
Deleted Scene: Alaric
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Chapter One

9:15 a.m. EST, Tuesday, April 13
Downtown 6 platform
East Seventy-seventh Street and Lexington Avenue
New York, New York

It was a miracle.
Meena hurried onto the subway car and grabbed hold of one of 

the gleaming silver poles, hardly daring to believe her good fortune.
It was morning rush hour, and she was running late.
She’d expected to have to cram herself into a car packed with hun-

dreds of other commuters who were also running late.
But here she was, still panting a little from having run all the way to 

the station, stepping into a car that was practically empty.
Maybe, she thought, things are going to go my way for a change.
Meena didn’t look around. She kept her gaze fastened on the ad 

above her head, which declared that she could have beautiful, clear skin 
if she called a certain Dr. Zizmor right away.

Don’t look, Meena told herself. Whatever you do, don’t look, don’t look, 
don’t look. . . . 

With luck, she thought, she might make it all the way to her stop at 
Fifty-first Street without making eye contact or having any interaction 
at all with another human being. . . .

It was the butterflies—life-size—that caught Meena’s attention at 
first. No city girl would wear white pumps with huge plastic insects on 
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This scene about Alaric’s frustration with air travel and inferior hotel 
room accomodations got deleted for length, but now I wish I’d kept it. 

Oh, well, maybe I’ll put it in the sequel:

	 The only part of his life with which Alaric was not satisfied, in 
fact, was that he was often called upon during his travels around the 
world to put up with less than luxurious hotel accomodations. And, oc-
casionally, to ride in coach.
	 This last part just wasn’t right, and tended to infuritate him. 
He was six foot four. He, and all the Palatine Guards, really, including 
Johanna, were simply too tall for coach. 
	 The Vatican certainly had the money to upgrade them. They had 
enough gold to fly the entire world’s population first class, if they wanted to. 
	 But occasionally, when there were no other flights available — of-
ten there were no private planes for them to charter, either — Alaric and 
his fellow guards had no choice. They had to take what they could get. 
	 And so Alaric would sit there in coach, thinking to himself that 
he really ought to find another line of work. Just what, he wasn’t sure. 
What other career allowed you to kill vampires? With a sword? 
	 He could think of none. 
	 It was a problem.
	 That was another thing. Baggage claim. Occasionally, the airlines 
lost Senor Sticky, which was what he’d christened his weapon. How many 
hours had he wasted standing in tiny baggage claim offices, pointing to 
little pictures of his sword case (fortunately, it resembled a golf or ski bag, 
and no one had ever asked what was inside), demanding to know how 
long it would be before the airline could get it to him. True, the airline 
officials were always very nice about it.
	 But honestly, lives could be lost while he was sitting in his — often 
not five star — hotel room, watching CNBC to see how his investments 
were doing, waiting for his bag to catch up with him.
	 And yes, wooden stakes worked just as well. He could easily craft 
one by breaking a chair and using one of the legs (though even most small 
towns had a Home Depot or wood supply shop these days. Still, Alaric 
liked breaking chairs).
	 Still. Coach!


