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To Jennifer,

Memories of childhood,

Visions of beauty,

All too soon to pass by.

 

 

 

“And even in our sleep pain that cannot forget falls drop by drop upon the heart, and in our own despair, against our will, comes wisdom to us by the aweful grace of God.”

—Aeschylus
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Chapter 1

Les Tremeres

Antigone Baines awoke with a start, too frightened to move. Her limbs were as stiff as those of a corpse. They trembled slightly as if disturbed by the vibration of footsteps overhead—a stranger walking upon her grave.

The unsettling image was perhaps a shade too close to the truth. With a shudder, she forced it from her mind and pressed her body back down into the wrinkled bedclothes that still unmistakably bore the outline of her slumbering form. As if she might sink from sight altogether. To lie unnoticed. Forgotten.

There was a solace in being unnoticed. It was an art that Antigone had long cultivated. There was a face she presented to the world—the face of a young woman of no more than twenty-eight years. But even she had to admit to herself that it was no more real than the grainy, yellowed photographs relegated to the very last pages of the family album. It might have been her own face once, years ago. But if it were, there was no way to prove it now. And if it were not, there was no one left who might accuse her or say how she might have come by it.

It was a pleasant enough face. Smiling. Some would say pretty. But it wasn’t a face you could look at without wondering. Wondering at the lack of color (as in an old photograph) in the youthful cheeks. Or at the eyes. They were old eyes, there was no other way of describing them. Not old like grandmother-eyes, with the skin pinched up around the edges like piecrust. Old like the eyes of serpents are old. Seeing back to the beginnings of things.

Antigone lay very still, alone in the cocoon of darkness. There was no hammering of blood in her ears, no racing of her heart to intrude upon the absolute silence. She strained to pick out the sound of the stranger’s breathing.

Nothing.

Her body was bathed in blood-sweat. Her hands were clammy with the sweet, sticky vitae. The satiny sheets were already ruined.

She forced herself to calm, but those eyes—those serpent’s eyes—they kept rigidly open, unblinking. They refused to close again upon nightmare; they refused to pick out any details of the shadowy objects in the room. To give them form was, in some inexplicable way, to give them life.

It was some time before she could convince herself that she was safe, within the familiar confines of the novice domicilium. A nightmare, nothing more. For the third night in a row, Antigone had dreamt of the Children Down the Well.

It was always the same—the faces of the children peering up at her from their watery tomb. Antigone could find no hint of accusation in their glassy, unblinking eyes, nor words of condemnation on their cold, bluish lips. But the very sight of them sufficed to fill her with unreasoning dread.

Their eyes entreated her, pleaded with her. But their blue-tinged lips could give no voice to their desperate need. She could never wrest from them the secret of what it was they expected of her.

Antigone steeled her resolve and allowed her eyelids to droop slightly. She knew that the faces would be there still, awaiting her return. Round and bright as moons, smiling up at her from just beneath the surface of the still water. Infinitely patient.

Only they were not there. No children, no well. Only darkness awaited her, damning in its mundanity. Much to her dismay, Antigone realized that the Children’s sudden absence was more ominous even than their presence.

Where was the young girl of five years that was always the first to pluck (with pudgy blue fingers) at the hem of Antigone’s robes? In her mind, she could see the girl still, could trace the gentle curve of her smooth, unblemished cheek. The child’s green eyes were as large and perfectly round as saucers. Her long black hair fanned out all around the bright face like a fishing net cast out upon the surface of the dark waters. Tangled strands lapped gently at the slick side of the well. But now, she was gone.

The faces had never moved nor spoken before. Although they were calm, almost serene, Antigone knew that their deaths had not been quiet ones. They had been drowned, all of them. Cast into the well, abandoned to panic, flounder and sink beneath the chill waters. Lost to sight. Lost to memory.

If only they would stay down.

Antigone had always suspected that the well was secretly brimming full of youth, swarming with bright, golden eyes, buoyed up ever nearer to the well’s lip by the sheer press of bodies beneath. She had always imagined that some night soon she might awake to find that they had spilled out over the brink of the well—crossing the line into the waking world. It was not a comforting thought.

Antigone did not fear death. It was something of a childhood companion of hers. She could remember no fewer than six distinct encounters with death. Seven separate lifetimes. It was easy, really, once you knew how. The trick was in the names. There was a magic in names.

The earliest one that she could recall was Antigone Ruth Scoville, but there was no telling how many more might have slipped past her before she had caught on to how the game was played. Years later she would go back and recheck the birth records at the Scoville Congregationalist Church in Scoville, Massachusetts, and find that one Antigone Ruth was born to Captain and Mrs. James Scoville on the twenty-first day of February in the year of Our Lord nineteen hundred and one.

02/21/1901. Zero plus two, plus two plus one, plus one plus nine plus zero plus one equals sixteen. One plus six equals seven. It was her grandmother (on her mother’s side) who had first pointed out that seven was a very important number for Antigone. A magical number. That much had stuck with her.

She repeated the comforting numerology like a mantra. It helped her fend off the yawning chasm of dread that was opening within her. She did not fear her own death, but she did fear the Children, their expectation, their all-consuming need. And she feared that, once again, she would be unable to help them.

From somewhere close at hand, Antigone’s straining ears picked out a mournful sound. A single rasping sob. Then the silence settled over her once again.

Only one of the other of the novices, she thought. But the sound was enough. It broke the spell the Children had cast over her. The rigid paralysis. It gave her something to focus on. She swung her feet out over the edge of the bed before she had a chance to change her mind.

Antigone slid her robe over her head in one fluid shrug. Her bare feet squelched slightly on the cool, tiled floor. After a few steps, the trail of bloody footprints became nothing more than indistinct red smudges as she padded quietly out of the door of the domicilium. Her feet carried her instinctively along the familiar path down toward the chantry’s security-control room.

Already, the intensity of the night tremors—les tremeres—had lost its hold upon her. With each step, she grew more alert, poised, professional, deadly. By the time she reached the control room, there was little trace of the frightened novice about her. She had donned her death mask, crafted herself into a veritable visitation from the grave.


Chapter 2

A Protective Circle, Inverted

“I came as soon as I heard. I…” Antigone broke off, cursing softly. “What the hell happened here?”

Antigone liked to think of herself as a seasoned veteran, a veteran of many lifetimes. Someone who was not easily or unduly alarmed. She prided herself on her ability to draw a sharp line between the utter helplessness of the night tremors and the cool efficiency with which she faced the waking nightmare.

But what she saw here frightened her.

Helena did not glance up from where she knelt over the body of Aisling Sturbridge, the regent of the Chantry of Five Boroughs. The three women were deep within the catacombs beneath the chantry house, surrounded by shards of masonry from the shattered crypts. Sturbridge curled in upon herself, all sharp angles, elbows and knees. Her robes were soaked with icy water. Against one wall of the rough-hewn chamber were the remains of a diagramma hermetica.

“I’m not sure what happened,” Helena said. “This is how I found her, and she hasn’t stirred since. I don’t think she’s lost to us yet, but she’s certainly not here anymore. I was afraid to try to move her. I had just about resigned myself to the thought of having to keep a solitary vigil here until sundown. What were you doing up and monitoring the chantry security channels at this hour?”

“Couldn’t sleep,” Antigone said.

At this statement, Helena turned and gave the novice a hard look. Among the living, going without food or sleep might be an option. Among their kind, however, there were fewer choices. The primal desires had a way of asserting themselves, of taking the bit in the teeth. And they brooked little dissention. When the sun rose, it forced the body down into a fitful slumber from which only the sun’s setting would release it again. The sleep of the dead. When the inner Beast hungered, you arose, you hunted, you fed.

If you were smart, you didn’t press the issue. You didn’t ask too many questions. You didn’t test just how far you could stretch the tether. As head of chantry security, Helena had, on more than one occasion, had the unpleasant responsibility of having to ‘put down’ a novice who made the mistake of thinking she could ignore the dictates of the Beast. The results were never pretty.

“It must be nice,” Helena said dismissively and returned her attention to her patient.

Antigone fidgeted. “I mean, I was awakened. It was nothing. Just a…dream.” Confused and embarrassed, she stumbled over the words.

“A nightmare?” Helena asked. The strain in her voice was barely perceptible. To any other ear, it would have sounded calm, level, tightly controlled.

“No,” Antigone replied a bit too quickly. She would not have the adepta thinking her some frightened child. Then she considered further. “Actually, no. It wasn’t a nightmare. I can’t remember very much of what it was at all. But why should a dream wake me at all, much less so if it wasn’t even a nightmare? Oh, never mind. You must think me very silly already.”

“Not at all,” Helena replied. “There’s nothing silly about them. The nightmares, I mean. Les tremeres.”

“You have them too,” Antigone accused, realization slowly dawning. “You couldn’t sleep either. That’s why you were wandering around down here.” She shivered. Her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. “You have seen them, in your dreams. The Children Down the Well.” She could see them before her eyes even now. Their hair spread out like seaweed upon the dark waters. Their serene blue faces bobbing against the slick stones. Their eyes wide and bright as moons.

Helena did not answer her right away. “It wasn’t the Children who woke me,” she replied at last, a grudging admission. “It was more like their sudden absence. The fact that they were no longer there, anywhere. I searched for them, but I couldn’t find them.”

“You looked for them, Adepta?” Antigone asked incredulously. “Jeez, most nights I would be thrilled if they just left me alone for a…” She broke off. If she would be thrilled, then why had she awakened bolt upright in a blood-sweat?

“When you woke up,” Helena asked cautiously, “was anything…wrong?”

Antigone started as if the adepta had read her thoughts. Not in surprise, but in resentment at the perceived intrusion. There were always whispers among the novices, of course, that certain of their instructors had actually mastered the power of reading minds. Antigone had been at the chantry long enough to guard jealously what little privacy was allotted to her—even if it were only the privacy of her own thoughts. “How do you mean, wrong?”

“Were you hurt?” Helena asked.

“No, of course not. I woke up in a sweat. The sheets are ruined, I’m afraid, but other than that, no. Why do you ask?” Antigone realized the answer to her question as soon as she asked it and she knelt down next to the adepta in concern. She hesitated, caught between laying a hand reassuringly on Helena’s arm and the reproach that such familiarity might invoke. “Are you all right?” she asked in a whisper.

Helena nodded but her face was grim and drawn. It had been hours, and she was certain the bleeding had not yet abated. It was, perhaps, too cruel and intimate a reminder of what she had sacrificed in joining the ranks of the Tremere.

“Whatever has happened,” Helena said, “the Children are gone. Sturbridge is nearly dead. I awake to find myself…injured. And you startle awake sweating blood. Someone’s got to check on the others.”

“I’ll stay with the regentia. You go. We’ll be fine,” she added, sensing Helena’s reluctance.

Helena stiffened. “I’m not leaving her. Not until I find out what happened here. You go up and see to the others. There may be other casualties.”

Antigone stared at her superior in open concern. Helena’s hurt must have been much deeper than she was admitting. What had been done to her?

“The others,” Antigone repeated hollowly. Then she seemed to come to back to herself. “Any sign of our other missing persons? The security-systems daemon is still reporting the ambassador and Eva as missing in action.”

“Signs, yes. But not promising ones. There’s a heap of ash at the bottom of that central well that’s fresh enough that it still holds the shape of a man.” But only just barely, Helena thought. She knew that if she were to touch it, or even brush too close to it, the whole fragile construct would collapse under its own weight and scatter.

“The ambassador, Adepta?” Antigone asked. “I must have walked right past him in the dark on the way down.”

“Consider yourself lucky not to have ended up lying beside him. It’s all too easy to take a misstep in the dark down here. That was one of the first things I did when I took over as head of chantry security—make sure this whole damned area was strictly off limits. Except for formal funerary functions. But if I had my way, we wouldn’t even use it for that. I’d be just as happy to brick the whole thing up and forget about it.”

“Tell me about it,” Antigone said. “The whole way down here I kept thinking that this maze of crypts was contrived just to pitch you over the edge of that central courtyard. There are a couple of exposed stretches on the way down where it’s easier to lose the path than to keep to it.”

Helena shook her head. “That’s actually not far from the truth. Some of the deadfalls were designed precisely to dispose of unwanted persons—or at least the remains of unwanted persons. Talbott says that at least one early regent so hated the very thought of coming down here that she ordered her novices to sweep the ash and bone from the upper crypts down into the central well. To make room for more interments in the uppermost galleries. A charming custom don’t you think?”

Ashes down the well, Antigone thought. “Delightful. But you said you had found ‘signs,’ plural. Any trace of Eva?”

Helena turned slowly and Antigone followed the adepta’s gaze to the center of the room. There, on the floor, an outline like a shadow was seared into the very stone. But it was a shadow in photo negative—the blazing white shape of a young woman, her arms thrown up protectively before her face.

Antigone whistled low. “You call that ‘not promising’? I’d hate to see a sign that you’d call grim.”

“Sturbridge’s condition is grim,” Helena said flatly. “I fear we may lose her. I cannot let that happen.”

That pronouncement knocked all trace of levity out of Antigone. She reached out to brush the face of the fallen regent with her fingertips. It was chill to the touch. Antigone thought she could detect a bluish tinge to Sturbridge’s features. The regent’s wet and matted hair fanned wildly about her like a shattered halo, as if she had been thrown violently to the ground. Antigone unconsciously began to smooth the hair back into place. “Can we move her?”

Helena scowled down at the novice as if she might rebuke her for the presumption of daring to touch the regent’s body. But the adepta held her peace. “I wouldn’t want to risk lifting her, if that’s what you mean. Nothing seems to be broken, but she might well be paralyzed for all she’s stirred since I’ve found her.”

“Could we try an apportation?” Antigone asked. “That might at least get her out of this place—off the stone floor and back to her sanctum. Into her own bed. It’s damp down here and the air…” She shuddered.

Helena, resigned, nodded her assent. “All right. It’s worth a try. There are chalk and candles over there, by the diagramma. But be careful. We’ll have to improvise a bit and just draw the circle around her where she lies.”

Antigone arose slowly, feeling some hint of Helena’s reluctance to leave Sturbridge’s side. She crossed the room toward the remains of the mystic diagram. “Do you think the link would be more stable if we channeled it through this existing—” She broke off. “Um, Helena? Have you seen this diagram over here?”

“I have,” Helena replied and left it at that.

Not the most helpful of answers, Antigone thought. What the hell was this thing? She made a complete circuit of the diagram. “This doesn’t make any sense,” she called, realizing a hint of her apprehension had crept into her voice. “The wardings are all wrong. It looks like they’re pointing inward. Why would you draw a protective circle that’s all inverted like this?”

Helena did not answer right away. Then, “My first thought was that it was some kind of prison,” she replied. “But for whom? Or perhaps the question is, for what? Maybe you summon something into it. Something you might want to talk to, but that you definitely would not want getting any better foothold into this world….”

Antigone frowned and considered. “If it is, it’s the damnedest spirit cage I’ve ever come across. Why would you need to protect the entity you’ve summoned? Unless the very climate of this world could harm it. Like conjuring you or me out into a sunny meadow.”

“I said that was my first impression. But if you can come up with the diagram that can protect against that, they’ll give you your own chantry.”

Antigone flushed bright red. Helena’s rebuke had hit a sore spot and she was well aware of it. The enigmatic ‘they’—the Tremere hierarchy. The Pyramid. There was simply no way the Tremere powers-that-be would ever give Antigone her own chantry. And she and Helena both knew it. Twice now they had flatly denied her promotion past the first circle of the novitiate. And it wasn’t her fault. None of this was her fault.

Seventy years, she thought. After seventy years of service—of exemplary service—it still didn’t matter. Antigone was unpromotable. And she was likely to stay that way, indefinitely.

They said in Scoville that the Sight—and the gifts that accompany it—always runs in the female line. But if that were true, it ran right past Antigone. Medea, her younger sister, could tell you when a storm was coming and was handy with a hex or a potion. Dispensing warts and love philters, that sort of thing. Her older sister, Electra—well, Electra’s enchantments were less arcane and more efficacious than any love philter. An enviable combination of charm, beauty, and the promise of property. But she came by them all honestly—her beauty from mother, the property from father, and charm from Miss Jane Simpson’s Academie for Girls. You really couldn’t fault her for it. She was easily the most gifted of the three sisters. And everyone in town knew it. Including Electra. They could hardly have kept such a thing from her.

But Antigone was hopeless. If there were a magic bone in her body, it was buried deep. Deep enough that even now—almost one hundred years later—she still defied the best efforts of several master thaumaturges to try to teach her any more than the bare rudiments of the blood arts. The theory she understood in excruciating detail, but the practice…

She had only ever known that one trick: her deadly game of ledges. The intricate dance along the threshold between life and death. She could remember the first time she had pulled it off, the precise morning: February 7th, 1906. It was exactly two weeks before her fifth birthday. The day was another perfect seven, although she did not realize this until years later. It wasn’t really the numbers that were important, after all. It was the names.

On that morning she descended to breakfast rather abruptly, by means of the most direct and precipitous route possible—through the French doors of her parents’ second-story bedroom. Out onto the widow’s walk and over the railing.

When she regained consciousness later that afternoon, she was back in her own bed. The doctor had banished everyone but her mother from the room. Antigone heard them talking in hushed tones about fractures and concussions, but could not imagine what they meant by either their words or their solemnity. She had won! Didn’t they understand that?

It didn’t matter, they would see in time. They would all see. There would be plenty of time, now. All of time, in fact.

Antigone shivered involuntarily. The clammy air of the crypts seemed to grope at her. She tried to concentrate on the intricacies of the diagram. Sturbridge’s death must be hovering very close now. Antigone could almost hear the buffeting of black wings drawing closer in ever-tightening gyres. She forced her attentions back to the wardings and blurted out the first words that came into her head. “There are none of the standard glyphs for elemental forces that you would need to bridge to such an alien world. No, I don’t think it can be a prison. Could this be part of some exorcism rite?”

“Hmm. I hadn’t thought about it,” Helena replied. “You mean like trying to protect someone possessed from something that was already inside him? I’m not sure that would really work, but it’s a bit outside of my field. I wouldn’t want to have to say for certain one way or the other. But I believe we’re missing some of the standard ‘bell, book and candle’ trappings. That and the fact that I think these things usually require a priest of some sort….”

Antigone was flustered now. “Yes, yes. I see your point. And getting a priest down here—to participate in some hermetic vampiric blood rite, no less—would be a dubious proposition at best. I can’t even imagine why the regentia would be down here. Much less with Eva and the ambassador.”

“That’s been bothering me as well,” Helena admitted. “Of the three, only Sturbridge should have been able to access the crypts. I can’t think that she’d just decide to bring a novice and a visiting dignitary down here on a whim. And she and the ambassador were never what I’d call close.”

“They fought like wolves, if that’s what you mean,” Antigone said.

“The regentia was always the very image of the polite hostess,” Helena said pointedly. “She was precisely polite. I would be very careful how I characterized her relationship with the ambassador, if I were you. Especially given the current unpleasantries. There are certain to be inquiries. Inquiries I would not like to find myself on the receiving end of.”

Antigone’s eyes widened. “I didn’t mean—you don’t think—”

“It’s all right. Your words will remain between us. Let us hope, however, that the regentia recovers before the Fatherhouse in Vienna turns up the pressure. I’m sure there are perfectly reasonable answers to what transpired here. But unfortunately for us, they are all currently locked up within the regentia’s head. If we should lose her now…”

Helena didn’t need to spell it out for her. If we should lose her now, Antigone thought, then we’re on our own when the special ops from Vienna arrive.

Antigone had never seen the Astors in action, but there wasn’t a chantry security officer anywhere who hadn’t heard the stories. What they had done to the chantry house in Tel Aviv was only their most recent—and most ruthless—’liquidation.’

The M.O. was always the same. They came in hard and fast. They shut the place down to stop the spread of the contagion. Then they started probing, holding everything and everyone up against the yardstick of idealized party standards. They rooted out the canker at its source and they weren’t too concerned in what they had to cut through to get to it. But they got the job done, and by the end of the whirlwind field surgery, Vienna would have its exemplary local chantry back in working order.

Antigone knew that a visit from the Astors now would mean that both she and Helena were out of job. Within the Tremere Pyramid, there was little ambiguity about the term ‘termination.’ And the less talk of ‘severance’ that went along with it, the better. Antigone doubted if even she could snatch her own death back from the hands of a determined inquisitor. She tried to recall the precise details surrounding each of her six transitions—the dramatic, almost staged, passages from one lifetime to the next. Had she ever been able to pull off the trick under duress? In the presence of witnesses?

Like a sleepwalker, Antigone crossed the crypt and, without a word, handed over the chalk and candles to Helena. She carried out the adepta’s instructions deftly, but without any real conviction. Like a volunteer from the audience, unsure of exactly how the trick was performed.

Helena said nothing, but she must have repented of her earlier cruelty. She was painfully considerate of Antigone’s limitations and did not ask the novice to assist in anything more rigorous than arranging the ceremonial props for the rite of apportation.

Antigone could only look on enviously as the adepta invoked the power of the blood. As she interwove the diverse elements of chalk and candlelight, arcane glyphs and sacred names. After seventy years of service to the Pyramid, Antigone still knew no more ‘magic’ than the lone trick she had carried with her since childhood—her theatrical disappearing act (now you see her, now you don’t) between life and death.

She had hoped, in time, to find some way to win their grudging respect. When Helena had created the chantry’s security team, Antigone was the first to volunteer for the dangerous and onerous duty. But that had not stemmed the whisperings.

She had heard them, of course. It would have been impossible to keep them hidden from her. And her fellow novices had little inclination to conceal their barbs. Jackal, they called her. Because that was her job. Pyramid security. Like Anubis—the laughing, jackal-headed warden of the dead—Antigone kept careful watch over the house of the undying.

“I’m taking her through now,” Helena said. “You check on the others. And then try to get some rest. You look like hell.”

“Thanks,” Antigone muttered. “You could use a little beauty rest your—”

But they were already gone. Helena and Sturbridge had flickered once and vanished, leaving Antigone to find her own way out of the crypts.


Chapter 3

Drawing Down the Dragon

Ivory rattled in the darkness. A sound like sifting old bones over a discarded window screen, Felton thought. Except that here the stakes were far greater than the usual takings—the occasional gold filling or wedding band.

“East Wind.” The voice cracked and sputtered, an abrasive sound like the striking of a match.

There was a collective murmur from the ring of conspirators, and the ivories danced once again. The sound drew closer. Felton tried to gauge how close. He could make out few details in the darkened interior. The only light in the room came from the sporadic flash of neon marquee through the slats of the blinds. Despite his most careful interrogation, the room stubbornly refused to surrender its secrets.

Under less trying circumstances, Felton knew enough that he might recognize two of his associates by sight, and he had ferreted out the names of two others. The rest of the Conventicle was known to him only by their hushed voices or by the outline of their shadowy presences. He guessed that there were maybe twelve of them here tonight. A bigger crowd than was usual. Felton disliked crowds almost as much as he disliked anything out of the ordinary—especially in such a delicate situation as this.

The conspirators sat in a rough circle, their high-backed chairs the only furnishings apparent in the theatre loft. Felton fidgeted, running his hands over the polished wood of the armrests. He could feel the weight of great age and craftsmanship there. No stage props, these. Idly, he picked at the orderly ranks of cool brass rivets that tacked down the upholstery. His hand instinctively shied away from making contact with the hide that covered the seat. Its touch reminded him of an old, shed snakeskin. It crackled unpleasantly each time Felton shifted in his seat.

The clattering of the ivories paused and the room again grew expectantly silent.

“South Wind.” It was a different voice this time. Its disappointment was evident, but it was quickly drowned out beneath the renewed machine-gun rattle of the mingling bones.

“It is good to have you among us at last.”

Felton barely caught the whispered welcome. The speaker evidently thought to conceal his words beneath the vigorous shaking of the ivories. Felton knew that words were not intended for him.

A man, who must have been seated a few places to his left, replied, “It was touch and go for a while there. I didn’t know if we would be able to shake free of him. The entire city he is content to let fall into neglect and ruin, but us…”

“I know, I know. But we will speak no more of this tonight. You are here with us now and that is what matters.”

Felton became aware of the steady, padded tread of footfalls approaching. The bones clattered to rest once more.

“North Wind.” That was Charlie’s voice, and there was an ill-disguised note of relief in it. So old Charlie had dodged the bullet. Probably just as well. If he were really any good at this covert stuff, he wouldn’t have been the only one present whom Felton knew by name, face, and voice. Heck, he even knew where Charlie went to ground most mornings. Charlie was a good enough sort, but Felton shared his relief that the old man was well clear of this damned fool mission.

They were all damned fool missions these nights. It was different back when they were picking away at the Sabbat. Had it only been a few short weeks ago? It seemed like a mortal lifetime or more. Sure, the Sabbat would kill you as soon as look at you. But it was never a case of getting drafted to tackle some war pack head on. You reconnoitered. You disrupted supply and communications. If you saw a good clean shot, you took it (and those missions were always the sweetest). But you got in and out fast—before you accidentally developed any “lasting entanglements.”

Now it was all different. If there were any Sabbat left, they had gone underground and were lying low, keeping out of sight. It wasn’t something they were any good at, though. Once you’d been top dog in town for a while, you developed a little bit of a swagger. Felton could see it happening already, with the Camarilla ‘liberators’ and this new Provisional Council. It wouldn’t be long before they
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