Mage: Game 7
Game 6 Recap:
Lewis Lee (James) did not participate in this session.

Daytime: Both Molly and Sam (Stephanie and Josh) were contacted by (unbeknownst to them) Technocratic agents. The agent assigned to Molly was Mark Short, a rather wet-behind-the-ears agent masquerading as a fellow college student. He is 

Game 7

It is one week later, allow characters to generalize downtime if necessary.

Player: Lewis (James), Scene: Flying Lightning School of Martial Arts
Sufi Li Chan is working on a private lesson, and your job for the rest of the day is basically to spruce up the shop, and greet anyone who comes through the door. You are doing some dusting up, when a man comes in, clad heavily against the autumn chill. You don’t make out his face, but you see him drop something with a metal “clank” against the glass display case, and begin to scribble a note on a card.

He drops the pen, and quickly shuffles out. You cannot tell which of the few people on the street he is.

On the counter is a six-inch long round nail, the pen the gentleman left (inscribed “Lafollete, Wilson, and Royce, Private Attorneys”), and a Flying Lightning business card, with the words “Remember who your friends are” written on the back.
Molly (Stephanie), loc: home.
You are at home (apartment?), doing (something), when you hear an ear-splitting smash on your front door. The noise continues, “Bang! Bang! Bang!”, and you hear what seems to be someone clearing their throat in between the hits.

Looking through the peephole, you see only darkness, as if someone had their hand against the door. The pounding finally ceases, and you hear footsteps walking down the corridor.
You open the door to find the young man who’s been following you around for the last week... nailed to your front door. Six-inch steel nails hold both wrists to the door, as well as a nail through each ankle and kneecap to hold his legs down. His right hand also has a now-disheveled bouquet of flowers nailed to it. His body is hanging, slumped from two nails driven deeply into his shoulders. Three jut from his neck, holding his head up and causing him to gurgle and belch up blobs of thick black blood. A steel corkscrew-like device sticks out from his gut, skewering a piece of rough cardboard with “IOU Paid In Full” gawkily scrawled upon it. There is also a pile of folded papers and a greeting-card envelope spiked to the door to the upper right of his head.

He begins to twitch and seizure, opening his wounds and sending gouting rivers of blood to spatter the worn carpet. Luckily, it seems no one else has heard the commotion, as every door in the hall is closed. He twitches again, and vomits up a mixture of sweet-smelling black grit and dark red blood.
(Upon getting the papers.) The stack consists of a cheap, single-subject notebook, a number of what look to be pay stubs, and a greeting card with “To Molly” written on it.
(The Card) You open the envelope to what looks like a normal greeting card, albeit with a blood-caked hole through the middle of it. The front of the card is a cartoon turtle, flipped upside down and struggling to get up. It reads “Some days, you just can’t win”.

(Inside of card) The inside has a drawing of a cartoon rabbit helping the turtle up. It reads “But if we both try, we can get you back on your feet!” There is a message, scratched out in pen and ink, around the picture. It reads:

Inside of card (handwritten)

I hope you will remember who your friends are in the future. This person certainly was not one of them.
I grant you this one last favour, this spineless traitor, as a peace offering among friends and associates. In a short while, the murder of this deceiving wretch will be confessed in full, and it will be thought to be a matter of gangland revenge. Things will be cleaned up quickly, police channels will be utilized to the fullest level of expedience, and everyone involved will be fully convinced of the nature of this unfortunate event.
I leave you with a warning, however. You may play your petty little snooping games among yourselves, but I urge you to keep your own foxes in your own henhouses, lest you become the ones I find necessary to mount upon my wall. I only hope you can take care of these problems more efficiently realize the seriousness of the matter. I have certainly been reasonable, but it seems it must be perfectly clear to the likes of you that my demands are not a trifle, and I am not a man to be trifled with.

(stamped in ink)

Mons. Remy Lafollette

IN BOND AND SERVICE of the ruling council

and the Dual Princeship of the West of Michigan
in oath, in word, in deed, and in power
e’er may they reign, and e’er may they live
