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One more special message to go

And then I'm done and I can go home

· Nirvana

by James O'Rance

Red Sunset

Anneke

Toreador Justicar

Nature: Bon Vivant - unlife is meaningless, so enjoy it as long as it lasts!

Demeanor: Plotter - everything you do seems to be planned.

Background: Other Kindred measure the significance of their unlife by terribly simple measures - how long they've held it, or how powerful their Sire was, or how much they've developed their Disciplines. You realise how laughably simple these Licks are - it's not how long you've lived, but what you've done, that is important. Just look at that Gangrel Prince, Katarina - she may have been Embraced when Hippolyta was a girl, but she's led centuries of dreary unlife in Scotland, of all places. As compared to a few hundred years of your glamorous existence. And so who's a Justicar? Sometimes seniority means nothing more than senility, my dear.

Now this Sunset Plague seems to be bringing an end to your nights of adventure and decadence. As the living quickly die, those who don't catch this terrible plague are going to make themselves a trifle conspicuous, especially if they like to be served blood at midnight soirees and make a habit of missing lunch appointments. And it is not as though all the world is dying, darling - those boorish Americans with their militias and nuclear weapons were just a little out of Iraqi missile range. Unfortunately, vampires rank with homosexuals and single mothers as uninvited guests as far as the Religious Right is concerned. You were glad to miss one Inquisition; you don't want to be around for another.

And so, you've decided, you just won't be. The Toreador are renowned for their socials; you want to see a Carnivale (which means "Farewell to the Flesh"). Let the world burn; you will dance and drink and yes, fiddle if you damn well feel like it. If the hounds of a new Inquisition will soon be howling at your door, let your last battle be fought with witty repartee. That degenerate Nosferatu, Sheldon, humiliated you with snide remarks about a past fling with that darling mortal woman in Soho (how ever did he get the photographs?). You'd hate to meet the Final Death without taking your revenge. You have time for one last night of gossip, debauchery, and glamour; then it's time to wait for Sol's searing kiss to take it all away. With no future worth seeing, it's better to go out in style.

And this Conclave which your dear friend Democritus has called is the perfect opportunity. Whilst some might balk at mixing politics and pleasure, the two mix perfectly. What is a Conclave, after all, but a party where the stakes for making the right impression are much higher? What is politics, but a delightful game? And with this Conclave open to Camarilla, Sabbat, and non-aligned clans alike, a fascinating game it will be indeed.

Of course, as Justicar of Clan Toreador you have certain... duties... to your clan and the Camarilla. Not all Kindred will want to meet Final Death just because the world is falling apart, and it would be poor form for you to leave them in the lurch. Better to have all loose ends tied up, non?

One last thing to consider. Tonight is not only your last chance to make a favourable impression on other Kindred, it is the night which others will remember over all previous. You are respected as a schemer and a politician; tonight you will hatch plots and broker deals as you never have before. You are feared for your tongue; tonight you will stake Kindred with it. Tonight is your Carnivale - your farewell to the flesh.
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Allies

· Democritus - A true olde worlde gentleman. Democritus can discuss philosophy with you whilst organising a political coup, and not seem distracted. You love to plot and share information with him.

· Francois Villon - Quite the stylish fop. Francois makes a huge pretence of being arrogant and imperious, but you can see the twinkle in his eye and sense him laughing on the inside. You love to play-act the extravagant noble with him.

· Saqqaf - Hmmm, quite a delightfully wicked man. You know that you shouldn't be so taken with a Follower of Set, but being around Saqqaf is certainly a thrilling experience. Playing with fire? Well, yes - but you can handle Saqqaf. Besides which, it won't matter in a few nights anyway. Let him try to corrupt you! It'll be fun to watch him.

Enemies

· Sheldon - A hideous beast, and a spy to boot. This leper has a grudge against you because you happen to be beautiful and he isn't. Well, goodness, it isn't your fault that he was Embraced by someone called the "Cess Queen". You'll show the self-styled "Lord of the Clog" just who is the clever one here.

· Elizabeth Bathory - A decadent, murderous Cardinal of the Sabbat. Bathory makes you uncomfortable - she's like your dark reflection: beautiful, but completely without humanity or glamour. Bathory is a fiend who steals the blood of virgin girls, and makes jewellery out of the remains. There's nothing wrong with decadence, but obscenity is another matter entirely.

· Don Cruez - The Brujah Justicar is some upstart rabble from the Americas who wants to tear down everything that the Camarilla stands for just because he didn't come up with the idea. You suspect that the anarchist creed that he constantly spews is automatic, and that there isn't actually any thought going on inside his head. Let him call you an aristocrat; better that than rabble.

