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SINNERS

AND

SAVIORS

JADEN

Jaden bowed crisply at the waist as
his sire Esmé sank down in a curtsy
that left her cerulean gown pooling
on the floor. Esmé’s brooch, a broken
spear wrought in ﬁligrcc, revealed
their membership in the Shattered
Spear, but none in Barcelona had
indicated their recognition of the sig-
net. Barcelona was an opulent court,
both owing to Prince Maria Del
Torro trying to outdo her Ventrue
seneschal and to it bcing Barcelona.
The famous city had always chosen
art and beauty over function. Jaden
felt the eyes of the gathered Kindred
upon him as they whispered about his
choice of attire: impeccﬂble coatrails.
He ignored them — embraced before
hormone replacement therapy was
discovered, he was used to stares.

Prince Del Torro waved them up.
“Be welcome,” she said. “What news
of Lisbon?”

The news of Lisbon, of course,
was shit. The city, left defenseless by
the departure of its elders, was still
fighting off inquisition attacks —
much like Barcelona itself, and best
not to even mention Madrid. Still,
things were better than just a decade
ago, which was the only reason
Jaden and Esmé were able to travel
from Lisbon to Barcelona. That, not
coincidcntally, was the real question

By Steffie de Vaan

behind Del Torro’s inquiry — how
safe were the roads, and why had they
embarked on the hazardous journey?
Jaden zoned out as Esmé waxed
cloquently of a new Iberian alliance.
They'd practiced the tale exhaustively,
and he knew it by heart. He scanned
the crowd instead. Del Torro seemed
skeptical — she knew better than
most how fractured the peninsula
was — and her seneschal Jacques
Fontaine eyed the pair hungrily. Any
alliance between Barcelona and Lis-
bon would catch Madrid in a pincer
and might finally claim it for the
Camarilla. Fontaine’s wasn’t the only
greedy expression though, and Jaden
observed all of them from beneath
thick lashes. Madrid was the largest
prize still unclaimed in Europe, a fat
pearl in a dark and bloody ocean. Tt
took a certain kind of ambition and
bloodthirstiness to snatch it. Those
possessed of such characteristics
could be the monsters he and Esmé
were searching for. One captured his
attention in particular: an imperial,
dark-skinned woman surrounded by
fawning sycophants. She was unlikely
to pay Jaden any heed, but he also
spied a withdrawn woman at her
side: a portly, conservatively-dressed
woman with dark eyes Jaden could
lose himself in for nights. He glanced
briefly at Esmé¢, and her eyes flick-
ered to the ground to indicate her

approval. His sire would work the
imperial elder, and he would pursue
his own target.

IVORY

Ivory laughed as Jaden tripped over
his words. “Your Mandarin is excel-
lent,” she praised him, “but your Wu
needs work.”

He laughed too, spinning her
around the velvet-clad room once
before pulling her close. They’d been
at it for weeks, pretending to be two
love-struck kine. The laughter was
false of course, lips never pulled back
far enough to reveal sharp teeth, but
the facade suited them both. It was
casier to negotiate an alliance if all
predators involved pretended to be
nice people, for a while at least.

Ivory noticed the way Jaden’s
eyes lingered on her neck. She pulled
back. “Your sire is meeting with
Primogen Velez again,” she said
noncommiteally.

“Hm,” he replied, feigning equal
disinterest .

This too, was part of their game.
Jaden and his sire Esmé weren’t
in Barcelona to pursue an Iberian
alliance, no matter the pretty tales
they spun. Ivory hadn’t figured out
why they were really in Barcelona
though, which made Jaden a shiny
new toy. It helped that he hailed from



Lisbon, the purported resting placc
of Artemis Orthia. If the Children of
Salvation could sink their fangs into
that methuselah... The thought made
Ivory salivate. First though, she had
to unwrap the mystery of Jaden and
his sire.

“Del Torro’s hold on Barcelona
is absolute, you know,” she contin-
ued, fccling a pang ofposscssivcncss
towards her clan.

He laughcd at her. “You think
we'd approach a Lasombra Primogen
to overthrow a Lasombra Prince?”
Then, after just a beat to let his
rnockcry sting: “Although it would be
like your clan. But no, we're not here
to unseat the Prince.”

Ivory moved, using her superior
strength to push Jaden against the
wall harder than befitted their play-
ful facade. “Then why are you here?”
she demanded, running her tongue
hungrﬂy over the thin, sensitive flesh
conccaling his carotid artery.

He tilted his head back, offer-
ing himself — daring her to take
him. Ivory let out a rough grunt and
released him. She withdrew to a safe
distance, lest he tempt her again.
Jaden chuckled, exulted in his victory.
Instinctually, Ivory leaned forward,
ﬁngers curling with malicious intent.
Only the tcachings of Salvation al-
lowed her to maintain a grip, though
she resolved to find her lover once
the Hunt bcgan. He would experience
the depths of her hunger then.

“Come, sweet Ivory,” Jaden ca-
joled, recognizing that he'd gone too
far. “Let there be peace between us.
Peace and pcrhaps more?” He bowed
in that bcautifuﬂy fluent movement
that had first drawn her attention.
She growled again, though not in
frustration now. This time, when he
offered himself, she accepted. She
would press him about Lisbon later.

JADEN

“You're certain?” Esmé asked. “She
admitted her sins?” In the privacy of

their own quarters, Esmé had traded
the gowns of Barcelona’s court for the
leather attire favored by the Shat-
tered Spear. She looked like an Am-
azon of ancient myth, ready to slay
her enemies — which was prcciscly
what she was in Barcelona to do. The
spear she hefted in her fist was coated
with blood, and her flush checks
tcrnpor:lrﬂy lent her the radiance of
the hving. Esmé liked to hunt kine,
litcrally, when fccdingr

“Hmm,” Jaden hedged. Ivory was
bold, even irreverent. She pushed and
pressed about almost everything that
struck her fancy — but not Lisbon,
and the Church of Orthia had come
up only once in their conversations.
She was a lioness looking every which
way but at her prey. “I'm sure she is
one of them, honored sire,” he said,
“but I don’t know whether she’s com-
mitted any sins yet.”

Esmé fixed him with a frown
from beneath her hard, dark brows.
“Nonsense. Addicts do not choose
how and when they sin.”

That was precisely it, though
— when Ivory drank from him, she
drew it out, savoring every drop.
Surely a foul diablerist would lack
such self-control? Still, he was in no
position to question Esmé. “What's
our next step, sire?” he asked.

“We must uncover their leader,
and the hellish pit where thcy per-
form their dark blasphemy,” Esmé in-
sisted. “Primogen Velez has given me
nothing. Keep Working the ancilla.”

IVORY

“Can you recruit him?” Sofia Velez

drawled.

Ivory considered. She felt pass-
ingly fond of Jaden, although their
escapades with one another were rap-
idly pushing her from false affection
to obsession. And better still, the
feeling was mutual. Jaden was elusive
and secretive, but she could read his
body and emotions clear as night.
Even so, he was holding back.

“I think so, yes.”

Velez snatched Ivory by the
throat, gripping her with her sharp
ﬁngcrnails and 1ifting her into the air.
“You think s0?” she hissed.

“I know so!” Ivory choked out.
“He is mine.” Velez’s grip tightened,
nails secking the precious vitae below.
Ivory felt a terrible pop, and could
barely wheeze, “Ours! He is ours!”
through her damaged windpipe. Velez
dropped her childe to the plush car-
pet. Ivory knew better than to rise,
instead prostrating herself before her
sire.

“Let’s set a deadline,” Velez
purrcd. “It will hc]p you focus. A
week?” It wasn’t rcaHy a question.

Mute, Ivory acquiesced, still
rnaking herself as small as possiblc.

JADEN

Lying on his back next to Ivory, Jaden
kicked one leg from beneath the
blankets, trying in vain to relieve his
discomfort. The bed had too many
pillows. The feather blanket was too
thick. Everything in Barcelona was
soft and opulcnt, as if to disguisc
bloody daggers underneath. He resist-
ed the urge to throw them all on the
floor, and instead rolled onto his side
to trace lines on Ivory’s skin.

“This Church of Salvation,” he
whispered. “Explain it to me again?”

“It’s not that complicntcd,’7 Ivory
sulked, exasperated. “We lift each
other up.”

“To salvation?” he asked, not for
the first time.

“Yes.”

“From,” he gcstured broad]y,
“this?”

“Yes.”

The conviction in her voice was
absolute. Although she wasn’t lying,
]adcn knew Ivory was skipping a few
steps. “I hclp you secure a haven and
herd, and boom, no more curse?”

Her silence spoke volumes — she
was lcaving out the key details. Thcy’d



