :;mh;,ﬂhﬁ young man’s theoat shit mfmm Isabel
ghoul, Isabel reasoned. “Such is the danger of my A terse mote in delln Passsgls WKL P vt
uncle's occupation. Many from the East would have gfhcrgﬂﬁc,‘q“t thﬂr-?‘h:hade::dmg ﬂ:ﬂ: wedding.
him fail.” ﬁ;ﬁ would have considered ﬂ; amateur on Isabels

“Yes, well, many in the West would have him :Mitlnﬂkﬁdﬁ‘ha’i’lﬂu_mmw{ﬂwdﬂmaﬂ- |
fail, 100, Your uncle is a bold man, Kwei, as F'm sure part, depending upon which wey %
you know." cident.
201
ustin achill
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Jocation—or at least
With this on her mind, Isabel apened the bas and pointed ot *Luti:m she sought. By re-
Inside rested a dense, rectangular object wrapped! e O s gift to him, she could prevent him
an opaque tissue paper. A piece of folded rice pap Martinos g ‘.-Em.nu:r-bﬂ-s‘*‘:hm
sat atop the gift. Isabel opened the note and reads vieving his WEHH- Could she afford to turml
1:1mrmd Fm' naml.lli.n.’ lﬂnls Hara‘g‘.‘i.'u [ gk ﬂmﬂwmau S thﬂ ‘ﬂ]ﬂi in com-~
- war, & ; Se=s
with spous tmmtn.u-nﬂ.r.-q Llu Imﬂlﬂ-tﬂm » idoenn e &mﬁl;éitr rakees at hﬂld conceming
imlnh-ﬂuun dalicale aBin Sy of the old clan’s return!
pie— : : tllllld CreATUres.
—am fn the end, though, Kindred 2t PRV o o
1 'h};ﬁ.mdae her decision 88 immediately asit
She unwrapped the gift: a book bound in a sl Ny red w het |¢'s distance from
cover. Martino knew Isabel hated his silks. She cos- g 'Wﬁwch I'm afraid your uncie

sidered them is conrse s him and marred by numerous
flaws. This was his revenge for the incense—a subtle
yet unmistakable flouting of lsabel’s tastes. In the
W'IM 'I]f 'l'.hl.'." Kﬂt&rcd. lu'i:h ﬂﬂbd.cﬁ.ﬂ m’jﬂd _'-ri-r f '. . m ; lhe
weight; it was how the race of Caine balanced their gse of it than 1° She carefully handed !

' This
: i hl.? mt iJ{ lﬂ.ll:h« :
iy T&E B e looking for. | couldn't possibly

uction out of not
mericate scores of status, how they tallied points ac o him an elaborate F?:dmhimmdlﬁthim
various stages of the game of yhad. Martino had, from apening it at all. "Psm‘-ﬂﬂ:ﬁm, bur that 1 just
his point of view, evened the score by murdering Loow that | a %

lsabel’s ghoul so many years ago. Now that he had
the opportunity, Isabel saw, he took the chance to
place himself in the lead by not only acknowledging

her tastes, but forcing her to put them aside for the h&;mbﬁﬂ‘dmmmm
sike of his assistance. | mkﬁm-ﬂﬁmm : i:ﬂkununfﬂha‘h“dim

Still, she had recourse. Marting's “gift” no doube Kwei.nﬂ&”'}*h’&“;:dm&wmnw
related 1o the ancient vampire she track : Many times, he | of this social drama un-
a geomancer’s matrix that revealed the location of decidedly Western mn:;:d to his uncle or oNe
its crypt or an Eastern necromantic ritual thar could fold before him, as it mmm.huumhim
counter one of its potent abilities. the other Europeans of

On this, Isabel gambled. The journal Marcia had

209
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ploy. He breathed a sigh of relief, kniowing s hew
mcmaﬁﬂﬂlﬁbﬂlﬁhm’smﬂuﬁ -
ornent, hﬁ- ijﬂ hﬂd Eﬂﬂ al _mh'_:m
M‘rlmma[d“lkdmhhm
knowing that when he returned to
to his unele, his life would once agai hg;l

- 26 October 1999, 4:02 AM
1:-. VgL lﬂ#

as much as she does

alouarml




Chas chimed in, wanting to make sure he
derstood. “Okay, so, that means what?
ghosts out and about? Wandering chrough ¢
What the fuck does that mean? Unless we ha
thing specific to do with them, why she
matter at all "

“lt matters because of the consey
Ambrogino added. “Know primarily thatn
ric magic is a science, not an art. When cre:
effects of death magic, quantifiable results a
always relinbly produced. If the desired resitl

not occur, something has failed '

chain of events required to bring it about. m
be something uncontrollable, such as great force &

will on the part of a given ghost. It may have beet

formulaic step the necromancer has omitved. ©
have been something so minor asa brief lapse of e on
centration, or a mispronunciation of a spoken wond
Whatever the case, some requirement has not best
satisfied.”
“Okay,” Chas said, incredulous
becoming slits.

aguin, his eyes
“All that, we've established. In the case of the

spirit storm’s aftermath, however, something else has
come a part of the equation—something

unquantifiable. [t might be a very potent Kindred, ar

an unthinkably powerful spirit,” Ambrogine contine
ued

“Or, a8 some Kindred have guessed,” lsabel in-
terrupted, “iv might be the hand of God Himself"
Chas snorted. “God? You think God came down

ﬁmnfum?ﬂnmdﬂmdm“mw 0 '1 5
around? Wouldn't it have been a bit more. . .oh, [ de Ve

00

light-

sun

orima a scomiful finger at

m'ﬁﬂd’dﬂghﬂtn mt'fdt.ﬁt =
ot circles the world. You've heand it be-
ways.' The simple fact

e presume 10

ith the ghosts isnot
..I . I

the gravest matier,

th the most |
God because it seems

not His intention. In fact, He

bisck from their
;ﬁuuldvmm”"‘“’_“
he exterminared. This

1 have forced their way
Jeahs. Sometimes, they e

thevalso consider monseers o
{s what you ran into after your

in Boston.
ly and felca quick flash

- ers. A team
: modus operandi D Ve hink they

them has made i1 home in Las Vegas

w7
i achill

____—#



believed he was a vampire—you were sleepin i
bathroom to avoid the sun, and it didn’t even
to them to check there. Uncertain of the bestws
destroy a 'vampire,’ they experimented and pei
him. That was the almond smell you res
don't look so shocked; you know | can per

“Okay,” Chas found his way back into the co
versation, “then how does that relare to th
rwo things we've been chasing around? What does
have 1o do with the ‘old clan’ or whatever, and hoy
does Benito fit into the picture

"Well, Chas, to be honest, Benito doesn't disectls
fit into the immediate crisis. His disappear ;

four months ago just coincidentally took p
same time that we found out about the prol
the Underworld. Now, I'm sure Benito kne
what was going on, at least in some capacity, |
he practices the black arc himself, but he'’s not an
instrumental player in that particular chapter

Giovanni drama,” lsabel confided. “I'm the fi

admit that I've not pursued his disappearance with
my full attentions because one missing Giovanni isn't

as important 1o the wellbeing of the entire clan as|
the return of the clan we thought we'd exterm
in the past.”

Ambrogino interjected, “Which leads us to the

. F itable place for any Ki

';'.-P“‘- tracted perioc: of the marter is
L "W were wrong. Th‘:l‘:h i cheived in

| discussed the ethics of the
C . Drneula.
" 14 seem, hawever, that our

fld had nv:mhtlml?d

¢he old clan Kindred

second pest of your question; the old clars ieself. Wi e where their mystic pOWerS

the Giovanni first claimed the mantle of clanship,
we had to make sure that no threat to our claim would
surface. The Kindred who Embraced us had become
an obstacle to us, rather than a benefactor. Weéﬁ?
stroyed his brood tw the best of our abilities. | myself

alouannl

tho he Gi ni created the
i '::: S:;:: practice of necromancy, the

= |ast surviving
TS Mghtmb:w d
Jblmdlinem « castle in Eastern Eu

marter with

efforts were

we became ove onfident.

dn't heard anything from these Km?htdl.!n-
ary long time, and we just assumed that

ﬁ:??', hewshmim They practiced their m

magic that

n nastered it in the hundreds of years they




ino in Hong Kong saw only the hn:fest ‘bI;;.
b could have been anything, before flecing his
i s We need to see this; 1© know Lt_‘tx
ke from it whatwecm.lfltdmntm
s threat, | might be able to report bac

. Intelligence is a valuable resource.

matrer. \ 2 e
4 it's killing Giovanni... Chas trailed

t2 the realm of the living—this world. Now, th
aren’t many of these Kindred. [ estimate L'_'L' 5
twenty of them in all. But the old clan wha
to escape and grow are very powerful. The'
the Kindred who Embraced Augustus G
even be among them. Only the most skille
time of our purge could have managed o fl
Underwarld, and they have since grown trem
stronger.”

} F 'I-h l'F m‘m

“Sa, just kicking their asses is out of the que the ones personal bloodlines,”
tion,” Chas commiented. . jon, and then moving down the

“Well, yes, to put it bluntly,” Ambrogino repll adde [ come after
“With creatures of that age and wile, the anly el o then why haven't a0y of themmi
one has is trickery, Something so old might be eus i, Ambrogino _ back at Chas.
ning indeed, but a physical confrontation is suicid  Ambrogin l‘ﬁk‘d“m&li mr&r:;fmmx.
Some magical recourse must exist—such are the end {ig niot sure. My own ahﬂjﬂug e chreats be-
to which the foremost Giovenni necromancers have serhans they want to remove kmmﬁtlf-'"
been researching.” .4 '“ ke A o a@k:mh m;m the world in

“Um, can | ask a question, then™ Chas ver tured. sl don't get it," Chas

"Of course.” nerl. old clan," Isabel con-

“If we can't beat this thing, and it’s far more pows what they
erful than us magically, why the fuck is Isabel chasin fdad in him, “Until we find out exactly a

=N

it! No offense, Isabel, 1 know you're good at what yant 1o do, all we can do is cover ou do just
mmdn,hutm‘mnuuuldnthtuthmﬂ | |-WIM¢¢aﬁindmdwh0canh&P? i
they're probably a damn sight better with the that! Ambrogino added.
magic, too. | mean, | know | don't have o go
with you, but I'm choosing to, at this point, bu 3
just going to get me killed, I'd like to know so [ can
seek some other opportunities, you know!™ R

Isabel smiled. “Ah, Chas; always able to adda
sense of leviey. What Ambrogino’s talking about is
just conjecture. No one from our clan has verifiably
seen one of these creatures and survived. "uq_ ;

1
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Thursday, 28 October 1999, 1117 AM.
The French Quarter

"Ladies and gentlemen, | am proud to
you. .. Natasia!™ '

_

The dull I-'J'I.-II hCB\'Y (faig Ofthﬁ AT A .1
versations briefly wrmed into a cheer hefore'a
agnin becoming a monotonous din. Not ma
here even knew Namsia, but they had co
dilapidared house just off the main drag be
party had been underway nonstop for the
of a day. The abandoned townhouse was fi
pacity with party guests. People of all strip
come, having heard through the gra
Almerson was adopting a child or

had a terribly different meaning from the homonys

that mest of the guests assumed was intended. e

Mp]ﬂhﬁﬁ[mm}“dﬁ‘m it
to commemorate the release of his childe, 8 King

Embraced just over a year ago. Natasia’s Brujah sice

had let every carouser in rown hear about the

pending bash—even at this very moment, ST

Juke's conracts were prowling Bourbon Street, din
ing drunken tourists and smarmy locals to the:

debauch taking place only a few blocks away.

thmmm.apakdmlktmhudmﬂiﬁ.ﬂ
Two officers walked up the sidewalk t the house, shak-
ing their heads and smiling ar one another. After a
cursory effort at finding someone—anyone —who was:

arovann)

hey, why nat help this Jake charscter celebrate:

course, some people knew Jake—knew tl:m; : f
indeed celebrating with his childe, but thar the word

an




| ghem. 1f he was going o get into &
comneict . b cone drunk sl

w: mmﬁ oo duvm ;d'w R it wasn't going to be with m AL
bowslkingby, - dbreak in half by Som e eld be up for

“Thengﬁ.l:ihappcﬂndamrhﬁﬁf | these ! !m]ww

The bloodshot eyes of the other guest biriefl ﬁ?‘,‘“ﬂmlw,;mmmm&w
focused. *They put out the goddamn firel | Thesight? ey, She closed one door, turned
Natasias irthday,you know. Hey,do you kno e, and saw him before opening e i

"No." Chas ler the poor guy go. “Fire, huly in :fmﬁ;::- Mnh,mml"'fhnw:’um’"
&ml:i:m:;mum party!” . “‘.'“dﬂmmm stood before t_v.t_r:. mﬁﬁ
eiees mdm cmmmn;;:umd ; i HBFI hed the stairs hh::E and !E.Hlﬁ i
climbing the stairs, which entailed shoving a score fce. “You dor’ 1aE B enow these's e in
of people out of the way, -l there’s some boote in the-

The reek of marijusna hung aver the hallwaya :h"hmh! ks Chas reined in the urge & e ]
the top of the stairs, as did a less prevalent but pow- y .-lﬂ::aﬁit-lﬁh‘lwwmhmm

erful chemical tang of cocaine smoke. The scents of
mortal sweat and dry rot also clashed, flavored with
the slightest hint of vomir.

Isabel pressed on, but Chas shook himself free
from her grasp. The crowd had more than begun to rolls....” .
get on his nerves. It was ane thing w throw a party, ' just going over there o see my-
hist it was another altogether to corral a circus of e m;;?}im new acquaingance and let the
freaks like this. Chas sucked in an unnecessary breath, im.émmﬂun drop. He didn't know how he would
hulking his body up and for any o ) ; :

up and looking for any excuse to wﬂnmwd&wunummm{ﬂwm noc)

 found Jke and they could g<t

hammer one of these dranks in the face. To his sur- ho shook

prise, the crowd seemed to swell around him, rolling Helsondlo e e

over and off him as he passed, almost as if they fele disapproval that facking doov's closed fora rea-

the presence of his hostility on some subconscious 5= 3mm&mﬂiﬂ‘md“w

level and equally subconsciously moved ro avoid him. son, boon “"iﬂi d baritone, with more than a hint
A few hands brushed against him, the advances o had interrup its owner before. A

of women too drunk to feel his tangible menace, look- mmmm in the air.

ing for a quick amorous relation with, well, anyone,

L cHovannl




“I'm somry for interrupring, J " Chas interjected, lifting onc
should ralk.” ake, e :ﬁﬁhnhmeﬂh*m doll from
%ﬂw'mlw 're ot dead. Least 1 don't think so. 1 think
s m‘h‘“”‘“l‘mhim:hm % just cold. Absinthe turns on you, man, Don't

rattered couch propped up agaiist the + i Don't fucking drink that shit Jake smiled.
room itsclf had its windows blocked, pa ey, have you met Natasia? She's around here some-
”"hd‘-"tﬂpﬁmdmhmddmgf B aa Wﬂjmw—-ﬂﬂhﬂﬂﬁﬂfmﬁ'mﬂ
I:hh:d.Nang of the light from the PR b she used to be a Zeta? Isabel asked
roomy; anly the tired glow of  single candle il murely, which came across as all the more grotesque
minated the place. The aie was hens e oroalEill e poahed an unresisting gl side to make room
“Well, who's fucking a ) ; L _hn.mmﬂ\_ Chas walked over to
thﬁdﬂkﬂﬂl moved, like a s} e Wiy II""". : rdmhhbfﬁﬂdm mﬂ:ﬂt it
mn; "ﬂh'lﬁmhnﬂlhmldluveﬂ I',, b -l shit. lsabel 1mhmaﬂmwnm
€ occupants in the room were s ; e But she's mine now.” He turned to
:;;;t:mfl don’t small sty dope i b N gont ¢ Chas. “What, motherfucker, you think
> il R : bustin' our of here!”
_"'T'hcneﬁnkadmnhumdm. Make it mveelf® e Einﬁdm;@ at Jake, who lay on his side
_ﬂm?ﬂuridudnjphf i mm“dwgﬁkuﬂpﬂhﬂ.m
Lestat wouldde, this is New Orlearis. Ir's whar

Jike smiled. ves had
become bloodshot—she wﬁt:‘*‘zz cnsible
enough to help her. e

miw.lﬁmﬂmmd&iﬂndmﬂ[ dem't

the polies e o remember me in. the house

Fﬂﬂ@ﬂmmi‘f&ﬂmrw . -.idumﬁﬂilﬂﬂ-lfm]w
gia Smxu“f’tm“mﬂ'm&mﬁmﬁw 1 ‘
Smcu:[:;..-m Or maybe it was Sam ' of this little ger-to-
%tm'mhmmr your boy, anyway. We
were dead e important part. | asked if they ~ Chas

yustin achilil

e

e else coming in. You "

' :‘tm to kill someone | don't have to.

“Fuck, lsabel, what you

- motherfucke: here foe! Is he your toy!”

‘lﬁ'nlenkihsuut&rm.]ak:ﬂl:ﬁhfph&m
, £00:

#Euck that 't leave. I'm the fucking host
i s pether. 1don't like

scmp.
laughed. “You don't
some stoned nigger
‘spooks say to each other!

bring this punk

think 1 could waste
! Leds see, huh? What is it you
Let's throw down, yo.

LT




Jake turned to Isabel. “Oh, you got a real winnes
here, haby."

“Chas, can't you please keep a handle on it
lsabel looked to Chas; shaking her head-and SOl .
her hand tsp, hoping thet Ches would:iakealel oot her hands on the cushions at her side, as if to
and let it rest. A ‘sush herself up.

Well, ler's hurry it up, Isabel. Ge this fuckl "~ ijgeless? U'm not the motherfucker who <<

“Euck you, 1sabel. | nevet claimed to be prince.
And fuck ;:::: wo, bitch.” He waved a hand over
" 450 you don't know then, You're useless.” Lsabel

monkey to sing and let's go.” Chas crossed his amy s parry and fucking sweats a brother who's just try-
aver his chest. + B 'ﬁ?ﬂﬁ a good time. You want find Oliver
Jake laughed aloud and raised his hand o b 3‘:_-,h: w:,qmmhdtmﬂﬂthﬂﬁm

his eyes. “What do you want, Isabel? What

and Robert de Niro here want? Let me get backs o Hotel Inter-Continental. He got a few problems.

my harem, huh!™ . Wiimpmi' }ake.anﬂ?milmﬂ?“ I guess
“We need 1o find Oliver Prodhomme," Chas said 11 ha _tlutﬁmrﬂﬂm?hm“

No sense in letting lsabel tum this into sor sou're actually capable of fulfilling it. I'm sure the.

even more protracted than it already was. Kindred of New Orleans will be able to sleep well

“Prudhomme? That motherfucker's out of | during the day knowing that Jake Almerson can't find
mind. He don't have nothing you need.” . Thqmighluvmﬂ'liﬂkw'm "

Indeed, Ambrogino had wirried Isabel b S Oh, ic's like that now, is it! That's fine” Jake
Prudhomme's precarious state of mind. Apy Jled onto his back again. “I just wanted to hear you
the weight of being a Kindred bore heavily upy gy it. That just about makes us even, tight? | mean,
Seill; Ambeogieo-wes 8 best nesmien d it for you to think you can't trust old Jake t©
Isabel was, and she had never been led as keep his word."

information before. If Ambrogino said Pr " lsabel shook her head. #That's right, Jake. Itsall

was key, nothing Jake knew was likely to oW

her otherwise. “Let us decide that for ourselves, Jake  “Now M’kwmmchmthetwmumhmnfﬂ!

s e Atoss Prud! > he stays in an old mhoqhbnut
“Well, fuck it anyway, because | don't know minutes up the state highway. Mm::ofth‘

where the motherfucker stays.” = mdfmd@_&xav.ﬁh.‘fmllhm
“Oh, now Jake, that can't be mue. Arey 7 you get there.” R

ing me there's something the would-be prince Thank you, Jake; you've been @ very graciols

Orleans doesn't know™ - O

i |

“Oh, the pleasure was all mine. Make sure you

b L]

= — ———




| '...ggﬂcmh'er 1999, 2:02 AM

come back and see me sometime. You can even b
your smart friend, there.”

“Fuck you, eggplant.” .
“Bye, now.” Jake waved good-bye with the lim P i curhside, where a decreptt
hand of the gir! beneath him. | Ghas parked the Audicutbsics

sircnse began its ascent and d!mhm?up-um:;ima
' t'wtnl"ffw'- httlmtupol‘ﬂ:ﬂmmm m‘:
tandoned school. Because local governmen

Isabel and Chas waded through the motley érog
of partygoers at the top of the stairs, stopping only
push aside n sailor stuffing a huge wad of weed int

e te had no

pipe made from a fresh apple. orked diffeccatly 1o h::-‘::{lﬁl inifi:;:;ﬂ e

“Wanna take a hit off the apple? ghunties, being (owesd hool had simply fallen
“No, that’sall right;" Chas brushed the: e by the Church—the <€

| T _ o i m”‘dit hﬂdbm
In the front, on the lawn, the two Giovan Mmimﬂgﬂwﬁm years ago.
dred saw another pair of police cruisers pull up justa ed by vanished, leaving behind only a few
they made it o the gate that ler them out ¢ 1 thy }mdu#mt cisiei which themsclves now
s ; e e and e of vines and caltu d
“Pretty rowdy in there; no!™ One of the palice DEncatil = ml:hmmhﬁlﬂiﬂgﬁﬂﬂt still
called to the pair as he climbed out of his vehicle [pasiE hpesn ith mildew and rot. The whole area
and tucked his baton and flashlight into their! ile of chalky bones slowly, in-
at his belt. As if to puncruate the question, % poked sick, %
thing on fire tumnbled out of 2 hole in what must have
been the house’s atric, and a bum leaning against the
fence isstied forth a gour of vomie. -
“Yeah, it's a circus in there,” Chas muttered offe.
handedly. “Oh, yeah, officer; one more thing, There
are absolutely no drugs in the room on the left at the

heen 1 had been overgrown, the
bmnéeif: Mk:n:ﬁn; ample soil for malicious
i yegetation to take roor. The car's all-wheel
miwdsﬂppuii few times when Chas had
Lth\hudt oo quickly into an easy curve.

top of the stairs." fedidn't help that the o ﬂi‘m
Isabel slapped Chas and shot him a look that the -l canopy, ﬁhhmﬁmng nm;; | shadows where illumi-
cop and his tardy partner noticed. v vill the arca and i

“Mm-hmm. You two have a fine evening,” the
officer replied, checking his holster and pepper spray,
“Oh, we will, sir. You, too." With that, Chas
swung the Audi into the lane and through the dark-
ness that pressed in from the edges of the city's border.

mﬁvm:huhwm still, dead. l-hawm:ihv:ﬂ:
ke the el s U hmﬁfﬁ cforlessly |
syrface of which unto
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: | : &
. , have thought you d catc!

. ﬁt_lrdri:wgm care that it's nat the ﬁﬂ
' i< that it's not inder conrol. 1t's bast:
e T fuckedup place tht some

. of the
sray here, Like the rest 0 F
| ﬂiﬁcmm;.wmcn&ﬁﬁinﬁtdmt

“How the fuck is anyone supposed o f
place, out here in the middle of fucking na
Chas wondered aloud. el

“I think that's the point,” Isabel replied.
shifted the shoulder bag she carried, which held th
strange manuscript Marcia Gibbert had given her,

.him.-aﬂdwhﬁnmimgnm* i
They climbed the stair, fumbling incleganedy e ﬁ!ﬂfﬂ alibed,
the darkness, but making it ro the top withou 't thar always the case, though!” Isab “Clm
grievous injury. Chas’s small electric flashlighe ke nervous that mﬂhiﬂﬁmm“!mg o0
litele ta light their environment. Its beam seem 5 much, She had watched bis decline dmpﬁc i
vanish into the gloom only n few feet before them, AR memalmth;mmhwmthﬁ? e
and faded completely by the time they stood before R him toward some moral end. Maybe it was.
the frone door of the building. - dhmmmngmfmm h the
Isabel heard a wheezing, hissing sound as she . he was growing more in tune wltbl .
reached toward the door. “Do you hear that, € "' stimuli that animals secmed 1o be able

“Sorry. That's me," Chas answered, and .
could hear the smile on his face in his tone of voice:

“Is something funny™ She looked at him as besy
she could, the ivory of his teeth and his sunken eyes:
making his face a demonic apparition floating in the
darkness before her, "

“It's not really funny so much as it is strange,” he-
saicd. “I've done this sort of thing a million times, but
never in this sort of situation; you know! I've done
whatever it was that Frankie Gee told me, walking:
into weird shir and mlking to people who made theis
havens in fucked-up places. I've ralked to Nosferatu
who set up their nests beneath the fucking Chelsea
Hotel. I've talked to Kindred in the basements of St.
Mark's and spent the day hiding in access nmnels of
the New York subway. It's not like this—that shie Is.
all paved. No trees. No nothing, but concrete. Even
Central Park feels, | don't know, made instead of natu-

woren wese oblivious, “Don’t

w o an a little unsett
our friend here is more than a i
’ jg-as close a8 he can come 10 by what he

it them feeling completely overtaken Y.
chmn: on, Chas; you know e Pﬁifmw
kitow we can only stay among £ mlmhof time
Thisfellow probably can’t dojciocsny

Isabel. It il‘“tﬁ’"‘,"ﬁ“j;m which Chas held, mo-

: ide. He really has become an
e aght to herself 10 ot even nchvalmis—
wupm her occult abilities to enable her to look
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the veil between worlds. Sure enough, the h
the school looked even more ghastly in the we
the dead. Thin layers of gossamer wafted tna
ghost-hreeze and scores of tiny blackish hand

_ q 3 must
5 's love i:_..moundlﬁmaL Pu:w
jﬁgﬂ?:giv: it to us. He doesnt want mi
- if we must rake it against our

dotted the walls. All of the windows in the i '”m know better than 1. You are with
hall wete broken, peering into vacant offices strewn E . ;u o, | am still here—1 don't yet know
. with pupers or classrooms in which spectral jackets e do, and all 1 have is faith. He has hﬁll'ti
hung from hooks on the walls. ‘Fﬂ“ ;ndsﬂnlmtmh‘?m meet Him, hasn't

t's not as complex as it sounds. I'm not a cruel

man. Al &mﬁmmmmuwhm

umﬂ:m that | am a ool of the Devil—or

e ﬂutl'amdkmvilhhﬂclf—-#uthﬁ
that: ?m.hwd:m(}ud.hasﬂm_own gns

A tinny music echoed down the empry hallways.
Chas and Isabel shared a silent look before moving
toward it. As they rounded a comer, the music grew
louder and I:ht".l' borh saw & ﬁls:kcﬂ.ng orange [i hit
emanating from one of the classrooms ahead. Tr must

not have had any windows facing the front of the

building; surely they would have seen even the faint ] ---%ﬂﬁtmmﬁ'ﬂmmﬂaﬁo&ml}w
est firelight from the outside. oY o can @ man like me, who places his faith
At their approach, they discerned & voice just : hands of God, conceivably do ﬂ"-i
below the struins of the music, which had itself be Devil? Amld:hldcﬂ‘ﬂl'ﬂmfm![dm‘
come clearer. The doleful music was Hank Willlams, e th“wpokimtnﬁoﬂmdﬂehaslet
his lonely guitar notes rraveling scross the still air gt 50 wmmﬁu Emml‘i;:l;flm .
and sounding a million miles away. Over the Ivrics of iy . he boundaries of His &
the song, ﬂ:‘f voice lectured. : tyticeel | seill noc mﬂi# the e !

“And what can we do when we can find no hope

inside ourselves, children? What do we do when it how to avoid the jaws of Hell—

Tv:nu that the world would be better off without us? Mi"wm ildren, and;uhn:adm?‘:ml:;
¢ tust not give in w the loss of our hope—the Hell, and | have deliv

Lord says despair is a sin, for it denies the faith He ﬁm“;:;‘“?mmd.sw,cmm.mi

wants us to have in Him. Trust in the Lord; He 1s our faecu greatest gl

shepherd and our salvation. Thar's what we must do,
children. We must ask God for His help. We must
pray. He loves us, and asks only that we give our-
selves 1o Him. Remember thar His son, Jesus, died
for all of us—he took all of our sins and made it pos-

: ﬂu lmnaelfme givmmmﬂdhﬂ:mié:bﬂe still, or on acircle
rhkﬁeiw’ ' C:hilﬁl Answer me! Tell me that you hmu:
e mured for me; that you have only the Loedlove”
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: _shires like modemn
God! God, I have given these children back to Yo  wearing blue anl.ﬂil{-:;i clothes and even
I have retumed them to Your table! They have dis :
where their names do not matter. | have cut INOTIDS Mtwwwmm softly,
silver tether that bound them 1o this Hell. They The Hs

, . roke the quiet.

Yours mm:a: agmin! mﬂd ﬂ::}:;o‘h; e referred 1o you by
“Children? r {mbtogine Giovanni” | know what you
Isabel knocked on the door frame. “Mg g know, Isabel. 1 know mm vived, as i

Prudhomme™ l , Lo drained him. He
The man betrayed no sign of being startled. Hy interrupted in his | the bridge of his

white-haired man with a strangely clean-cu

]

and mustache. He wore pleated pants, a whire

~ -e-nez from _
B i o e
E‘.I. W= - m

AL L 1 hcﬂ ?M pardn“ Pmth.“ Pmdheﬂ'lm"-'

and a cardigan sweater, all of which were curiousls 5, and | shall return om. looking expectantly
free of the vegetative filth of the forsaken swamps d to step out of the room.
town ' e Jsabel and Chas 1o " Chas reached

“Yes! | beg your pardon, children; | have a guest,
It is Miss Isabel from the Father Superior's office. Say
hello to Miss lsabel, children!”

Silence. 1

lsabel looked into the room, beyond the man she

assumed to be Ambrogino's contact

Bt s B, it these kids? Are yon some
.-nf_ﬂ:kﬁ*if'ﬂ ed back from Chas's hand,

Mias Isabel, does this insoleat youth Tl

' jphast. E mmg it if ad*
Prudhomme. Rows and columns of small, woodes u&m’"”‘mm‘ﬂ
desks occupied the center of the room, each oecus monished rather than dhocked, as well, “Chas,
pied by the still body of a small child. Some had "~ For her part, Label Wit el
abviously been there longer than others, having de- - what do you thmk we “:Hg'! ﬂ‘;'l‘-' one who's respon-
composed to the point that the only thing human “I¢'s this guy, lsabel. this place has. Aren't you,
abour them was their vague shape. Others had joined Sﬁkfﬁtmwwf&lﬂ “%ﬂ:&mﬁﬂ'm"
the class only recently, their cool skin and blue lips | 5w;fruk‘f'l'mhm:m.:
not yet showing any signs of putrefaction. All had - mm“”“‘i@;‘fﬂﬂkxﬂil‘m@h
their eyes closed, their tiny hands clasped in a rude “Don't fuck with me, 1 You've got all
approximation of the prayer pose. Boys and girls both I'm right, ain’t Mﬂuﬂ  somewhere: You're do-
occupied the class, roughly two dozen in number, these fucking kids bortled up |
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e complexion aormally allowed for. “O, my

*I apologize for thar. He's not hnm sammered.
since...” [sabel’s voice trailed off. She cou ' : ? You remember something about
- : 2 at! What i
excuses for him. Not only was it not her p You know what it's talking about® e
wnmhﬂiaﬁﬂhaahadukmlvnﬂuwedh . vdc]mwﬂmlfw’m;ﬂ =)

cmdcwha:hadbnmlt&nfhlmafmﬂn

bﬂﬂ:mmuﬂdh us: f iv were
“Don't mind it, my dear,” Oliver F

monster thui n‘;ﬂdﬁ i
rubbed his forehead with the arch of his thumb'as -Iﬁ “ﬂmﬂft:btr“h;wdﬁdlhmmm B'I!LE
forefinger. “Please, just let me see the papers. Lk i &mmmwmraﬁdduﬂ:ﬂﬂﬂm“m“
to expect you." . -
lsabel looked skeptical. “Ambrogino told you oum ther el grew excited s tremor of ex.
“Ambrogino! | don't know who you're talkig B rror can through her, “You e 2 bout
about. | saw that you would come. The children we 4 know? What do you know for cermin 3
very excited; they've been whl.lpcrlngabtm; i~ . ohieE
night. Young Cleveland Thibodeaux has quite ‘_. | eiyg g abﬂu;;.Y““ ey
crush on you. You have something wu.nud.' i 1f ago, | wiote t
lﬂhﬂl thm.lsht ilbﬂt not wﬂmf i AR ._I_.,_ __._._l-'. il a‘:d a hﬂ m
questions. She opened her bag and handnd
the journal. “] need your keen powers of memory, Mi
Prudhomme. You've been here foras lmgm
as long as the man who told me muckm
remember. A while ago, an acquaintance of ming
found this and | was hoping you could rell me a
thing abour the place. Any strange occurrences,
anything out of the ordinary you remember. We knos
where the place is, but it seems 1o have once held
something decidedly unpleasant, and we though we
should consult with an expert on the matzer before
opening it up ourselves."” -
Prudhomme looked over the sheaf of paper. plac-
ing his pince-nez back on his nose and shuffling the
individual sheets. Slowly, a look of recognition
crossed his face, which gave way to a look of horror
In the darkness, he became even paler than his

s P yustin achilfl
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Wednesday, 27 October 1999, 11:24 PM ed 1o a dull roar : mmm.iﬁ

Highway 95 e of same sort. A sliding door s
Ourside Las Vi MNevada e hend
egas, h . old boy, Benito rold himself. If they

Benito heard the thrum of an automobile . dm:j_, they wouldn’t bother taking You Some:
gine and felt the air vibrate around him. “ : : .
see nothing; the black bag over his head had| Wis captors were quiet from that ""“"a;";zﬁ
tied tightly around his neck and he found him o didn't even know if the plural was haraei
swallowing blindly, involuntarily. He could smell " i could have simply been anc coekier
dried blood caked on the side of his face; fe8 B delivering this relatively passive 88 0 T
crusted beneath his right eye. He could also sm ” headed. Ox, the group oS had .ex.'(lﬁb-
the reek that had accompanied his caprors for o ooerating with the efficiency &ELI
past—God only knew how long. Nighes! Week sl along—these were prot
Jesus; months? He had no idea. His odori medmm#mm@gmi&
fackers had fed him enough bloed to o ﬂmm’mwaﬁ ouldn't
cognizant but not enough to risk his bres Boston, o be R =
They were as strong as he—perhaps they of the salt on the breeze

Brujah, or maybe Nosferatu. They might e
rival Giovanni, but he couldn't imagine that oves
bearing Nickolai having enough sense to play two
factions of Giovanni against each other.

No, all the evidence pointed to the Nosferant would be any wiser indeterm
Benito imagined that plucked fiend Montrose being The vehicle umbled on for an t:‘a ht:!
involved somehow, and he had certainly been ount of rime—Benito hadn't had ﬂ: was un-
pumped for information during his stay with his cape b or even a calendar forso long :hntdm road for
tors. But now it seemed they were done with hin wmﬁt@dhﬁh&dwmwﬂﬁp&@

“What's going on”™ Benito shouted to as ihis Jirsle jaunt. To his best guess, o
who might be bothered to answer or might be the van slowed,

pathetic enough to reply, Nonie of that here, though: " Asif in response to his thoughts,

his outhurst only earned him a slap to the head anda -fhlt |aterally (Benito's weight ’*’*ﬁ#ﬁﬁ;

gravelly, "Shut the fuck up." " -:hsltfl and then mmnmwj m@.ﬂd and
Then the acoustics changed. Benito felt himself ind finally came to a stOp. Tavd dooes Benito was

shoved upward and over, and the sound of the en- losed, then the sliding door opened-
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jerked out of the back of the vehicle, where keon
again fele the ourside air—verycool.
The two unknown captors then hurled Be
to the ground. Delivered a few unavoidable and B
ual kicks ro his ribs, and drove away, the &
transport vehicle doppleting away into tf
Cool, still air. Cool, locse earth below hi
A coyore howling in the distance.
He was in the fucking desert!

29 October 1999, 11:59 PM

Aom I- 8 A INLE Gim'ﬂ.nl'll lﬂid falile his impk!ﬁtﬂtl
< him: a solitary black candle. m&mfu?xﬂi

- e ko 'mmg'-nmaatﬂpm:rﬂ?vc? i
~oyotca! SR ing ot e rest of he lights in the room, he simuek
1 Ait the candle, and waited for the mper to

Fine. Just fine and dandy. When he had wain perate a thick column of smoke.

suitable rime to make sure no one had stayed Wi
hum, to watch, for whatever reason, that he
bound and motionless, Benito Giovanni '_
the last reserves of his fading strength ta b
bonds that held his hands. He stripped the |
his head and looked over the vast )
Nevada sandscape.

o kl! TOSE,
‘As the wick guttered and the smo
B e e ol v e e
dropsof dark k
g wfcwheavy flame under his left index finger,

DAL [ -I."I: _:r:‘ -‘H:E* hw. aﬂﬂ ﬁm_u"" H’pﬁ.t m hu::h

his deathless vitae to close the
| g i e o e
T '; Ghaml command thee, William Burke,

o ANDER] h&lﬁm . th
~ Th wﬂa‘sﬂmmbltﬂﬁitxagmof:u '
'ﬂltmm.“\ﬂﬂtﬂlehluﬂéﬁ:&ﬂ;;
o came a hoarse voice that had no body:

7 't Ea:pafm me! You have anather thing wot
.ﬂiﬂ"-'" . my malicious lad" Ambrogino re-
uried. “To the New World again—all the way across

."'-" ¥ i won't.
*That's 1mdafmt.0’iwmtdnit.1n _
1:!1 Billy Burke wot to do. He's his own

s
mustin achilil
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ei-no end uish. “Yeh cocker, wot i8 it thﬂ_ﬂf
: zzﬂrﬁ ﬂ' do it jess 1o be awey from Elm

rhat's a good hoy,--Burknlmt.ym_ m:t ot

&0 same Kindred you talked to last tu,mh'l'iﬂﬁ!

e place, You tel) him the onie whe's coming 1036

s Isabel—she's to survive the encountes a

- ;:'1-. i ba;ktn me. Let him know thar if anything

than, he is. Billy Burke takes to none bt his ¢
counsel, thar's roight.” o
“Ah, Mr. Burke, I'm afraid you're mistaken. )
will indeed do as | ask. You're no longer your oy
man, us you can see, and | am a master of your dég
k" Ambrogine ook grear pleasure in summon
the ghosts of murderers, thieves and the like. He
found it to be & grear source of irony that he sht

send these selfish ghosts out ro run his errar Willi ﬁuch?-ﬂﬂ-wh““““ﬁmmr
liver his messages, and bully his enemies. Will ~ *This &mmtﬁith_the m\ln"

Burke had been a resurrectionist in life, a grav e is indeed, William E“"‘"l dory ken wot truck
who sold purloined corpses to doctors, anatomi ~ %0oh, he'sa cold one, wight.

the like who needed fresh specimens upon whichite sou have but if‘-*ﬂ?“"‘ me awey from you an’ i
expeciment or study. Burke had done such bri oIl do it and be off." s Badhe Cantid o vou”
ness in Scotland that he soon exhausted the natus “That'sa good lad, William S G i
mppl?d'mmdfmdnuntdm srder in _ .
to keep himself in goods. ' -\
“Toss off and the Devil kin tehk you. I've nu
moi last for you." .
Aﬂlhfm smih&.l‘h sng out-to his al'_ll.:_;_
guest: “Up the cellar, down the stair; But and ben
with Burke and Hare; Burke's the butcher, Hare's the
thief; Knox the boy what buys the beef." d |
"Cur that drivel out!" roared Burke's ghost. His
parener, William Hare, had committed the grave-rob-
beries and murders with him, in order to keep a di
namet] Knoo supplied with specimens during th
half of the nineteenth century. Before long,
confessed when questioned by police and gave up
accomplice. Burke hung and was publicly disses
but his vengeful spirit refused to go 1o its final resting
place. The whale incident had survived in infarmyas.
a morbid children's song, which caused Burke's spec-

b2
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would push the shadow of his makeshift ha

circumstances. He had fed surrepritiously during df
past two days as the opportunities presented th

blood of a snake at another. He remermb
lizard whipping its tail in pain, its body holding

enough 1o subsist on, granted, but enough to
from starving urterly. He was hungry, thar was

but not so hungry that he needed to devore all

will and attention to fighting back the Beast.
had no doubt, however, that such would not be

as possible.

ings. The Nosferatu (he assumed) had dumped him
about thirty miles out of Las Vegas, so said the mile
markers und highway signs. Traffic on the highway—
U.S. 95—was still fairly heavy, but he didn’t wantta
try to hitchhike just yer. Benito knew that he must

ik 11 and didn't want to work some vacas
Friday, 29 October 1999, 10:11 PM ' o :éfﬁnm into a berserk ‘“h“;‘i:ﬁ
Highway 95 | _ ke elf fcing down highway patrolmen fol
Outside Las Vegas, Nevada O e b *
Benito had spent the previous two days e e '.'|1:|:h1‘¢ﬂm o make himself pr =
an outcropping of rock. He slumbered fitfully, neve k- m- catch # bus into the city. Bento kne¥
sure whether the sun's movement through. the gk ol i

andtxpnuhtmh:itsrm]dnnyﬂm

day he woke, amid a sweat of pm:inus.f ,_ ﬁh;mmlﬁdﬂth Eemtﬂ

he licked from his fingers, and sluggishly rearranged " Gure enough, just over the next m’m He

himself out of the reach of the ing light. e the bugay white lighss of a gasstation. |
By the time Friday nighr fell, Benito had | :

covered as much as possible, given thi

rime for a

selves, a bit from a lizard at one time, the cold, tk | : = !::dmnfdndﬁﬂﬂ A?ﬂﬂ“‘m*"
; '.mﬂtmﬁw‘;‘ﬁm‘h‘

g little. p w .d the rest of

more than & mortal’s shot-glass worth of blood. Not. ey ““'?" '

oiship that was supposed to have van-
'50s when all of the oil conglomerate
cither bough them or drove theth o bankTE,
-' The place looked like the gy %86 78 00 L i
B said—pro lived there,
case tomorrow night. He needed to feed as quickly his nametag i
He walked for a while, and finally got his bear-

: been Embraced
 of soap, a razor (he had
oh szvaﬁk shadow and shaved mhr:::;
:fmrrhmg—diﬂ!in‘cachnighufmﬁrfm;in; i
tained by a thug squad osfera
I:*:m“;ﬁ.:id 4 rouristy T-shirt, which had the dis-

e
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tinction of not being covered with who-knows-how, *Look, pal. You Ot 7 klmmn[’alldw:'lﬂwl:t
long's warth of desert grime and blood. Th ‘?'" ghat. You ‘““m“‘;t‘  oming and pay me back.”
brought his bounty to the cashier, who eyed hix o come back in leave me with my
with'a kind of wery mirth, T 4, uh... They didn't even leave 7€

;-ma-mken phone call? Have your wife
o your buddies come out and give you a hand?”

~ “Dan" sure wanted this sale. Still, using the

“You a vampire or a hitman?" asked “Dan’ fror
behind the counter.

] beg your pardon?” Benito looked incrediilously
at the attendant. 3

“Vampire or hitman™

a5 1d o Francis
“I'm afraid | don't know what you mean.” i aﬂﬁm‘
“Aw, never mind. It's just that | get some weirdoss Giovanni in New York m'ﬂw‘ num-
in here !::rumm You wouldn't believe the crazy Ms w ‘,'.i‘umw ?'Mhudd the phone over 0
crapola they tell me.” i pers. “Er...okay. ) sffice
“Well, I can assure you, I am neither a vampise im and Benito dialed his Boston 00

not a hitman. | ran into some COMPANY
they dumped me in the desert, but with just a lirtle
attention to hygiene, I'll be on my way and better off
withour them." 1

“Hell, mister, you want | should call che cops?™

strange there,

Oh, o ou don'c L am ot he madan o she desr, WY st cerainly have kena e £ SRR

“No, that won't be necessary. | don't want o pust am | correct™ Benito ' h & shit-earing grin- He
my luck.” Benito couldn’t help but smile, however look of sympathy crossed w

ironically.
"Okay, then. That'll be twenty-four ninety- : : kg
sever.” Y
Shig, ' called away, sir! Mxmmhmbmmhim'ﬁ
“Um..." Benito fumbled about himself. Money!
Heaven forbid the goddamn Nosferatu should leave
him in the desert with any semblance of dignity.
“Twenty-four ninety-seven,” “Dan” repeated,
“Yes, | heard you. It's just that..." Benito cut him-
self off. No sense adding insult to injury.
"Oh, yeah; the ‘rough company.' I forgor.”
Benito winced.
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“I}:ﬂlt |:|c * bﬂﬂmﬂ_ v
come along for this. A,ﬂ?mﬂof_; ' J; l'ﬁgixbﬂmkbefauthﬂdﬂi&:d-mmbfm
4 I'm not e e, | hid already started 2 imoral family. Precy wife,
o istered in some-

actly sure n:rh! you're coming along. De e ;

derstand me—I cenainl Lol it ersey, everything own regist

ing here—but whar is it y appreciate yOUSEE he else’s name, chureh on Sundays, couple of
b 1. the regulac Mafia-guy package, you know!

Then oll of the sudden, Frankie Gee showsup—1've

"Olka
mote cowhoy shit

“No, but go ahead and '
i answer it anyway Josidl g .
give mea little b“wwhm]“ Tyway. It might get working for-him off and on,
i asking.” Isabel smiled, hopi mlmm' b bun him being my eapo. He says he wants L bring
10mn ﬁul ease. IET COomy _ ﬂﬂl__ﬁme' .ﬂ_iﬂkﬂ' me pmt of the crew. Miow, |
Well, if this were a movie. L A fnow 1l never be made because I'm one-sixteenth
mﬂm 1 tell you I love you.” now would be the Spanish or somerhing nd those Lagos want you to
_Rﬂ;:ﬂmi;adqn't_; he one- undred-percent Ialian, bus getting into @
. relax; I'm just .2 cte s is getting close. It means 1 don't have to do any
' fucking kidding. It's all day-job bullshit anymore—V'll get 3 piece of any
and 1l be more than 2 mook-

racker that comes Up
People will come to me when they have capers they
eed pulled and 'll get @ pull my own. lt's being
with someane; it's being protected from all the ather
- motherfuckers out there who wangtorip off the small

mga?mm:mm““dmmmﬁ"
- ell, that's my second question, Or my fimt,
eally. What made you lose :nnt.ml' "-',:'

Prudhomme’s school I ki

"Well...I" ! f x tys, you hlﬁwﬂmmﬂ.ldtdmmﬂirdtbmkh:ahlt
Chas licked his lips and paused a bit : nuwmdd\m.haﬁk'tnthedn?.andifnnzuf
before con “he connected guys, made or not, decides not tO Pay

shit. He's with

tinuing, “It’s this fucking family, g r o for
. When you e part -. for & S Flia;klt{]“ Il k
E1X gu.md he el will whac

the Gi 7
iovanni, some decisions get made for you. Y .

don't always have the
dﬁu’n dﬂﬂtg to \
- hi;ﬂncml?mmwmmmu“ - you if you get lippy sbout jt—he's got to protect
Fu | wi hla.- 1!“,__ ..' - I
ir up I'.l.il' B5E ﬂ_nd m- %“&}pgn UfF‘[ﬂ.ﬂki.ﬁ Gﬂ"ﬂ-ﬁt{.‘-h tumcwggi.
d?ﬁfdﬂfibbfmth:

fice. You give up the security
i unions and pen-

big scores. You give up the insurance
sion funds and all that old-school shit—1 don'veven

Lknow if people in the modern
long. You sacrifice, and you

Pt y ol s g g s

an idea, bu ow what you're saying. Well, [ !
, but what do you , II'" I:nn
Dt“'h‘“”mh‘“mk@ﬂ-ﬁqm:t.mm

common knowledge.”
Please,” Isabel rolled her eyes. shit anymore, it's been 80
live a betrer life for it, oryou make a better unlife for
244
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it; whatever. In this case, since | was part of the f
ily, they wanred ro proxy me; make me a gl
know! Give me a test to see if | was worth.
and then they could make me Kindred. Sol pass thar
rest with flying colors and all. It was something
simple, some bullshir truck hijacking and then run
ning arouns afterward making sure the goods
where they wouldn't cause any trouble from the
people who bought them, and gerting paid on them
The heist was my trial for the mob shic as well as
seeing if | deserved to be part of the Kindred. Pretty
easy if you ask me. 0

*They wumed me later that year. 1 don's
how your Embrace went, but the first part of
was fairly run-of-the-mill. They had one of the.

: fucks—once
drain me—which was another rough-guy part A ¢ than what 1 had been. Those ucke=—
'::;1 b:c;:e I'm :ﬂ: you hhg;‘mwﬁml:hu .' ; turned me, d-lliv '-nft'the{:;l: ;:i wimkaiimtl:i |
when one of us drinks from some poor slob— ficking doot. 1'm all freaking out 1

e s e i e R e o L
my remem ing it was a strange o KOHIE :
situation because we were in the cellar of a butcher’s L&mﬁ hutcher's above, of T?h ritﬁ:;tﬁ
ﬁpﬂdﬁ; Eﬁﬂm I::e‘am.-w. . or some:shit come down here and § can 89 _
mean. I1's nat like tonight, when every fucking punk O [ hear something banging around i he
who's ever seen a movie or black-wearing spooky kid . ember, this is tumeof-the-century |

o jcebox. Rem Eumgmacnnm‘llcd
knows what to expect. lmn;muﬁmﬂ?kupn_ tings: York. We don't have big, mcmllll;,mu-kqﬂ PR
ey i deinking el e @“‘M“;:f?!;i‘f;‘;ﬁna ligeral ice stacked
ing it's some kind of Roman Catholic guinea’ I?:E::ﬂ:ﬂ keep all the shit ﬂm}-."'":l_ﬂ:;_l;i:;
communion thing, and that this is MW mind with hunger and it m:ir;f:u b el
mmmm.lnlnm@d_ﬁmﬂ !neur m‘hinn_aﬂﬂ‘ﬂm‘h_ ere. :

nome of this Anne Rice shit to tell me what the fucking dive in there like a man

whole vampire thing is abour, you know?! |1 mean,

MI

a1 I-'\ bt ﬁmwﬁm all
Fiing you know what

~ “You're changing

- LifS He wante

that sort of bent psy-
e ( ou in the dark, never
i keeps you from being bore®
live forever. It's a nasty game:
the subject a bit; aren't you,

.- : of it, too. | guess

B hat happened, then? You woeked yourself off

He wasn't fucking talking
sacrifice some bullshit attach:
d me to fucking make a

¢ what | was becoming was more

fice—prove thﬂ'
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“e's my fucking kids. [t's fucking Rush

 Anna and 1. They were just fiicking bom to the
2

gu?atthcwmﬁidmﬂ“dhw g sick

“But what fucking chaice did | have!™ Blood-teant s _mﬁwthﬂ““ﬂh‘*“ﬂ‘?fh tfﬁ::fldzht for a
streamed down Chas's face. He glared at the road in sh Me, | fucking wake up with it know!" More
the darkness abead of him, as if he could just driy undred years—fucking gt OVEriG YU T
awny from everything he had seen in the pase. fears mged:hwnhlfl:hfc

“I'm sorry, Chas." u "Yes, but you cant—

i 1 3 L]
“Oh, that's nat the end of it. See, they specifis *And that's basically ‘;h-?ﬁLTd:r:H:glnﬁr
callydids(pit sy wille in there so that whenli Gl around on this thing. Maybe it gt 8 B0
down and they let me out, I'd have 1o go back to tic cause, you know, helping 2
Well, I wouldn't have to, but they didn’t want tomake 3
it eagy or straightforward. If | killed my wife, ton, |
wouldn't have any choice but to mave forward with
my unlife. But they deliberately left her our thereso
I'd have o ficking tear myself up over whar toda
abour "
Silence hung over the car.
Minures later, Isabel spoke. *And!™

- ! ly positive diffecence. Frankie’s dead. Fuﬂ:::i
Victor's dead. It's nor like | have anything ‘;i‘f)hurt-
iﬁ-tﬂ ept who knows how many more nigh i like it
i;ﬁp;t!: at least lets me fecl like I'm contributing

her, too. | couldn't ler her go on with something as
fucked up as this completely changing her life. [ mean,
how the fuck do you respond to this sort of thing
Me, I've had 10 go on and come to grips with it, bt
thar's because | fucking did it. When something like
this just happens to you, what do you do? How the
fuck can you even stand getting out of bed, knowing
that something equally as fucked up or worse won't
just arbitrarily happen to vou the next day, you know!
My fucking wife didn't do anything to deserve this—
she married a Mafio guy. The worst thing that was
going 1o happen to her was that | end up dead and
she makes her own way or gets remarried. My
goddamn kids—they didn’t fucking choose to be born

- - . In his case, he

rouch nd&mmﬂutitwam'tmmmh ;
't give it the |east fucking bit of considerati

" %The son of a bitch.”
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lsabel knew she could say nothing that w
change Chas's condition. This was his nighe
mon, No doubt, when he saw the Beast, it
wife's face, twisted into n mask of betrayal.
in the stereo voices of his children, askin

ei . 20 October 1999, 11:43 PM

M i Tk 1L
a0

sking W ‘Benito let himself into the barhroom, AV
Daddly, why; what did we do? '_" 2 mﬂwwmmﬁe
Just then, lsabel’s parrable telephane rang, Chi rip from the storefront to the resgroom

jumped as the digital signal toned, joleed fro

been a prmral:lcd affair—the key was cuched
unpleasant reverie. lsabel snswered quickl

"Whete! s Nre otherwise occupied wil:hthu-wfﬁ ﬁm;ﬁ
“Was he there the whole time! : e rd just purchased. After
“From Las Vegas!™ She spared a pointed lookag

Chias

- 1’ e was alone. , Benito
“Right. Last night. No, this moming? y ~ Dmawing &m.ﬂ:ﬁ:&dﬂmiﬁlmu afm"’::m First
“All right. Thank you." fooked at himself in . stuffed it into the
Jsahel turned off the phone snd-locked asditl dhings firs Hm"““ﬁhw"hfw“ﬂ ettt

U\? "Well, 1 have another reason for you to stick rrash recepracle. Lathered s

W'l[ nw.ﬂ "

“Oh, yeah? Great. What is it?" Sarcasm verita arms and neck. W:;Thdm crud thar had
bly dripped from Chas’s voice. 4 Thair to loosen the blood
“Our man Benito—he's dead.” matred there.

Jm.ﬂlmﬁd-nnp:s;mﬁmhdtcmﬂﬁkufdﬂ
-ﬂmlwnulh':hl-mmmm&uﬁﬂ. l
| ﬁeﬁhﬁmﬂ&w&mﬂsﬁm_ﬂmﬁma
hﬁhﬁtﬁiﬂnhmhsi&ﬂdthemmﬂshmk “
heﬂ.%athadledhimhnelﬂzwd?wm
bered talking to the stinking unknowns * i
i ' hm.bmmm&glﬂmhhnmm
nhnut.thmﬂlm.htﬂﬁspainntwm‘twenm
ift Nosferat. ir
.sfthn??’ﬁ"m}ﬁmu hack into the present, Benito
bﬁdumlmkﬁnﬁiﬁtl‘mdhtmhmhdm

90
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:oud the lnstas @ name
. ot lh Dﬂgh hﬂ tm‘“td v
bolted back into the frame. Someone had scraw - m' he was ut'laﬁ"—"'""f':"!ﬂﬂ*a{ﬂSlr %mlliim
on the inside surface of the door E* ,hﬁhewmﬂdb:l!hhm see W et
POE. ¥ papiE whether via Wi'ni - hidden
4 _ &
{ﬂjl'ﬂ:.f g:tm? nin ﬂ{ ml? uud - o dioar O, hﬂ Fu?libil'lr mm lf M'ﬂhﬁcj
m sat on I
the sill where the sink joined the wall. A half-sme Kmmﬂ spider...” ent, Benito
cigarillo had been discarded on the floor, looking s Afrer this last st light bulbs in the
dry that it must be at least ten, twelve years oldl ! of the four i floor
Even the lights carried a sense of misery and di pop mdmsinshi“‘* thesini®
spait—two of the six thar lir the linoleum room had ﬂ of thin, glass-
burni our and the rest were so yellowed thar they s E’hﬂﬁm“mm the room
changed Benito's complexion from pale to jaumdiced: Another bulb sharcered le
Unwashed crusts of traveler's and gasoline filch ace P;im! only by & sickly hatf-light- Jowly open.
cumulated in corners, crawled up the stall walls an i

: the door 1o the watch it
filled the creases between the tiles. The Formica sink And then Benitospun ©

sink e rusted hinge. ure
counter had been scored, burned by cigarettes, spot- aﬂkingm its cliacksd the stall 0 make

ted with other mystery gunk and streaked with i mmﬂh“dbﬂm inside. &mfamlﬂ_ﬂxhﬂt

half-assed teails of tile cleaner, _ - _ the iy vestibule crept @
Still, Beniro had about half an hour before his

cararrived, and he'd rather spend it making himself
look civilized than hearing whatever hard-luck story
or cinematic yarn “Dan” had waiting for him. He
lathered his face with the soap and dipped his razor

other eye

into the rippled water, preparing to cleave away the fore br:; i‘nirmd rudely 1o its ﬂmﬂﬁiﬂg at
stubble thar adomed his face this and every night z::::abl? glawed red, hria'{lﬁm_rﬁﬁﬂc hes the figare
ﬂm:ﬁ.l.l.i'si'miblc p:;cr: to die...." ':ﬁm‘ffgt mg:ﬁ,ldiﬂv. lu.uking as im&l::{

Benito looked atound. He hadn't heard the door 4 made the transition | shout per
open, nor had he observed anyone in here when he WT:BE:SN_HM, he had Eﬂm&;\‘::m::tﬁw
had first entered. Must be someone outside. Still, whaet L !upw,'i'hl: i was MATEES,
o strange thing to overhear. ounced.

“...Elodie, Hazimel, Nickolai..." | sind et

This string of gibberish unnerved the half-dressed

pstin achilit
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- had
) _ _ W ore malice. What ised and malig-
Leopold™ Benito wondered, aghase. ﬁmﬁgmnﬂwm&ﬂ{lﬁmﬂm that
“The umc“._snmesungnln nnd always. Leopo o . {ﬂ-,.jmﬁfﬂn
knows you. Leopold. .. So many nights wasted on yo . jro's sell- «
Benito. So much time... your blood no longe e fm’m Bm*;m:! Why do | need t0 - lashed
ks R the s o wa gerrible pi ; ,.Mm,LcﬂP‘ﬂd
out as it to, among the scum, Leog Quicket than Penito ¢0 {leshy crescent

no! Benito! You traffic with those stinki "
Obwiously, Leopold was rambling; probahbly madderie
by whatever had wrought this hideous Chlﬂll ot

rth, pwisting it inte 8 e, The tendsil

him. . i i spilling the withEICs B 0 o
; fhis abdomen : woume,
Benito took a step back, acutely aware of "“ 'L-vitab Blood sl,ulic&d Tﬂ‘f“:“;kmw-ﬁ eyes

strangeness of the situation, Here he was, in the
middle of nowhere in a gas-station bathroom he hag

=

presumed—known!—to be empty, wearing no.

stumbl

: . shock, and he _

egtered 8 DI B el of the mesest 40
deward, willing wound, 1fLeopuld intene

with his face partially shaven and some twisted Kin L o close the ErpOWET®
dred staggering from a place it could not possibly have A ‘fﬁf?tfrnmhc had anly little chance g
been only moments ago. R Cainite- acter Benito's

“Leopold, what are you talking about?” Benito ing the SE stinct ook Over Ne the B

i rodded
asked slowly, hoping not to incite the ravaged Cainite Tl.‘ | ﬂ:il::, age, hishunger P of his undead
to any rash acr. relasive’y hﬂngiﬂﬂth“ﬁ‘um- it from IS
“I told you, this isa terrible place to diel” Leopold ﬁ H:Dﬂ' againstthe dmn;h&t?:;‘“fu; B
spat, his good eye, if such could be said, pinched shut o sendingit flying it _
: & i : - Jyinpes At :
in angmslr Dun t you listen! The n;mﬁ of the ies, b holted— | of his awn precious fluid
damned fall trippingly from the tongue! put slipped in the poo

“This is nonsense, Leopold. What are you say-
ing? Do you need me to understand youl”

*1 don't need anything!"

“All right; all right, You don't need anything.?
Then what do you want!

“What do | want! | want you to die, but thisisa
terrible place.”

Benito knew he hadn't spoken his last question
aloud—or had he! Leopold was eating the thoughts
thist spun from his mind, approaching him with more

: hroom floor: j )
statning ‘h’.ldh::ﬂed no time in closing mmhj::,:
L pted from his ooy EPBREE T o e
g Benito splayg A TIOTEELTG e par
e rt, A quATTEs Jy from Ehe
IS P his neck, separated € ! nd,

4 Glouwanml
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Benito's body. Within seconds, whar had been Benit
Giovanni was nothing more than scattered pi
gore defiling a Nevada restroom. Presently; after the
Final Death overtook him, Benito’s remains crumbles
to a greasy ash. !
By the time the ash coated the floor, Leopold
had vanished, bur whether into the night or back 1o
the realm of the unconscious from which he had sur-
prised Benito, no one could say, for nonesaw.
Within the hour, Benito's cab arrived. The drives,
a ghoul from the Scattish branch of the Giovanni'
family, knew exactly what he was looking at. Witha
careful mien, he scooped up enough ash to hopefully
allow one of the accomplished necromancers to in-
vestigite the death of Benito Giovanni, and sped off
into the nighr. :
Dan Nussbaum scratched his head and cuised

whoever had knocked his door from its
Goddamn vampire hitmen.

Glovanni

B ThIaRLs

T'EI.'-:
sore—had disuse over a century ago-
i by LE:l::ﬂl::;f that made its h;vm ;;:m t:‘:;
| ml the widow of the hmm-a;ldﬂ; v
| had followed {)iivgr‘s example soon al

ffort 1o re-
g since made every fiOTt
T&E:ﬂl:nﬂptﬁfhad once b:lungud‘m it solely.
Tﬂmﬁ:mcpm ing vines worked their way up o
LOWar 1’]3;; house, enveloping 1t in.an ;rqr& e
I af vegerarive murk. Time and the ¢
v | Tecrepitude in their
. home, l'.env.mig.hfcm:l'tﬂ_i, nut;a:nl.:-!l amt £
| e, Although the air sefused 10 ROV F0
level meuernuhwmh:mmpaﬂed rough

the estate.

the boggy hill

the foundation and walls of the once-proud

* wer remained of the cel-

butlding, looking for whatever ren s

mdttmmm:hnd Jdescribed in his v
%‘Zfiﬂhﬂﬁ, thc-f{mmd it;a_md::..ﬂmen wooden .

than :
Cold wisps of wind whipped across the

istin achiif
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“The spirits of the restless dead,” Isabel confided
to Chas. “The thing inside has them bound to the
house, serving as sentries or somethinig. They're prob-
ably angry at its dependence upon them—I can feel
that they don't serve it willingly.”

“Can that help us!” Chas asked, with an 1 ‘
acteristic tane of hope. Since the latter half of the . :
r.:arttip'l'u:hnd bc\:ndmumﬂwidld:mwn. attected by dmﬂ(ln&m&%mmm rmun&m like a

the ghosts thar populated his own past and the death Thgndltvnlﬁei}ﬂm_h‘itwmi

of the Kindred he had been initially responsible & ehurch bell through her heac S E R L s
finding, before everyone he knew who had been ins nor female, a heavy, uninflec hereknew that she
volved in the affair had turned up dead themselves: mind. The Kindred taking its res athi

"I doube it,” admitted lsabel. “The Kindred be- |
neath the house is probably older than all of these
spirits combined, and far more powerful. Even if ﬂ!ﬁ
acted in unison, the monster could probably dissi-
pate them with a wave of his hand or banish them
into other realms. No, I'm afraid we're going to have
to face this thing alone, and on its own terms.”

“Well, fuck," Chas added. lsabel nored that st
least this was in keeping with his personality.

Stepping carefully in the darkness, the two made
their way to the wooden door that feebly shielded
the world from the creature within, Chas pulled the
door open on its rusted hinge, which gave n merallic
shrick that sounded not unlike the voices of the un-

o, why? Is it revenige? Againat the ones

= mmh&y.h:dfaikdmmml

settled ghosts wailing around them. was taking place. “The fuck are you

Beneath the house, the sedimentary rock of the lsobell” ing to me
Louisiana swamps formed a striated cavern, Here and “1¢'s the m]-,—tEt' Kindred. 1t's talk
there, great timbers or clusters of cypress woad through a mystic gife” the other. It

spanned from the floor to the ceiling of the groteo,
supports for the vast edifice above it. Wet vegetation
crawled through various fissures in the ceiling, trail-
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“This ts my companion, Chas. Chas p

We mean no threar to you, Old One; we .:-
you could destroy us at a whim, The both of us come
only for knowledge. Without knowing the ciuse of

your ire, we cannot end it.”

“This is fucking creeping me our, [sabel”
“Please, Chins. | néed to concentrate, You've dealk
with this sort of thing before. Just let me talk o our
host."
Your protector is impetwois! How safe can he make
you? It expected only one....
“What do you mean, you expectéd one! You
knew we were coming ™
1t knows. It knows. It knows the end and the davk.
But some things still surprise it Even the voices from the
culd faded to tell of the arrival of another. It canmot grant
the same immunity the cloaked man asked for. William
Burke! Go back and tell your master that | shall follow
his vequest to the letter!

“William Burke? What do you mean, Vener-
able Elder? lsabel was puzzled by the unseen
presence's turm of words. “William Burke does not
rravel with me.”

"Who the fuck is Willlam Burke? Chas de-
manded, a growl edging his voice. “Oh, now what
the fuck is this!"

Isabel warched as the air around Chas grew
hazy—dark and denise, a black whirlwind spun around
him. A legion of otherworldly voices howled in cho-
rus, sounding like the force of a gale wind outside.

The air in the chamber was frightfully still, however,
unsettling Isabel and Chas all the more; the storm
overtaking him was unnatural, made up of a torrent

20y dlouanni




toich s join us be part of so warm, so much hate, so far
from a man, can never truly, lost! too much black so
away a lirtle, hot black center.

The swirl of bodies came together, converging
to form. .. something. A face. Chas cast his hands out
hefore him, hoping to disperse the forming fisce, bus
once again, his hands passed through the apparitions,
The visage grew more distinct, a skeletal ricts
stretched over prominent bones. It became more de-
fined, and then the skull cracked, erupring into a
laughing scowl, filling the dead air with its shrieking
mirth— '

—and then vanished. The cackling however,
conrinued, becoming audible to lsabel, who covered
her ears before it deafened her. The laughter faded
into reality and dropped a bit, changing from the roar
of the dispersed ghosts to the very real, very present
laughter of something in the chamber itself. Chass
eyes narrowed to slits as he bristled. “Whar the fuck
is 0 goddamn funny? Whar the fuck are you laugh-
ing at? You fucking...coward! Where the hell are
you® He lowered himself, looking as if he were about
to pounce.

“Chas!" lsabel shouted. “Stay cal—"

Too lare, too little. :

Chas leaped forward into the heavy void of the
grotro, followed closely by Isabel. A few yards deeper
into the cavern, a vortex of darkness whirled, and
the laughter took on a timbre that suggested it had
dropped within. Chas seethed; lsabel leaped to re-
sceain him, but he slapped her ro the ground, lost in
the throes of frenzy. From the floor, lsabel looked
up at Chas, seeing the whipcord muscles of his thick

is collar,
neck bursting from his €0
ﬁ;m maw, knowing that he




others, and tell them. The cloaked November 1999, 1:37 AM
return to him, and it would have you do the same, Ah-::rl:ifizuq

mmmtmmm s
;'mﬁﬁnmhmhwfmmium
® ince would

dropped et 1o flor examining her. Then it
Ie been here for centuries and s
cside e fo. And s what s plee
Maddened, prowing through o swanp. Dead, nodhing
5 "”""-Gﬂ"‘-ﬂhﬁnﬁum},
aﬂe"ulafm I::::*‘WHMH-AJM&M It"m‘
. But its memory is long. - It is ot~

Take that back to your masters
N&”ﬁ"lﬂhlm '
A8 o questions, Don't coax it to o
m’w”“‘*ﬂwmwmﬂ'hw
o h“b"l':ﬂmtdmlmkmhﬂ'dwuldu, back 1o
where the figure “"“‘*"umnndhcrim.m
still, black had stood, all that remained was the

Failure.

Uuﬂ'ﬁillﬂ'ﬂ.

Failure to resolve the fate of Benito Giovanni
~ Failure o take any hope back to the Giovanni con-
cerning the mgadlvpuranc?dthccahnlufandmr
Kindred thar would no doubt hunt them in the
nights ro come. Failure to prevent the sect war that
_would play out in the streets of Boston. Despite the
fact that the Giovanni would maintain their su-
premacy in Boston, the conflict between the
vampites of the Camarilla and the Sabbat would
force the Giovanni underground for some time and
necessitate that any action on their part be under-

Still, Isabel comforted herself, wouldn't all of
this have taken place with or without her? Could
Benitnnnthcupl:wd!(:mldﬁmbmﬁ‘ﬂumﬂ?
expect her to confound the actions of a Kindred who

out each night, winding the unlives of the
Iibnhellnuat‘i:ncmummﬂuvtnhﬂ
own family wree!

After all, wasn't the entire, ages-old war 2
simple divession from the unnatural act of rising,
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Benito Giovanni has vanished: e -

Enter Chas Giovanni Tello, Mob smong=ann and
part of the New World Giovanni. Chas findS himself
'l‘rui\.,'l'k.'i.l (8 Lid“ \.'rt"_*élh. kﬁ'hci'x' he meets Tl'lt'i‘ ‘Jld “"'nl'ld
scion-of the nécromancers’ ¢lan, Isabel, who sharésthis
interest in locating the missing Beniro:

Soon, though; the mismatched pair-findthemselves
embroiled in affairs beyond both of theirreckoning,
The search for Benito must ‘take a'back seat to the
impending clash between sects'in Boston. Thereafter,
an even greater threatlppms—one that surfaces from
the family’s treacherous past and threatens the very
existence of Clan Giovanni.

This serfes is amonumental; 13-nayel exploration
of the forbidden world of the }\ln-.lml What began
in Clan Novel: Toreador continues here; and.its ending
will determineg the fate of every human=—and
imhuman—being in-the world.
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