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Servo made a slow reach for his belt, careful to use his left hand to unclasp his
purse strings. He kept his dominant right hand carefully laid at against his heart. If he ever
fumbled up that bit of etiquette, and his hand so much as brushed the grip of his rapier... Don
Constanzo’s bodyguards would instantly shoot him dead, no matter who he was.

With his father’s permission, he approached the ebony table, and laid out forty
eight guilders. The math was simple. If you wanted to murder anyone within the City of Five
Sails, you had to pay Don Constanzo ten guilders upfront to acquire permission. Servo was
a member of the Red Hand Gang, and Don Constanzo’s son. Each of those earned him a
separate, one guilder discount.

“A blood price, my Don,” he announced, “for the lives of the ve Musketeers and the
woman who leads them. Eight coins a piece.”

“Permission denied, Signore Scarpa,” said his father. The man’s voice was deep and
rich, but gravely from decades of smoking.

“But my Don!” Servo began, took a deep breath, and stopped his argument short. He
waited. If he deserved an explanation, his father would give him one.

“It was right of you to come to me so fast. It was proper. Shows that you understand
what this assault means. You have acted well, and will be rewarded,” his father assured him.

“My permission is only denied, Signore Scarpa, because | would like to arrange the six
murders myself.”

To show that he was not an impartial man, Don Costanzo counted out forty eight of
his own coins and placed them on the desk. One of his servants or accountants, Servo knew,
would add it to the Red Hand'’s co er after their meeting was over.

“That Odette...” his father mused, “she has angered me greatly. | will set the Streghe
on her and her men. Undo them one by one by subterfuge and trickery. | want it to hurt, the
whole long time these upstart Montaignes will spend dying.”

Servo smiled in anticipation. It was always exciting to watch newcomers to the City of
Five Sails learn to fear the Don.

“Your reward, my son? I'll let you pick which of them dies rst.”

If you've enjoyed the ction in this booklet, please follow our website for more! Pine
Box Entertainment is releasing regularly scheduled ction, detailing the story of the characters
within this box. This ction is written together with members of our community, which also
means you!

Each month, competitive salons, major tournaments, or Patreon votes in uence
the future of our story. As you look through the cards, you'll see that several of them have
attributions. Story and character details in those cards were decided in such a way. If you
would also like to take part in this story, and maybe see your name on a card one day, join our
discord to learn more.
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