They Fight Crime

Episode 2 – Witch Queen of New Orleans

In which our heroes face a plague of the undead as they tangle with a tricky voodoo sorceress in the Big Easy.

Act 1

One night, in the middle of dinner, Jean Maybury, an old acquaintance, stumbles into the room, bloodied and battered, and with a pack of yammering zombies hard on his heels.

Fighting off the zombies, the adventurers find Jean quite insensible with shock, exhaustion and dread, and able only to gasp the name of his house in New Orleans – Stonefield – before lapsing into unconsciousness.

The adventurers escort the near-catatonic Jean back to Stonefield, and are unable to get much more from him en route. In New Orleans, Jean’s butler, Jobe, meets the adventurers, and takes them back to Stonefield, where they meet his mother, Arabella, and his cousin, Amelia. They tell the adventurers that Jean has been increasingly vexed and nervous for the last few weeks.

If questioned, Job will tell the adventurers that Master Jean warned him to lock up the house at nights and be wary for some manner of attack or intrusion while he was gone. Amelia knows – and will tell if asked – that Jean kept a diary, and she saw him writing in it quite frantically the day he left for California.

The diary reveals that Jean had substantial gambling debts, and that the owner of the gambling house – The Rising Sun (natch) – wanted Amelia’s hand in marriage in return for cancelling the debts. When he refused, the owner – Mr Dupres – became first insistent, and then threatening. In fear, Jean went to the adventurers for help. From the diary, it is clear that Dupres is a black man, and a gangster; the former seems to have worried Jean more than the latter.

Following this lead to the gambling house, they may meet Dupres. He may challenge them to a game, but when things begin to grow tense, he will have his cut-throat clientele throw down, offering to clear the debts of anyone who gets rid of the adventurers for him. If the adventurers back down before a fight ensues, they will be attacked in the street later by gangsters.

Asking around, Dupres is not only a gangster, but is said to be a petro bokor; a black magician. He is also said to be in league with Satan. If the police can be persuaded to talk to the adventurers, they may learn that he has been implicated in a number of drugs cases, and two killings, but that there has never been the evidence to convict.

Act 2

The adventurers battle with the crowd, or the gangsters. In the former case, their opponents will mostly be regular folks; not much of a threat, but attacking in fair numbers.

The police arrive to break up the fight, and the adventurers can take the opportunity to talk to Detective Morley. Here they can find out more about Dupres’ links to organised crime, and a kingpin called ‘le Chéf’. Dupres will have escaped.

The adventurers can ask around some more, but most people are afraid to cross Dupres and le Chéf. It is whispered that they can command the souls of the dead, and send armies of zombies to kill their enemies. It is also said that le Chéf has a witch; a half-breed girl stolen from a wealthy family at birth and trained to be a voodoo mambo, and an instrument of terror.

Next day, the adventurers receive a warning, telling them to go home, and accompanied by a hand-made voodoo doll. The craftsmanship on the doll is very distinctive, and if they lack the contacts themselves, Job can put them onto a guy who knows his voodoo kit; a houngan named M. Dessier. Dessier directs the adventurers to a voodoo supplier named Mlle. Sandrine Voisier.

Mlle. Voisier at first refuses to break a professional confidence, but flees from the adventurers if they become pushy. A chase through the marketplace ensues, and when they catch up with her, she blubberingly agrees to tell all. Before she can do so, all those there present are incapacitated by a gas grenade.

The adventurers wake in a deep pit, with water around their calves. Sandrine Voisier is also in the pit with them. An unseen man – le Chéf – and woman – Erzulie, controlled by Marie-Claire – taunt them, and then some alligators are released into the pit.

Act 3

By hook or by crook, the adventurers escape the alligator pit. If they bother to rescue Sandrine Voisier, she will break down and tell all she knows. If not, they can return to her shop, where her shop-girl, Catherine Millner, can be persuaded to check the manifests to find out who bought the doll. Catherine knows nothing about the cult, but Sandrine can tell the adventurers that le Chéf has an inner circle who perform voodoo rights. She also knows that the man who taunted them in the pit is le Chéf, but she does not know who the woman was.

The purchase details lead the adventurers to a warehouse, where they find a gang of criminals unloading a shipment of drugs. If they remain unseen, the adventurers can tail the gang back to le Chéf’s club; the Samedi Club. If not, then they will have to capture at least one of them, and persuade him to tell the adventurers where to find le Chéf, who in civilian life is known as Claude duLac.

Le Chéf is not at his club when the adventurers arrive, but if they are tailing the gangsters, they will see that they wait. If they are enterprising and search duLac’s office while he is out, they find an immaculate set of books, a remarkable array of stationery, a photograph of a slender, dark-haired woman with a small child on her lap (on the back of the photograph is written Marie and Michel). The only item which seems out of place is a hand-woven, lady’s silk scarf on the desk.

When le Chéf returns, he is not alone. He is accompanied by Dupres, and an unwilling – but unresisting – Amelia. If the adventurers threaten or accost him, duLac will not hesitate to use Amelia as bargaining muscle, or as a human shield. He will offer the adventurers a hand of poker, the winner to claim both Amelia, and the loser’s life. He is confident, but he will lose. The dealer will deal duLac a losing hand, after which duLac will round on Dupres in fury.

Dupres shoots le Chéf dead, then drags the still unresisting Amelia away, loudly accusing the adventurers of killing duLac. Dupres’ men and le Chéf’s security officers will all try to kill or capture the adventurers, and in the thick of battle, someone will realise that Dupres and Amelia have vanished, and that the club is on fire.

Act 4

Escaping the fire, the adventurers must now face the task of tracking down Dupres and Amelia. When they return to the house to take stock, Jean has recovered his faculties, and is beside himself with worry. 

Jean knows some of duLac’s other clubs and haunts, but has no idea where Dupres might have taken Amelia. If shown the silk scarf however, he can identify it immediately as belonging to a ‘dancer’ named Erzulie, who performs at the Club Obeah; a strip club on Bourbon Street. He will be embarrassed if anyone asks how he can be so sure, especially if they ask in front of his mother.

Tracking Erzulie is easy enough, as she dances at the Obeah every night. She heads the bill, dancing at 9:30, when the crowd is largest. If the adventurers are too obtrusive in the crowd, she will flee offstage, pretty much triggering a riot. The best way to get near to her is backstage, although this will require some tricky finagling, or possibly a little rough stuff. If they hear her speak, they will recognise the voice of the woman at the ‘gator pit, although it is softer here. She will flee at the first sign of confrontation, calling the bouncers in the club to assist her if necessary.

Erzulie leads the adventurers a merry chase through the streets of New Orleans, necessitating a few clashes with unsavoury thugs of one sort or another who will rush to Erzulie’s aid. They catch up with her in an abandoned theatre, the basement of which has been converted as a voodoo temple.

In the temple, Dupres has Amelia bound on an altar, and when the adventurers enter is in the middle of a fierce row with Erzulie. If they can enter in secret, they can hear him chastising her for risking the temple by leading the adventurers to it. She will wring her hands and complain that she is afraid and that she despises herself for the things she has done. If they keep watching, the adventurers will see Dupres strike Erzulie, and threaten to strangle her.

Once the adventurers make their presence known, Erzulie’s demeanour changes dramatically. Drawing herself up, she orders her minions – mooks, zombies, and a suddenly biddable Dupres – to attack them. Once these minions are defeated, she will hold Amelia hostage, at the same time pleading with the adventurers to help her, and gesturing wildly with her eyes towards a screened-off area behind the curtain. If Amelia is rescued, Erzulie will first attack the adventurers with a knife, and then try to kill herself, all the while pleading for aid.

Behind the curtain is Marie-Claire Lousanne, a bent-backed old woman, in deep concentration. If this concentration is broken, Erzulie will drop the knife and surrender. The old woman may try to control one of the adventurers once they are in her presence.

Jean and Amelia are reunited, and all ends happily.

NPCs

Jean Maybury, Irresponsible Parasite

Jean Maybury is a man of independent means, and no sense of responsibility. He was born rich, and – despite his best efforts – will die rich, because his father, Jacques, wisely ensured that large quantities of his inheritance are not in his power to dispose of without the say-so of his financial advisors. Jean’s problem is that his gambling debts have reached the stage where his generous allowance is not sufficient to cover them. His advisors refuse to let him liquidate his assets, leaving himself, his mother and his cousin penniless, thus leaving him at the mercy of the gangsters to whom he owes money.

Jean is an old fashioned man, which means that he still very definitely views blacks as inferior to whites, and many of his problems stem from this prejudice. He also has no concept of the value of things, and the idea that he can actually run out of money has come as something of a shock to him. He is desperately afraid of Dupres, le Chéf and their gangsters, but even when he started visiting The Rising Sun and the Club Obeah for a little ‘excitement’, he never really expected to become involved with that scene. Now that he owes money to le Chéf’s mob, he is in real fear of his life.

Jean is also a little short on the value of loyalty. His cousin Amelia is precious to him, but he might almost be prepared to sell her into marriage with a white man, because he could convince himself that he would treat her well. Ultimately, he sees the world as a thing that is there for his convenience, and can not see why Amelia would begrudge him the favour of marrying a man who could bail him out. Likewise, he thinks it only right that the adventurers – who are after all his friends – should risk life and limb to extract him from a disaster of his own making.

Jean is a handsome man of thirty, tall and robust, with floppy blonde hair, and big, blue eyes. He is a little overweight however, and a little soft-featured. He is fundamentally an immense coward. If Amelia is rescued he will thank the Adventurers, and promise them the world, but be pretty reticent to actually pay up.

Jobe, Faithful Manservant

Jobe has been with the Maybury family since the late Jacques Maybury was a boy. He started as a kitchen boy, and worked his way up to become the butler at Stonefield. He is absolutely devoted to the family, and is prepared to do absolutely anything to protect them. He is always willing to defend Master Jean’s dissolute behaviour as a result of his sensitive and suggestible nature, and vigorously denies that he is actually a bad person. He is, and always has been, desperately in love with Arabella.

Jobe is six-foot-three, broadly built, and in good shape for a man of sixty. He is an imposing and dignified black man, with a great deal of grey in his short, curly hair.

Arabella Maybury, Doting Mother

Arabella Montgomery-Maybury had only one child by her husband before his untimely death at sea, but she has always felt herself to be the mother of two. She raised her sister-in-law’s orphaned daughter as her own, alongside her son, and cares for both of them deeply. She is always sad to see the mess that Jean is making of his life, but as the financial advisors refuse to let her liquidate her own assets to aid him, there is little she can do. She leans heavily on the faithful Jobe, but has no idea what she means to him.

Arabella is a tall, dignified woman, who retains the relics of her youthful beauty. She has silver hair and sharp blue eyes.

Amelia Maybury, Spirited Cousin

Sylvia Maybury was always a wayward girl, and it surprised few of her family when she fell pregnant in the summer of 1908. What none predicted was that this strong, vivacious, headstrong girl would prove unable to survive the marathon labour that brought her daughter Amelia into the world. Sylvia lived just long enough to name her child, and to pass her into the care of her sister-in-law, Arabella. For eight of her sixteen years, Sylvia believed herself to be Jean Maybury’s sister, rather than his cousin.

Sylvia has a great deal of her mother’s strength and independence, but her aunt Arabella has drilled the importance of patience and responsibility into Amelia better than she has into her own son. Amelia is quick-witted and observant, and a good student, if rather undereducated (as befits the daughter of a wealthy New Orleans family). She is spirited and brave, but has a very limited idea of how the real world works. She is somewhat aware of this shortcoming, and desires to correct it.

Sylvia has golden hair, and the dazzling blue eyes that are the mark of the Maybury heritage. She is very beautiful, and has a sweet and innocent expression that can not help but endear.

Anton Dupres, Professional Menace

Anton Dupres is a man who has done well in life by combining a complete lack of morals with a canny mind and ruthless determination. Despite the prejudices that exist against blacks even in the criminal community of New Orleans, Dupres has risen from a childhood picking pockets, through petty violence and vandalism, to a place very near the top of the underworld community. He resents the fact that he is seen as one of le Chéf’s lesser associates, while less talented white men are trusted lieutenants. Dupres knows that duLac leans heavily on him to control the black mobs, and that he is not truly appreciated in this role. Consequently, he possesses a burning desire to bring down le Chéf and supplant him, which Marie-Claire has been fostering for years.

It was this resentment that led the younger Anton into the world of voodoo, studying under Marie-Claire. It was Anton who hit upon the idea of bringing the vicious Marie-Claire into the gang structure as a source of intimidation and control.

He is aware of his own advancing years, and wants to wed and produce heirs while he still can. His desire to wed a white woman of quality is in part an act of revenge against the white society that has so long marginalized him. He has no particular attraction to Amelia Maybury, but her brother’s debts make her a handy target.

Anton Dupres is a tall, lean man of about forty, always impeccably dressed. He has refined and sophisticated tastes in clothes, but wears a rather vulgar amount of jewellery, and carries a black cane with a golden ram’s head top. He is handsome and charming, but with an edge of calculating cruelty. He is usually accompanied by at least two bodyguards (basic thugs) and his arm candy: One or two women, usually white and noticeably jaded.

Vice:
Leader

Virtue:
Bravo

Inspiration: Psychic

Strength 3 (Brawl 3), Dexterity 3 (Firearms 2, Melee 3), Stamina 4 (Endurance 2, Resistance 3);

Perception 4 (Awareness 2), Intelligence 3, Wits 3;

Appearance 3, Manipulation 4, Charisma 4

Backgrounds: Allies 4, Contacts 5, Resources 4

Knacks: Master of the Mob (as Inspirational Aura, but works for mooks and goons and requires villainy instead of heroism).

Willpower
7
Inspiration
3

Intuitive
0
Reflective
1
Destructive
2

Through long exposure, the contempt of familiarity, and his own intrinsic callousness, Dupres is quite immune to Erzulie’s charms, and is perhaps the only man in the city who would willingly raise a hand to her in anger.

Claude duLac, le Chéf

New Orleans’ Kingpin is the corpulent heir to a tobacco fortune. Claude duLac has a deep understanding of fear and respect and the necessary use of both to control people. He has been the top of the heap since he had his father murdered twenty years ago, and has become somewhat complacent. He leans heavily on his lieutenants, especially on ‘the boy’, as he thinks of Anton Dupres. He has a jaded passion for young black girls, and is also in the absolute thrall of Erzulie, whom he considers to be his servant.

DuLac is a huge, fat, fifty-something, with three chins and a damp, fat voice. He’s pretty much all scum, all the time, and sympathy is wasted on him.

Erzulie, Hapless Pawn

The woman known as Erzulie was born into a wealthy family in 1898. Her father was looked down on in society for taking a wife of colour, but he was deeply in love with Erzulie’s mother, and bore the scorn with dignity and fortitude. Sadly, his wife did not take it so well, and killed herself before her daughter was two years old. To compound her father’s grief, the child herself was then snatched away mere days before the celebration of his second marriage, to a respectable, white woman. Erzulie was four at the time, and has only dim recollections of her natural parents. For most of her life, she has been raised by Marie-Claire, a domineering mulatto woman whom her step-mother-to-be hired to remove the ‘mongrel cub’ from the house, before she became its mistress.

Erzulie has worked for her keep as long as she has been able to, first cleaning Marie-Claire’s apartments, then working in the kitchens at the Club Obeah, and finally dancing in the club’s tawdry, Voodoo floor show. It was in the last role that she discovered that she possessed a power to fascinate and control men – and indeed women – which Marie-Claire was keen to mould and exploit. It is only recently that Erzulie has learned of her greater power: the ability to call the dead to aid and serve her; and once again Marie-Claire has been quick to exploit this.

For several years now, Erzulie has wanted to break away from her mistress. She hates her sordid lifestyle – although she loves the dancing – and even more she hates being pressed to disturb the dead for the sake of Marie-Claire’s profits. Unfortunately, Marie-Claire’s control over her is more than just a grip of fear or a sense of obligation. For much of her time, Erzulie is not the mistress of her own flesh. Marie-Claire uses her mesmeric powers to ride her slave like a Loa rides her priestess. Only when she dances is Erzulie truly free of Marie-Claire’s grasping, psychic talons, because the old Witch-Queen can not, and never has been able to dance like she does.

Erzulie is a truly beautiful young woman, with cream-coffee skin, raven hair and dark grey eyes, and a rich, sultry voice to match. When she is herself, she has a wondrous innocence to her, but more often there is a harshness in her look and tone, which comes from the bitter cripple who controls her.

Vice:
Follower

Virtue:
Charmer

Inspiration:  Dynamic

Strength 2; Dex 3 (Martial Arts 2 (Capoeira), Stealth 3); Stamina 3 (Endurance 2, Resistance 2)

Perception 3 (Awareness 3); Intelligence 2 (Linguistics 2, Medicine 1); Wits 4
Appearance 5 (Stunning) (Intimidation 2, Style 6 (Poetry in Motion)); Manipulation 3 (Animal Handling 2 (Cats), Savvy 3, Subterfuge 3); Charisma 4 (Fascinating) (Etiquette 2, Performance 6 (Dance), Rapport 2)

Backgrounds: Allies 1, Cipher 4, Contacts 2, Influence 1, Reputation 2.

Knacks: Raise the Dead, Sex Symbol
Willpower
7
Inspiration
3

Intuitive
2
Reflective
0
Destructive
1


The only important factor in Erzulie’s ability to raise the dead is that it allows her to call upon zombie servants. Functionally, she must fascinate a person before their death in order to call upon their service as a zombie, so almost all of her zombies are men.

Marie-Claire Lousanne, Witch-Queen of New Orleans

Marie-Claire Lousanne has been manipulating people all her life. Born in 1866, she was the daughter of a black servant girl, who was raped by her master’s son. Her mother, Nanette, was unable to obtain justice for what was done to her, and when she accused her attacker she was of course dismissed on the spot. Nanette died bitter and penniless on the streets of New Orleans during Mardi Gras, and her pretty, five year old daughter was taken in by a black family in the French quarter.

As a child, Marie-Claire’s sweet looks and winning smile made grown-ups melt, and as she grew, she learned quickly how to use her body to control the men who desired it. She had dozens of admirers, and lorded it over them all like a queen, and indeed she became known as the Witch-Queen of Bourbon Street for the power she wielded. Unfortunately for Marie-Claire, when she was twenty-one, her games backfired on her, as a jealous lover shot one of his rivals, and threw Marie-Claire herself down a long flight of stairs. Marie-Claire lived, but she was crippled for life, her back bent and her face twisted by nerve and muscle damage so badly that no man could bear to look at her. Worse, her beloved step-father killed her assailant in a moment of incandescent rage, and was hanged.

Bitter and angry at the world, Marie-Claire became isolated and spiteful, and set out to learn the voodoo arts from a feared Bokor named Petrie, in order to have a new way to control the men who no longer looked at her with lust. She learned fast, and grew strong in power, able to bend the minds of men to her will. In 1897, she directed one of her puppets to kill her mentor, and set out to become once more the Witch-Queen, not only of Bourbon Street but of the whole damn city.

In 1898, she was paid to steal the child of a wealthy man and the black wife he had loved. She took the money offered, but would have done it for spite alone. For years Erzulie has suffered for daring to be accepted by her father when Marie-Claire was not. 

In 1917 she met and began teaching Anton Dupres, and he gave her the contacts which allowed her to truly begin to spread her power across New Orleans. At about the same time, she realised that she could not only dominate Erzulie’s will, she could actually detach her ‘self’ from her body and possess the girl’s form.

Marie-Claire is a bent, crippled old woman, her disfigured face further twisted by rage and bitterness. She is physically feeble, but a psychic powerhouse. However, she is unable to properly divide the focus of her power, and can only dominate one mind at once.

Vice:
Leader

Virtue:
Leader

Inspiration:  Psychic

Strength 1 (Brawl 1); Dex 1 (Legerdemaine 4, Melee 1, Stealth 4); Stamina 1 (Endurance 3, Resistance 5)

Perception 4 (Awareness 4, Investigation 2); Intelligence 5 (Linguistics 2, Medicine 3); Wits 4
Appearance 5 (Grotesque) (Intimidation 6 (Evil Eye)); Manipulation 5 (Devious) (Interrogation 3, Savvy 4, Subterfuge 5); Charisma 4 (Commanding) (Command 4, Etiquette 2, Rapport 3)

Backgrounds: Allies 4, Cipher 5, Followers 3, Influence 2, Kingpin (Contacts 6), Menagerie 2 (Gators), Resources 3, Sanctum 3 (Temple)

Knacks: Command Voice, Brainstorm, Mesmeric Presence, Psychic Command, Psychic Control, Puppeteer.
Willpower
10
Inspiration
6

Intuitive
2
Reflective
1
Destructive
3

Marie-Claire’s Psychic Control ability allows her to directly manipulate another’s will. She spends a point of Inspiration and a point of Willpower, then makes a resisted Willpower roll against the target’s Willpower. If successful, she may bid them do whatever she wishes, although another resisted roll is required to make them do something against their nature or that endangers their own life. She can remain active while doing so, but all her actions are at +2 difficulty. She can issue orders by thought alone, but only while the target is within her line of sight. Once out of her presence, the target is permitted a Willpower roll to break the trance. If this fails, he must carry out her last command, and then is free.

Once a person is in her psychic control, Marie-Claire may expend another point of Willpower, and one of Inspiration to enter their body as a controlling force. She may use any of that person’s abilities, but if she does not possess them herself, she does so at +1 difficulty. This penalty does not apply to Erzulie’s abilities, except for her dancing, which Marie-Claire is completely incapable of imitating. There is no limit on what she can make a person do in this state, save that a Willpower roll is allowed to resist for one turn performing an action that would harm the puppet. Her body remains vulnerable while she rides another, and if struck she will snap back to it as a reflex action.

Minor NPCs

Zombies – the Zombies who act as enforcers for le Chéf’s organisation are raised and controlled by Erzulie’s power, and thus answer to Marie-Claire. They mutter and grumble half-remembered phrases, including fractured versions of Erzulie’s name, and are little use for much besides manual labour and violence. They decay over time, but do not tire or feel pain, and must be shot, cut or battered to pieces before they will stop attacking. The smell of them is enough to confirm that they are walking corpses.

The zombies attack as mooks, but because of their undead resilience can not be dropped with just the attack roll. They can not soak damage of any kind, but have seven health levels and no wound penalties.
The Cut-throat Clientele – the crowd at The Rising Sun are the usual hodgepodge of toughs and desperate people. Very few of them care much – if at all – for decency and humanity, having long-since drifted away from polite society in the pursuit of their addictions to gambling. They will set to with gusto, and there are lots of them, but they will quickly lose focus, and are likely to fade away once the Adventurers show their mettle. Most of the clientele are men, but there are a few women, some society ladies in drag, some doxies and some locals.

Inspector Jonathon ‘Sully’ Sullivan – is a close friend of Jean Maybury. He owes his position in part to Jean’s recommendation to the Commissioner, who greatly respects the Mayburys’ money, and tries hard to keep Jean out of trouble. He knows that Jean is way too involved with the seamier side of life for his own good, and is frankly dog tired of trying to save his feckless friend from himself. He will supply information to the Adventurers if they can show that they need it, but is wary of revealing police secrets, and will clam up the second anyone tries to bribe him.

Sully is an affable man in his early thirties, with a burning desire to rid the city of gangsters, and an increasingly weary acceptance of the futility of any such attempt. He has heard of the Aeon Society, and believes that any such altruistic foundation would last about ten days in the Big Easy before its members were taking bribes and screwing 15 year old whores like all the other rich folks in the city. He has a huge and impressive moustache which makes it a real challenge to eat gumbo.

Gangsters – the New Orleans mob is divided into the whites and the blacks. The white gangsters follow le Chéf and his lieutenants, while the black are united behind Dupres and Marie-Claire. There is also a sharp division between those who obey out of ordinary fear and greed, and those who are part of the voodoo society. The latter are most likely to fall in behind Dupres in the coup.

M. Dessier – François Dessier is a seventy-something houngan, who lives in the French Quarter. He is black, but is highly respected by his neighbours, blacks and whites alike. He dispenses more advice than magic, although he can supply the Adventurers with protective charms if they ask, which raise the difficulty of harmful ‘magic’ by +1. ‘Magic’ in this instance includes all of Marie-Claire’s mesmeric powers.

Sandrine Voisier – Mlle. Voisier is a voodoo supplies merchant, with a profitable line in supplying props and paraphernalia to the Samedi Club and the Club Obeah. She is herself a devout follower of voudun, but never mixes personal beliefs with business, and will sell her garish voodoo tat to anyone who is buying. She keeps the good stuff – the genuine material – in a stockroom at the back of the store, and only shows it to qualified customers; mostly regulars or those with specific references from regulars. She inherited the store from her father, along with a series of immense debts to Le Chéf, and if she ever failed or refused to supply him, she would lose the shop, and all she has left of her father.

Sandrine is in her early thirties. She is attractive, but looks weary and harassed. With the pressures of running the store, she has never found the time to marry, and she flirts with her male patrons with a fervour bordering on desperation. She is Caucasian, with dark hair and eyes from a Southern French heritage.

The Alligators – Marie-Claire has provided the two alligators for Le Chéf’s pit; giant bulls, grown fat on the flesh of his enemies, and the worn out shells of zombies no longer able to serve. They are extremely powerful, but being so large, and in an enclosed space, it is easy enough for the Adventurers to avoid their attacks (-2 difficulty to Dodge). The main difficulty is likely to be in keeping Sandrine Voisier from being swallowed, should they choose to do so. Str 6, Dex 2, Sta 5; Brawl 2; Willpower 2; Bite 8L, Tail Slap 9B.

Catherine Milliner – Sandrine Voisier’s shop-girl is a quiet, shy type. She is sixteen years old, and a distant cousin of Sandrine, who treats her almost like a daughter. She is being groomed to take over the store.

Marie and Michel duLac – behind his tough mobster façade, le Chéf is quite the family man. His wife Marie and son Michel are the most important thing in the world to him, and they live on the duLac family’s plantation estate in the Bayou, where they are heavily guarded by duLac’s most loyal followers. They actually see very little of duLac himself, but they want for nothing else, and Michel is given the best home education that his father’s considerable money and influence can afford. It pleases duLac to know that he has a doting wife and son waiting for him while he enjoys himself and takes care of business. 

The picture on le Chéf’s desk is several years out of date, as is his mental image of his family. Michel is now a resentful seventeen year old, and secretly engaged to one of the servants, while Marie has grown to despise her husband, and is engaged in a passionate affair with the lieutenant charged with her protection. They share the house with duLac’s sister, Delphine, who knows and assiduously keeps all of their secrets.

Delphine duLac – Le Chéf’s sister learned to keep a secret concealing her family’s criminal connections, and she learned it well. She will never reveal any secret that is confided in her, even when it would be in her best interests to do so.

Scenes

Stonefield

Stonefield is an old, slightly decaying colonial mansion which sits in the middle of a large and overgrown garden in the wealthier suburbs of New Orleans. It takes its name from the fact that it was built over a slave cemetery in 1832, and the whole estate has a dark and dingy air. Amelia Maybury often comments that the place feels haunted, and all zombies are at +1 Strength within the grounds. Fortunately, as Erzulie can raise only those whom she can fascinate in life, the dead of the cemetery can not be raised to attack from within. Note however that the Advneturers need not know this.

The house itself is more salubrious, being maintained scrupulously by Jobe, the housekeeper – Mrs Bea, a motherly white woman – and a small army of maids – mostly black – who come in during the day. Only Jobe and Mrs Bea live in, as no one else can be persuaded to. Even Mrs Bea has another house, where her family live, and goes there at weekends. By day the place is light and airy, but by night it feels rather exposed. The sounds of wildlife in the garden often borders on the creepy.

The corridors of the mansion are decorated with relics of the Maybury family’s colonial past. There are a number of old army swords and muskets, from the Revolutionary and Civil Wars. There are also portraits of past Mayburys, including Nathaniel Maybury, an English landowner turned revolutionary, and General Thaddeus Maybury, a Confederate bushwhacker who turned Union once the writing was on the wall, allegedly in the name of emancipation. All in all, the Mayburys’ military history appears to consist of a series of shrewd economic and political decisions, and a preference for avoiding large-scale conflicts.

The bedrooms are decorated in an opulent, Old World style, complete with curtained four-poster beds and velvet hangings. More paintings and militaria decorate the rooms. The dining room is huge, and the family eat at a smaller table in the south parlour.

New Orleans

For the purposes of this story, New Orleans is a steamy hotbed of PG-13 murder, sex and vice, like a cross between Angle Heart and the lighter excesses of Anne Rice’s imagination. 

It is an old-fashioned town, almost self-consciously so, as though the advances of the outside world were some kind of abomination which would pollute the Big Easy’s purity. Very few cars are seen on the street, and carriages are still used out of a sense of style by the wealthy. There are also trams for the less well-heeled. The streets are not very clean, especially in the poorer areas, and the air is heavy with the smells of Cajun cooking, urban decay and opium.

The society is heavily segregated, with black and white districts, and a substantial mulatto population accepted by pretty much no-one. None of the Adventurers are likely to find much of a welcome in the black quarters, and all non- whites are treated with some condescension by the Caucasian population. The mixing pot is the old French Quarter, where the colour of your skin is decidedly less important that the colour of your money. Here every imaginable (PG-13) vice is for sale, every drug and depravity. Black, white, oriental; straight or gay; man or woman; anyone can find their poison in the French Quarter.

The Rising Sun

The Rising Sun is a gambling house in the French Quarter, and like most of the district’s businesses establishments, it has only one entrance requirement: money. Run by Dupres, the Rising Sun employs a large number of gang toughs as security, to keep a rein on the behaviour of the cut-throat clientele. If outsiders cause trouble, Dupres will often however encourage the customers to deal with it, allowing himself to assume the role of wronged businessman. The local police are bought off, and turn a blind eye to the bouncers carrying heavy knives.

The Rising Sun is a big old house, all wooden beams and panels. Inside, the air is thick with tobacco smoke, the light is muted, the décor is an exercise in decaying splendour, and conversation is minimal. People come here to gamble, not to talk. Many of the clientele have been ejected from all the more reputable clubs, and come here because Dupres will let anyone gamble who can meet their debts. Those having trouble matching the stakes often find that the house is more than willing to make a small loan, but that this – along with their other debts – is scrupulously recorded. The games are naturally not remotely fair; the house wins even more than usual, and about half of the customers in the Rising Sun at any one time are simply trying to break even again.

The bar sells a variety of drinks, but there is no depth to the range, offering only one or two variations of a given kind. Drinks are served by a bevy of attractive youths of both sexes, some of whom are obviously underage. The servers tend to cluster around the big winners, fishing for tips. Some of them also sell themselves to the customers for extra cash, but these are personal transactions. Dupres keeps his organised prostitution rackets in other buildings. In the Rising Sun, he just wants people to gamble.

Chez Dessier

M. Dessier operates out of his house, a ramshackle affair in the poorest part of the French Quarter. His neighbourhood is quiet and more or less free from crime, and the streets are clean. The house itself is lop-sided but sturdy, and filled with the clutter accumulated by a professional houngan. His ‘filing system’ is a mystery insoluble to the greatest minds on earth, but he always seems able to find things. The place always smells strongly of spices.

He has about a dozen cats of various ages. They are all housebroken, but tend to scratch things that are left lying around, and will try to climb on any visitors foolish enough to sit down. One, named Geloi (Juh-low-ee) is a small grey tabby that leaps from bookshelves onto the shoulders of the unsuspecting.

Sandrine’s Voodoo Emporium

Sandrine’s storefront is a masterwork of sales design. Decorated with silk and satin wall hangings, and statues of the loa, various displays feature voodoo dolls, tarot cards in all shapes and sizes, potions, bath oils, candles and incense, and the ever-popular fertility statues. Everything is dark, but colourful, and a heady aroma of sandalwood fills the air. The view through the door to the rear of the store is occluded by a handmade bead curtain (interested customers can order a similar curtain to any size, but should expect to wait six-to-eight weeks for completion).

Behind the front is Sandrine’s office, an untidy but idiosyncratically ordered place of business. Behind that is the stockroom, which has much of the same air about it. A second door leads into the specialist stockroom, where Sandrine keeps the good stuff. This room contains an eclectic assembly of genuine voudun paraphernalia, individually priced, and not arrayed in any kind of display. Customers who see this room know what it is they are looking for.

Upstairs is Sandrine’s apartment, which is nicely furnished, but has an unlived in air. More than anything, the apartment suggests that Sandrine has gone to great pains to create a home which will show her to good effect for her guests, and then has never had any. The place is designed to be looked at and admired. There is a bedroom, a small bathroom and a kitchen/living room. A small, curtained alcove behind the living room holds a functional, no-nonsense shrine to Erzulie.

The Samedi Club

The Samedi Club is a voodoo-themed club for the wealthy male, where slinky hostesses fawn over sweaty patrons. It is dark, but spacious, and filled with the heady aroma of incense. The hostesses are all white or mixed-race professionals, employed to make the customers feel powerful, rich and desirable, and well paid for it. They also have le Chéf’s protection if anyone tries to hurt or abuse them. They dress in sexy, voodoo-queen costumes, with feathers being a major feature. The décor is pretty tacky, with fetish-statues and weird shrines decorating the alcoves around the walls. In the centre of the main room is the stage. There is a floor show every night, always featuring black dancers – not strippers – who are far less well-paid than the hostesses, and open to greater abuse, especially from le Chéf. The show is always voodoo-themed, with wild dances and lots of drums.

The incense is purchased from Sandrine, and is laced with a potent drug to make people less inhibited, and also more open to suggestion. In reality, this ‘drug’ does nothing more than add a sweeter note to the scent, but le Chéf pays a small fortune for it anyway. The club serves food, mostly French cuisine, and nothing Creole or Cajun. Le Chéf does not like spicy foods, and so they are not served in his club. The usual routine at the club is for patrons to come in, collect a hostess for the evening – the regulars often have favourites that they ask for – eat a meal, have some drinks and watch the show. As well as their own, they pay for the hostess’ food and drink, which does nothing to harm the profits, and are expected to give a generous tip. The Samedi Club is le Chéf’s respectable establishment, so any hostess caught soliciting is fired on the spot – and occasionally rehired by one of duLac’s less reputable clubs – and any patron propositioning a hostess is politely dissuaded, and ejected from the premises is he persists.

Behind the scenes, The Samedi Club is all business, and looks much like any other club. The exception to this is le Chéf’s office. He believes in voodoo, and has dozens of good luck and protective charms arranged around his office. Not one of these has any potency whatsoever, but they make him feel safer. His desk is neat and tidy, and it looks as though he probably never actually works there. There are two side doors, one leading into a private washroom, and the second into a small bedroom which looks as though it sees more use than the office itself. This is where le Chéf ‘entertains’ some of his dancers.

The Club Obeah

The Club Obeah is one of Dupres’ properties; a moderately respectable place that offers a striptease floorshow, but no more intimate services. The Club had been open for more than fifty years in one form or another, beginning as a burlesque theatre, but has only really become successful since Erzulie began dancing there. The building is old and colonial, and several of the changing rooms and offices backstage are closed off because the floors are unsafe; Dupres is in the process of renovating these areas with the profits from the Club’s increased custom. The décor is in the theme of decaying theatrical splendour, with a dusty chandelier above the stage and the dim flicker of gas lights playing on the dark-papered walls.

The acts are of two types: French burlesque, and local voodoo erotica. The latter style has become the more popular since Erzulie’s arrival, and several of the other girls now imitate her technique, although with less success. The Club serves drinks and food, mostly local cuisine.

The Witch-Queen’s Temple

Marie-Claire’s temple is located underneath an abandoned theatre. The main building is falling down, but there is a cellar hatch around the back which leads down into the basement. Here, the Witch-Queen has established her lair. An altar has been set up at one end of the long, subterranean room, surrounded by candles and incense burners. The walls are hung with dark velvet and animal hides, and a heavy red, velvet curtain behind the altar conceals the Witch-Queen’s lair. The candles provide the only light, and it is difficult to see clearly.

