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Flesh Trade Pt 1
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by Mike Lee

The old, brick warehouse hadn't had a name in more than 40 years. Set on & narrow
side street off Lombard, it might have once kept canned goods or auto parts, back in the
years after World War II. Vince Gabreski couldn’t remember for sure anymore. Back when
he was & kid, ducking truant officers and stealing from the corner stores in this part of
Kensington, the place nad been a favorite haunt for vagrants and neroin addicts. It had
caught fire at least once, in the 1970s, but the damage had never peen quite enough to
condemn the building outright.

Some buildings, like people, were just too damned stubborn to know when to quit,
Vince mused.

In the flat, green—and—black nues of the night-vision goggles, the layers of grafitl
and faded smoke stains disappeared, and the old building looked much like it had in
its neyday. The long, rectangular structure stretched for half a city block, with tall,
arched windows running the length of the second story and roll-top freight doors facing
the street. Vince noted the neaps of trash lining the front of the warehouse and the
layers of plywood covering the window frames and doorways along the Arst floor - except
for one freight door in the dead center of the building, just outside the reach of the
few working streetlights on the other side of the road.

Vince lowered the military surplus goggles and rubbed the corners of nis eyes. He shifted
nis broad bulk in the van's cracked vinyl driver's seat and checked nis watch.

"Ten-thirty," e muttered, nis deep voice gravelly with fatigue. "They're late."

"Late, my black ass," Darnell Waters growled, folding his lean, tattooed arms across
nis Kevlar vest and glaring out at the rainy nignt from the van's passenger seat. "This
is bullshit, man. I'm telling you, somebody in IA was yanking your chain. No one could
be moving illegals through Kensington without us hearing about it."

Detective Waters had & cold, hard voice that made most people nervous when he spoke.
With dark, deep-set eyes and a pointed chin edged with a thin, black goatee, he could
look like the Devil himself when ne wanted to. It was damned useful in the interrogation
room, or when shaking down & two-bit pimp for protection money, but it didn't leave much
of an impression on Vince. Gabreski was huge, one of the biggest men on the force, pushing
gix-five and almost 300 pounds. He nad & lantern-jawed face and a sleepy look to his pale
blue eyes that made him look more like & Mafia thug than a Paniladelphia police lieutenant.
Vince had been a leg-breaker during his teenage years, but found there wasn't much money
in it. Back in the old days, if you didn’'t have much education and wanted to make some
serious money, you put on & badge and & gun.

A squelch of static burst from the police scanner mounted under the dashboard. Gabreski
1istened to the dispatch call - an armed robbery outside a club up in Harrowgate - then
turned down the volume until the sound was Just a vague murmur. He rubbed his scarred
chin thoughtfully, replaying the phone call in his mind for the nundredth time:

I've been following the exploits of you and your team for some time, Lieutenant
gabreski. There’s something happening down in Kensington that I'd 1ike you to look into.
Something you and your men might be uniquely qualified to handle.
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Vince shook his nead. "This didn't come from Internal Affairs," he declared. "None of those guys have this
much imagination. If they wanted to sting us, they'd try to &0 through someone We trusted."”

vExcept that we don't trust anybody," Waters pointed out.

gabreski nodded nis craggy nead. "goddamn right. That's why we're still in business."

Waters stared nard at ais boss. "Then why the nell are we staking out an abandoned warehouse
on the say-so of some motherfucker you don't even know?"

nigll it a hunch," he said, shrugging his slablike shoulders. Before Waters could respond,
ne reached forward and picked up the small walkie-talkie resting on the jashboard. "Radio check.
Any movement?"

other two members of Vince's team were out on the street, watching the rear alley leading
up to the warehouse and the approaching traffic coming up Lombard.

alley. On, and I'm freezing my nuts off out here. How long are we gonna do this?"
"Quit your cryin', Jack. You lost the toss fair and square," Vince growled'back. "Begides, We
know your wife Kkeeps your nuts in a jar by the bed. Andrea, what have you got?"

A chairp of static, and Andrea Taggart answered: "No trucks. But there's a dark plue Scion with
chrome rims turning off Lombard and heading your way."
opy," Vince answered, straightening slightly in ais seat. They'd parked their rust-spotted
n an abandoned 10t @ block north of the warehouse, giving them jecent sight lines on the
building's entrance witonout being too obvious. Gabreskl nad no sooner replied than ne saw the
gcion easing its Way slowly down the dimly 1lit street. Sickly yellow 1ight from the streetlamps
shone dully off the car's tinted windshield. It pulled rougnly even with the stakeout van and
cgme to a stop.

There came & creak of leather and a dull pop &S Waters unsnapped the catch on his nolster,

'g gide at once.
nyou've got to be fucking kidding me," he snarled. Vince tossed the goggles to Waters. "Wait
nere," he said, then stepped out into the cold night air.

Raimundo Guttierez came around the front of the car and made his Way across the lot towards
Vince, his bodyguard in tow. The gang leader and his Siete Muertos soldier wore winter jackets
over black hoodies and baggy Jeans. Vince met them nalfway.

ours after ne'd gotten the call, Vince found te gtill didn't have & good answer for that

an checked in first. ngouple of homeless guys passing & bottle at the far end of the

"Wnat the hell is this?"
's doors popped open and two men climbed out. Vince recognized the hooded figure on the
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"The hell are you doing here?" he nissed.

Both gangbangers came up short. Raimundo's soldier was squat and broad shouldered, with thick,
powerful arms, but Gabreski towered head and shoulders over both of them. Raimundo spread his
nands. "Looking for you, vato," he shot back. "You left me voice mails all damn evening, then you
don't pick up your phone. I've been driving all over Kensington looking for you, man."

Raimundo’'s bodyguard took a step forward, his hand sliding into his jacket pocket. Just then,
Vince's walkie-talkie chirped.

"Heads up," Andrea said. "I've got a panel truck and three Suburbans turning off Lombard."

"Goddamnit," Vince cursed under nis breath. He jerked his thumb back at the van. "Get inside,
quick," he told the two gangbangers.

"Fuck are you talking about?" Raimundo said. "What's going on, Gabreski?"

Vince grabbed Raimundo by the back of his neck and gave him a rough shove in the direction
of the stakeout vehicle. "Get in the goddamn van," he snarled. The gang leader's bodyguard let
out an angry shout and tried to pull out nis plece; Vince grabbed him by the ear and shoved him
along as well.

Waters had the sliding door open by the time they reached the van. Vince shoved the two gang
members inside, then climbed in after them. Raimundo rounded on Vince at once, pulling back his
hood and glaring flercely at the big detective. The gang leader was 25, but his boyish face made
aim look much younger. Gutierrez made up for his innocent features by being one of the most
vicious gang leaders in Kensington. With Vince's help, he'd grown to dominate the other Latino
gangs in the district and capture the lion's share of the drug and gun trade. "The hell is the
matter with you, vato?"

Raimundo's bodyguard surged forward, reaching for Vince. Gabreski put a wide hand on the
gangbanger's face and shoved nim off nis feet, then pointed at the gang leader. "I got a call
this afternoon from a special agent in Homeland Security," he growled. "He said there were some
Russians in Kensington smuggling illegals in from Mexico. You know anything about this, Raimundo?
If you do, you better tell me now, because if I find out you've been moonlighting on me, I'm going
to get real unhappy."

The gang leader gaped at Vince. "Are you stoned, man?" he said. "What the fuck would Russians
be doing running Latinos into Philadelphia?"

"For money. Why else?" Gabreski shot back. "And you haven't answered my question, Raimundo.
Do you know anything about this, or not?"

"Are you kidding me? Of course I don't!" Raimundo backed away from Gabreski, shaking out his
rumpled jacket and trying to reclaim some of his lost machismo. "You think I'm dumb enougn to
cheat you after what happened to Hugo? Fuck no, man. And there ain't anybody running Latinos
through here that I don't know about. You think I wouldn't notice a couple hundred new faces
turning up every month?"

Then came the throaty sound of a diesel engine rumbling down the narrow street, and Waters
said in & cold voice, "Looks like somebody 1is gonna have to get his eyes checked."

Gabreski leaned forward between the seats and scanned the dimly lit street. The panel truck
was & mid-sized version; Vince recognized the logo of a local rent-a-haul company on 1its grimy
flank. It pulled up in front of the warehouse, followed by a trio of black SUVs. The Suburbans
were still rolling when the passenger doors popped open and nalf a dozen men in heavy coats leapt
out. They were large, heavyset types, with military crew cuts and blunt, florid features. Four of
the men jogged up to the warehouse and clustered around the roll-top door; the remaining pair
walked up to the 1idling truck, then took an interest in the dark blue Scion sitting at the curb
just a block away. After a moment, they began walking toward the parked car. Both pulled flat,
black handguns from their belts.

"Son of @ bitch," Gabreski hissed. Waters leaned forward, switched off the scanner, then
forced his way past Vince into the passenger area. The two detectives crouched against the front
gseats and tried to see what was happening.

The two thugs walked up to either side of the car and pressed their faces up to the tinted
glass. They straightened, talking amongst themselves - and one of them pointed to the van in the
middle of the empty lot.

"Waat the hell's going on?" Raimundo whispered from the back.

Vince cut nim off with a raised finger. Moving slowly, he reached down and eased his Glock
from its holster.

The two men started across the lot, but paused as the roll-top door of the warehouse clattered
open and the truck lurched forward with a clash of worn gears. Vince heard a muffled voice call out
from one of the Suburbans, and the two thugs loped back to the SUVs like eager hounds. Vince let
out & shallow breath and watched as the truck turned and eased its way into the darkened building.
The thugs brought the roll-top down as soon as the vehicle was through, then began pulling sheets
of plywood away from a nearby door.
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Vince fished the walkie-talkie from his pocket. "Anything going on in back?" he asked.
"Negative," Jack replied at once.

"Can you see an unblocked rear entrance from where you're at?"

"Yeah, I think so," Dean replied.

Vince thought over his options. "Move up and cover it," he said. "Andrea, back him up."

Waters straightened, peering over the edge of the driver's seat. "What in the hell is all
that?" he asked. "

Vince leaned forward between the seats. More men climbed out of one of the Suburbans; smaller,
leaner men with cases tucked under their arms, hustling quickly through the open door between the
beckoning thugs. Others were opening the back of both Suburbans and pulling out numerous small,
plastic coolers and bags of crushed ice.

Faint yellow light clicked to life beyond the open door and seeped around the edges of the
plywood covering the lower windows. The thugs moved with practiced efficiency, hustling their
strange cargo inside. Then the passenger doors on the last Suburban popped open again, and out
stepped two men in dark business suits and expensive overcoats. One of the men looked to be the
boss, Jjudging from the way the thugs circled about his heels. The other man was clearly nervous,
glancing worriedly up and down the darkened street. He held a polished metal suitcase in one
gloved hand, clutching it closely against his side as though his 1life depended on it. Vince
watched the boss take the second man by the arm and lead him through the opened door. Four of
the thugs remained outside as the steel door slammed shut; they 1it up cigarettes and watched
for signs of trouble.

Waters appraised the activity. "Looks like a pretty professional crew," he observed. "And
they've done this kind of thing before."

Vince nodded and fixed Raimundo with a stare. "You ready to change your story?"

"For the last time, I don't know anything about this, man! You ever hear of Russians with
connections in Mexico? Where are they getting these people?"

"Maybe they're getting a cut from coyotes down in Texas and are shipping them up here," Vince
replied. "I don't give a shit where they came from; I want to know who's handling them and where
they're going from here."

"You saw the dude with the case," Waters said. "Looked like some kind of buy to me. Maybe
they're selling the illegals to somebody else. Some kind of slavery or prostitution ring,
maybe?"

"If it is, it ain't happening here," Raimundo insisted. "These people ain't, turning up on the
streets, man. I swear on my mother'’s grave."

Vince shook his head. Things weren't adding up. If Raimundo was telling the truth, then the
illegals had to be going somewhere. Truckloads of people didn't just vanish off the face of the
earth.

And then there was the matter of those coolers, and all those bags of ice.

Vince's eyes suddenly widened. "Ohn, shit," he whispered, realizing what was going on - and then
he heard the screech of tires from further up the street and the roar of a powerful engine.

"What the hell?" Waters said, as a dark red Land Rover sped into view and bore down on the
walting Suburbans. The four thugs outside the warehouse scattered, shouting and brandishing
pistols, and Vince heard the blast of & shotgun from the Land Rover's passenger side. One of the
sentries spun and fell, and then the narrow street echoed with the staccato roar of gunfire.

"Get down!" Gabreski cried as men with pistols and shotguns stumbled from the Land Rover and
blasted away at the thugs. A stray round starred the van's windshield, and another punched a
hole in its side. Tires screeched, and Vince heard an agonized scream. The rattle of pistol fire
suddenly ebbed; there was another loud shotgun blast, and then nothing.

Gabreski's radio chirped. "Vince! What the hell is going on?" Andrea shouted over the
radio.

Vince rose cautiously and peered over the seat. The warehouse's steel door was wide open, and
people were stumbling out. He could Just hnear their terrified screams, followed by the flagsh and
pop of gunfire within.

Waters had his gun in his hand. He looked to Gabreski. "What do we do?" he asked.

The question surprised Vince. "What the fuck do you think we do?" he said. He raised the
walkie-talkie. "Move in!" he called, then turned and yanked the cargo door open.

Vince hit the ground running, pistol held low and ready. Two silhouettes raced past him across
the lot, screaming something in Spanish. More figures fled like deer down the dimly 1it street. The
Suburbans were gone; Gabreski saw one of the thugs spread-eagled on the street, his face covered
in blood. Steam rose in a white plume from the Land Rover's punctured radiator. The engine was
still idling, but the SUV was empty.




More screams and gunshots echoed inside the warehouse. Vince heard Waters' footsteps hard on
his heels as he raced down the block and dashed for the open doorway. He stumbled on the outflung
arm of another of the thugs, lying facedown on the pavement in a spreading pool of red.

Gabreski paused beside the door, clipping the radio to the collar of his jacket. He checked
back over his shoulder at Waters - and found Raimundo and his pugnacious bodyguard right behind
the black detective, holding guns of their own.

"What the hell do you think you're doing?" Vince snapped at the gang leader.

"Watching your back, bitch," Raimundo shot back. "I got too much invested in you to watch you
get killed, man."

Vince gritted his teeth in frustration, but there was nothing he could do. Nodding to Waters,
he spun and ducked through the open doorway, pistol at the ready.

The air inside the warehouse was thick with the smell of cordite and the stink of spilled
blood. Trash and debris covered the building's concrete floor, but a large space had been cleared
farther inside the cavernous space, and someone had used lumber to frame out a large, rectangular
space, much like the skeleton of a small house. Heavy plastic sheeting had been hung over the
wooden frame, and bright lights inside turned the white sheeting nearly opaque. The truck was
parked at a loading dock just on the other side of the roll-top, its back door open wide.

Bodies lay everywhere. A man in dark fatigues with a shotgun in his hand was crumpled by the
side of the door, a hole the size of Vince's fist gaping in his back. Gabreski counted five Hispanic
men and women lying near the door, their bodies riddled in the cross fire.

Gunfire strobed in the darkness on the other side of the wooden framing. Vince gestured for
Waters to head in that direction and dashed forward. "Spread out," he warned, searching the
shadows for threats.

Plastic sheeting twitched sharply out of the corner of Gabreski's eye, and a searing pain cut
across his upper left arm. He heard the gunshot a half second later and ducked instinctively.
One of the Russian thugs stood in a framed-out doorway, pointing his pistol at Gabreski's head.
Vince fired two quick shots, and the man toppled to the ground.

Vince rushed toward the thug's prone body, alert for signs of movement on the other side of the
sheeting. Gabreski kicked the pistol from the man’s motionless hand and then glanced back over his
shoulder at Waters.

There was no one there. He'd somehow been separated from Waters and the gangbangers in the
darkness and confusion. Biting back a curse, Gabreski pushed aside the tarp with his pistol and
edged inside.

Beyond the plastic sheeting lay a notional corridor, with three doorframes covered with tarps along
each of the long sides. At the far end of the corridor a figure lay curled in a fetal ball. It was the man
with the steel case they'd seen outside. His hands were bound behind his back with a plastic cable tie,
and blood oozed from a cut across his forehead. The case itself was nowhere to be seen.

Edging forward, Vince sidled up to the first doorframe on his right and pushed the tarp
aside.

Within, he found a small, framed-out room, brightly 1it by a circular lamp suspended on a metal
arm above a flat, metal table. A young Hispanic man lay there, his dead eyes wide and staring.
Someone had expertly cut the man's chest open with an electric bone saw and spread the ribs
apart. His heart, fresh and glistening, sat on a bed of ice in an open cooler resting beneath
the table.

"Jesus Christ," Vince said, feeling bile rise in the back of his throat. He staggered
backwards, letting the tarp fall back into place, and dashed to the next doorframe. The scene
within was much the same, except that the butchers hadn't had time to cut into the body of the
young woman lying on the table.

In the third operating chamber, the plastic wall had been sliced open with a scalpel, allowing
the surgeons to escape. With a deep breath, Vince ducked through the tear and found himself once
more in darkness.

Confused shouts and the sound of running feet echoed in the blackness somewhere ahead of him.
There was a gunshot, and then all Vince heard were screams. Terrible, throat-rending screams that
echoed crazily in the vast chamber.

A wild volley of gunfire rent the darkness - then Vince heard a low, guttural growl. It was a
vicious, liquid sound, unlike anything Gabreski had ever heard before, and it sent a thrill of
pure terror racing down his spine.

Clutching his pistol tightly, he rushed toward the sounds of the fighting. More screams and
wild shots punctured the blackness, followed by a chorus of terrified shrieks. With a shock, Vince
realized that some of the screaming was coming over the radio clipped to his collar.

He stumbled over a body, half illuminated by a Mag-Lite clutched in the corpse's left hand.
It was another one of the ambushers, his head half shot away. Gabreski snatched up the flashlight
and kept going, desperate to find Waters and his other teammates.
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screaming went on and on. It

sounded like a dozen voices, shouting in Bnglish, Spanish and Russian.

Gabreski slipped, and came down hard on one knee. His pant leg was soaked though instantly; when
he shone his light onto the floor, he found he was standing in a trail of fresh blood almost two
feet wide.

Up ahead he could hear the sounds of a frenzied struggle. He was very close now, less than
30 feet away. Gabreski thought he could hear Andrea’'s volce among the screams, and the sound
galvanized him. He lurched to his feet and ran forward, the light bouncing crazily across the
bloody, debris-strewn floor.

He expected to find a pile of butchered corpses, but instead, the bloody trail led to a gaping
nole in the warehouse floor. Someone had gone to a great deal of trouble to cut away the concrete
and dig into the ground beneath. Piles of dirt and trash rose five feet high in a semicircle around
the opening.

The screaming was all around him now. He sensed people scrabbling and crawling across the
piled rubble, fleeing the open pit. Another pistol boomed off to Gabreski's right, and in the
momentary flash, he glimpsed a strange figure crouched at the edge of the hole.

It was humanoid in shape, with broad, sloping shoulders and powerful, apelike arms. Its skin
had a dull, scaly sheen where it wasn't caked in layers of blood and filth. Wnen the gun went off,
the creature was staring back over its shoulder at Gabreski, and its eyes glowed like a cat's in
the muzzle flash.

Darnell Waters was thrashing and screaming in the creature'’s powerful grip.

Gabreski cried out in horror, bringing up the Mag-Lite and aiming his pistol with a trembling
hand. In the play of light, he saw Raimundo crouching just a few feet away, shrieking in fear.
His bodyguard lay next to him, literally torn limb from limb.

For just a moment, ne found himself staring into the creature’'s illuminated face. Wide, black
1ips parted, revealing double rows of pointed, bloodstained teeth - then it leapt into the pit,
taking Waters with 1it.

The detective's screams dwindled, then were gone.

A--------II-IIIIlllll-ll.............l..l.l..l.l.l..lllllll.lIIIlIIIlII.IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII
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A parliament of monsters hides behind the curtain. They emerge,
sometimes, past the red velvet. They move in shadows among the hu-
man herd, and they reach out and pluck the unsuspecting into their
grip. Humans can be livestock to the hungry, lovers to the lustful, toys
to the wicked. All the horror stories talk of it: vampires filling their
mouths with our blood, lycanthropes harrying mortal prey through
dark forests, demons convincing a man to hand over his soul in a
gift-wrapped bundle. But they aren’t just stories, are they? No, the
horrors are real, hiding within a labyrinth of mystery.
Hunter: The Vigil is a game about those humans who have come,
by some means, to recognize the truth that monsters exist. These indi-
viduals cannot sit idly by. They must study their foes. They must de-
stroy them or steal their power. They must use them as pawns against
one another. It’s not an easy thing, the endless hunt, the ceaseless
Vigil. It is a thing of brutality and obsession, a slope slippery with the
blood of those who came and fell before, a slope that descends into
nightmare. And yet they can do no differently, because the Vigil
drives them. They sacrifice. They push forward. They hunt.

A Game of
Light in Shadows

Hunters are light and fire. Sure, this can mean a torch pressed against
the undead flesh of a fiendish adversary, or a roaring conflagration
that consumes all the screeching parasites trapped in the nest. It
can also mean a candle held aloft for lost friends and family, or an
oil lamp poised over a fraying piece of parchment or gilded medal-
lion plucked from the heart chambers of some desiccated mummy.
Hunters carry the Vigil, representing action and knowledge, and ide-
ally the one-two punch that both provide together. But the pairing of
those elements is neither safe nor sane, and hunters risk everything
when on the hunt.
But the protagonists in this book carry the Vigil because they can
do nothing else: they have seen what exists. They have experienced the
horror or the mystery and it compels them on this path. Some see the
only solution as a violent one, to burn it all down. Others approach
the Vigil differently, capturing the monsters on video and hoping to
Sometimes I am & collector of expose them, or plundering the world of ancient mystical weapons with
data, and only a collector, and which to defend innocent humanity.
am likely to be gross and At the barest level, hunters exist in ignorant, ragtag cells —
miserly, piling up notes, pleased friends, family, or those driven together by maddening circumstances.
with merely numerically adding They protect their stretch of forest, their city block, their network of
to my stores. Other times I have women’s shelters. They don’t know the depth of what'’s out there; they
Joys, when unexpectedly coming only have the meager light of their own candles to light the way.
upon an outrageous story that) may Candles give way to torches, to cells that band together in local-
not be altogether a lie, or upon ized organizations. They pool resources. They provide moral support.
& macabre little thing that may They present a more unified front against the denizens of darkness.
make some reviewer of my more or And torches give way to raging bonfires as those organizations
less good works mad. But always grow outward globally and backward through time. Ancient groups
there is present a feeling of and modern agencies supply their hunters with potent weapons,
unexplained relations of events some of which are so strange that those who use them can only
that I note, and it is this wonder how long they can truly maintain their own humanity.
faraway,haunting, or often But even coming together to form an inferno or firestorm, hunters
taunting awareness, or suspicion, can't help but notice how deep and long those shadows are, and how nu-
that keeps me piling on. merous. Worse, fire is temporary: candles burn down to the wicks, a torch
snuffs in a cold wind, a bonfire has soon consumed all it can and grows
dark. Hunters know that they, too, are temporary, whereas the shadows
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seem endless and eternal. They can only hope that others will
carry the Vigil in their stead.

Theme

The theme here is “light in shadows,” with hunters being
a reckoning force that takes action against the darkness. But
we’ve covered that already.

The game has a minor theme, too: humankind is both
powerful and fragile. He is fragile when he is alone and ig-
norant, but he is powerful when he gathers his resources and
finds knowledge. Hunters must work together to accomplish
their goals, but even then, a cell, compact or conspiracy is
only as strong as the weakest within — one traitorous worm
boring to the heart of the apple or one rogue ant that leads
the trail astray has the potential to destroy the rest. And the
pressures of the Vigil, the sacrifices inherent, can drive even a
hunter of the strongest heart to such disunity and disarray.

Mood

The prevailing mood is horror and mystery: these two
elements work in tandem to drive unaware humans to take up
the Vigil as hunters. Horror explodes before their eyes: fami-
lies dead on a blood-slick floor or some awful gibbering thing
crawling free from a bus crash. Mystery dangles like a hang-
nail that one cannot help but pick — a tattooed cipher on a
dead man’s arm, a book written in a language that cannot be
human, a box on a doorstep filled with dry leaves and bundles
of human hair, all bound together in ribbons of taut skin.

Other moods pervade, too: the Vigil is grim, brutal, in-
sane. But it can also be hopeful and heroic. This is a desperate
struggle, but it is not impossible. And it may lead the protago-
nists on mad adventures, indeed.

Humanity’s Hidden Power

For every hunter, a different Vigil.

This book aims to supply players and Storytellers with all the
resources necessary to craft a monster-hunting story of their design.
Hunters are brought into the World of Darkness in various ways
— how does your character have the scales torn from his eyes?
Does he watch something gut his wife and harvest her heart? Is
he courted by one of the ancient hunter conspiracies because it
believes he has certain skills and “moral flexibilities” that will suit
its needs? Has he always known of the supernatural, having been
born into a family with a diseased and infernal bloodline?

Your hunter — and your Hunter: The Vigil story — have
the potential to be nearly anything and assume any face you
desire. Want an ass-kicking, take-no-prisoners game, with your
hunters grabbing monsters by the throat and taking the city back
block by bloody block? That’s perfectly viable. Or do you instead
want a game devoted to studying the maddening mysteries of
the World of Darkness, where every pulled thread threatens to
unravel the entire fabric of one’s carefully crafted theories and,
worse, one’s cautiously cultivated sanity? No problem.

Hunters are that candle in the darkness, performing a
seemingly endless duty. They’re about taking back the night,
about putting humanity back in control. But the road is long
and home to many crossroads. Which road will your charac-

ters take? Down what path will the story of your tireless hunt-
ers travel? You’ll find no wrong turns in the following pages.

How to Use This Book

The chapters of this book break down the rules and back-
ground necessary to run a Hunter: The Vigil story.

Throughout, you'll find Flesh Trade as a five-part story
detailing the formation of a hunter cell as it’s exposed to the
horror and mystery of the World of Darkness.

Chapter One: Shadows Cast by Firelight details the Vigil
from the ground up: how much and how little the hunter commu-
nity knows about itself, how they band together in cells, compacts,
and conspiracies, and the many monstrosities they must fight.

Chapter Two: Character Creation features all the rules and
processes you need to put together a fun and detailed Hunter:
The Vigil character, including new Merits and Professions.

Chapter Three: Hunter Organizations looks in depth
at a number of potential hunter compacts and conspiracies
within the World of Darkness. In addition, it provides systems
for each of the conspiracy Endowments, as well as systems of
Research and Development regarding new Endowments and
a discussion on creating your own hunter organization for use
within Hunter: The Vigil.

Chapter Three: Special Rules and Systems identifies all
the rules that might govern hunter characters in your story,
including new equipment and the Tactics available to hunter
cells of any experience level.

Chapter Four: Storytelling gives you perspective on the
art of taking all the stuff in this book and channeling it into a
story for you and your players. The game’s themes and moods
are explored more explicitly here.

Appendix One: Morality and the Vigil lets you tweak
the Morality settings for Hunter: The Vigil to tell the story
you want to tell as Storyteller or player.

Appendix Two: Philadelphia takes you monster hunting in
the hotbed of American Revolution, the City of Brotherly Love.

Sources and Inspiration

Hunter: The Vigil is a horror game, a game about hu-
mans taking control from the exploitative monsters of the
World of Darkness. As such, the world offers no end of pos-
sible inspirations, and some of these can be found below.

Non-Fiction

Alien Dawn by Colin Wilson offers itself as a non-fiction
look at all manner of bizarre phenomena and monstrous in-
cursions into our world. Folklore, ghosts, lost time, psychic
weirdness, aliens and monsters all appear in some form or an-
other. Read it as if a very real hunter in the World of Darkness
wrote it and it gets scary, fast.

Ewverything Is Under Control by Robert Anton Wilson:
cults and conspiracies in easy-to-digest encyclopedia format.

Harper’s Encyclopedia of Mystical and Paranormal Experi-
ence is exactly as its name suggests, and provides a wealth of
story hooks.

The Mothman Prophecies by John Keel (also recommend-
ed: his Complete Guide to Mysterious Beings) is really the story
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INTRODUCTION

of a hunter: a guy who catches a whiff of the weird and grows
obsessed over it, following the rabbit down the rabbit hole,
deeper, deeper. No easy answers here, and sometimes it gets a
little too weird. (The film version is a little more “horror” in
tone, and works as inspiration, too.)

Parasite Rex by Carl Zimmer is a compelling, easy-to-read
book about, well, parasites. Real parasites: worms, bacteria,
flies. They bore into bellies, bloodstreams and brains. Great
squick factor, and also helps to remind us all that most of the
monsters in the World of Darkness are parasitic in some fash-
ion or another.

Fiction

Declare or Three Days to Never by Tim Powers. Supernatu-
ral spy novels? Secret history? Strange devices? Mind-blowing
conspiracies? All present and accounted for. (And, really, a
lot of Tim Powers’ work can serve as inspiration.)

The Exorcist by William Peter Blatty. Don’t know that
we even need to explain this, but demonic possession born
in the Middle East and carried to Washington, DC? Exorcis-
ing priests? A battle of good versus evil and the madness in
between? Book or movie will do the trick.

Hellblazer, DC/Vertigo comics, gives us occult detective
John Constantine. He’s very much a hunter, albeit certainly a
selfish one. Touches on all manner of occult mystery and gross-
out horror, and nearly any issue can serve as a great resource for
a Vigil story. The film, Constantine, isn’t really on par with the
comic, but it has some nice moments, too (spear of destiny!).

It by Stephen King. A group of kids battle a malefic force
(evil clown, giant spider), and then come back together as
adults to fight the resurgence of that force. A hunter cell
formed from very early on, if you frame it right.

Sewen Soldiers of Victory, a DC comic by Grant Morrison,
takes place in the DC Universe and, as such, features a lot
of goofy stuff that wouldn’t belong in a World of Darkness
game. But a lot of it (occult journeys, secret subway tunnels
lorded over by urban pirates, the lost colony of Roanoke,
demonic invasion) could work as setting material for this
game right here.

Stinger by Robert McCammon offers a great look at how
disparate people from all walks of life band together to fight
the forces of evil: in this case, a shapeshifting alien (the titu-
lar “Stinger”) that imprisons a small desert town to look for
something it’s lost. Also check out Swan Song.

The Walking Dead by Robert Kirkman is one of the best
“humans versus zombies but really versus themselves” stories
out there today. This one’s in great black-and-white comic
book form. Find it. Love it.

Oh, and just about anything by H.P. Lovecraft. The Cthul-
hu Mythos is certainly about hunters confronting insurmount-
able evil and standing against it...or crumbling before it.

Films

Children of Men, directed by Alfonso Cuarén, isn’t about
hunting monsters, but it is about a man drawn into the light
and driven to uncover the truth and protect the innocent
even at the cost of his own life. Grim and gritty, it strikes just
the right mood.

SR

Fallen, directed by Gregory Hoblin, shows us a detective
(Denzel Washington) pursuing a supernatural serial killer —
a demon that jumps from body to body.

Frailty, directed by and starring Bill Paxton, is a story
about a man and a son who “see” demons, and the father
forces his family to hunt them. Are the demons real? Or is he
pursuing “monsters” who are truly innocent people? Another
good example of this question of reality versus unreality is
Head Trauma by director Lance Weiler, in which a wanderer
returns to his condemned home and is haunted by the mon-
ster within.

National Treasure, directed by Jon Turteltaub, is a little
light and silly in tone to be a truly Vigil-specific film, but it
takes place in Philadelphia and details an interesting investi-
gation into the esoteric history of the United States. That can
be very hunter flavored, if you so desire.

TV

Supernatural on the CW details two brothers — hunters,
really — who pick up the family legacy and hunt monsters.

Torchwood sometimes goes a little too sci-fi, but other-
wise gives us a secret government agency formed to watch
over an awful dimensional rift. The characters are very
human. They’re clueless, sarcastic, they get sad and angry
and afraid. They go out for pizza and beers, they worry
about getting killed and eaten...good times, and very
Vigil.

X-Files is like an ongoing Hunter chronicle, maybe even
featuring a pair of Task Force: VALKYRIE hunters. It’s defi-
nitely about a story that focuses predominantly on investiga-
tion over just “kill the monsters.”

Video Games

Yes, indeed, games can inspire games. The number of

monster-hunter video games is limitless, but some bear special

mention: Alone in the Dark, F.E.A.R., Half-Life 1 & 2, Jer-

icho (by Clive Barker), Silent Hill and Undying (also by Clive

Barker) can all serve as inspiration for a cool, action-oriented
Hunter: The Vigil game.

Lexicon

Aegis Kai Doru: Conspiracy. Ancient hunter organiza-
tion composed of various occult initiates who seek to destroy
witches and sorcerers above all else, using magical artifacts to
achieve their goals. Sometimes called the “Guardians of the
Labyrinth” or “The Shield and Spear.”

The Ascending Ones: Conspiracy. Egyptian mystics and
religious hunters whose bodies transubstantiate various nar-
cotics and poisons into spiritual fortitude and strength. Some-
times called the “Cult of the Phoenix.”

Ashwood Abbey: Compact. Hedonistic thrill-seekers.
Hunt monsters for fun and pleasure. Known sometimes as
the “Sybarites.”

Candle, the: Another name for the Vigil, often used as in
“Carrying the Candle.”

The Candle Compact: Another name for the Chestnut
Street Compact, a historical alliance between several cells,
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orgs and agencies in Philadelphia; has taken on more global
and mythic prominence in modern nights.

cancer cell: A cell said to be infiltrated by monsters.

The Cheiron Group: Conspiracy. Seemingly modern hunt-
er organization lurking at the center of a European pharmaceuti-
cal and medical conglomerate. To them, monsters are resources
to be exploited and sold; their agents are fitted with strange grafts
harvested from the monsters themselves. The hunters themselves
belong specifically to the “Field Projects Division.”

cell: A group of two to 20 hunters who work together.

cellmate: A member of your hunter’s cell.

changeling: A creature left behind when a human child
is stolen from the world by extra-normal entities — it plays
at being human, but plainly isn’t.

Code, the A hunter’s individual Code of Morality (see
Appendix One)

compact: A hunter group composed of many hunter cells.
Smaller and more localized than a conspiracy; does not have
access to Endowments. The term “compact” likely refers to the
Chestnut Street Compact, a.k.a. the Candle Compact.

conspiracy: A global and sometimes ancient hunter or-
ganization; provides its hunters with access to special mon-
ster-hunting resources (see “Endowments”).

cult: Group of zealots often supported by a potentially
supernatural cult leader or instead serving and worshipping
some kind of creature or supernatural phenomenon. Cults
serve as dangerous as well as morally questionable targets for
hunters (as many cult members are ostensibly human).

demon: Infernal tempters: sometimes bodiless, other
times quite corporeal. Other names include devils, daemons,
incubi, succubi.

Endowments: Supernatural or high-tech resources avail-
able to those hunters who belong to the third-tier hunter con-
spiracies.

ENEs: Extra-normal entities. Technically, it’s a Task
Force: VALKYRIE term, but other hunters use it as a more
official name for the various fiends and monsters they hunt.

Fallen: Those hunters who have become truly monstrous
(sometimes as slashers; see below). They are often insane and
quite dangerous.

ghoul: generic name for any monster, though can refer
specifically to flesh-eating graveyard haunters or to the slaves
of vampires. Sometimes ghdil.

hunter: One who has taken up the Vigil and hunts the
horrors and mysteries of the World of Darkness.

The Long Night: Compact. Modern Christian hunter orga-
nization; believes the glorious Apocalypse is on its way and must
be ushered forth. However, the world is in the period of Tribu-
lation, and the monsters must be destroyed to pave the way for
Christ’s return. Sometimes called the “Tribulation Militia.”

The Loyalists of Thule: Compact. Occult investigators
of the secret world. Strive to make up for the fact that two
of their members and some of their theories went into the
founding of the Nazi party. Also known as “the Indebted.”

LEXICON

The Lucifuge: Conspiracy. Hunters who purportedly belong
to the bloodline of Lucifer himself. They strive against the destiny
of their blood to bring Hell to the monsters. Sometimes referred to
as the “Children of the Seventh Generation.”

Malleus Maleficarum: Conspiracy. Papal-sanctioned
witch-hunters. Also known as the Hammer of Witches, or
the Shadow Congregation.

Manhunter: A hunter whose Vigil is devoted to normal
humans as well as the monsters. Often seen by other hunters
as morally dubious and outright criminal.

Network Zero: Compact. Ragtag army of hunters devot-
ed to capturing monsters or monstrous phenomena on various
forms of media. Also called the “Secret Frequency.”

The Nibiru: Babylonian hunters, believed to be the first
hunter “cell.”

Null Mysteriis: Compact. Science-minded hunters who be-
lieve that all paranormal occurrences and creatures can be stud-
ied and explained. Sometimes refers to themselves as the “Orga-
nization for the Rational Assessment of the Supernatural.”

Organization: Hunter cells gather together for common
purpose or to battle a common enemy. Smaller organizations
are “compacts”; larger and more ancient organizations are
considered to be “conspiracies.”

pariah: A hunter who has supposedly “retired” from the Vigil.

Reanimated: Corpses animated with mystical power. Of-
ten appear human, but glimpses of stitches and corpse-flesh can
sometimes be seen. Some manifest as zombies or muddy golems.

rogue: A hunter who betrays his cell, compact or con-
spiracy for some purpose. Used as “he’s gone rogue.” Other
terms include “gone off the reservation,” or simply, “gone
south.”

safehouse: A hunter cell’s place of sanctuary, however
temporary.

slasher: A serial killer; often exhibits supernatural traits.
Some hunters whisper that going too far on the Vigil can lead
one to become a slasher.

Tactics: The concerted strategies enacted by hunter cells
against monsters.

Task Force: VALKYRIE: Conspiracy. Clandestine govern-
ment Joint Task Force established to investigate and eliminate
monstrous threats. Sometimes called the “Men in Black.”

The Union: Compact. Blue-collar hunter organi-
zation, ultimately decentralized. Concerned more with
the defense of local neighborhoods and citizens than
any larger ideals. Sometimes called the “Regular Janes
and Joes.”

vampire: Undead blood-drinker. Other names include
bloodsuckers, the Damned, leeches, licks, ticks.

Vigil: A common name for the hunt, as in “on the Vigil”
or “carrying the Vigil.”

werewolf: Lycanthropes who change from man to wolf. Oth-
er names include loup garou, beast-men, lupines, vargr, wolfmen.

witch: A manipulator of magic. Other names include
Crowley, mage, magician, sorcerer, warlock.
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Hidden Threats

The world is a dangerous place. As much as humanity would
like to believe itself safe and in control of the world, the facts
argue otherwise. On a daily basis, the news is filled with evidence
of these dangers. Natural disasters swallow entire towns, sweeping
away lives like so much flotsam and jetsam. Catastrophic accidents
claim tragic tolls — buses of schoolchildren, planes full of inno-
cent travelers, hardworking laborers just trying to earn a paycheck.
Acts of war, crime and terrorism, ever-present and escalating. For
all the defenses and adaptations that humankind has created to
; protect itself, the peril persists.

E And those are just the threats the average person recognizes,
the ones that the mainstream media reports. Behind the scenes, be-
F yond the scope of most mortal eyes, an entire world of other dan-
.- gers exists — perils so dark, so threatening to body, mind or soul,
so impossible to defend against that humanity as a whole refuses
iy to truly acknowledge their presence. These dangers will never be
' reported on the front page of a newspaper, nor made the subject of
charity drives or grasstoots movements. No bumper stickers or editorial
pages will uselessly prod readers to act against them, and humanity, for
the most part, will continue to ignore their presence and steadfastly
disbelieve they even exist.

The tip of the iceberg may reach the news: “Mother kills
children, then self — town outraged!”; “Body found — Sher-
iff’s Department blames cougar”; “Missing teen sought in brutal
slaying.” But regardless of how much credence is given to such
stories, the truth behind most of them will never reach the public.
The truth is simple — monsters exist. Some are human, some once
were, and some only wear human skins to pass amongst humanity.
Many faces. Many horrors.

All the supernatural creatures of legend and nightmares —
vampires, ghosts, witches, demons and more — lurk just beyond

¥ the kenning of humanity. Some see the human population as little
i:ﬂ. more than toys, tools or food, resources to be used for sustenance
; or pleasure and then discarded with no more thought than a human
gives an empty soda can. Others try to live alongside humankind in
5 relative peace, even attempting to emulate human ways. Unfortu-
' nately for humans, regardless of how harmless the intent of any one of
these denizens of the supernatural world might be, their very presence

still presents a danger to those around them. Even the most pacifis-
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tic of monsters may have abilities, knowledge or enemies that are My candle burns at both ends
potentially deadly to those who stumble across them unknowingly, It will not last the night
unprepared for the clandestine power they possess. But ah, my foes,

The world at large is not ready for the truth. And so it chooses and oh, my friends -
to gawk at the blood, to shake its head in disapproval, and then to It gives a lovely light.
go about its naive way, never for a moment believing truly in the -Edna St. Vincent Mlllﬂy P

dangers that exist all around it. "Pirst Fig"
Unfortunately for humankind, not believing in these mon-
sters does nothing to make them less dangerous. Instead, it creates
a vacuum within which these threats thrive, a safe zone in which
they exist and multiply and from which they continue to threaten
the unwary. While humanity spins forth an ever-more tangled web
of governmental policy, environmental guidelines and safety regula-
tions in an attempt to deal with the mundane dangers they willingly
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perceive, these unseen threats — the monsters, creatures and
denizens of the World of Darkness — continue to endanger
humankind as they have for centuries, protected by their vic-
tims’ self-imposed blindness to the peril they face.

Blind to the Dangers

In most cases, even those who come face to face with these
dangers do not recognize them as such. It suits a monster to go
unrecognized, unnoticed, unchallenged, and most have some
method of blending in with humanity or of blurring their pres-
ence from humankind’s collective view. Perhaps more effective
than any supernatural invisibility or demonic camouflage, how-
ever, is the human power to perceive only what pleases them.
And it suits humanity to ignore the horrors, to ignore the dan-
gers they present, and thus to maintain their fagade of safety.

A woman drives along a dark country road and sees some-
thing cross her headlights’ path. It turns, looking over one
shoulder to face the oncoming car, and she gasps as its blue eyes
widen and its human face contorts in fear before it dashes off
into the woods. Later, she reports to her husband how lucky she
was to have not hit “that deer,” and even describes the buck’s
velvet-covered rack, but she would never admit, even to her-
self, that the creature she saw wore a man’s features.

A crime scene in the middle of a big city turns up fibers
among the victim’s disemboweled entrails. When the lab re-
ports the evidence to be shreds of centuries-old linen wrap-
pings that twitch and shudder when touched, the police burn
those fibers and console one another that it was just “some-
thing weird,” some kind of “laboratory error.”

Eyewitness reports of poltergeist activity are labeled as
the hoax of stage magic, or the secretive actions of a petulant
teen, or even mass hallucinations. It couldn’t possibly be a su-
pernatural phenomenon. Man likes things rational. Man likes
things easy. Don’t rock the boat, or you'll be called crazy.

Sometimes, however, ignorance is impossible. Sometimes
the evidence is so clear it cannot be ignored or explained
away. Unfortunately for humanity, when they are not given
the option for self-deception, they often do not leave the en-
counter in any shape to share their knowledge with others.

For some, an encounter with the horror and mystery of
the World of Darkness is fatal. Monsters do not abide by the
same laws that hold sway over the majority of humanity, and
even those predators that are not driven to kill out of hunger,
wrath or bloodlust may do so out of simple expedience or apa-
thy. Dead men, as the saying goes, tell no tales, and those who
do discover the truth that lurks beneath the surface of the
“normal” world are often dealt with in a permanent fashion to
protect the monster’s secret existence. By destroying all living
witnesses, a monster, be it a human slasher or a supernatural
being, is able to foster the aura of disbelief surrounding it, and
foster humanity’s self-delusions of safety, providing a contin-
ued environment of unwariness within which the creature can
prowl at will. Other times the death is not even intentional
— a creature with superhuman strength, temper or hunger
may accidentally kill with no ill intent whatsoever. Humans
can seem frail creatures, compared to some of the monsters

lurking in the shadows of the World of Darkness.

BY FIRELIGHT

While destroying all witnesses is one method of ensur-
ing their secrecy, some monsters rely upon other means to
ensure the silence of those who have seen “too much.” Some
have the ability to make those who have seen too much forget
what they have witnessed, changing or erasing their memory
completely. Unfortunately, such powers are rarely perfect or
permanent, leading to trauma and sometimes insanity when
the monster’s supernatural command to forget begins to frac-
ture. When the truth begins to seep out between the cracks of
the monster’s control, hallucinations, nightmares and visions
begin to emerge. All are shades of an unpleasant truth.

For those without the ability to wipe a witness’ memory clean,
a threat against his or her loved ones is often enough to buy a wit-
ness’ held tongue, especially when it is clear that the predator is
more than willing and capable of carrying through with the threat.
“If you tell, I will kill your family” is a harsh enough threat, but a
creature that holds your son’s still-dripping ear in the palm of its
hand and says, “Speak a word of this, and I will come back for the
rest,” is unlikely to be argued with or disbelieved.

That is not to say that all encounters with monsters end in
the victim’s death, however. Sometimes the monster keeps con-
trol, fighting back whatever monstrous instincts, drives or passions
would set them at humanity’s throat. Other times, the predator
simply has other priorities — bigger fish to fry. Sometimes outside
circumstances intervene, and the monster is either driven off or
chooses discretion over satisfaction of his baser desires.

Eyes Ripped Open

The truth is out there and it crawls into some like a worm
boring into the flesh of an apple. Shattered memories are slowly
taped together. Scars on skin tell an inescapable tale. For every
voice that tells a person to deny what she saw, what she remem-
bers, what she feels, there exists a bigger, meaner voice that gives
it to her straight: we are not alone. We sleep next to beasts. We
drink with monsters. We feel their hands at our throats, their
fingers in our mouths, their breath in our ear. Monsters are real.

The realization is different for everyone, of course. A
police officer sees a pattern amidst several crimes where the
perpetrator can enter locked rooms without a key, can disap-
pear into thin air and can kill its victims with a single touch.
The officer’s logical mind knows these things are impossible
and that surely a logical answer exists. But the patterns say
otherwise. Draw a line connecting the pins in the map on the
wall, and the cop sees a symbol that the Internet tells him
is Satanic in origin. He pursues this information, tumbling
down the dark rabbit hole, suffering from nightmares, wasting
away on his hunt for the truth.

A priest finds himself listening to the slurred tale of a
woman who claims to have “stolen” the life of another. It can’t
be true, of course. And he smells the booze on her breath. She
leaves the confession booth and he follows her. He loses her
for a time, but soon comes upon her — burying a body that
looks exactly the same as hers. He stares aghast as she puts
down a grave marker of a white stone, and then he realizes the
whole field is full of similar stones.

A woman with a violent child opens the door on a foggy
night to find a pack of men in ragged clothing: they explain

that her child is different, he’s like them, and they’re his fam-
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ily now. And they knock her down and steal the child. She
buys a rifle and a pair of bloodhounds. Two nights later, she
sets off after her stolen boy.

Sure, some can remain ignorant. But for others, it’s like
a hangnail or a raw tooth: they can’t leave it alone, pick-
ing at it no matter the pain. They rise to the challenge and
seek to protect those who are unaware or unable to protect
themselves. Or delve deeper, hoping to glean information,
wealth, experience or power from sources others are not
brave enough to tap. They may be driven to exterminate the
source of their hatred or protect those they love, or to re-
deem the souls (or what passes for them) of those who have
been tainted by diabolic powers beyond their ken. They may
_ be spurred by bravery, curiosity, greed, lust, hope or anger.

. They seek, in one way or another, to turn the tables on the
o monsters of the world.

Armed with weapons or wits, using whatever means
is at their avail, they make the choice to cross the bound-
aries between the false light of ignorance and the dark
e depths of knowledge. They choose to learn, to seek, to
A explore and to hunt.

They choose the Vigil.

The Candle, Lit

Hunters slip, step or leap into the Vigil. For each hunt-
er, the Vigil begins with a single and unique moment, when
he realizes not only the truth, but also what he must do in
response to it.

For some it is a conscious choice to make a stand against

evil. A man realizes that something has marked his neighbor-
hood as its territory, stalking his neighbors and his family. The
police do nothing, and he turns to his local pawnshop’s rifle
case to protect those he knows and loves from something no
one else will stand up against. He lays his money on the coun-
ter, hefts the rifle in his hands, and the hunt has begun. He may
not know that anyone else in the world fights the same battle
he does, but he has just joined a brotherhood that spans the
globe and stretches back to the beginnings of humanity.
i, For others, a heartbeat’s worth of reaction time is all it
' l! takes for the Vigil to begin. Something reaches for her from
the depths of an alley, and rather than allow her purse (and
possibly her life) to be taken, she fights back with tooth
and nail and pepper spray. And, even after she discovers
that the creature she is fighting has eyes that blaze like fire
and clicking chelicerae where his mouth should be, she
keeps on fighting. When this attacker is vanquished, she
finds that instead of slinking back to her apartment, shak-
ing in fear, she’s flushed with adrenalin and read to look in
the shadows of each alley she passes for the next depraved
soul foolish enough to think someone walking alone is an
easy target or a fast meal.

One hunter stumbles upon the truth in blood-spattered
tomes encrypted in blasphemous languages, another in a
tangle of tunnels populated by shadowy figures who gain
power from a mysterious stone. Both are pulled into the
enigma, tempted into seeking out secrets that humanity was
not meant to know. They may continue their search purely
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for the sake of learning all there is to know, or stumble across

such heinous wrongdoings and unbelievable horrors that they
vow to use their knowledge to protect those who live in bliss-
ful ignorance. For both, the candle is lit, the Vigil begins.

Some have the hunt thrust upon them. One woman gam-
bles away the rent and then some, but the casino owner offers
her a deal. In exchange for clearing her debt, she has to seduce
a certain patron and coax a particular piece of information from
him. Only, the patron is just wearing the skin of a man; inside
is something nesting, something that shifts and shudders like a
bag of whispering locusts. Or instead of asking her to serve as a
Mata Hari, the casino owner wants only permission to visit her
in her dreams. Or for her to offer up the memory of the first time
she made love. Or her firstborn child. Where others might agree
and become another victim, she refuses and begins her Vigil with
that decision to hunt down the creature that would prey upon
humanity in such a fashion. Or perhaps she agrees, but lays down
terms of her own, turning the tables on her would-be abuser, and
sets out on a Vigil of investigation and exploration. Maybe the
casino owner is not a monster at all, but a hunter looking to
flesh out his cell, and for the sake of her debt, she becomes his
resource, and eventually his newest recruit.

Another man might be called to the Vigil by voices from
heaven or from hell, by ancestors long forgotten or spirits
seeking his aid. Rather than ignore the call or seek therapy, he
listens and is drawn closer to the world of truth that lies just
beyond what most of humanity is willing to see. Where oth-
ers might fall into servitude of the voices, regardless of their
sources, he investigates further. Discovering the alien desires
that lie behind the siren’s call, he sets out to ensure they do
not pull others in with their persuasive whispers, or even to
undermine their efforts to gain a human servant and try to
bind them to his service instead. Is he disgusted by what he
must do? Or enlivened by the power thrust into his hands?

History of the Hunt

The Vigil is as old as humankind itself. As long as mon-
sters have prowled the darkness, brave and desperate mortals
have walked out of the protective ring of firelight to pursue
those shadows. Some die. Many go mad. But someone else
always picks up the torch and steps into the dark.

Some hunters whisper about the history that has preceded
them,; others boast loudly about it. Few are certain what's true and
what's not, only that the Vigil is both timeless and ceaseless.

The Nibiru

Some claim that tablets recovered from the Lost Library
of Ashurbanipal (an Assyrian library handily predating the
Library of Alexandria) tell tales of the first hunter, and even
the first hunter cell.

Marduk, these tablets claim, was not a god at all but a
“divine hero” championed by his army (his “cell”), the Ni-
biru. As the son of Ea, he was both righteous and holy and
tasked with the mission to reclaim the Tablet of Destinies.
The Tablet was said to detail all the events of the past and
of the future, and whoever held it had great power. Unfortu-
nately, the Tablet had fallen into the hands of the monstrous
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goddess Tiamat, who gave it to the god-king Qingu so that he
might effectively rule her armies.

With the Nibiru, Marduk hunted Qingu and Tiamat and
stole the Tablet (which Qingu wore on his chest as a breast-
plate). Marduk also tore into Tiamat (who some say was a
bloated sea monster; others claim her to be far more alien
and otherworldly than that). Upon slaying her, however, she
tore in half and released an army of horrors: scorpion-men,
howling dragons, the corpses of men who had already died,
and iniquitous demons. It is in this way that some hunters
believe they are taking up the Vigil to “put the snakes back
in the can,” so to speak, fixing the errors of Marduk’s legacy.
Others, though, rely on the hope that the story is as full of
shit as it sounds.

Aves Minerva

Ancient Rome had its hunters, as well — the Empire was be-
sieged by monsters within and without, from mad emperors to can-
nibal barbarians, from undead things lingering in the Necropolises
to skin-stealing owl women. Many hunter cells operated as cults
or gangs working on behalf of various gods and goddesses, and the
Aves Minerva (Birds of Minerva) were no different. Aventine Hill,
one of Rome’s seven hills, featured a rough-and-tumble working-
class neighborhood that suffered at the hands of several competing
gangs. One of the gangs working for dominance was the Aves, and
they sought to protect the Hill from the depredations of darkness,
operating on behalf of the warrior-goddess Minerva. (They called
themselves the birds because not only was Aventine Hill home to
various flocks of pigeons, murders of crows and parliaments of owls,
but Minerva herself was also associated with owls and birds from
her Etruscan origins.) As Minerva gifted Rome with the olive tree,
she also gifted the city with the Aves Minerva.

One story suggests it was the Aves Minerva who helped
defeat Cacus, a cannibal monster with fire-eyes (and some say
the child of god Vulcan) lurking beneath the Aventine Hill
in a series of caves. Cacus would eat the bodies of his vic-
tims, but leave the heads to be nailed to various doors and
cave walls in the neighborhood. It was said that they dragged
the corpse of the monster down to the Forum Boarium (cattle
market) to champion their mighty success.

Some hunters claim the Aves were a brute squad, a cult of
thugs representing all that goes against the moral Vigil. Oth-
ers marvel at their success in ending the reign of a particularly
brutal monster (and the child of a god), and even now call
themselves the Aves, or Birds, after that group.

Other Roman hunter cells existed as well. Many dedi-
cated themselves to the investigation (and, for some, ex-
termination) of various humanoid cultures noted in vari-
ous early bestiaries. As Roman explorers traveled the world
and noted strange and terrible races, these cells followed in
their footsteps and, through poison, treachery or outright
murder, decimated the pseudo-human tribes. So efficient
were they in their Vigil that later explorers who attempted
to reconnect with the dog-headed Cynocephali, the long-
headed and long-toothed Macrocephali or the Skiapodes
(the “Shadow-Foots”) were unable to discover any remain-
ing traces of the tribes.




The Archived Hunt

The Scandinavian hero, Beowulf, noted for the destruc-
tion of the legendary monster Grendel (and that monster’s
mother), is often thought by theologians to be symbolic of
overt Christian themes. However, for those who are aware of
the truth and not dissuaded by the impossibility of less esoter-
ic answers, Grendel’s history is much more sinister. The most
common translation of the poem is attributed to a 10% cen-
tury English monk who refers to both Grendel and his mother
as “kins of Cain” — an occasional euphemism for vampiric
or otherwise unholy creatures. For hunters who recognize the
feasibility of such creatures existing, Beowulf is often touted
as one of the earliest recognized followers of the Vigil.

Not all historic hunters fought monsters with sword and
shield. Some explored and recorded the habits of witches,
demons, ghosts or monsters, so that others might protect
themselves. Johannes Nider, a 15" century theologian and
hunter, drafted a book entitled the Formicarius, which de-
tailed (among other things) the habits and practices of a male
witch. Nider himself was a clergyman first and foremost, and
served as part of the Council of Florence. The Council, dur-
ing Nider’s participation, had greater religious clout than the
papacy itself, in no small part due to the financial backing
of the Medici family. Nider publicly denounced the heretical
nature of magic users of all stripes, and did his political best to
fill the politically powerful Council with like-minded individ-
uals. While not everyone on the Council was there because of
the Vigil, Nider and his cell did a great deal to plant the seed
of their anti-witch goals in a group that was all too eager to
brand sorcerers with the Devil’s iron. Perhaps not coinciden-
tally, Nider’s main source of information for the Formicarius
was an interview with an infamous German hunter (and secu-
lar judge) by the name of Peter of Greyerz. Greyerz reportedly
served in a cell that exemplified the rigorous fortitude of the
medieval Inquisition, and used his powers as a secular judge
to condemn witches to death. Greyerz claimed to have, in the
course of his career, personally tortured the confessions from
more than 200 European men, women and children, and then
sentenced them to death. Each and every one, he claimed,
eventually admitted to practicing witchcraft and having sold
their souls to the devil in exchange for some diabolic favor.

More recently, another writer-hunter collected his life’s
studies of one particular monster into a book that, unfor-
tunately, spelled demise for his career. Anthonid Cornelis
Oudemans was a noted 19®™-century biologist whose insight-
ful additions to the field earned him the title of director of
the Royal Zoological Gardens in The Hague. Unfortunately
for Oudemans, not long after being appointed director, he
encountered what he would later describe as a sea serpent.
Having witnessed what humankind had long claimed was
a creature of folklore, Oudemans was struck with a passion
(or, some would say, an obsession) to learn more. He took
to the Vigil, spending the rest of his years hunting down
“mythical” sea creatures, or accounts thereof, across the
globe. Early in his Vigil, he was able to mask his hunt in the
guise of his work for the Royal Zoo, but in time, his passions
took him further and further afield, and it became obvious
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RFID CHIPS

The official records of Task Force:
state that the RFID chips
implanted in each soldier to operate
the agency's' ‘Advanced Armory are short
range and act only to 1identify each
hunter to his equipment. Rumors suggest,
however, that in recent years, additional
technology added to the microchip allows
the organization to track each hunter's
moves down to a matter of feet, through
a series of global satellites that can
ping the implanted data chips.

In 1995, part of the VALKYRIE cell was
lost while assigned to investigate the
sighting of a "draconic ENE" (extra-
normal entity) in a remote mountain range
in Papua, New Guinea. Separated from
their base camp by a severe earthquake
and stranded without supplies, the rest
of the cell feared the worst for the
lost hunters. Within hours, however, the
organization had forwarded the stranded
group's coordinates to the base camp. The
hunters were rescued, exactly where the
coordinates claimed they would be found.

Inquiries as to how the organization
had located the missing hunters went

While the inherently clandestine nature of
the Vigil means that no overall records of each
and every hunter throughout history exist, many
conspiracies and compacts keep their own rolls.
The Lucifuge, for example, is rumored to have
an archive containing the names and histories
of every hunter who has joined their conspiracy
since its inception. Even stranger, rumors per-
sist that this archive also includes clandestinely
gathered samples of every member’s hair, blood
and other personal articles (family photos, an art
project from elementary school, the desiccated
ear of a beloved family pet). No member of the
Lucifuge has ever confirmed the existence of this
archive, believed by some to be located in the
Syrian peaks of Mount Hermon, where Jesus was
reportedly tempted by the Devil. This region was
one of the most hotly disputed during the 1967
Six-Day War, although to this day, the Lucifuge
insists that to be entirely coincidental. Similar ar-
chives (although without the rumors of supernat-
ural blackmail material) are accredited to many
hunter organizations. Modern groups, such as the
Union, are often more public about their records
(at least to other members of the compact). Task
Force: VALKYRIE reportedly uses highly encoded
computer databases to keep track of its members’
training and assignment history.

For those who have access to these histor-

unanswered as '"classified," but popular

conjecture stated the

such purposes, but they also

not entirely accurate.

to everyone (including those who had appointed him to the
directorship) that whatever drew Oudemans to the far ends
of the earth, it was not his appointed duties. The final straw
came in 1892 when, against the advice of his cellmates, Ou-
demans published a dissertation about his studies. The Great
Sea Serpents of the World was a popular read, but unfortu-
nately for Oudemans, it was not seen as the scientific trea-
tise he imagined. Instead, readers treated it with the same
sense of amusement they did the “Penny Dreadfuls” and
other works of gothic horror and occult fiction that swept
Victorian culture. When Oudemans, in an effort to be taken
seriously, presented the work at a conference of his peers,
he was ridiculed, and resigned his position as director soon

thereafter. Oudemans’ public career ends there, but his cell
was rumored to have captured some of the first photographic
evidence of lake monsters, one of the earliest recorded uses
of cameras and film for the Vigil.

situation was
proof of the unadvertised homing ability
of the REID chips. Official statements
deny that the chips can be used for
claim
the RFIDs are hackproof - a claim some
enterprising individuals have proved is

ic files, hunters are credited with innumerable
small and large victories against the monsters of
the past centuries. According to the Aegis Kai
Doru, one of its hunter cells stopped the sadistic
rampages of the bloodthirsty Countess Elizabeth
Bathory in the late 1500s. Bathory is an interest-
ing case in hunter history, as she was rumored to
be in possession of an artifact that, when activat-
ed with certain types of human blood, was able
to renew her youthful appearance. Paranoid (and
rightfully so), the Countess had the relic spirited
away to an unknown location. Rather than sacrifice her and
lose track of the relic (said by some to be a spear, others a
wretched mask), the hunter cell assigned to her proved her
sadism and had her imprisoned in a tower. The group then
spent the next several years alternately bribing, threatening
and occasionally torturing the noblewoman in an attempt
to gain the secret of the item’s location. Official agency re-
ports claim the group was successful, although they are less
clear on the fate of the magical relic itself. Records suggest
that Bathory, separated from the relic, died of advanced age
as her purloined years caught up with her.

Others hunters, however, believe that the Aegis Kai
Doru was less than pure of motive in its investigation of
Bathory’s practices. Rumors among members of the Loy-
alists of Thule claim that Bathory was not a monster, but
instead a hunter whose victims were not innocent noble-
women as the group professed, but members of a profane
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coven possessed by the devil. One Thule researcher
created an entire thesis that claims the Aegis was
so anxious to get its hands on Bathory’s magic relic
(which he claims may never even have existed)
that they were willing to imprison, torture and

‘ w = eventually kill another hunter.
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Journals from within the Ascending Ones point

to a perhaps familiar tale: in the mid-1700s, a cell of
Ascending Ones traveled to south-central France on

Ba, AP Yl
: .‘g-.:m_u Pep,
. l the trail of what locals called “the Beast of Gevau-
[ dan,” a reported giant wolf-monster that had savagely
S8,

=1 mauled and killed dozens. The hunter cell hoped to
= harvest the creature’s teeth, blood, saliva and bones 5
to fulfill the creation of a number of its more illicit
Elixirs. The group spent most of two years tracking )
the creature, attempting to stay one step ahead of
others who had been assigned by the king of France
to try to kill the beast (which continued its rampage 1
¥ despite the cell’s best efforts to hunt it down). In ot
B 1765, the king’s chief wolf hunter, Francois Antoine,
¥ 1t brought down a grey wolf of great size that many be-
lieved to be the Beast. The Ascending Ones bribed !l
Antoine for samples from the slain creature’s body,
but the materials proved ineffective, leading them to #1h}
believe that perhaps the great hunter had killed the
wrong animal. Less than three months later, the crea-
ture killed two more children, proving the Ascending
Ones correct; the king’s man had missed or faked his !
intended quarry. Hunts continued, but none managed -
to bring down the Beast. In 1767, a devoutly religious
: local farmer set out to do what hundreds before him
o -_ had failed to do. Jean Chastel went to a location the
¥ Beast was known to frequent, bearing nothing but
his Bible and a rifle loaded with bullets made from
a silver icon of the Virgin Mary. He began reading
| scripture aloud, and when the Beast approached, wit-
nesses say it waited patiently for him to finish the
text before attacking, at which time Chastel shot it
dead. Unlike earlier “successes,” this time the Beast’s
predations ceased and the body was shipped to the
king as a trophy, much to the denied Ascending
, Ones’ frustration. The story suggests that Chastel !
+ was later recruited by the Malleus Maleficarum. i
History books claim that the mysterious serial
killer known as Jack the Ripper held the streets of
London hostage for a number of years, killing more
than a dozen English prostitutes in the late 1880s.
Jack was never apprehended by the police and, ac-
cording to popular knowledge, simply stopped his
rampage of slaughter without ever paying the price
for his deeds. Members of the Ashwood Abbey know
differently, however. In August and September of
1888, five women of loose moral stature were killed
on the streets of London and the surrounding neigh-
borhood of Whitechapel. When “Saucy Jack” (as the
killer sometimes referred to himself in the smug letters
he posted to the police) made it clear that murder was
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CHESTNUT STREET COMPACT

In an event that in some ways mirrored, and was perhaps inspired by, the
signing of the Declaration of Independence a year earlier, representatives
of Pniladelphia's various hunter cells met secretly near Independence Hall
in the latter half of 1777. At that meeting they drafted a'document, the
Chestnut Street Compact (sometimes called the "Candle Compact," both as a
reference to the Vigil and to the circumference of candles that surrounded
them that night), which expressed their commitment to each other and to
keeping Philadelphia's population safe from supernatural malevolence.

The existence of the Compact was lost to Pniladelphia's modern-era hunters
until 1973, when a University of Pennsylvania professor unearthed a colonial
diary that referred to it, then began to piece together oblique references
from other sources. Ironically, his attempts to understand the origins and
meaning of the Compact led him to take up the Vigil as a member of Null
Mysteriis. His reconstruction from secondary sources, reproduced below,
ugses some modern idioms; 1it's unlikely that the terms "hunter" or "Vigil"
were spoken by the colonials protecting their homes and neighborhoods.

The Compact

Let it be known, whereas our common humanity compels us to bind together
in a Vigil to stand for people of the City of Philadelphia against a cruel
and monstrous Enemy, we declare our allegiance to the following principles
that together our light may drive back the armies of the dark:

That hunter shall help hunter. Quarrel, personal animosity, social station,
religious conviction or political difference shall not be an impediment
when a hunter needs aid against the Enemy. No call for aid shall be denied
insofar as any are able to give assistance.

That hunter shall not fight hunter. No hunter will take up arms against
another, or treat him as Anemy, or work in any way against him, or seek
to undo his work. No hunter shall ally himself with the Enemy against his
fellows, nor seek treaty to his own advantage that may cause pain to another
who stands in Vigil.

That hunter shall not name hunter. The nature of the Vigil being a secret
one, for the protection.of the public at large, no hunter shall reveal the
activities of another to any authority, be it civil, church or federal. No
hunter may identify another as such to anyone not of the Vigil, not to friend,
kin, colleague, nelghbor, stranger or any other person or persons.

That all who stand Vigil are equal. No hunter 1is 1in nature superior to
another, all hunters have a right of saying their peace. Rank and structure
of command are for the purposes of effective prosecution of the Vigil only,
and do not extend beyond the Vigil, nor invest one hunter with authority
over another with regard to personal, family, business or other matters.
Furthermore, each hunter assembly may conduct 1its affairs on 1its own
ground as 1its sees fit, subject only to the concerns of its members and the
principles of this document, and need not seek approval or permission of
those not operating within the same jurisdiction.

The Candle, Doused '

Few know what precisely caused the Compact to end back then. Ancillary
Journals hint at the possibility that many of the cells were inflltrated or
enthralled by the forces of the night, which worked in the cracks and fissures to
break the alliances apart. Others suggest that as the horrors of Philadelphia
waned as a result of an overly effective Compact, the hunters came to find
new enemies: one another. Ideologies ramped, tempers flared and sword-tips and
gun barrels pivoted away from the shadows and toward the hunters. Another
interpretation suggests that, as hunters are sometimes said to represent fire,
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fire burns out. A candle's flame gutters.
Over time, the Compact simply winked out,
its time done.

The Compact, Tonight

These days, the 1idea of the Candle
Compact 1is a vibrant, living thing among
many hunters. It comes up on web forums.
Sometimes it'll be spray-painted on
passing trains or scrawled on flyers that
are stapled and taped all over the city.
The Compact exists as something of an
ideal for many hunter cells who envision
an army of humans standing against the
horrors, who believe that in the spirit
of togetherness, humankind can overcome.
And this isn'’t just a vibrant, viral idea
in Philadelphia: communities of hunters
all around the world know of the Candle
Compact (though quite often inventing or
adding apocryphal "whisper-down-the-lane"
details) and hold it aloft. Cynical (or
some say realistic) hunters claim that
it's a pipe-dream, a naive goal that has
the substance and strength of a house of
cards, and that to pursue it is tantamount
to giving the monsters power.

But visionaries struggle to bring the
Candle Compact to bear once more from
city to city. The efforts usually meet
with some success. Hunters from different
backgrounds and disparate ideologles may
come together for a time and, in evoking -

the Compact, may manage some triumph . = e
against a troublesome threat. But rarely -.m
does the Compact [(often named for a part -

£

of its city: "The Coit Tower Compact'" in
San Francisco or the "Underground Compact"
in London) last beyond the year. :

The living dream of the Chestnut Street |
Compact still thrives in Philadelphia, |
too. While 1it's in no way pervasive "
and, like it is in other cities, it's @
always short 1lived, it does seem to . -
stir a likelier spirit of cooperation -
between hunters who would normally not
be caught dead working with one another.
The whispered reverie of "revolution is
coming" 1is common on the lips of many | ’
who carry the Vigil. The text of the h?fW

translated Compact in some form always
ends up taped to some store window or
dropped in one's email inbox from an | =
anonymous sender. Is it a dream come |,
true? Or a nightmare made manifest, born | ~
out of blood and fire? Perhaps the truth [™se_

lies somewhere in between.
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“more than a passing fancy, he drew the attention of the Ab-
bey’s London cell.
Intrigued, the club set out to do what the police could
not — catch the Whitechapel killer. And it did. In Decem-
ber of the same year, Jack was apprehended by members of
the Abbey shortly after he had strangled a prostitute by the
name of Rose Mylett. The Abbey subjected the serial killer
to extensive cross-examination to ascertain it had found the
true killer — and then recruited him into its midst, where he
remained an active member for a number of years. Most mem-
bers of the Abbey insist that the group intended for the Vigil
to fulfill Jack’s darker needs in a more positive manner. The
official records, available only to high-ranking members of
the organization, state that the leaders of the cell at the time
claimed it was doing society a service in offering him another
outlet for his “needs,” and remark on Saucy Jack having taken
to the Abbey’s particular brand of entertainment with an un-
equaled enthusiasm. Within a few months, however, even the
Abbey’s activities began to pale and Jack continued his predi-
lection for murdering prostitutes. Although the Abbey’s up-
per crust had no particular empathy for the street whores, in
time it became clear that his hobby would eventually lead the
mundane authorities to the Abbey itself. They cautioned him
to end his activities, and for a time he did, but in February of
1891, temptation became too great, and Jack struck again.
Shortly thereafter, the Abbey organized its own hunt,
bringing down its former member and thus putting an end
to the Whitechapel murders. Saucy Jack, a.k.a. Jack the Rip-
per, thus had the honor of being the first (but not the last) of
the Abbey’s members to also end up as their quarry. Abbey
records suggest that the London cell voted on Jack’s fate after
capture. Its leader had suggested that, considering its spring-
heeled companion’s penchant for evisceration (and, accord-
ing to rumors, consumption of the organs of his victims), it
would only be appropriate that he end his existence by serv-
ing the cell in the same (literal) fashion. The official vote was
four to two against the suggestion, however, with the leading
argument against being that it was inappropriate to consume
the sweetbreads of one who had formerly been one of their
own. “We are many things,” the records state, “but cannibals

we are not.”
One Endless
Vigil

The Vigil is the long, dark night waiting for the enemy’s
footsteps and the knowledge that, while the dawn will come
again, it’s a long way off and you’ve got no guarantees that you
and those you love will be around to see it.

The Vigil is seeing into hidden places that most men
do not acknowledge, let alone explore. It is uncovering se-
crets, both amazing and awful, that humanity would prefer
remained hidden.

The Vigil is remaining eternally watchful, not only for
the monster without, but the one within. Each act of despera-
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tion a hunter takes, each line he crosses and each sin he com-
mits bring him closer to being a monster himself. Every step
he takes into the darkness to protect others from the things
that dwell there is one step closer to never coming back, to
losing his light and becoming part of the shadows.

The Vigil is desperation. It’s knowing that no matter how
many things you kill, there will always be more. No matter
how many secrets you uncover, you can never know every-
thing you need. No matter how many lights you shine into
the darkness, it will always be there, just waiting for your
torch to go out, for your light to fade.

But the Vigil is also triumph. Despite the costs, despite
the sacrifices, despite the danger, you and yours do make a
difference. You might never rid the world of monsters, but
you can stop one killer, one predator, one force of evil and, in
doing so, make the world a little safer, a little better, a little
lighter for those who remain unaware of the truth.

A Thousand_Toints
of Ligh

The Vigil is not one thing. It has many faces, many hands.
Many truths, many lies. With every individual hunter comes
an individual approach to the hunt.

Some are warriors, solders, killers. A redneck tracking
a strange alligator-human hybrid through the swamps fires his
father’s shotgun as he seeks vengeance for the old man’s death.
Street punks chase winged, living statues through the back al-
leys of their city, brandishing knives, pistols and lengths of
chain. Called by God to fight demons, a cell pitches cobbled-
together bombs made from holy water at a fleeing demon. One
hunter immobilizes and “neuters” the threat. Another might
instead torture it for information. A third hunter would rather
cut its fucking head off and move on to the next wretch. For
these hunters, violence is always the answer.

Some are scholars, investigators, builders. A techni-
cian creates a cage that shudders with electromagnetic pulses,
counteracting the supernatural abilities to any beast thrown
inside. A scholar researches ancient means of detecting and
casting out restless spirits, spending nights in the deepest li-
brary archives, popping pills to stay awake. A barfly chats up
slimeballs, contract killers and the slaves of an undead men-
ace in hopes of gathering information on things even worse.
One hunter believes the answer lies in his books or on the
web. Another thinks the truth lurks in his lab, staring back at
him from behind the lens of a microscope. A different hunter
knows he can get what he needs with a silver tongue and a
fake ID badge.

Some are healers, rehabilitators, visionaries. A nurse
run ragged stays up late, patching the wounds of a fellow
hunter and trying to use humor to help him forget the pain.
Three hunters in dark suits tie a howling fiend to a chair,
knowing that this time, the “deprogramming” efforts will be
successful. An alcoholic architect has a moment of clarity and
knows that he can not only use the monsters, but he can even
work with some of them to find peace, prosperity and, most
important of all, power. One hunter thinks he can save the
world one patient at a time. Another knows the demons can




RN

be again made human if he finds the key to unlock
whatever festers in their dark hearts. Another still
sees opportunity where others find only horror.
Hunters must use every resource available to them,
calling in their contacts, allies and connections to glean
knowledge and skills that they themselves may not pos-
sess. A politician lobbies for zoning laws and legal injunc-
tions, trading political favors and influence for votes that
his constituents have no idea are designed to curtail the
activities of cults, slashers and spell-wielding warlocks.
A photojournalist gathers images no publisher will ever
print, from Fortean forums and kooks too crazy to be
taken seriously. He archives them, cross-referenced to
serve as resource material for the rest of his cell. Con-
nections. Information brokering. Networking. Hunters
know that humanity’s eyes are everywhere, even when
the witnesses don’t know what they’re seeing, and that
the power created by pulling society’s strings is more
than any one individual can muster on his or her own.
A hunter might be a famous activist or a bodyguard to
Hollywood personalities who sees the truth behind all
the tabloid tales. Another might be a 911 emergency e
dispatcher with a reputation for handling the “weird” e
calls, or a taxi driver in the bad part of town, keep-
ing an eye out for those who have no protectors and
gleaning stories from those to whom no one listens.
Every hunter, a different face, a different Vigil.

And a Million
Mad Shadows

Whether he deals in guns and bullets or scrolls
and parchment, whether she wields an ancient sword
or a digital camera, eventually the Vigil takes its toll
on every hunter. The hunt is an obsession that can
weigh on a hunter’s shoulders like a cross made of I-
beams. The Vigil demands. It comes with endless cost
and requires greater and greater sacrifices. It is truly a
candle burning at both ends.

On one hand, a hunter has the financial toll.
Sure, some hunter compacts and conspiracies pay their
cells, and some pay well. The rest? They’re shit out
of luck. A hunter cell working block after block late at
night doesn’t get paid in anything beyond the charity of
suspecting strangers. Bills mount up. The mortgage comes
due, comes late, comes up bust. Families need food. Cars
need gas. Guns need ammo. Where does the money come
from? A day job? A night job? Maybe. But can the hunter do
both? The Vigil doesn’t stop. A hunter can’t just “turn it off.” 1 ¢
Even when he takes a night for himself, what if the fiends come (o ; ';. _ T 1 - ""l i
for him? Or what if his radio squelches and he hears the e M - | (A
pleading cries of a cellmate locked in some monster’s at- — .
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one hunts the dregs of the dregs while another’s Vigil is -
dedicated only to those monsters with old money and blue blood. . = =
Every approach brings new dangers. ,_~, S '

On the other hand, the Vigil incurs a personal toll. Does = == &
a wife understand why her husband comes home at dawn,




sleeps for two hours, then goes to work? Maybe
she plays dumb for a time, but even the most
devoted spouse can only wash bloodstains out
of clothes so many times. Maybe the hunter
brings his wife onboard, shows her the torch the
he carries into the darkness, but that only puts The
a big, bloody bull’s-eye right in the middle of

can’t afford to both go home in body bags.
What about sanity? It’s not easy remaining on
the Vigil. Dealing night after night with things
that howl for a hunter’s blood and aren’t even
supposed to exist in the first goddamn place
wears away at one’s moral fabric. Never mind
the nightmares. Sure, hacking away at an un-
dead fiend until it turns to greasy ash is satisfying on one
level, but there’s always that tiny voice that asks could it
have been saved?! Are you just as bad as they are, a murderer,
a monster! Even if the mind doesn’t crack and shudder, the
body is just as vulnerable (if not more so). Broken bones
don’t heal easy. Heart attacks and strokes are common (that
stress, it's a killer). The barest scratch from a vile thing
becomes infected fast, and modern medicine is not swift
enough to eradicate a supernatural super-bug.

Finally, the legal. Hunters might be protecting human-
ity (or their own interests), but what they do exists clearly
outside the law. A hunter steals a witch’s book from her li-
brary, but he’s wrong to fear her malefic magics: no, she just
calls the cops. A cell tracks down a wolf-headed man-beast
and drills it full of silver-laced buckshot, over and over
again. When it’s done, it’s not left with the cooling corpse
of a man-beast. The wolf’s head is gone. So are the claws,
the lupine joints, the bristling hairs. Now it’s just a man,
and he’s got holes blown through his chest and is missing
parts of his legs. Can the cell explain that to the police or
the FBI? What happens when CSI points the investigation
in their direction? After all, it’s not like the city’s full of
guys drizzling hot silver in shotgun shells — a single speck
of residue damns them with incrimination. Yes, some con-
spiracies and compacts offer their protections against this
kind of thing, but no protection is bulletproof. Even the
most decorated soldier of Task Force: VALKYRIE will find
himself in the slammer if he makes a mess so big his superi-
ors can’t cover it up.

Hunter Society

The Vigil is a desperate, twilit struggle, waged by a deter-
mined few against the monsters that haunt the dark corners of
the world. Its skirmishes are fought in back alleys, basements
and isolated farmhouses, often under the very noses of the
people that hunters stake their lives to protect. Hunters must
keep their Vigil a closely guarded secret, because humankind
as a whole is ignorant of the horrors lurking in its midst. Rather
than being hailed as saviors, hunters are cast beyond the pale of
human society. Their actions brand them as criminals, madmen,
even terrorists by an increasingly paranoid and fearful public.

COMPACTS AND CONSPIRACIES

The term "compact'" is meant to reference
Chestnut
Candle Compact),
alliance (p. 22).

her forehead — and if they have kids, they The
a term that' hunters use
their
certainly happy to use it to describe
the other shadowy groups with which they
clearly compete.

Street Compact (a.k.=a.

an early hunter
term 'conspiracy'" 1isn't really
to describe

own organizations, but..they’'re

Yet while the Vigil is a lonely and isolating existence,
very few hunters can take on the night alone and hope to
survive. They need weapons, equipment and first aid. They
need food and shelter, and someone they can trust to watch
over them while they sleep. Most of all, they need people
they can talk to just to keep the horrors of what they do in
perspective, lest they become monsters themselves. At the
same time, however, the need for secrecy — and the threat
of infiltration by supernatural or even human adversaries —
means that hunters must view everyone around them with a
certain degree of suspicion and paranoia. These conflicting
— and often volatile — desires drive the existence of hunter
societies all over the world.

Any city or town that harbors a multitude of monsters will,
sooner or later, attract a multitude of hunters as well, each with
their own tactics, agendas and ideologies. As their paths cross
in the pursuit of the Vigil, these hunters form alliances, share
information, offer support and sometimes organize into larger
and more effective organizations. They also argue, compete for
resources, interfere with and even actively oppose one another
at times, as all human societies are wont to do.

Hunter society is small and secretive, even in large
cities like London or New York, but it is also vibrant and
constantly in flux. Individual hunters band together to form
cells, pooling their skills and resources to take on solitary
monsters that threaten their communities. Sometimes these
hunters become aware of other cells in their area and they
form broader ties that grow into larger compacts, creating
a network that spans entire cities or regions. In rare cases,
hunter organizations grow so large that their resources and
influence span entire countries. These conspiracies, while
powerful and ruthlessly efficient, must contend with the
same inter-conspiracy politics, bureaucratic inertia and
conflicting interests common to any large organization.
Examples of these three organizational tiers can be found
in nearly every city around the globe, interacting with one
another in an uneasy balance that forms the basis of hunter
society as a whole.

This section describes the three tiers of hunter organiza-
tion in detail, discussing how they take shape, their relative
strengths and weaknesses, and how they interact with one
another in the keeping of the Vigil.

"
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Hunter Cells

A cell is the smallest and most common element of
hunter society; at its core, it’s a group of like-minded people
dedicated to stopping the monsters that threaten their homes
and loved ones. These groups usually comprise only a hand-
ful of individuals, often with minimal resources and limited
knowledge of the supernatural, and their area of influence is
extremely local. They come together to investigate and fight
the thing that’s stalking children in their neighborhood, or
is leaving bodies drained of blood in the alley behind their
apartment building.

Any given city features dozens, if not scores, of hunter cells.
Many operate in complete ignorance of one another, never
glimpsing the larger struggle going on around them. They oper-
ate out of living rooms, tool sheds and Internet cafés, fighting
with a combination of wits, courage and improvised weapons
against a foe they only barely understand. Their composition
can be as varied as the circumstances that brought them to-
gether: a cell can be composed of a group of neighbors plagued

by the same angry spirit, a team of cops who decide to take the

law into their own hands in the face of a seemingly unstoppable
murderer, or a band of college students out to investigate the
mysterious death of one of their friends.

Hunter cells are typically focused on short-term results:
they track down and deal with the immediate threat by any
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means necessary. They find where the vampire sleeps during

the day and drive a stake through its heart, or they burn a
haunted house to the ground to keep more kids from disap-
pearing into its depths. The emphasis is on survival: us versus
them, with little room for negotiation or compromise.

The lifespan of a hunter cell is often very short; with lit-
tle support and few resources to draw on, the deck is stacked
against it from the start. Apart from the physical risks, the
Vigil takes an extreme psychological and emotional toll on
hunters as well, and unless they are very careful, a cell’s activi-
ties can often draw the attentions of local law enforcement.
Even those cells that survive a confrontation with a monster
will sometimes try to disband and return to their everyday
lives, hoping that theirs was an once-in-a-lifetime experi-
ence. Only the most dedicated hunters see the Vigil as a true
calling, devoting their lives to protecting humanity against
the horrors that walk among them. These cells can persist
for months or even years, accumulating hard-won knowledge
and experience at an often-terrible cost.

Forming a Cell

A hunter cell is often born from tragedy: a husband loses

his wife to a mysterious, bestial killer and vows revenge, or
a priest watches members of his flock sicken and die from a
baffling malady and begins to suspect the work of a sorcerer
in their midst. The fact is that monsters have existed unseen
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" among humankind for thousands of years, and are past mas-
ters at concealing their activities from casual observation. It
takes a horrific encounter or a terrible loss to pry the scales
from a person’s eyes and inspire them to take up the Vigil.

Hunter cells tend to grow organically, beginning with one or
more core members who have suffered at the hands of the mon-
sters, then growing to include friends, family or co-workers who
are persuaded to join the hunt. The founder of a cell might turn
to his best friend for backup and support, then his friend suggests
bringing his cousin, a retired police officer, into the group. Over
time, the cell might incorporate other victims of the monster
it’s hunting, or family members who insist on taking part for no
other reason than to keep their loved ones from completely los-
ing themselves to the hunt. Whatever their initial motivations,
by the time they have had their first encounter with a supernatu-
ral being, they have become fellow hunters and members of the
Vigil. One cannot look into the face of a demon or feel the wrath
of an angry spirit and come away unaffected by the experience.

No two hunter cells operate in the same way. Their
methods vary depending on the personalities, resources and
motivations of the people involved. Some cells may be highly
organized and tightly focused, led by former military or law
enforcement personnel; others may be a collection of aca-
demics who plot strategy at the university library, or a group
of used car salesmen who plan their next move at their weekly
poker game. Everyone is making things up as they go along,
incorporating the techniques that work and trying to survive
the ones that don’t.

A typical hunter cell is composed of three to five people,
but can be as small as two people or as large as 20. In prac-
tice, the size of a cell fluctuates over time. Hunters still have
to keep a roof over their heads and pay tuition to keep their
kids in school, so members sometimes have to drop out and
return to their normal lives to keep things on an even keel.
Other members become too injured — mentally or physically
— to continue, and have to put the Vigil aside while they piece
themselves back together. Still others run afoul of the law, or
are killed during the course of the hunt. Their absence leaves
a hole that the cell must try to fill, so most cells are always on
the lookout for other likely recruits. The only practical lim-
its to the size of a hunter cell are its resources and its ability
to organize, and its need for secrecy. A hunter cell devoted to
confronting malevolent spirits could set itself up as professional
paranormal investigators and operate more or less in full view
of the public. A group of inner-city kids who are burning down
abandoned tenement buildings to wipe out nests of flesh-eating
ghouls have to worry about the police and property owners in
addition to the monsters they're fighting, so the fewer people
who are aware of their activities, the better.

While larger hunter compacts and conspiracies have
been known to assign individual hunters to cells on an ad hoc
basis to perform specific tasks, most prefer to recruit existing
hunter cells and employ them according to their needs. Other
conspiracies, such as the government’s Task Force: VALKY-
RIE or the Cheiron Group (see the Hunter Conspiracies sec-
tion for more details) will recruit individuals and form them
into permanent cells for future operations.

BY FIRELIGHT

Strengths and Weaknesses

The primary strength of a hunter cell is its size — with
only a handful of members, the team is stealthy and agile,
able to react to changing situations quickly, take action, then
blend back into the crowd. If they are careful and keep their
numbers small, cells can operate invisibly for a very long time,
avoiding notice until they are ready to strike. By drawing on
the individual skills and resources of their members and us-
ing their wits, the cell is self-contained, self-reliant and, with
experience, can become extremely effective.

A cell’s limited size is also its primary drawback. Its op-
erations are limited to the availability, resources and skills of
its members, and it’s difficult to replace losses quickly. The
members of the cell have no one to turn to in a crisis ex-
cept one another, and no safety net in the event things go
catastrophically wrong. These shortcomings are the primary
factor in driving hunters to band together when possible and
form larger organizations.

Hunter Compacts

Hunter cells that survive long enough will eventually
stumble across the existence of others like them, each going
about the Vigil the best way they know how. After weeks or
months fighting a solitary struggle against the unknown, most
cells are eager to share what they’ve experienced and offer
help in return for the same. As more cells pool their knowl-
edge and resources to pursue a common goal, their network of
communication becomes more elaborate and better organized.
Greater numbers and more resources lead to greater success
out on the streets, and before long, the efforts of multiple cells
are being organized to deal with threats across an entire city.
This is how many hunter compacts take shape, starting out as
a collection of isolated groups that come together to pursue
the Vigil on a much larger scale.

In other cases, hunter compacts began as mundane enti-
ties that changed their focus upon learning of the existence
of the supernatural. The aristocratic debauchees of the Ash-
wood Abbey, for example, were little more than a collec-
tion of very wealthy libertines until the group was nearly
wiped out by a werewolf attack many years ago. Since then,
they have devoted their collective wealth and influence to
seeking out and confronting the supernatural for their own
hedonistic ends.

While a hunter cell typically focuses on the threats that di-
rectly impact the homes and loved ones of its members, hunter
compacts can cover an entire city or a region — of, in some cases,
setting up chapters all across the world. Compacts like the Union
use Internet forums and traveling delegations to organize chapters
in North America and Europe, for example, while the fraternity
of pseudoscience occult scholars known as Null Mysteriis takes
advantage of the cliquish nature of academics to extend its influ-
ence into universities and libraries across the globe.

Any given city can be home to any number of hunter
compacts, usually operating as a satellite group or chapter of
the larger collective, and interaction between compacts is
common. Alliances, rivalries, turf wars and, in rare cases, bit-




ter feuds have been known to occur as the goals and agendas
of the different groups intersect and sometimes clash.

Hunter compacts have the numbers, resources and knowl-
edge base to operate on a much broader level than an indi-
vidual cell. Individual chapters or teams work in accordance
with the compact’s overall goals, and sometimes are given spe-
cific tasks to perform that support the group’s broader agenda.
A cell might be tasked with gathering weapons, equipment
or other resources, or establishing safehouses for use by other
members of the compact, or it might be called in to help out
a cell in a nearby town that’s found itself in over its head.
Many of these compacts are very secretive about their opera-
tions and their goals, for reasons of security, but such measures
leave them open to accusations of hidden agendas and abuses
of power. In some cases, these suspicions are justified.

The lifespan of a hunter compact can be quite long, depend-
ing on the quality of the group’s leadership and its core resources.
The Ashwood Abbey, with its well-heeled membership, claims
to have been in operation since 1850, while the Union, with
its broad base and volunteer leadership, has gone through many
different iterations since the early 20" century. When a compact
fails, it is usually the result of a schism within the ranks, inter-
vention by law enforcement or, worst of all, from infiltration by
monsters. The Union itself suffered this fate in the mid-1990s,
when monsters or their agents managed to access the organiza-
tion’s Usenet forums and used them to hunt down and kill many
of the group’s members. When a compact splinters or is too deci-
mated to survive, its remaining cells sometimes seek to join with
other groups in their area or try to rebuild upon the foundations
of what went before. In rare cases, the survivors go their separate
ways, perhaps scarred by the betrayal of their former comrades.
Such a case happened in the late 1990s to a small compact in
Philadelphia known as the Order of the Broken Bell. Though
the group enjoyed some initial successes, its founder, a former
steelworker named Caleb Malone, apparently suffered a mental
breakdown after the destruction of a powerful nest of vampires
in the city. In the course of a single night, he hunted down and
murdered more than half of the organization’s members before
he was shot and killed by city police. The surviving members
scattered in the days that followed, amid accusations that Ma-
lone and his cell were communicating secretly with another
group of vampires. Though some of the compact’s cells are still
active in Philadelphia, none of them has attempted to resurrect
the brotherhood. Rumors persist that members of the organiza-
tion had sold out to a powerful vampire, and suspicion still runs
deep among those that remain.

Forming a Compact

Most hunter compacts are born of sheer, bloody-minded
pragmatism: multiple cells, working together and pooling
their resources stand a better chance of survival than a bunch
of isolated cells. As cells become aware of one another, they
build informal ties together, even if it’s just sitting down for a
drink every so often to compare notes and offer ideas on how
to deal with a particular threat. Over time, bonds of trust form
and the cells begin to work together against the monsters in
their city. As more cells are brought into the fold, a crude
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network develops that has its own set of unwritten rules and
methods of operation. Eventually, this network grows until
it reaches a critical mass — perhaps it’s three or four cells,
perhaps more — and someone steps up and begins to formally
organize things. Even then, some compacts prefer to operate
as a loose fraternity, while others are strictly regulated and
have clear chains of command.

Before long, each compact develops its own modus operandi
with regard to the Vigil. Some focus their efforts on a specific
form of supernatural threat, such as sorcerers or vampires. Other
groups capitalize on the skills and perspectives of their members
to specialize in particular aspects of the Vigil: some are pure in-
formation-gatherers, such as Null Mysteriis, while others special-
ize in tracking werewolves or dealing with ghosts.

Ultimately, every hunter compact develops its own ideol-
ogy with respect to monsters and the Vigil itself. Sometimes,
as in the case of the Ashwood Abbey, an ideology drives
the growth of the organization, rather than the other way
around. This ideology ultimately affects how the group se-
lects new members and interacts with other hunter compacts
they encounter. It also forms the basis for the organization’s
long-term agenda, which may or may not be shared with the
group’s rank and file.

A typical hunter compact might number between 50 and
200 members overall, though there are rarely more than 20
or 30 members (anywhere from four to six cells) in any given
city. Some compacts have strict limits to their membership,
determined by arcane formulae or other esoterica. Others,
like the Union, fluctuate in size from month to month as new
chapters are added and others break apart.

Strengths and Weaknesses

The main strengths of a hunter compact lie in its num-
bers and the resources it can bring to bear against a supernatu-
ral threat. Most compacts are able to provide financial and
material assistance to a cell, especially if it is performing work
for the compact itself. A cell can also count on the support
of other members of the group if they find themselves in need
of backup. Compacts can provide medical assistance at times;
they may have members who are doctors, or have a financial
arrangement with doctors who are willing to treat injuries
with no questions asked. If a cell needs to lie low in order to
avoid the authorities, it can take refuge with other members
in another city, or even flee to another country. This kind of
support often means the difference between life and death for
hunter cells all across the globe.

Hunter compacts also provide something arguably more
important than money, guns and warm bodies: a store of
knowledge gained from arduous research and hard-fought
confrontations with supernatural foes. Some of this informa-
tion may be erroneous, based on faulty observations or misap-
prehensions, but these “occult databases” are works in prog-
ress, constantly added to and refined by the members of the
group. Groups like the Union and the underground broad-
casters of Network Zero make their databases freely available
over the Internet, while groups such as Null Mysteriis hoard
their knowledge jealously.
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A compact’s size is also its greatest weakness. Like an
individual hunter cell, the more people involved, the more
noticeable the cell’s activities become. Hunter compacts have
suffered remorseless attacks by groups of monsters (such as the
plague of attacks unleashed on the Union in the 1990s) and
even been the subject of Federal investigations. One small
group in Washington state found itself under investigation by
the ATF as a result of several illegal arms purchases, which led
to an armed standoff at the founder’s residence that resulted
in the deaths of several of the organization’s members.

Internally, hunter compacts are prey to conflicts of lead-
ership and ideology. Sometimes these differences can be re-
solved by the group’s members, but can also lead to a schism
that breaks the organization into a multitude of angry fac-
tions. The Loyalists of Thule, an organization of hunter-the-
osophists, suffered such a schism in the years following the
Second World War, which sparked two decades of violent
conflicts between splinter groups. The internecine conflict
only ended after two of the splinter groups were killed in a
mysterious explosion at a farmhouse outside Paris in 1968.

Finally, even the most stable compact is vulnerable to abuses
of power, corruption and secretive agendas that can undermine
or even subvert the efforts of its members. Hunter compacts are
not above using unaffiliated cells as pawns or stalking horses in
the course of their operations — and from there, it’s only a small
step to manipulating its own members as well.

Hunter Conspiracies

Most hunter compacts eventually reach an organiza-
tional plateau and, barring a radical change in leadership or
a huge influx of resources, they don’t grow any larger. Some-
times, this is a conscious choice on the part of the compact’s
leadership; the Ashwood Abbey, for example, has very strict
requirements regarding whom it accepts into its ranks. Larger,
more freewheeling compacts such as the Union eventually
reach a point where they are too large to effectively control
without a strong central authority, leading to dissension and
mismanagement that not only inhibits further growth, but
can eventually cause the group to disintegrate altogether.

In a few rare cases, however, some hunter groups man-
age to survive these challenges and grow until they become
influential, well-financed conspiracies that are capable of
challenging the world’s monsters on an even footing. Many
of the world’s operational hunter conspiracies are quite old:
the Malleus Maleficarum, for example, is a monster-hunting
society formed by the Vatican in the mid-16®* century, while
the mysterious cult called the Aegis Kai Doru traces its ori-
gins back to ancient Greece (or before, according to some
members). Another group, referring to itself as the Lucifuge,
claims it can trace its origins all the way back to Mesopotamia
and beyond, though not even the scholars of Null Mysteriis
care to confirm such audacious claims.

Through shrewd leadership and relentless dedication to
the Vigil, these conspiracies have built a resource base that al-
lows them to operate more or less self-sufficiently; more impor-
tantly, they have accumulated a storehouse of occult knowledge
and operational tactics that their smaller peers can only dream
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about. This includes special equipment or Endowments spe-
cially created by the conspiracies, built to give their personnel
superthuman abilities akin to those possessed by the monsters
themselves. In certain cases, these Endowments are actually
synthesized from the very creatures the hunters fight against.

Most hunter conspiracies maintain a permanent pres-
ence in every major city around the world; even Task Force:
VALKYRIE, a black-ops monster-hunting organization an-
swering to the United States Department of Defense, has
one or more officers assigned to embassies in Europe and else-
where. Smaller chapters or “crisis teams” can be found in less-
er cities and towns, ready to swing into action at a moment’s
notice. Most of these conspiracies go to great lengths to stay
informed about the operations of other hunter organizations.
Some, like the Cheiron Group and Task Force: VALKYRIE,
devote almost as much energy to tracking other hunter groups
as they do the monsters themselves.

Hunter conspiracies perform a wide range of opera-
tions in pursuit of the Vigil, from tracking and destroying
monsters to information-gathering missions, resource ac-
quisition and surveillance of other hunter activities. Many
conspiracies also perform what is euphemistically referred
to as “human resources” missions — building ties with po-
litical and commercial assets that will support the conspir-
acy’s future operations. This can include anything from
contributing to a senator’s re-election campaign to gather-
ing incriminating photos of a CEO?’s sex life. Problematic
individuals are sometimes removed to pave the way for
potential allies as well. Though no concrete proof exists,
rumors persist that the Cheiron Group has been instru-
mental in fomenting unrest in the Haitian capital of Port-
au-Prince in order to create an advantageous environment
to pursue secret initiatives in the island’s interior.

Most hunter conspiracies measure their existence in cen-
turies; past a certain point, they attain a degree of size and ma-
terial wealth that insulates them from even the worst catas-
trophes. A conspiracy could lose all of its field operatives and
most of its leaders — such as with the infamous Easter Purge
of the Malleus Maleficarum in the early 1800s — but as long
as their core supporters remain, the organization can eventu-
ally restore itself. The only way to completely tear down a
hunter conspiracy is to cut off its lifeblood: the vast amount of
money such an organization requires in order to function.

Forming a Conspiracy

Hunter conspiracies typically form in one of two ways:
either they are built from the ground up, starting with a few
determined cells and a collective vision, or they are created
almost whole cloth by the mandate of an even more powerful
political, religious or corporate entity.

Conspiracies such as the Lucifuge and Aegis Kai Doru
owe their current power and influence to the strength of
their respective ideologies, which lent focus to their efforts
and sustained them over hundreds of years of bitter strug-
gle. Their mysterious, legendary origins, cloaked in layers
of tradition and custom, also serve to draw the attention of
wealthy and influential supporters, who ally with conspira-
cies such as these in hope of future rewards. (The Lucifuge
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is rumored to maintain a Skull-and-Bones-style network of
academics, industrialists and politicians around the world,
for example.) The more wealth and influence these groups
acquire, the more supporters and recruits they are able to at-
tract; eventually, their size and capabilities are limited only
by the strength of their leadership and the weight of the
bureaucracy that supports them.

By comparison, agencies such as Task Force: VALKYRIE and
the Cheiron Group are extremely recent creations, but they enjoy
a degree of power and influence out of proportion to their age.
Task Force: VALKYRIE, which traces its official origins to a classi-
fied Presidential Executive Order in the mid-1950s, is composed of
highly trained operatives from every branch of the Armed Forces
and Federal Law Enforcement, and has billions of dollars of tax-
payer-funded resources to draw on. The Cheiron Group, funded
by a powerful and influential global conglomerate, enjoys a similar
degree of sophistication; it can recruit the best and brightest minds
right out of college and back them up with well-paid former sol-
diers from the world’s foremost militaries. What these conspiracies
lack in age and experience, they make up for with the best people
and equipment money can buy.

The operations of these hunter conspiracies are far more
centralized than in smaller hunter organizations, determined
in accordance with strategies and directives established by
conspiracy leaders. Missions are assigned to respective cells or
strike teams, and any change of plans must be passed up the
chain of command for approval. This means that, for all their
power, these conspiracies do not have the agility or flexibility
of their smaller counterparts.

Hunter conspiracies are quite large, often comprising as
many as 2,000 to 4,000 personnel worldwide. It is believed
that Task Force: VALKYRIE is among the largest of modern
hunter conspiracies, with an estimated complement of 8,000
personnel, but three quarters of that figure are support staff and
administrators. Even relatively small conspiracies, such as the
Malleus Maleficarum, consist mostly of support personnel, in
the form of administrators, researchers, armorers and so forth.
Estimates vary, but it is widely believed these conspiracies can
field anywhere from 750 to 1,000 frontline operatives world-
wide. While hunter conspiracies will occasionally recruit new
operatives from hunter cells or “headhunt” them from smaller
organizations, they also have the resources to seek out and re-
cruit potential operatives. These recruits are then trained and
formed into mission teams, or kept in a pool of operatives and
organized into ad hoc groups as the situation demands.

Strengths and Weaknesses

Hunter conspiracies are able to bring a wide range of
powerful assets to bear in the course of the Vigil, removing
many of the day-to-day challenges that smaller cells and
second-tier organizations must contend with. A conspiracy’s
operative has access to operating funds, equipment — even
lodging, in some cases — and benefits from a well-established
and efficient support network that provides everything from
operational intelligence to medical aid. Conspiracy influence
and resources can also shield operatives from local law en-
forcement — Task Force: VALKYRIE frequently operates in
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the US under the guise of DEA or ATF crisis teams, and the
Cheiron Group keeps a very powerful, well-funded legal team
on retainer, 24 hours a day. This doesn’t mean that conspiracy
operatives are above the law, but they don’t spend every wak-
ing moment looking over their shoulder, like many hunter
cells do. For this reason alone, many hunter cells and small or-
ganizations view these powerful groups with no small amount
of jealousy — and fear.

In addition to these advantages, hunter conspiracies are
able to equip their operatives with unique Endowments that
give them powerful advantages against their foes. These En-
dowments take the form of ancient, mystical relics, elixirs,
pharmacological compounds, or cutting-edge technology —
the sort of equipment most hunters can only dream about.

Yet there is a steep price to pay for such unrivalled capa-
bility. The Endowments these conspiracies bestow upon their
operatives often come at a terrible physical and psychologi-
cal cost. The Cheiron Group, for example, synthesizes crude
biotech devices from dissected monsters and issues them to its
operatives, leading to nightmarish tales of mental illness, mu-
tation and death. Agents of the Lucifuge wield terrible powers
bestowed upon them by purportedly diabolical entities, forc-
ing these would-be hunters to contemplate if they aren’t any
different from the horrors they are sworn to destroy.

Further, operatives in the employ of these groups don’t
enjoy the freedom of action an independent hunter cell does.
They are given their missions, told where to go and what to
do, and have little freedom to deviate from the plan. What is
more, many hunter conspiracies will not hesitate to sacrifice
an operative — or an entire team of operatives — if it is in
the best interests of the conspiracy’s overall goals. Sometimes
they are even ordered to spare a monster they encounter, for
reasons known only to those at the top. Conspiracy opera-
tives frequently operate in a world of shadows, risking their
lives for an agenda they only dimly understand.

Finally, like all large and powerful organizations, hunter
conspiracies are mired in often-Byzantine layers of bureaucra-
cy and red tape, as the central leadership struggles to maintain
its control over its sprawling web of money, resources and po-
litical influence. Opportunities are often lost while a mission
team sits in its safehouse, waiting for permission to act, or
teams find themselves walking into an ambush because urgent
warnings took too long to reach them.

The Hunter Community

Any given city around the world is host to a community of
hunter groups, from individual cells to representatives of dispa-
rate compacts and conspiracies. Despite the secretive nature of
the Vigil, it is only a matter of time before these groups come
into contact with one another. Alliances are formed against
the horrors of the night, but in some cases, the presence of mul-
tiple compacts can lead to competition and even open conflict
over everything from ideologies to potential recruits.

The sections below detail the various ways that elements
of hunter society come together — and the reasons they
sometimes compete or even clash with one another.
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Alliances

Cooperation is key to survival in the pursuit of the Vigil,
and hunters recognize the value of alliances when faced with a
common foe. This is especially true among hunter cells, many
of which find themselves outnumbered and outgunned by their
foes and glad of help wherever they can find it. Even larger
compacts or conspiracies are not above forging short-term alli-
ances, often trading information or other resources in exchange
for crucial support during the course of a mission. In many ways,
the forging of alliances and the sharing of support is the glue
that bonds the disparate elements of hunter society together.

The longest and most durable alliances are typically
formed between hunter cells; indeed, these ties are often the
first steps toward forming a larger compact of linked hunter
groups. By combining their resources and focusing their efforts
on one threat at a time, the cells can achieve far more collec-
tively than they could ever accomplish alone. Over time, these
bonds become complex networks involving multiple hunter
cells, each with its own informal rules of operation.

Alliances between cells and hunter compacts are also
commonplace, although such arrangements typically favor
the compact. Sometimes a cell needs information or special
resources it can’t get anywhere else, and a compact will pro-
vide them for a price. This usually involves sharing informa-
tion or performing a task in return at a later date, which can
sometimes be more difficult and dangerous than the cell’s
original mission. Some compacts, such as the scholarly Null
Mpysteriis, will frequently seek out unaffiliated hunter cells to
perform fieldwork for them, in exchange for information that
will benefit the cell’s own activities.

By contrast, alliances between hunter compacts tend to be
short-term affairs where the interests of both parties temporar-
ily intersect, or to form a united front against a much larger
threat. These are typically nervous and mistrustful affairs, even
at the best of times, as neither compact wishes to yield any
more of its power or influence than absolutely necessary.

Hunter conspiracies are generally less likely to form alli-
ances than other groups; few instances present themselves where
a smaller compact can provide assets that they don’t already pos-
sess, and sharing their own resources for limited gain isn’t profit-
able to them. Exceptions have been known to occur, of course;
the Loyalists of Thule have been known to provide crucial data to
everyone from the Cheiron Group to the Malleus Maleficarum,
and Task Force: VALKYRIE reputedly sought a temporary alli-
ance with the papal-sanctioned hunters in an operation against
a group of vampires operating within the Atlanta diocese. Con-
spiracies pursue these arrangements within carefully proscribed
boundaries, often drawing up actual documents that detail the
specifics of what support they will provide and the length of such
joint operations.

The rarest alliances of all occur not between compacts
and conspiracies, but between individuals with differing al-
legiances who are also members of the same cell. As unaffili-
ated cells become aware of the greater community of hunt-
ers within their home city, they are drawn (or in some cases,
actively courted) to join one group or the other. Sometimes
the members of the cell are drawn in different directions; a

would-be scholar may find herself drawn to Null Mysteriis,
while another cell member may prefer the informal, blue-
collar camaraderie of the Union. Still another may be ap-
proached by the Long Night, appealing to the hunter’s deep
sense of faith. When these situations occur, most cells will
either hash out their differences and go with a group that
all the members can agree on, or they will splinter apart and
the hunters will go their own ways. Occasionally, however,
a very tight-knit or exceptionally idealistic hunter cell will
try to have it both ways, allowing each hunter to pursue his
or her own affiliations while still working together in pursuit
of the Vigil. These collective cells have the potential to be
extremely effective, drawing upon a wide spectrum of assets
and resources to combat the enemy, but they are also prone
to immense internal pressures and conflicts of interest that
threaten their survival on a nightly basis.

Every member of a collective cell must walk a knife-edge,
balancing his commitment to his chosen hunter group against
his loyalty to his cellmates. This degree of pressure largely de-
pends on the groups involved; the Ashwood Abbey affects a
degree of disdain toward members who insist on “consorting
with the rabble,” but doesn’t attempt to actually punish its
members for such activities. The Long Night, on the other
hand, actively fears for the souls of its members who interact
with hunters who don’t see the spiritual imperative of their
mission. In one famous case, a member of the compact named
Raul Gonsalves was declared anathema and attempts were
actually made on his life after local leaders of the group dis-
covered his wife was secretly affiliated with the Lucifuge. Still
other groups are reluctant to share information or resources
with members whose commitment is less than 100%. Hunters
affiliated with Null Mysteriis are informed at the outset that
they will never gain access to the compact’s higher levels if
there is even the slightest chance the knowledge could find
its way into the hands of non-members.

As serious as these external pressures are, often the inter-
nal pressures of conflicting ideologies pose a far greater risk to
a cell’s survival. A hunter devoted to the Long Night or the
Malleus Maleficarum must fight the forces of darkness with her
last breath; what then is she to do when another member of
her cell is intent on capturing a monster and delivering it to
his masters at the Cheiron Group for study? If the cell is well
led or its members are willing to sort out their differences, they
might work out a compromise, but sometimes these differences
of belief can lead to tragedy. The scholars of the Indebted often
relate a cautionary story to new members regarding a cell in
London in the 1950s. This cell discovered a rare and infamous
magical grimoire at a book dealer’s shop in Kensington, and im-
mediately the members of the group began to quarrel over what
must be done with the book. One member, who was closely
affiliated with the Malleus Maleficarum, was determined to de-
liver the book to the Vatican’s secret archives. Another, who
was part of the Long Night, intended to seize the book and
burn it. A third member, who sought entry into the Lucifuge,
was determined to plumb the book for its awful secrets. The
conflict ultimately tore the cell apart, just as the hunters at-

tempted a botched robbery of the bookshop. The book dealer




was accidentally killed, along with two members of the cell,
and the rest were arrested shortly thereafter. The grimoire was
taken into police custody, and disappeared not long afterward.

Despite the challenges and pressures that weigh upon
these collective cells, some still manage to flourish by focus-
ing more on what its members have in common than the
things that divide them. Though the Long Night and the
Malleus Maleficarum often disagree on what to do about a
given threat, they share a commitment to protecting inno-
cent souls from the forces of evil. Both compacts disdain the
dissolute behavior of the members of the Ashwood Abbey,
but they can at least agree on bringing a monster to bay and
ultimately destroying it. Such a combination of conflicting
ideologies existed in a single cell — the famous (and possi-
bly apocryphal) Greenwich Village Irregulars, who operated
in New York City during the late 1970s. Though constantly
pressured by their superiors in the organizations they served,
these hunters refused to let their individual beliefs trump the
friendship they had for one another. For many years, their
activities were a symbol of unity for New York’s embattled
hunter community, and survivors of that period credit the Ir-
regulars with keeping the Vigil alive at a time when many
were willing to surrender the city to the monsters.

Contlict

Despite the many reasons hunters have to work together,
just as many pressures exist to drive cells, compacts and con-
spiracies into conflict with one another. One hunter cell may
believe that a few innocent deaths are a small price to pay in or-
der to destroy a powerful monster. It may not think twice about
setting fire to an apartment building in order to destroy the
flesh-eating ghouls lurking in its labyrinthine basement — but
another cell of hunters with friends and family who are living
in the building may have other ideas. Or a cell of Network Zero
broadcasters may be trying to compile footage of vampire activ-
ity in their city — even if that means catching other hunters on
camera and exposing their identities as a result.

The most common form of conflict between hunter cells
tends to occur when allied groups find themselves at odds over
what to do with a particular supernatural threat. One cell may
be in favor of destroying the monster as quickly as possible
before it claims more victims, while another cell may prefer to
watch and wait, gathering valuable information and looking
for the right time to strike. Still another group may believe
that not all monsters are irredeemable, and are determined to
try to negotiate a peaceful outcome instead of going in with
guns blazing. With passions running high and lives hanging in
the balance, alliances can collapse and, in extreme cases, one
cell may act to prevent the efforts of another, culminating in
a violent showdown. This can sometimes occur even among
cells belonging to the same compact or conspiracy, requiring
quick thinking and strong leadership to defuse the situation
before a tragedy occurs.

In the case of hunter compacts, issues of ideology and
methodology can bring groups into conflict. While the Loyal-
ists of Thule frequently offer their services to hunter cells and
organizations in return for new information, they have been
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known to oppose the efforts of groups that, in their opinion,
threaten a potential opportunity to gather vital data. Rumors
persist that Null Mysteriis scholars have sent warnings to sub-
jects under observation, allowing them to escape destruction at
the hands of other hunter cells — in one case resulting in an
ambush that led to the death of an entire cell of Long Night op-
eratives. In another example, hunters affiliated with the Union
found themselves at odds with a chapter of the Ashwood Ab-
bey in Moscow. The members of the Abbey, all well-connect-
ed oligarchs or members of the local Mafiya, were capturing
monsters and then releasing them into the city slums to hunt
for sport, something the Union militantly opposed. When a
Union cell moved against one of the Abbey hunts, it led to a
series of violent street battles that left hunters of both compacts
dead (or serving permanent prison terms).

In some cities around the world, the prominent hunter
groups come together and create an agreement or framework
intended to prevent conflicts — or, failing that, to create an im-
partial means of adjudicating large-scale disputes. An example of
this is the historic Chestnut Street Compact (a.k.a. the “Candle
Compact”) created by Philadelphia’s hunters back in the 1700,
or the famous Night Pact of Berlin, crafted in the years just af-
ter World War 1. Such agreements are very difficult to maintain,
however — much less enforce. The Papal Concord of Rome is
one exception, but that owes more to the overpowering presence
of the Vatican and its agents than anything else.

In addition to conflicts of ideology and ethics, hunter
compacts and conspiracies sometimes find themselves com-
peting with one another for the resources they need to con-
tinue the Vigil. The Union might find itself struggling to re-
build its rosters after a tragic loss in San Diego, only to find
that a chapter of Aegis Kai Doru is aggressively seeking out
hunter cells in the city and recruiting them. This can lead to
strained relations and occasionally open conflict between ri-
val groups as they attempt to continue their operations in the
city. Often, unaffiliated hunter cells are drawn into the midst
of these rivalries as the participants maneuver for advantage,
and sometimes a clever or ambitious contact will learn how to
play one hunter group against another for a handsome profit.

Hunters also find themselves in competition for influ-
ence in the local political arena, for contacts in law enforce-
ment and sources of information on monster activity in the
area. Although it seems irrational that members of the Vigil
wouldn’t be willing to share these resources for the greater
good, the fact of the matter is that there is a finite number
of these assets in any given city, and time is frequently of the
essence when hunting the enemy. Time spent tracking down
information for one group means that another group must go
without, leading to lost opportunities or tragic reversals if the
cell decides to act without proper intelligence. As a result,
most experienced hunter cells guard their resources jealously,
sharing them only when they can afford to or stand to gain
something in return. Groups like the Ashwood Abbey and
the Cheiron Group are especially notorious for this, placing
contacts and political figures on “retainer” in order to guaran-
tee access to their services at a moment’s notice. This has led
to some tragic situations in the past, as desperate hunter cells
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take matters into their own hands to persuade the cooperation
of a valuable asset. One case in St. Paul involved a small cell
of hunters who kidnapped the children of a local city council-
man in an attempt to force his cooperation regarding a crucial
rezoning vote for one of the city’s downtown districts. The
councilman’s “handler” in the Cheiron Group got the local
authorities and the FBI involved, and when the dust settled,
one hunter was dead and the councilman’s daughter had been
hit by a stray bullet in the gun battle. And all the while, the
monsters continued to prey upon the city’s residents.

Some hunter groups, particularly Network Zero and the
Union, strongly believe in the freedom of information and
communal use of resources. Union-dominated cities, such as
Chicago and Boston, attempt to keep competition such as this
to an absolute minimum — and aren’t afraid to enforce this
dictum on hunter cells that violate this unwritten law. Net-
work Zero simply chooses the subversive approach, dissemi-
nating as much information on as grand a scale as possible,
though this sometimes causes as many problems as it solves.
Hunter cells have, on occasion, actively attempted to shut
down Network Zero transmissions, fearing the information
could be used against them by tech-savvy monsters. Network
Zero has also run afoul of chapters of Null Mysteriis on more
than one occasion; the underground broadcasters have taken
exception tothe scientists’ secretive practices for some time,
and more than once they’ve “slashdotted” pseudoscientific
texts or other rare information that Null Mysteriis believes
should be kept secret. So far, Network Zero has managed to
keep the upper hand in these information wars, but several
transmitted texts have recently turned out to be embarrassing
hoaxes, tarnishing the Network’s reputation. Rumors persist
that Null Mysteriis has begun pushing back by implement-
ing a misinformation campaign, neither side considering the
damage this erroneous data may cause to other hunter cells
who try to use it against their foes.

On occasion, money and resources are sources of com-
petition among hunter groups, usually among cells that
originate from within criminal organizations or gangs. Sev-
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eral hunter cells in Miami with ties to the city’s
drug trade have wasted no time using their access
to illegal funds and weapons to pursue the Vigil.
This has led to bloody conflicts over money, guns
and territory, which the hunters see as a neces-
sary evil and part of the cost of doing business.

Turf battles aren’t just limited to criminal
hunter cells, however. Some hunter conspiracies or
compacts — and even some large cells — operate
on the principle that they alone are capable of ef-
fectively pursuing the Vigil, and will actively op-
pose other cells operating in their area. Task Force:
VALKYRIE is especially notorious for this practice,
although as an arm of the Federal government, it
can be expected to take a dim view of “civilians”
getting in the way. Other compacts, such as the
Long Night and the Loyalists of Thule, have also
been known to move against other hunter cells that
they see as interfering in their operations. Even rel-
atively benign compacts such as Null Mysteriis and Network
Zero have been known to move against hunters who place
their information-gathering efforts at risk.

It's been rumored that some conspiracies even protect cer-
tain monsters, and will defend them against other hunter cells,
if necessary. Task Force: VALKYRIE, the Cheiron Group and
the Ashwood Abbey have all been accused of this practice, al-
though for different reasons. These groups have worked with
certain monsters in the past, using them as stalking horses, in-
formation assets or sources of supernatural resources they could
not get anywhere else. Network Zero still transmits the story of
the “Portland Seven” on the anniversary of their disappearance,
almost six years later. The tale has grown in the telling, as con-
spiracy theorists add still more twists to the story, but the core
facts are this: a cell of seven hunters in Portland, Oregon, con-
tacted members of the Network, claiming they had uncovered
evidence of monsters occupying powerful positions in the Feder-
al government. A meeting was arranged to transfer the data files
to the Network for uploading, but none of the Portland hunters
showed up — and the two Network members sent to pick up
the files were killed in a mysterious car crash only a few hours
later. No one ever heard from the Portland hunters again, and
it is widely believed they were silenced by Task Force: VALKY-
RIE in an effort to protect national security. Why the conspiracy
would want to shield monsters that had managed to infiltrate
the government is the subject of heated debate among conspira-
cy theorists, but the suspicion remains, nonetheless. “Remember
the Portland Seven” has become a rallying cry for hunter groups
that decry the atmosphere of secrecy and internecine struggle
that taints the pursuit of the Vigil worldwide.

Upward Mobility

While hunter society can be classified into three basic,
structural tiers — cells, compacts and conspiracies — it’s pos-
sible for an individual hunter or a team of hunters to cross
these lines many times over the course of their Vigil. Hunter
society pretends to be an egalitarian one, as far as it goes:
personal ability and dedication supposedly trump virtually all




other concerns, and some hunter groups are eager to take on
new recruits to replace those lost in the struggle.

Of course, there lingers an obstacle to this: many of the
hunter groups remain shrouded in mystery, existing in a big
gray ocean of uncertainty. What they do goes beyond the law.
It exists outside sane and rational experience. It does them
little good to go advertising their actions and motives. Hunter
society, for all its supposed alliances, can also be alarmingly
guarded, circling the wagons against one another as much as
against the monsters out there in the night.

Still, as individual hunters aggregate into cells and, over
time, become aware of the larger hunter society in their area,
many seek the support of larger hunter compacts whose ide-
ology matches their own (or, at least, they hope that’s true).
Given the constant dangers and the desperate nature of the
Vigil, most groups are willing to add new members to their
ranks, though many organizations subject new recruits to a
trial period to determine their suitability. Issues of trust re-
main a paramount factor: potential members could be under-
cover cops or Federal agents, or even servants of a cunning
monster intending on subverting their compact from within.
They could even be from a rival group, hoping to plumb their
“new friends” for information. This attitude is especially prev-
alent among larger hunter conspiracies; because of their size
and secret nature, they are particularly prone to infiltration by
enemies and rival hunters. It’s not unknown for potential re-
cruits to operate for months with only minimal support before
they earn access to a conspiracy’s valuable resources.

Even then, it’s not uncommon for a hunter cell to gain
admission to a larger compact, only to part ways later when pre-
sented with a better offer. Conspiracies will ruthlessly recruit
exceptional individuals or cells from smaller compacts, offer-
ing money and stability (rarely making clear that the cost can
be an individual’s freedom of choice). In other cases, a hunter
cell might grow disillusioned with the practices of the group it
belongs to, and will ally itself with another compact that bet-
ter reflects its ethics and beliefs. Some compacts take a philo-
sophical view when members choose to leave the fold; better
to part on good terms and remove a potential source of conflict
than to create discord among the ranks. Other groups take an
extremely dim view of members leaving the fold, particularly
esoteric compacts such as the Loyalists of Thule or the Malleus
Maleficarum. Operatives in the employ of Task Force: VALKY-
RIE are still members of the United States Government and
face Federal charges if they “desert” their assigned post, and
agents of the Cheiron Group must sign punitive non-disclosure
and conflict-of-interest agreements that make parting with the
conglomerate an extremely difficult process.

Some ambitious or deeply conflicted individuals find
themselves attempting to serve multiple masters, acting as a
member of one hunter cell or compact while secretly working
for another. Conspiracies will frequently attempt to recruit
disillusioned members of rival groups and keep them in place
for months or even years, using them as sources of informa-
tion on the group’s inner workings. Sometimes hunters will
turn to other compacts for support if they disagree with the
leadership of their current group and are looking for help to

set things straight. Unfortunately, once matters have been set
aright, these altruistic souls find themselves beholden to the
compact that supported them, leading to conflicts of loyalty
that can have tragic results. When found out, these “double
agents” often find themselves frozen out by both groups and
left to fend for themselves.

In rare cases, a hunter cell will attempt to “freelance”
with a number of compacts or conspiracies in its area, per-
forming tasks in exchange for material support or information
that will aid it in its own efforts. Typically, most compacts are
unwilling to risk precious resources on a hunter cell to which
they don’t enjoy any formal ties, but sometimes such “merce-
nary” cells are useful for dangerous or risky operations that the
group doesn’t want traced back to it. Tragically, this typically
involves the freelancers in operations against other hunter
organizations, or used as stalking horses to flush out powerful
and dangerous adversaries for the group’s member cells to deal
with. Despite these risks, some hunter cells enjoy limited suc-
cess with this approach, gaining friends and contacts within
multiple organizations that they can later use to benefit their
own pursuit of the Vigil.

Downward Mobility

As easy as it is for hunters to “rise through the ranks”
in hunter society, it is just as easy for individuals and cells
to fall from grace. Hunters who disagree with the leader-
ship of an organization can quickly find themselves cast
out if they threaten the group’s stability or show signs of
claiming the leadership for their own. Sometimes this leads
to a schism within the group, as the cast-out members take
one or more cells with them, but in other cases, the af-
fected hunters represent the lone voice of dissent, and are
thus easily pushed aside.

In other cases, a hunter cell might disagree so much with
its organization’s approach to the Vigil that it takes matters
into its own hands, eliminating a monster that the group’s
leadership refused to act against, for example, or spoiling a
much more violent plan that the organization was preparing
to set in motion. Few organizations are willing to ignore such
insubordination, and if the rogue cell doesn’t quit the group
on its own volition, it is frequently blackballed by the organi-
zation’s leadership.

Sometimes a hunter cell performs extreme or reckless
actions that make it too much of a liability to its parent or-
ganization. Cells that cause civilian deaths, traffic in illegal
substances such as poison or explosives or otherwise threaten
to expose the organization’s activities are cause for casting
these loose cannons out of the fold. Ironically, sometimes
these cells are quickly snapped up by other hunter groups who
admire their resourcefulness and zeal, or want access to the
cell’s criminal contacts.

Most often, a hunter or a hunter cell can find itself iso-
lated for the simplest of reasons: violating the trust placed in
it by one or more organizations. Paranoia and secrecy are un-
fortunate consequences of the Vigil, and betrayals of trust are
rarely, if ever, forgiven. The news of such a betrayal quickly
makes the rounds on Internet forums and by word of mouth,
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until the individual or cell finds itself branded by its ac-
tions. From that moment forward, it is looked at with a
suspicious eye, and if the hunter or hunters compound
this betrayal with still more dishonesty, they risk becom-
ing too untrustworthy to deal with. Such a case happened
in 2002, when a hunter cell led by a scholar named Si-
mon Morell broke from the Cheiron Group for allegedly
selling access to the organization’s pharmacological data-
base. Ruined financially by the conglomerate’s legal team,
Morell turned to the scholars of Null Mysteriis, and was
accepted on the basis of his experience and academic cre-
dentials. Before long, however, he was caught attempting
to auction several of the organization’s most secret texts
to a group of bidders in Eastern Europe; the betrayal so
angered the normally benign scholars that Morell and
his cell were forced to flee Paris and settle in the United
States. For a time, Morell attempted to freelance in New
York and Washington, DC, but his reputation for untrust-
worthiness preceded him. Finally, he was deserted even
by his former colleagues, and disappeared altogether in
late 2004. Rumors persist that the rogue scholar may ulti-
mately have sold his services to an apocalyptic cult in the
nation’s capital, trading his knowledge of hunter society
in exchange for a measure of the status he once enjoyed.

Criminals and Outcasts
In any society, there exist individuals whose actions
place them beyond the pale; the desperate and bloody
struggles that mark the Vigil has spawned more than
its share of rogues, outcasts and criminals who now find
themselves hounded by hunters and monsters alike.
Since no universal approach to the Vigil exists, no
two organizations can agree on what constitutes pro-
scribed behavior. Some especially zealous cells or groups
contend that since monsters are no longer human (if they
ever were), they deserve no ethical or moral consider-
ation. Atrocities, including torture, might be permissible
against creatures that view the human race as nothing
more than prey. Other organizations vehemently dispute
this notion, on the grounds that atrocities are never per-
missible because these acts degrade the hunters who per-
form them. This creates a murky area that encompasses
the majority of hunter activities, from cold-bloodedly
destroying a vampire in its coffin to spraying a restaurant
with machine-gun fire in order to wipe out a pack of un-
suspecting shape-changers. Hunter cells exiled from their
parent organization for their excesses can sometimes find
a safe haven with another group that shares their per-
spective on the Vigil. Even then, however, extremists
risk the wrath of other, equally zealous hunters who are
more than willing to enact summary judgment against
those they perceive as just another kind of monster.
Other hunters become pariahs because they are dis-
illusioned with their former organizations and choose to
go rogue instead. Sometimes these rogues escape with
proprietary information or irreplaceable resources, which
their former superiors will go to great lengths to recover.
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Task Force: VALKYRIE is frequently accused of using “death
squads” to eliminate rogue members, though its operatives ve-
hemently deny such activities. Even smaller compacts, such
as the Loyalists of Thule, have been suspected of using as-
sassins to silence rogue members who are believed to know
too much about the group’s clandestine origins. One such
assassination is believed to have occurred in Prague during
the latter years of the Cold War, when a prominent occult-
ist named Janos Kadinsky was found poisoned in his flat just
a month after publicly breaking with the group. The Loyal-
ists of Thule denied any involvement with Kadinsky’s death,
claiming the scholar had suffered a breakdown and commit-
ted suicide. Nevertheless, such coincidences lead many hunt-
ers to believe that powerful compacts and conspiracies won’t
hesitate to punish those who violate their rules.

Often, rogue hunters have no recourse but one another after
they've chosen to break with their former colleagues. Freelance
cells composed of rogue hunters from a multitude of different
groups have enjoyed considerable success over the years, com-
bining skills, abilities and stolen endowments that create a very
effective team. Ironically, these renegade cells are often the ones
most ruthlessly hounded by their former masters, who see them as
a grave threat to the stability of their organizations.

Threats and
Targets

This is a world under siege. Humanity is entrenched in a war,
a shadow war, an invisible war, a conflict so clandestine that few
are even aware of it. The darkness has taken form. Monsters have
crawled free from chaos and walk within the herd, masked as one
of us. Bad magic bleeds from cracked city streets. Curses and ill
omens flit about, free as blackbirds. Dark emotions take shape,
grow skin and bones and a very bad face.

At the heart of the Vigil, the core of the hunt itself, are
the foes hunters face. They’re what this whole deal is about.
Some hunters want them neutralized. Maybe that means
ending their reign with the downswing of a fire ax. Maybe
it means neutering their powers, keeping them “alive” but
harmless — like a supernatural lobotomy or castration. It
could even mean trying to cure them, trying to rehabilitate
them so their human souls can return to decadent flesh. Other
hunters? Well, they know the armies of darkness have power.
Power in magic. Power in ancient weapons. Power in political
connections, occult lore, and big banks full of money. Some-
times, hunters want a taste of that power, and will wade into
the fray looking to grab hold of it.

But it’s not easy. The enemies seem limitless. From pathetic
things lying in the sewer, gibbering and wailing, to degenerate
undead gods lording over entire cities, the monsters have many
faces beneath many masks. Then again, so do the hunters.

In Hunter: The Vigil, throwing a light switch to see the
truth is often the trigger for the monsters to leap. They have
fears, just as we do, and they kill those who've seen them. Just
as we fear they might be hiding in the darkness, they fear be-
ing dragged into the light.

o
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To be clear: nobody can say for sure where they came from.
Hunters are forced to come up with their own answers as to the
origins of monsters. Are they a fairly recent phenomenon? Some
believe that. Some claim that with the debauchery and evil of the
last couple of centuries, we broke something. Maybe humankind
accidentally cracked one of the Seven Seals imprisoning evil, or
perhaps our own indulgences invited chaos into the world (for
every action is an equal and opposite reaction).

Others, particularly those who belong to the disparate
compacts and conspiracies, claim that creatures have stalked
the shadows since time immemorial. Maybe they poured free
from Tiamat’s torn belly. Could be that when Cain bludgeoned
Abel or the Lightbringer toppled from Heaven’s grace, it trig-
gered something, corrupting the innocence of the world. Some
speculate that monsters have simply always been with us, as
much a part of the world as wolves and owls and sharks.

Do all monsters come from the same place? Could they pos-
sibly share a similar origin? Many hunters certainly hope so. A
common origin indicates a common solution, be that a cure or
a plague or a shared weakness. Wise hunters, though, see that
the horrors of the World of Darkness do not share one face, and
while it’s easy to lump them all together, doing so is a sure path
to getting dead. You can’t treat a rotting, walking corpse (slouch-
ing toward ol’ Bedlam) the same way you'd handle a man whose
bones pop and skin shifts so he can become a huge wolf or a rav-
enous vulture. Some things hiss and scream beneath a jet of fire,
where other things seem to feed off the flames. Other creatures,
like vampires and werewolves, supposedly drop when capped
with silver bullets, but fire one at a keening poltergeist and the
hunter’ll just put a hole in the wall.

Hunters who want to stay alive know they have to be
ready for everything. They have to recognize the many faces
of the enemy, and they damn well better adjust.

The Dead, They Walk

The reason the undead repel and fascinate us in equal
measure is not hard to see. They’re dead, yet they still
walk. That implies supernatural influence (which is mys-
terious and interesting, sure) but above all, it deals with
death. For thousands of years, humans have been fasci-
nated by death. Many cultures and religions share beliefs
of what happens after death, and these faiths and super-
stitions make up a significant slice of worldwide mythol-
ogy throughout history, be it the Christian Heaven, the
Hades of Ancient Greece, or the many Hells of Buddhist
lore. Moreover, modern science has examined death so we
know how every cell breaks down, how gases are released
and what maggots do to bones.

Death forever fascinates us, because there is no coming
back from it, no way to learn more about it until it happens.
That’s life. That’s Nature.

The undead are the exception to this rule. Their unlife
defies the cosmic and natural cycles. They have returned from
beyond the grave, and they are no longer the people they
once were. Something changed them. Whether demons nest
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in their dead flesh or it’s some kind of medical anomaly (a
disease, perhaps), nobody’s really sure. But what’s damn sure
is that the walking dead are out there, hungry, desperate and
sometimes quite mad.

Vampires

In a dockside warehouse, the Rat King licks his fangs with a
pale tongue and bellows to his gathered ghouls a command: Go,
my little mice, and hunt.

In a penthouse suite, hunters tear at the metal “curtains”
locked down over the windows, prying them back just enough to
get a single shaft of sunlight in: it burns the beautiful woman they
have staked to the floor.

In a boiler room, servants of the Long Night pray over a lit-
tle girl who, even now, unwittingly sups at the emotion coming
off those hunters, her belly growing full with all their hopes and
dreams.

It’s a grim cycle with these vampires. A bloodsucking
creature of the night kills an innocent human, feeds the dy-
ing man a drop of its own thick and vile blood, and another
bloodsucking creature rises from death and stalks the night.

Vampires exist. Most of them feed off blood, though ru-
mors exist of other types that eat flesh, drink spinal fluid, or
drain brains of their memories. Some are solitary, true Lords
of the Night, ruling over neighborhoods or whole cities, com-
manding their own unliving soldiers and relishing in the power
it gives them. Others work in packs: blood-spattered coteries
that work in tandem just like hunter cells or a pack of distem-
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pered dogs, roving the night, looking to slake a living thirst.

Theories abound as to what they are or how they got that
way. Speculations suggest a monstrous origin, born from Tia-
mat’s belly or the Devil’s own head or from some curse laid
upon the earth by God His Ownself. Less popular ideas lean
toward the scientific: vampirism is the result of some plague,
or perhaps each of the Damned is the puppet of some kind of
blood-hungry parasite.

Wherever they came from, vampires are bad mojo, the
undead manifestations of vice and inequity. They are driven
by dark passions, stirred by the blood to give into whatever
geeks them at a given moment: a mad grab for cash, a claws-
out cackling sex rush, a gluttonous gorge to get a belly hot
with the red stuff. They are passionate creatures, in a way.
And those passions are dead and twisted.

To invoke those passions, a vampire can tear a fence out
of the ground, ignore a stitching of bullets to the chest, run
mind control on unwitting hunters, even command a whole
colony of rats to reduce a victim to bones.

Most hunters want the vampires in the ground. They
don’t like the idea that humanity is a food source. But they
also recognize that some of the unliving are still very human,
indeed (or at least look that way), and hunters sometimes
give them the benefit of the doubt, especially if that means
forging an alliance with some group of the bastards to put
a bigger, meaner enemy down. Vampires have power both
mystical and temporal. Some hunters know how to use that
to their advantage. Most, though, just get dead, or worse —
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enthralled and addicted to the rush of sweet vampire blood
on their lips. And it is addictive.

Accepted truth about vampires is that sunlight and fire
make short work of them. Beheading, too. Everything else is
up for debate. Stakes definitely do something, but different cells
tell different stories: some say it paralyzes them, others claim
they shrivel like dead roaches as soon as it happens. Crosses?
Maybe. Garlic? Probably not. Other weirder anathemas exist,
too: kill them at a crossroads, pierce their chest with a holy
sword, trap them in an open grave, or “bottle” their souls us-
ing a Malaysian sorcerer.

Ghosts

A man pulls his boat up to the village dock, and he hears the
women wailing and the dogs howling. He sees the shape of mist
standing on the dock in front of him: his brother, dead from drown-
ing, still wet and smelling of river water.

A woman uses a Ouija board alone to speak to her husband’s
ghost. It is not his ghost at all, but the lying specter of a man who
was bad in his life and is now worse in death. He tells her how
much change she has in her pocket. He tells her he loves her.

A child hunkers down in his bedroom, and he squeezes his
eyes shut and opens them again, but it does not stop him from see-
ing the bleeding walls, the carpet of crickets, the marionette in the
corner dancing a slow waltz.

Trauma in death begets trauma after death. This is true
in a physical, mundane and corporeal sense: a man murdered
leaves turmoil in his wake. His wife can’t move past it. The
cops are burdened by another unsolved case. Even the mur-
derer can barely stomach his own nightmares. But it’s true
in a spiritual, metaphysical sense, too: the victim’s soul is in
turmoil and it clings to this world with an unholy grip, staying
behind when it should have long moved past.

Ghosts are the souls of the dead, remaining in this life
because, for want of a better term, they are unable to let go
of it. Perhaps after the intense trauma of a rape and murder,
the spirit of a young woman can’t accept the unfairness and
injustice of her death, and finds herself lingering as a specter
in the alley where her life was so brutally stolen.

Ghosts don’t choose to become what they are. They are
bound to that fate, and there is something still undeniably hu-
man within them. They are likely to feel sorrow and loss with
a keenness any mortal can empathize with. But time changes
all things.

Some ghosts are powerful entities, little resembling the
people they were in life. In some cases, this manifests as an
obsession in the ghost — the creature endlessly repeats the
same action (something meaningful before its death, or tied
into the way the person died) and grows enraged or confused
if its ritual is interrupted. In other cases, a ghost might have
changed through bitterness and hatred to the point where it’s
insane because of the stress and torment of the alien situation
it’s in. This madness is an emotional, soulful insanity, far re-
moved from the biochemical disorders of life. That can make
the ghost infinitely more hateful and unpredictable than any
living person. Others aren’t hateful at all, but their sorrow is
so pervasive its effect is just as negative.
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Ghosts abound. They remain both a problem and 0pp01l'—
tunity for most hunters. They’re a problem because they rep-
resent a cruel unknown and an invisible threat. They’re hard
as hell to deal with — they’re hard to even find — and it seems
that few certain ways of dealing with them exist. An exorcist?
Works sometimes, not others. Resolve the ghost’s restless is-
sues? Great, if you can actually dig down and do the research
to uncover just what those issues are (alternatively, maybe the
hunter finds a way to communicate with the thing). Burn the
whole haunted house to the ground? Some say this is the best
solution, whereas others claim the ghost’ll just move on, fol-
lowing a person or only growing angrier with loss.

But ghosts represent an opportunity, as well. They are a
sign of what comes after. They represent a seemingly examin-
able scientific reality, or are a fascinating source of answers
about all manner of unperceived mysteries. Some cells learn
new ways of communicating with specters (the Ouija board
always seems to work, even when it’s a cheap knock-off — but
they say to never, ever use one alone: it gives the wraith pow-
er). Some hunters have even learned how to enslave ghosts,
sending them to haunt their enemies.

(More information on ghosts is found in the World of
Darkness Rulebook, pp. 209-216.)

Zombies

He sits on the curb, trying to find human words, and he looks
at his slowly rotting hands and the picture in it of his lost wife and
kids and he tries to cry but unfortunately, his tear ducts have gone
to rot, too.

She claws her way from the grave, once-manicured nails
snapping as she surfaces, driven by a sorcerer’s voice inside her
head that tells her to kill, kill and kill some more.

They are a swarming mass, a teeming throng of moans and meat-
specked teeth and pounding fists, and they come upon the hunters board-
ed up in that old hunting cabin, driven not by intelligent thought but only
by the hunger for brains wrenched from bashed skulls.

The dead walk. Some of them run. And we’re talking the
really dead, the rotting dead, the up-out-of-the-grave dead.

Animated (or Reanimated) corpses run the gamut from
mindless, shuffling zombies to people who seem normal un-
til you look closely and see the tinge of rot around the ear.
Some hunger for flesh, some for brains. Some don’t eat at all,
and just want to experience life again or hope to right some
wrong. Others still seem utterly unrelated to the body they
wear, poisoning the ground around them with the same cor-
rosive effect that plagues their decaying or ill-stitched skin.

Ultimately, the result is the same: the dead walk, and
they are harmful to life. It is undeath without the graceful pre-
dation and eroticism of the vampire, and without the tragic
half-presence of a touchless ghost.

Hunters know a zombie might be forever alone: a sad
lout who might be able to talk (even though his words are
slurred) and think and resist his strange urges, eventually
decaying so much he cannot stand. Hunters also know that
other zombies can beget their own by bite or by some other
form of contagion, and that the infection vector is swift and
cruel, and before you know it, you damn near have a goddamn
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zombie apocalypse on your hands if you can’t put it down fast.
Good luck figuring out which type is which, hunters say. Most
just try to kill the walking dead no matter how pathetic they
seem, not caring to risk a potential “hot zone.” But when the
zombie has the face of a loved one or of a trusted cellmate,
what happens then?

Where do zombies come from? Nobody knows. Some
seem to spring whole cloth out of nothing. Maybe it’s chemi-
cals or pollution, or maybe it’'s some demonic curse. Others
rise like ghosts, driven by some unfinished purpose or need.
Rumors exist that more than a few zombies are just the unwit-
ting servants of weird alchemy-slinging magicians or vampiric
overlords, and some hunters claim that if you can kill the cre-
ator, you kill the zombie.

And how does one kill a zombie, anyhow? To be clear,
it’s both tough and easy. Tough because for the most part,
they’re dead. They feel no pain. Their flesh may fall off in
hunks but they keep shuffling or, worse, sprinting. It’s easy
because once you know the trick, you can apply it across the
board. Most zombies go down with brain destruction — a
shovel, a shotgun, or just a carpet of fire that cooks the skull
and boils the brain-meats within. Others need to have their
hearts removed or have their bodies wholly diminished by

damage or fire.
Those Who
Change Shape

Some monsters wear masks that shift and warp: men
who become wolves, housecats with human eyes, walking
bags of skin that look human but are really just a flesh-suit
filled with spiders and rats. Those whose bodies are malleable
are sometimes ferine, wild like rabid dogs. Others are seduc-
tive, manipulative, keen and coy and pulsing with infectious
lust. Some shape-changers don’t seem all that harmful, and
some even seem like they hunt evils greater than themselves.
Many hunters contend that this is either just a ruse, or blessed
proof that the creatures are just as happy to tear each other to
bloody gobbets as they are to prey on humanity. Can one truly
trust monsters whose very form is a lie?

Lycanthropes

Two things battle in the street. Both have human bodies but
lupine heads. They tear at each other with hooked claws. The
hunters hiding behind the torn up VW Bug don’t know which one
to shoot. So they shoot them both.

Three housecats purr to a hunter in a tongue mostly human:
“Kill us if you want, woman, but if you help us, we’ll help you.
Now let me tell you about the Spider King of Quakertown.”

The pack of werewolves, operating as one, slide inside the
safehouse as silent as the stars, and they throw the dead witch down
on the floor as an offering of peace. They go to leave, but don’t
smell the trap. Whoosh. The place, and the pack, burns.

The story goes like this: The Arcadian King Lycaon and
his 50 sons offered a meal to the god Zeus, a meal secretly of
child flesh. Zeus was outraged at the sacrifice and, after strik-
ing the King and his sons with terrible lightning, turned them
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all into wolves. So lycanthropes were born. At least, that’s the
story a lot of hunters tell.

Lycanthropy is a term hunters often use to describe any
creature that shifts between forms of animal and man, even
though it really just indicates a werewolf. Some know the
term to more accurately be therianthropy.

While the Lycaon origin holds for some, others claim
that shapeshifters are bound to the moon somehow. Others
say they got that way because they coupled with wolves or
other beasts, or were somehow cursed by witches or even the
Devil for some wretched act that has fallen outside memory.
For as many origins as are suspected, there exist just as many
faces of lycanthropy. Most hunters accept that werewolves
look human for the most part, though always have an air of
wildness (not wilderness, mind) about them. They seem to
travel in packs in much the same way that hunters travel in
cells. They zealously cling to territories, guarding a shitty city
park or a rat-trap tenement like it’s sacred ground or some-
thing. They’re basically gangs composed of thugs who become
wolves, at least that’s how most hunters see it.

Of course, too many prove the exception: some act alone,
and seem to gain their shape-changing abilities by wearing
animal skins or even stitching those skins to their own. Dif-
ferent werewolves seem keen to help uncover ancient myster-
ies and destroy monsters just like hunters do, while others are
glad to imprison humans and farm them out as brood mares,
pack mules, or fatted livestock.

Not to mention that a lot of them don’t even become
wolves. Hunters hear tales telling of shapeshifters who become
housecats, jaguars, lions, bug-eyed fish-men, boars, bulls, even
trees. Those stories are either bullshit, or the world is a much
weirder and more feral place than hunters had previously con-
sidered. If the stories are true that such creatures spread their
condition via bite, well...it makes a zombie apocalypse not
seem so bad by comparison.

Can hunters make alliances with packs of lycanthropes?
It’s not common, but it does happen. If both have a common
enemy or protect neighboring territories, it can happen. It’s
rarely permanent. It’s hardly friendly. But it happens.

The rest? Well, they either need to be cured of their
curse or killed before they hurt somebody. They’re carni-
vores, after all. They eat meat. Human meat, sometimes.
The question is how to kill them? Silver always seems the
answer, but it harms them and fails to harm them with
equal frequency. Wolfsbane and foxglove are thought to
be potent poisons against them (and foxglove is a very real
human-affecting poison known as digitalis). Variant hunter
tales tell stories that making them drink holy water does
the trick, as does skinning them or destroying their holy
places (which could be a standing stone or a defunct phone
booth — you never know).

Problem is, getting to that stage is no easy trick. They
move fast. They often have immeasurable strength. They take
on the worst and deadliest features of whatever animal they
mimic: claws, teeth, abrasive skin, madness-causing howls
and a rate of healing that is swift and diabolical. Worst, some
shapeshifters seem so unnatural that hunters blank out after




fighting them, or are reduced to curling into a fetal ball while
the beast bears down. This obfuscation of memory is hard for
some hunters, but they have ways of dealing with it and draw-
ing the memories back to the fore.

The Tossessed

A gang of vagrants with glass marbles for eyes and windows in
their mouths descend upon the crying infant in the dumpster, and
they collectively reach in and take the baby, for they will offer it to
the same thing that took them.

An office worker doesn’t know why he keeps scratching those
occult symbols into the underside of his desk, but he knows that
the woice inside his head seems to like it, and keeps making very
interesting promises.

A mother of three knows that a second woman lives within
her now, a dead woman, and when she looks in the mirror and lets
go of her will, that dead woman’s face emerges: red lipstick, black
eyes, a hungry tongue.

Hunters don’t always realize it, but sometimes the shape-
shifter they’re fighting has something inside. That “thing” pos-
sessing them is using that person like a host, and the more it
lives inside the skin, the more it takes. And the more it takes,
the more its own monstrous nature emerges, often physically.

Human beings are vulnerable to all manner of possession:
ghosts, demons, rogue souls, infectious parasites or alien entities from
beyond our own world’s boundaries. When they take over, it’s often
slow. Just a seed, a little voice in the head that maybe pushes the
human to give into a sinful urge or plants a terrible thought in his
head about how his wife’s mysterious absence this morning means-
she must be cheating on him. And as the parasite gains dominance
over the man’s will, the parasite’s own nature emerges and changes
the man physically.

A sewer worker infested by otherworldly worms finds
that the worms now peek out of his irises or rise from beneath
loose, corroded fingernails. An entity so pure that it compris-
es little more than murderous energies manifests as a bloody
cleaver in its host’s hand or as the names of a hundred murder
victims rising upon the victim’s flesh as scars or brands. A
child possessed by the ghost of a neighborhood pederast finds
that strange lusts and vices rise within him, and starts to ex-
perience a paranormally early pubescence.

What do hunters cells do with the possessed? Quick-to-judge
hunters destroy them. They look horrific. They exhibit monstrous
traits. Put them down. More judicious and investigative cells will
do some research, uncovering just what it is that acts as possessor
and perhaps how it got there in the first place. Hunters with an eye
to rehabilitation see the possessed as a prime target for a “cure” —
the parasite may somehow be ushered from the body, though some
cells handle this differently than others (some accept that an exor-
cism will do the trick, while others go for outright physical torture,
ruining the vessel to the point where the invasive entity leaves it,
like rats fleeing a sinking ship).

The Demonic

He wears a white suit, a white tie, white shoes and a white smile.

And he offers you just what you want, and you say you'll take it no mat-
ter the price, and that’s just the sort of thing he wants to hear.
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It’s small, leathery, with a sucker for its mouths and horns on
its heads. It sniffs the ground, and the hunters watch because they
know that where the imp stops to lick the floor, well, that’s where
the murder was committed.

She can be everything the teenage boy wants her to be: naugh-
ty teacher with librarian glasses, infernal seductress with that outfit
he saw in his mom’s Victoria’s Secret catalog, and she can even be
Betsy, the girl he likes in his British Literature class. But someday,
she’ll want to show him the side she likes, the side with the whip-
ping tail and the cloven feet.

They aren’t shape-changers, strictly speaking. But they
do seem to wear many faces and forms. Moreover, their iden-
tity is strictly a mystery to most hunters. They appear to offer
deals. Or they show up as chattering imps serving some inex-
plicable purpose (inexplicable until later, when the purpose
is revealed, at least). They might sit on the banks of a river,
wailing a cacophony as their sorcerous master’s corpse floats
upon the waters. They might become cats or owls or steal
bodies as part of some hellish pact.

The origin of the term daimon or daemon has somewhat
more beneficent roots than what manifests during the Vigil.
A daemon was thought of as an entity capable of delivering
divine knowledge or power. It has since been subverted to
mean something infernal, diabolical, malevolent.

And those definitions are true, to a point. Demons are
selfish entities, which sometimes comes across as “evil.” They
don’t do harm because it thrills them, so it seems; they do
harm because it serves them. Or, worse, it serves whatever
beast holds their leash.

Who does hold a demon’s leash, if any? s it Lucifer, as the
Lucifuge would have any hunter believe?! Are lesser demons
in thrall to greater demons who are held as slaves to truly un-
knowable beings? Do they serve vampires, sorcerers or Devil-
cursed wolfmen? Could they be rogue agents, free from some
spirit world, or released perhaps from a broken Hell itself?

Even the Lucifuge, which holds truck with such creatures
and sometimes even holds the leashes (however temporarily),
doesn’t have good answers, though it tells compelling lies.

And what does a demon want? Demons generally seem
to serve vice: they enjoy urging others to the services of their
most basic desires. They seem to gain from this in some fash-
ion, feeding on it like a vampire does blood. To stir such im-
proper passions, demons can take on varying shapes and faces
to “encourage” desired behaviors. One demon might strike a
bargain to encourage a man to go back to the heroin needle,
while another pact might be something more simple and
seemingly more innocuous, like engaging in a one-night stand
or stealing something from a grocery shelf. Some demons pre-
fer to create great chains of urges, making a deal with one
individual who will then go to tempt another, who may then
go on to tempt someone else.

And what do the tempted gain? That’s where their
nomenclature comes into play: demons still seem to be
the keepers of knowledge. How they got this knowledge
remains unknown (whether they know it as part of their
very being or whether they gained it through pacts), but
they have it, and they’re willing to share. They don’t share
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it fully, of course. And often enough they share just enough
knowledge to be dangerous, often omitting parts that might
earn them an undesired reaction.

This makes demons seductive to hunters. The whisper of
forbidden knowledge (the location of a blasted shipwreck, the
address of a cult-of-personality vampire, the true name of a trou-
blesome witch) is sometimes too hard for a hunter to resist.

Worth noting is that not every demon is so keen to stir
sin, or is even so powerful. Many are familiars or imps, strange
mindless kobolds or hobgoblins. Again, these may serve
greater demons. Or perhaps they’re not demons at all, given
the title by hunters who simply don’t know any better.

Fairy Tales

The girl tears her way through the hedgerow, her skin bitten by
thorns, and as she emerges back into this world, she can taste her
hunger for dreams welling up within.

The boy with the rose tattoo takes the baseball bat to the face
and his nose goes up into his brain and boom, now he’s a pile of
sticks and stones and puppy dog tails.

The thing is neither man nor woman, but unwholesome in
its androgyny: long dress made of silver moonlight, a spiked collar
around its neck, a twist of rosewood around its wrists, and a face
full of eyes.

The fairy tales are true. Hell, they’re worse than true: the
stuff you read out of Grimm’s is light, fluffy; frankly, all too
optimistic. Somewhere in the deep dark forest, you'll find a
house with gingerbread walls whose cake-mortar bleeds if you

42='4_ bt hn el -

eat it. Somewhere you might find a wicked stepmother with
a poisonous apple and thorns for eyes, or seven dwarves who
will save you for the cost of pledging your eternal service to
the wizened men.

The story seems to be that hunters sometimes face Real
Actual Fairies, while other times they face changelings. Real
Actual Fairies are...well, who knows? Nightmares made man-
ifest? Ancient spirits, puckish and cruel? Some seem to look
human, but they stride with such eerie, lordly grace through
this world that they must be something far stranger. Others
are nothing more than shadows, shapes, colors, smells: an
alien glimmer of light down an old wood path, the smell of
funeral flowers drifting up out of that sewer drain.

Changelings seem to be liars. They claim to have been
stolen from the world by Fairies and have muscled their way
back, but hunters suspect that changelings are in reality as
the old folklore suggests: not the human abducted, but the
inhuman replacements. And even if they are telling the
truth, then being stolen by Fairies has damn sure changed
them, and not for the better. Some look human, but then
you curb-stomp them and they turn into a pile of leaves or
a fleeing army of hornworms. Others look human only some
of the time: a sideways glance or a peek at them through a
doorway and you might see a pair of antlers, a mouth filled
with ragged teeth, or skin made of glossy ivy. The good news
is many seem to die like any other human, with a knife to
the gut or a bullet to the brain. The bad news is that just
when you think one is dead, you see him crawling away, his
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mouth dripping with bloody juices from some strange magic

gets a perfect 21 in blackjack. But is it magica ?Hunters might

apple he’s had in his pocket.

Human Hearts
Grown Dark

It’s nice when the monsters can be easily categorized. It’s
also rare. Every time a hunter thinks he has an answer, it dis-
appears in an eerie blur, a strange symbol burned into the cor-
nea, or a spray of bad blood. What’s worse is that many of the
so-called “monsters” have not only human origins, but are, by
most examinations, still human in some fashion or another.
Perhaps they wield inhuman powers or worship at the feet of
something fiendish, but they still have the hearts and minds
of human beings.

Witches, Sorcerers, Magicians

In a swamp, a warlock eludes his pursuer by carving a strange
symbol on that bent elbow of cypress root. Out of the bog grow
vines that will snare the feet of those who come for him.

In a penthouse suite, a sorceress completes the ritual whose
reagents have taken her years to collect: seven tears from seven
blind boys, a drop of water from every ocean, a cup of blood from
three mythic beasts. The city will shudder tonight.

On an empty city street, the air smells of ozone and the hunt-
er’s hackles rise with a numb rush of static electricity. He sees the
fiend in the third-floor window far too late. Lightning strikes not
once, but twice.

Magic is real. It is the embodiment of supernatural will
coupled with the rewards of ancient mysteries solved. See,
humankind has always been drawn to knowledge. Sometimes
that knowledge has its roots in dark foundations, allowing
those who learn the lore to manipulate forces perhaps best left
alone — at least, if a long and happy life is desired. Some hunt
that knowledge with mad abandon. Many become witches,
channeling this knowledge directly into power. One witch is
called to her power, pulled into a dream-state and given access
to reality-bending magic atop a phantasmagoric watchtower.
Another must fight tooth and nail for her power, learning an-
cient and seemingly impossible spells, pulling them out of old
books or choking them from the mouths of demons.

What can’t magic do? Therein lies the mystery, and the fear.
Because it seems like magic can do just about anything. Tip dice
rolls or card hands in the witch’s favor? Call up hoary beasts from
afire circle in the snowy tundra? Pull the blood out of somebody’s
body? Immolate a crowd? Disappear from view? The good news
is it seems that few sorcerers have more than a couple of strong
tricks up their sleeve. The bad news is that a hunter never knows
what tricks the fiend knows until they’re in play.

Worse, some seem able to conjure this stuff out of thin
air. Others only seem like they can make such drastic effects
happen by long periods of meditation, ritual and ceremony.
Once more, how does a hunter know? Observation helps, but
only so much. The difficulty is compounded by the fact that
some magic seems to comprise unlikely-but-still-possible co-
incidences and accidents. Sure, it’s odd that lightning strikes
the same tree thrice. Sure, it’s weird that this gambler always

assume so. They also might see magic when, in reality, it’s
just a genuine coincidence. Innocents have died at the hands
of hunters, thinking those innocents were slinging curses or
fucking with fate. But they weren’t. They were just people.

And that’s a problem. Sorcerers are people, just like
hunters. Yes, some hunters think they know how to spot
witches (strange markings, witch’s nipples, forked tongues,
and so on), but rarely do such “identifiers” manifest re-
liably. A witch looks like a normal human. That said,
therein lies a secret advantage: they suffer just like normal
humans, too. A bullet that makes a vampire laugh makes
a warlock die. They’re also susceptible to the same human
foibles: paper trails from mortgages, broken marriages,
they appear on video cameras.

Though, once more, their humanity goes back to being
a problem: isn’t it murder to kill a human? Behead a vampire,
and he becomes ash. Behead a witch, and you just beheaded
a human. Not only does that conjure legal ramifications, but
some hunters have a true moral problem with hunting witch-
es. Those with such problems tend to hunt sorcerers with
as little violence as necessary. If they can kidnap them and
“deprogram” the magic out of them, great. If they can black-
mail them or somehow force them to stop using magic or only
use it for the benefit of humankind, great. But all too often, it
comes down to causing them pain or death, at which point a
hunter starts waking up in cold sweats, wondering just what
kind of monster he has become.

So why hunt witches at all? What harm do they bring
to the world? Not every cell hunts them, actually. More than
one cell has found a reasonable, if competitive, partnership
with a cabal of magicians. Of course, that competition can
become an issue. Sorcerers and hunters sometimes pursue
similar resources: verboten knowledge, ancient artifacts, eso-
teric secrets. Sometimes, neither side wants the other to have
answers to such mysteries, drawing them into ideological con-
flict rather than visceral conflict driven by, say, revenge. Some
witches use power to possess power both temporal and numi-
nous. Some hunters want to take that power for themselves.

Other cells know it’s necessary to hunt witches be-
cause while they may be human, the magic they perform is
inhuman and, in turn, represents a conscious choice to do
wrong. A guy who steals a car isn’t directly hurting anyone
else, but he’s still punished, right? If he’s drunk and kills
someone, he’s all the more culpable. Magic isn’t natural,
some hunters say, and those who wield it are therefore un-
natural, too. The Vigil for many is about eradicating such
supernature from the world.

The final problem? Witches force some hunters to
look inward and face the darkness inside. To be clear, some
hunters have access to Endowments from their respective
conspiracies that, to many, look like magic. Can this be jus-
tified? Or are they just...witches, too? Most hunters with
access to strange resources justify them somehow: oh, these
are rituals granted by God, or I use these dread powers to repel
ewil, and the end justifies the means. A few, though, recognize
the cruel irony, and suffer breakdowns from the guilt.
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Cults and Cultists

Flickering lights coruscate from behind the train-car door, and
the “sl
with the face of a red mandala into this world so they may serve it.
The air fills with narcotic mist — the beast’s breath.

A computer screen offers cascading AS/400 that instructs its
servants and sycophants to plug themselves in and “download” its

clad” men and women within chant to bring a dread beast

desires into their blood.
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A flyer lands on an administrator’s desk, and it’s from a group of his
co-workers who stand around smiling the same smile, and he looks at the
flyer and it tells him that he can lose weight, be rich, and become “em-
powered.” They all have. They feel great. And they want him to join.

It sounds nice if you look back far enough. “Cult,” from
cultus, the Latin. Meaning to care for, to cultivate. The nice-
ness has since been lost, however. Cults want to care for




something, and they damn sure want to cultivate something:
they want to cultivate eldritch powers, strange demons, mad
monsters or themselves. And they want to do so at costs too
high: whether at the cost of their own bodies or sanities or at
the cost of the safety and sanctity of innocents.

Yes, some cults are overt. They act as loud lunatics, her-
alding the coming of some entity from beyond the veil. They
release nerve gas in shopping malls, using the dead patrons as
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a sacrifice to some nascent power. They chant and handle ser- .
pents and gibber in alien tongues. Those cults are scary, yes, )
but hunters can see those guys coming. They wear the danger
they represent right on their sleeves, next to the bloodstain
and the wristwatch that counts down to some sinister event.

But they aren’t the really scary ones.

No, the truly frightening cultists are the ones who re-
main hidden. The ones who don’t telegraph their desires.
They mask themselves as church groups, self-help groups,
weight loss clinics, Neighborhood Watch programs, fra-
ternities, academic brotherhoods, town councils or rabid
fan-bases. They don’t wear robes (at least when anybody’s
looking). They don’t have tattoos marking them as slaves
of some fiend or god (at least where anybody can see).
They blend. And that makes them insidious.

So what is it that cults do? Some offer worship to dread
gods and powerful spirits. Their belief provides fuel — food,
really — for such entities. Others work for the monsters in
much the same way the hunters work against them. A vampire
might maintain a herd of blood-addicted ghouls, ultimately
forming a cult that sees the leech as a hierophant, celebrity

or deity. One cult might doggedly pursue fundamentalist ide- 'i
als, while another obsesses over communing with the strange Lo
UFO lights in the skies or the spirits of haunted houses. All )

cults become dangerous, so the hunters believe. .

Once more, a cruel irony. Are hunter cells, compacts
and conspiracies little more than cults with shared pur-
pose? The Lucifuge numbers 666 members and claims her-
itage back to Satan. The Long Night espouses eschatol-
ogy, and figures the Apocalypse as key to its ethos. Cultic
practices? Could be.

Cults therefore represent a pretty dark mirror image for
hunters and their affiliations, a mirror image that most refuse to
acknowledge. Some cults actually grow out of hunter cells that
have gone mad or become so morally bankrupt that their ideals
end up truly tortuous. A cell starts out hunting the monsters, and
soon finds a sorcerer who sacrifices children to some sewer-bound
serpent god called Ndengei, and that sorcerer gets a lot out of
the bargain. No, they don’t sacrifice children to the serpent right
away. And they probably kill the sorcerer. But time, horror and
mystery wear down the hunters. Some or all of members of the
cell think, “Maybe we need greater resources to keep this city
safe.” And they know that a local lycanthrope visits his nephew,
an ADHD kid who, frankly, will probably become a werewolf just
like his uncle. Would it be so bad to offer this one child to the ser-
pent god for a taste of righteous power? To save the city, isn’t that
a reasonable cost? They do so. And all seems good. But maybe
the power wanes. Or maybe they get sick. And maybe Ndengei
offers to return the power if only they'd find another wayward
child who doesn’t deserve to cling to this mortal coil...

That’s the other problem with cults. They’re seductive.
They always have something to offer, even if it’s not real.

Slashers

It's summer. A man in a rebreather mask stalks a teen girl
down the halls of an empty high school. She’s a naughty girl
who needs to make love to his knife.




EVERYDAY ENEMIES

Do hunters hunt humans? Regular humans? No supernatural powers? No
ties to ancient mystery, no inclination toward ushering in hungry
horrors? .

~ Yes, though it'& not common. Most tunters know they already run
afoul of the law often enough that hunting humans isn't such a wise
move. But 1t happens. A gang muscling in on the cell’'s turf? An

abortion clinic bomber wreaking hell and havoc in a small town? A

pederast or serial killer with no seeming ties to the supernatural?
They might be cause to put a bullet in a human head, or at least
kidnap and capture for the police.

Also, some humans ignorantly contribute to the strength of monsters.
"An accountant who fudges corporate books and thus helps swell the
coffers of an ancient vampire might need to be put down if he refuses
to see| the error of his ways. A drug dealer whose zoned-out customers

often 'end up as the unwitting

recipients of spiritual parasites

might need to be taught a cruel lesson in customer service,
Morally, it's tough for some hunters to go that route. Hunters ﬁght

a fight that mortal law enforcement won't,
It goes the other way,
handles the shit that hunters don't.

hard to justify. One's moral code winnows,

how to handle.

It’s winter. A crying woman steps out into the snow, cov-
ered in blood. The waiting police empty their service revolvers
into her. She doesn’t seem to care. She charges at them. She
keeps coming. She keeps crying.

It's spring, at least in the hunter’s dreams. She runs
through a meadow. Sparrows sing, finches flit. Then, pain.
Her leg in a jawtrap. The clouds darken. Sun goes bloody.
Behind the clouds, a face, the face of a killer she hoped, prayed
was dead.

Some humans, some hunters, go off the rails. They
lose their minds. They give into evil. They are compelled
to kill.

Hunters know them as “slashers,” and it seems a phe-
nomenon that, worryingly, gathers strength. They’re gen-
erally lone serial killers. Some kill to invoke “moral mes-
sages.” Others kill to get revenge on those who wronged
them. Others still pick a type — teen girls, cross-dressers,
father figures, psychotherapists — and end those lives
with great zeal and lots of blood.

Of course, some hunters end up as slashers, which is the
most damning part of the whole thing. A hunter sees too
much, loses his mind. Next thing you know, he’s got a pair
of cleavers and he goes after every member of a werewolf’s
family — every child, every aunt, every distant relative. Or
maybe the hunter sees every person as tainted by the super-
natural, and in the strange puzzles and ciphers he leaves be-
hind at every murder, he either imparts his wish to be caught
or is unconsciously dropping clues to some ancient mystery
that plagues the darkest recesses of his mind.

can't, or doesn't know
Mortal law enforcement
it’'s

too.
When they violate that,
at times.

Why do many slashers manifest supernatural powers? No
hunter knows, but every hunter is afraid of the answer. Has evil
been made manifest? Does the human mind have a switch in it
that, when flipped, gives any person access to dread abilities? Is
some awful god or devil inspiring such slashers to kill?

Abilities range, though some patterns are seen. Some
can suffer limitless physical punishment. Some are capable
of supernatural levels of deduction and problem solving.
Some possess eerie strength, alarming alacrity, or burgeon-
ing psychic abilities.

Slashers are terrifying. To most hunters, they are a
plague that needs only wiping out. A few, though, try to
commune with such killers, hoping to find a message or a
still-human soul buried within. Can a hunter find success
at this? Or will he find only a sucking void that threatens
to make him a killer, too?

Anomalies

A man crawls out of a sun-touched Polaroid picture, his
skin faded lLike the rest of the image. He only needs a bride to
bring back into the photo.

A whitetail deer with black tumors hanging from its muzzle
and neck steps onto the highway. A car strikes it dead. The tu-
mors open. Something a bit like snakes, but not enough like snakes,
emerges from them.

A set of white lights darts across the sky, and the teen
couple who watches them feels woozy, and soon they pass
out. Days later, the boy awakens on a long stretch of desert
highway. The girl lies next to him, her neck broken.




Were it that all horrors and mysteries were so easily cat-
egorized. Sadly, they’re not. Hunters wish all the things they
encountered could be so easily classified in this kind of fiendish
taxonomy, but much of what they deal with lies outside the
range of known experiences. Part of this is that a great many
monsters are wholly unique. Might just be one thing. Might be
a part of a cabal of singular fiends. But many creatures are born
outside nature, born without ilk or made beyond comparison.

This is what makes the Vigil so invigorating, and so
deadly. Just as a hunter cell thinks it knows its enemy,
something new, something worse, emerges.

-

Foolish hunters fear such anomalies for the powers
they possess, be it the ability to erase memories or a chest
of acid-spraying teats.

Wise hunters know to fear monsters not for what
they can do, but for why they do them. It seeks revenge.
It hungers for sin. It longs to fulfill a dream it once had
where it stands on a blasted plain as the whole rest of
the world burns around it, making it the malefic king of
a dead land. It is the monster’s motivations that put its
awfulness into perspective.
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Flesh Trade Pt II
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by Mike Lee

The van's bald tires squealed as Raimundo took a hard right onto South 6% Street.
He clipped the curb with & heart-stopping thud, and for a moment Vince thought the van
was going to roll over, but the gang leader cut the wheel left at the last second and
got the venicle back under control. Horns blared in their wake; Vince barely heard them
over Andrea’'s agonized shouts. She lay in the back of the van, the neels of her athletic
shoes beating a ragged raythm against the van's rusting floor.

"I shot the thing," Andrea growled througn clenched teeth. Her eyes were fever bright,
and her breath was coming in shallow gasps. "It just reared up out of the darkness, right
in front of me. I couldn't possibly nave missed - we were close enough to touch. But it
didn't even notice. It just..it Just bit down.."

wAndrea," Vince snapped. "Get 1t together, okay? This isn't over yet."
The gang leader looked suspiciously at Gabreski. "What do you mean, this ain't over?"

"I mean Darnell was still alive when he went down that nole,'" Vince said, "I don't
care what took him. We're going to Zo and get him back."

"§e?" Raimundo exclaimed. "No way, motherfucker. You heard what your girl just said.
And there wasn't just one of them." He swallowed hard. "There was, like, a whole pack of
them, grabbing people and corpses and dragging them back to that nole. They were devils,
man. You hear what I'm saying? Maybe you 3idn't see what one of them 4id to Manuel, but
I 3id." The gang leader took a swig from his glass. His dark eyes were naunted. "He got
between me and one of them, and 1t ripped him to pieces."

"So you've got as much reason to go after these pastards as I do," Vince said. "Blood
for blood, right?"

"What am I supposed to do, man?" Raimundo shot back. wGuns don't hurt 'em."

"Then we get bigger guns," Vince replied. "Or dynamite. We'll find a way." He took &
threatening step forward. "Don't punk out on me now, Raimundo. You've got to stand up and
nelp me deal with this."

nPhen let me take ner to the HUP, man," the gang leader said. "She's tore up! C'mon,
it's just a few blocks."




"Are you deaf? I said no fucking hospitals!" Gabreski snarled. "We don't need that kind of attention
right now. You said you knew somebody who could take care of tais. Now shut up and get us there!"

Vince twisted in the seat and glanced into the pack of the van. The bullet wound in his arm
burned like fire; just a graze, he was pretty sure, but his sleeve was soaked with blood. "Jack!"
he called. "How's she doing?"

Dean was bent over Andrea, trying to keep her still. With nis red hair and freckled face, Jack
looked more like an altar boy than a police detective. "I don't know, Vince. She's pretty bagd,”
he said. "She's not moving her right arm at all, and hér, skin is turning gray."

Vince gritted his teeth. "She's going into shock. Keep her feet elevated, like I told you to!"
"Elevated with what?" Dean moaned. "It's not like we've got any pillows back nere."

"Use that asshole we dragged out of the warehouse if you have to," Gabreski shot back. "He's
not good for much else right now."

The man in the expensive business suit lay on his side just behind the driver's seat, still bound
at the wrists and unconscious from the pistol-waipping the Russians had given him. To tell the truth,
Vince couldn't recall how the man had wound up in the back of the van; he remembered staggering up
to the pit and screaming Darnell's name, again and again. He remembered the cold wind that rose from
the hole, stinking of blood and shit and stagnant water, and the bright red of the broken bricks
jutting from the jagged edges of the pit. Then someone grabbed his arm - maybe Jack, maybe Raimundo
~ and he heard Andrea screaming. Everything else was pretty much & blur after that.

Except for the sight of that..thing...that had grabbed Darnell. Vince couldn't seem to get
that out of nis head.

Raimundo jammed on the brakes, throwing everyone forward. Vince cracked his elbow against the
dashboard and was about to yell at the gang leader again before he realized they'd pulled up in
front of & Weather-beaten tenement house. Raimundo was already out of the van, circling around to
open the cargo door. With a grunt of effort, Vince shouldered his way out of the passenger seat
and made his way to the back of the venicle, where Andrea lay.

She was calmer now, or perhaps simply exhausted. Jack was kneeling at her feet, resting her
heels on the tops of his thighs.

"Hurts," she hissed through clenched teeth. Her right arm was stretched taut, the fingers of
ner gun hand clenched into a painful, almost arthritic claw. Vince could see the semicircle of
shredded fabric between her shoulder and collarbone where the thing had bit down. "Hurts like a
bitch and I can't move my arm. I can’t move 1it!"

"I know, Andrea, I know," Vince said. He leaned close, looking her right in the eye; it seemed
to focus her. "We're taking you somewhere to have that bite looked at, but you've got to hold it
together and not attract any attention on the street. Do you understand?"

For a second, Andrea just stared at nim. She had a sharp, hatchetlike face, and cloge-cropped
black hair that was prematurely peppered with gray. A year before, Vince had seen her take a
shotgun blast point-blank while gserving a search warrant; her vest had stopped the buckshot, and
she'd bounced right back up as though nothing had happened. Seeing her in this state unnerved
Gabreski, but that was the last thing she needed to know at the moment.

Finally, she took a deep, shuddering breath and nodded. "Okay, okay. Help me up." Between the
two of them, Vince and Jack got Andrea to her feet.

Raimundo had the door open. "Quick!" ne whispered, beckoning impatiently.

They helped Andrea out onto the street. Under the sickly halogen glow of the streetlights, she
looked even more haggard than before. Vince wondered if he looked much better.

"What about nim?" Jack asked, jerking his thumb at the unconscious suit.

Vince took a quick glance up and down the street. For the moment, the coast was clear. "I'll
get him. You guys go on. I'11 be right behind you."

He climbed back into the van, pulling a clasp knife from his pocket. With one swift cut, the cable
tie fell away, and Gabreski grabbed the man's arm. The suit didn’t weigh much, and Vince wasn't worried
sbout being gentle. He hauled the man out and dragged him into the tenement, right on Jack's heels.

They had to climb three flights of dimly 1it stairs until Raimundo stopped and knocked at an apartment
door. It opened a crack and the gang leader whispered something in Spanish., A woman's voice answered, and
the conversation grew heated. The exchange echoed up and down the stairwell, leaving Vince feeling more
vulnersble with each passing moment. He was nearly at the point of kicking in the door when he neard the
rattle of a chain being drawn and Raimundo started hustling everyone inside.

Vince brought up the rear and found himself in a small, neatly kept apartment. They entered
through a narrow kitchen that smelled of old linoleum and spices, and found themselves in a small
1iving room. A young Hispanic woman stood in the middle of the room, clutching the neck of her
frayed bathrobe shut and staring daggers at the people invading her home.

"This is my sister, Lupe," Raimundo said. "She's @ nurse at the hospital."

"And I've got a shift in four hours," she snapped. "I've been up for the last two days, Raimundo!
Have you lost your mind? I told you never to bring your business into this apartment!"
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Vince let the unconscious suit slump to the floor. "Call in sick if you have to," he said. "I'1l1l
pay you double whatever you'd make on your shift. I promise."

Her eyes narrowed on Vince. "I know you. You're that cop my brother is always talking about."

"Then you know I'm not bullshitting you," Gabreski said. "Just take a look at my friend here.
She's hurt pretty bad. This guy, too." He pointed at the suit.

Lupe glared at Gabreski for a long moment, then nodded at the couch. "Put her there," she said,
then moved past Vince to take a look at the unconscious man.

Jack eased Andrea onto the couch. Vince grabbed Raimundo's arm. "Your sister keep anything to
drink around here?" he asked. "I'1ll pay for that, too."

Raimundo nodded reluctantly and went back into the kitchen. Vince stepped to the far side of
the living room, where a pair of windows looked out onto the street. He dug into his pocket for
his cell phone and looked up the number of the man who'd called him Just a few hours ago. His thick
fingers trembled on the key pad.

The voice answered on the first ring.
"Agent Carver,"
"You son of a bitch," Vince snarled. "What the hell have you gotten us into?"

"I'm not sure I know what you're talking about, Lieutenant Gabreski," Carver said calmly. "Maybe
you should start at the beginning."

Gabreski's hand tightened on the flimsy plastic phone. "Those Russians weren't smuggling illegals,
Carver, they were killing them. That warehouse was set up like a goddamned butcher's shop. What's
& healthy heart or kidney bringing on the black market these days?"

"You're talking about mass murder," Carver replied. "What did they do with the bodiesg?"

Gabreski saw the stone floor of the warehouse in his mind, and the wide, dark trail of blood. "I..I
don’t know for sure," he said, rubbing at his eyes. "There wasn't much time to check things out. Some
guys showed up out of nowhere and started shooting. Everything went to hell after that."

Suddenly Carver sounded interested. "Who do you think they were?"

"Damned if I know," Vince said. "They were driving a high-end Land Rover. Maybe the Russians have
some competition, or maybe someone was looking to rip them off. There was a guy with a metal briefcase
who showed up with the Russians. It might have been a buy that went bad."

"What happened to the Russians?"
"Most of them got away. I'm sure they had half a dozen escape routes we didn’t know about."
"Did you get any prisoners?"

Vince glanced over his shoulder at the unconscious figure on Lupe's floor. "No," he 1lied.
"Everybody bugged out once the shooting started."

"I see," Carver said, although from the tone of his voice he didn't seem entirely convinced. "Ig
there anything else I need to know?"

A vision of the jagged pit loomed in Gabreski's mind. Gritting his teeth, he pushed the image
away. "How about you tell me something useful for a change," he said. "Who the hell are these
Russians, and how did they wind up on your radar?"

"They showed up in Seattle about a year ago; came over on & slow boat from Vladivostok, as near
as we can determine. Dropped out of sight almost immediately, then last month we got a tip that
they had turned up in Philly. If their operation is as sophisticated as you're describing, they
must have put down some roots there."

"Give me a name," Vince growled. "Something I can work with."
"Bverything we've got on them has turned out to be an alias. I wouldn't even know where to begin."

Vince sensed that Carver wasn't telling everything he knew. "Dig a little deeper," Gabreski said., "I'll
be in touch."

He jabbed the END button and dropped the phone in his pocket. Raimundo had cleared off Lupe's
coffee table and was pouring rum into four glasses.

Lupe had produced a large first-aid kit from somewhere and used surgical scissors to cut away
Andrea’s shirt. With Jack's help, they undid the Velcro straps and pulled off her lightweight Kevlar
vest. Andrea’'s white t-shirt was spotted with quarter-sized drops of blood in & huge semicircle across
her right shoulder.

Gently, Lupe lifted Andrea's torso and checked her back, probing with a gloved hand. "Dios mio,"
she whispered. "There's wounds on both sides. It looks like something bit her."

Andrea let out a pained chuckle. "You've got no fucking idea, sister," gshe said.
"Still, looks like the vest stopped the worst of it," Jack saild, squinting at the holes in her shirt.

"That's great," the female detective said. Her laugh had a hysterical edge to it. "So why can't
I move my fucking arm?"
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kind of toxin?"

"Oh, shit," Andrea said, still chuckling to nerself. "The fucking monster poisoned me." Tears
of fright glistened at the corners of the detective's eyes.

Lupe frowned. "What is she talking about?"
Vince shot Andrea a warning look, then motioned to Raimundo. "Give her one of those glasses."
The gang leader handed one over, and Andrea took a grateful swallow.

Raimundo stared down at the wound stretching across Taggart's shoulder and shook his head.
"That's it, man. I'm done. I nelped you take care of this girl, but I'm not going up against those
things again. You got the badge, you call the damn Feds. Call the fucking Marines. I don't care.
Just leave me out of this."

"We don’t have any badges," Andrea snapped. Gasping, her nead fell back against the cushions,
but her brown eyes fixed angrily on Vince. "IA suspended us this afternoon. Every damn one of us."

o
Lupe gingerly probed Andrea's shoulder. "The collarbone looks intact," she said. The nurse
pulled back the collar of Andrea's shirt and looked at the bite marks. "I don't know.maybe some
Vince's fists clenched. He closed his eyes, collecting nimself, then looked back at Raimundo.
The gang leader was giving Gabreski a cold, calculating stare.
"Well, well, well," Raimundo said quietly. "Big, bad Vince Gabreski ain't a cop no more.'" He
took a step toward Vince, almost nose to nose with the big man. "Maybe you want to come work for

me now, bitch."

Vince laughed at the gang leader, but there was a brittle edge to the sound. "Don't gZo thinking
anything's changed, you little shit. We'll beat whatever IA's cooked up against us and be back on the
job before you know it." He pointedly turned away from Raimundo and picked up a glass of rum from the
table. "Andrea's right about one thing, though. Rigat now, we're it. There's no one else to back us
up, and honestly, I don't know who the hell would believe us if we told them what we saw back at that
warehouse. I do know that if we don't do something soon, Darnell and maybe a whole lot of other people
are going to die, and I'm not going to let that nappen." He pointed at Raimundo. "The question now is
what are you going to do? Those things killed your boy. What are you going to tell the rest of your
hombres when they ask what happened to Manuel? No one's going to respect you if you let that slide.”

Lupe finished taping a bandage to the front of Andrea's chest and looked up at the two men.
"Don't listen to him, Raimundo!" she said. "He's going to get all of you killed! I told you this
would happen, sooner or later -"

"Shut up, Lupita!" the gang leader pleaded. To Vince, he said, "Okay, goddamnit! I'm in. But
what the hell do we do?"

Vince tossed back the rum and bared his teeth in a wolfish grin. "First, we're going to go find
those Russians."
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Hunters are not born or built. They are forged. People don’t idly
make the decision to risk their lives, especially not in the pursuit of
things most of humanity doesn’t acknowledge exists. The Vigil is a
choice that is made because all other options, including doing
nothing, are far, far worse. It is the choice to force your way into the
weird room in the basement of the district library, rather than to
turn and walk back out upstairs. It is the choice to follow up on the
paper trail of what appears to be a centuries-old person still alive and
kicking, rather than to write it off as obvious clerical error. It is the
choice to carve crosses into all your 9mm bullets because some nig-
gling instinct tells you it might help to knock down those “demons”
you've seen hanging out at the playground, waiting for children. The
Vigil is a choice: a very conscious, very obsessive, borderline insane
choice to walk where angels fear to tread and, once upon the path, to
remain there rather than run for the “safety” of willful ignorance.

Those who survive their initial choice are, through danger and
pressure, formed into something greater than they once were, and _
yet, like any forging process, some aspects of the raw material are
sacrificed along the way. Those who remain on the hunt are like a
battle-worn sword — as they are used and abused, nicks and chips
form on the surface. It is not the visible scars, however, that are
the most dangerous. It is the hairline cracks beneath the surface, just
waiting for the wrong stroke to shatter a once-vital weapon into a
thousand razor-sharp shards.

To create a character for Hunter: The Vigil is to forge a role-
play persona that is, at once, altogether human and yet something
more. The character is crafted, step by step. It’s up to you to decide
both the raw material (who she is, where she comes from and where
she’s going) as well as how she was forged (what has happened to
make her a hunter and what shape those pressures will create in
her). As the creation progresses, each stage offers new opportunities
to hone your vision of the character to give her additional dimension.
As you proceed through character creation, keep in mind it is not
just a character’s strengths that make her the person that she is,
but her weaknesses, quirks, goals, desires and dirty little secrets.
While the skeleton of a character may be the Traits on the char-
acter sheet, it is how those Traits manifest, why they exist (or are
lacking) and what exists beyond the dots on the sheet that make a
character interesting.

A Note about Creating Cells

Groups of hunters (called cells) must rely upon one another
in life-or-death situations on a regular basis. This requires a certain
amount of compatibility, which would evolve naturally within the
cell, but which may need a bit of planning on the part of the players "
) . There are a thousand
in a Hunter game. Because many Hunter games will focus on the
actions of a single cell represented by the players, it may behoove hﬂCking at the branches
players to consider not only their own ideas but also those of the of evil to one who is
group when creating hunter characters. Creating characters that "
can interact well together will go a long way toward promoting a 8 triking at the root.
cohesive game. Characters do not necessarily have to share in- —Henry Thoreau
depth backgrounds, goals or outlooks (although these ties can add
dimension to a game), but communicating enough during charac-
ter generation to ensure the characters won’t try to kill each other
on sight should help a game remain functional and fun.

Communicating openly with the Storyteller and other players
about not only the types of character you are interested in playing,

i
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but also the style of group and overall theme and atmosphere
of the game you enjoy will help ensure the game is as enjoy-
able as possible for everyone involved.

Step One:
Choose Concept

Choosing a concept for your character is the first and most
vital step in creating him. Whether it’s a two- or three-word
blurb (“revenge-seeking widow,” “former vampire-slave,” “fa-
natic clergyman”) or a bit more expansive (“bookworm who
discovered one secret too many about werewolves and is now
trying to learn enough to keep himself and his loved ones
alive”), the concept is the framework upon which the rest of
the character will be built.

While it isn’t necessary to choose what type of hunter your
character will be at this stage in the character creation process,
it doesn’t hurt to give a little thought to the types of Profes-
sions you are most interested in playing, as it is very possible the
character’s background will contribute significantly toward the
Profession he ends up pursuing as a hunter (or vice versa).

As well, it may be advantageous to discuss with your Sto-
ryteller whether the game in which your characters will be
involved will be a first-, second- or third-tier chronicle. It is
petfectly acceptable for a game to progress from one tier level
to another, with the characters starting as an isolated cell, for
example, and eventually coming to the attention of (or com-
ing into conflict with) compacts or conspiracies. If, however,

the Storyteller intends for your character to begin play as part
of a second- or third-tier group, you may want to keep compact
and conspiracy concepts in mind when building your hunter.
Certain background qualities (religious views, especially) may
work better with some groups than others, for example.

Step Two:
Select Attrlbuteq

Once you have decided upon a character concept and given
a bit of thought toward the things that make your character who
he is, it’s time to build the game-mechanic aspects of the char-
acter. The building blocks we use to quantify how smart, fast,
strong, quick-witted or charming a character is are called Attri-
butes. Attributes are divided into three categories: Mental (In-
telligence, Wits and Resolve), Physical (Strength, Dexterity and
Stamina) and Social (Presence, Manipulation and Composure).

The more dots a character has in an Attribute, the stronger
his capability in that area. Thus a character with four dots in In-
telligence is innately smarter than one with one dot, and so on.
Every character begins with one dot in each Attribute in each
category, representing the base levels of human capability to
function. These initial dots do not cost points. During character
creation, additional dots in any Attribute cost one point per dot,
except for the fifth dot in any category, which costs two points.
Thus, it costs five points to raise any Attribute to five dots: the
first dot is free, the second through fourth cost one point each
and the fifth costs two points, for a total of five.
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Every character is built with one category starting out stron-
gest (called primary), one weakest (called tertiary) and one that
falls between the two (called secondary), although the Attri-
butes within each category can be bolstered later. While certain
concepts seem stereotypically suited to certain arrangements of
Attribute priorities, it’s important to remember that real people
(and realistic characters) are unique. A researcher seems most
likely to be a Mental primary character. If he’s outgoing and char-
ismatic, he might be Social secondary and Physical tertiary. If, on
the other hand, he prefers to spend his off-hours hiking, jogging
and riding mountain bikes rather than hanging out with friends,
he might be Physical secondary and Social tertiary. Not every
researcher will have these Attribute priorities, however. Perhaps
he’s not a very good researcher, having been assigned to a desk
job after the rest of his cell was killed by a group of vampires. In
that case, he might not be Mental primary at all, concentrating
on Social or Physical Attributes despite the stereotype. Anything
is possible; what is important is that the Attributes are arranged
in a way that makes sense for your specific character concept and
background (and are fun to play).

Determine which category makes the most sense to be
strongest for your character. This will be your primary At-
tribute category, and you get five points to spend divided
between the three Attributes in that category. You get four
points to spend in your secondary category, and three points
in your tertiary category.

A table that details relative power levels of various dot
levels of Attributes can be found on p. 43 of the World of

Darkness Rulebook.
Step Three:
Select Skills

While Attributes measure your character’s basic capabili-
ties, Skills represent the things he knows how to do. Every-
thing from sniping to Sudoku is represented by one Skill or
another, and like Attributes, the more points he has in a Skill,
the better he is doing things that relate to it.

Like Attributes, Skills are grouped in categories (Mental,
Physical and Social) and each character will have a primary,
secondary and tertiary Skill category (which do not have to
be the same as his Attribute category priorities.)

You get 11 points to spend in your primary Skill category,
seven to spend in your secondary category, and four to spend in
your tertiary one. Each dot in a Skill costs one point, except for
the fifth dot, which costs two. Unlike Attributes, characters do
not begin with a free dot in any of their Skill categories. Experi-
ence points can be spent later on to bolster Skills.

Characters without any dots in a particular Skill can still
attempt to take actions related to that Skill using only the appro-
priate Attribute as a dice pool. They are said to be “untrained” in
that skill, however, and will be at a penalty to perform the action,
and more likely to fail. These penalties differ from category to
category (-3 dice for Mental, -1 die for Physical or Social).

A table that details relative power levels of various
dot levels of Skills can be found on p. 54 of the World of
Darkness Rulebook.

CHARACTER CRHEATION
PROCHESS

Use the character creation process
from the World of Darkness Rulebook
and add the following template to
Hunter characters during Stage
Five.

Choose a Profession [(see pp.
74-93). Choose one free Skill
Specialty based on the Asset Skills
of that Profession.

Decide upon a beginning tier level.
If tier two, choose a“compact; tier
three, choose a conspiracy {see
pp. 102-149). You may choose from
Storyteller-created compacts and
conspiracies, as well.

Hunters choose from among standard
human or special hunter Merits. Some
hunter Merits are only avallable
to certain tier level hunters [(see
pp. O7-T4).

Step Four:
Select Skill Specialties

While Skills often represent general knowledge areas and
abilities, characters can also develop specific strengths within
those greater categories. For example, a marksman might be
good with any gun, but especially experienced with rifles. A
scholar might be well versed in Academics, but have a focus
in Medieval History or Chinese Art. These particular areas of
focus are represented by Skill Specialties.

At any time when a particular Skill Specialty applies to a
challenge, the character receives a bonus die for that dice pool.

Choose three Skill Specialties for your character. These
Specialties can be applied to different Skills, or two or more can
apply to different focuses within the same Skill. Skill Specialties
can be specific sub-categories of a Skill (such as the Weaponry
Skill with a Knife Specialty), a situation in which the Specialty
applies (the Computer Skill with a Hacking Specialty) or any
similar specific, restricted category. The Storyteller has the final
say as to whether a particular Specialty is too broad or narrow.

Step Five:
Add Hunter Template

Up to this point, creating a hunter character has been
identical to creating a standard human character using the
World of Darkness Rulebook. By choosing a concept, At-
tributes, Skills and Skill Specialties, you’ve defined the basic
traits that reflect your character’s abilities and talents, just as
any non-hunter mortal in the World of Darkness might have.
Now it’s time to add the things that make a hunter something
more than the average human on the street.




Note: Some of the options are applicable only to hunters
at particular tier levels (see pp. 272-276 for discussion of the
three tier levels). Because of this, it’s important to know what
level your Storyteller intends for your character to be played
at before progressing with the character creation process.

Professions

All hunters have a Profession. In many cases, this is a spe-
cific job title (Soldier, Clergyman, Technician), while in oth-
ers, it describes his primary activity or interest focus, regardless
of whether this is an actual “job” or not (Socialite, Criminal,
Vagrant). Check out the Professions detailed on pp. 74-93 and
determine which best suits your character concept.

Each Profession has two Asset Skills, which represent
training or areas of expertise that are particularly pertinent
to that Profession. After choosing a Profession for your char-
acter, look at the Asset Skills listed for that Profession and
choose a free Skill Specialty in one of them. (This will bring
your character’s total starting Skill Specialties as to four.)

Tiers

First-tier characters are hunters who, through choice or cir-
cumstance, are not associated with an organization larger than
their cell. Some tier-one hunters are isolated from other groups;
they may have fled an existing group or may not know that other
such groups even exist. Tier-one characters may also be those
who have not yet proven themselves to an organization to the
extent that they have been recruited or allowed entry.

As part of a first-tier game, your character may be part of
a cell, but even then, the cell itself is not a part of an expan-
sive compact or conspiracy, instead acting independently as
its members pursue the Vigil. If you are playing in a tier-one
game, you do not choose a compact or conspiracy to be affili-
ated with at character creation.

Tier-two and -three hunters, however, may well belong
to a compact (second tier) or conspiracy (third tier), which
affords its members certain advantages but also may well de-
mand commensurate levels of obedience and service in ex-
change. If your Storyteller has indicated that your characters
will be part of a compact or conspiracy, you may choose to
begin play with your character already belonging to a group
of the appropriate level. Choosing a compact or conspiracy
requires at least one dot of the Status Merit in the appropriate
group (see Step Seven for Merits).

Players and Storytellers may want to deviate from the
examples of compacts and conspiracies found in this book. A
discussion on creating your own hunter organization can be

found on p. 203.

Compacts
Compacts (second tier) are small or loosely networked
connections of similarly minded hunters who can offer each
other support and the strength of numbers. Tier-two charac-
ters can select from the following compacts at character cre-
ation, or may wait and potentially join an organization dur-
ing the course of the game. They may, alternatively, join a
Storyteller-created compact where appropriate.
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The Long Night — Christian hunters who fight the agents of
evil in attempt to stave off the end of the world (pp. 106-109).

Null Mysteriis — Skeptics who battle the supernatural in
an attempt to prove it does not exist (pp. 118-121).

Network Zero — Network Zero uses radio, television and
Internet resources to not only hunt monsters but also to pub-
licize its existence (pp. 114-117).

The Union — Ragtag blue-collar monster hunters, members
of the Union work without government sanction to protect hu-
manity against its most dangerous enemies (pp. 122-125).

The Ashwood Abbey — A decadent Hellfire Club dedi-
cated to experiencing everything that life (or unlife) has to
offer (pp. 102-105).

The Loyalists of Thule — Hungry for knowledge, this oc-
cult group seeks things man was not meant to know in places
he was not meant to tread (pp. 110-114).

Conspiracies

Conspiracies (third tier) span the globe and often the
centuries. If your Storyteller has indicated you will be playing
a tier-three game, you can choose to begin play as a member
of one of the following groups. Membership within one of the
conspiracies offers hunters not only support and solidarity, but
each also has developed certain unique resources called En-
dowments, which are available to members only.

Task Force: VALKYRIE — As part of a Joint Task Force,
this covert government anti-monster brigade includes members
from every branch of the military, foreign and domestic. It hunts
by order only, slaying monsters where and when its higher-ups
dictate. Task Force: VALKYRIE’s Endowment is Advanced Ar-
mory, high-tech supernatural weapons with which to fight the
monstrous enemies of the human race (pp. 146-149).

The Lucifuge — Is it a paradox for those who consider them-
selves the children of a fallen angel to hunt monsters? The Lu-
cifuge doesn’t think so, hoping to earn its redemption by slaying
the truly evil forces in the world. The Lucifuge’s Endowment is
Castigation, unholy rituals that grant it power over its foes. Will
it be enough to atone for its founder’s sin? (pp. 138-141)

The Cheiron Group — A confederacy of interna-
tional corporations, the Cheiron Group possesses great
wealth and technology. Those who serve the conspira-
cy have access to the Thaumatechnology Endowment,
which allows them to use the supernatural’s own physical
and metaphysical powers against it...but is the price their
own humanity? (pp. 134-137)

Aegis Kai Doru — Greek for “Shield and Spear,” the Ae-
gis Kai Doru searches the world for history’s legendary arti-
facts with which to bolster its numbers in its nigh-timeless
battle against the forces of darkness. Members of Aegis Kai
Doru have access to some of the world’s most powerful (and
profane) Relics as an Endowment (pp. 126-129).

Ascending Ones — The Ascending Ones trace their
history and symbology back to both ancient Egypt and Mu-
hammed the Prophet. Like the sacred sun, they see them-
selves as a cleansing agent that can burn away the monstrous
impurities of the world. The Ascending Ones’ Endowment is
Elixirs, powerful potions that can bolster their members’ bod-




RANK AND FILE

Storytellers may wish to allow players to create starting characters
with more experience as hunters than the newly minted hunters that the
character creation system offered here represents. While it may be
best for players new to Hunter: The Vigil (or the World of Darkness
in general) to begin with new recruits and explore the game system as
their characters learn, more experienced players may want the additional
challenge (and benefits) of playing characters who have already spent
varying amounts of time on the Vigil.

As there are two types of experience points available to Hunter characters,
it is recommended to allow experienced characters a combination of normal
experience points and Practical Experience (which can be spent only on
select benefits for the character - see pp. 209-211 for more details).
Membership in a compact or conspiracy does not necessarily reflect greater
experience: a member of Task Force: VALKYRIE can be Just as green lor

greener) than a lone hunter on the streets.

New Recruits

0 experience points & O Practical

Experience

Survived First Contact

25 experience points & 12 Practical

Experience

Seasoned Soldiers

60 experience points & 30 Practical

Experience

Grizzled Veterans

100+ experience points & 50 Practical

Experience

Note that a starting cell of hunters does not start with any Tactics.

As an option,

the Storyteller may allow a cell access to one shared

Tactic at the beginning of the story.

ies and spirits — or bring excruciating agony, addiction and
death to those who oppose them (pp. 130-133).

Malleus Maleficarum — In the Middle Ages, the Malleus
Maleficarum wielded the power of the Church against vampires.
Today, the Catholic conspiracy pursues supernatural monsters
of all sorts with religious zeal. The Malleus Maleficarum uses its
Benediction Endowment in an attempt to purge the world of
monsters with these on-demand miracles (pp. 143-145).

Step Six:
Choose Merits

Characters receive seven points that can be spent on
Merits. Hunter characters may choose from the standard Mer-
its offered on pp. 108-177 of the World of Darkness Rule-
book, or from the Hunter Merits detailed on pp. 67-74. Many
of the Hunter Merits are restricted to specific tier-level char-
acters or to characters in certain organizations, so be certain
to check prerequisites when choosing them.

Merits should fit into your hunter concept: a library-
bound paranormal investigator is more likely to possess the
Eidetic Memory Merit than Fighting Style: Boxing, while a
Marine Corps sniper now working as a God-chosen marks-

man for the Malleus Maleficarum is likelier to have Fast Re-
flexes than, say, the Inspiring Merit.

~ Step Seven:
Determine Advantages

Rules regarding the standard use of Advantages can be
found on pp. 90-105 of the World of Darkness Rulebook.
Hunter characters follow the standard rules for determining
initial Attribute scores. Rather than repeating this informa-
tion verbatim, this section details how certain Advantages
pertain specifically to Hunter: The Vigil.

Willpower

While hunters are human, they are also something more.
The Vigil is an obsession that pushes them to extremes non-
hunters never experience. This obsession is represented by an
ability to use Willpower in ways different from normal hu-
mans. While your character’s Willpower trait is figured in the
same way as a standard human (Resolve + Composure), he
can opt to “risk” Willpower for certain superhuman effects,

in addition to the standard Willpower expenditures. (See pp.
65-66, “Risking Willpower.”)




Morality

Non-hunter humans have a Morality rating that serves
as a gauge of their accordance with the moral standards of
human society. Hunters are human and, as such, are held
to the same standard. Hunters on the Vigil, however, are
often duty bound to commit sins to survive and to execute
the needs of the hunt.

As an optional rule, Storytellers may allow players to ex-
change Morality for experience points during the character
creation process. This represents the acts the character has
taken in his life before becoming a hunter (or perhaps during
the prelude that brought him to his role as a hunter), which
have already begun to shift him away from what normal hu-
mans think of as being a “good” person. Players may sacrifice
one dot of Morality for five experience points, lowering their
Morality to as low as 5 (for 10 experience points). This ex-
change does not inherently invite a derangement or a “Tell”
(a hunt-specific madness; see pp. 330), although if a player
wants his character to begin the game with one as a matter
of character development (without any compensating benefit

for it), he is welcome to do so.
Step Eight:
The Spark of Life

Other than a basic character concept, character creation
up to this point has been predominantly a matter of statis-
tics, defining your character in terms of what he can and can’t
do or what he does or doesn’t know. A roleplaying character,
however, is more than dots and traits and percentages of suc-
cess. The statistics on your character sheet are just the foun-
dation of the character, the finite and measurable aspects of
what he can do. Your challenge now is to determine the other
half of the character — who he is.

Some of the same statistics you chose earlier may serve
as guidelines for the other aspects of your character. But traits
can always be interpreted more than one way. If, for example,
your character has high Dexterity, does that mean he’s slim
and athletic, nimble on his feet and ready to dodge danger at
every turn? Or is he adept with fine motor skills, capable of
shooting an apple off a demon’s head or carving the “Lord’s
Prayer” on a grain of rice? Does his low Presence reveal him
as a shy heriit, overlooked by everyone in a crowd, or does
he make an impression (but a bad one) with poor hygiene and
worse manners! Each trait can manifest in a variety of ways,
depending on how you see your character.

Other aspects of your character have nothing to do with
his traits. Is he old or young? Tall or short? Tidy or slovenly? Is
he popular with his peers, or seen as an outsider? Does he read
the paper, or prefer sci-fi novels? Does he spend his leisure
time oiling rifles and researching monsters, or does he coach
the local Little League team and rebuild vintage sports cars?
Little details like this are not represented by any particular
statistic on your character sheet, but they go a long way to-
ward making your character three-dimensional, rather than a
cardboard cutout in the shape of a hunter.

The Prelude

The prelude is another way to flesh out your character
above and beyond the basic character creation process. While
it is an optional process, it is one that can allow a player to
explore his character’s background and, in the process, get a
real feel for his persona, rather than just the character sheet.
During character creation, you’re building your character in
the abstract, as a conglomeration of concepts and statistics. In
the prelude, you are given the chance to try your character on
for size, to begin experiencing the World of Darkness through
his eyes, ears, goals and fears. Preludes are normally run as a
one-on-one scenario with the Storyteller, though some char-
acter creation sessions might be run as a group process: if the
players create a cell together, it is perhaps appropriate to run
them through the prelude together.

The prelude may also be used as an opportunity to fine-tune
your character’s statistics to better reflect how the character “comes
to life” once you’ve actually played him. Frequently, when a char-
acter is actually put into play, the player may discover that aslightly
different trait combination better suits the actual character (rather
than the theoretical version built during character creation). He
may manifest as more cunning and less book smart, for example,
prompting the player to move a dot from Intelligence to Wits, if
the Storyteller approves of the change. If allowed, a player can
swap dots within the same trait groups (so increasing one Physical
Attribute while decreasing another Physical Attribute by the same
amount), as long as the end product is something that could have
been built with the original character creation rules.

Storytellers benefit from running prelude scenes with
their players, too. They are given the opportunity to impart
setting and backstory information to the players without the
necessity of a lengthy narrative session where the players do
nothing but listen. Prelude scenes give Storytellers the op-
portunity to establish relationships between the players’ char-
acters and others who exist in the story. Rival or allied cells,
mentors, even ongoing antagonists can be introduced, and
their presence as three-dimensional characters with their own
histories, goals and desires established in a tangible fashion
for the players and their characters.

Storvtelling
the Prelude

As a Storyteller, there are several decisions you will need
to make before running a Hunter prelude. The initial set of
decisions deals with the nature, rather than the subject mat-
ter, of the prelude.

You can run preludes one on one, or in a group setting.
Individual preludes for each player are useful in that they al-
low a single character to act as protagonist in his own back-
story, while cell-preludes are useful in establishing a cohesive
group experience (and may be necessary if time is limited).

Your prelude scenario can be interactive (with players
being allowed to control their characters during the scene) or
simply narrative, where you, as Storyteller, describe the sce-
nario and the actions of everyone involved in the scene. Nar-
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rative preludes are faster and easier to script, but interactive
scenes often have more emotional impact and allow a player
to get a better feel for his character by acting as a sort of “dry
run” before the actual game.

And, if the prelude is run as an interactive scene, you’ve got
to decide if you're going to use the Storyteller rules for challenge
resolution, or just allow the players to script their characters’ ac-
tions at will. Rules tend to slow down a narrative scene, and if
the outcome is planned out already, they may be an unnecessary
encumbrance. On the other hand, especially if the players are
unfamiliar with the game system, giving them the opportunity to
roll a few challenges in a prelude may help them understand how
the rules work before the game actually begins.

Particular care should be given when allowing dice rolls
(rather than raw narrative) to determine the outcome in
combat and Morality loss in prelude scenes. No one wants to
roll up a character and then have him die or go insane before
the “real” game even begins. To avoid this, it is advised to
use narrative to ensure that the outcome of combat scenes is
at least non-fatal for players’ characters and to steer clear of
Degeneration rolls during prelude scenarios.

Elements of a Prelude

The purpose of a prelude is to give the Storyteller and
player an opportunity to familiarize themselves with the
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character and his setting. As such, a prelude offers a brief but
meaningful glimpse (or glimpses) into the character’s past, his
life before the game chronicle begins. Some pivotal points in
the character’s life that might be used as prelude scenarios are
offered below. Storytellers should feel free (but not pressured)
to utilize any or all of them, or to create alternate scenarios
based on significant clues from the character’s background.
Any emotionally charged situation can serve as a useful pre-
lude scene, especially those that have helped to guide the
character toward the Vigil.

Everyday Life

“Daaaaaddyyyy?”

The plaintive wail is hard to ignore, even though this is the 20%
time you've heard it tonight. So far, it's been requests for drinks of
water and hugs, emergencies like missing stuffed animals or trips
to the bathroom. But this time it sounds a little different. This time
he sounds scared.

“Daddy? There’s something outside. .. Something scary!”

This is just another ploy to avoid going to sleep. Or is it?

There’s a crash outside, and your child screams.

What do you do?

No one is born a hunter. Even those who come to the Vigil
early experience some sort of life before turning to the hunt, and
many hunters had friends, families and careers before being called
to task. Many times, it is the threat against or loss of those precious
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commodities that spurs a person to become a hunter, so a prelude
that gives a player the opportunity to experience them in a real
sense can add layers of reality to their later reaction if those valu-
able assets are threatened or taken away.

Change to:

This scene might be the one that leads directly to the char-
acter’s loss (see First Contact below), or it might just reinforce the
importance of these aspects in the character’s life before the Vigil
takes over. An athletic character might play out a scene that
involved a sports triumph, while a soldier goes on a vital training
mission. Characters with spouses or children might go through a
proposal, a wedding, a family celebration or holiday scene. Those
with scholastic or vocational focuses might be taken through a
scene that involves a promotion, graduation, hiring or firing.

Scenes of everyday life can be played out as any other
game session. If traits come up during the course of the Every-
day Life prelude, just disregard any Traits added in Step Five
and any Hunter-specific Merits the character has. The Story-
teller may choose to use a narration style for this prelude, or to
have the player roll for significant actions during this scene.

First Contact

You're standing in the backyard, flashlight in hand. You're shiver-
ing and barefoot, because you didn’t pause to grab a jacket or put on
shoes. As you wave the flashlight around, the flickering beam barely cuts
through the darkness. Stupid dollar-store lights. Your heart’s still beating
double time and nervous little puffs of breath hang in the air as you catch
your breath. There’s nothing here. Of course there’s nothing here.

The flashlight beam slides past bushes and trees, sending weird
shadows all around. The yard is empty, except for a half-coiled
garden hose, a rusty grill and an overturned tricycle, one pedal still
spinning slowly. A sound comes from the vicinity of the back door.
“I told you to stay in bed while I looked arou—"

You twrn just in time to see the back door shut. He must have
gone back upstairs. ..

A scream from his room sends icy daggers down your spine
and you're on the porch before it stops. But the door is locked.

And through the back door window, you can see muddy boot
prints leading from the door toward the staircase.

What do you do?

Most hunters set out on the Vigil having experienced
some kind of “inciting incident.” A husband finds something
preying upon his wife on their blood-slick kitchen floor. A
father tells a son that his is a legacy of holding back the shad-
ows, and then puts a .22 pistol in the teen’s hand. A surgeon
gets a lucrative job offer from a prosthetics conglomerate, but
swiftly discovers they make their artificial limbs from some-
thing far more sinister than steel and plastic.

Discovering the horrors and mysteries of the World of Dark-
ness is almost always an eye-opening and life-changing event.
Using a hunter’s first contact can be a powerful way to juxtapose
his pre-hunt life with the challenges he’ll face on the Vigil.

The Vigil

The sun beats down on you, and sweat is rolling into your eyes, but

you don'’t dare blink it away. If you blink, you might miss it, and you've
waited for weeks for this moment. You aren'’t going to miss a thing.
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The others are spread out in a half circle around you. You can
see them moving forward in your peripheral vision. Jake with his
shotgun. Terry with a sawed-off. John’s got his service revolver,
and some sort of Taser he says they'd been experimenting with
down at the HQ. These are your friends, the ones who believed
you and your crazy story about what you saw that night. They
helped you track down this...thing. You won't even give it the re-
spect of calling it a person.

John signals you forward, toward the caved-in shack you've
tracked it to. Your hands are sweaty around the wooden stock of
your hunting rifle. You've taken down bucks with it, and once a
black bear, but today you're not out for sport._

For just a second, the heat makes your vision go red, and you
see the scene again. The one you never want to remember. The
one you can'’t forget.

The white cotton sheets stained crimson. The torn flannel
jammies, one foot smeared where he’d tried to run. The floor-
boards puddled with red-brown-black.

Sweat runs down into your eyes, the salt stinging. You can’t
blink back the tears.

“Now!” John drops his fist and the rest of the group jumps
forward.

What do you do?

Often a hunter’s first hunt comes long before he joins a
cell or is recruited into an organization. Protecting family and
friends (or revenging wrongs done to them) can be a strong
catalyst for setting a person onto the Vigil. For others, the
hunt begins with a religious epiphany, a chance encounter
with a monster or a run-in with a hunter cell. It could even be
that the hunt is a job, a “first encounter” planned and paid for
by an organization whose Vigil is clouded in mysterious mo-
tives. Whatever the circumstance, the first hunt is the begin-
ning of the rest of the hunter’s life, and playing that scenario
out can give the player the opportunity to explore aspects of
the Vigil that might not otherwise come to light.

Final Questions

The following questions are provided to give you the op-
portunity to add the final touches to your character post-pre-
lude. You are welcome to answer all, some or none of them,
but each detail you flesh out will make your character more
realistic and three-dimensional.

What Do You Look Like?

How tall or short are you? How old are you? What race
or culture are you from? What color is your hair and how
do you wear it? How do you dress, both during the hunt and
in your off hours? Has the Hunt left you with any scars or
lasting injuries?

What Brought You to the Vigil?

When were you first exposed to the supernatural (or do
you still deny its existence?) Were you recruited by a cell or or-
ganization, or did you learn of its existence and petition to join?
Did you start the hunt on your own and then were brought into
your group, or did you help found it with others?




What Type of
Hunter Are You?

Is the Vigil a duty, or revenge for some pre-
vious wrong?! Are you in it to accomplish a par-
ticular goal, or for the long haul? Do you have a
favored target or some sort of a personal vendetta
against a particular type of monster? Do you see
your weapons as just tools, or do they mean more
to you than that? Could it be just for the money
your organization pays you, or do you do it for the
mad joy of putting bullets in monsters?

Exam e
of Character
Creation

Pat is creating a character for Autumn’s Hunt-
er: The Vigil game. Autumn tells Pat the game will
focus on an unprecedented surge in the frequency
and intensity of supernatural activity in Philadel-
phia. The players’ characters will make up a covert
hunter cell put together to investigate the causes
and extent thereof, and to try to stop it if possible.
The game will focus on paranoia and danger as the
group attempts to survive in an obviously hostile
environment and discover the source of the threat
while learning to work together as a newly created
cell. Autumn says the game will be a trial by fire for
the cell as the characters learn about one another
and the grim scenario.

Pat takes a copy of the character sheet and
some scratch paper for notes, and begins writing
down some rough ideas for his character. Before
committing completely to an idea, he discusses sev-
eral aspects of the game with Autumn. He learns
that the characters will all be from third-tier con-
spiracies, although they can choose to which con-
spiracy the characters belong. Autumn envisions
this being each character’s first official hunt, so she
would like all to start with the basic character cre-
ation statistics, rather than additional experience
points or Practical Experience. Autumn explains
why the cell features hunters from differing con-
spiracies: the situation in Philly is bad enough that
multiple conspiracies have assigned hunters to the
cell in order to counterbalance each other’s inter-
ests in the area and ensure no one group can claim
all the glory (and possible bounty — knowledge,
captive “guinea pigs,” arcane items or the like).

Step One: Concept

Pat’s interested in playing a museum curator,
someone who seeks out lost treasures and antiqui-
ties to sell them to the highest bidder. He decides

CODE NAMES
AND ALIASES

Some hunters, especially those in
first-tier cells, continue- to refer to
themselves by their normal human name
after joining the Vigil. Others may take
on an alias specifically for the hunt,
out of a desire for anonymity, a need
to protect their families or an attempt
to Jjuggle the double 1life of pursuing
the hunt while maintaining careers and
families.

Individual hunter aliases may be completely
mundane, simply a generic name that isn't
tied to the hunter'’s actual identity. On
the other hand, a hunter may take (or
be given) a '"nom de guerre" (war name)
that 1is designed to convey a particular
meaning. Jerry Kravitz isn't a particularly
intimidating handle, but the Jackal,
Doubletap or Ghoul might well communicate
a measure of intimidation (especialLy if
backed up with actual lethal ability.)

Hunter cells also often take on unique
nomenclature. A tier-one cell dedicated
to protecting a particular town might call
itself the Saviors or the Gatekeepers,
denoting its goal of shielding the city from
harm. Alternatively, a cell might choose
& name that speaks of its own attributes
rather than its purpose: Lightning, for a
group that specializes in quick (and fatal)
strikes, or The Ghosts, for a cell that
"naunts" a particular region.

Cells working for a  particular
organization may be given a code name
that suits the organization'’s goals or
focus. The Ascending Ones might name a
strike-team cell after Sekhnmet {the lion-
headed goddess of war), and one that is
devoted to the collection of research
and information after Ipuwer, one of the
oldest known papyrus documents.

In general, almost anything can be used as
a code name for a hunter or cell, although
players would be well advised to listen to
Winston Churchill's advice when choosing
one: '"Intelligent thought will already
supply an unlimited number of well-sounding
names that do not suggest the character of
the operation or disparage it in any way
and do not enable some widow or mother to
say that her son was killed in an operation
called ’'Bunnyhug’ or 'Ballyhoo’.”




that his character supplemented his meager museum earnings
by selling Egyptian artifacts (including papyrus scrolls and jars
with traces of millennia-old unguents and potions) under the
table to representatives of the Ascending Ones. He chooses
the name Robert Kilcannon and figures that somewhere along
the line, something “bad” drew him away from the museum
and the smuggling and onto a hunter’s Vigil. Pat decides that
Kilcannon’s family was murdered by some supernatural force.
Pat files this as potential background and goes forward to the
next step in character creation.

Step Two: Attributes

Now that he has a basic character concept and a bit of his-
tory for Kilcannon, Pat needs to begin building the character’s
statistics, starting with his Attributes. Since Kilcannon was a
museum curator, Pat decides to make his Mental Attributes pri-
mary. He’ll have relied heavily on his knowledge and cunning,
both in the museum and as an artifact smuggler, and is likely to
continue to do so as a hunter. As a former anthropologist who's
accustomed to life in rough areas and among rougher peoples,
Pat chooses Physical as his character’s secondary Attributes.
This leaves Social for Kilcannon’s tertiary category, which is
fine with Pat — he figures Kilcannon’s losses (whatever they
end up being) have left him bitter and difficult to deal with.

To represent Kilcannon’s background in anthropology
and academics, Pat puts two of his five points into Kilcannon’s
Intelligence, raising it to a 3. He figures that Kilcannon’s ex-
perience in artifact smuggling and whatever additional train-
ing he’s received from the Ascending Ones has made him a
pretty quick-witted chap, so he allocates two of the remaining
three dots into Kilcannon’s Wits, raising it to a 3 as well. This
leaves one last dot to add to Kilcannon’s Resolve. This makes
it a 2 — he’s okay, but not exceptional at keeping his wits and
temper about him.

Next, Pat has four points to split between his Physical
Attributes. Since Kilcannon has had to endure a lot of phys-
ically challenging situations on site at digs in his past and
would have to prove himself physical capable of enduring the
travails of being a field agent in the Ascending Ones, Pat as-
signs two dots to his Stamina, which gives him 3 dots in it
total. He doesn’t see Kilcannon as being more than average
in Strength or Dexterity, so he divides the remaining points
up evenly, with one point in each of the two remaining At-
tributes, making each a 2.

Finally, Pat assigns his three points in Social Attributes.
He decides that Kilcannon’s smuggling and work in the uni-
versity system (not to mention his ability to talk his way into
the Ascending Ones) merit an additional dot in Manipulation
— he’s learned how to connive and influence others. He spends
one point there, making it a 2 total. With Kilcannon’s generally
surly attitude, Pat chooses not to add any additional dots to his
Presence, leaving it at the 1 he began with; he’s below average
in the kind of impression he makes on others. This leaves Pat
with two points left to add to Kilcannon’s Composure, which
raises it to a 3. Once you’ve lost your family to a supernatural
monster and lived through it, Pat figures, it’s difficult to run
into anything else that’s going to shake you too much.

' o g :
CHA"Tjﬁ' TWO: CHARACTER, CREATION

Step Three: Skills

Next, Pat has to decide what Skills Kilcannon possesses.
While his Mental Attributes are primary, Pat decides that the
curator’s time outdoors and any training he’s undergone since be-
coming a hunter are sufficient to justify choosing Physical Skills
as his primary category. He still wants to represent Kilcannon’s
education and experience (and the new things he’s learned as a
hunter), so he makes Mental Kilcannon’s secondary Skill cat-
egory, which leaves Social as tertiary for the surly Kilcannon.

Pat has 11 points to spend on Physical Skills. He figures
Kilcannon’s experience with the supernatural that destroyed
his family and career is going to have left him wanting to be
able to protect himself, so he spends three points in Brawl
and two in Firearms. He also wants to be able to have Kil-
cannon jump, climb, run and swim effectively in the field,
so he spends two points in Athletics. And, since he has a
history with thievery, he spends two points in Larceny. This
leaves him with two points, which he spends on a point each
of Survival and Stealth. Since Kilcannon isn’t a super-strong
toe-to-toe brawler, the ability to sneak would be something
he’d at least have begun to develop, as would his ability to
survive in a variety of environments.

Moving on to his secondary Skill category, Pat has seven
points to spend on Mental Skills. Since the curator has con-
tinued to hone his knowledge-gathering skills, Pat allots three
dots to his Academics Skill and one to Science. He spends
two points in Investigation to represent not only the research
process, but also Kilcannon’s ability to track down artifacts
and customers. This leaves him with one point to spend,
which he puts into Occult, representing Kilcannon’s new in-
terest (and hatred of) the supernatural.

Pat knows that his four points in Social skills aren’t going to
go very far, so he ponders how best to spend them to represent
Kilcannon accurately. He gives Kilcannon a point of Streetwise
to represent his ability to find buyers for his smuggled goods, and
a point of Persuasion to reflect his negotiating ability. He feels
that Kilcannon’s surly nature is worth a point of Intimidation and
spends his last point on Subterfuge, because Kilcannon managed
to pull off the double life of museum curator and relic smuggler for
a time before his family’s murder.

Step Four: Skill Specialties

Now that Pat’s chosen his character’s Attributes and
Skills, he gets to pick three Skill Specialties. To tie into both
Kilcannon’s history as a curator of antiquities and his interest
in the Ascending Ones, Pat chooses to give Kilcannon the
Academics Specialty of Anthropology. To represent his abil-
ity to locate buyers for his stolen goods, Pat spends one point
to give Kilcannon the Streetwise Specialty of Black Markets.
Additionally, as Kilcannon has no desire to be caught help-
less, Pat assigns him the Brawl Specialty of Dirty Tricks —
why play fair when lives (especially his own) are on the line?

Step Five: Hunter Traits

Now Pat’s ready to move on to the hunter-specific parts

of creating his character. He’s been told the game will focus
on third-tier conspiracy characters, and he’s already decided
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to tie his character to the Ascending Ones, so he notes that
next to the Faction space on his character sheet.

In reading over the options for Professions, Pat is drawn
to the Academic. While Kilcannon’s given himself to criminal
behaviors, he’s still a scholar at heart. Pat notes the Academic
Asset Skills of Academics and Science. For Kilcannon’s free
Asset Skill Specialty, Pat chooses to give the surly curator
the Academics Specialty of Middle Eastern History, given his
connection to the Ascending Ones.

Step Six: Merits

Pat has seven points to spend on Merits, either hunter-spe-

cific ones or normal human ones from the book. He decides to
spend three points to give his character the Unseen Sense Merit
regarding ghosts; Kilcannon gets the heebie-jeebies whenever

anything spectral is around, even if he’s not aware of it. Pat also
takes one dot worth of Contacts (Underground) to represent his
character’s associations with the fences and black market artifact
dealers. While he could take Professional Training or Safehouse,
Pat decides that as a fairly new hunter, Kilcannon probably hasn’t
established either to his liking yet. He does take a point of Status
(Ascending Ones) to represent his fledgling place with that con-

spiracy, but then puts his two remaining Merit points into the Elix-
irs Endowment, representing his trained tolerance for the drugs
and poisons of the Ascending Ones.

Step Seven: Advantages
Now that all Pat’s character’s Traits are established and
his Merit points are spent, Pat needs to calculate his char-
acter’s Advantages. Some of these are derived from other
traits. Pat adds Kilcannon’s Resolve of 2 and Composure of
3 together to come up with a Willpower of 5. Kilcannon’s
Morality begins at the standard 7. Although Pat has already
established his character as an occasional tomb robber, he de-
cides that Kilcannon’s never really come to terms with it (his
Morality hasn’t degenerated) and thus his Morality remains
at 7. After looking at the list of Virtues and Vices, Pat decides
that Kilcannon’s desire for vengeance against whatever su-
pernatural force spurred him into being a hunter would be ap-
propriate for giving him Justice as Virtue and Wrath as Vice.
He truly believes his vengeance is righteous and it manifests
in a violent and destructive manner.
Kilcannon’s Health is 8, determined by adding his Stam-
ina of 3 with his Size (5 for a human adult). His Dexterity of
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THE MORALITY
OF THE HUNT

In terms of sins against MNorality,
humanoid monsters "should be treated -as
human. The line between "human who has
become a vampire," "human who has magical
powers,' "human with a magical item," and
"muman who Just happens to kill people"
is too morally ambiguous to be considered
in terms of Morality sins. Hunters must
bear the full moral impact of injuring or
slaughtering sentient beings, regardless

of whether they are technically human or.

not. Driving a stake into the heart of a
cherubic vampire who looks like & human
child can be Just as morally taxing as
if it were a mortal child who has killed
her parents and siblings. (That said, .if
& creature 1is something truly alien or
manifests no human features, Morality may
not figure into the picture. Destroying
something that looks like a giant bacterium
earns the character as much guilt as wiping
out strep throat with an antibiotic.which
is to say, none at all.) More information on
Morality (including changing the hierarchy
of sins and using it to enhance theme and
mood in your game) can be found in Appendix

Upon waking, Kilcannon found his boy
dead — and the museum had discovered his
moonlighting thievery. His wife divorced him
because of the disgrace, leaving Kilcannon
alone, with few options. He blamed the faceless
monster for the destruction of his family and his
career and sought out those contacts among the
Ascending Ones who, he suspected, had more
than a passing interest in the supernatural. It
was time for revenge.

Pat remembers that the University of Penn-
sylvania in Philadelphia has a huge Department
of Archeology and Anthropology and that the
Philadelphia Art Museum is hosting a huge Tu-
tankhamen exhibit, so he asks Autumn if that
would make a good justification for why his char-
acter has been assigned to the cell. She agrees
that Kilcannon’s background will make him a
great artifacts and Egyptian culture resource for
the cell (and mentally notes to take advantage of
the exhibit as a plot hook). Having fleshed out
his history, Robert Kilcannon is ready for his first
assignment on the Vigil.

Willpower

What can a human being will himself to do?
A man trapped under a fallen tree cuts off his own
leg with a penknife. A woman lifts a car to rescue

her child. A husband breaks a man’s neck with
his bare hands, saving his wife from an attacker.

One (p. 322).

2 and his Composure of 3 give him a 5 Initiative. His Wits
are 3 and his Dexterity is 2, but since his Defense is the low-
est of the two, he’s only got a 2 Defense. Finally, Kilcannon’s
Strength of 2 and his Dexterity of 2 are added to his species
factor (5 for a human adult) to give him a Speed of 9.

Kilcannon begins play with 5 Willpower points, the same
as his Willpower dots.

Step Eight: Spark of Life

Pat now has a pretty good idea of who his character is,
and what he can do. Now’s the time to fill in the details and
make the collection of numbers and letters on the character
sheet into a three-dimensional persona. Pat starts by looking
at the questions on p. 60 for some ideas on how to round out
Kilcannon’s history and character.

Pat wants to build a history in which Kilcannon blames the
supernatural for destroying his life before he became a hunter. He
decides that Dr. Kilcannon’s young son was serving as an assistant
in the museum, but followed when his father snuck off to meet
with an antiquities fence. The curator, however, found the fence
already compromised by some faceless thing with a keen interest
in possessing a baboon-headed Canopic jar. The creature attacked
Kilcannon; the boy rushed in to save him. All went dark.

These aren’t miracles, and they aren’t born of the
blood undead or gifts from spirits. They just rep-
resent what human beings are capable of doing...
if they have the will.

Any character, human, animal or otherwise, can use
Willpower to bolster normal dice pools or Resistance traits
(see p. 95 of the World of Darkness Rulebook). Hunters,
by nature, are more willful than the average human being,
and can use that will in slightly different ways. More specifi-
cally, they can take risks with their Willpower, “betting” it
against a success. If the gamble pays off, they grow stronger.
If not, they lose their resolve and become easier prey for the
creatures they hunt.

Willpower works for hunters in the same ways it does
for other World of Darkness characters, with a few additions.
The sections below include the methods for regaining and
spending Willpower from the World of Darkness Rulebook,
for sake of quick reference.

Spending
Willpower Points

This section discusses not only the different ways in
which a hunter can expend Willpower, but also goes into
when doing so is most appropriate and of the greatest benefit
(to both character and player).




SPENDING WILLPQ

When to Spend

When a player spends a point of Willpower for the charac-
ter, the character puts forth a great deal of effort on the task in
question. This means that the action is important to the character,
even if it isn’t important in any objective sense. For instance, the
character might decide that baking his daughter’s birthday cake
demands his attention and effort, and so the player spends a Will-
power point on the Crafts roll to do so. No one’s life hangs in the
balance, but the character finds this task crucial, and this attitude
is represented by the expenditure of Willpower.

But very often, the kinds of actions that are represented
by dice rolls are the important ones, because it is by injecting
a chance for failure that these actions gain some drama. Stat-
ing “spend Willpower when it’s important to the character”
can cover a lot of ground.

One way to think about spending Willpower is to consid-
er whether the action attempted fulfills the character’s Virtue
or Vice. In the example above, what if the father’s Virtue is
Fortitude, and he’s already been up all night chasing a vam-
pire, but he goes without sleep (again) because he promised
his little girl she’d have her cake? Spending the Willpower
point weakens the character, but in taking the action, he ful-
fills his Virtue and at the end of the chapter (game session),
gains it right back. Likewise, if his Vice is Envy and he’s trying
to one up his estranged wife by making the cake, he gets the
same effect (though he only gains‘a single point and receives
it immediately). The system for risking Willpower (see be-
low) is another way to “spend Willpower to get Willpower,”
although failure carries harsh consequences.

Something else to consider about spending Willpower: a
character doesn’t know he only has five or six extra “boosts”
to work with. He might realize he’s getting tired, he’s run-
ning on fumes, and he needs to rest soon. Depending on the
nature of the actions for which the player uses the Willpower,
that exhaustion might be less physical and more emotional.
A character who burns his Willpower on Social or Mental
tasks might be grouchy and standoffish, needing some time
alone before he’s ready to rejoin the world. A character whose
Willpower went toward a physical confrontation is achy, tired
and bruised.

In either case, the character needs to find a way to center
and reaffirm himself, and find some comfort. Zones of per-
sonal comfort can be expressed, again, through Virtue and
Vice. A character with the Vice of Gluttony opens a tub of
his favorite ice cream. A character with the Virtue of Charity
stops by a coffee shop and throws $10 into the tip jar. These
actions might or might not cause the character to regain Will-
power by fulfilling Vice or Virtue, but they provide a way to
express those traits and help the player and the Storyteller
realize what they mean to the character.

From a purely mechanical perspective, a Willpower point
on most rolls means three extra dice. That boosts a dice pool of
one (an Attribute and no Skill; about a 30% chance of success)
to four (about a 75% chance of success!). Remember, multiple
successes don’t normally matter, and so a dice pool of four is
generally sufficient. A Willpower point spent on top of a dice
pool already at that point boosts the probability of success high-
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er (to about 90%), and so it’s not inappropriate to do so, but the
player should certainly consider the best use of the points.

Of course, multiple successes do matter sometimes. They
matter when the hunter tries to sneak up on the lurking werewolf
(contested action), when the hunter is frantically trying to digup a
ghost’s birth name (extended actions) or when the hunter is trying
to destroy a monster (combat). Having more dice on these sorts
of actions is of benefit, and thus Willpower is never inappropriate.

How to Spend

® A hunter’s player can spend a point of Willpower to give
him a +3 modifier on a roll. Only one dice pool can be af-
fected per turn. Some rolls may not be modified in this way.
For instance, degeneration rolls to avoid losing Morality or
the subsequent roll to avoid gaining a derangement can-
not benefit from Willpower expenditure. The Storyteller
may, at her discretion, decide a roll that measures the char-
acter’s reflexes or unconscious reactions (such as the roll to
avoid surprise; see p. 46 of the World of Darkness Rule-
book) also cannot benefit from Willpower.

e A Willpower point can be spent to add two to a char-
acter’s Stamina, Resolve, Composure or Defense to resist
mental or social/emotional pressures asserted on him, or to
make a concerted effort to avoid being harmed. See “Re-

sistance,” on p. 133 of the World of Darkness Rulebook.

® A player can risk one point of Willpower on certain
types of actions to gain one of several potential benefits.
This is discussed in more detail below.

e Willpower is often spent to activate or empower En-
dowments and to use Tactics. These traits are described
in Chapter Three.

Risking Willpower

The life of a hunter is risk. It’s one long gamble, from the
moment the hunter takes up his weapons or books and starts
looking for a target. Sooner or later, a hunter’s luck runs out.
[ronically, by taking some further risks, the hunter can push
this eventuality to “later.”

A player can risk a point of Willpower on a roll once per
scene. Risks don’t stack; that is, if a player didn’t risk Will-
power last scene, he can’t do it twice during the current scene.
Only certain types of rolls can benefit from a risk:

® The roll must directly relate to the Vigil. A roll to un-
cover information about a known monster, to break into
a monster’s home (or into the library to gain informa-
tion on the monster, for that matter), to interrogate the
monster’s minion, to sneak up on a sleeping creature,
rolls to resist a monster’s powers and, of course, combat
rolls against monsters, can all benefit.

® Perception rolls (see p. 45 of the World of Darkness
Rulebook), rolls to resist toxins, fatigue or deprivation,
rolls to avoid surprise and any other rolls that don’t draw
on the character’s commitment to the hunt more than
his own body are not eligible for a risk.
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WHY SHOULD HUNTERS

HAVE ALL THE FUN?

If you've played other World of Darkness
games, Jyou might wonder why other types
of characters can't risk Willpower. After
all, while a werewolf's hunt isn't by
any means the same as that of a Hunter
character’s, 1it's no 1less important to
her. Why not let the player risk Willpower
on, say, rolls to bar a spirit from
possessing a human?

The arguments against doing so run
this way: supernatural characters have
far more advantages than hunters, but
that also splits their focus. A werewolf
has to contend with her desire to rage
and feast, and this makes the kind of
bloody-minded focus that hunters achieve
difficult. Thematically, the other World
of Darkness games haven't been designed
with this kind of focus in mind, and
so the Willpower risk might not be
appropriate. It’'s present in Hunter not
only to reinforce the "all-or-nothing"
feel of the game, but to give hunters a
bit of bite, as it were.

That said, if you and your Storyteller
feel it's appropriate, nothing stops you
from implementing it. Just be aware: where
there's risk, there follows a fall. Dramatic
failures are dangerous, and if you use these

Benetits of Risk

When a player risks Willpower on a roll, he
can choose one of three possible benefits:

¢ The roll gains three dice, as usual. The
benefit is best used if the hunter is rolling
a small dice pool and is low on Willpower.

¢ The roll gains the 9-again benefit (see p.
134 of the World of Darkness Rulebook)
on the roll. This is a good benefit if the dice
pool is large enough to count on a success,
but the roll is one in which multiple suc-
cesses matter.

® The roll is counted as an exceptional suc-
cess on three successes, rather than five. This
benefit cannot be used on any roll in which
successes are counted as damage, or inflict any
other kind of loss to a target. It can, however,
be used on a contested action. For instance,
if the hunter is shadowing a monster back to
its lair (see p. 76 of the World of Darkness
Rulebook), an exceptional success would al-
low the hunter to tail the monster with no
further rolls necessary. Normally, this requires
that the player rolls more successes than the
Storyteller (or whoever is controlling the mon-
ster) and rolls at least five successes. By using
this benefit, the number of successes required
for an exceptional success drops to three (the
requirement for rolling more successes than
the monster still stands, obviously).

rules, you'll see them more often.

® Rolls made to activate or empower an Endowment are
not eligible. Using a piece of equipment, however, counts,
even if the equipment is represented by an Endowment.
For instance, if a Task Force: VALKYRIE character fires an
Etheric Round at a ghost, the player can risk Willpower on
the Firearms roll. Rolls to activate Castigations and Bene-
dictions or to create Elixirs, however, are not eligible.

® Rolls made as part of a Tactic are eligible.

When a player wishes to risk Willpower, he simply states this before
rolling the dice. If the roll succeeds, the character regains the point of
spent Willpower and an additional point on top of that (for a net gain of
one Willpower), though this can never go beyond the character’s pool
limit. The character feels a flush of exhilaration and a sense of invin-
cibility. This might feel like a runner’s high, like the touch of God, or
just like plain old-fashioned good luck, but the character knows he did
something right, everything fell into place, and the Vigil continues. Suc-
cessful risks have benefits for the rest of the hunter’s cell, too (see Modi-
fiers to Risked Rolls, below).

If the roll fails, however, the world comes crashing down
around the hunter. The roll is considered a dramatic failure, no
matter how many dice were rolled.

Hunters can regain Willpower in all the ways available

to World of Darkness characters. Pursuing the Vigil, how-
ever, allows them a few more options.

e Hunters can regain Willpower by fulfilling the condi-
tions of their Vices or Virtues. See Chapter Four of the
World of Darkness Rulebook for more details.

e A character may regain a point of Willpower after she
has had a full night’s rest or the equivalent opportunity
to recharge her batteries and redouble her efforts. This
assumes that the character rests or relaxes and does not
engage in strenuous activities.

e [f the character achieves a significant goal or performs
a particularly impressive act that affirms her sense of
confidence, the Storyteller may choose to award a Will-
power point.

e The character regains all spent Willpower points at
the end of a story (not a single game session).

® A hunter can regain Willpower by risking a point on
an appropriate action, as described above (and she gains
an additional Willpower point atop what is reclaimed).

Regaining
Willpower
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o The player can spend one point of Practical Experience (see
p- 210) for a chance to regain Willpower. The player rolls Re-
solve + Composure with no modifiers, no matter how wound-
ed, fatigued or otherwise downtrodden the character is pres-
ently. Every success gives the character one Willpower point
back, up the character’s normal maximum rating. This roll
cannot fail; in the event of a failure, the character still regains
one Willpower point. There is no limit to the number of times
the player can attempt this, but spending Practical Experience
this way isn’t terribly efficient.

Merits

Hunter characters receive seven dots of Merits at
character creation, just as other World of Darkness char-
acters do. They have a wider pool of Merits from which to
choose, however, particularly third-tier hunters who can
choose Endowments (see below).

Endowments (s to esese)

Prerequisite: Membership (at least one dot of Status) in
a third-tier conspiracy.

Effect: The hunter has been entrusted with some of the se-
crets of the conspiracy to which he belongs. The six Endowment
categories and the specific Endowments they can grant are dis-
cussed later in this chapter, beginning on p. 150. A character can
learn these Endowments in play by purchasing the Endowments
Merit with experience points (and probably by fulfilling some
story-based prerequisites as well; Task Force: VALKYRIE doesn’t
hand out equipment to just anyone, for instance), or at charac-
ter creation by allotting Merit dots to Endowments. What exactly
those Merit dots buy the character varies depending on which En-
dowment is represented.

Advanced Armory, Relics and Thaumatechnology are all
Endowments represented by devices and objects. These objects
have ratings of one to five dots, and so representing them with
the Merit is simply a matter of taking the required number of dots
in the Endowments Merit. For instance, if a Cheiron Group char-
acter wants the Devil’s Eyes Thaumatechnology Endowment at
character creation, the player needs to invest two dots in the Mer-
it. These Endowments don’t run dry or disappear (though some
of them might need ammunition — these are called Renewable
Endowments, and are described on p. 150), but a character might
lose an Endowment in play, or if he chooses to abandon his organi-
zation (and the organization has enough time and notice to make
sure it gets its equipment back).

Elixirs are the oils, potions and other alchemical prep-
arations of the Ascending Ones. Taking dots in this Merit
indicates the character has the necessary “tolerance” to the
potions to be able to use them without ill effects.

An Ascending One can use Elixirs with higher ratings
than her own ratingsin this Merit, but suffers a penalty on the
Stamina + Elixirs roll tosuccessfully use the substance (see p.
172 for more details).

Castigation Endowments represent the knowledge of the rites
of the Lucifuge. For every dot in this Merit, the character can learn
one more rite. A character with three dots in Endowments (Casti-
gation), therefore, can learn a maximum of three rites. Any given

-

character, though, can only call upon a maximum of five Castiga-
tion rites at a time. Simply knowing the rites creates a strain on
the soul and the sanity of the character, and using them requires
sacrifice, of blood, will or some other precious commodity. A char-
acter can “swap” a Castigation rite that he knows for a new one,
provided he learns about the rite from someone who knows it or
from a Lucifuge text. Switching out rites requires a rededication of
the character’s energy, though, and that takes time. The player rolls
Resolve + Occult as an extended action. The target number of suc-
cesses is 20 minus character’s rating in Endowments (Castigation),
and the player makes one roll per day in which the character spends
at least four hours studying, fasting, flagellating or otherwise prepar-
ing himself for the change. As the total number of successes climbs,
the character suffers nightmares, sweats, spontaneous nosebleeds
and other ailments, and then finally peace as the change sets in.

Benedictions, like Castigation, represent the character’s abil-
ity to know rites, but unlike Castigation, the number of dots in
the Endowments Merit doesn’t reflect how many rites the character
knows. A character with the Merit Endowments (Benedictions)
at one dot can potentially know every Benediction in existence,
if he’s willing to invest the time (and experience points) to learn
them. The Endowments (Benedictions) Merit reflects how well the
character can access that knowledge. All the Benediction rituals
have different dice pools associated with them, but the character’s
Benedictions rating is always part of these pools.

Favored Weapon (e¢)
Effect: Any given monster may not even notice a hunter’s
attempt to stab, slice or club it, but having a weapon to grip when
stalking the enemy in a dark place does provide a measure of
comfort. You character has a particular handheld melee weapon
or firearm that’s served him well in the past, and as long as it’s on
his person or within reach and easily accessible, he gains a +2 to
Resolve + Composure rolls. The bonus only applies to one specific
weapon, and it must be one he’s used in combat while upholding
the Vigil. If the weapon is lost or destroyed, or you want to switch
the effect to a different weapon, you must purchase the Merit again
to gain its benefits (and it necessitates carrying the subsequent
Favored Weapon for at least one story before the Merit kicks in).
A character can only have one Favored Weapon at a time.

Professional Training (s to eeees)
Effect: Your character has been on the job for a while,
and has grown skilled in the areas important to her Profes-
sion. This Merit reflects your character’s job experience, natu-
ral prowess at the talents important to her line of work and
how well she can learn and grow within her field.

Each of the Professions listed later in this chapter has two
Asset Skills associated with it. Players choose a free Specialty
in one of those Skills at character creation, and characters
probably have at least a dot in both of the Asset Skills. Char-
acters do not have to begin with a dot in Professional Train-
ing, though, in order to choose a Profession.

The Professional Training Merit is progressive; a character
can’t have Continuing Education until she has Networking. The
Professional Training ranks listed in the individual write-ups of the
Professions beginning on p. 74 allow a good shorthand for how
well trained a given character is. A Hacker character with two dots
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of the Professional Training Merit can be called a “Programmer,”
while one with five dots is a “Genius.” Characters, of course, don’t
use this nomenclature, but it can be handy way for players to note
roughly how experienced their hunters are.

o Networking: Your character has amassed the contact
information for people in her chosen Profession. At low
levels of the Merit, she is an up-and-comer, asking ques-
tions of older and more established colleagues. As her
Professional Training increases, people start coming to
her with questions, requests for advice and consultations,
offers to coauthor papers, and invitations to speak at
conventions. In game terms, the character is considered
to have the Contacts Merit (see p. 114 of the World of
Darkness Rulebook) equal to her rating in Professional
Training, in addition to the other benefits that later lev-
els provide. Every time a hunter character gains a dot of
Professional Training, the player must choose a sub-field
of the Profession for this portion of the Merit.

Example: John’s character, a Detective, gains a second dot
of Professional Training. John specified that the first dot of Con-
tacts bestowed by this Merit was Police, reflecting the character’s
work with the local cops. With the increase, John decides that
since his character has made a name for himself in law enforce-
ment, he now has Contacts in Federal Agencies.

Note that the Networking facet of this Merit does not pre-
clude the player from purchasing the Contacts Merit separately,

nor does it imply any special relationship with any one particular
person in the areas specified. It simply means that the character
saves business cards, writes down numbers, buys drinks at con-
ventions or otherwise pays attention to the people he meets.

¢ ¢ Continuing Education: As part of her growth within
her field, the character learns new skills that are applicable
to what she does. Sometimes, the character finds herself
learning things she never thought would apply to her Pro-
fession. An Academic might take a class in physiology and
find she has a passion for it, signing up for gross anatomy
classes, learning first aid and thus gain dots in the Medi-
cine Skill. When the player purchases this dot of Profes-
sional Training, the player chooses a third Asset Skill. If
the player takes this Merit at character creation, she can
take her free Specialty in any of her three Asset Skills.
The Storyteller is the final arbiter of whether a given Skill is an
appropriate choice.

e ¢ ¢ Breadth of Knowledge: A character who settles into the
routine of her job never stops learning, but probably doesn’t
learn new aptitudes so much as how to make better use of her
existing ones. In game terms, this “breadth of knowledge” is
best represented by Specialties. Upon purchase of this dot of
Professional Training, the cost for Specialties in Asset Skills
drops to 2 experience points per Specialty.

eeee On-the-Job Training: Schooling is no substitute for
experience. A character who has been at her Profession for a



long time (and who dedicates herself to it, rather than just
coasting or dodging work), progresses efficiently within her
field. She learns not just facts, but patterns, tricks, shortcuts
and truisms that help her do her job well. In game terms,
characters at this level of Professional Training pay only
(new dots x 2) for Asset Skills, rather than (new dots x 3).

Drawback: The problem is that picking up new Skills is diffi-
cult for those who specialize. Buying the first dot of a new non-Asset
Skill costs one extra point of experience (four points, rather than
three). This increase does not affect raising the Skill fur-

respected, an authority on serial killers and cult-style murders.
When called upon to make an Empathy roll to detect a lie, even
if that lie comes from a supernatural creature, John can spend
a Willpower point and make the roll a rote action. If he were
called upon to make an Empathy roll to assess whether a child’s
description of an event has been coached or is genuine, he might
be able to make this roll a rote action, if he has worked with chil-
dren under such circumstances often enough in the past. This, of
course, is the Storyteller’s decision to make, based on the events
of the chronicle and the player’s input.

ther; it just represents a steeper learning curve, because
the character has to shake herself out of her routine a
bit more than others in order to learn new talents.

eeeee A Day on the Job: Characters who
achieve this level of competence at their Profes-
sions are envied, highly sought after and extremely
rare. The character might not be the most Skilled
person on the planet (i.e., might not have an As-
set Skill at five dots), but she has learned so much
about the application of those Skills that she can
do her job in her sleep. When the player spends a
Willpower point on a roll involving an Asset Skill,
and that use of the Skill is something that would
fall into the daily purview of the character, the roll
can instead become a rote action (rather than the
usual +3 dice for spending a Willpower point). De-
tails on the rote action rule can be found in the

World of Darkness Rulebook, pp. 134-135.

“Daily purview” means that the action is some-
thing the character would encounter on a regular
basis in the course of his job. A Soldier could use the
ability in a firefight. A Detective could use it while
searching a crime scene. An Occultist could use it
for research, and so on. The exact Skill being used
isn’t as important as the way in which it is used. For
instance, a Laborer who uses the Crafts Skill to fix
cars and other machines couldn’t use this Merit to
turn baking a cake into a rote action, even though
it’s covered by the same Skill. Note that hunting
down and killing monsters isn’t a matter of routine
for anyone, and so while a hunter can use A Day on
the Job in a fight with a monster, he cannot use it on
a Tactics roll (see p. 217).

Drawback: While a character can use this Mer-
it to make a combat roll into a rote action, doing
so forces the character to concentrate on following
through the attack above all else. The character re-
ceives no Defense during that turn. Also, the char-
acter cannot specify a target (see p. 165 of the World
of Darkness Rulebook). In addition, the Storyteller
may determine that the scene of combat is simply too
out of the ordinary to fall under the “daily purview”
rule. See the sidebar entitled “Combat by ‘Rote™ for
more information on rote actions in combat.

Example: John’s Detective character has, over
the course of the chronicle, become extremely well

COMBAT BY "ROTHE"

Combat is never really rote. It's fluid,
dangerous and chaotic. The description
of rote actions in_the World of Darknass
Rulebook doesn’'t really apply to combat
as written. The game mechanic, however,
works Jjust ‘fine, so the Professional
Training Merit allows it, but it behooves
us to take a moment and consider what a
"rote" action in a fight means.

Much of combat 1is muscle memory.
Soldiers and police officers drill for
hours, repeating the same movements
thousands of times precisely so that
when they do find themselves in life-or-
death situations, their bodies can do
what they're '"programmed" to do without
their brains getting in the way. This is
why you don't usually see cops shooting
to disarm or wound, or, indeed, taking
head shots. They drill on the range to
shoot for center mass, and in the heat of
battle, that's what they do.

In Hunter: The Vigil, an attack that
uses the Professional Training DMNMerit
to become "rote" draws heavily on that
muscle memory. The character doesn'’'t so
much focus on the attack to the exclusion
of all else as go on autopilot. When the
dust settles, odds are he'll still be
standing and his opponent won't - but
that assumes his opponent didn't have
.backup, or that the hunter did.

In game terms, this is simulated by the
character losingDefense when he uses a rote
action. He's letting his body take over,
using his hours of training and experience
to do the maximum amount of damage to a
target (or, possibly, to immobilize the
target in'the fastest way possible), and
isn't paying careful attention to what's
around him. Hopefully, as a hunter, he's
got a cell at his back.
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Safehouse (+ to seese)

Effect: The hunter has a place of his own where monsters
cannot find him. A safehouse might be the headquarters for a
cell, or it might be a personal hideaway for an individual. Hunt-
ers often rig a safehouse with traps, hidden weapons, security
systems and escape routes, because as impregnable as it might
be, monsters are persistent and clever. They’ll probably find the
way in, and the best a hunter can do is make it hard on them.

A safehouse might be a storage shed that the hunter rents
out and uses as a weapons locker, an apartment that is rigged
to set the building on fire if he flicks a switch, or a mansion
belonging to his organization that is woefully lacking in secu-
rity. In game terms, dots spent on the Safehouse Merit need
to be distributed among four categories: Size, Cache, Secrecy
and Traps. Thus, the storage shed might have no dots of Size
or Traps, but several of Secrecy. The apartment doesn’t hold
much in the way of Cache (as the owner is afraid to leave
anything there), but has a high Traps rating. The mansion has
five dots in Size and probably a few in Traps and/or Cache, but
none in Secrecy.

Safehouse Size is perhaps the simplest defining character-
istic, governing the amount of raw space the safehouse en-
compasses.

x Barely any space; only a pair of characters can fit inside
comfortably.

e A studio apartment; one to two rooms.

o ¢ A large apartment or small family home; three to four
rooms.

eee A warehouse, church or large home; five to eight
rooms, or large enclosure.

eeee A mansion or very large home; equivalent to nine
to 15 rooms.

eeeee A sprawling estate, interconnected tunnel net-
work; countless rooms or chambers.

Safehouse Cache: A lot of space is good for a very large
cell, or for a cell that chooses to live in its safehouse, but it
can also make the inhabitants paranoid. After all, if there are
10 rooms in the place, who knows what's in the other nine at
any given time! Hunters find that having some weapons at
their fingertips lessens this paranoia somewhat (or it might
make it worse, because what if the monsters find the stash?).

Each dot allocated to Safehouse Cache translates to one
cache. A cache can hold five Size points worth of equipment,
so while one might be a weapons locker with two shotguns
and a pistol (and a few boxes of ammo for each, which is
negligible as far as Size goes), another might hold surveil-
lance equipment (a set of wire taps, binoculars, night-sight
goggles and maybe a pistol for good measure). Chapter Six
of the World of Darkness Rulebook has some examples of
equipment and weapons that might be useful, and players
should work with the Storyteller to figure out what might fit




in a cache. It is possible, too, to combine two or more dots of
Cache into one space, for a total Size of 10 or more.

Equipment doesn’t have to be stored in a cache, of course
— a large safehouse can have entire rooms devoted to storage.
Equipment that is stored in a cache, however, is effectively
hidden from anything but a devoted (or supernatural) search.
Mundane interlopers receive a -5 modifier to any attempt to
find a cache (on a dramatic failure, the searcher finds and trig-
gers a trap, instead, if the safehouse has any). If the players
wish, this modifier can instead apply to attempts to access the
Cache. The gun safe might be in plain view, but it’s not at all
easy to crack open without the proper combination.

Safehouse Secrecy: One of the biggest advantages a hunter
can enjoy is, ironically, one that his prey tries to cultivate as
well: anonymity. If the monsters don’t know where to find the
hunters, they have a harder time killing them. Dots in Safe-
house Secrecy indicate how far removed from the hunters the
safehouse is, from a legal (and paper trail) standpoint. These
dots impose a negative penalty on any attempt to find the
hunter through the property, or vice versa. The descriptions
of the different dot ratings below are just examples; it’s up to
the player to decide what the Secrecy represents.

X The hunter rented or bought the place using his
real name, credit card or bank account.

. The hunter went through an intermediary, but co-
signed a loan at some point.

ee  Some effort toward concealment; an assumed
name or paying in cash.

eee (onsiderable difficulty in tracing the property —
the hunter might just be squatting.

eeee The hunter never goes back to the place if he
doesn’t have to, never gets there by the same route, and his
real name never appears on any of the documentation.

eeeee The property has a real owner who lives there
full time, is aware of his rights and, if necessary, can show
cops around the place while casually denying that he’s
ever seen the hunter before.

Safehouse Traps: Sooner or later, a safehouse is going to
be compromised. Hunters know it, even if they don’t want to
admit it. That’s why many of them build traps into their safe-
houses, in hopes they can kill a supernatural intruder — or
at least deter him long enough to get away. A trap can take a
myriad of forms. Opening a door to a promising-looking room
reveals a shotgun aimed at chest level, which promptly fires.
Walking up the stairs on the left side is safe, but on the right
side, they're rigged to collapse. Looking behind a painting
causes an ax to swing down from the ceiling, just about at head
level. A trap can also be designed to destroy part (or all) of
the safehouse — at the flick of a switch, the place goes up in
flames, collapses or explodes (see sidebar for what this means
in terms of the Merit).

A trap can either inflict damage equal to the dots
allocated to it to a single target, or can inflict less dam-
age to a large area. Once a trap is tripped (provided it
doesn’t destroy the place), any hunter who contributed

SACRIFICK OF
THE SAFEHOUSEH

The monsters invade, the hunters
torch the place.now what? Are the
players just out those Merit dots?
That's up to the Storyteller,
preferably with some consensus
from the players. Below are
two options for how to handle
destruction of the safehouse.

Tough Luck: Everything in the
Safehouse 1is gone. The dots are
lost. The characters can come
back and pick through the rubble
for anything they 1left in a
Cache [(extended Intelligence
Investigation roll, one roll/10
minutes of searching, five successes
per cache), but dots in Size,
Secrecy and Traps are forfeit.

Salvage: The dots in the safehouse
are totaled and multiple by 1.5.
The resulting number is converted
into experience points (round up)
that can be spent on whatever the
troupe and the Storyteller agree
is a reasonable outcome of the
safehouse's destruction. If the
place was insured for a large sum
of money, Resources makes sense.
If the characters had a backup
property and just need to move
in and prep the place, they can
use the points to build another
safehouse. If they go their
separate ways for a while and
agree to meet up when the heat's
off (that 1is, they take some
downtime), maybe the players split
the points up equally among their
characters and buy Skills, Merits
or whatever else best represents
how they spend that time.

dots to the safehouse can reset it with minimal work. This
is what differentiates traps represented by this Merit from
others that the characters might build themselves during
the course of the chronicle; no rolls or special effort are
required to reset a Safehouse Trap. Again, though, if the
trap is designed to destroy large sections of the safehouse,
that damage can’t be repaired without significant effort
and expense, if at all. Any trap that deals damage to the
Safehouse Size can be rigged to go off after a short delay,
giving the hunters time to flee.




x The hunters haven’t bothered setting traps. Perhaps
they’re afraid of setting them off themselves.

® A trap that inflicts one point of lethal damage to a target
(concealed knife, caltrops) or three points of bashing dam-
age to a small area (electrified floor, mild poison gas).

ee A trap that inflicts two points of lethal damage to a
target (spring-loaded knife, concealed pistol trap) or in-
flicts six bashing damage to a small area (falling sandbags,
fire-hose trap), or a trap that incorporates fire and thus
has a chance of igniting targets and the house (see p. 180
of the World of Darkness Rulebook).

eee A trap that inflicts three points of lethal damage to a
target (falling ax, poisoned needle on a doorknob) or eight
bashing damage to an area (collapsing staircase), or a trap
that damages a portion of the safehouse, reducing its Size
by one (explosives; anyone caught in the blast takes two
lethal damage).

eeee A trap that inflicts four lethal damage to a target
(shotgun trap, pit with spikes) or 10 bashing damage/two
lethal damage to an area (concussion grenade trap, dead-
fall trap), or a trap that reduces the Safehouse Size by
one to three dots (anyone caught in the area suffers three
points of lethal damage).

eeeee A trap that inflicts five points of lethal damage to
a target (spring-loaded sharpened stake, blowtorch trap)
or 12 bashing damage/three lethal damage to an area
(bouncing Betty, acid spray), or a trap that completely
destroys the safehouse, no matter how large (anyone
caught inside suffers four points of lethal damage).

A note on vulnerabilities: some creatures, such as vam-
pires, suffer aggravated damage from fire. Others have more
specialized weaknesses, and hunters might well guess at them
or learn them over the course of the chronicle. The Safehouse
Traps system doesn’t make capitalizing on these weaknesses a
special case — working silver bullets into a gun trap doesn’t
put the dot rating up. This is because the creatures get a
chance to notice the traps anyway (see below), and because a
hunter can’t be sure that a) werewolves really are vulnerable
to silver, or if that’s just a story and b) werewolves are going
to attack the safehouse, rather than, say, vampires, who don’t
care a bit about silver.

Any intruder receives a Wits + Composure roll to notice
a trap before it activates:

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The intruder activates the trap and
suffers all relevant damage. In addition, roll (the rating of the
trap in question + 2) and apply any successes as additional
damage (type as appropriate to the trap).

Failure: The intruder activates the trap and suffers all
relevant damage.

Success: The character notices the trap and can try to
disarm it (Wits + Crafts minus the dots allocated to that trap,
failure sets off the trap, dramatic failure doubles the damage)
or just leave it be.

Exceptional Success: The intruder notices the trap and
can attempt to disarm it (Wits + Crafts, no penalty for the
trap rating).

Suggested Modifiers:

Modifier Situation

+1 Intruder is actively
looking for traps

Intruder has success-
fully surveilled the
location recently

Intruder is hurried

Trap does not require
visible apparatus (col-
lapsing staircase, for
instance)

Total darkness

Each aspect of the Safehouse Merit has a limit of 5. In
other words, Safehouse Size, Safehouse Cache, Safehouse Se-
crecy and Safehouse Traps may not rise above 5 (to a maxi-
mum of 20 points spent on this Merit). The combined pool of
points is used to determine the cost in experience points for
raising the Safehouse Merit during play.

Special: The Safehouse Merit may be shared among
characters in a cell. The cell may have built the place from
the ground up, or a single hunter might have found or pur-
chased it and improved as he met the other characters.

To share this Merit, two or more characters pool their dots
for greater capability. A shared rating in the Safehouse Merit
cannot rise higher than five dots in any of the four aspects of the
trait. That is, characters cannot pool more than five points to
be devoted to, say, Safehouse Size. If they wish to devote extra
points to the Merit, they must allocate those dots to a different
aspect of the Merit, such as Traps or Secrecy.

Shared dots can be lost. If a hunter dies or leaves the cell
(perhaps due to a falling-out over methods), the dots that he con-
tributed are subtracted from the safehouse. The Storyteller decides
what reduced dots mean in the story when a character leaves a
shared safehouse, but the decision should make sense. Dots rep-
resenting Size, for instance, should probably disappear last, if at
all, and if they do, it might mean that a portion of the safehouse
has become unusable rather than vanishing outright. A character
might take equipment with him when he leaves, thus reducing
dots in Safehouse Cache, or a death might draw attention to the
place, reducing Safehouse Secrecy.

A character need not devote all of her Safehouse dots to
the shared Merit, of course. A hunter might maintain a separate
safehouse of her own outside the communal one represented by
the shared trait. Any leftover dots that a character has (or is un-
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willing to share) signify what she has to draw upon as an individ-
ual, separate from the cell. For example, three characters share a
safehouse and expend a group total of five dots. One character
chooses to use two other dots on a private safehouse for herself.
Those remaining two dots represent a safehouse entirely separate
from what she and her comrades have established together.

To record a shared Safehouse Merit on your charac-
ter sheet, put an asterisk next to the name of the Safehouse
Merit and fill in the total dots that your character has access
to thanks to his partnership. In order to record his original
contribution, write it in parentheses along with the Merit’s
name. It is not important to note which aspect of the Safe-
house Merit on which those points are spent, as this allows
greater flexibility should a character ever decide to withdraw
from the community arrangement. The result looks like this:

MERITS
SAFEHOUSE* (2) 00000
SAFEHOUSE 00000
PROFESSIONAL TRAINING @@0OO

00000
00000
00000
00000
00000
00000

In this example, the character shares a Safehouse Merit
dedicated to the cell’s collective headquarters. He contributes
two dots to the safehouse, and the group has a total of four
dots that are made available to each member. The character
also has his own private Safehouse Merit rated ®® e, which
he maintains by himself. And, the character has Professional
Training rated ® ®, which is also his own Merit.

Status, Compact or Conspiracy

(o to ooooo.)

Effect: The character holds membership in a hunter com-
pact (second tier) or conspiracy (third tier). These groups are
described fully on pp. 102-149. Organization (Compact or Con-
spiracy) Status is similar to the Status Merit found in the World
of Darkness Rulebook (p. 116), but the arena in which the
character is known is much smaller. Even the conspiracies are
much narrower and more specific than, say, “City Government.”
The Merit, therefore, represents a bit more: it indicates the char-
acter’s standing, achievements and reputation within the group.
In a second-tier compact, Status indicates how well re-
garded the hunter is. Other hunters respect the word of a
high-Status character, and while they won’t necessarily lay
down their lives for him, they regard him as a leader. In game
terms, each dot of Status in a second-tier compact grants a
+1 modifier to Social rolls made involving other members of
that compact. A character with Status (Ashwood Abbey) 3,

MULTIPLE
MEMBERSHIPS?

Can a hunter character belong to two
different compacts or-—conspiracies?
Yes, but 1it's not easy. Few groups
will allow for such a thing (though
certainly some hunters do it quietly,
as double agents, even at the behest
of their own parent group), and even if
they do, they tend to view that hunter
with suspicion for fear his loyalties
will lean away from their needs.

Buying Status in a second compact or
conspiracy costs double the experience
points (new dots x 4). In addition,
the character may never rise above
two dots in the second group if it's
not his original compact/conspiracy..
unless he extricates himself from his
initial membership. (BEven if the group
doesn't know that the hunter belongs to
an initial group, they still maintain
suspicions, hence the difﬁculty.)

What about BEndowments? If the
hunter belongs to two different
conspiracies, can he share in
both conspiracies’ Endowments?
Yes, but buying Endowments from
& second  conspiracy comes with
an even steeper cost: new dots
x 6, and they're limited by two
dots, as well. This represents the
‘difficulty of convincing a group
of one's true loyalty, whether as
an admitted member of an initial
group or as & double agent.

therefore, receives a +3 modifier to all Social rolls made in-
volving other members of the Abbey.

In a third-tier conspiracy, the Status Merit grants the So-
cial bonus, but also gives the character access to Endowments.
Even a single dot in Status is enough to grant the character
access to these benefits (which are purchased with a separate
Merit; see Endowments, p. 150).

x A character with no dots in Organization Status, but
who still claims membership in an organization, is a pro-
spective member. Such members are not usually privy
to important plans, and certainly aren’t trusted with
expensive equipment (or Endowments, for a third-tier
conspiracy).

® The character has been accepted into the order, but prob-
ably hasn’t done anything special. He may or may not have
been on a real hunt yet.
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e The organization in the character’s area knows the
character as a trustworthy and dependable hunter. He
might be chosen as a second-in-command for a hunt.

ee e Members of the organization in other parts of the
country know the character’s name, and trade stories of
his exploits. At this point, the character needs to be con-
cerned about his reputation becoming a liability.

e e o o The character is considered a leader in the organiza-
tion, whether he likes it or not. He can get support (per-
sonnel and equipment) to undertake his own hunts without
difficulty, but if a hunt under his command fails, he runs the
risk of being ousted. Monsters belonging to organized societ-
ies might have heard his name (or, more likely, a nickname
and a description).

eeeee Hunters who live long enough to achieve this
level of Status are the stuff of legend, and that’s not a
good thing for people to whom anonymity is survival. Of
course, a leader like this is considered too important to
go on dangerous missions without a lot of support. The
character probably runs the organization in his area, and
answers only to the leader(s) of the entire group.

Torture Suite (¢ to ¢s°)

Effect: Interrogation, torture, brainwashing, depro-
gramming: all gruesome and disturbing acts that require,
among other things, a safe place from prying eyes. Dots in
this Merit represent just such a space, preferably one the
hunter has control of, like a storage unit for which she is
the primary key-holder or a secluded cabin she owns. This
can be a space she doesn’t own (police interrogation room,
boiler room at the elementary school where she works as
janitor, a secret room in the basement of her apartment
building), but still must be one she controls semi-regularly
for the Merit’s effects to apply.

Dots in this Merit are unrelated to Size, but are instead
related to the space’s intimidation factor: a spare room in
a small apartment isn’t that foreboding, but a dark room
with a bare bulb next to a hissing heater and a wall full
of sharp implements might just do the trick. For each dot
purchased in this Merit, the hunter gains +1 to appropri-
ate Intimidation-based Interrogation rolls (including tor-
ture, brainwashing or deprogramming events). Note that a
Torture Suite can be a part of a hunter’s safehouse, though
it doesn’t need to be.

Most hunters don’t get paid for killing monsters. The
world doesn’t work like that. Hunters are people, just the
same as anyone. Those who work for larger compacts or con-
spiracies that offer Endowments may collect a paycheck for
hunting, but most still have day jobs. A hunter has to bal-
ance her Vigil between confronting the dark underbelly of the
world and doing what she has to do to make a living.

Smart hunters know how to balance hunt and career, at
least. Unfortunate hunters lose that balance and spiral down-
ward: maybe she gives up the hunt, which at first seems like the
best way. She provides a normal home for her family. She pays
the bills, puts food in their mouths. But that’s not easy. She can’t
set aside her burning knowledge of the strange things that haunt
the darkness. Ignoring them doesn’t make them go away. Im-
ages of slashers and inhuman things haunt the hunter’s dreams, a
warning that monsters are out there harming the innocent, and
maybe even coming for the hunter’s own family. Spiraling in the
other direction means job and family fall by the wayside: sacri-
fices for a greater and madder cause. It’s rarely a swift loss: the
hunter with bloodshot eyes and sweat-stained shirt zones out in
his office or at the building site. He fails to pay attention to the
family. Soon he’s divorced, fired, or both.

Truly wise hunters know to not just balance elements, but to
incorporate their work into their Vigil (that still doesn’t help with

family, but at least two out of three elements have some equilib-
rium). A Doctor cuts a deal when patching up those who share his
Vigil. An Engineer knows how to demo the old bridge that’s home
to the bat-faced things dwelling beneath it. The Technician builds
hidden cameras, weird turrets, strange traps. The Soldier marches
into battle with a strategy at hand and his band of brothers behind

| HUNTER GROUPS

| Hunters who work full time for
conspiracies and compacts 1like
| the Union,  Null- Mysteriis or
| the Cheiron Group, gtill choose
Professions as normal. Even within
| those organizations, everyone has
& part to play, be it Detective
or Scientist, Socialite or Clergy.
| Hunters in such a group can choose
to base their Profession on either
their job before joining the hunter
organization or their role within
the group. :




him. An Artist writes and illustrates a field guide to the unknown
occult mysteries and monsters that plague his proud city.

See, that’s what one’s Profession is: not just a job, not
just something a hunter does for a quick paycheck, but some-
thing she does because that’s who she is. Hell, sometimes a
paycheck isn’t even involved. A hunter who is a Soldier may
no longer be on his tour of duty. Maybe he’s a sales clerk or
a counter jockey at the local gas station, but his Profession
remains that of Soldier. Because that’s what he is, it’s what he
does. A Doctor may have had his license to practice medicine
revoked for risky operations, but he’s still a doctor, he swore
an oath and now he takes his gauze and scalpel into the field
to patch up hunters or even monstrous allies.

The Professions below are for Hunter: The Vigil char-
acters. They function potentially as a way to make money,
as well as a way for the hunter to approach the Vigil her way.
(Note that professions are made more robust by dots pur-
chased in the Professional Training Merit, found on p. 67.)

Academic

Wolfmen? I wonder what else freshman biology neglected
to mention.

Academics live a life that, on the surface, is perfect for
the Vigil. Nobody expects a student to show up to every class,
professors have an incredible amount of free time, and re-
searchers have access to fantastic resources. Campus main-
stays can shrug off weird behavior as a film project or high-
spirited frat boys.

All Academics are nominally in it for learning or teaching.
Even students who spend their time drunk or hungover still have
a major. It’s bad enough when hunters encounter a vampire in
their favorite bar. Some universities have demon-possessed auto-
crats in the campus police, otherworldly drugs cooked up in lo-
cal nightclubs, and cults among poets and professors. Academics
who know the hidden truths often live close to those monsters
who hold positions of power and influence over them.

Some Academics find it tricky balancing the Vigil with the
world of academia: tracking down some ax-wielding lunatic is
certainly more demanding than C++ compiler internals or 17"-
century French literature. A hunter who makes his living going on
the lecture circuit or writing theses on operant conditioning finds
his time (and sanity) damaged by the needs of the hunt.

Whatever her specialty, an Academic can apply it to
her hunt, however. Computer science gives her tremendous
resources for image recognition or distributed tracking, re-
searchers have well-stocked workshops at their disposal, and
literature students have access to collections of books that
few outside of a university could hope to see. Lazy undergrads
who chose a party college for the hell of it soon become a lot
more dedicated when a cult figures them for a sacrifice in the
middle of a frat party, and even the oldest professor still has a
hell of a lot to learn — but is well placed to do so.

Her university says a lot about an Academic. An Ivy League
or Oxbridge institution has a whole set of customs and mindsets,
and may house a group of hunters made up of students and facul-
ty who integrate the Vigil with university traditions. Even those
hunters who are not a part of the university life are often tied to it

-

somehow: perhaps they gain funding from it, have colleagues on
staff, or are even allowed to borrow the labs or libraries for their
own use (especially as alumni).

In addition to any groups of hunters who operate out of
her university, local groups often have at least one Academic
as a member. She has free time and access to a lot of resources,
which can be a massive boon. It’s often hard for these groups
to remember that their most useful member must also teach
classes or get thrown out — and most hunter groups can’t af-
ford to float a member rent for a couple of months. Everyone
involved has to be realistic.

Some Academics live in a desensitized state. Once they
get over their visceral reaction to a man made of brass and
skin grafts, the hunt becomes a damning puzzle. Werewolves
are interesting biological anomalies. Hauntings may inspire
fear, but they also spawn a near-obsessive desire to find out
more. It’s a dangerous path to walk, with the hunter exposing
herself to incredible peril for just a bit more knowledge.

Several hunter compacts and conspiracies, most notably
the Aegis Kai Doru, Null Mysteriis and the Loyalists of Thule,
recruit Academics right out of college. (Though sometimes
“recruiting” is done at the point of gun or sword.) As with any
large group, they look for the best and the brightest, especially
those who have found a way to put their major to good use.

Background: Academics can come from any back-
ground, and any point on the academic curve. Some are stu-
dents, young, foolish, working their way through school, hav-
ing come from a disadvantaged background, or freewheeling
through college with Mommy and Daddy’s money footing all
the bills. Some are grad students or teaching/research assis-
tants, given a little more freedom and a small stipend. Many
are professors, scholars, writers, researchers, lecturers. The
drive for more knowledge is the main factor tying Academics
together, no matter what their subject of study.

Attributes often depend on the Academic’s major. Most
will have Mental primary, especially Intelligence or Resolve,
though sports-inclined academics might have Physical prima-
ry, while lecturers could have Social as predominant. Resolve
and Composure are commonly high — dedicated students
sacrifice when completing assignments, and that helps with
staking out monster lairs. Most Academics have at least one
dot in, well, Academics, along with Computer, Science and
Streetwise. Depending on subject, an Academic can justify
almost any spread of Skills. Likewise, possible Merits run the
gamut. Contacts, Encyclopedic Knowledge and Mentor are
the most common.

Concepts: Community college adjunct professor, de-
tached researcher, frat boy, Ivy League student, lab techni-
cian, lecturer on Forteana, musty old professor, overworked
research assistant, teaching assistant

Asset Skills: Academics and Science

Professional Training:

o Undergrad

oo Postgrad

(XX Teaching Assistant
ecee Professor

(XXX X Doctor




Claws and teeth and fury. I'd say it was inspiring, but you
wouldn’t understand. I create, when all you do is destroy.

Artists create. That’s what defines them more than any-
thing: the act of picking a perfect feeling or emotion and pin-
ning it to a page or locking it into a sculpture so that other
people can experience the same thing they do. Some Artists
work in one form exclusively, writing music or sculpting or
painting. Others can work in many forms. They’re as talented
writers as they are movie directors and comic artists. What-
ever her fields of choice, an Artist often goes to a range of
extremes for new inspiration.

Some use drugs, believing that the only way they can get
proper inspiration is through a heroin kiss or the wonderful
crackle of psilocybin across their brain. Some writers can only
spin words into coherent fictions with a glass of bourbon in
front of them (and the hunt only draws them closer to al-
cohol, not away from it). Others keep themselves straight,
preferring to condense their view of the world through only
their perceptions. Several Artists dive into the occult for in-
spiration, researching and even joining modern hellfire clubs.
Those who don’t throw themselves into the underbelly may
still ind themselves embroiled in its plots. A painter exhib-
ited in a vampire’s gallery attracts admirers who can’t walk in
the sunlight. They want to make sure that time never steals
their precious painter away, but she’s got other plans. A musi-
cian’s latest tune summons ghostly birds with human faces.
The creatures don’t stay long, but people around him start
to die. A sculptor’s tools turn up at the scene of a number of
brutal murders, though she was nowhere near the scene.

Art can help a weaker human hide from the truths of the
World of Darkness, but for a hunter, art helps her examine it,
helps her get close to it. Artists provide many functions within
a cell. Maybe she’s a crime scene artist or can paint portraits
of monsters she’s seen (since photographic or video media do
not always accurately catch such creatures). Maybe she writes
field guides or cobbles together propaganda. The Artist may
also bring a wide social network as an opportunity: many artists
know how to talk to people, forming those connections to get
paying commissions. Often enough, she throws herself into re-
searching the occult and the weird, using her “latest project” as
a useful cover for finding whatever information her cell needs.

An Artist’s work turns darker as she brings her Vigil in to
her creations. Some do so intentionally, channeling the hunt to
cleanse her soul and warn the world about the things that lurk
beneath. Only a lucky few ever pick up on the hints, but the ma-
jority remains ignorant. This isn’t without danger. Her art changes.
Her fans drift away, thinking she’s lost her focus (or has gotten
“too dark”). A few creators give up their work entirely, plunging
headfirst into occult practices and drug use, possibly even dragging
the whole cell into it. The Artist starts treating old friends as infor-
mants. Her social networks dissolve as people lose their respect for
her. Art and insanity are sometimes bound together. For hunters
who are Artists, these two elements are all too easily joined.

Artists join all manner of hunter organizations. An art
historian does well in the Aegis Kai Doru, or may be used

Artist
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to interpret the old texts pored over by agents of the Luci-
fuge (and more than one Artist has found that his “work” has
been reflecting his supposedly infernal lineage all along). The
Ashwood Abbey gladly acts as art patrons, letting Artists ex-
plore whatever “creative” urges they desire. Network Zero is,
of course, home to a large number of technically able Artists:
editors, directors, writers and so forth.

Background: Artists have a desire to share feelings,
ideas, images and stories. Some come from abusive or broken
homes, while others emerge from creatively spirited and “free”
households, representing two extremes that stir the creative
mind: authoritarian rules and environments where no rules
apply. Many grow up and end up having a wide network of
contacts and friends, from galley owners to publishers to fel-
low creatives, and they know how to play to those networks.

Most Artists have Social Attributes as primary, though a
sculptor may favor Strength and a musician may require high
Dexterity. Writers and painters instead focus on Intelligence
and Resolve. Most Artists have dots in Academics, Crafts (for
physical forms of art), Empathy, Expression (for writing, mu-
sic or film), Occult, Socialize and Survival. Common Merits
include Barfly, Contacts among other artists, occultists, and
her target market, and Fame. Addiction and Derangements
such as Depression, Irrationality and Vocalization are com-
mon problems.

Concepts: artistic savant, blues musician, crime scene
photographer, method actor, horror writer, occult-addicted rock
star, police sketch artist, tortured painter, web TV director

Asset Skills: Crafts and Expression

Professional Training:

o Critic

oo Amateur

(XX Artist

scee Gallery Regular
XXX Warhol

Athlete

Go ahead, demon. Run. I trained for the Olympics, so I'm
ready to race the Deuwil.

Athletes devote themselves to perfecting action. Osten-
sibly, an Athlete is out to prove that she is the best in her
field. She can’t be the best at everything, but she damn well
can be the best distance runner, the best soccer player, the
best martial artist. As a competitor, she needs to win. That
drive and that desire push her forwards. A few really are the
best, displaying a potent combination of training and genetics
that puts them near the peak of human ability. Others aren’t
champions, but remain solid contenders in whatever sport or
physical art they choose. Certainly the Athlete’s goal is to
turn professional, but some compete as amateurs and still earn
whatever belt or trophy goes with their field.

How does an Athlete get drawn into the Vigil? Maybe he
sees how gambling wizards use their strange rituals to twist the
outcome of a race or how ghosts turn aside blows in a haunted
boxing ring. Maybe out running and training on a lonely city
street, he sees something flit down a dark alley, leaving behind
the smoldering (even though it’s winter) corpse of a dead
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woman. A soccer coach sees several of his girls have strange
markings on their necks, almost like...little implants.

Hunter cells look to Athletes for their physical abilities.
While others offer mental or social aptitudes, an Athlete of-
fers a cell a broad range of physical skills. He doesn’t have
the real-world experience of combat that a soldier or cop has,
but they don’t have his dedication to his athletic potential.
Focusing his life on physical development means he’s the one
his cell turns to when it has to chase down a wounded cultist,
follow an inhuman creature in a mad dash across rooftops, or
get a serial killer in a headlock.

Maintaining his skills takes time — time that the Vigil
takes up. That’s what matters, and he needs to keep his physi-
cal prowess up to par. His cell relies on him to be ready for
whatever happens. Some balance it. Some can’t, and lose
sight of those he protects or instead loses sight of his skills. A
few make use of performance-enhancing drugs.

Task Force: VALKYRIE can always use — and equip — a
capable Athlete, and he’s a useful test subject for the Cheiron
Group (maybe he’s blown a knee or a rotator cuff, and Cheiron
offers to “fix” him). Athletes who have strong faith are very use-
ful to the Long Night (thanking God for their accomplishments),
while more skeptical Athletes may find Null Mysteriis more in
line with their beliefs. Many fall in with the Union, especially
those who work blue-collar jobs to fund their training.

Backgrounds: Athletes are generally born with basic
physical capability and a desire to compete. To that, they
add years of training and dedication to their chosen sport.
Though athletes in America often get a free pass through
high school, the majority still need a day job. Whether she
wants to or not, she has to eat — especially if she’s got a
family to support. The stereotypical view of the dumb jock
isn’t necessarily true, but those who sail through high school
with inflated grades may believe they don’t need to learn
more than they have in order to get by — a shock when they
encounter the post-school world.

Athletes generally prioritize Physical Attributes. A wres-
tler, javelin thrower or football player benefits from high
Strength, while martial artists and sprinters alike rely on their
Dexterity. Those who have Mental Attributes as their sec-
ondary choice find the most benefit from Wits, while those
who prefer Social Attributes have an above-average Presence.
Physical Skills are also often primary. Athletes usually have
at least two dots in Athletics, though some fields are better
suited to other Skills, such as Brawl and Weaponry for martial
artists. Depending on their chosen sport and background, she
will likely also have one dot in Academics, Brawl, Drive, Em-
pathy, Intimidation, Medicine, Socialize or Streetwise. Com-
mon Merits include Fame, Fleet of Foot and Resources. Some
sports also lend themselves to combat Merits.
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Concepts: fencing student, high-school football star, little-
league coach, marathon veteran, Olympic sprinter, target marksman

Asset Skills: Athletics and Medicine
Professional Training:

o Local Coach

oo Bush League

(X Minor League

XXX Pro

XXX Y Sports Star/Olympian

.
Cop

The law is the law. I don'’t care if you dig up bodies. I don’t
care if you drink blood. You're under arrest.

Cops join the force for any number of reasons. Most ac-
tually want to help their community, though a few believe
the community owes them something for the privilege. Some
pick up the gun and badge because their fathers did it, their
grandfathers did it, and so forth; it’s a whole legacy.

Most times, Cops deal with human crime — theft, as-
sault, drugs and murders. Some Cops get cases with...differ-
ent aspects. Whether they’re first on the scene or they’ve got
a rep for handling the weird shit, some come into contact
with the hidden underworld. They are the ones who uncover
the remains of human sacrifices, the ones who discover a nest
of twisted beasts breeding and feeding beneath a meth lab. A
Cop is on the front line, uncovering things that people don’t
want to see. It’s up to her whether she gives chase with baton
drawn or pulls her piece and brings bullets into the equation.
She has to weigh up every situation she meets in the blink of
an eye. Occasionally the situation’s so weird that she doesn’t
know what to do. If she’s lucky, she’ll make the right choice.

If she doesn’t, both the Cop and her partner are dead.
Maybe not immediately. Maybe she screws up, tries to give
chase after a creature that fades into mist, or tries shooting a
slasher that shrugs off bullets like one shrugs off drops of rain.
If she makes the right choice, she’ll live. If she’s very lucky,
she’ll save more lives than just her own. Of course, nobody
else in her precinct will believe her. Maybe her partner will
join her on the Vigil, which can be a blessing. But maybe he
doesn’t. Maybe when the moment of truth hit, she acted and
he didn’t. Survivor guilt is a terrible thing between friends.

For all that she can track down monsters in her day
job, a Cop still has real criminals to catch — the drug deal-
ers, rapists and murderers who prey on their city. She has to
work the night shift to catch monsters, something that works
much easier if she has a cell backing her up. They provide
backup in the same way her precinct does when she’s on duty.
Hunter groups don’t have SWAT teams — except Task Force:
VALKYRIE — but other members can back her up in a fight.
Still others can work the scene to find out what really hap-
pened. If she makes sergeant, she doubtless knows what she’s
doing working with a team, and can offer valuable leadership
advice. Of course, if one member of her cell has dealings on
the wrong side of the law, the tension of keeping that secret
can drive a wedge between members of the cell.

Note that “Cop” doesn’t necessarily mean the hunter be-
longs to the actual police force. He could be an FBI, CIA or
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NSA agent. He might be a security guard at a major conglom-
erate, or he could belong to the Secret Service and protect
politicians. Some aren’t technically police any longer, but still
have that “nose” for the job even if they work in a warehouse
or are collecting disability somewhere.

Task Force: VALKYRIE makes use of Cops fairly often:
Cops know how to work a beat, know how to be loyal to their
own brotherhood, know how to handle a weapon. Cops have
a certain blue-collar quality, too, and often end up as members
of the Union. Catholic Cops are glad to bring the hammer
down on witches with the Malleus Maleficarum, while more
surveillance-oriented officers sometimes end up serving in
cells with Network Zero hunters.

Background: A rookie must pass through a police acad-
emy before being assigned to a precinct. There he learns the
Skills he will need to uphold the law. Only after he starts
cruising the streets does he learn what he needs to protect his
community. Most Cops don’t go through college before the
academy, though some join the force later in life. Once he’s
had his first year on the streets, he picks up the police officer’s
instincts that are so vital to the role.

Cops normally have Physical Attributes primary. Wits
and Composure both go a long way, covering Perception
rolls and the quick thinking needed to evaluate a situation
on the fly. After their academy training, most Cops possess
at least one dot in Athletics, Academics (Law), Firearms, In-
vestigation, Intimidation, Medicine, Stealth and Weaponry.
Depending on their field, these may be backed up with other
Skills — K-9 units require Animal Ken, while SWAT officers
have higher than average Firearms, and narcs rely on Persua-
sion and Subterfuge. Common Merits include Allies (Part-
ner), Danger Sense, and combat Merits such as Disarm and
Weaponry Dodge.

Concepts: Crooked arm of the law, deep-cover agent,
grizzled beat-cop, K-9 officer, mall rent-a-cop, military police-
man, old-guard sergeant, SWAT officer, traffic cop

Asset Skills: Streetwise and Firearms

Professional Training:

o Rookie
oo Beat Cop
oo Officer
(XXX Sergeant
(XX XX Captain
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Criminal

If you keep leaning on me, Slick Jimmy’s going to get word. Then
a wrecking bar’s going to have words with your kneecaps, right?

The only thing that ties Criminals together is that they make
their living by breaking the law. Con artists, drug dealers, cat bur-
glars, muggers and leg-breakers are all Criminals. Some treat their
role as “just another job,” while others throw themselves into their
work with obsessive gusto, eventually coming to the notice of well-
connected people. A few regret the choices they’ve made so far,
but can’t go straight until they pay off their “debts.” Some just do
it for the thrill of stealing shit and breaking bones.

Generally, Criminals have nothing to do with organized
crime — at least, not directly. A student who grows and sells
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marijuana thinks he’s just a guy doing business, but his money
filters up and down the chain and somewhere it gets into the
hands of some mob, some gang, some underworld network.
And that network has a far reach and a menu of crimes at its
disposal: drugs, prostitution, leg-breaking, people-trafficking.
(That said, some crimes are too vile for most criminals. The
majority of muggers aren’t rapists, and only the lowest have
anything to do with child pornography or other disturbing
crimes. They require a level of detachment from the human
norm that puts normal people on edge, no matter what those
people do. At that point, being a Criminal has nothing to do
with a Profession; it’s a perverse predilection.)

Of course, Criminals often travel in the same circles as
the monsters who prey on society (in a way, Criminals prey
on society, too, making them unwitting allies half the time).
A burglar who breaks into the wrong place uncovers the lair
of an opium-addled demon cult. A loan shark who needs his
money back from a down-on-his-luck fiend almost ends up as
a midnight snack. A mob boss is killed by a vampire and his
bodyguards are offered a chance to work for the new boss — if
they drink some of their new lord’s blood. However they en-
counter the supernatural, some Criminals join groups of other
monster hunters, providing valuable talents — though many
lie about their pasts. A few see the hunt as their chance to
break back into the law-abiding world. Others hope to elimi-
nate the competition or maybe make a little extra money out
of the deal.

After a time on the Vigil, many Criminals become even
more paranoid. Everyone they deal with could be a cultist or
in thrall to an inhuman creature. They become security con-
scious, and some refuse to deal with people they haven’t per-
sonally vetted. A hunter who goes that far sees the members
of her group as the only ones she can really trust — for as long
as she can trust them.

Task Force: VALKYRIE often recruits Criminals, some-
times using a “suicide squad” deal for lawbreakers facing over-
whelming charges. They make the charges vanish, and in re-
turn, the lawbreaker works for them now. Ashwood Abbey uses
Criminals in much the same way. Some of the strange rituals
in use by organized crime families tie back to the Malleus Ma-
leficarum or the Lucifuge, and a felon displaying knowledge of
these rituals may be made an offer he can’t refuse. Finally, the
Ascending Ones run an incredible amount of drugs, and need
people to push for them.

Background: Anyone could end up a Criminal. Some
choose to make drugs and sell pirate DVDs rather than get a
real job when they get out of college. Some make enough of a
profit fencing stolen goods that a real job looks like a chump’s
game. Many just can’t get a break and have to steal purses or
starve. Whatever their initial reason for becoming Criminals,
they either decide to carry on, or some outside force convinc-
es them that a life on the wrong side of the law is the only way
forward they have.

In game terms, Physical Attributes are very useful.
Strength is useful for violent criminals and Dexterity for those
with a lighter touch. Forgery and confidence tricks rely on
Wits and Intelligence. Almost all criminals have two dots

-

spread between Larceny and Streetwise, with other skills
depending on their precise role: Firearms, Intimidation and
Weaponry for a tough; Athletics, Investigation and Stealth
for cat burglars; Empathy, Persuasion and Subterfuge for con
men; and so on. Most have Contacts, Fast Reflexes and some
form of Fighting Style among their Merits. Several Criminals
sacrifice one or two points of Morality.

Concepts: Career low-life, cat burglar, drug dealer, forger,
gun runnet, high-rolling con artist, hired gun, hustler, reluc-
tant leg-breaker, safecracker, worn-out fence

Asset Skills: Larceny and Streetwise

Professional Training:

. Mook

oo Thug

(XX Criminal
(XY X Made Man
XX XX Boss

Detective

Uniform found him in four dumpsters, no prints or signs of
a weapon. The guys in the precinct were baffled. They gave it to
me. They always do.

Whether working on the police force, as part of a private
office or on the staff of a global corporation, the Detective’s
job is to get to the truth. Some rely on forensic analysis; others
eschew (or can’t afford) scientific backup and instead use their
knowledge of people. However he does it, truth is king. And in
the World of Darkness, that’s not a healthy ambition.

Detectives take up the Vigil for any number of reasons.
Some are assigned to investigate strange crimes — bloodless
corpses, violent poltergeist activity, a trail of ciphers left by
code-talking cultists. Others don’t wait for life to lead them
to the supernatural. The mark of a good Detective is that she’s
never off duty. Every word, every strange noise, every weird
feeling is a clue to something that’s not right. Maybe that
something is supernatural in origin. If she goes looking, she’ll
soon find others who know of the dark secrets hiding in the
shadows. However she discovers the world’s supernatural side,
she has a valuable role to play. The last thing a monster wants
is a smart human digging into his business, finding where the
bodies are buried and perhaps uncovering a weakness.

Private dicks are free to go after whatever cases strike
their fancy — but unless someone offers to pay him for the
time he spends hunting, a PI still has to chase cheating spouses
and track down missing kids. Investigating strange creatures
may keep humanity safe, but it doesn’t pay the bills (unless it
intersects with an existing case). Even small offices cost rent.
Plus, a guy’s gotta buy coffee for the morning, booze for the
night — or is it the other way around?

Even if she has a precinct house supporting her, a detec-
tive can fall prey to isolation. The people around her don’t
know what she’s seen — and would laugh at her if she told
them. Working with other hunters is the only help. She needs
someone she can open up to; someone she can trust keeps her
grounded in the mundane even as her world’s turned upside
down. When watching over the sleeping city, she needs some-
one to remind her who she’s fighting for.

._‘

\




Some Detectives have forensic backup. Blood tests,
chemical analysis, fiber analysis, DNA testing: everything a
good CSI team can come up with. The problem is that many
creatures aren’t normal. A crazed slasher might not have en-
tirely human DNA, while a flock of ghostly ravens leaves no
physical evidence. Even with science on his side, a Detective
knows how to talk to people and how to read people. Wheth-
er it’s a conversation in a bar or a formal police interview, a
Detective has to know what people aren’t saying along with
what they are.

A Detective, whether police or private, has a gap be-
tween him and other people. Most folks just don’t like being
around someone who is — however subconsciously — prying
into their personal lives. Some haunt bars to drown their sor-
rows, some find release in less legal substances, and some face
the world in the only way they can: by keeping a watch over
it, maintaining the thankless Vigil.

Many hunter groups are glad to have a Detective as a
member. Better to have him on the inside, rather than chas-
ing after the motley crew of individuals who go after people
with stakes and axes. A homicide Detective can work with
a regional group without jeopardizing his job too much, as
long as he can keep everything separate. Larger groups retain
a number of in-house Detectives, but sometimes hire outsid-
ers for individual cases when they need plausible deniability.
Some Detectives join investigatory groups like Null Mysteri-
is, while others go a bit weird and sign up as researchers for
Network Zero.

Background: Most Detectives aren’t in it for the money
(though some earn a pretty penny when working for high-
profile clients). Some have a knack for solving problems,
while others want to serve justice. Many Detectives have
some police training: the majority of private investigators are
ex-police. Those who don’t often join small agencies that can
use their skills — especially in fields such as computer espio-
nage or electronic forensics — and learn on the job.

Dumb Detectives don’t solve crimes. Above-average men-
tal Attributes, especially Intelligence and Wits, are key. Many
also have a high Presence or Manipulation to extract informa-
tion from unwilling people. For Skills, Academics (Criminolo-
gy/Law), Empathy, Investigation and Streetwise are often high.
Those with police training will usually have at least a dot in
Athletics, Brawl, Firearms, Intimidation and Stealth. Private
investigators have a range of possible skills depending on what
brought them into the field. Common Merits include Barfly,
Contacts and Encyclopedic Knowledge.

Concepts: corporate dirt-digger, CSI, forensic accoun-
tant, gentleman detective, hard-drinking PI, Internet investi-
gator, NDA code cracker, old-fashioned police detective

Asset Skills: Empathy and Investigation

Professional Training:

. Clouseau
oo Detective
oo Sam Spade
XX Columbo
XXX Holmes
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Doctor

Upon examining the stomach contents, I identified large
quantities of metal and glass, probably ingested by the unidentified
creature that took over the body.

Everyone needs to see a Doctor at some point. The hu-
man body breaks down, and doctors know how to put it back
together. Many Doctors go through medical school and take
positions in hospitals. Others find their calling working with
dead bodies, performing autopsies to explain how people died.
Still others eschew formal medicine, either endorsing alter-
nate therapies like acupuncture and herbalism, or cures with
no scientific basis, like homeopathy.

Some doctors run themselves ragged trying to help
people, while others care more about the condition than the
person (and a few care only for the state of the patient’s wal-
let). Ultimately, their reasons for taking the job don’t matter.
When an herbalist attends a faith-healing seminar and sees
the impossible, he perhaps suspects trickery — and may find
that the healer used magic to augment his hands. A consult-
ing Doctor discovers that her oldest, richest patient is missing
several vital signs, but can’t risk speaking against someone
with a wing named after them. The pathologist performing
an autopsy finds a cluster of spiders eating away at the body’s
organs, with their nest in the brain.

Doctors also encounter monsters by their results. Re-
constructing a body that’s been ripped in two by impossibly
powerful jaws gives one Doctor the impetus to take up the
Vigil. Another comes to the hunt after she had to identify the
victims of a serial killer who were skinned alive by seemingly
perfect and impossible means.

When she joins a cell, a Doctor rarely finds rest. Adminis-
tering first aid to the hunters, stealing anesthetics from the hos-
pital, dissecting corpses to discover how an attack was made...
it’s all part of a night’s work for a Doctor on the Vigil. Her efforts
can tumn to heal or harm the monsters as well. When a creature
is cornered, her knowledge of anatomy and human biology can
give her cell the edge when it comes to capturing, poisoning or
killing the monster. Some study fiendish anatomy, leaving the
realms of human bodies behind. Others aim to rehabilitate hu-
mans or creatures through psychotherapy (perhaps coupled with
brain surgery). Others still autopsy all the dead things their cell
destroys to find out what grisly secrets lie within...and to make
sure that the thing isn’t getting back up again.

The Cheiron Group employs a number of surgeons both
as Thaumatechnological implant technicians and on the front
lines. Likewise, the Ascending Ones have Doctors on retainer
for isolating the effects of specific drugs. Ashwood takes pride
in its Doctor members, though such hunters rarely adhere
to the oaths they took (imagine, if you will, a neurosurgeon
whose role is to keep a demon alive and comfortable while
a cadre of Abbey members dine upon its raw sweetbreads).
Others have made a profit conducting “monster autopsies” for
Network Zero or performing more scientifically valid studies
for the Loyalists of Thule and Null Mysteriis.

Background: Traditionally, Doctors go through medical
school, then spend time as a resident in their specific field.




It takes a lot of money to become a full-fledged physician,

as well as the grit and dedication to live through mistakes
that kill people. This experience hardens some Doctors, while
others see human beings as complicated machines. Alterna-
tive therapies require just as much training as conventional
medicine, though practitioners know more about how to deal
with people face to face.

Most Doctors have Mental Attributes primary, though
no one Attribute stands out above the others. Surgeons and
pathologists need a high Dexterity and Composure for their
work, while those who speak to patients face to face can ben-
efit more from Presence and Manipulation. Many Doctors
have a high Stamina, no matter their other Attributes. Most
Doctors will have three dots spread between Medicine and
Empathy, with a specialty depending on their field of exper-
tise (Surgery or Psychotherapy, for example). Other common
Skills include Academics, Larceny, Politics, Science (Biology)
and Socialize, along with any Skills required by her specialty
(e.g. Animal Ken for a veterinarian). Holistic Awareness,
[ron Stomach and Toxin Resistance are all common Merits.

Concepts: Abortion clinic worker, city coroner, di-
agnostician, EMT, forensic pathologist, herbal therapist,
overworked resident, psychotherapist, triage nurse, veteri-
nary surgeon

Asset Skills: Empathy and Medicine

Professional Training:

. Nurse

oo Resident

(XX Doctor

scee Specialist

XXX Y Chief of Medicine

Engineer

I'm building a new world, a better world. A world without
things that go bump in the night.

Engineers think big. It’s a requirement of the job. Wheth-
er he’s designing a new hospital or coming up with a way to
get people into space, at the back of his mind, the Engineer
is thinking about the impact he will have. His hospital will
change lives. His new drug will make life so much easier for
people. It may just be a tiny change, but it’s there — a lasting
legacy. Some Engineers want to help people, others want to
go down in history alongside Henry Ford and Isambard King-
dom Brunel, but whatever their motive, their goals are the
same.

What inciting incident might draw an Engineer to the
Vigil? A civil Engineer who plans a bridge could put a road
through the middle of a werewolf pack’s territory, pissing off
the creatures that live there. An aerospace Engineer’s pro-
totype space-plane comes back with the pilot replaced with
biological machinery and claw marks on the wings. A cult
kidnaps a chemical Engineer, forcing him to process odd sub-
stances and human remains into new drugs. However it hap-
pens, an Engineer starts questioning her experience after the
fact: What were they? Why did they target her? How did they
do what they did? Most importantly, how can she use what
she knows to her advantage?

-

An Engineer working a defense tech trade show is the
target of a vengeful ghost. After realizing that what he’s been
through isn’t a lie, he resolves that monsters must be a glitch
in the world — and it’s up to him to fix it. A biotechnologist
works late, taking a shortcut home through an old park where
she’s set upon by a patchwork man. She takes a sample, and
wants to find the creature again to study it. The aerospace
Engineer resolves to fly his next mission personally, hoping to
make contact with whatever found — and marked — his cre-
ation. The Vigil is the perfect excuse for the Engineer to learn
more about this world that has been hidden from him for so
long, a task he throws himself into. The only problem is that
if he’s not careful, his work will suffer. Fresh graduates with
brilliant ideas all want his job, and if he can’t keep his hunt
and his work separate, he’s going to be in a world of trouble.

The longer the Vigil draws on, the more it takes its toll
on an Engineer. The supernatural doesn’t have an underly-
ing scientific order. A killer returned from Hell doesn’t hold
to the rules of human biology. The Reanimated are so much
worse than plastic surgery addicts. Every answer brings more
questions, and trying to answer those takes more time than the
Engineer has. The hunt consumes every waking hour of an En-
gineer’s life. Eventually, something has to break (ironic, given
their predilection for building), either at work or at home.

Task Force: VALKYRIE recruits a few who can turn their
hands to advanced weapons design, while the Loyalists of
Thule prefer to take Engineers who want to continue their
studies of monster biology. Engineers with a flexible attitude
toward the monsters’ rights, or a desire to use what they find
to improve humanity, may see the Cheiron Group as a better
employer. Chemical Engineers — especially those who might
be used to make certain “pharmaceuticals” — might instead
be snatched up by the Ascending Ones. Engineers in smaller
cells tend to find less use for their “big ideas,” and often end
up in the hands of larger groups, regardless of intention.

Background: Many Engineers are graduates, but a sur-
prising number are college dropouts. They train themselves,
then parlay their skills into a role within a larger organization.
From there, they keep learning. Some Engineers never learn
how to deal with people, requiring mediators between them
and their co-workers. Like it or not, she needs the backing
of a big company or the government if she’s going to make
significant changes.

Whether they completed a degree or not, most Engineers
are smart. Some only really know their field, others benefit
from nepotism, while a few are true polymaths. Though they
specialize in a specific technical field — anything from chemi-
cal engineering to architecture — often an Engineer picks up
just enough knowledge of other fields to get her colleagues’
jokes. While a few achieve worldwide name recognition,
many more never escape the cubicle.

In game terms, Engineers often possess high Intelligence,
backing that up with a similar amount of Resolve. Those who
look after themselves put Physical Attributes secondary, while
others see human interaction as a system to learn and under-
stand, preferring Social Attributes. Common Skills include
Computer, Crafts, Investigation, Medicine, Persuasion and
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Science. Other Skills can range from Brawl or Weaponry to
Politics and Socialize, often depending on out-of-work activi-
ties. Eidetic Memory, Resources and Status are all reasonably
common Merits.

Concepts: Aerospace jock, chemical engineer, demo
man, driven architect, designer drug baron, government
contractor, military consultant, old-fashioned civil engineer,
prosthetic designer, radical biotechnologist

Asset Skills: Crafts and Science

Professional Training:

. Intern

oo " Engineer
Team Lead
Visionary

CIO

Hacker

Monsters are old fashioned. Most of them don’t realize that
their paper trails are open to anyone with the right Google-fu.

People who self-identify as Hackers live and breathe com-
puters. Despite the negative connotations the media attach to
the word, they hold to the original meaning, found at MIT.
A Hacker doesn’t lock himself in his room for 36 hours while
he plays online computer games, but he just might spend that
long solving an interesting problem in an innovative way.
Most Hackers think nothing of writing tools that help them
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write other tools, on and on until they’ve spent two weeks
making the tools they need to tackle a two-day job. Repeti-
tion is boring. Coming up with a way to make someone else
do the boring bit is interesting. Hackers focus on the interest-
ing bits to the exclusion of everything else.

A number of Hackers work in technical support, while
others provide IT departments around the world with their
shining stars. Many don’t play well with others, but only a few
go to the extent of living on welfare and using their time to
solve truly interesting problems. However she funds her life,
anyone who specializes in problem solving in a highly techni-
cal field is a Hacker at heart.

Hackers have myriad gateways to the Vigil. Fuck with
too much corporate security code, and the poor bastard finds
a team of pistol-carrying “security forces” storming his hovel,
each with a bone-white rebreather mask and mumbling in
Slavic. Tap into various CCTV sources, and a Hacker sees
things he shouldn’t ever see. Go too far out into the null zone
of hidden web sites and he discovers that something intelli-
gent — and altogether not human — has contacted him and
won't leave him alone.

Most hunter groups are glad to have a Hacker among their
number. While they’re usually no good at frontline work, a
Hacker brings a wealth of backup skills to the group. She tests
the cell’s plans to destruction and then comes up with ways to
fix the bugs. Depending on her specialty, she may be able to
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crack a cult’s secure mailing list, clone and analyze a sorcerer’s
hard disk, break the code that a serial killer leaves sliced into
the bodies of his victims, or discover the identity of a para-
site’s latest host through computer-based DNA analysis.

Hackers can become obsessed with the Vigil over time.
It’s very easy for a computer geek to take home security to
an absurd level, living in a Faraday cage in the middle of her
apartment with cameras at every entrance and security sys-
tems at her fingertips. If her group relies on telephone or In-
ternet contact, it may never know its Hacker has gone shut-in
(and maybe they won’t care, if she’s effective from her “HQ”).
It’s easy for Hackers of every stripe to detach themselves from
the real world. A Hacker disassociates herself from a situa-
tion, reducing it to a set of axioms that describe a problem
— from vampires using a nightclub as a feeding ground to a
ghostly serial killer carving Enochian runes on teenage boys.
This disassociation can go too far, especially when she ignores
danger in order to get a vital clue. There’s a distinct difference
between knowing intellectually that she’s the next target for a
serial killer and feeling the knife slide between her ribs.

Often, Hackers who have a job find it easier to remain
employed than other hunters. Some work from home, while
others work flexible hours. Both are very common for Hackers
working for the latest generation of web companies. Still oth-
ers just leave when they like — most Hackers bring a wealth
of technical skill to their chosen field, and management un-
derstands just how bad it would be to lose them. Cheiron is
happy to have Hackers at its disposal; after all, what it does is
kind of a “hacking” procedure (metaphorically and literally).
Network Zero is arguably the most common home for Hack-
ers, whether they’re used to reroute a crucial web-feed reveal-
ing fuzzy images of some shadowy lake monster or to gussy up
a quick set of encryption algorithms to hide the cell’s personal
data. The Loyalists of Thule, Null Mysteriis and Aegis Kai
Doru all have their uses for someone who can hack, crack and
invent codes or ciphers.

Background: Hackers can come from any background,
though usually result from a middle-class home (i.e. someone
who has access to a computer). Traditional computer geeks ac-
cept anyone who can solve problems regardless of social back-
ground, gender or sexuality. For a Hacker, any discrimination is
just a bug in the system, something they need to work harder to
get around. Most have a university education and further training
in their specialized field, but some are self-taught. Most Hackers
don’t have a wide social network outside the Internet, and often
don’t have time for a family alongside their obsession.

Mental Attributes are generally primary. High Intelli-
gence and Wits practically define the profession. Physical and
Social Attributes tie for second and third place — Stamina
and Composure are both often above average, while other
Attributes may suffer. It’s rare for a Hacker to have less than
three dots in at least one of her Asset Skills, and most Hack-
ers have dots in Academics, Crafts (Electronic), Expression,
Investigation and Occult among other skills. Common Mer-
its include Eidetic Memory, Encyclopedic Knowledge and
any number of Languages. Hackers who have above average
equipment also need the Resources to pay for it.

Concepts: Anarchist code-breaker, back-room
techie, frontline support operative, NSA cryptog-
rapher, old-school phreaker, puzzle expert, shut-in
cracker, system administrator, web programmer, wire-
less war-driver

Asset Skills: Computer and Science

Professional Training:

. User

oo Programmer
(XY Hacker
(XXX Brainiac

XXX Y The Government Took Your Computer

Hit Man

When I kill people, I do it for money. It’s not a nice job. I
don’t claim I enjoy it. But sometimes, just sometimes, I get the
feeling of a job well done.

A Hit Man kills people for money. He may justify his ac-
tions to himself by his range of targets — “no women, no chil-
dren” is common — but he has turned the art of premeditated
murder into a career. Most ply their trade from a distance, do-
ing their job with a single bullet, while others prefer to get in
close with weapons that leave less forensic evidence. What-
ever their preferred method of murder, a Hit Man has almost
surgical knowledge of how to end a human life. That training
can come in very handy on the hunt — until she meets some-
thing without the vulnerabilities of normal people.

Depending on his employer, a Hit Man can live a range of
lives away from the job. Some are family men, their wives and
children thinking they have a high-flying (and well-paying)
job that takes them from country to country. Many live alone
so they don’t have to maintain a separate safehouse with their
tools of the trade and any incriminating evidence. Whatever
their home situation, they have some form of protection that
ensures other people don’t find out the truth. Some trap their
hideouts with thermite and claymore mines. Others have
built up one or several comprehensive false identities to keep
themselves safe if they are found out.

Some people think it’s strange, but many Hit Men don’t
really know how to fight. They have enough training to join
a melee, but their main skills assume an unsuspecting target.
Theirs is the art of premeditated murder, and many never see
their targets save through a telephoto lens. A Hit Man re-
searches her target, or has one of her associates do it for her,
and determines when he is most vulnerable. Then and only
then, she strikes.

Hit Men may perform their work alone, but they need as-
sociates. Many employ secretaries or partners who have better
business sense, entrusting them to work out the details of each
hit. Mob Hit Men have this angle covered, while independents
have a hard time finding someone they can trust. A Hit Man’s
partner is the only person she can trust to know the details of
her business. The partner deals with everyone from prospective
employers to the assassin’s family, keeping everything in order
so that the Hit Man can do what she does best.

When a Hit Man takes up the Vigil, she’ll often try to
bring any partners in as well. Without them, she’s got nobody
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who knows what she does already, and has to play dangerous
games of trust, balancing what she learns and what she tells
to her new associates. Worse, joining a new cell of hunters
means she has their pending discovery of her actual profession
hanging over her head. Having partners-in-crime on hand
can make that a lot easier.

Larger groups of hunters often have fewer moral prob-
lems with bringing Hit Men into their numbers. Some simply
take over as a Hit Man’s primary employer. A number of com-
pacts and conspiracies are glad to have an assassin on hand to
do some wet work: the Union, Task Force: VALKYRIE, the
Malleus Maleficarum and so on. Cheiron is always looking for
potential recruits with “flexible attitudes” toward their fellow
human beings (somebody has to kill the things so others can
go to collect the “spare parts”). Some groups have a harder
time incorporating paid murderers into their ranks — a Hit
Man joining the Long Night must be very sure of his faith and
place in the afterlife.

Background: Some Hit Men take the job after spending
time in the military. Unwilling to learn new skills, they’re un-
able to support their family without a job that pays as well as
the armed forces. A few discover — through whatever means
— a natural talent for murder, and look for a way to make
their skills profitable. Many come from organized crime: crim-
inals who don’t specialize in any role but who don’t have the
conscience that warns them off killing. However they start,
the successful ones become Hit Men. The unsuccessful ones
are incarcerated, if lucky, dead if not.
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deranged makes it harder and
harder for them to keep doing that Job.
They have to do something to maintain the

their Virtues
more than other people, stepping in when
something looks wrong and trying to make
a difference in some small way. While
she can't tap her Virtue for Willpower
more than once per chapter, acting on it

helps train abused animals, or

A Hit Man’s Attributes play to his strengths.
High Dexterity is a requirement for precision aim-
ing. Wits and Manipulation help a Hit Man keep
his personal and professional lives separate, while
Resolve and Composure both help him deal with
what he’s seen. Useful skills include Crafts (often
with a Gunsmith Specialty), Firearms, Investiga-
tion, Persuasion, Stealth, Subterfuge and Weaponry.
Most combat Merits don’t apply to Hit Men. Many
have Allies (a partner or confidant), Contacts (Un-
derworld), Fast Reflexes and Resources.

Concepts: CIA assassin, corporate killer, duel-
ist, infiltration expert, mafia hit man, marine sniper,
stone-cold psychopath, unarmed combat expert

Asset Skills: Firearms and Stealth

Professional Training:

giving . Gun nut
Hit man
cee Sniper
XYY} Professional
XXX The Bogeyman
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Journalist

Some things are too weird even for the Weekly
World News. That'’s not going to stop me taking this all
the way to the front page.

Journalists are always on the lookout for a story.
Most spend years working for local papers, covering
charity bake sales and flower shows before moving
on to bigger news — if they ever get that opportunity. Journalists
walk a thin line: on the one side, the truth, and on the other, a
fiction that’s guaranteed to get attention. Whether she works in
television, in print or online, a Journalist often builds a follow-
ing of people who like her work — and when she gets popular
enough, of people who hate what she writes.

A Journalist’s style depends on who publishes her. A right-
wing tabloid encourages a different outlook and a different style
of writing to a left-wing blog or a neutral broadsheet. Some
Journalists refuse to work for people who don’t understand her
views on controversial subjects, but for every Journo who takes a
stand, three more jump at the chance to reinvent their stance to
get a better job. Larger organizations require Journos to file evi-
dence and log facts to back up their stories, covering their asses
against libel suits and lying Journalists both, though the truly
determined can still game the system. Supermarket tabloids and
shitty news rags have the same rule on the books, but it’s hon-
ored more in the breach than the observance. Hacks who sell in
those markets have much greater leeway with the truth.

Evidence is how most Journalists come to the hunt.
Whether she captures a photo of a slumlord dissolving into
a host of rats, or her exposé of secret meetings in City Hall
uncovers robed people conducting human sacrifice, her nose
for a story brings her to the dark underbelly of the world.
Once she’s there, she has to fight back — if only for her own
survival. She’s got to get the story out. When she does, she’ll
often find that the only people who believe her are kooks and
hunters — if she’s able to tell the difference.



Even the most reputable Journalist will have a very hard
time getting stories about ghosts or sewer goblins or Reani-
mated corpses onto the evening news. Tabloids may run the
occasional story, but even they have their limits when a whole
load of outlandish stories come from just one address (plus,
most of what they run is purposefully fake, so what’s the use
of injecting truth into a bed of lies?). If she’s skilled, she can
twist her words just enough, substituting rabid dogs for were-
wolves or reporting on a serial killer without actually men-
tioning that the “man” took 10 bullets to the head without
dying. She may need to edit photographs or video, but that’s
the price a Journalist has to pay in order to air her story.

After spending some time on the Vigil, a Journalist’s
nerves often fray. She constantly looks for the supernatu-
ral angle on any story, expecting an explanation that may
not be there. Sometimes, she has to take a step back and
remember that plain old humans can be plenty fucked up
without monsters pulling their strings. Any hope of the
prime time slips away, with more and more editors relegat-
ing her stories to the slush pile. For many, regaining an
even keel takes time that could better be spent sleeping or
interacting with normal humans. It’s no surprise that most
Journalists who take on the Vigil spend at least some time
looking out of the bottom of a bottle.

Who can use a Journo? Cheiron needs someone to write
its PR (and hide its myriad secrets). Null Mysteriis is con-
sumed with the nature of truth (or, some would say, the denial
of it), and Journalists can fit right into that equation. Net-
work Zero is a natural home for Journalists, and for good or ill,
doesn’t have the same pesky “ethics” getting in the way when
it comes to reporting “truth.”

Background: Some Journalists are college educated;
others start blogging or writing for a free paper. Educa-
tion is less important than training and a desire to print
the truth. She needs the skills to uncover her own evi-
dence, and needs an eye for events that could later turn
into news. Even when she’s just talking to people, she may
hear something she deems interesting, and needs to know
how to get people to open up.

Resistance Attributes across all three categories are very
valuable to a Journalist. Presence and Manipulation help with
getting the truth out of people. Of Mental Attributes, Wits is
usually higher than Intelligence: the former helps with un-
covering clues, while the latter covers interpreting those clues
to make a coherent story. Journalists commonly have at least
one dot in Expression (specializing in written or video jour-
nalism), Investigation, Larceny, Persuasion, Politics, Stealth
and Subterfuge. A Journalist in a specific field tends to have
skills related to that field, be they Athletics, Brawl, Intimida-
tion, Medicine, Occult, Science or Socialize. Journalists tend
to have Contacts, Danger Sense and a small amount of Fame
among their Merits.

Concepts: Columnist, conspiratorial blogger, corporate
shill, freelance correspondent, lifestyle writer, local editor,
muckraking journo, new media critic, political firebrand,
sports anchor, TV news anchor

Asset Skills: Expression and Investigation

MORALITY|LABORER,

Professional Training:

. Hack

oo Blogger
XX Journalist
(XX Columnist
(XXX X Editor

Labhorer

You assholes don’t like it when people try to take you apart.
Funny thing is, I work in a wrecking yard.

Laborers are blue-collar workers. Electricians, builders,
joiners, plumbers and demolitions workers all fall under the
purview of this profession. Some take up their job out of a
love of building things; others couldn’t afford college and pre-
fer using their hands. While some take their job to keep their
family under a roof, others really take to their role, becoming
contractors or foremen and, in time, possibly hiring engineers
to help them open a building firm.

There’s a strange idea among people who grow up in a
white-collar world that Laborers are poor, badly educated, or
otherwise not worth an office job. While plenty live the ste-
reotype, it’s not always the case. A joiner might not have a
clue how to use a computer; a banker wouldn’t know how to
build a house. Foolish monsters suspect that while a power-
ful banker going missing means a manhunt, nobody misses a
builder or an electrician. They’re wrong. Many Laborers have
families — even those who work odd shifts have time enough
for a wife and children. A wide range of trade jobs are union-
ized, and even in those that aren’t, people look out for each
other.

Laborers take up the Vigil for a range of reasons. A build-
ing crew that starts work within a skin-stealing spider-creature’s
territory comes under attack. A plumber notices a 13™ floor in
a building he’s maintaining and goes to investigate (and later
wonders at the “missing time” he suffers when he wakes up in
his bed). An electrician uncovers a whole bunch of bloodless
corpses behind a wall when putting in a fuse box. A demoli-
tion crew unearths a strange artifact and suffers bizarre deaths.
Whatever happens, a Laborer is often one of the first targets of
a monster on the rampage, and has to fight back.

Those who survive their initial encounter join — or
found — monster-hunting organizations, seeing them as a
union for people who have taken up the Vigil. A blue-collar
worker brings a wide range of skills to their groups. Highbrow
groups who shy away from the criminal element may find that
a Laborer has physical skills they sorely need. A foreman can
look at an individual hunt in the same way he looks at a proj-
ect. He divides the group’s resources and analyzes the critical
path of the hunt, knowing where each plan’s weak points lie.
Maybe the building inspector owes him a favor. Maybe he
knows how to demo a wall.

While some employers will tolerate showing up late, dog
tired, or hungover, most won’t tolerate an electrician who
shows up in bloodstained overalls. Word gets around, and
bosses talk to each other. A Laborer who's fired from one job
has a hard time getting another — though a monster who
owns a construction firm may offer a recently fired hunter a
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job in return for inside information. Some Laborers with a
reputation end up working for mob bosses, who have some
under-the-table work for someone who isn’t afraid to break
heads, while others drop through the cracks. There’s always
someone who needs a pair of hands willing to work for cash
and no questions.

Most Laborers who join large hunter groups fall in
with the Union (the ethos is nearly identical, though here
the “power to the people” is all about defending innocents
from monsters). Cheiron needs project leaders. Task Force:
VALKYRIE needs grunts. The Ascending Ones need drug
mules. Laborers fit the bill in a lot of these groups.

Background: Most Laborers don’t go to college. They
take up their trade out of high school, either because they
don’t have the grades or actually want to make things. Some
pour themselves into a single trade; others don’t take any job
seriously and bounce from site to site until the only paying
job they can get is tearing up cars in a wrecking yard. Most
Laborers were on a sports team in high school, and some carry
on coaching in their free time. Even those with little athletic
ability develop muscle after months of heavy physical work.

In game terms, most Laborers have Physical Attributes as
their primary, focusing on Strength and Stamina — though an
electrician or plumber whose job requires precision will likely have
a high Dexterity. High-school dropouts don’t necessarily have low

»

.

Mental Attributes; they just have a different focus. Laborers who
lead a crew need an above-average Presence, and those in danger-
ous jobs benefit from high Wits. Common Skills include Crafts
(with a specialty of the character’s trade), Politics (Union), Ath-
letics and Streetwise. Several also have at least a dot in Skills like
Brawl, Weaponry, Intimidation and Persuasion. Fast Reflexes, Gi-
ant, [ron Stamina and Mentor are common Merits
Concepts: Builder, building superintendent, carnival
ride mechanic, demolition man, electrician, factory worker,
joiner, old-school blacksmith, plumber, unlicensed contrac-
tor, wrench-swinging plumber
Asset Skills: Athletics and Crafts
Professional Training:
o Junkyard dog
(X Laborer
Builder
Union rep
Foreman

Occultist

Monsters think we don’t know what they’re up to. They’re
wrong.

Occultists come in many varieties. Some are occult investi-
gators, private investigators with a specific interest in ghosts and




Fortean phenomena. They saw a strange creature firsthand and
decided they had to know more. Other Occultists read a lot of
books, build Kirlian cameras, or start businesses holding séances
to contact Grandma (or her dead cat). While some have en-
countered the true horrors that lie just below the surface of the
world, many — most, even — have not.

However she got started, an Occultist needs a range of
skills to stay in business. Investigators need to learn how to
solve mysteries. Other Occultists hold séances, and under-
stand the differences between what people may mean by
“spirit.” Conning old ladies is one thing, but if she’s going to
get anywhere as an investigator, she has to know what’s really
happened. All Occultists need to find a wide range of equip-
ment for detecting ghosts, demons, auras and other phenom-
ena. Equipment can just as easily be an Electromagnetic Field
detector as it can be a Quija board or an ornate box of bird
bones. Plus, those who do run the occult game as a big con
likely have a wide array of “people skills,” particularly skills
used to cheat and manipulate.

Before taking on the Vigil, most Occultists have only
fleeting contact with the supernatural. Sometimes they see
the aftermath of a scene (the effects of a visit of a flock of
human-faced crows) or catch just a glimpse (trying to contact
ghosts in a mirror). Despite their trappings, most investigators
are initially unprepared for full-on encounters with things like
occult killers, living shadows and bloodsucking fiends.

A few Occultists freeze up on their first encounter with
something weird. Whether they witness a magical ritual that
actually works, a serial killer shrugging off incineration, or a
woman made out of cracked porcelain, their minds cannot
process it. Others vow “never again.” Uniquely poised to
take up the Vigil, they seek out the monsters to learn from
them, to steal from them, and maybe to put them back in
the ground where they belong. (Plus, they often have a bet-
ter idea of what’s supposed to work on monsters, and most
have a revolver loaded with silver bullets or a stake and some
holy water lying around the office in order to give people the
right impression. Of course, just as often they cling to stub-
born misinformation pulled from some “spirit guide” or “book
of magic.”)

Hunter cells often seek out Occultists, even those who
only run their businesses to con impressionable kids and old
folks. The average Occultist has something that only a few
people possess: a wide range of occult knowledge. Certainly
some organizations make use of Occultists more than others:
the Aegis Kai Doru, Null Mysteriis and the Loyalists of Thule
all find a world of use for those with strong esoteric know-
how. Ashwood is happy to have those in-vogue Occultists
who are social butterflies and see the occult as a doorway to
mad adventure. Some Occultists are, curiously, Christian, ei-
ther having converted or simply studying ways to rehabilitate,
diminish or destroy pagan and New Age influences; these
hunters often find a home in the Long Night, though even
there they suffer the brunt of some suspicion.

Background: Occultists generally come from one of two
fields. Some were Detectives first, while most started out with
an interest in the occult. The former know how to deal with
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people and read crime scenes, and may have some allies from
their past life, but don’t know their way around the Key of
Solomon. The latter grew up isolated, diving into the occult
with a passion but often neglecting other people in their drive
for the strange.

Many Occultists have high Mental Attributes, with in-
vestigators focusing on Wits while pure Occultists concen-
trate on Intelligence. Those who actually make money from
their occult practices (or are themselves “cult leaders” of a
sort) have higher Social Attributes. An Occultist who runs
fraudulent séances or who reads tarot cards would need a high
Manipulation, for instance, while a cult leader may rely on
his high Presence. Occultists often have at least one dot in
Academics, Larceny, Occult and Stealth. Paranormal investi-
gators and detectives back that up with Investigation, Street-
wise and maybe a bit of Brawl, while Occultists commonly
possess Empathy, Persuasion and Subterfuge. Danger Sense,
Meditative Mind and Unseen Sense are all common Merits.

Concepts: Cult leader, crystal gazer, deprogrammer, mys-
tical pyramid-scheme seller, New Age author, occult inves-
tigator, professional conspiracy theorist, professional skeptic,
psychopharmacologist, tarot card reader, UFO theorist

Asset Skills: Investigation and Occult

Professional Training:

o Dabbler
oo Occultist
(XX Initiate
(XX Acolyte
(XXX Y Crowley

Professional

Vampires think they know how to enslave people. But they
don’t have shit on middle management.

Professionals are the white-collar masses. Some are on the up
and up, clawing their way to the top, while others have a reputation
for being the best in their department, promoted just far enough
that they can hide in their cubicles watching YouTube videos.
Professionals run the range. The lawyer who works 100 hours a
week to crack a case, the banker who spots an ancient embezzling
scheme in the old books, and the manager who spends four nights
a week screwing his secretary all fit into this profession.

While not immediately apparent, a Professional has skills
that are useful on the Vigil. Many higher-ups know how to
deal with people and how to get the best out of a team —
even if they micromanage or rule by fear. Other Professionals
come from a wide pool of white-collar non-technical roles.
Lawyers have access to court records and may work pro bono
for members of their cell. Accountants can trace a vampire’s
books, identifying her havens and exposing deeds signed by a
dead woman. Bankers can investigate accounts and can put a
stop on funds or bring in the full wrath of a fraud investiga-
tion. Stockbrokers can decimate a monster’s financial holdings
with just a few days on the trading floor. Stockroom managers
can sneak equipment and supplies onto the corporate budget.
Professionals can make life very difficult for the monsters.

Though, how is it that a Professional — being in a nomi-
nally sheltered profession — is drawn into the Vigil? An accoun-
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tant might notice something odd in the company’s books: weird
ROT-13 ciphers, strange patterns, or dizzying numerological tracts.
A lawyer might gain access to any number of horrors: secret video
evidence of a CEO supping at the teats of some demon or a brutal
werewolf attack captured on a prison security camera. A manager
or administrator wonders who the shadowy figure is sitting in the
corner office, or tries to help a co-worker who is slowly losing her-
self to a winnowing addiction — they assume drugs, but really she’s
drawn to the blood of a tall man she met at a sex club.

Of course, working as a Professional is at least a nine-to-
five job. Lack of sleep from spending nights hunting, showing
up in the same clothes two or three days in a row, not shaving
or showering — soon enough, management will want a quiet
word, and offer a few weeks off (without pay) to “get your head
together.” After time on the Vigil, Professionals need support.
The threefold demands of job, family and the Vigil fit together
in a way that takes more than the hours in a day. Bosses and co-
workers grow suspicious, especially when she starts giving her
team extra things to work on or authorizes fraud investigations
with no reasonable grounds for suspicion.

Null Mysteriis can use forensic accountants or tame bank-
ers, legitimizing the Professional’s hunt. The Cheiron Group has
plenty of room for desk-jockeys, moneymen and lawyers, and the
Ascending Ones can always use someone who can help them
launder drug money or defend them in courts-of-law.

Background: Professionals come from a wide range of
backgrounds. A number grew up in upper-middle-class homes
with their parents pressuring them to go for an MBA. Oth-
ers started work in the mailroom and worked their way up to
middle management one rung at a time. Bankers, accountants
and other analysts typically come to the role fresh out of col-
lege, while some do the best they can while working through
night school. The defining trait for the profession is an apti-
tude — tapped or otherwise — for a particular role, be that
selling shares or delivering mail in an office block.

This translates into high Mental and Social traits, espe-
cially Manipulation and Resolve. Physical stats are usually
average, but some take pride of place in their position on
company sports teams. Most Professionals have some ground-
ing in Academics (relating to their field of business), Politics,
Persuasion and Socialize. Those who came in at the bottom
of the ladder have other Skills based on their jobs through-
out the company, often involving Athletics, Craft, Drive and
Investigation. Professionals who come straight from college
normally have at least one dot in Athletics, Computer, Sci-
ence and Subterfuge. Common Merits include Contacts, In-
spiring, Resources and Status.

Concepts: Analyst, banker, embattled defense attorney, fo-
rensic accountant, hot-shot lawyer, manager, numbers-obsessed
stockbroker, secretary who hears all, unsung mailroom hero

Asset Skills: Academics and Persuasion

Professional Training:

J Desk Jockey
X Professional
(XX Manager
(XXX Associate
(XXX X Partner
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Religious Leader

The good Lord forgives many things in his infinite mercy. He
shall judge abominations like you, not I.

Religion has always played a role in the hunt. In older
times, a handful of priests looked after a whole town or village,
and people brought (or dragged) supernatural phenomena to
the church door. While modern nights have introduced new
churches and broadened the number of faiths in most areas,
leaders of a religion — be they Catholic or Protestant, Jew
or Muslim — still walk close to the dark truths of the world.
Many never know how close they come. They hear confes-
sion from a vampire, or teach numerology to a cult leader.
These are the lucky ones.

A few Religious Leaders get a closer look at the supernat-
ural. Whether they’re called upon to remove a poltergeist and
end up in conversation with the ghost of a murdered child, or
they uncover a twisted killer seeking sanctuary in their place
of worship, they must come to terms with one simple fact:
monsters exist. This revelation causes a few to lose their faith
or go mad, so sure are they that their God could not allow
such horrors to walk the earth. Others realize they are the
Lord’s instrument on earth, and take up the Vigil.

The life of a cleric is good preparation for the hunt. It
teaches spiritual fortitude that few other professions attain,
and offers many ways to deal with all manner of horror. A
priest can build a group of hunters, helping all of them to
survive one more night. A rabbi helps the members of his
cell strengthen their souls against the intrusions of possession
dybbuk. He’s often responsible for the group’s spiritual welfare,
and his position means that most members of the group will
likely afford him respect even if they don’t share his faith.

The burden of being a group’s conscience weighs hard on
every Religious Leader’s mind, and when the group hunts mon-
sters, the burden is doubled. Everyone on the Vigil does things that
could be considered sinful or contrary to their own ethical codes.
A pacifist kills the cult leader who would sacrifice her daughter. A
family man shoots his wife when serpents squirm from her mouth
and eyes. A Religious Leader is responsible for his group’s spiri-
tual welfare, and must navigate the muddy waters between holy
forgiveness and condoning sin. For some, such as fundamentalist
priests with fire and brimstone in their sermons, the line is easy.
Monsters aren’t human, and it’s God’s will that his holy agents slay
the beasts. These priests can become dangers to their own cells.
It’s too easy to paint an undercover cop investigating allegations
of child abuse in the church as an abomination in the eyes of the
Lord. It’s also easy for them to point a shotgun at a Reanimated
nurse who works in a hospital and uses a surgeon’s hands to heal
people, or at a coven of witches that might otherwise close a frac-
ture in reality. Moral absolutism is a trap that many clergymen fall
into after a long enough Vigil — though, admittedly, it can be a
comfortable trap to feel righteous.

A Religious Leader must balance the demands of the Vigil
with the demands of his calling. A Catholic priest may need to
wait until sunrise on a Sunday morning to kill a vampire, but if
he can’t get to church on time, he’s leaving his community with-
out spiritual guidance. Once he takes up the Vigil, his community




calls on him for advice more. He sees the supernatural and unex-
plained everywhere, in every panicked call from a parishioner, in
every tragedy that befalls his congregation. A monk must adhere
to peace, but know when to pick up the sword. He must balance
his two lives, lest the hunt consume him.

Background: Religious Leaders come from all religions.
In the United States, leaders of all flavors of Christianity take
up the vigil. Rabbis and imams also fall under this profession,
as does any servant of a religion who undergoes specific edu-
cation and training. It takes a special mindset to give oneself
over to the church, a mindset that necessitates strong faith
and a desire to both learn and understand.

Social Attributes are normally primary. Many clergymen fa-
vor Presence and Composure, though televangelists and the like
prefer Manipulation. Mental Attributes focus on Intelligence and
Resolve. Most Religious Leaders have at least two dots in Aca-
demics (Theology). Many also have a dot in Empathy, Expression,
Medicine, Occult and Socialize. Common Sense, Contacts, Holis-
tic Awareness and Unseen Sense are all common Merits.

Concepts: Blood-and-thunder Baptist, conflicted rabbi,
callous confessor, jihadist imam, popular televangelist, travel-
ing Catholic exorcist, Vodou houngan, Wiccan high priest

Asset Skills: Academics and Occult

Professional Training:

o Lay Priest/Upasaka
oo Pastor/Hazzan

XY Vicar/Rabbi

scee Bishop/Imam

XXX Y Cardinal/Ayatollah

Scientist

What I don’t think anyone else has realized is this creature
sleeps in water. Hence, we have the advantage: my lab has plenty
of potassium.

Most people think Scientists are looking for the truth be-
hind the world. That’s not necessarily the case. While many
get into the profession looking for the truth, they soon find
out that science doesn’t uncover the truths behind the world,
it models the facts that a Scientist observes. This is a crucial
difference that most people don’t understand.

Scientists often find themselves pulled into the Vigil
by friends or associates. A contact might bring her a strange
ore sample to analyze. A lab assistant has a photo of what he
thinks could be a ghost and dares the Scientist to disprove
it. The guys over in the bar want to know if it’s possible for
a pack of wolves to live in the sewers. Only rarely does a Sci-
entist encounter the strange events that lead her to hunt
firsthand: a serial killer hunts the Scientists who proved that
he wasn’t really human, or a strange eschatological cult kid-
naps her to sacrifice in a ritual to keep evolution out of their
schools. However she starts out, a Scientist is driven by a need
to prove (or more likely, disprove what she saw). Some dismiss
the supernatural events they witness as too much adrenaline;
others realize there’s something below the surface and try to
explain the creatures of myth and legend.

The Vigil is tough on a Scientist’s presumably rational
outlook. Either the models they have are wrong and corpses
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really do walk the streets drinking blood, or the so-called vam-
pires are something else entirely. A Scientist who encounters
such creatures firsthand has to come up with some way to ex-
plain what she has seen. Some develop theories, capturing
the monsters they encounter in order to better explain them
— is a cult ritual really relying on ultra-low-frequency vibra-
tions and hallucinations, or is the 10-legged horror clinging
to a meteor actually an extraterrestrial life form? Only ex-
periments will tell. Others brush off such strange encounters,
lumping them into an area that science cannot explain.

Cataloguing and modeling the supernatural is hard work.
Just when one theory seems to explain all the creatures that a
Scientist encounters, an example comes along that blows the
whole thing out of the water. Several Scientists find solace in
fringe fields like parapsychology, trying to piece together working
theories from whatever they can find. Others discard their frame-
work altogether or begin taking wild forays into pseudoscience.

Perhaps the worst part is the hit that a Scientist’s reputa-
tion takes if he dares to publish one of his theories. The scien-
tific world thrives on peer review: the concept that a theory
must be testable and verifiable by anyone. The unique nature
of most paranormal phenomena means that even if one Sci-
entist comes up with an experiment to back up his theory, the
next time he encounters it, his experiment won’t work. Woe
betide anyone who tries publishing such a fanciful notion —
and a Scientist who spends his time chasing monsters rather
than publishing papers soon finds himself unemployed.

Several compacts and conspiracies recruit Scientists.
Task Force: VALKYRIE and the Cheiron Group both con-
duct R&D according to their version of the scientific method.
Others are drawn to the approach of Null Mysteriis and the
Loyalists of Thule, or want their 20 minutes of fame conduct-
ing bizarre pseudoscience experiments on Network Zero.
Those who reject the paranormal as “beyond science” may
find a more welcoming home among the Malleus Maleficarum
or Long Night (as not all Scientists are so keen to separate
God from the equation). Many Scientists relegate themselves
to the background of an organization or cell’s activities, but
more than one theoretical physicist has taken up a crowbar to
beat back a swarm of living dead.

Background: Many Scientists come from estimable uni-
versities, and return to those universities to continue their
studies and teach. But just as many fall in line with big com-
panies: oil conglomerates, the pharmaceutical industry, food
production and government work all need help from biolo-
gists, chemists, physicists.

Mental Attributes are usually primary, with Intelligence
and Resolve often higher than Wits. Dexterity and Stamina
are useful for conducting experiments, as is Resolve, while
Manipulation and Presence are both useful for dealing with
superiors and bureaucrats. When it comes to Skills, most Sci-
entists have several dots in Science or Investigation, along
with a specialty that applies to their field. Other common
Skills include Academics, Computer, Medicine, Persuasion
and Socialize, with refinements according to specialty — a
zoologist or botanist likely has Survival, while a psychologist
would have dots in Empathy, and a pop-sci author would have
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Expression. Contacts, Encyclopedic Knowledge and Medita-
tive Mind are all common Merits.

Concepts: Atheist author, deranged chemist, disgraced
parapsychologist, evolutionary biologist, forensic scientist,
geologist, high-school science teacher, paleontologist, poly-
math, psychologist, religious physicist

Asset Skills: Investigation and Science

Professional Training:

. Lab assistant

X Research assistant
(XX Scientist

XXX Think-tank lead
(XXX X Brainiac

Socialite

You can’t do anything in this city without me knowing. Some
influential people owe me favors, and there’s nothing you can do
about that.

Socialites are the movers and shakers of the social sphere.
Most of them have a significant amount of cash that they’re
not afraid to spend on gala dinners and charity events. Some
live in the eye of the media, often famous only because they’re
in line for a large fortune — or just because they make good
tabloid fodder. Others live and breathe high society, with “low
society” (read: the rest of the world) never knowing they ex-
ist. Socialites may be sportsmen. They may run massive busi-
ness empires. They may be celebrities.

Their position in society brings many Socialites into
conflict with creatures that would control humans. Some
vampires talk people round to their point of view at society
dinners, then use their playthings for food. Hellfire Clubs and
insane cults recruit the rich and famous. A few Socialites pour
their money into strange scientific experiments with horrific
(or miraculous) results. Some serial killers keep score by the
fortunes of those they kill, while other stalkers use black mag-
ic to know every inch of their celebrity obsessions. All the
money and fame in the world doesn’t save someone from the
darkness outside.

If a Socialite survives an inciting incident, she can bring
her resources to bear. Rumors spread fast, and leaking the
right photographs to the right tabloids can work wonders. A
Socialite may also join — or bankroll — a group of hunters
(think of the weapons or surveillance equipment her vast cof-
fers can buy). A cell gives her the combination she needs: a
wide range of skilled people from computer experts to detec-
tives to soldiers, and other people who suspect the truth about
the world. She may use herself as a snare for a monster who
stalks high society, putting her life in the hands of her cell.

A celebrity who joins a strange organization brings the
media’s attention to every member of her group, even in the
(likely) case that she doesn’t advertise her monster-hunting
activities. She needs a silver tongue to talk her way out of the
inevitable media storm, and to prepare for the next. Non-ce-
lebrities don’t have those problems. They can sit on the board
of the Cheiron Group without anyone batting an eyelid. So-
cialites who believe they make the world a better place are
drawn to the Loyalists of Thule or the Malleus Maleficarum.
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Those who prefer to revel in Hellfire Clubs find themselves
drawn to the Ashwood Abbey. Others find their family blood-
lines include more than just a big bank account...and may
instead offer genetics that purportedly link them all the way
back to the Devil Himself, making them irrefutable members
of the Lucifuge “lineage.”

Background: Many Socialites are the heirs to or own-
ers of vast fortunes and business empires. They go to the best
schools so they can take their name to greater heights. Others
are celebrities or the nouveau riche. While they often lack the
education opportunities afforded their old-money counter-
parts, they instead have had to earn their place in the news
and at charity events with their own skills — whether they’re
sportsmen or have built a company from the ground up.

Social Attributes are almost always primary. Of the three,
Presence and Manipulation are tied for the most important
Attribute — some people work through force of personality,
while others prefer a more nuanced, targeted approach. Most
Socialites keep in shape, meaning they rarely neglect Physi-
cal Attributes. Wits is the most important Mental Attribute,
closely followed by Resolve. Most Socialites have at least one
dot in Academics, Athletics, Drive, Empathy, Persuasion, Poli-
tics, Socialize and Subterfuge. Many pick up dots in skills that
interest them (as opposed to skills they need), potentially in-
cluding Animal Ken, Computer, Expression, Larceny, Occult
and Streetwise. Socialites can and should spend many dots on
Social Merits, including Barfly, Fame, Resources, Retainer and
Striking Looks (often through plastic surgery). Other common
Merits include Common Sense and a number of Languages.

Concepts: abused heiress, business empire owner, charity
queen, devout fashionista, Hollywood mogul, infamous cad,
media darling, shadowy CEO, soccer star, tech billionaire

Asset Skills: Politics and Socialize

Professional Training:

o Bit Player

oo Known Face

(XX Socialite

(XXX Life of the Party
XXX X Household Name

Soldier

Some of the things I've seen still scare me. Kids with auto-
matic weapons. Good friends shot dead for no reason. You don’t
scare me. You can’t scare me.

A Soldier is no stranger to horror. The armed forces re-
wire the parts of a recruit’s mind that tell her not to kill or
stop her from losing her head during a gunfight. After train-
ing, she’s shipped out to strange places where people she has
never met try to kill her. Bosnia. Iraq. Somalia.

Some Soldiers see their first monster on the battlefield.
An enemy sucks the blood from a fresh corpse before tear-
ing through their squad. A swarm of creatures from below the
sands works with one mind to destroy a base. A group of refu-
gees uses strange magics to twist the minds of military admin-
istration to end a war. Soldiers who witness the horrors of war
and the horrors of the World of Darkness often return home
diagnosed with post-traumatic stress disorder, to fit back into
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a life they left behind. Others, though, keep their heads and
work against the monsters on the fields of war.

Away from the battlefield, Soldiers still encounter the
world’s supernatural underside. One Soldier takes up the hunt
after returning home to find her husband and children muti-
lated and killed by what the police dubbed a “mad slasher”
while she was on maneuvers. Another pokes his nose in when
his commanding officer starts taking orders from a civilian
nobody sees during daylight hours. Others don’t believe what
they see — if they’re drunk or running on 36 hours without
sleep, they have plenty of reason to doubt their own senses —
but soon understand what they have to do.

Stationed Soldiers who take up the Vigil must keep their
hunt under wraps. They stalk monsters with larger groups
when they’re able to get off base, but military bases have their
share of the supernatural for when the group is not around.
One base might have a whole squad that has sworn to uphold
the Vigil, wherever they are posted. The problem’s even worse
if the hunters are aboard a ship or submarine. While Soldiers
can’t take automatic weapons off base, many hunters smuggle
smaller arms with them to protect themselves. Those who
leave the forces often keep their service pistols, and with a
network of contacts and old Soldiers, they can get their hands
on much bigger armament.

A Soldier brings more to a group of hunters than just
access to guns. She’s trained in combat and small-unit tactics

-

— exactly the sort of thing a cell needs to know. Officers have
a better grasp of tactics, and sergeants know how to motivate
people going into dangerous situations. The difference be-
tween Soldier and civilian can really raise tension in a hunter
group. The Soldiers stop trusting the civvies to do their part
because they haven’t gone through the same shit the Soldiers
have. Civilians, for their part, refuse to take orders from some-
one who shows up and bosses them around without asking
them to put their specialized knowledge to good use. When
a cell has more than one Soldier, it has to ensure they don’t
split into factions.

Fighting humans on a battlefield is a damn sight easier
than fighting a monster off it. A vampire kills perfectly good
people not because the humans would kill it, but because
murder is part of its own sick life. A cult kidnaps people not
because it wants information but because the cult believes it
can trade life for power. Some Soldiers have real problems
fighting things that aren’t out to kill them, while others throw
themselves into the fray with gusto.

Away from the forces, some Soldiers go right back to the
soldiering life with Task Force: VALKYRIE, or get jobs in
private security firms. The Cheiron Group is always in need
of volunteers for experimental surgery, and Soldiers have all
manner of skills the group can use (and all manner of wounds
and derangements that Cheiron may hope to “repair”). The
Union recruits veterans who saw 10 shades of Hell during
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their tour of duty. The Ascending Ones often recruit old Sol-
diers as protection, or ship Elixirs and drugs between bases.

Backgrounds: Military training and induction is physically
and mentally demanding on a recruit, as it must leave a Soldier
willing to listen to orders that no sane man would follow. She
has to keep herself in good physical shape, and that continues
even after she leaves the forces. Many carry their sense of disci-
pline through to their civilian lives, showing in their conservative
choice of clothes, cars and other accoutrements.

In game terms, Soldiers tend to have Physical Attributes
as their primary. Wits is also usually high, leading to high De-
fense. Composure and Resolve both help a Soldier deal with
some of the things he sees on the battlefield. Most Soldiers
have at least one dot of Athletics, Brawl, Crafts, Firearms, In-
timidation, Medicine, Stealth, Survival and Weaponry. Most
combat Merits are reasonably common, especially a Fighting
Style, along with Gunslinger and Strong Back — though a
good sergeant likely also has Inspiring.

Concepts: AWOL pilot, drill sergeant, grizzled veteran,
ground-pounder, icy marksman, PTSD-rattled Soldier, per-
suasive recruiter, private mercenary contractor, Special Forces
psychopath
Asset Skills: Firearms and Survival
Professional Training:

. Grunt

oo Private
(XX Sergeant
(XXX Lieutenant
(XXX X General

Technician

It’s a zip gun with a shotgun shell and a sharpened table leg.
Let’s see fang-face get up after that happens to his heart.

Technicians get their hands dirty fixing things. Whether
they’re car mechanics who can rebuild the engine for a ’76
Ford pickup while blindfolded or the kid everyone goes to for
computer repairs, they’ve got skills other people don’t have
and they like putting them to use. They don’t think they’re
building a better world; they just like fixing old things and
building new ones.

Quite a few Technicians are backyard inventors, with
one or two projects they work on when things get quiet.
When an inventor takes up the Vigil, it’s only natural that he
starts coming up with things that will help his fellow hunt-
ers. More than one cell has taken down monsters that should
have torn its members apart, through a combination of dedi-
cation, tactics and jury-rigged devices. While they often don’t
work more than once, stories of these monster-hunting weap-
ons and traps go on the Internet and other cells pick up and
improve upon what may have started as an unreliable Rube
Goldberg machine.

Like most hunters, Technicians come to the Vigil
through their jobs. A mechanic moves the wrong tarp, re-
vealing a vampire who’s sleeping through the day with blood
still crusted on his chin. A kid repairing a computer for the
strange lady down the street finds a Word document on turn-
ing cats into her “familiars” (just add the blood of an only
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child). A Technician out to fix a refrigerator finds human re-
mains in the icebox. A gunsmith fixes a revolver that’s got
silver residue around the tip of the barrel and can’t help but
ask the owner why. Most can’t resist the urge to look just that
little bit further than they need to; it’s the same impulse that
leads them to figure out how things work in the first place.

Once they know the truth, most Technicians know they
have to do something. After all, they’re used to helping people.
The Vigil is the obvious step. Whether a mechanic steps in
with a monkey wrench and a getaway car to save his daughter’s
school from a twisted killer or an electronics geek builds spy
gear to listen in on the cult meeting in the mayor’s office, the
hunt is full of interesting ways to show what anyone can do.

Those who manage to survive more than one hunt go on
to join larger groups, supporting the group with equipment
and ideas in the background, and then proving that they
can do so much more on the front lines. Some express their
wilder theories and inventions with like-minded hunters on
the Internet. Technicians have a prominent home in com-
pacts and conspiracies like the Cheiron Group (“Tom, I need
your thoughts on how to repair this knee replacement”), Task
Force: VALKYRIE (“Tinker with this auto-turret, fast — we
need it to trigger when a specter enters the room”) and Null
Mpysteriis (“Will a Kitlian camera work to capture the aura of
these witnesses I have in the other room?”).

Backgrounds: Technicians are generally bright, but quite
a few don’t realize their own ability. For some, a quirk of learn-
ing or personality keeps them from college, while others find
their time on campus gives them the skills they really need.
Most would rather be building something than learning in a
classroom. In addition to inventors, several Technicians care
enough about their community to join neighborhood watch
programs, or just break up bar fights with a few choice words
and a heavy wrench.

In game terms, most Technicians have above average In-
telligence combined with medium-to-high Physical attributes
— electrical savants need high Dexterity to keep their hands
steady, while mechanics get more use out of Strength. Most
keep Social Attributes at two dots or higher, simply because
nobody goes to an unlikable bastard when they need work
done. With regard to Skills, most have at least a dot of Crafts
(and a specialty relating to their field), Drive, Investigation
and Science, backed up with Skills appropriate to their field,
from Athletics and Weaponry to Computer and Larceny.
Common Merits include Common Sense, Fresh Start and
enough Resources to buy their equipment.

Concepts: chop shop auto mechanic, computer repair-
man, garage inventor, gunsmith, jack-of-all-trades, “Mister
Fix-It,” special effects wizard, unconventional weapons de-
signer, video engineer

Asset Skills: Crafts and Investigation

Professional Training:

. Dabbler

oo Technician

eee Garage Inventor
XXX Junkyard Wizard
eccee MacGyver



Vagrant

I ain’t nobody’s collateral damage or acceptable losses. I got a
soul the same as any sonofabitch.

Lots of people write Vagrants off as worthless. They're the
ultimate underclass — homeless, often jobless, and seemingly
worthy only of society’s derision or pity. Every city has them,
huddled in shelters and doorways for warmth or begging for
cash to buy food. All too often, the only people to notice
when one Vagrant goes missing are the other bums. Monsters
can easily feast on Vagrants like they’re an open buffet with
free salad bar. Some of them survive their encounters with the
shadows. Some of them decide to fight back.

Few come to the “vagrant life” the same way. A family of
illegal immigrants sleeps alongside a dot-com coder who didn’t
see the bubble bursting. Their only common factor is that they
live on the streets, taking one day at a time. Some are drug
addicts, some are mentally ill — most who have one problem
have the other to look forward to — but many are clean. Most
people don’t care to make the distinction. They overlook street
people, and after a while, the Vagrants get used to it. They band
together, with disparate origins but shared problems. They look
out for each other simply because the others look out for them.
Some fight. Some attack other Vagrant gangs. But a group sur-
vives a lot longer than one man alone.

Despite what proponents of the free market would like to
think, many Vagrants can’t just “get a job.” They don’t have the
things that jobs need — fixed addresses, telephone numbers,
bank accounts and the like. The myth of working up from flip-
ping burgers or pushing a mop is for many just that: a myth. In-
stead, Vagrants need other ways to survive. Some beg for money,
others scavenge or steal whatever catches their eye. When one
goes missing, his fellows ask questions. The cops may never find
any extra bodies, but some bums know where they’re all buried.

Whether they survived a monster attack or saw a cult
dragging their best friend off for a human sacrifice, some
Vagrants know the score. People and things are preying on
them, and it’s only a matter of time before they succeed. A
Vagrant has to fight back. Intelligent spider colonies looking
to hollow out a human body, crazed organ thieves, or rich old
lords out on a hunt for “foxes” (codename for human prey)
— in the end, it doesn’t matter. She’s used to desperation, to
making hard decisions in the blink of an eye, because if she
doesn’t, she dies.

A Vagrant knows her part of the city like few others.
She goes wherever she can by any means she can. She knows
who’s dealing in what and what they’re charging. Hell, on
a particularly flush day she may just partake — or lift some-
thing from the dealer. If she joins a group of hunters, she has
skills from her life before the streets as well as everything she’s
learned since then to bring to the table. Of course, she may
end up sleeping on the table if the weather gets too cold, but
them’s the breaks.

Cheiron sometimes kidnaps Vagrants to test Thaumatech-
nology on them, and if the strange grafts take, they’re recruited as
agents. Other groups sometimes recruit directly from the streets.
The Malleus Maleficarum and the Long Night often run soup

-

kitchens or shelters, and the Vagrants who take sanctuary in such
places may end up with a new faith and a rifle in hand. Some Va-
grants are Lucifuge, maddened by horrific nightmares and driven to
a lost life...until the Devil’s children come calling. Ashwood Ab-
bey runs a curious “recruitment drive” once per year. They pick up
a single Vagrant from the streets and give him a gradual taste of the
good life: food, wine, clean linens, steam baths. The taste, of course,
gets stranger and stranger, and if the Vagrant seems to find the mad
pleasures to his own predilections, the Abbey extends an invite.

Background: A Vagrant knows whatever she knew before
living on the streets, but she picks up some other skills pretty damn
quick. She has to know how to find warm places to sleep when the
snow comes in, which shelters are worthwhile and which lead to
people vanishing, and where she can get a good meal. Often, she
picks up on everything that’s going on around her while waiting
for the next guilt-ridden professional to drop her some pennies.

Most Vagrants build up their Stamina. Surviving is very hard
if you get sick easily, and if youre already sick when you hit the
streets, you either dig deep or you die. High Wits and Compo-
sure are a must to know what’s going on around you. Other At-
tributes depend on her previous life; an athlete is going to have
a very different spread to a banker. After hitting the streets, most
focus their Skills on Animal Ken, Brawl, Intimidation, Larceny,
Medicine, Stealth, Streetwise, Subterfuge and Survival. Holdover
Skills often include Computer, Investigation, Athletics, Politics or
Science. Contacts, Iron Stomach and Natural Immunity are often
features of a Vagrant’s Merits. A lot of Vagrants have Flaws that are
very common, especially Derangements and Addictions.

Concepts: Dot-com burnout, homeless ghost-talker, il-
legal immigrant, junkie with visions, schizophrenic, shaman
of the rust, subsistence thief

Asset Skills: Streetwise and Survival

Professional Training:

. Trash

oo Bum
(X Vagrant
xXxx Hobo
(XXX X Rat King
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Few people have one job their whole life. A Soldier
leaves the military and joins the police force, putting his skills
to use. An Artist makes a big name for herself, and uses her
new fame to move in social circles that were once above her.
A Laborer heads to college, needing to re-train. An Athlete
loses his leg to a cackling slasher, leaving him to find another
means to support himself.

However it happens, a character may come to a point in
her own story when she changes Profession. Sometimes, that
change happens in downtime, for reasons unrelated to the hunt.
Other times, her new vocation comes as a direct result of her
Vigil. Again, it doesn’t always have to do with making money:
a hunter who earns a paycheck setting up emergency “hot-zone”
bunkers for VALKYRIE may continue to earn that paycheck but
still change his Profession from Technician to Artist if he begins
to embrace his inner creative side more and more. Profession can
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be just as much about the character’s own internal desires or the
expression of his Vigil as about doing work for pay. However the
Profession shift happens, she’s going to have to adapt.

Changing Professions takes a couple of weeks to burn bridges,
sever ties and begin working up a new direction for oneself (which
may involve making Professional connections or purchasing ap-
propriate equipment). It doesn’t cost anything. Once the change is
made, the character changes his Asset Skills to those of his new Pro-
fession. The only exception to this is a Skill gained with the second
dot of Professional Training: the character can either drop that Skill
as an Asset Skill when changing Professions or keep it so — but if
the player chooses to keep it, he gains no benefit when purchasing
the second dot of Professional Training again for his new Profession.

A character with a new Profession must start buying Profes-
sional Training from the one-dot level. If she had the Merit relat-
ing to her old Profession, the only bonus she retains is the first-dot
Networking facet, and she loses one dot of Contacts for every point
of Professional Training in her new Profession.

Example: Jane’s playing an undercover Cop who leaves the
force after witnessing a cult’s summoning ritual. She sets up shop
as an occult investigator (Occultist). She’d previously bought three
dots of Professional Training, picking Subterfuge as her third Asset
Skill. Once her character takes on her new Profession, she can’t
use the Breadth of Knowledge or On the Job Training facets of the
Merit. She chooses to keep Subterfuge as an Asset Skill, however.
When she buys her first dot of Professional Training (Occultist),
her character can continue to use Networking based on her old net-
work of Cop friends and contacts. The second dot in Professional

Training (Occultist) gives her no benefit (she’s already got three As-
set Skills), and reduces her old network from Professional Training
(Cop) by a second dot. Once she reaches four dots in the Merit for
her new Profession, she’s drifted far enough away from her old col-
leagues that she loses her old Network entirely — but she’s built up
plenty of contacts in her new Profession.

Multiple Professions

Nobody can have more than one Profession. A Hacker who dons
a tie and juggles spreadsheets for a bank is still a Hacker in his heart.
His Profession may just be what he is, but only one thing defines what
he does at a time. When a character can have more than one Profes-
sion, pick whichever matters most to him. This can change over the
course of a chronicle (as mentioned above), but a character can only
ever have the benefits of one Profession at a time.

Other Lines
of Emplovment

The Professions detailed in the preceding pages aren’t intended
to be exhaustive. While they’re broad, some players or Storytellers
may find them too broad (or not broad enough), and want to make
their own. Whether a player wants to tailor the Criminal to better
fit her idea of a forger or a fence, or a Storyteller wants to offer some
more options to his players when they come to create characters,
this section presents some tips on doing just that.




Specialization

If a player wants to focus on a specific area of a Profes-
sion, there are a few things she can do before creating a whole
new Profession. Most obviously, she can note her specific title
for the Profession in the same way as a specialty. This helps
reinforce the difference between a Criminal (Dealer) and a
Criminal (Forger) or a Journalist (Blogger) and a Journalist
(On-Air Personality). This specialty will probably echo a spe-
cialty in one of the Profession’s Asset Skills.

Above and beyond that, the second dot of Professional Train-
ing allows a character to broaden his horizons, adding a third Asset
Skill. Players who want to explore a specific niche of a Profession
should note that taking this level of the Merit during character
creation can take her free specialty in her new Asset Skill. This is
especially valuable for concepts that fit into one Profession, but in
an area that would be better served with a different Asset Skill.

Source

The first question to ask is “Where is this Profession com-
ing from?” Is it a new creation that doesn’t fall under one of the
existing Professions, or is it mentioned as part of a Profession that
otherwise doesn’t seem to fit? Once you've worked this out, you’ll
have a better idea of what you want from the Profession. Some-
thing created whole cloth will normally be broader than a slice
off an existing write-up. That's not always true — if you wanted
to make Musician a separate Profession to Artist, both may still be
just as broad as each other — but it gives you a starting point.

Work out what the Profession does, what kinds of jobs and
roles it covers. Feel free to borrow or steal ideas from the existing
Professions when describing this — not just the job description,
but how a typical member of the Profession tends to think. Try to
answer as many of the following questions as possible.

® Does she approach her job as just something she does
for money, or does it give her a chance to learn and use
skills that she wouldn’t otherwise?

® Does the job require special training?

® Does it give her access to equipment and resources that
she wouldn’t otherwise have?

® Do most members of the Profession come from a spe-
cific social class?

Bear in mind that there’s nothing wrong with going
against these suggestions when creating a character, but it
helps give the Storyteller an idea of what the archetypal Mu-
sician, Forger or Drug Chemist is like.

The Candle in the Dark

Next, you have to consider how the Profession intersects
with the Vigil. Some Professions work better for low-level
games — street criminals, vagrants, laborers and anyone else
who looks like easy prey to a monster. If your new Profession
doesn’t have a “street level” hook into the hunt, you need to
work out how members of this Profession can find out about
the darkness, and what they do about it when they know. The
following questions cover that aspect:

-

® What are some common ways that members of this Profes-
sion first encounter monsters (i.e., the “inciting incident”)?

o After their first encounter with the supernatural, what about
the Profession pushes them to confront the supernatural?

® Do any of the Profession’s Skills have particular use when
hunting monsters? A Technician can build weapons and
equipment, a Hacker can trace computer records, a De-
tective or Journalist knows how to find clues, an Occultist
knows the folklore behind the monster, and so on.

® How do members of this Profession react to the Vigil in
the short term? Do they see it as an interesting distraction, or
something they throw themselves into full time?

® What effect would carrying on the Vigil have on members
of this Profession over the long term?

Differentiation
Consider what makes this Profession unique. A “Con Man”
Profession may encompass a whole range of white-collar crimi-
nals, while Criminal remains the standard Profession for muggers,
leg-breakers, and other blue-collar workers on the wrong side of
the law. This is your chance to say “[Profession X] was too limited
and didn’t have the focus for people who do [Profession Y]. This
Profession has that focus, but doesn’t care so much about another
integral part of [Profession X].” The clearer you are, the easier it is
for other players to know what makes your Profession unique.
Also think about people who go into your Profession. What
are they like? Did they go to college or drop out of high school? Do
they need proficiency for a certain subject, or do they get training
on the job? The preceding questions define what a person who
takes your Profession does; now you need to define what they were
like in their life before taking on the Profession.

Character

As a result of working out the typical background for a mem-
ber of your Profession, you probably have an idea of what Attri-
butes, Skills and Merits a member of your Profession should have.
Note those down. If a musician needs above-average Presence or
a Forger needs both Dexterity and Wits, make it plain. Likewise,
list a few Skills — no more than half a dozen to begin with, but if
your Profession is sufficiently broad, you may find you need more.
Finally, what three Merits are most likely among members of your
Profession?

All this information is a guideline for prospective players, but
it serves another purpose. Not every student is going to have dots
in Streetwise or the [ron Stomach merit. These suggestions come
in handy for a Storyteller who needs a rough sketch of a charac-
ter immediately. Assume two dots in every Attribute and none in
Skills, raise any mentioned Attributes to three or even four dots,
and assume ratings between one and three dots in each mentioned
skill. Pick two or more of the Merits, and the character has enough
statistics to be useful in a range of circumstances. Players and Sto-
rytellers both benefit from Professions, after all.

Finally, work out the two Asset Skills for your chosen
Profession (see p. 74), think up some evocative titles for each
rank of Professional Training (p. 67), and you’re done.
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Gabreski glanced over his shoulder to check on Andrea. "Getting any better?" he asked.

Lupe had bandaged Andrea's shoulder and, after massaging the muscles of her right arm,
they'd managed to bend it enough to put it in a sling. Raimundo's sister had found a shirt
in her closet that the detective could wear, and Vince had pushed a wad of bills into the
nurse's hands on the way out the door. Now Taggart sat on the bare floor of the van opposite
Raimundo, wrapped in her torn Jacket and sipping from Lupe's bottle of rum.

"I can wiggle my fingers a little, and my arm and shoulder are throbbing like a son of
& bitch," she said grimly, though there was a glimmer of relief in her eyes.

Gabreski nodded. "That's some good news, at least. Raimundo, what about our friendo?"

The gang leader eyed the prone form of the suit. Vince had handcuffed the man and
they'd wrapped him in a threadbare blanket. Raimundo shrugged. "He's still out, man. Lupe
said he might have a cracked skull. He'll come around when he comes around, I guess."

"Here we go," Jack said, pulling up to the curb in front of Blackfriar's Café. "You
See your guy in there?"

Vince scanned the café's tall windows. Blackfriar's catered mostly to the students up
the street at Temple University, and many of the tables Gabreski could see were occupied.
"Yeah. There he is," he said, Spying a gaunt figure hunched in a corner booth. "Get in
there and get us some coffee while I talk to this guy. This won't take long."

Gabreski stepped out into the cold, wet air, conscious of the wind seeping through the
tear in his jacket sleeve and freezing his wounded arm. The shirtsleeve beneath was stiff
with dried blood. Out of habit, he straightened his jacket and surreptitiously checked
the seating of the pistol at his hip, then made hisg way into the cafs.

Heads turned as Vince stepped in out of the night. A pair of teenagers near the café's
gas fireplace rose hurriedly and headed for the door, shoulders hunched and avoiding the
detective’s gaze. He ignored the dealers and made his way to the back of the coffee shop.
The reporter was typing Atfully on a battered-looking laptop, surrounded by a disorderly
pile of papers, books and pages of grainy digital photos. He looked like a day-old corpse
in the pallid glow of the computer screen: gaunt face shadowed with stubble, sunken eyes
and lank, greasy black hair that fell in a tangle to the young man’s shoulders. An unlit
cigarette dangled from the corner of the reporter'’s thin lips.

He didn't look up as Vince approached. For a guy Who saw monsters and bizarre
conspiracies around every corner, he was awfully damned oblivious, Gabreski thought.

"Hello, Junior," Vince growled. The wooden seat creaked as he wedged his bulk into the
small booth. "What's shakin’?"

The reporter jerked back as though stung. For a moment, it looked as though he was going
to grab his laptop and bolt for the door. "I asked you not to call me that, Detective,"
the young man stammered. "My name is Karl. And I haven't called you in, like, months. The
restraining order was really specific -"

"Yo, Karl, relax," Vince said, cutting off the reporter's rapid-fire chatter with a wave
of his hand. "All's forgiven." He pointed at the cigarette. "Those things work better when
you light them, you know."

Karl eyed the detective bemusedly. "Huh? Oh. Yeah, I was Just about to step out and
smoke, but I got an IM from this guy who's with Network Zero.." His gaze returned to the
screen. Vince watched Karl's eyes move as he read something, then the reporter's thin,
nicotine-gstained fingers tapped out a staccato reply.

The detective grinned. "Network Zero? Is that some kind of cable-access channel?"

"Yeah, something like that," he said, glaring at Vince over the top of the laptop's
screen.

Gabreski started to scowl at Karl, but forced himself to relax. He reached over and
picked up one of the digital prints. "What are you working on right now?"

"Disappearances down by the river," Karl replied absently. He glanced up, saw what
Vince was doing, and with surprising speed he snatched the print from the detective's
hand. "The victims are homeless people. This is an image from one of the police’'s closed-
circuit cameras that shows the perpetrator."
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Karl handed the print back. Gabreski kept his temper in check ang took another look
at the image. After g moment, he saw the low-slung form in the corner of the photo. It
Wwas looking in the direction of the camera, its eyes shining like coins in the reflected
light. "Looks 1like & big dog," he said. "Maybe a coyote? Those damn things are turning
up all over the place these days."

"Typical," Karl muttered, scowling. "Compare the size of that thing to the car it's
trying to hide behind. That beast is huge, " g

Vince shrugged. "Sure. So's my neighbor's Newfoundland. If it's not a dog, what else
could it be?"

"You wouldn't believe me if I told you," he mumbled, typing & bit more. "Whatever,
man. I've given up on you guys. If you won't believe me, I'll get the word out in other
ways." He pointed to the screen. "This guy here is part of a group trying to get the
truth out, and he's interested in hearing what I've got to say."

Vince considered his reply carefully. Setting the print back atop the pile, he said
quietly, "What if I tolg you that I saw something tonight?"

Karl's dark eyes flicked up from the screen. "Something?"
Gabreski took a deep breath. "Okay. A monster,"
The reporter stared at him. "You're fucking with me,"

"Not thisg time," Vince said. "I'm here because I need your help. I need information,
Karl, and I need it fast."

The reporter's eyes narrowed. "What kind of information?" ne agkeq.

"I need to know who bought or leased a warehouse in Kensington," Vince sald, giving
Karl the address. "The ID is probably an alias, but there's got to be some kind of paper
trail out there."

"Now I know you're fucking with me," he said. "You can call your buddies downtown and
get that info in, like, two seconds, "

Vince leaned forward, resting his elbows on the table. "Not this time. People downtown
Will want to know why I'm interested. Ang they won't believe what I've got to tell them.
Sound familiare?"

The reporter studied Vince for several long moments. Hig gaze fell to the screen
again, and his fingers clattered on the keyboard some more. "How does this tie in to what
you saw tonighto"

"First things first. Can you get me the information? I'p pressed for time here."

Karl didn't answer right away, leaving Vince to listen to the rattle of keys for
almost a full minute.

Finally the reporter leaned back and folded his arms. "Yeah. I think I can do that,
On one condition."

"What?"

"I get the full story. When a cop like you starts to believe in what's out there,
it's big news."

Vince grinned. "Sure, Karl. No problem. I'll get back to you once this is done ang
tell you everything,"

"Give me a break, man. Do I look that dumb?" He barked laughter. "I'p going with
you."

Now it wag Vince's turn to laugh. "No chance, kid, I don't do ride—alongs."
"Suit yourself., I'p gonna go smoke,"

Vince gritted his teeth. "Okay, fine. You come along. It's your funeral. If you can
get me what I need in the next hour."

The reporter leaned back against the wooden backrest, giving Vince a Cheshire-cat
smile. "A whole hour? Man, get with the times. The warehouse was bought by a guy named
Lermontov," Karl said, glancing at the screen. "You want his home address?"
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The odds, they’re not good. Oh, they should be—humanity’s herd ha
all the numbers it needs to take the war to the monsters. Mortal beings could
swarm them, casting light into the shadows, illuminating the darkest cor-
ners with a blanket of cleansing fire. If the herd were to stampede, it
would crush all the creatures beneath its thundering feet.

Sadly, it doesn’t work like that. Humans remain ignorant. Some
do it by choice (it’s the same ignorance that informs a blindness to war,
poverty, and all the pain of the world). Others are kept in the dark by
the dominant monsters, those creatures representing a distinct minority
with control over the blind, deaf and dumb majority.

Hunters are different. They can no longer abide the ignorance, even
if they’d like to. The scales have fallen from their eyes, and the truth stands
revealed. They can’t just turn it off. They can’t pretend not to see what’s
happening to the neighbor girl or that poor homeless dude with the one
atrophied leg. Hunters cannot be blind, not to the pain, not to the power.

But standing alone against the night, reaching into the dark to grab
hold of justice or revenge, that’s a sure way to lose a hand. So, hunters
gather. They support one another in disparate cells, but even that’s not
enough. Five guys holding back the encroaching shades are five guys
who hopefully put some money down on a casket and a good estate
lawyer. But what if those five guys find five others? Men and women com-
mitted to the cause, determined against all sanity to uphold the Vigil?

Soon, they form compacts, smaller sects of hunters with decentralized di-
rection but pooled resources. Particularly old compacts change, shift, often grow.
They fade deeper into the fog, becoming true conspiracies—from beyond the
prying eyes of both human and monster they work at a ceaseless and often
deranged Vigil that has played out over centuries, if not millennia.

Below, you'll find several of the compacts and conspiracies that
conquer, connive and compete within the World of Darkness.

The list of second-tier compacts are:

Ashwood Abbey, pp. 102-105

Long Night, pp. 106-109

Loyalists of Thule, pp. 110-113

Network Zero, pp. 114-117

Null Mysteriis, pp. 118-121

The Union, pp. 122-125

The list of third-tier conspiracies are:

Aegis Kai Doru, pp. 126-129

Ascending Ones, pp. 130-133

Cheiron Group, pp. 134-137

Lucifuge, pp. 138-141

Malleus Maleficarum, pp. 143-145

Task Force: VALKYRIE, pp. 146-149

In addition, you'll find information on the strange (and by many definitions
supernatural) Endowments offered to those hunters of the various third-tier con-
spiracies. These Endowments are, for many, both blessing and curse. Yes, they If on ]_y there were evil
often provide a critical and often hfe—savmg. edge to thosg hunters that possess people somewhere insidiousily
them, but many of the Endowments come with steep and irrevocable costs. Are
you willing to lose an eye for such power? Will you channel the Devil’s blood committing evil deeds, and
within? Or feel divine shame cast upon you by God’s great and judging eye? 1t were necessary only to
Will you assume an enervating madness after using a rusted Roman gladius, or separate them firom the rest
willingly inject a toxic cocktail into your femoral artery? At what point does of us and destro y, them. But
a hunter feel he’s gone too far, that he’s no longer amongst the humans he
protects? If a hunter’s truly willing to sacrifice, he can endeavor to engage in a thel line dividing good and
little research and development for new Endowments. ... evil cuts through the heart

Finally, you’ll find some guidelines for creating your own hunter of every human being,
organizations. The organizations listed in this chapter are by no means - Aleksandr Solzhenit syn
’

exhaustive—you may want to only use one or two in your game, or may -
N v : R "
instead prefer to come up with your own mysterious compacts and con- "UJ‘ag Archipelago

spiracies, using the ones in this book as nothing more than examples.
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- Caught alone in the dark, back against the wall, pur-
~lﬂed by things you barely understand, things that treat
humans like cattle or insects or breeding stock, chased by
witches who stand above you like cut-price gods...this is
the Vigil. It’s what it means to be a hunter. Hunters do it
If,ause they feel they have to, or because they want to

get revenge for some loss inflicted upon them, or because
R p
- .
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they’re curious. Ask them. They’ll give you all sorts of rea-
sons. But hardly any of them admit the one thing they all
have in common, even to themselves: it’s one of the great-
est rushes anyone could ever know.

The members of Ashwood Abbey have never once
pretended they’re doing it for anything other than kicks.
Since 1855, this cabal of silver-spoon-sucking party ani-
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mals has got its kicks from killing things no one else ever managed to kill. And having fun "
with them. Before and after the killing part.

The original Ashwood Abbey, near Edinburgh, was the home of Reverend Doctor Mar-
cus McDonald Ogilvy, who, notwithstanding his august title and status within the Anglican
Communion, was, by any standards of the day, a very bad man. He held debauched court over
one of the several so-called “Hellfire Clubs”: secret societies of like-minded, well-connected
men and women who sought to smash the taboos of the day. By modern standards, the recre-
ational drugs, casual sex and public bondage-play were pretty tame. Rev. Ogilvy, a thinker ahead
of his time, seemed to understand that. He urged his followers to break the rules any way they
could. It was during an outdoor orgy one Midsummer night that the wealthy attendees at
Ashwood Abbey fell foul of a pack of werewolves who objected to people taking turns
screwing against a standing stone they put great store in.

Many of Ashwood Abbey’s regulars died that night. The rest ran off. The survivors
were nonetheless able to avert a scandal: the dozen or so worthies who died had not left
behind any note of their location. When Ogilvy and a dozen armed men went back by
day to get rid of the bodies, they found a couple of gnawed, bloodied bones, and what

.

; looked like dog feces, only in prodigious quantities, left at the corners of the site, as if
i as a marker.

§ A more conventional Victorian clergyman would have thought it a sign that
‘" perhaps it was time to give up on the pursuit of sin. Ogilvy was no conventional

s clergyman. He saw it as an opportunity. He led his inner circle back to the stones
three nights later. And on the top of that hill, in full sight of all his compan-
ions, he masturbated over the central stone.

Then he waited, standing next to the valet, who cleaned him up and dressed
him again even as Ogilvy loaded his trusty elephant gun with solid silver shot. To
his disappointment, he never got to hang the werewolves’ heads on his wall; they
reverted to human form as they gave up the ghost. Still, he’d got the bug. Over
the next decade, Ogilvy’s followers bagged everything from a six-armed demon
goddess they’d caught in India and let loose in Berkshire, to a thousand-year-old
man made of pieces of dead people.

And so it went. After Ogilvy’s swift and untimely death at the wooden tal-
ons of a three-armed goblin, the society continued. The Abbey was preserved at his
bequest, and became a high-class clubhouse. Several members moved to the New
World at the end of the 19" century and set up chapters there. Thanks to the incestu-
ous nature of European royalty (and yes, several members of the British Royal family
were members), chapters likewise were set up across Europe. They often outlived the
social structures that had created them, as societies collapsed and changed over the
course of that tumultuous century.

These days, the chapters exist more or less independently. Most still pay a regular
fee to Ashwood Abbey for the use of the name and a list of worldwide members.

Joining is an odd business. Some people are simply asked, after having been
groomed by a member for some time. More commonly, members are coerced into
joining: a prospect is invited to a dinner party held by the membership; they re-
veal they hunt monsters, describe the location of a prospective victim and make an
elaborate show of drawing lots. There’s a bag of billiard balls. Lots of red balls, one
white ball; the one who gets the white ball gets the privilege of leading the hunt.
And — surprise — who’s the lucky member? The new boy. It’s fixed, of course, and
by the time the hunt’s over, the new member is either full fledged or dead.

Try this. A,
I think you'’ll
ﬁnd it quite surprising
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T The Enemy

~ Ashwood Abbey’s membership does take some care to
cultivate relations with other individuals who hunt down
monsters. It usually plays out like this: a couple of Abbey
regulars accompany a group of unaffiliated hunters (or mem-
bers of one of the other organizations) as they track down
their supernatural quarry. The Abbey tends to prefer those
groups that gather information rather than those that weigh
in with all guns blazing (where’s the fun in that?) When
their patsies have done the boring stuff, the Abbey sideline
them, perhaps giving them false leads, or arranging for them
to be conveniently somewhere else.

After that, all bets are off. The Abbey use whatever tools
it feels like, from antique broadswords to whips and elephant
rifles.

What they do next could be anything. Sex and killing
seem to be equally common these days, and not necessarily
in that order. Some get a kick out of torture and dismem-
berment. Some wonder what it’d be like to snort the dust
from a discorporated vampire (don’t bother — it’s pretty
disappointing). Some prefer to drink vampire blood and
swear by its rejuvenating qualities. Some quite like the idea
of leather and fur goods made from monsters — demonskin
shoes, soft pale leather jackets with the look of patchwork,
hats made from giant wings. The holy grail is, of course, a
werewolf-fur coat, but this leads to all sorts of problems,
since the fur vanishes as the werewolf dies. Or, at least, it
turns into human skin when the werewolf’s at the point of
death. Skinning a werewolf alive is something everyone
should try once, the Abbey regulars maintain.

Actually, so far it’s only ever been done once. But that’s
not the point.

The Abbey’s knowledge of the monsters is woefully
inadequate in many ways. They know some of the basics
— silver bullets kill some werewolves, crosses don’t work
against most vampires, that sort of thing — but mostly,
they don’t even bother. They see no real challenge in as-
sassination. There’s no sport in it.

A lot of members of Ashwood Abbey are missing eyes or
limbs, or sport spectacular scars. Many are dead or, worse, the
will-less thralls of magicians, vampires or other creatures who
have caused several chapters to be hopelessly compromised.
But then, fot some, that’s a thrill in its own right.

Hunters

You’re a senior at an Ivy League college, good at field
athletics and heavily involved in the Greek system. But
you’re nowhere near as rich as some of the other boys in
the frat house. You didn’t believe your roommate when he
told you about his extracurricular activities. Now you be-
lieve him. Hell, you had to help cover up his death the day
after your first hunt.

You're a fashion model. And you’re a walking cliché.
God, you're shallow. The coke wasn’t doing it for you any-
- more. Dating was dull as hell, because no one you ever dated
as as beautiful as you. But there was someone you met (and
~ might have slept with — you can’t remember) at an after-
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show party, and you had a few thrilling nights, and now you’re
completely hooked. Risking scars is just part of the fun.

You didn’t mean to end up in the Abbey, but the Board
of Directors invited you to a private party, and then you drew
the white ball from the bag and before you knew it, it was kill
the werewolf (or vampire, or witch, or sasquatch) or never
get promoted again. Sure, you got your promotion, but if you
want your career to advance, you have to keep doing this.
Losing your job is not an option. It’s all a nightmare. You wish
it would just stop.

You're old money: your great-great-grandfather was a
founding member, and every heir of his since then has been
brought into membership, whether they want it or not. It’s
the family secret. Maybe you love it. Maybe you hate it. But
either way, you can’t drop it.

You're possibly the next District Attorney, and there are
folks in the Abbey who are going to make sure you get the
job. Sometimes you tell yourself you’d never be able to indict
the monsters legally, and this is a kind of justice, but when
you’re honest with yourself, you just get your kicks from kill-
ing things and getting laid, often at the same time.

You're the vicar of an Anglo-Catholic parish just outside
London. Your parishioners have no idea that your enthusiasm
for Victoriana isn’t the only thing you’ve got in common with
Prince Albert, and they certainly wouldn’t even believe it for
a second if they found out what you get up to on a Friday
evening after the ladies from the Bible Study Group have left
the vicarage. Fortunately, your clerical vestments easily hide
the scars.

You're a high-class escort — maybe you’re from Moscow
and you only trade in dollars; maybe your home is a suite in
whatever five-star hotel you’re working in this week; maybe
you're on first-name terms with Presidents, CEOs and Prime
Ministers the world over. You got into the job because you
wanted danger, and the thrills don’t end with being party to
the President’s infidelity. Sometimes your clients are more
bizarre than you ever could have expected. But sometimes
you're more interesting than they expect — and you have
friends.

Cliques

Many cliques and worldviews appear and vanish among
Ashwood Abbey’s members as time goes on. Some do endure,
though.

Competitors treat the whole thing as sport, and the oth-
ers as their competition. They have to do each new thing first,
above all. They have to kill, screw or capture bigger, nastier
or weirder quarries than their colleagues. Life is nasty, brut-
ish and short for this lot. It’s also, to them, a great deal of
pleasure.

Members of the Pursuit want to know secrets. They
want to know the most awful things they can. They want to
see and experience, rather than do. While some go out there
and perform unspeakable acts, the Pursuit gather the infor-
mation and record the hunt, circulating DVDs and privately
printed documents among their fellows, containing the juici-
est events of the hunt.




WooOD ABBEY (COMPACT)

STEREOTYPES

The Long Night: Jackson Hughes spent a week pursuing the most fascinating
demon - it looked like a man, except for the snakehead on its..well. Anyway.
Hughes went along the whole time with this dreadful little oik who just took
the whole thing so seriously. Honestly, he was bored out of his mind.

Null Mysteriis: I had occasion some time ago to converse with a
gentleman who was collecting certain objects pertaining to a witch I'4d
had back in Rhode Island. 0dd chap. Just wanted the books; let me do what
I wanted with the rest. Obviously, I made him pay for them. Not that I
needed the money, of course. But he wanted them so much. It seemed the
thing to do. :

The Lucifuge: The Children of Satan! Oh! Yes! I've heard all about them!
I would love to meet one. I suspect it might be a little disappointing,
though. These so-called semi-divine individuals never .seem to have much
of a sense of adventure.

The Ascending Ones: Rachel Grahame spent quite a lengthy hunt alongside
a2 Middle HEastern gentleman who always seemed to be partaking of some of
the most marvellous drugs. She could never get to try some, though. Must
try harderinext. time, Rachel. :

Libertines, on the other hand, want to break taboos. tell anyone about. You’re in, and you’re never leaving.
They want to do things that no one has done to things that no Still, you’ve been to some terrifying parties. You gain
one has done things to. They want to find brave new worlds. the Barfly Merit for free, if you didn’t have it already.
Many adopt a Byronic pose, imagining themselves as creators
of new moralities, new paradigms of living. A lot of the things
they do revolt even the members of the Abbey.

® e ¢ You can use rooms in the local chapter’s clubhouse as
a place to stay. This is equivalent to a two-dot safehouse
(see p. 70), with the dots assigned to Secrecy, Cache or

St atus Size in any combination you wish.

Status within Ashwood Abbey comes from who you know e e e e e You can call Ashwood Abbey and get the address
and, to a lesser degree, what you’ve killed. But mostly it comes lists of members across the world, who will supply arms,
from getting a reputation for being adventurous, for putting on prostitutes and bait, and arrange hunting parties for you.
great, bizarre parties, for doing imaginative things to your quarry. You just need to ask. This is equivalent to four new dots

of Contacts. These dots are assigned to Legal Aid, Vice,

S e by o Dol R DI fhe e asked Arms Trafficking and Ashwood Abbey Networking.

to join, and you’ve already done things that you can’t
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stand at the pulpit. He didn’t bang the Bible and spit and hol-

, he sat on the edge of the stage, his legs dangling over. The guitar lay .

- iy o

across his knees, and in his hand, a microphone. His voice was quiet, but hard. It was, as Agk Y
one woman had described it Just yesterday, "comforting. i & i*

He looked out over his flock. Almost two

“Listen,” he said, his voice echoing out from the pair of guitar amps that flanked him.

“This is a pivotal time, for us. For humankind. The end of this covenant —” he held up the
Bible and gestured with it, *

If we want Jesus to come,

his big ol’ horse needs aroad upon which to run, which means we have to clear the way. Are

we going to clear the way for Jesus the Son”
“Praise Jesus!”
“I said are we going to clear the way for Jesus the Son?”
Louder, this time: “Praisejesus.’”
Uriah smiled, and eased his
the rifle fitted with a Leupold sco
ing them aloft. Ted didn’t have 4

Praise Jesus, indeed.

P——

guitar off his lap. He replaced it with a Remington 700,
pe. Others in the Pews brandished their guns, too, hold-
gun, he had a fire ax, but that was okay, too.

that’s not going to happen (though somei fgar this haills1 si:(;drz
ill-significant population rema i
happened, and the still-signi ) SR e
i d entry into the King )
those too wicked to be allowe 3 S
i is i t’s the battle of rig
is is the Tribulation. This is the war. .

Ezcl)su;less Armageddon. It’s between the r1gh.teoufssart1d t}X
i 1 f God and the armies of Satan.
wicked, between the forces o L

me and claim him.
cannot rely on the Rapture to cor : :
Iclfljlarl1nonly rely on his Bible, his voice, his fist and his gun. 3

The world is going to end soon. God is going to snaF;h
away all the True Christians, and the .unworlthy are goi ef;r
t sszer under the rule of the Antichrist until Jesus com
bc';ck and ends it all in blood and fire. Because Jesus loves you.

ight? Wrong.
ngh\tWellr sorgne of it is wrong, at least. Tha;l part abigltdthrc;
: i 1l his righteous childre
, where God will pluck a
Eziluife earth and carry them to the cradle of Heaven, well,

. “ol T T e e T
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This world is mired in sin, and Christ cannot — will not — return until hu-
mankind proves itself worthy. In the meantime, that means war, famine, plague
and horrors beyond horrors. And many know these horrors aren’t metaphorical:
they’re real; they’re out there walking around and feeding from the innocent
and exploiting iniquity. It’d be great if God took the worthy ones away from
the horror, but that’s not the case. So it’s time to do something about it. They
spread the Good News to families and friends. They try to live good lives. And
they hunt the monsters.

The Long Night began some time in the 1970s, but as far as
its members are concerned, it’s always been around. This self-
styled Tribulation Militia has no record of its founder; aside
from a few web sites maintained by individuals, it has little
in the way of structure.

Its members have included Branch Davidian-style militarized
gun-cults, Family Values campaigners, paranoid survivalists, af-
fluent Southern fundamentalists and middle-class conservative
evangelicals. They've sprung up in the southern USA, the cit-
ies of Australia and the southeast of England. They have many
different takes on what constitutes the correct response to the
imminent, self-evident end of the world.

Individual members exist in a hundred fundamentalist
churches. Some attend more liberal churches, looking for the
troubled believers they consider — somewhat ironically — to be a
True Remnant among the godless liberals. They form small cliques.
They keep their eyes peeled for those fellow believers who can’t
seem to be at peace with the things they believe, take them to one
side, ask them a few questions, sound them out, and when they
know enough, they take them on hunts. Usually, the thrill and
danger of the hunt is enough for the newly minted member of the
Long Night to understand.

The hunters of the Long Night say the signs are there, that
Armageddon is on its way. But what if the apocalypse depends upon
those signs, the wars and the rumors of wars, the fall of the Worm-
wood Star, the rise of the Great Beast and the Whore of Babylon?
What if the devil’s agents do the work of the Deceiver by ensuring
those signs will come to pass? What if God cannot come until the
devil’s agents are dealt with?

Abstractly, they recognize the Tribulation is a necessity. But it
cannot resolve without work on the part of the faithful. The world
exists in eternal night, but the Second Coming will bring morning
(Revelation 22: 5, 16), if only we persevere. And so this is the Long
Night, and these are the warriors who know the world must endure
great horror before it can witness the glorious unveiling.

Blessed is he
who stays awake.

Let us all
keep watch,



The Enemy

Beings of magic and fear exist because they are the inig-
uitous servitors of evil. There have always been demons and
magicians — Jesus banished countless demons; Peter faced off
against Simon Magus — but now there seem to be more than
ever before.

No, they must be stopped. The members of the Long
Night can certainly show mercy: the whole creed comes, after
all, from the love of a merciful God. A group of Militia might,
for example, kidnap a magician and keep him tied and gagged
in a room, where they preach to him and try to bring him to
repent. If he doesn’t, they’ll burn all his books. If that isn’t
enough, they may regretfully have to cut out his tongue. And
if that isn’t good enough, they’ll just have to shoot him. Judg-
ment comes one way or another.

They’re not fools, though. They’re aware that any idiot
can say he’s turned away from his sins. A warlock says he’s
given it all up and the Long Night lets him go with rejoicing.
Of course, he returns to his conspiracy anew and carries on
with the Devil’s work. But they’re watching, and the moment
they see him sin again, that’s the end of it. The Long Night
expects no second chances; it offers none.

Less human creatures expect no mercy at all. Werewolves
sold their souls to get their skins. Vampires are the damned;
if they weren’t, they wouldn’t be vampires. Demons: they’re
from Hell. They’ve all got to be destroyed. Only if they cease
to be, only if they’re sent screaming back down to the Devil’s
lap, will the Tribulation end and the Revelation begin.

Hunters

Maybe it was when your son was born, but you sudden-
ly started looking at the world and thinking that perhaps
there were some things to love in it, and that you would do
anything to protect that love. You said as much at church.
And then the assistant pastor took you aside and had a
quiet word with you.

You know you’re mired in sin. You drink, and you don’t
want to. You lie, sometimes, too. On top of it all, you're gay —
but the people at church accept you knowing that they’re all
marked with iniquity. But God’s given you the chance to make
it all better. You can cleanse the corruption from your soul by
putting the boot on the neck of the monsters and making
them thank God for the mercy you'’re about to deliver. You do
that, and everybody gets a free ride to the Apocalypse. And
there’s nothing wrong with that.

Your husband died on the church soup run. Some-
thing attacked him, and the police wouldn’t tell you what
the wounds were from when you went to identify the body,
and they wouldn’t do anything about it. No one was caught,
and you began to mention it to people. And then someone
showed you the proof: photos, accounts, and — the clincher
— Scriptures that proved the monsters were already there.
What can you do?

You can see all the signs, falling into place. You tell peo-
ple, showing them the notebook you keep with all the signs
and references and cross-references and cuttings, and no one
seems to be as interested as they should be. The world is end-

ing! Doesn’t that mean anything to anyone? But a few people
care. They showed you terrible things. And they use your tal-
ents to research the signs, so they can destroy them. Some-
times they let you tag along.

You’re like Saul on the road to Damascus. It happened
one night: a flash of light, the rush of wings, and God’s
tremendous voice booming in your ears. You don’t know
where the tire iron came from, but you beat something —
no, somethings — down. Next thing you know, you walked
into a late-night chapel where all the candles were lit.
The congregation gazed upon you, dripping rain, dripping
blood, and they didn’t freak out. They welcomed you,
arms wide open.

Doctrines

The Long Night really encompasses several smaller
groups, all of whom have in common the acceleration of
Armageddon.

The Hopeless simply believe they are damned to hell.
All have secret sins they can no longer hide: addictions or
affairs, or peccadilloes that for someone not from such a
strict background would be thought not worthy of guilt or
self-examination. Some bear the taint of the supernatural,
perhaps having been used or abused by inhuman forces.
And one or two might even have within them the blood
of Satan himself. They’re not sure they can ever be saved,
but others can.

The Faithful believe they are doing God’s work, that God
is behind all they do. They are foot soldiers in the first war of
Armageddon. They’re part of the prophecies. The monsters
are prolonging the horror while the Long Night aims to cut it
short, and all are tools of God’s perfect will. He has ordained
that they fight.

The Merciful cling to the idea that God is love. They
preach a doctrine of mercy and redemption, looking for ways
to rehabilitate monsters and witches and reclaim the human-
ity of monsters who once walked by day. Theirs is the for-
giving Christ, not the sword-bearing Messiah. They devote
themselves to prayer for the lost, and adopt more practical
methods, too. They’re the ones who'll try to return a vampire
to humanity by giving her a blood transfusion, or save a were-
wolf by feeding him wolfsbane or destroying the creature who
bit him. Rumor has it that a small handful of the Merciful
were once vampires, werewolves and witches; cleansed of the
taint of evil, they stand together against the darkness.

Status

It’s difficult to get status within the Long Night: most of
their hunters don’t have any idea how many of them there are,
and some wouldn’t believe you if you told them there were mem-
bers of the Tribulation Militia in Australia or England. Still, the
web sites and the word-of-mouth recruitment have created a
very loose kind of network. It’s possible, through knowing how
to destroy monsters and recruiting more people to the cause, to
get a sort of reputation among the Long Night.

® You know the idea of the Long Night, and some of
the logic of the theological discourse. You've got some




STEREOTYPRS

Network 2Zero: In the End Times, you make strange friends. I never

expected to fight so often alongside someone so irreverent (and with such
poor hygiene), but even though he’s no Christian, he values the truth.
He makes so many things public. He just needs someone to believe him.
The Union: There's a woman in town helps me out with guns sometimes.
She introduced me to a doctor who didn't ask any questions about the

wounds in my leg. She can handle herself. She just won't. Unless the
monsters end up on her turf. I feel bad that sometimes I've driven things
onto her block, just so she'll help me kill them.

The Cheiron Group: See that logo on the medicine packet? It's the sign of
the Beast of Judgment. It has men serving its needs. I saw them, one time,
a2 half a dozen, wearing that terrible sign on their badges. They caught up
with a creature I had been trying to kill and they caught it in a net and
took it away in a van, as I watched, helplessly. One turned and looked at me,
and he had no pupil in his eye, and I knew that he was in thrall to Hell.

Malleus Maleficarum: I used to think that the Catholic Church was the
Whore of Babylon, and that we were the True Bride of Christ. I don't know
what to think anymore. There's this priest I keep meeting. And he knows
exactly what I'm talking about. And he fights and kills like nothing else
on Earth. No mercy, no second chances. I fear him like I fear God.

phone numbers, and maybe you’ve even brought some
more people into the fold. You gain Evangelism as a free
specialty of either the Persuasion or Expression Skills.

eee You've developed enough of a reputation that you
can rely on people from far afield that can help you out
with matters pertaining to the Vigil. You gain the Merit:
Allies (Long Night) at two dots or, if you have it already,
two more dots, to a maximum of five dots.

eeeee You've a web presence, and maybe something of
a reputation as a bearer of the Breastplate of Righteous-
ness (Ephesians 6:14). Among fellow members of the Long
Night, you gain the benefit of the Inspiring Merit (see the
World of Darkness Rulebook, p. 115), whether or not you
would normally qualify for the Merit. If you already have
the Merit, its effects stack (meaning that members of the
Long Night regain two Willpower points when you use the
Merit successfully).
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Secrets make us who we are. Secrets build us all. The de-
sires, the hopes we hold inside us change the world. Everything
runs on secrets, things occulted from the rest of the world.

And some occult things are more occult than others.

Some legends have it that once upon a time, a land now
lost — Atlantis, Mu, Thule, Pan or whatever its name was —
gave the world civilization. A cataclysm took it, but its survi-

vors sailed across the sea in ships with painted sails to the be-
nighted lands of Europe and Asia. They became, so the theories
go, the gods and lawgivers of the peoples. They gave the world
art and architecture, and the ability to work bronze. They also
gave man the terrible mystical secrets that, over thousands of
years, were forgotten by the masses, but hidden by those who
knew (and can yet be found if you know where to look).
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The Loyalists of Thule spent the first decades of the last century looking for that Ultimate Source — to their eternal
shame. Back then, they were the Thule Gesellschaft, a German occult group that took its belief in that Ultimate Source to its
eventual conclusion: that a master race had descended from Lost Thule, the Aryans were the oldest and most highly evolved
of people, and the perfect Aryans were the German people. And then, two of their members founded the German Workers’
Party, which, in a couple of years, became the Nazi Party.

By the time the Nazis came to power, none of their leaders had anything to do with the Thule Society. Contrary to popu-
lar belief, in the end the Nazis banned mystical societies and eschewed the occult, ultimately suppressing the Thule Society’s
literature.

The majority of the Thule Society’s members dispersed, leaving a minority to hang on, illegally, to face the horrors their
theories and philosophies had wrought. When the truth came out at the end of the war, some didn’t believe it. Some denied
it, and joined even less savory Vélkisch societies. And some admitted they were wrong.

Their horror at what their actions had helped create was compounded by the fact that throughout the 1920s and ’30s,
their studies had actually borne fruit. They had discovered the true existence of ancestral ghosts. Some had met the ghosts of
the Rmoahals, the tribesman who had roamed lost Atlantis and fought in the armies of the sorcerer-
kings. Some had sneaked into Tibet and found evidence of Shamballa, barely escaping with their
lives. Some had narrowly escaped confrontations with spirit-summoning witches, demons, were-
wolves, vampires and other, even more bizarre things.

There was a secret world, a world of the night, and the Vilkisch
weren’t any kind of master race. To the hungry dead, humans —
Atryan or not — were just food. To the werewolves, they were
breeding stock and prey. And to
the demons, and the other, more

alien creatures that waited be-
hind the corners of reality, we
were just insects to be played
with and squashed. The newlyre-
formed Loyalists of Thule stopped
looking for Atlantis, instead seeking
to find out more about this invisible
world. They wanted to know, needed to
know — but at the same time, they felt a
kind of duty to the world. They owe it to the human race.
They are the Indebted. They will never make full payment.
They still do it today. They’re a secretive group. Few know
they exist, and not all of their members and contacts know what
they used to be, or even the name of the group, at least until they’ve
done something illegal or immoral for the Loyalists, and are in
too deep.

Not that the Loyalists like blackmailing their new mem-
bers. It’s just that if they are to atone for what they are, they
have to keep themselves secret. They often find themselves

working alongside other hunters. They appear as scholars and

collectors of information. They provide aid and information. They never,
ever say who they are.

They answer to secretive leaders, each of whom controls the compact

on anational level, and those leaders defer to the three founders, who still

reside in Germany. The founders — three men, all resident in Munich

I don't have
any cholce.

I have a
debt to pay.

111
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— are all over 90 years old. They meet once a week and compare
notes collected by their small group of secretaries, deciding which
to disseminate and which to act on. These three surviving Loyalists
have only each other, and each hates the other two passionately, as a
reminder of his guilt and the task he’s set himself. The few Loyalists
who have met them face to face reckon they’re only holding on to see
the others give up and die first, locked in a kind of eternal three-way
staring match with decrepit, remorse-laden lives as the stake.

The Loyalists have to know. They find the truth about the
monsters, and they pass it on. If they can save the human race,
maybe they can atone for their part in the making of a century that
almost destroyed us.

Not all are as dedicated as others. Some have to work for the
Loyalists because they’re blackmailed into doing so. And sometimes,
people join who find out about the Loyalists’ Vélkisch past and are
just a little too enthusiastic about it; they don’t last long. Neo-Nazi
ideologies are the one thing wholly verboten among the Indebted,
and those who express them, or even who only suggest that may-
be shame has had its day, don’t get much of a hearing. Some find
themselves walking into the middle of a nest of dangerous creatures
only to realize that all of a sudden, they’re completely alone. Some
find themselves surrounded by colleagues holding long knives, and
given one very brief chance to explain themselves.

Many of the Indebted think their job is hopeless, that it’s im-
possible to equip humanity against the monsters, especially from
an organization whose whole reason for being is a guilt-ridden se-
cret. But then, an impossible task is the only thing that can even
hope to make up for an unforgivable sin.

The Enemy

The Loyalists of Thule are scholars first, above all. They aim
to know. They’re investigators: archaeologists, antiquarians, stu-
dents of academic ritual magic, detectives. This isn’t to say that
they’re not capable of being physically adept — they have their
share of tomb raiders and two-fisted investigators of the unknown.
Frankly, with the kind of things the Loyalists investigate, it’s not
surprising that even the most closeted scholars eventually learn
how to handle themselves.

But still, it’s not really the Loyalists’ job to face the enemy.
They exist to equip others to that end. Most of the Loyalists of
Thule hook up with other hunters, either individuals or members
of compacts such as the Union, the Long Night or Network Zero.
They sometimes join them in the field, but really they’re the people
who give advice on how their companions can defeat their foes.

Understanding is key, and the Loyalists recognize that differ-
ent kinds of supernatural creature pose different kinds of threat.
Corpses that consume blood, flesh and souls to exist receive a lot
of attention from the Loyalists. Werewolves, particularly the kind
who — apparently — breed true, don’t always pose a threat to
humans if they’re left alone. Demons, ghosts, spirits and the kind
of eldritch entities that invade from other dimensions, however,
have no business existing. They need to be studied and, once their
weaknesses are found, the Loyalists need to destroy them or find
someone who can. Even if a supernatural creature is not a threat
to anyone, it’s still worth studying: knowledge is knowledge, and
secrets are always worth knowing.

If the Indebted find a creature or organization that either still
ideologically supports Nazi ideals, or even took part in the things
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that happened, all bets are off. Whether it’s a faction of magicians
who were proved to have supported the Nazis, or a vampire who
meddled with the experiments in the death camps, they have to
die. Even the mildest-mannered scholar takes an active part in her
quarry’s destruction.

Ordinary human hate groups fall under the same category
as monsters. A witch with something of the ideology of a Savitri
Devi may be more interesting than a neo-fascist demagogue in
mystical terms, but to the Loyalists, both deserve the same fate.

Originally, the Loyalists were wholly about collecting knowl-
edge, about learning secrets. But what point is knowledge if it’s
not used for something? By learning the secrets of the monsters,
they become indispensable, earning enough respect so that if
their colleagues ever learn who they are, they may understand at
least that they’re needed in the Vigil.

Hunters

You’re old now. You came to join the Loyalists thanks to your
father, who was wracked with guilt about his part in what hap-
pened in Germany back then. He made you share his guilt. You
can’t bear to think of him, but you have no choice. He forced you
into his mold, and you’re too old to stop now.

You’re young. You were a nerdy kid at school, fascinated with
archaeology and mysticism. You stumbled upon a monster, and a
strangely knowledgeable history teacher showed you how to de-
stroy it. Then he got you stealing stuff. Then he let you into a
secret. You understand why he did that, but you don’t have to like
it. Now you and he work together. You're in the field, checking
out weird stuff while trying to finish your college course. He’s in
the library, helping you out with essays and letting you know what
to do when the next monster turns up.

You're white, you’re middle class and you had a liberal edu-
cation. You operate on white middle-class liberal guilt. It informs
and controls everything you do, and after working alongside one
of the Indebted who went to your college and met an untimely
end, you ended up seeking out the Loyalists of Thule yourself,
seeing a kinship that isn’t really there. You're a firebrand and an
activist, and you’re probably going to get yourself killed.

You're an archaeologist with a collection of guns and the
knowledge of how to use them, thanks to a career spent digging
up artifacts in some of the most dangerous places on Earth. You've
been finding ancient knowledge for over a decade now, in ancient
places, and some of it is essential to your more militant friends.

Philosophies

The Loyalists seem to be mostly on the same page when
it comes to methodology: find the supernatural and research
it to death (metaphorically and sometimes literally). Simple.
It’s the reasons why that vary.

Most of the Loyalists of Thule are simply Scholars. They
collect information about supernatural threats to humanity
and disseminate it among those who would defeat or destroy
those threats. They’re cautious and prudent, and although
they sometimes end up on the front line, it’s others among
the Indebted who do the fighting.

The Penitents are more proactive. They’re the gun-toting ar-
chaeologists of popular culture, the tomb raiders and barnstormers
who put themselves in terrible danger to learn ancient secrets. It's

i
i
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STEREOTYPES

Ashwood Abbey: I spent a month in Ashwood Abbey, actually. Their library
was amazing, and I even participated in a hunt, which was most educational.
It was Just...I mean...I couldn't go back there. They'd found a demon. A
vile-looking thing. I told them how to make it powerless, and they d4id,

and then...I can’'t. Just - I actually felt sorry for the demon.
Null Mysteriis: One of my colleagues corresponds regularly with a member
of Null Mysteriis. She says he's really frustrating. He never seems to do

anything with the information he collects. He says he keeps it for when
it's useful. My colleague says can't he see how useful it is right now?
Asgis ‘Kai Doru: I keep hearing rumors about a cabal of men who have
the head of John the Baptist in a cave. I've seen too many things to be
skeptical. But oh, what wouldn't I do to talk to the people who have 1it?
Ascending Onas: Our records have several references to other occult societies,
and several accounts clearly refer to a group who use some fusion of Islamic
and pre-Islamic mysticism. Apparently, they ingest poisons to give themselves
mystical abilities. Training, it seems, is essential: one of my predecessors
once obtained one of their potions. He tried it. He survived, but as far as
anyone can tell, he never slept again. He was mad within a few weeks, and his
body shut down completely, killing him after about two months. The rest of

the potion is in the archives now. No one else is trying it.

about atonement. It’s about guilt. It’s one thing to help others to
make things better, but the Loyalists should be doing something
about it themselves. They should be playing an active part. If they
die in the process, well....it’s the price they pay.

The Penitents do the dirty work, but often it’s the Ad-
vance, on the other hand, who leads them. Members of the
Advance accept the guilt of the Loyalists of Thule and reason
that yes, the Loyalists need to atone, but if they’re going to
make up for the organization’s past sins, they should be at the
forefront of the struggle. They should be leading humankind
against the monsters. In gaining knowledge, they gain power
over the monsters, but also power over their colleagues. True
atonement requires the Loyalists to take control — humbly,
of course — and become indispensable to the hunters around
them. It’s the rarest of the Loyalists’ philosophies, if only be-
cause some fear a return to the Vélkisch viewpoint that brought
the Thule Society to this pass in the first place.

Status

Loyalists of Thule gain Status simply by learning occult
secrets — and sharing them.

® You've been let into the secret of the society’s heritage and
guilt. You may have found yourself doing some petty crimes,
and they may be blackmailing you, in a friendly, slightly nervy
kind of way. On the other hand, you may have joined will-
ingly. Either way, you know secrets that others don’t. If you
successfully risk Willpower on an Occult- or Academics-based
roll pertaining to the hunt, you gain one additional Willpower
point as a result — even if this pushes beyond what your nor-
mal Willpower pool will allow.

eee You're in contact with several other Loyalists, who
can furnish you with advice, which you can pass on in
turn. You report to an older, more experienced Loyalist,
acting as the equivalent to a two-dot Mentor.

eeeee You've been to Munich and met those three bit-
ter old men firsthand. You've got the names and addresses
of dozens of fellow members, most of whom probably have
snippets of information, equivalent to three new dots in the
Contacts Merit. Each dot is defined as an expert in one par-
ticular kind of supernatural being, such as vampires, ghosts,
or demons, for example.
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The invisible voices weren't SO invisible anymore, were they?

The van lay onvits side on the shoulder of the deserted highway, and Vani-
da felt all turned around — the van had been torn open, the driver-side
door removed entirely, and the howling spirits whese bodies seemed one
reached in, keening, wailing, whispering, gibbering. One swiped at her
and she ducked it, clambering toward the back where their tendrils could
not reach. The sounds bored straight into her ears. She felt a wetness
dripping down the side of her neck. Blood?

From the passenger side, Becky screamed. Hanging out of the driver side
with a camping machete was Blake, swinging into the awful specters, the
blade refusing to find purchase in their phantasmal flesh.

Earlier, Vanida had thought, I'll just take the crew, we'll bring out gear; see
if we can’t figure out just what's trying to talk to us. Maybé we'll get some
EVP. Maybe we'll catch something on video and post it to the Net, hope it™
goes viral. Maybe we won't find shit. Usually, it works out okay. The voices
tell her something. She captures it. Sometimes she even passes the mes-
sage along to those who need to hear it — the living left behind.

And then this happened. They came out of the forests. Specters with open
mouths and empty eyes. The cell bolted. The creatures pursued. And
knocked the damn van on its side. But that was then, and this was now,
and right now, the things were shrieking. Pale, diaphanous hands peeled
the metal sides of the van further back like the tin top of a sardine can.

Blake cursed. Becky had stopped screaming and had begun babbling.

THE SECRET FREQUENCY

_ Vanida took a deep breath. A distant thought occurred to her:

Am | going to die tonight?

~ |t was a dark thought, but not nearly as strange as the one that followed:

Maybe | will, maybe | won't, but at least it'll make some bad-ass footage
for YouTube.

~ Gritting her teeth, she swung the camera up and turned it on.

S

T

Showtime.
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Every so often, this video appears on some video-sharing site or another, and it’s really
creepy — it’s dark and it’s badly pixelated and the sound’s all over the place, but holy shit
did you see that the guy just turned into a monster and ran off? Special effects. It’s got to
be special effects. You can do some pretty impressive things with a half-decent video
editing suite. Still. You’d almost think it was real.

Sometimes it goes viral. Sometimes it ends up on a hundred blogs or
more, an embedded video and a comment: Hey! This is really creepy.
How’d they do it?

The answer is: they didn’t. You've just seen content from Net-
work Zero, the Secret Frequency (as in, the frequency that broadcasts
secrets, not a frequency that’s secret). For going on 10 years now, Net-
work Zero has been making forbidden content available on the In-
ternet for anyone who'll pay attention. Before that, it was public
access cable television. And it’s all real.

Jim Harrison first went on the air in the small hours of
the morning on September 22", 1991, in Dallas, Texas. He
was an independent filmmaker who up, until a few years be-
fore, had created special effects for a dozen or more monster
movies. He received anonymously in the mail three reels of
film, apparently recorded in the mid-1970s, if the look and
sound of the people depicted was anything to go by.

One reel of film showed what looked like an impossibly huge feral dog stalk-
ing around residential streets in what landmarks identify as Philadelphia. An-
other reel showed a man, unnaturally blurry and out of focus, even when the
ground and walls around him were crystal clear. The film showed the blurred
man dissolve into a cloud of mist. The third — weirdest of all — showed a
bizarre thing made wholly of rubbery, translucent tentacles, which emerged
from the ground and reached up and pulled itself into the sky. No faces were
evident; he could discover no identities. As for the film, he literally cut it to
pieces and spliced it back together again, trying to find out how they had done the
special effects. He couldn’t.

He found a public access channel and broadcast all three films a couple of
nights later. He asked at the end if anyone knew about the films, and gave out a
post office box number. He never found out the truth behind those films, but he
received a small sack of letters from people who had stories to tell. Some even
had film of their own.

That was really how it began. Jim began to broadcast regularly and, gradu-
ally, he gained contacts across the USA. He began to think he was on to some-
thing; that he was at the edge of some vast conspiracy behind all these weird sight-
ings. He became obsessed. He barely even noticed when his wife left him.

Meanwhile, many of Jim’s contacts began to go out looking for weird phe-
nomena. By the time Jim started up Network Zero as an Internet entity, back in
early 1999, he had some 74 films from different sources, each showing something
truly bizarre. It went worldwide. Now, Network Zero’s membership spreads across
the world, from Thailand to Alaska, from Rio De Janeiro to New Delhi.

Jim’s now a firm believer, even though he has never knowingly seen any-
thing supernatural face to face. Network Zero operates on a kind of guerrilla
basis now, posting videos and sound clips everywhere it can, often with no in-
troduction or explanation. It sends them to other web communities. Sometimes
it even shares the information it has gathered with members of other monster-
hunting organizations — its members aren’t stupid, and they’re well aware that
these things are dangerous, and that these other organizations exist.

Network Zero invites people to join fairly regularly. With the Web 2.0
explosion, millions of videos and podcasts exist out there, and it’s not hard to
find out if people are on the level. A half-dozen members spend nearly all their
spare time scouring dozens of community sites and search engines, looking for
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more evidence to broadcast, while others, having discovered
there are people out there who believe them, work harder to
find even more evidence.

All too often, the evidence finds them. Jim Harrison’s
enterprise is worldwide now. It’s dedicated to making as many
people know about the truth as possible. Maybe that’s what
Jim’s mystery cameraman wanted.

The Enemy

In the end, the folks on the Secret Frequency want as
many people to know as much of the truth as they possibly
can. Some want to arm humanity against the danger in their
midst. Some just want to film weird things. And some want to
prove they were right all along. First and foremost, it’s about
getting the information out there.

This isn’t to say that broadcasters on the Secret Fre-
quency can’t be militant. Most figure out that it’s better to
go armed after a couple of excursions, if only for self-defense.
Having said that, while some do decide to give their subjects a
fight, few members of Network Zero are physically fit enough
to have much of a chance against a raging shapeshifter or a
hungry vampire. Often, they spend time with other hunters.
They let their companions know where to find the paranor-
mal entities they’re after, and give them footage of what the
creatures can do. Some “embed” with hunter cells, taking
footage and supplying technical backup.

Jim Harrison and his contacts don’t actually know all
that much about the things they’re filming. They’ve gath-
ered enough to know that several broad categories of creature
exist, but only really in terms of behavior and abilities. It’s
hampered a little by the simple fact that some supernatural
creatures just don’t show up on film. It’s a source of endless
frustration that no matter how hard you try to film some
things, you just get empty rooms. On the other hand, the fact
that vampires (for instance) show up on film as shadowy, in-
distinct blurs has become such common knowledge among
Network Zero’s members that taking a quick bit of film or a
mobile phone photo, or checking the screen of a digital han-
dicam trained on a suspect, has often become the simple acid
test to ascertain whether or not that nocturnal weirdo really
is an undead bloodsucker.

Hunters

You were young in the Summer of Love, but you’re not
young anymore. Even so, you don’t feel old as such. Timothy
Leary taught you everything you know, and if people mock
you for being an old hippy who dropped a little too much acid
back in the day, it only helps to add to the surprise when you
produce a stellar, inexplicable piece of evidence.

You get bullied at school, but who cares? You've seen
things that some of the jocks will never get to see; you've
survived worse things than getting your face pushed into the
lockers. No one can touch you when you're using a handicam;
no one can follow you when you go online. You'd think your
parents would be concerned, but they never say anything.
They don’t give a damn. Ignorance is bliss, after all.

You've never known the love of a member of the opposite
sex, but you don’t care, because you know the Big Truth, and
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you’re obsessed with making everyone else know it, too. You've
got a password to the Secret Frequency, and a message to impart.

You were doing pretty well in a decent nine-to-five office
job, good prospects, a pension scheme, private health plan, all
that stuff. Then you were driving home one night, and you lost
five minutes of your life. You became ill the next day. You began
to suffer from tension and nightmares. You started to make mis-
takes at work. Through hypnotic regression, you found out you’d
been abducted. You made the mistake of telling someone at
work, or maybe you'd already uploaded a podcast to the Net and
your boss found out about it. Either way, you’re not in the office
anymore. You survive off savings you never had time to spend
before, and you’ve spent the last year trying to find the truth.

You were on active service in Afghanistan, guarding a TV
crew, and while you were there, you witnessed something way
weirder than the Taliban — just before that TV crew got torn to
pieces and you lost consciousness. When you got home with your
Purple Heart (as the only survivor), you found that someone had
already uploaded the crew’s film to the web. Now you’ve got a
camera of your own. And a service sidearm, to boot.

You lecture parapsychology, but times change and uni-
versity administrations change with them. The current dean
thinks you’re a crank. He’s banned you from publishing in
anything he doesn’t think is “respectable” enough, and he’s
cut down your courses to almost nothing, leaving you to lec-
ture conventional psychology. You've got a pile of evidence
on film and paper, and nowhere for it to go, except on the
Net. You've got a pseudonym and a broadband connection.
It’s the best you're going to get.

Crews

Network Zero is home to a thousand competing philoso-
phies and methodologies, but a few crews have emerged as
dominant groups within the Secret Frequency.

Most of Network Zero is home to what are sometimes
referred to as Record Keepers. Like journalists, they don’t
judge the material they capture: their job is to capture it and
to record it honestly and without modifications.

The so-called Army of Truth takes that to the next level,
however, and seeks to disseminate the truth about monsters to
the ignorant public at any cost. They will rip open unwitting
eyes with strange stunts, viral memes, broadcast hijacking,
what-have-you. The group has its militant members, and is
also home to a perhaps disproportionate number of weapons-
capable individuals.

On the other end of the spectrum, you have the so-called
Secret Keepers, a cabal of conspiracy theorists who believe
the world has fallen into monstrous hands and see every bit of
bad news as an emblem or action sponsored by fiendish shad-
ows. They actually seek to keep monstrous information out of
the public hands, believing it will only spur the monsters to
cover their tracks and damage the Vigil. No, they keep the
information within the group instead, “building a case” for
when the time is right for revelation.

Status

Members of Network Zero get into the group through in-
vitation, after posting something of sufficient interest on the
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STEREOTYPRS

Loyalists of Thule: Several of our people out in the fleld have hooked
up with these guys in some way or another. The moment you start poking
into the weird stuff, the good stuff, it's like they know. They show up
and ask if they can help. The question I want to'ask is how do they know?
Where do they get thelir books? And if they'’'re so keen on helping, answer
me thisg: why don't they want to tell you who sent them?

The Union: It's our job to find out things. It's up to us to let people
see the truth. Comes a time when letting people know isn’t enough, and
someone's going to have to lay the smack down on the monsters. Truth is,
it isn't going to be me does that. Good thing I know a few folks in the
Union. They're not so bothered about the Big Picture, but if you can get
them to tag along, they'll deal with the violence part. Every time.

Task Force: VALKYRIE: The government is in on 1it. You think 9/11 was
& cover-up? Fuck you, this is a cover-up. Every story you've ever heard
about the Men in Black? All true. Suits and soldiers. Oh, and sociopaths.
They're worse than the monsters. Hell, most of them work for the monsters,
that's what I heard.

The Cheiron Group: 'Course, the government'’s in cahoots with bigbusiness.
At least one of the big pharmaceuticals companies 1is controlled by
supernatural beings. Did a doc on it last year. I'm telling you, there's
a war on, and one of the sides 1is using business as its front. They're
not Feds. Nah, they act completely differently, like it's a paycheck, you
know? But it doesn’'t matter. See, they own the Feds.

erally among those people who have an interest in matters .
Fortean. You have the equivalent of two dots in the Fame
Merit, applicable to topics Fortean or supernatural among

Net. They gain Status through continuing to share informa-
tion and post revelatory material on the Net.

® You have a Network Zero password, allowing you to
upload video, sound and text to the site, from where it’s

members of Network Zero and Internet conspiracy freaks.

disseminated across the Net. In the short time since you eeeee You get information sent to you, meaning that
joined Network Zero, you’ve probably found more about you’ve probably gathered hundreds of videos, sound files
back doors and web shortcuts than you could ever have and documents. Your library gives you a limited form of P
i
learned. You get a free Skill Specialty in either Crafts or the Encyclopedic Knowledge Merit, related to film tech- .
Expression in some form of media or another (web, film, niques and supernatural phenomena, but only as far as ‘
digital cameras, etc.). recorded supernatural phenomena goes. You won’t know :
. q L
e e ¢ Under your Internet handle, you're well known, not th? names of vampire O JRE=E fact1onst but pos do know o
: things that are dead giveaways for various different cat- -
just among people on the Secret Frequency, but more gen- : : .
egories of paranormal creatures when they’re observed. "
- .
-




“Honestly,” Taylor said, staring down in the empty shot glass set before him, “I’m not
really convinced lycanthropy is even real.”

The man next to him perked up, blinking. Every muscle in the lumberjack’s body tightened.
The cords of his neck tightened like steel cable.

“What did you just say?" the man growled.

“On, we can talk about it. Look around you. Bar’s empty, just you, me and the barkeep, and
he’s in the restroom. I’m Doctor Welsh, by the way.”

“Puckin’ fascinating. You mind telling me what it is you re babbling about over there?”

“It’s just that, well, consider ergot. Bread mold. Whole reason the Puritanical fools of
Salem had to worry about witches and the devil. They ate moldy bread, they hallucinated
things that weren't there, end of story. No witches. No Devil. Rational solution. Now,
lycanthropy =

The man twisted his barstool toward Taylor. It was like watching a mountain move. “liaybe
you ought to stop talking, Doc.”

“Hold on, hear me out. Lycanthropy...nobody’s ever seen a lycanthrope, at least none that
I'’ve met. They see different things. A madman bolting through a mall. 4 big dog running
through traific. Someone in a costume. Those who can remember anything useful describe
little more than feelings of hysteria.” He toyed with the shot glass, turning it over and
over again in his hand. His heart, though, was beating a mile a minute.

The big lunk’s hand shot out and grabbed hold of Taylor’s shirt. Damn near ripped it off
with that grip. Some chest hair came free, too.

“Hemophages — of course we know they exist. Werewolves, though...couldn’t it be a product
of a shared hallucination? liany deranged minds? Some airborne pheromone, perhaps?” The
man’s grip tightened. Buttons popped. “Care to share your thoughts, Mister, ahhh, what's
your name again?”

The man was about to open his mouth to say something — but he didn’t get the chance. The
bartender rose up behind the man and stuck a needle through the tendons of that thick
neck. The man tried to lurch to his feet, but the drug worked fast: one leg crossed in
front of the other and he face-planted into a table. A few teeth skittered bloody across
the wooden floor.

"Messy,” Taylor said. The bartender — Jim Cotton, not a Null liysteriis associate, but a
friend nevertheless — shrugged.

“lessy’s fine,” Jim said.

“Will you call Evelyn for me? Have her bring the truck around? There’s just one last thing
here I need to check...”

Jim nodded, went off to grab the phone from under the bar. Taylor crouched down and took
out a small fork: a piece of silverware, sterling silver. He pressed the tips oif the four
tines into the flesh of the man’s exposed forearm. Tiny strings of smoke drifted from the
skin. Four dots, burned into the flesh.

“Phat,” Taylor said, putting the fork away, “still demands further study.”
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Everything has a rational explanation: it’s just that scientists haven’t got around to explaining
some things yet. The paranormal and the supernatural are just phantoms — all just normal, natural
phenomena that haven’t yet been observed enough for anyone to make sense of them.

Agree with that? You’re on the same page as Null Mysteriis. The organization’s been diligently
working on explaining anomalies since the day Jean-Pierre Brattel walked out of a Parisian Theo-
sophical Society meeting in 1893. The Theosophists’ original intent had been to apply the most
rigorous standards of Victorian science to the claims of religion; Brattel found this fascinating, only
to discover that in practice, the Theosophists were really just another new religious movement,
one of dozens. After a few meetings full of messianic prophecies, hidden brotherhoods of
Ancient Ascended Masters and suspect tales of rather convenient reincarnations, Brat-
tel decided he had enough. It just wasn’t scientific enough. On the other hand, he felt
the rationalists discounted out of hand the possibility that there might be things yet
unexplained, and that science had not yet found every law of creation. He saw a
need for a group to scientifically examine things that are as yet, beyond science.
He wasn’t alone. By the beginning of the Great War, his brainchild, Null Mys-
teriis (an abbreviation of the Latin Nullum Mysteriis Processit: very loosely “out
of the unexplained comes nothing”), had several hundred members across
Europe and North America. The tragic turn taken by the first half of the
20™ century wiped out whole groups, and although Null Mysteriis, the self- :.e’
styled Organization for the Rational Assessment of the Supernatural, sur-
vives into the present day, it’s only since the 1970s that its membership has
been anything like that of its turn-of-the-century heyday.

They’re hobbyists. Apart from a few paid office staff in Null Mysteriis’
world headquarters, situated in London since 1941, hardly anyone in the compact gets
any money out of it. Anyone can join, but the pittance requested for membership every
year pays for the admin staff’s salaries, a monthly newsletter, a yearbook and mainte-
nance on the organization’s various clubhouses. A “hunter” attached to Null Mysteriis
usually has a day job, often a fairly well qualified and academically adept day job. Null
Mpysteriis’ members include zoologists, physicists, psychologists, psychiatrists, con-
sultant doctors, chemists, sociologists and anthropologists, all of whom have minds
open enough to use methods that conventional science holds in suspicion to inves-
tigate things it won’t even consider.

They look at anything that qualifies as anomalous: UFO sightings and cases
of reincarnation, cases of the Stigmata and cryptozoological anomalies. And more
often than not, they investigate monsters. An alleged werewolf rampages across a
shopping center and hardly anyone admits to having seen it: see that conserva-
tively dressed woman who’s collecting blood and hair samples from the tiles and
depositing them in test tubes? She’s with Null Mysteriis.

A case of alleged demon possession ends in murder and suicide. That man in
the tweed jacket taking pictures of the house where it all happened with a Kirlian
camera? Null Mysteriis.

A serial killer takes each victim in an impossible fashion. Who’s that quiet
young man with the oddly shaped meter and the tape measure, who goes to
each murder site after the police have cleaned up? He’s from Null Mysteriis.

For everything,
& theory.

This is not the occult.

This is science,



STEREOTYPES

Ashwood Abbey: Collective delusions are surprisingly common. Take the
occasional groups of thrill-seekers who go out to hunt and kill monsters,
solely for their own entertainment. They always seem to ind their monsters.
Does that strike you as a reasonable or likely outcome? Of course not.

Loyalists of Thule: Every so often, you meet someone who has a fount of

information about the phenomena we study. Their help, willingly given,
is always welcome, but they’'re an object lesson in how an obsession with
the supernatural can make one all too gullible.

Lucifuge: Yes, I've heard myths about so-called Children of the Devil
- who hasn't seen The Omen? But I've never seen any evidence of their
existence. No, that doesn’'t mean they don’t exist. But that's not the
way it works.

Aegis Kai Doru: Let me get this straight. There's a conspiracy that's at
least 2,000 years old, right? And it's got the head of John the Baptist and
about a dozen other ancient holy relics, right, all hidden away and guarded
by this hereditary sect? And sometimes they come out and use them to fight

monsters? That's not a plausible scenario - that's The Da Vinci Code.

If Null Mysteriis has a failing, it’s that the often august
people who comprise the lion’s share of its membership make
the very common error of considering themselves expert in
every field because of their undeniable expertise in one. Null
Mpysteriis’ meetings can be fraught affairs, as physicists start
holding forth on evolution and biologists start making pro-
nouncements about psychology and ideology.

The problem’s compounded by the fact that Null Mysteriis is
currently in the middle of a schism of sorts. The current General
Secretary, Scottish astrophysicist Alexander Watt, is a dyed in-the-
wool rationalist who holds that the supernatural is like quantum
physics: it’s something that merits scientific study, but in a cau-
tious, tentative, sensible sort of way. On the other hand, Vincent
Fielding, the Treasurer, is a charismatic psychiatrist who holds an
almost gurulike fascination for many members of Null Mysteriis.
He’s stood against Prof. Watt for the post of General Secretary
three years running now, but so far hasn’t been elected. If, howev-
er, Fielding gets in this year, the winds of change are likely to blow
hard. Fielding advocates much more aggressive fieldwork and the
use of techniques that Watt dismisses as “pseudoscience”: hypnot-
ic past-life regressions, spirit cameras, the serious consideration of
Lovelock’s Gaia hypothesis, Sheldrake’s morphogenic field theory,
Devereux’s earthlight evidence, the work of Lyall Watson, and a
thousand other devices and ideas that Watt maintains will push
Null Mysteriis firmly into the realm of the cranks.

Of course, some might argue they’re there already. Cer-
tainly, although many highly regarded professionals in scien-
tific fields pay regular membership dues, few of them openly
admit to being members.

The Enemy

For Null Mysteriis, investigation is absolutely everything.
It’s not about stopping supernatural phenomena, or fighting
evil. It’s about knowing. The current orthodoxy among the
organization is that the paranormal is neither good nor evil:

it’s the result of one or more as-yet-unclassified orders of en-
ergy. And that’s when the phenomenon is paranormal — it’s
often wholly explicable by conventional science.

But what if it isn’t?

The supernatural seems, more often that not, to manifest
in ways detrimental to humanity, but that doesn’t make it evil.
It’s like radiation: everyone knows that radioactive material
can kill, but at the same time, no one thinks it’s consciously
evil. The paranormal’s often like that. If, for example, a para-
normal conspiracy makes a man invulnerable but at the same
time turns him into a deranged slasher, how is that different
from radiation sickness, at least in moral terms?

Vampirism is a communicable illness, albeit one that
somehow suspends human aging and hides life signs while
making its victim vulnerable to light and dependent on a par-
asitic existence. Lycanthropy, likewise, is an extreme genetic
condition. So-called ghosts carry the energy signatures of the
living. Demons and similar apparently extra-dimensional
creatures are composed of energy that could come from any-
thing from quantum pocket universes down to geo-electricity,
and given form by the perceptions of the viewer.

It’s all got an explanation. If the explanation has holes,
it’s OK. Everything operates on the level of hypothesis. It’s
the best explanation that anyone’s going to come by, and if
someone comes along with a better one, that’s fine.

All of this isn’t to say that the members of Null Mysteriis
can’t and won'’t participate in the destruction of a dangerous su-
pernatural creature. The radiation sickness analogy holds true: if
an energy that gets out of hand is deadly, it mustn’t be allowed
to get out of hand. Likewise, if the state of vampirism makes one
a blood-drinking psychopath, it may well be best, given the so
far incurable nature of the disease, to put the poor soul out of his
misery. Cancer may not be evil, but it can be cut out.

The members of Null Mysteriis are not often adept at di-
rect violence. Subterfuge, yes. Stealth, sometimes. Far better
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to approach a dangerous creature with a syringe of something
potent than a shotgun or sledgehammer.

They often work alongside hunters of other compacts
and conspiracies, bringing along their electromagnetic field
readers and Kirlian cameras while other hunters bring Bibles,
guns, grenades or holy swords. Some make contact through
academic sources with members of the Malleus Maleficarum.
Some have done contract work in their universities with
people in the Cheiron Group. Of course, some hook up with
members of the Ascended Ones, Aegis Kai Doru or Lucifuge,
not to make alliances...but to capture and study these curious
hunters with undocumented abilities.

Hunters

You spent years trying to prove the Extraterrestrial Hy-
pothesis, and in the end you found nothing at all, and it frus-
trated you that many of your fellow seekers wanted to believe
so much that they refused to accept evidence to the contrary,
even when it was staring them in the face. You’re not a profes-
sor or research scientist like most of the other members, but
you appreciate the rigorous application of science and have
made yourself useful in the field, because you’re handy with
a shotgun.

You're a professor in some very solid scientific field —
evolutionary biology, perhaps, or organic chemistry — and
you’re about as convinced an atheist as anyone can be. There
are not any more things in Heaven or Earth, Horatio, and
you'll stake your reputation on proving it.

You lost a family member to some supernatural creature,
and this led you on a dark path, a path that threatened to cost
you your scientific career. Fortunately, you came across Null
Mysteriis, and found that you could still be a scientist. Still,
you're prone to rash decisions, and often behave violently to-
ward things unknown — you hate and fear them, even if you
don’t admit it to yourself.

You got yourself a PhD by the skin of your teeth, but your
heart lies with the alternatives, the fringes of science and
medicine. You trade as a homeopath now, not letting people
know that the PhD after your name is in physics, and finding
great pleasure in going out and proving to yourself that sci-
ence still has a way to go yet before it’s got those universal
mysteries pegged.

You used to be employed by the government, but there
came a time when your masters employed you to clean up
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something and not ask questions, questions you couldn’t stop
yourself asking. Now you ask freely.

Theories

Theories about the nature of the paranormal abound within
Null Mysteriis; for every hunter, a new theory. Still, a large number
of them can be very broadly categorized into one of three groups.

Alexander Watt’s Rationalists form the majority of Null
Mpysteriis: it’s all provable (and disprovable) with science —
only some of it isn’t yet, but will be one day. It just needs
diligent research and sensible empirical study.

On the other hand, Vincent Fielding’s Open Minds believe
the important thing is proving or disproving the phenomenon by
any means necessary — even means that some might call unsci-
entific — and worrying about what makes it tick later. They’re
growing in numbers, much to the dismay of Watts’ faction.

A small but similarly growing number of Cataclysmicists
rise above the methodological argument and instead react with
concern to a steep rise in reported paranormal phenomena (and
hence expense of unclassified energy) since the millennium, pro-
jecting that if it doesn’t slow down soon, the world could be in
for an cataclysm or apocalypse of some kind, and further postu-
lating that maybe something needs to be done about it.

Status

Members of Null Mysteriis gain Status by gathering data
and sharing it with the compact, maybe even publishing pa-
pers in the organization’s annual journal.

® You are free (if not always welcome) to take part in any
Null Mysteriis meeting, anywhere in the world. You've
got some academic background. You gain a free specialty
in Parapsychology, which you can apply to Academics,
Occult or Science (your choice).

eee You have a wide knowledge of your fellow members,
many of whom are prominently placed in academic insti-
tutions worldwide, equivalent to one extra dot in Contacts
(representing a specialist in one academic or Scientific field of
your choice) as well as one dot in Allies (Null Mysteriis).

e e e e Having been in the field long enough, and having
learned information from a broad sample of peers, you're
able to make educated guesses as to the nature of super-
natural phenomena. This is equivalent to the Common
Sense Merit, albeit only applicable to situations where
you are investigating the supernatural.
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In the States, it started with the Labor movement at the turn of the 20™ century.
Workers in factories and mines began to unionize, coming together to support and
protect each other, the weak against the strong, the poor against the rich, the
common folk against the powerful forces who would exploit them. A group of
mobilized, politicized workers in Chicago discovered that the disease that plagued
their children was no natural phenomenon. As they saw it, things other than
factory owners exploited the masses, squeezing them dry for flesh, blood and souls
just as much as grasping bosses used them for cheap labor. Alone they were weak.
Together they were strong, and just as industrial action forced the fat cats to
take notice, so, too, did organized resistance drive back terrible evils. The
Chicago Union stayed together for a few years. When their fight was
over, they disbanded.

Across the Western world,
the labor movement spawned
more than just trade unions.
It happened in England in
the late 19® century, and
in the 1920s. It happened
in Australia in the 1930s and
1970s. Each time, as people band-
ed together to support each other,
someone or other discovered the
creatures that preyed upon them,
and did something about it.

For a long time, they were localized,
short-lived movements. This changed in 1999 when Holly Ramirez, an
active member of one of these “unions,” started looking for resources
online. She found a number of people across the English-speaking world
who had banded together for mutual defense against the monsters. We-
blogs and online forums made oblique, coded allusions to the struggles
these blue-collar hunters faced. Messages posted on bulletin boards
dedicated to parenting made reference to things a person could only
understand if she’d been through the things Holly had been through.
Holly, a student of the labor movement, began to bring people togeth-
er from all over the world and all across the Internet. The first Hunt-
ers’ Union bulletin board started up in March 2000. By June, it was
gone. Naively, the board hadn’t vetted its members. It was publicly
visible. Too many people volunteered enough information for them to
be pretty conclusively visible. More than a dozen people — who were
too busy with day jobs and hunting monsters to be Net savvy — died
because they didn’t realize who was reading.

Still, Holly and her growing number of friends persisted. Since
that disastrous spring, the Union forum has moved addresses four
times,each time becoming more secure.. Now, possible members have
to be invited. The administrators of the network, who rotate every
six months, take notice of news stories, blogs and forums. If there’s
someone in the region, they send them in to investigate and, if
there really are fellow hunters out there, to offer them the oppor-
tunity to get a bit of support.

On the message boards, members of the network contribute
financially not only to the upkeep of the site but to each others’

THERR'S POWEAR
IN A UNION.
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efforts, paying for armaments, medical fees and funerals. Like
a true union, the Union looks after the bereaved families of
people who fell in the struggle. The online community has
fostered a real community, with real friendships, real bonds of
trust. Several people have met and married significant others
through the community. It may be unofficial and ad hoc, but
the bonds of human trust are powerful.

It’s not so political these days, but it serves the same purpose
as those men and women of Chicago so long ago: ordinary people
standing together as one against those who would oppress them.
The Union seems finally to be working on a worldwide basis. Hol-
ly would have been proud. The Union certainly recognizes its debt
to her: there’s a picture of her on a banner at the top of every forum
page, linking to a page in her memory. She died fighting in 2005.
Many of the Union’s members knew her and would follow her, if
necessary. For now, they’re paying their dues.

The Enemy

The Union is so widely spread, so heterogeneous, that it’s
impossible to really generalize about its members’ approach to
the Vigil. Still, from a glance at the forums (assuming you’ve
passed all the checks and got a password), it’s fairly easy to
conclude that the one thing most of them have in common
is they’re mainly concerned with protection of themselves,
their families and their communities. It’s not about ideology
at all: if there is a threat, they band together and deal with
it, posting in code on the bulletin board that they’re going to
war before they get cracking on the job at hand.

They don’t really care what the monster is: they’re all mon-
sters, pretty much. Vampires, witches, beasts, demons, ghosts
— they’re all the same. Sometimes Union members take their
vigilantism a bit further, dealing with human threats, ranging
from slashers and cult members right down to muggers and drug
dealers. What matters is if they pose a threat.

Until they actually harm someone, most of the Union’s
opponents don’t really come under the radar. Although some
of its members would like to be a bit more proactive, the
Union is essentially reactive. If a monster doesn’t come onto
a member’s turf, if it doesn’t appear to hurt anyone, it’s not
worth it. It’s a bit of a narrow view, but when you’re most
likely balancing being a monster hunter with a day job and a
family, it makes a lot of sense.

The Union’s online forums have a wealth of informa-
tion...if only a member can find it. A sub-forum on the bul-
letin board archives information on many different kinds of
creature, but it’s split up among several hundred conversa-
tion threads, which, of course, are cluttered with conversa-
tion and tangential information. Searching is only of limited
utility, since a lot of the Union forums’ accepted slang terms
for the different kinds of monsters get used interchangeably
across different kinds of monster. Much of the information is
accurate, inasmuch as it gives a pretty accurate view of what
each monster can do and how often, their weaknesses, and
the things that can’t hurt them. But finding out what monster
the forums are talking about — there’s the trick. Depending
on the wrong information has killed dozens of hunters over
the years.

TZATIONS

Hunters

You're a family man, balancing your own business with
what you do at night. Your wife and kids are beginning to slip
away from you, because you’re not around, and you’re begin-
ning to make mistakes because you’re way behind on sleep.

You work in a bar. People talk to you. Sometimes, when
they've had a few, they let things slip and you have a job to do.

You lost your family to something terrible. Shortly after,
you hit the bottle and the skids in quick succession. Almost
by accident, you ended up killing off some kind of demon, and
people saw you. You're getting yourself together now. You've
got a job collecting trash and a place at the YMCA. Every so
often, you log on at the local Internet cafe and pick up some
information. No one knows the streets like you.

You're a political activist, and the monsters are just
another kind of oppressor to hunt. The people in the anti-
war group think you’ve got a screw loose. The people in the
Union reckon the days of left-wing direct action are over. But
what is the Union’s purpose if it isn’t a kind of social justice
in action?

You've never thought about politics in your life. You're
just a guy trying to get by. By day, you’re a youth worker, trying
to stop the local kids falling prey to drugs, keeping them out
of the gangs, trying to do something about the poverty you see
all around you. By night, you're keeping those kids safe from
things that the other social workers don’t even believe in.

You saw action in Iraq and you’re home now, but the
war still goes on; the nightmares you have of Basra have been
supplemented by another nightmare that goes on and on, and
you've got no choice but to fight it, because fighting is all there
is, and fighting is your only chance of making it through.

Factions

The different philosophies held by members of the Union
have nicknames that ascribe them more coherence than they
actually have. Like any forum, the Union has flame wars and
arguments. People make alliances and exchange details and
thoughts privately with people they’ve never met face to face.

Most in the Union are Home First advocates: you look
after your own. Your own turf, your own family, your own
community. It’s not about taking the fight to them. It’s about
keeping your part of the world safe. Having said that, mem-
bers who become part of the Union community find that their
part of the world soon extends to include the friends they’ve
made through the web.

Members of The General Strike are much more ex-
treme: they believe it’s the Union’s job to fight the forces of
oppression across the world. The moral imperative, they say,
is to go out and find those monsters and, when they discover
them to be dangerous, kill the bastards. Not many members of
the Union believe this. This is partly because, let’s face it, the
Union numbers a few hundred ordinary people worldwide.
And also because Union members who favor the General
Strike tend to get themselves killed. A lot.

Politicals want to go back to the Union’s predecessors,
and go even beyond the General Strike: they say it’s the
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Long Night: I've moonlighted for years now with a woman who belongs to
the Long Night. She's mad as hell, runs on high-octane fear of some end-of-
the-world scenario I couldn'’t hope to understand. You know what, though?
I don't think I'd ever have anyone else on -my side In a tight spot.

Network Zero: So one of the good people who moderate the message board
has a friend who's involved with Network Zero., The Internet video station.
The one with all the YouTube videos that everyone thinks are special
effects. So anyway, she was telling us about the time when her buddies
hooked up with the Network Zero guy for a fight and she told him to come
armed. He brought a baseball bat and a handicam. Nothing else.

Malleus Maleficarum: A couple of times now, I've run into this priest who
seems to be doing the same kind of thing as me. Only with, you know, papal
sanction. I was brought up a good Catholic and everything, but you know,
this guy scares me. He knew ithings. You can see it in his eyes. I think
it must have driven him a little nuts. If you'd only seen what he did to
that demon-thing. It was...biblical.

Task Force: VALKYRIE: Yeah, the government knows about all this. But
ask yourself, do they ever actually do anything for the people? You hear
rumors of this top-secret monster-hunting squad, but what are they there
for? Sure, they kill the monsters, or take them away in their black
helicopters and do horrible things to them in some kind of monster-Gitmo,

but do they care about protecting us? No. That's our job.

Union’s job to fight all oppression, both from the supernatural
monsters and the human ones, who exploit people all over the
world. Politicals are often very dangerous people — they’re
extreme in their views and actions. Some of them even end
up on security agencies’ lists of suspected terrorists. Blowing
up a train car to get their message across...it’s hard business,
but they do what they think they must.

Status

Union members gain Status less from killing monsters —
anyone can say they’ve killed a dozen vampires on the Net —
and more from supporting others with advice, information and
sometimes even material aid. The more you contribute to the
Union, the more respect you get, and the more you can ask.

® You've been invited to join the Union. You've met a
member face to face, and you’ve got access to the forums.
Since you've joined, you’'ve gained some practical ex-

perience in watching the streets in your local area. You
gain a free specialty in your Local Area, applied to either
Streetwise or Politics.

® e ¢ You've been out in the field with several other mem-
bers of the Union and you've offered support to many
others. You know what it’s like to be a newbie. You may
take advantage of two extra dots of Contacts, each de-
fined as a specialist in one kind of monster.

eeeee You've saved the lives of members of the
Union with your help and information, and you’ve
probably even bailed someone out of prison or helped
pay for a funeral or two. What you put in, you get out.
You can access two extra dots of Resources for things
related to hunting, but you must be prepared to show
evidence of it doing some good, or run the risk of los-
ing Status.
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They say there’s a room somewhere under the ground, where for well over a thousand years, generations of one family
have kept hidden the head of John the Baptist. It still sometimes prophesies disaster, they say. Who guards it?

They tell the story of Berenger le Sauniére, a poor village priest who, all of a sudden, became fabulously rich. He left
cryptic clues in the fabric of his church. The confessor would not absolve him on his deathbed. What did he find?

The story of Jacques de Molay, burnt for heresy, still does the rounds, ending with a rumor of a treasure
and a curse, lost since that day. Who knows where it can be?

Does the tomb treasure of Akhenaten, heretic pharaoh of Egypt, still exist? Or the looted treasure
of Troy? Or the golden chains that once bound Zenobia? Or the tomb of Gilgamesh?

The Guardians of the Labyrinth know. They are the Aegis Kai Doru, the Shield and Spear.
They believe it has been their business since before history began not only to guard the magical
treasures of countless lost worlds, but to use them against creatures of the ; : "/ il
supernatural realm, against whom they still nurse an ancient grudge. F ‘{\ ‘: L

They’re antediluvian: they tell their initiates that they predate | " . N
the great flood event common to the myth of most Mediterranean [ _a‘i!_ {
and Middle Eastern cultures. Some even call it Atlantis, or Lemuria, :
or Pan, or Mu. Once, they say, every one of their number ' A
could use magic freely. Even then, they were the it & E
custodians of a vast labyrinth in which the 4l
greatest magical treasures were kept. -

A quarrel turned into a war, and ¥
one faction ejected the owners of that
ancient maze from the island. They made plans to return, but
the cataclysm came too soon, because — so the Aegis Kai Doru
believe — the shape-changing people broke an ancient taboo
and brought down the wrath of heaven and the spirits. The 4
isle sank. The exiles were joined by other exiles. But they .
did not forgive. They blamed the disaster on those who ,
had cast them out, and began to wage war using the few
relics they had taken with them. The others had destroyed E
paradise, they said. That could not be forgiven. y

More than a thousand years later, they had forgot-
ten their own magic and had become the Aegis Kai
Doru, the Shield and Spear, after the treasure of Troy /P8
(which some of their number absconded with when
the city fell). The relics were theirs to keep and, when
necessary, use to protect those people who suffered at
the hands of callous witches and hungry fiends.

They maintained this purpose through the ages
of Greece and Rome, the Byzantine
Empire and the Renaissance, the En-
lightenment and the Modern Age, all |
the time seeking out those objects that '\ {§
it was their right to protect and use. !

Even now, an Inner Circle still meets
in Athens, and keeps a list both of the relics
found, lost and destroyed, and the witches
and monsters they have killed. Few among
the Aegis have ever met the purported nine
who sit upon the council, but those who
have speak of their fervor, of the strange look they
have in their eyes, of the vast chamber of which ev-
ery one of a hundred alcoves contains a thing of im-
measurable value and power.

Hardly any of the Guardians get as
far as the Second Initiation into the g
Secrets of the Aegis Kai Doru;
few are even aware that the Aegis
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Oh, this?
Worthless.

Kai Doru has more than the one initiation. The Aegis Kai Doru
remains picky about whom it recruits, spending years at a time
checking out candidates and often picking people from the same
families who have been part of the Aegis Kai Doru for thousands
of years. The older, higher members of the organization often
show a great deal of subtlety in recruitment. Sometimes a new
member doesn’t even know he’s joined.

The Enemy

Hardly a single magician or werewolf alive today real-
ly understands what the Aegis Kai Doru is doing or why it
should still matter. But long, long ago, the progenitors of the
Aegis Kai Doru made a vow so binding that it still holds to-
day, and to undergo the First Initiation is to understand why.
They send each initiate alone at sunset into an underground
labyrinth filled with hallucinogenic vapors. Beset with vi-
sions, chased by imaginary horrors, the initiate has until dawn
to find the exit. There, the Guardians stop him and make him
take the ancient Vow of the Sword to destroy “they who work
magic and they who change skin.” An initiate who can’t get
out, or who ends up too mad or incoherent to take the Vow,
fails the initiation.

Having said that, in the field, reality can get in the way.
Sometimes a magician is simply doing no harm. Sometimes,
a hunter of the Aegis Kai Doru finds the werewolves or ma-
gicians warring among themselves, and realizes that it will
be better for all if one faction triumphs rather than another.
Sometimes, a Guardian simply decides that he just isn’t strong
enough to take one of his “ancient enemies” alone.

THE MANY MAZES

Wherever the Aegis Kal Doru
has a powerbase (more than just
& cell or two), the conspiracy
establishes a labyrinth somewhere
to use in its initiation. Might be

Ten a penny.

a8 cave-carved catacomb«-Could be a
snarling jumble of sewer tunnels.
Or 'perhaps even =& labyrinthine
mansion with many rooms, many
floors, and countless secret
passages connecting them all.

The '"hallucinogenic vapors" 1is
usually as a result of some relic or
another. Wnen one is not available,
they simply dose the novitiate with
& hefty load of entheogenic drugs:
mushrooms, ayahuasca, LSD, or some
other psychoactive substance.
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I keep it for..
sentimental reasons.

The Guardians have largely forgotten most of what they once
knew about the witches. They have a vague understanding of the
powers a mage can display (although they are often caught by
surprise). They know that some werewolves are man-eaters, and
some aren’t, but again, so much of what they knew is now lost.

As for other creatures, local Aegis Kai Doru cells decide
what to do with them on a case-by-case basis. Some horrors do
little harm. Some even try to help. And some can be used or ma-
nipulated into helping the Shield and Spear get what it wants.

Hunters

You're an archaeologist — not an office-bound, dusty academic,
or the kind who ends up covered up to his knees in some mud-hole
somewhere. You're the kind who isn’t supposed to exist, a raider of
tombs and temples, one who dodges ancient enemies and more an-
cient traps in order to find the tools you will use to destroy evil.

You were a student of Classics, part of a strange, close-knit
community that began to experiment with ancient ways of
thinking and acting. One night, something went wrong and
someone died. You and your friends hastily covered it up, form-
ing a conspiracy that began to overtake your lives. At some
point, your small, makeshift conspiracy became part of a larger
one; the Aegis Kai Doru began to call on you to play a part
in another conspiracy, fighting a small war that makes no real
sense. You still don’t know why, but you're terrified they’ll rat
you out. So you do what they say.

You're a cabbie or a postal worker, although when you'’re
called to use the relic you guard, you adopt a different iden-
tity, telling people you’re a professor of some made-up subject
with a nonsense name like “Symbology” or somesuch. You
don’t think you play the part of professor all that well, but no
one seems to have caught you. Lies suit you well.

You're an artist, probably a performance artist. You don’t make
a lot of money, but it doesn’t matter: your riches go into your blood.
You can trace your family tree back to Constantine, or Aristotle, or
maybe even Jesus Christ. It doesn’t make you any more powerful, but
it does give you, you feel, the right to wield the weapon you guard.

Conspiracies

The Aegis Kai Doru upholds a small number of conspira-
cies, each with a different purpose. There may be more than
just these three. It’s hard to tell.

The Sword upholds the Vow, to the letter. They nurse the
old grudge, specifically seeking out workers of magic and chang-
ers of skins and kill them. What does it matter if thousands of
years have passed and they know nothing of the grudge? That’s
not the point. The point is, a vow was made, and they must be
destroyed. They’re militant and proactive, often wading in when
other Guardians hold back. They’re also the most numerous and
influential among the Aegis Kai Doru’s hunters.

The Temple guards the relics that give the Aegis Kai
Doru its power, also attempting to locate those relics that




STEREOTYPES

Ashwood Abbey: From a decent vantage point, I observed a group of men and
women arrive and then sit down to a meal with the witch. I suspected these
were the whore's allies, and so I waited. The group laughed a lot. Shared
plates of exotic meats and frulits, but never drinks, Nearly an hour 1in,
the witch looked uncomfortable. Her discomfort grew, and plainly became
pain. Agonized, she vomited, but her guests kept laughing even after she
toppled from her chair, choking to death. The laughs never stopped. They
packed up their things and put them back in a picnic basket, and left. They
never touched the witch's artifacts, which are now mine.

Loyalist of Thule: They came, apparently, out of nowhere somewhere after
the Second World War. Tweedy, scholarly types, the lot of them. They seem
suspiciously keen to offer their help. And they're terribly curious. We'll
take the help, but there's no way we're going to trust them with our secrets
until we know theirs.

The Cheiron Group: You hear about the lawsuit a few years ago? Cheiron
sued the owner of some Internet site that had put out the old myth about the
logo being Satanic. Of course, they won. But we know what that logo means,
and we know how much longer the Cheiron group existed before they ever began
selling painkillers. Of course, I'm afraid of them. As should you be.

Ascending Ones: I heard a story about a group of hunters - one of our
factions, in fact - who came from the Middle East. They had potions and elixirs
that made them superhuman. They must have died centurlies ago. It's certainly
hard to credit the idea that they have anything to do with the group who appear
to claim their heritage. These new "Ascending Ones" are no more than criminals
and worse. Although they still have the potions. That secret should be ours.

have been lost. Often, seeking relics becomes so important to * You own at least one relic, and you have experienced
the members of the Temple that it gets in the way of the Vow. the First Initiation into the Secrets of the Aegis Kai
The Sword tends to look down on the Temple, but recognizes Doru. You have the option of spending Merit dots to gain
that without them, there would be no Guardians. the custody and use of the Guardians’ Relics.

The Scroll keeps records of the items of power that the Aegis

Kai Doru protects and uses. They test new finds in the field, learn-

ing how to use them and taking note of their properties. They’re

also the keepers of lore on the Guardians’ enemies and their weak-

nesses. If they’re not as committed as the Sword, it’s because they eeeee You've experienced the Second Initiation; your

often have a better idea of what they’re facing. senses don’t work the same way. You begin to be able to

sense the old enemies of your sect. You gain the Unseen

Status Sense Merit, applying to mages (or, if you already have it

The Guardians of the Labyrinth gain Status through find- applied to mages, to werewolves. If by some freak circum-

ing relics, discovering what relics do, and using them against stance you have both, you can apply the new Merit to any
their ancient enemies. one other kind of supernatural being).

e e e You've spent so long doing research that it’s second
nature to you. You get +1 on Academics-based dice pools
pertaining to relics and archaeology.
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Every night the sun dies; every morning it rises again, and will do so until the end
of the world. In Egypt, the great beetle Khepri rolled the new sun back across the sky;
Amon-Re shone with brightness and power and died at the end of the day, to be reborn
again. In the same way, the Phoenix, so the legends said, immolated itself at the end of
its life only to be reborn from its own ashes, never to die.
It was in Egypt that two sects of soldiers were born, two cults that were charged
from a time before memory to fight the forces of the dark. By night, the Cult of Set
protected the people; by day the Cult of the Phoenix fought the forces of evil.
In time, the Cult of Set became compromised by the creatures it was fight-
ing. It vanished, leaving only the Cult of the Phoenix to patrol both day and
night. Although it was strong of spirit, its task became too much for its mem-
bers. One of the founders of the cult of the Phoenix fought to find a way to
keep his men fighting when lesser men reached the point of collapse. He
began to brew potions.
One night, he drank a draught of his first elixir and led his men into
battle. In the morning, he led his men into battle again. That evening, he
could still ight, and so he continued, for a week, and then a month, and
then a year, and after three years, three months, three weeks and three
days, the potion wore off and he died.
Another founder created a similar potion, but this one he tem-
i B pered with poison, that he would not be tempted to over drink as his
predecessor had done. And so, he drank a little and instantly died.
The third man took to prayer and self-discipline: he brewed that
poison-laced potion again, but made himself ready for it, and as he
drank, his faith changed the poison into sweet water, allowing the
power of the elixir to flow through him. And this is how the Cult
of the Phoenix Ascending from the Flames, the Ascending Ones,
gained their elixirs: poisonous to all but those who know the self-
. discipline necessary to transform the poison into a powerful trans-
ormative concoction.

Their cult continued, strictly regimented. Its form changed
little from century to century. They fought the monsters that
made their home in the Middle East. They ranged across the Ro-

man Empire, and they continued through the rise of both Chris-
tianity and Islam. Both Christ and Muhammed had a profound
effect on the Ascending Ones. The strict hierarchy of the Ascending
Ones fit well with the hierarchical, paternalistic structure of these ear-
ly religions, and although the mystic tradition survived in Europe, many
of the Ascending Ones in the Middle East became Muslim or Christian,
seeing the phoenix as either a parable of Allah’s mercy, or as a represen-
tation of the Son of God rising from death.
As time went on, the Ascending Ones became adept at brewing
and distilling not only their own poisoned brews, but others, too. Realiz-
ing that if they were to be able to support themselves as hunters, they had
to find a means of reliable cash, they became among the earliest traders
and cultivators of opium in the Middle East.
As the centuries wore on, the Ascending Ones waged a continu-
ing war against the monsters, with many cells supporting themselves
by manufacturing and trading drugs. As governments gradually made
narcotics illegal, so the Ascending Ones found themselves taking part
in organized crime, even while trying to defend the human race from
the monsters. It manages to be a hard line to walk: to do battle against
the darkness, it seems sometimes necessary to cloak oneself in shadow.

The Enemy

The Ascending Ones protect the human race twice over.
They protect the people from the monsters, fighting the crea-
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Our war is eternal.
Our sacrifices,

tures off or talking them out of slaying. And they protect
them from the knowledge of the monsters, making sure no
one knows what they do.

ceaseless.
Drink this,
and be ready.

Also, the Ascending Ones don’t operate in a vacuumy;
sometimes business (and all the trouble that their kind of
“business” brings) gets in the way. The small-scale hierarchy

Although organized roughly along military lines, the they use, where a small pyramid structure operates in a given
Ascending Ones aren’t just obsessed with killing, however. region with little reference to other areas, often means that
Sometimes they try to “save” the monsters, converting them  Ascending Ones don’t necessarily have any way to share in-
-\

to the true faith, or trying to talk them out of disastrous cours-
es of action, since they recognize that not all supernatural be-
ings are necessarily dangerous to humans.

Sometimes, the Ascending Ones become aware of a war
brewing between the creatures, and adopt the practice of
Sulha, the ancient Arabic form of diplomacy, where one man
serves as a moving intermediary between two factions, travel-
ing from one side to the other until he can get a solution. It’s
incredibly risky and doesn’t often succeed, but even when it
doesn’t, it buys time for the hunters’ friends to prepare to deal
with things in a less diplomatic way.

Given that sort of contact, one might think the Ascend-
ing Ones are highly knowledgeable about the creatures they
fight, but it isn’t necessarily so, since the issues they deal with
rarely go on any level beyond the personal: an Ascending One
might well understand what makes an individual magician,
werewolf or vampire tick, but that doesn’t mean he knows any-
thing about their society or even necessarily their powers.

formation with their counterparts in other areas or countries.

Hunters

You're the imam from an inner-city Islamic community.
You care deeply for the people in your care, and this, more
than anything, is why you allowed yourself to take a small part
in the Ascending Ones’ rigid hierarchy. If lives are saved, you
are at peace with risking yourself.

You left Bosnia as soon as you could, because God had
abandoned you and everyone else there. During the war, you
saw terrible things, not all of them human. They made you
part of the cult back then, and you thought you’d escaped all
that, but no — they found you again.

You are an initiate into the seventh level, admitted to
the third Gate, keeper of the Draught of Hermes. And in your
day job, you're an accountant. You like all the weird Egyptian
mysticism shit. You like drugs. You like the adrenalin rush.
It’s a good fit.

STRREOTYPES

Ashwood Abbey:
tries everything.

I'1l tell you about a regular customer I have. He
Sometimes even gets it in bulk,

if I can supply

it. Pays up front every time. And sometimes, he goes out hunting. For
fun. I don't know & single other person, human or not, whom I hold in
so much contempt. But/I'd still take him on the hunt with me. He's a
demon incarnate.

Null Mysteriis: I spent a week hunting a Djinn alongside a man who
inquired endlessly into the truth behind things, but who 4id not want to
believe in the very existence of the creature he was pursuing. He died
8till trying to deny the thing that was killing him. Futile.

Lucifuge: When this first began for me, I wasn't aware of what else was

out there. But it's true: the end does justify the means, and if there
are those who admit kinship with Shaitan himself - if only to destroy
the works of evil - then so be it. We will even work alongside them.

But when the work is done, if any survive,
monsters to Hell. It is the only way.

Aegls Kai Doru: I have dealt on occasion with a woman who collects things
of power, and uses them to destroy things of evil. She's righteous, but
she understands neither true religion nor the realities of this world
we live in. And so, she is weak.

they must follow the other




When your brother was shot in a drive-by, you swore
you’d never get into dealing, and you’d get out of the old
neighborhood. You're still here, and you’re dealing, just like
your brother did, but you’ve got a reason to stay. They tell
you that if you're a dealer, you’re a parasite. Maybe you ruin
the lives of the kids, but it’s the only way you can get togeth-
er enough time and money to save them from other things.
There are worse things than drugs and gangs and dealers.

You met her in rehab. Rehab wasn’t working for you, and
she knew that. She said she had another way. A way to turn
your body into a crucible, and in it your will could transform
your addictions into a secret strength. Of course, she didn’t
tell you the cost. The first time you battled the demons in that
warehouse, you were high as a kite. It would take practice, she
said, even as she stitched up the gash in your side.

< .
Factions
The Ascending Ones are so ancient and so widespread
that members of its various factions probably wouldn’t even
recognize each other as being part of the same notional or-
ganization. There are many factions of Ascending Ones, but
most are sub-groups or splinters of the three largest groups.
The Order of the Southern Temple, for example, grew
into, and out of, a Western mystical tradition. They use the
purported writings of Hermes Trismegistus as the trappings
surrounding the ritual creation of their elixirs, and adopt the
strictly hierarchical order of one of the traditional Western
occult groups, with its odd rituals and near-impenetrable
rites.
On the other hand, many of the Knife of Paradise main-
tain a strong militaristic and religious bent. Most are Chris-
tians or Muslims, through it features a strong contingent

of Jewish hunters, to boot. For them, the fight against the
monsters is a holy one, and they consider themselves Shurat,
or “having sold their souls to god.” They do not reject the
Egyptian mysticism, nor do they waste time squabbling about
religious conflicts within the conspiracy, instead forming a
syncretism where appropriate. Gnostic beliefs are not uncom-
mon.

The Jagged Crescent fund their efforts through drug traf-
ficking and gang crime. They’re predominantly urban in style
and attitude, and are mostly concerned with funding the ef-
forts of their brothers. (Many end up using what they sell,
too.) Of course, working the underworld is also a good way
to take care of the monsters — society’s darkest underbelly is
home to a whole host of inhuman parasites.

Status

Among the Ascending Ones, a hunter gains Status
through displaying endurance in the hunt, discipline and
strength of will. Willpower is a precious commodity among
those whose prowess depends on drugs.

® You have been initiated into one version of the cult
or another, and now know how to control your body
chemistry so that you can transform the poisonous elix-
irs of the Ascending ones into powerful drugs. You have
the option of spending Merit dots on the ability to im-
bibe Elixirs.

e e e You have access to some of the organization’s not-in-
considerable funds, equivalent to two extra dots of Resourc-
es, limited to use in the Vigil, however you conceive it.

eeeee You gain the services of an initiate in the cult,
equivalent to a three-dot Retainer.




TO: Alicia Magnum (a_magnumadcheirongroup.com)
FROM: Guwendolyn Barthes (g_barthesidcheirongroup.com)
i SUBJECT: Test Subject 77A-3

-
r

“Frankly, | don’t even know what it is,” Gwendolyn Barthes said, rubbing her temples with
her well-manicured fingers. Alicia Mangum, standing next to her in the sharp-angled pants suit,
took a gander at the clipboard.

“The researchers don’t seem to have a solid ideq, either. It bleeds. It has a heartbeat. It speaks
English. It had a pocket full of thorns when we brought it in, and we've seen that before.”

Gwendolyn finally started rummaging around in her purse, looking for pills. Bingo. Xanax. )
Happy. She dumped a couple into her hand and swallowed them dry. “Mm, thorns, right, right.” :
The socialite shuddered. “Any use for the thorns yet?” -

“Not so far, though there might be an enzyme in there to be used as an anticoagulant. We
actually might test them on the subject next, go past the monkeys and the rats and see how she

— er, it — reacts.” b
“Do you ever...” Gwendolyn’s voice trailed off.
Alicia knew where she was going. “Feel bad about this2 Absolutely. Right now, you look at L

the subject, and it looks like a young girl.” And she did. Socks pulled up high. Dirt-smudged
cheeks, round and ruddy. Big, broad eyes. A torn sundress. “She looks human, but then some-
times...well, you saw the video. Sad little girl in Cheiron cage one minute, but then you gas her
and it’s like, for just that one second, everything changes. Skin like autumn leaves. Weird litile
mushrooms all over her body And those eyes — hypnotic, really hypnotic.”

“She’s trying to speak.” Not that they could hear her from behind that heavy Plexiglas.
“What has she been saying?” e

“Same old, same old. ‘Let me out,” lots of begging, lots of pletic
But she’s not human Whole lot of thlngs out there that aren’t human, but they their uses,
just as she —

“It,” Gwendolyn corrected.

hat's the spic&t has uses, too.”

OQurs is not to reason why.
Ours is a fantastic pension
and health package,
however.




Back in 1999, European pharmaceuticals and medical conglomerate the Cheiron Group (TCG) engaged in a highly
publicized series of lawsuits directed against a number of individuals and groups — mostly religious in nature, mostly Ameri-
can — who had propagated in the media the story that the company was controlled by Satanic forces. The story had come
out of TCG’s logo, the head of a horned, bearded man wearing a laurel wreath and superimposed over a caduceus. Various
fundamentalists in the US misinterpreted the logo’s classical pagan imagery as being somehow occult, and further misinter-
preted “occult” as straight Devil worship. They gladly propagated the Satanic connection, at times even encouraging people
to boycott the conglomerate.

Cheiron cleaned up, and one US televangelist and several
small businesses ended up going bankrupt. TCG looked bit like
the bad guy in some of those situations, but the company’s
spokespersons maintained it was necessary. Cheiron and its
owned partners formed one of the foremost medical cor-
porations in the world. Cheiron itself has been dedicated
to affordable and effective medication for everything from
asthma to HIV since 1904. Weide GmbH is one of
the foremost producers of medical technology —
scanning equipment, radiotherapy resources
and dialysis machines, for example. Bar-
thes Incorporated produces neurology
equipment and puts millions each year
into research into medical prosthesis.

Jones-Klein-Beauchamp = manufactures
painkillers, and owns a number of well-
known brands of sweets and soft drinks.
The spokespersons pointed to TCG’s un-
matched record in the field of research,
and the high effectiveness of treatments
discovered by TCG’s researchers. Cheir-
on was a fundamentally benevolent busi-
ness, they said, and as such needed to pro-
tect its reputation.

The ironic thing was, the fundamen-
talists were about half right. There really is
something very fishy going on with the
Cheiron Group. =i

The central company, Cheir- oo
on Ltd, has been around for about
100 years. Company literature
describes the company logo *
as having been designed by
Cheiron’s founder, Edward
Barrett, in 1905. But if that’s
so, how come the logo ap-
pears on a sculpted medallion
above the door of an 18%-
century Masonic hall in Lon-
don? Why does that same
logo appear in a suppressed
book on forbidden religions
printed in Geneva in 16327
What is the logo doing en-
graved on the ornate hel-
met of a 15™-century suit of
Bavarian plate armor? And,
for that matter, why is it re-
peated perfectly as the motif
on the pediment of a sunken
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temple off Santorini, apparently lost well over 3,000 years ago
and only rediscovered in 1987?

Maybe the Board of Directors knows. Not that anyone
else can find out. No one knows for sure who the Directors
even are. No list of their names has existed since Edward Bar-
rett retired in 1921, and even then, he’s the only Director the
company has ever named. Even bearing in mind its successes
in the pharmaceutical field, how on Earth does a company
like Cheiron maintain such stellar stock prices without ever
having a name or a face at its head?

And then you have the activities of those TCG employees
who aren’t involved in developing, manufacturing or selling won-
der drugs and dialysis machines, the ones who get paid to investi-
gate supernatural phenomena and kidnap monsters, the ones who
contain the monsters, and the ones who experiment on the creatures
(using science that really shouldn’t work by any normal rules).

That, at least, is the one secret of TCG that the resources
of its “Field Projects Division” are party to: they capture the
monsters, and the monsters are turned into guinea pigs, ingre-
dients and spare parts. And then they pick up a more-than-
adequate paycheck at the end of the day.

And there are other, more dubious benefits, too. In an age
when most of the big companies are divesting their employees
and contracting them back as temps, TCG’s field resources
get a job for life, whether they want it or not.

Part of that is the contract. But a big part of that is the
surgery. In order to make their agents more capable of facing
down the creatures they have to catch for a living, TCG’s staff
doctors change them, replacing limbs and organs while adding
others, making them, in a small part, the monsters they get
paid to bring down. The man in the company car might have
a suite of special organs melded with his flesh, but he knows
that they are still company property. Cheiron owns him, liter-
ally, and there isn’t any way he’s ever leaving, even when he
goes and inevitably gets himself killed — the contract says
they get to render down his body in the R&D department,
t0o.

The Enemy

If anyone challenges a field resource working for Cheir-
on, she’s likely to mention “Directive 53.” She’s talking about
Safety Phrase 53 in an old EEC Council Directive (67/548/
EEC). Put simply, it instructs companies to avoid exposure
of the public to dangerous substances and to obtain special
instructions before using them.

The European Economic Community has been defunct for
years, replaced by the European Union, but still, TCG claims Di-
rective 53 as its mandate. It’s one of the first sections in the Field
Projects Division Handbook, a slim, plain brown paperback that
serves as the bible for Cheiron’s field resources.

The handbook purports to be a comprehensive guide to
procedure and a brief encyclopedia of Potential Assets (which
is TCG jargon for “any supernatural creature we can catch
and make use of in the lab”). The parts about procedure are
pretty limited in use. The parts about the monsters are all
but useless: vampires, it says, drink blood and are vulnerable
to sunlight. Werewolves suffer an extreme allergy to silver, it
says, and goes on to say that TCG doesn’t issue silver bullets.

The handbooks have no corporate insignia, no names of
authors, no ISBN numbers. It has the FPD’s own logo on the
front (a stylization of Cheiron the hunter’s bow and arrow).
At no point is the company mentioned by name. It’s always
just “the Company.” Eve y so often, one gets out into the pub-
lic sphere without any real effect. They're completely deni-
able. Even so, Cheiron agents do try their best to keep them
out of the wrong hands (read: anyone else’s), and kill to get
them back.Not that the handbook is all that useful. Cheiron
is a massive conglomerate, with vast resources, but for all that,
it’s no more efficient than any other mega-corporation. Fol-
lowing the handbook is a good way to be killed, or worse, and
quickly. Some of Cheiron’s more jaded members have suggest-
ed — anonymously — that it’s not that TCG is clueless. They
say it’s that TCG, for reasons never adequately explained, sees
fit to deliberately supply its field resources with inadequate
and inaccurate information.

The good news is that while the agents are prob-
ably better off not reading the handbook (but they had
better not throw it away — it’s still company proper-
ty), they do get almost free rein as to where they go
and what they do, as long as they fulfill their quota of
Potential Assets found and retrieved by the company.
TCG has a number of Dedicated Pickup Teams for this
very purpose, all on call for when field resources have
neutralized and secured Potential Assets. They make a
point of not picking up still-dangerous hostiles, howev-
er, and field resources who think that Dedicated Pickup
Teams are for getting them out of messes are in for a
shock. Given that most DPTs comprise three guys and
a van or helicopter, that makes a sort of sense.

Whether or not the capture of a Potential Asset works
toward a field resource’s quota really depends on whether
or not TCG’s R&D division considers it worth studying.
They have plenty of vampires and werewolves in contain-
ment, in various degrees of health, and if they want an-
other one, they’ll ask for it. On the other hand, agents
who send in something R&D has never seen before are in
for a pretty big bonus.

When it comes to the competition (read: other hunters),
field resources soon learn to make compromises and deals. Hav-
ing said that, more often than not, TCG field operatives have
no choice but to use whatever help they can get, while at the
same time denying their colleagues the kill. If they don’t make
their quotas, it’s not just their jobs on the line. Of course, no
one told them that when they signed the contract.

Hunters

Whoever you are, you didn’t necessarily start out working

for Cheiron. You could have been hired by Barthes Prosthet-

ics, or Allegra Pharmaceuticals, or Jones-Klein-Beauchamp

and its subsidiaries, or Weide, or any of a dozen or more other

companies. You thought you were taken on by a company

making X-ray machines, asthma inhalers or fizzy drinks. You
were in for a shock.

You were a stellar salesman and a fabulous PR executive.

When they offered you a commission-based post in Field Proj-




STRREOTYPRES

Network Zero: On a number of occasions now, information released on the

Internet has compromised potential avenues of profit. We recommend that all
field resources remain alert for members of the group responsible and take
measures to secure and/or destroy any recorded media that might result
from our fleld projects.

Loyalists of Thule: The Board of Directors requests that should any fleld

resource identify an individual behaving in the manner described in the
attached file, it is imperative that you retrieve any and all information
they hold, by any means deemed necessary.

Task Force: VALKYRIE: It has recently come to our attention that the
Americans do, as long suspected, have an agency of their own dedicated to
much the same purpose as our own fleld agents. The Board of Directors does
not consider them a threat; if it should happen that you encounter this
agency's operatives, however, we recommend you make every effort to secure
any Potential Assets and withdraw before your counterparts have succeeded
in their own mission. Avoid violent confrontation if possible.

Aegils Kai Doru: Our flles on the Aegis Kal Doru are restricted; however,
be assured that Field Research has been assigned to 1investigate .the
organization, and we are confident that our field resources will have some

progress on which to report shortly.

ects, you said, hell, why not? You should have read the small
print, pal. There isn’t a day goes by that you don’t wish you
were still behind a desk, glued to the phone.

You left the Marines some years ago, only to find that
your only communicable skill was the ability to shoot people
and pop eyeballs out with your thumbs. Cheiron hired you as
a “cleaner,” a man who tidies up messy situations: you didn’t
like it, but didn’t feel you had a choice at the time. Now the
only choice you have is whether you have nightmares about
being in Iraq or nightmares about the monsters.

You were a cleaner, too. An actual cleaner. With a mop.
A clerical error led to you (instead of someone with a name
with one letter different) getting transferred to Field Projects,
and you had the surgery before you figured out what was hap-
pening and they realized their mistake. Too late now. You
have parts of monsters inside you, a gun you don’t know how
to use and a handbook that’s worse than useless. You're in
trouble.

You were in Mergers and Acquisitions. No one knew that
you had a taste for torture, murder and Phil Collins in your
spare time. You got caught out by a Cheiron Field Projects
team. They realized you were a wholly natural monster, and
offered you a job. You took it, but it didn’t take long for you to
figure it out: this is not an exit.

Field Projects Divisions
TCG is vast, but within the Field Projects Division, re-
sources join one of the three main sub-divisions:

Retrieval agents make up most of the Field Projects Divi-
sion. They’re the ones who go out and hunt monsters, truss
them up and call in the DPTs.

Field resources working for Recruitment look for other
hunters to hire, and the best way to do that is to observe them
hunting. TCG has a terrifying attrition rate, and often loses
more hunters than it hires.

Field Research resources are basically spies. TCG is
highly interested in those conspiracies whose members have
access to unusual powers or equipment, and often sends agents
to seek them out, assist them on hunts and, if they can, poach
everything they can from them when the time is right.

Status

In the Cheiron Group’s Field Projects Division, you get
Status by getting results and sucking up to the boss.

® You have a handbook, and you’ve signed the contract,
meaning that at some point soon, they will have im-
planted something in your body, if they haven’t already.
You can spend Merit dots on the Thaumatechnology En-
dowment.

eee You have the clout to call for a small amount of
backup, equivalent to two dots in Allies (TCG Backup).

eeeee You've been given several massive pay raises,
equivalent to three dots (or three more dots, maximum
five) in the Resources Merit. Good luck finding time to
spend it.
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CHILDREN OF THE SEVENTH GENERAT

Every night, the soume drean.

A mowv walky along o bridge — some old Europearv
bridge like yow might fond i Prague or Warsaw ov
wherever — andehe’s not old-old, but maybe v his 505
Walks with a cone; a twisted piece of lacquered woods .
with o rabbity foot on theend, of it. Some gulls ovbit
overhead, complaining. It's maybe noontume. A bus S,
passes. A child laughs: I see v hot-aiv balloonw way up in
the sky just over thertirees and roofs. " P

And inthe dreamy; I know who-he is. Not his name;
no, but that he’s one of us '

o And I know it’sthe night of my 23 bivthdaovy.
And he walksg and suddenly he grips his chest;and
hiy nose buursty withs av splash of blood;, and he just leany
to-the right and topples off the bridge; dead.

- And that’s that.

I was made, ond he was cast into-.. %

Well, whevever it iy that we go- _

So- I wake up, ond every time I hawe the dreawny;, I finds
one of those little imps by the window, the thing with the
leathery wings and the ruby eyes, with ity mary mouthy
upow ity soft and sallow chest. Little talons scratching at
the glass: It begs me to-tortwre it to-bite it, el i, kick it.

I dow't. I didwn'Tt. 2
- But I want to- N

I hate who-I aun. '

Do me.

-

-
[




God may or may not exist, but the world has ample evidence that there is a Satan, a great Adversary, a deceiver, an ac-
cuser. As long as there has been free choice, so the Church says, Satan has sown his seed in humankind. Most Christians, Jews
and Muslims understand that as a metaphor. The agents of the Lucifuge know it’s more than that.

Every one of them believes that he or she is a literal descendant of Lucifer or some other Duke of Hell. The Bringer of
Light and his companions have always seen fit to take their pleasure with mortals, and about once
a century, the Devil has a son or daughter. They are exceptional people, prone to great evil —
and great guilt. They have children of their own; the bloodlines swell and bloat. Families move
and intermarry. The Devil’s mark seems sometimes to vanish over the generations. But the taint
. of Lucifér revives itself once every seven generations, almost without fail. A woman comes
il of age and finds herself visited by monsters. A man finds that he can call upon cold fires that
:f dance in his dreams. Another, visited every night by succubi who feed his desires and ask him
> his secrets, discovers that people who hurt him, betray him, or even annoy him suffer terrible
- accidents, whether he wants them to or not.
| Some of Lucifer’s children embrace their heritage. Some don’t. And the Luci-

fuge exiggs for those who would fight what they are. It began in ninth-century
# Milan: a gracious lady of noble bearing employed a cadre of genealogists and
fB ®0ccultists to list and follow the bloodlines of Lucifer across Europe, looking for
the Chfldren of the Seventh Generation, waiting for them to be born, follow-
ing them through their lives until they came into their heritage. When the time
came, the 13dy’s agents would give them an offer: renounce Satan and all his
\ * wiles and fight the forces of Hell. If théy refused, the messengers killed them, or
|
1

|
-

kidnapped them and made them agree with the lady’s wishes.
. The cabal of genealogists are still there; so are the messengers, but now
‘all of them are therﬁnselves Children of the Seventh Generation. Their head-
quarters are still in Milan, and their leader is still the same statuesque lady,
looking no different to how she looked in the year 853. The only name she
recognizes is the Lucifuge. She is the organization, she issues

the commands, she brings each new Child of the Seventh

Generation into her presence and reveals their destiny: to
stand against Hell and all its doings, whether they want to
or not.

The Enemy

The cadre in Milan checks genealogies and monitors
the news worldwide. It issues requests to the Lucifuge
sagents to scout out odd events or strange characters,
and sometimes asks the agents to find and

recruit (or kill) a new child of Lucifer
who has just come into his heritage.
But that’s as far as it goes. Milan tells

each agent who her 13 geographi-
cally nearest colleagues are, but
some of those could be hundreds
or thousands of miles away, partic-
ularly in the Far East, where the Lu-
cifuge has long failed to track down
many of Lucifer’s descendants.
Representatives of the Lucifuge,
perhaps unsurprisingly, have a much more
liberal approach to tracking down monsters
than some of the other organizations. In the
end, Lucifer is their enemy, and it’s apparent to
every agent that while the creatures of darkness

Hell is
® other people.

b




are, so the Lucifuge has said, the work of Satan, a creature of
Satan doesn’t have to be evil. Self-knowledge combines with
a reluctance to wade in with supernatural powers the agents
of the Lucifuge often hate using.

Most prefer to find out more about their quarries before
they destroy them, giving the monsters a chance to reveal
themselves as the Devil’s enemies (and thus stave off destruc-
tion). Many reveal themselves to be otherwise. Vampires exist
who claim they are descended from Belial. Some werewolves
devote themselves to spirits of vice. Many magicians traffic
souls with demons.

The Lucifuge’s followers have, unsurprisingly, a great deal
of lore concerning demons and angels. They’re ambivalent
toward demons. They hate them, but at the same time, many
agents have small demonic companions they loathe (and who
hate them in return), but who can only follow their orders.
Sometimes, devils follow them around like kids with crush-
es on their schoolteachers, accepting whatever punishment
the Lucifuge’s agents inflict with a kind of perverse pleasure.
Some agents of the Lucifuge can command devils and de-
mons. Some can banish them. Some can even call demons to
do their bidding.

Angels they fear. The Lucifuge’s library in Milan holds
vast tomes, categorizing and naming the messengers of the Di-
vine, ranging from the world-shattering cherubim and seraphim
to the enigmatic and contradictory gashmallim. Every so often,
one of the Devil’s Children runs into one of these bizarre be-
ings. Some of them are annihilated where they stand. Some are
transformed into equally weird things in their own right. Some
are freed of their infernal heritage. And some learn secrets.

The one enemy the Lucifuge’s agents don’t ever allow
to survive: the other descendants of Lucifer, the ones who
know exactly what they are and who are perfectly happy with
that, thank you very much. Some of them manage to get away
from the Lucifuge when they’re approached. Some never got

the message: the Lucifuge’s genealogists aren’t infallible, and
quite a few of the descendants of Satan fall through her fin-
gers. But it’s awfully funny how the ones the Lucifuge doesn’t
know about always seem to be the ones who end up loving
the darkness and claiming it for their own. They’re always the
ones who end up leading cults or becoming powerful diabo-
lists with great power. The guilty ones, the ones who don’t
want to be the Devil’s children, end up with the Lucifuge.
Some of the Lucifuge’s scholars mutter that someone would
almost think it was intended that way. None of them say it
to her face.

Hunters

You didn’t join the Lucifuge. You were born into it. It’s in
your blood, and you always knew it. A vast network of dusty
underground corridors below Milan, lined with scrolls and
books filled with innumerable family trees, reveals one simple
truth: Satan got around. His descendants can come from any
culture, any religious background, any ethnic group. There
are 666 agents of the Lucifuge, no more, no less. One dies,
another joins. One joins, an agent dies.

You came into your heritage on your 23" birthday, just
like most of your comrades, all 665 of them. You have the
power. Maybe you don’t know it yet. Maybe you’ve suppressed
them, driving them into your subconscious out of shame at
the dreams that plague you each night, trying to ignore the
weird things that happen to the people around you.

You're a young man from a Catholic family who overcom-
pensated for shameful recurring dreams of sex and death and
hellfire by taking holy orders, maybe even going the whole
way and becoming a priest.

You're a club cruiser who enjoyed crushing your enemies
and lovers. You had little evil friends who did whatever you
wanted to whomever you wanted. Most of them were human.
A couple were not. Then the others came to you and bound

STEREOTYPES

Long Night: Unexpected help came from a man who fought like nothing
I'd ever seen. After the vampire was dead, we talked. He had convictions
that...concerned me. I'd work with him again, but I'd be concerned not

to let him see what I can do.

Null Mysteriis: The scholars have been around for a long time in some
form. This lot are some of the worst. They're like puppies. They want
to know about you, they want to know about the monsters and the demons.
They never do anything. They just take photos, and draw sketches and type
notes into those little palm top things.

Ascending Ones: The ones with the drugs? They scare me. They're very
0ld, and they've got the same ultimate source as us, I think, only they
wouldn't dream of saying so. They seem to have embraced certainty. Which
is an easy way to fall right into Hell without even knowing it.

Malleus Maleflcarum: Oh, I know all about them. Don't go near them. They

might seek out the demons and witches,

and they might be on the side

of...righteousness, but they’'ll do terrible things, and burn those who'd

help them in the process.
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you in hellfire and took you to Milan, gagged and tied up,
locked in a crate; then they put you in a cell and brainwashed
you, and you repented, because you had no choice.

If you weren’t wracked with guilt and horror at what you
are when they found you, the straps and the electric shocks
and the other, less earthly tortures they inflicted on you made
you hate the demonic fragment of what you are, passionately,
so fiercely that all you can do is oppose it.

Factions

The Lucifuge isn’t organized enough to really have “fac-
tions,” as such. As far as structure goes, it’s the HQ in Milan
and the agents worldwide. Still, as time goes on, members
meet and communicate ideas, and some philosophies become
popular.

The Denial represent the most numerous of the Luci-
fuge’s agents. They’re the ones who believe that simply, the
Devil is the source of all evil, and they must renounce that
evil forever. They watch the monsters and witches they meet
to see if they too struggle with what they are. The ones who
aren’t committed to evil they leave be. The ones they recog-
nize as evil they destroy without any second thought.

The Reconciliation believe they’re doing the Devil’s
work. That is, by doing God’s work in destroying evil, they,
the children of Lucifer, are giving Lucifer the opportunity to
be redeemed, to be readmitted into Heaven; if Lucifer be-
comes one of God’s own, they say, Hell ceases to exist, and sin
and pain end forever. The Fall of Man will be reversed. This,

they say, is the Lucifuge’s destiny.

The Truth are the fewest of the Lucifuge’s agents. They
believe that the story told them about who they are and what
they should be doing is not the whole story. Who is the Lu-

: THE LUCTFUGE (CONSPIRACY)
g b

cifuge really, and why does she want this to be done? What
is she really up to? How come she’s 1,200 years old? Is she
Satan’s daughter? His consort? Or Satan himself? The Truth
are the ones who wonder. They fight the forces of evil because
they must, but what they really want is to know the truth
about their own organization and its founder. They exist in
secret within the ranks of the conspiracy — or so they hope.

Status

The Lucifuge doesn’t recognize ranks as such. Status
comes from successfully fighting monsters and gaining trust
among the other members of the organization.

® You have just joined the Lucifuge. At this level, you
have been taught that you have powers, if not how to
access them. You've bought into the philosophy of the
organization. You may have been to Milan once, but
mostly you receive instructions via telephone or email, if
you receive any at all. You may spend Merit dots on the
Castigation Endowment.

® e e You have defeated many terrible things. You've de-
veloped a reputation among your fellows for being able to
keep a secret. You're in regular contact with Milan, and
can visit there and consult the library any time you can
get the money for a plane ticket. You have access to two
extra dots of Resources, which can only be used for the
purposes of the Vigil.

eeeee You've met with the Lucifuge on a number of
occasions and she has even given you jobs to do, person-
ally. You might even have an idea who she might be, but
of course, if you're at this level, you’re never going to tell
anyone. The Lucifuge is a four-dot Mentor.
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@’ Walley kicks the thing through the bay window. 3t lands amid the glass, and it

. grrambles to get up, but Dottie’s already out there, pistol-whipping the thing back 0

'~ the sidemalk.

3ts head rolls around on bony shoulders. Cuts form and heal upon its face. 3ts ‘;

. tongue, A serpent’s tongue, whips oot and lashes at the air.

| «Fpiction notice,” the Padre saus — not that he's teally a priest, but he likes the

garb and claims his family was somechow related by cousin of a cousin to Pope John
Paul — and together he and Dottic drag the spitting lunatic into the trunk of the
Caddu.

“Pid 3 mention that the Power of Christ compels nou:” Dothic 5us with a mad
laugh, then slams the tronk shut.

@’ allen comes oUL — stepping night through the broken window, becaose, hell,
~ why not: — already dabbing at a rough gash across his head so the blood doesn’t tun
" into his tues. 3 sees the looks from his cellmates. “3’0C had worse, relax.”

“Fxplain to me why we can’t exorcise the thing agan:” Pottic sans, bouncing on
-~ the balls of her feet (she alwans Gees 50 excited during a raid). “YVe’re belicoers. Ae'te
part of the Aitch’s 33ammer. Ae go to confession. Let's give it @ shot, man.”

‘ «Pon’t be retarded,” Padre 5au8. “3 real priest has to do this. A real exorcist. 3t
~ isn’t about faith, it’s about the work. at’s about following the formula, about geeting it
" right. Ae¢'te Catholics, fine, but we’re not trained frcaking cxorcists over here. ¢ have
'~ pur Benedictions. ‘They haot theirs. Zocrubody wins.”

“The Padre has it right,” ©’#lalley saus, and he's about to sau something else
when the trunk starts thumping and the thing inside it sLarts gcreaming at them i Ara-
maic. @ Falley just sighs, and adds, “IVc’d betrer Go. The sooner we free this host
. fiom its demonic posseasor, the better”

“QAmen.” Dottic saps. “3'm driving.”

\




The idea of the Inquisitor, the Catholic witch-hunter of the Middle Ages, is potent: the grim-faced man with brands and
scourges, thumbscrews and chains, who burns, strangles and drowns innocent and guilty alike to find the truth. It might be
easy to sigh in relief: these things don’t happen anymore, do they?

Of course they do. There are still witch-hunters, still empowered secretly by the Church. The Inquisition has become

the somewhat more benevolent Congregation for the Doctrine of the Faith. The witch-
hunters remain, in the form of the Malleus Maleficarum, the Hammer of the Witches, the
Shadow Congregation.

In the 15" century, Heinrich
Kramer and Jakob Sprenger pub-
lished a book, a guide to witch-

hunting, bearing the name Mal-
OL leus Maleficarum. It proved
influential enough to bring
about the painful deaths of
thousands. Within a few
years, the Pope had con-
demned it as heretical. It
didn’t stop people using
it, but even so, it seems a
little strange that only 80
years later, Pope Paul III
gave a group with the same
name as the book the power

to hunt the manifestations of

Satan. Although not a secret,
this Malleus Maleficarum’s founda-
tion wasn’t really public, either, slipped

in as it was on the end of the same regimini
militantis Ecclesiae that empowered the Society of
Jesus, a wholly different organization with its own
uneven reputation.

Why did Pope Paul found an organization based
on a heretical book? Conspiracy theories abound

about practically every major and not-so-major event
in Catholic history, and this is no exception. Some theo-
/ ries say Paul was following some private agenda of his own;

/ others reckon that the organization was founded as a dummy in

/ order to make some kind of point, directed at the Pope’s enemies.
That larger things were at work seems fairly apparent, but pos-
sibly only three people alive today know that the true founder of the

Malleus Maleficarum was a man named Ambrogio Baudolino. Bau-

dolino was exceptional in many ways. He was clever enough to gain the
ear of his Holiness, despite not being anything more than a provincial
bishop. He was talented enough to convince the Pope to set up the Mal-
leus Maleficarum and think it was his own idea. And most of all, he
knew about vampires. He had, in fact, been the slave of a vampire for
many years, and — more evidence of his extraordinary character — had
managed to break free and destroy the creature that had controlled him.
Baudolino’s dearest wish was that no one would ever have to suffer what
he had, ever again. Baudolino gained quiet control of the organization
from its very first night. He fed the newly minted witch-hunters enough
information for them to find another vampire practically every time
they went out.

Although the vampires learned to hide when they saw the witch-
hunters coming, the Malleus Maleficarum’s war continued, and still
continues, right up to the present day. Originally, all the Shadow Con-
gregation’s members were monks and nuns, but during the 20 century,

Holy Bible
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HERESIES MUST Ba MAET
WITHOUT MERCY.

this restriction relaxed as monks became rarer. Now they even
accept lay members, and have high-ranking contacts within
many world governments and police forces, meaning that
even though they don’t technically have any jurisdiction, of-
ten police officers and medical professionals find themselves
seconded to groups of Malleus Maleficarum witch-hunters.

Even so, the methods haven’t changed much. The Mal-
leus’ witch-hunters live hard, ascetic lifestyles and devote
themselves to prayer and meditation. There really isn’t any-
thing else in their lives apart from the hunt, although they
make a point of supplementing their ranks with other hunters
from other organizations, particularly if these companions are
Catholics.

Grim-faced, they set themselves against the horrors of
the world, and use the most vicious methods they know of
to defeat them. If, now and then, an innocent suffers or dies
while a witch-hunter is about his business, it’s regrettable, but
the greater good must be served.

The Enemy
This conspiracy’s knowledge of the living dead is deep

and wide, but has some significant omissions. While the Mal-
leus Maleficarum understands that vampires have a society
of sorts, its details are of no importance to the organization,
since it doesn’t really help in destroying them, except in the
most general terms. It’s useful to know that one faction is pa-
ternalistic and traditionalist, another is radical, a third has
adopted some kind of heretical Christianity and a fourth wor-
ships Belial, but that’s as far as it goes. They know that crosses
and holy water don’t usually work, and they know vampires
fear sunlight and fire.

On the other hand, while they know a vampire’s blood
can be addictive and that to drink from a vampire’s blood
makes the drinker in danger of losing her will to the vampire,
they don’t know that under certain circumstances, a human
who drinks from a vampire’s blood can become immortal.

Baudolino knew that all too well, which is why he kept
the fact from his followers and excised it from the records. His
secret was — is — this: he’s still around. Growing old, Padre
Ambrogio began to use his witch-hunters to procure vampire
blood for himself.

And so he remained alive, and is still alive today, not
looking one day over 60. Officially, Padre Ambrogio isn’t in
charge of the Malleus Maleficarum: he died back in 1601, ac-
cording to the records. Unofficially, Ambrogio Baudolino still
controls the witch-hunters, and tries to maintain a drink of
vampire blood every few days, each time from a different vam-
pire, shortly before it dies. A handful of members of the Shad-
ow Congregation know of the existence of Baudolino; even
fewer know about the Lucifuge. The handful who know about
both try not to talk about the meetings this ancient man and
equally ancient woman have in Milan, once a decade.

After the vampires, the next nearest thing to a preoc-
cupation is the question of Satanic magic: the Malleus Ma-
leficarum has a large, detailed and occasionally even accurate
bestiary of demons and devils. Warlocks earn some of the Mal-
leus Maleficarum’s attention. The witch-hunters don’t strictly
look for other monsters, but that doesn’t mean they don’t find
them and try to destroy them when they do find them.

Certainly, the miraculous powers that the witch-hunters
exhibit work against anyone they see fit to point them against.

STRREOTYPRES

The Long Night: It's lamentable that so many who should be in the bosom of
Mother Church have fallen into such grievous heresy. They don't trust us,
but sometimes, the enemy of our enemy is the best ally we can have.

The Union: We're well aware of groups of perfectly ordinary people who
band together for mutual defense. Some of them are good Catholics, who
willingly help us if called upon, and even bring their friends. They're
foot soldiers for the Lord. Sometimes, they're the best resource we have.

The Lucifuge: Documents describe a figure called the Lucifuge being
active over the course of centuries. It's a hereditary title, evidently.
She named herself after a Duke of Hell. But what puzzles me 1is why her
agents should be so efficient at rooting out and destroying the very
demons they should be worshiping. I am really rather curious. Problem is,
the Cardinal has forbidden further investigation. It's most vexing.

Task Force: VALKYRIA: They don't think we know about them. But as long
as some of them keep coming to confession, we'll know everything they do.
Of course, violating the sanctity of the confessional is not something
we do lightly. I hate doing it. Hate it. But...God demands 1it.




Hunters

You're a Catholic priest, trained as an exorcist. Your faith
began to shake before you joined the Malleus Maleficarum.
To be honest, it’s still shaky, but you haven’t had time to think
about things enough for it to bother you.

You'd just come out of seminary when you discovered
your brother had been murdered by something not wholly hu-
man. You investigated further, only to find that someone else
within the church was investigating his death, too. You asked
so many questions they came and gave you a job.

You're an academic theologian who discovered that vam-
pires existed, through evidence that survived, hidden through
the centuries. Before you could publish your findings, the Mal-
leus Maleficarum made you an offer you couldn’t refuse.

You're a general practitioner whose children both died
in circumstances you don'’t like to talk about. The way you
killed the thing that did this to them impressed a senior
witch-hunter who pulled strings to make you his apprentice
in the order.

You're a construction worker by trade and a married man,
but first and foremost, you're a good Catholic. Which is why,
when you saw someone attacking your priest one night as you
headed home from the bar, you weighed in. Turned out that it
wasn’t a guy, it was an “it.” Although slightly drunk, you still
beat the stuffing out of it, and watched it crumble to dust. A
week later, you got a new job. You work nights more than you
used to.

Brotherhoods and Orders

Within the Malleus Maleficarum, several unofficial sub-
groups exist, each with its own methodology and focus.

The Order of St. Longinus was named after the original
bearer of the Holy Lance. The Malleus Maleficarum knows
perfectly well that some vampires venerate St. Longinus (al-
though the specifics are something of a mystery), and it’s not
an accident that the most dedicated and ruthless vampire
hunters in the Malleus name themselves after the old saint.

On the other hand, the Order of St. Ambrose comprises
scholars and detectives who work slowly and methodically
toward finding solutions to dangerous problems, which often
brings them into conflict with witches and sorcerers (who of-
ten possess knowledge that could lead to the solutions sought
by the order).

The Brotherhood of St. Athanasius, conversely, repre-
sents a militant wing favoring swift, violent solutions to prob-
lems. The Ambrosians hit the books and sift the evidence. The
Athanasans break out the guns and the firebombs. They need
each other, but that doesn’t stop the nigh-constant infighting.

Status

The Malleus Maleficarum grants Status to those who
have a good track record in defeating and/or destroying mon-
sters, specifically vampires.

® You've been initiated into the Shadow Congregation.
You have access to the Library of Benedictions, and have
the option of spending Merit dots on Benediction rites.

® e e You gain respect among Catholics wherever you go,
without even saying who you are. You gain one extra dot

in Status (the Church).

eeeee You have access to the Church’s ample coffers,
equivalent to three dots in Resources specific to dealing
with the hunt.
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The sun rose bright up over the small concrete bunker. Rolls of
dust blew in across the driveway. Charlie Galveston - clad in the urban
camo of his Special Forces gear - lay hunkered down in a ditch, his eye
pressed to his rifle’s scope. His team lay a few feet away, their eyes

to their rifles. 2
"What's the story?" came an all-too-familiar voice - a man in a

dark suit and dark sunglasses hopped down into the ditch. He was all
smiles.

"Hey, Suit," Galveston mumbled.

"Hey, SWAT," the man in the suit - Agent Roger Crick - said, way too
cheery for 7:00 in the morning.

1 "This ain't your bag of tricks, Crick. We got a cult. They're mili-
tary minded. Loaded down for war. Got their slippery eel fuck leader in
there, too, and he's got a handful of hostages."

"Right, right," Crick said. "Billy 'Carolina’ Castle. It true he can
take a licking and keep on ticking?"

"That's not him," Galveston said, growing irritated. "That's Wayne
Krebbins you're thinking of, and he's not a cult leader, he's a goddamn
serial killer."

"Oh, sure, sure, the slasher. Mister Castle can do.what, now?"

"I dunno. Hypnotize people or some crap. We've never confirmed it."

"Right, yeah. You hoping to get a clean shot? Those windows are
boarded up pretty nice."

Galveston pulled away from the scope. "The scope's on requisition.
Sees right through the wood. Listen, Crick, why don't you head home?
This isn't your scene. You don't like to get your hands dirty, and at
some point soon this is going to get messy." " ;g

"I've a job to do." lﬁ.
"Job? You don’'t have to do a goddamn thing but leave me and my men ' -
to do their work." L
"See that? In the distance?" » ¥

Crick pointed. Galveston followed the finger and saw a tiny glinting
object on the horizon, and behind it, a billowing plume of dust.

"What the hell?" Galveston asked.

"That's the Channel 9 news van. Once they get here and get a sniff
of what's going on, someone's going to broadcast something, and before
you can say 'Branch Davidians,' you're going to have an army of media,
police and the FBI up your ass, including those headcases from VASCU.
Do you want that? I don't want that."

Galveston's throat tightened. "No. I don't want that either."

"Good!" Crick opened his jacket - and instead of a gun in a holster, W
he had three syringes that caught a band of light from the bright sun.
"Then let me do my job while you do yours. The news won't be bothering
you today, old friend."




Fact: in December 1927, the US Army raided a number of coastal towns in Massachusetts. The towns no
longer exist. Their inhabitants vanished. Fact: in 1947, an unidentified object crashed near a USAF base in
Roswell, New Mexico. Government agents waded in to clear things up. Fact: in November

1963, John E Kennedy was assassinated. The US Government’s investigation seemed

reluctant. Fact: in the 1960s and 1970s, the Zodiac killer stalked northern California. No

one ever caught him. Still, the killings ended. Fact: in August 1997, Princess Diana’s car

crashed under mysterious circumstances, killing Diana, its driver and the
industrialist she was dating at the time. Was the People’s
Princess really the intended victim? You could go back

further. Who shot Abraham Lincoln?

Conspiracy theorists would have you believe there is a great agen-
cy behind all of these events. They don’t know for sure, of course.
Task Force: VALKYRIE knows. They know the truth about Diana
and the precise location of the Roswell pilot’s grave. They know who
didn’t shoot Kennedy. And they know about vampires, werewolves,
demons and ghosts.

It began in 1865, when a hastily organized unit of gov-
ernment men (led by a man named Gordon West) failed
to rescue Abraham Lincoln from the clutches of a
\\ creature from outside any human frame of reference.

b, Realizing that for the good of the Union, they had
' to cover up the President’s death, they

enlisted a look-alike, and

without the hapless
man’s knowledge, hired
John Wilkes Booth to
follow him to the theater
and do the deed before
anyone noticed the dif-
ference. Ever since then,
they've been protecting the

US against supernatural agencies
and hiding the evidence. They’ve always
operated outside the usual structures of
They were reformed as Task
Force: VALKYRIE in 1944 by

.e Joint Chiefs of Staff, with-

out the President’s knowledge,

when it became apparent that

some prominent Nazis had been

o paranormal entities. Between

June 1944 and April 1945, TFV

" joined US and British forces in the
invasion of Europe. Armed with little

more than their wits, their fists and

their guns, the newly minted task force
hermaphrodite Nazi magicians, two packs

| of man-eating werewolves, dozens of walking
dead men of various kinds and more vampires
than they suspected could have existed. Half
the time, these “extra-normal entities” (ENEs),
weren’t fighting for anyone but themselves, but it

the US government.
4\
- driven to allying themselves with
defeated and captured a cadre of bizarre
didn’t matter. They were a threat, and the men of TFV

VALKYRIE C(CONSPIRACY)
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were far too interested in such things to let them go just be-
cause they weren’t fighting the allies.

Things kicked off then. After the Roswell incident (an
early triumph for VALKYRIE’s disinformation policy), TFV
managed, effectively, to disappear. Its mission is to protect the
USA from extra-normal forces. A handful of people at the
top level of government know it exists. The President isn’t
one of them.

Every story of sinister Men in Black who cover up para-
normal events, every account of black-clad, heavily armed
Special Forces operatives who descend from black helicopters
and make people vanish, every supernatural or UFO conspir-
acy theory comes right back to TFV. It really is the conspiracy
that keeps the people blissful in ignorance.

Or it’d really like to think it is. The fact is, it’s still a gov-
ernment agency, and just like every other government agen-
cy, the Task Force suffers from nepotism and incompetence.
Sometimes it’s at a level that endangers the men and women
in the field. Intelligence gatherers are often as lazy as those
foreign-posted CIA men who get their intel from watching
the news. They’ve got a wide base of information about any
number of ENEs, but a mountain of red tape and clearances
to get through before it’s readable.

And then there’s the budget. Obviously, TFV is a black
budget agency, but that only leads to certain irregularities,
such as TFV having a budget a fraction of the size of ATE, let
alone the FBI . So how can it afford the black helicopters, or
that enormous underground facility in Arizona (the one you
think you know about in New Mexico is as flimsy as a movie
set) and the astoundingly well-funded R&D department?

And if TFV’s remit is to protect the US people from
ENEs, how come so much field work involves observation and
kidnap rather than straight fighting? Why has it got so many
ENE:s stored away in that underground prison? Why do field
agents who get close to certain secrets find their assighments
changed without warning?

Maybe there’s something else going on. TFV has a shad-
owy history, but what if that’s just a fabrication? What if none
of this is true? What if it’s all really just a cover for something
else entirely? Perhaps TFV’s masters have a more compre-
hensive plan, which their agents don’t need to know. On the
other hand, perhaps the agency is compromised. Perhaps TFV
is working for the very monsters its agents seek to defeat.

But then, that’s just paranoia.

The Enemy

TFV has a firmly set procedure for dealing with most
ENEs: report, observe, assess, report again, neutralize or call
for backup.

Having said that, few agents stick closely to procedure
when in the field. A snarling, shapeshifting beast who's just
realized he’s being observed isn’t going to wait until the agents
have assessed, reported and taken action. TFV’s strict cell-
based structure might technically require approval up the
chain of command before breaking out the Advanced Armory,
but often agents are blasé about exploiting the seemingly lim-
itless budget. Having said that, agents who get too blasé have

been known to end up in an offshore prison facility, wearing
an orange jumpsuit and not knowing their own names.

TEV possesses big guns, but has to balance its use of
astonishing gear with the knowledge that it can’t allow the
public to know it exists, let alone the other conspiracies out
there.

Hunters

You investigated suspicious packages for the US Postal
Service. After a while, packages started coming your way that
defied explanation. You kept your head, went above your su-
periors’ heads and, when the monsters came, got out alive.
The next thing you knew, you’d been recruited by TFV. The
SWAT gear’s heavy, but it works. The gun isn’t a gun at all,
it...makes this sound. You’re in deep. Holy shit.

You're a veteran of Special Forces. One time in Kabul,
you saw things that they frankly hadn’t trained you for. You
dealt with it, though, and kept the details from your CO. But
somehow TFV knew about it. You were back in the US within
a week and working in the field in the mainland US in a black
suit and tie. It’s good to be home.

You worked for the EPA, investigating health risks. You
found some truly bizarre substances out there (like the greasy
mold that grew in strange mandalas), all weird enough for
TEV to give you a job, just so you could sign the piece of paper
that said you weren’t going to tell.

You were an agent of the FBI. And you knew all about
UFOs. You didn’t stick your nose in too much — not like that
idiot in your office with his “the truth is out there” bullshit —
but you kept a secret file. One day, it was deleted from your
computer. The next day, you'd been transferred.

Departments

TEV divides itself into special units and departments,
many of which work closely in the field with ordinary agents.
Although departments such as Containment and R&D have
essentially closed membership (which beggars the question:
how do they recruit?), field agents can apply to join any of
the following:

Project TWILIGHT concerns itself with the doings of
ENEs classified as P (Para-human) and S (social), the ones
that are near human or post-human and seem to operate
in covens, cults, conspiracies or other underground societ-
ies. They’re mostly field agents. They recognize that taking
down one SP/ENE won’t necessarily resolve the threat posed
by their respective conspiracies, and dedicate themselves to
information gathering and more circumspect activities. Some
go deep cover.

Agents attached to Operation FORT dedicate them-
selves to understanding extraterrestrial and extra-dimensional
phenomena. They’re interested in aliens, but they also inves-
tigate fairies, demons, ghosts and alien entities that evidently
hail from some other-dimensional source. They're the least
scientific of TFV’s agents, drawing a lot of their methodology
from folklore and religion. They’re often nearly as cranky as
the civilians who bang on about conspiracies.

Operation ADAMSKI gets its name from a notorious
hoaxer who convinced many that he was in regular contact
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STEREOTYPES

Network Zero: We've been monitoring Network Zero since late 2004. It doesn't
pose a threat to our work - its efforts to publicize the existence of ENEs
have been largely deniable. Several ADANMSKI operatives are on their case.
We advise observation with a view to recruitment or instrumentalization
of connected individuals.

The Union: Vigilantes have always been an issue when dealing with ENEs,
but in early 2002, we became aware of a vigilante organization with a
recruitment base on the Internet. Politically, several prominent members
are suspect. Files are avalilable, should you wish to see more information.
Some may be useful, however, inasmuch as they can save on valuable
resources in terms of finding ENEs, and c&n if necessary be given to the
authorities for arrest, should collateral damage ensue.

The Cheiron Group: Project: TWILIGHT has been monitoring the activities
of the Cheiron Group and its related consortia since 1986, when a number
of VALKYRIE agents collided with a cadre of Cheiron Group employees on
& routine clean-up operation. We were unable to capture them alive,
but examination of their bodies revealed unusual surglical modifications,
apparently derived from ENE tissue. Efforts to infiltrate the Cheiron Group
have been so far unsuccessful, but we persist in our'efforts.

Malleus Maleficarum: We gained incontrovertible proof of the existence
of a dedicated ENE-hunting wing within the Catholic Church in late 1944,
It's efficient, well funded and supported by both the worldwide hierarchy
of the Church and the communities in which its divisions temporarily base
themselves. We would prefer that the Church does not know of our existence.
Agents are advised to avoid likely operatives of this organization, since
they pose a threat, and cannot easily be disposed of without gaining
unwelcome attention.

with beings from Venus. ADAMSKI operatives work in the ing what you’re doing, and you seem to get the worst jobs.
field, and it’s their job to hide the existence of ENEs by dis- Still, you have the option of spending Merit dots on TFV’s
seminating disinformation among people who are, frankly, Advanced Armory.

cranks. They distribute crudely faked photographs and foot-
age of alien autopsies and UFO sightings to people they know
will spread these stories around as gospel.

eee You've worked your way up through the ranks, ei-
ther through efficiency or through simply having the right
friends in the organization. You can call for a small amount
St atll‘i of backup for a difficult job, equivalent to two dots in Al-
] lies (TEFV Backup). You need to show results for it. Status

Status in VALKYRIE is an odd, uncertain thing, just
can go down as well as up.

like it is in any other government organization. Nepotism

and convenience play just as much a part in advancement eeeee You're probably too valuable to go into the field
through the ranks as merit. much these days, but when you do, you get the best kit,

the best vehicles and the best backup. You can call on
important government agencies if you get into trouble,
equivalent to three dots of Contacts, each assigned to one
Federal agency. Also, you know who shot JFK, and who
was really in that car with Diana and Dodi.

® As a new recruit, you now have a small chip implanted
in your shoulder or thigh, enabling you to operate VALKY-
RIE’s hyper-tech arsenal. You don’t get access to the best
equipment and backup, you don’t get told why you’re do-
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Endowments

Hunters are not supernatural creatures. They do not com-
mand the unholy powers of the night (although the case could
be made for the Lucifuge), nor do they possess inborn resis-
tance to injury or death. Around the world, the vast majority
of hunters face the supernatural armed with little more than
their wits, willpower and whatever supplies they can gather
from the local sporting goods store. Some hunters, though, by
dint of powerful backers or stores of ancient relics or a sup-
posed fallen angel in the family tree, have access to tools be-
yond those that ordinary men and women can acquire. Some
would argue that these tools make them every bit as unnatural
as the things they profess to hate — how much difference is
there, really, between a witch who calls down lightning from
the sky and a man who has implanted a swarm of insect mon-
sters into his body to use as a weapon? Others counter that to
destroy the monsters that hide in the shadows with any chance
of success, a hunter needs every edge he can get.

Endowments, unlike the powers of supernatural beings,
are not their own category of Trait. They are simply a new cat-
egory of Merit, and are purchased with Merit dots just like any
other (see “Merits” on p. 67 for the specifics of how each En-
dowment Merit works). Most Endowments have special rules
governing their use, and safeguards in place to keep members of
rival organizations from using them. These rules are discussed
in detail at the beginning of each Endowment’s description.

Advanced Armory

The elite agents of Task Force: VALKYRIE don’t trust
their lives to bizarre magical rites, weird relics, or freakish
biological modification. As befits the best of the best of the
United States Armed Forces, Task Force: VALKYRIE relies
on cutting-edge technology and advanced warfare systems to
eliminate its targets and keep humanity safe from the monsters.
From bullets that rip through ghosts as easily as human flesh
to rifles that spit lightning, the Advanced
Armory of VALKYRIE agents gives them an
edge over the creatures they hunt.

Task Force: VALKYRIE takes its op-
erational security very seriously. On recruit-
ment, all agents are implanted with a small
RFID chip, usually secured in the meat of

longer receiving the proper signal from their RFID chips, duti-
fully shut down and left the soldiers defenseless.

Certain Advanced Armory Merits are listed as “Renewable.”
The nature of modern warfare is such that a soldier chews through
supplies at a high rate: ammo is fired, grenades thrown, and so on.
Renewable Merits represent these expendable but vital pieces of
technology, which the Task Force supplies its agents on a regu-
lar basis. Each Renewable Merit’s description lists how often the
top brass will supply soldiers with fresh ammo, usually once per
chapter or once per story. Note that this resupply does not mean
the hunter automatically receives a new Endowment; Task Force:
VALKYRIE only replaces expended gear. If a sniper is normally
issued two magazines of etheric rounds (represented by two dots of
the Etheric Rounds Merit) but only expends one of them during
the course of a session, he only receives one replacement mag at
the start of the next session. Obviously, if a hunter does not begin a
session in a situation where he can be resupplied, he won’t receive
the replacements immediately.

Finally, remember that Task Force: VALKYRIE expects
detailed after-action reports from its agents and expects its
weapons to be used. Hunters with the bright idea of selling
off Advanced Armory gear and requisitioning replacements
should remember that VALKYRIE controls prisons that make
Fort Leavenworth look like Club Med.

Etheric Rounds (¢ or esess;
Renewable)

Produced in top-secret, experimental laboratories around

the country, these bullets have been bombarded with a cock-
tail of exotic, high-energy particles that infuse peculiar pseudo-
physical properties into the lead. Etheric Rounds are delivered to
field operatives in clear, plastic magazines (Task Force: VALKY-
RIE manufactures versions in every caliber and magazine style
currently on the market) and emit a faint blue light from their
tips. When fired, this light becomes as bright as a tracer round,
making concealment all but impossible. The bullet is actually
consumed by this light, which converts the metal into a pseudo-

HYPOCRISY

Endowments are weird. Endowments are monstrous
and, in many ways, inhuman. Does this make those

hunters who,use them inhuman? "Humanity" here
is in the eye of the beholder. Certainly too few
hunters recognize the hypocrisy in the act of
hunting the supernatural when they themselves
Just the same as

the hip or shoulder. All Advanced Armory
devices, unless specifically noted otherwise,
have a receiver programmed to recognize
the frequency of this RFID at close range. If
the signal is not detected, the device hard-
locks and will not function. While this keeps
VALKYRIE’s weapons from falling into the
hands of rogue hunters or, worse yet, the
enemy, it can also lead to tragic losses. One
strike team in Canada was completely wiped
out when the coven of witches it tracked
down cast a spell that disrupted electronic
communications. The team’s weapons, no |

wield preternatural gifts.
how many hunters track down cultists when they
themselves could be considered cultists of =a
‘different sort. Players and Storytellers may

recognize these 1ironies; hunter characters
often do not. This is part of what makes such
characters curiously flawed, .and it's also what
forces us to ask just what is it that defines
& hunter's humanness?
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etheric state that VALKYRIE scien-
tists believe to be a heretofore undis-
covered “fifth state” of matter.

Function: Etheric Rounds allow
the hunter to inflict normal firearm
damage against manifested ghosts,
spirits and other incorporeal entities.
They don’t count as blessed items (see
The World of Darkness Rulebook, p.
214), and thus inflict lethal rather than
aggravated damage. Etheric Rounds
can be used against corporeal targets as
well, but the attack suffers a -1 penalty,
as the pseudo-etheric harmonics are
less disruptive to living tissue.

Special: The Etheric Rounds
Merit is Renewable; for each dot
the character has in this Merit, Task

ORDNANCE REQUISITION

Task Force: VALKYRIE is a small agency, and
its equipment 1is highly unique. Most military
units or departments supply their agents with
needed ' equipment. - Here, though, TFV's budget
isn't robust and the gean 1is rare. What the
player buys, the character has; the agency's
hunters need to be self-reliant in this regard.
That said, as an optional rule at the end of a
story, a VALKYRIE agent can "trade in" one plece
of . Advanced Armory back to the agency. Doing so
gets him half the experience points that would
be spent on the item (the Bleeder, below, is
a two-dot Merit and would necessitate 6 total
experience points to purchase, so trading it in
earns the hunter 3 in return that could then be

Force: VALKYRIE supplies him with
one clip of Etheric Rounds for a spe-
cific weapon type (e.g. MP-5, Glock
19) every session.

A character may purchase multiple instances of Etheric
Rounds, each specifying a different weapon. For example,
an assault team leader might have Etheric Rounds (AR-15)
eee and Etheric Rounds (P90) ee; every session, he has
three magazines’ worth of etheric ammo for his AR-15 and
two magazines for his P90.

Etheric Rounds, unlike most Advanced Armory Mer-

its, can be used by anyone, even if they lack a Task Force:
VALKYRIE RFID chip.

Witch Buster ()

Many of the creatures Task Force: VALKYRIE hunts
display an unusual degree of sensitivity to psychic phenom-
ena. Witches seem to be the most adept at this sort of thing,
displaying an uncanny knack for poking their noses into su-
pernatural affairs that should be invisible to mere mortals. As
witches are also among the most difficult antagonists to iden-
tify, VALKYRIE scientists developed a sort of psychic booby
trap to identify potential hostiles. Official rules of engage-
ment state that the “witch buster” is to be used to flush out
known quarry that has gone to ground, but field teams often
engage is a game variously referred to as “wizard baiting” or
“fishing for Potters,” in which a witch buster is set up in a
public but discreet location and anyone who drops by to have
a look is tagged and monitored. Ever since a Glaswegian cell
went a little off the reservation back in ’98 and just started
killing everyone that poked around the witch buster, this tac-
tic is expressly forbidden by VALKYRIE doctrine.

Function: The witch buster is roughly the size and shape
of a hockey puck, with a sticky adhesive backing that allows
it to be mounted on walls or ceilings. Powered by an ordinary
lithium-ion battery, the kind that can be purchased at any cell
phone store, the witch buster slowly but persistently leaks a
small amount of etheric energy — theoretically, not enough
to be harmful (although quite a few field agents swear oth-

spent on other Advanced Armory items).

erwise), but enough to register on a witch’s psychic radar. In
game terms, the witch buster triggers a witch’s Unseen Sense
Merit (see The World of Darkness Rulebook, p. 109).

Because their Unseen Sense Merit registers any type of su-
pernatural disturbance, mages are the most likely to perceive
a witch buster, but any character with an Unseen Sense Merit
relating to ghosts, spirits, or Twilight phenomena will sense a
witch buster. Supernatural powers or spells that sense distur-
bances in Twilight or detect ghosts or spirits will also register the
witch buster as an odd, not-immediately-explicable twinge.

A witch buster has eight hours of battery life before it
must be recharged. Three successes on an extended Intelli-
gence + Crafts roll, with each roll representing 10 minutes of
work, allows a hunter to tap into a building’s electrical wiring
and hook the witch buster in, allowing it to operate as long as
the building has power.

Etheric Goggles (¢¢ or e+e°)

Ghosts, demons, and witches all have the ability to pass
unseen by mortal senses. Even vampires, according to some
stories, have the ability to send their minds out of their cold,
dead bodies and explore the world in secret. With etheric
goggles, Task Force: VALKYRIE can bring the fight to them.

Etheric goggles operate on the same principle as the ether-
ic tracker (see p. 155), utilizing chemically treated lenses to
detect entities in Twilight. Until recently, they were standard
kit for field agents, but since a rash of psychosis among agents
who used them extensively in the early 2000s, top brass has
restricted their use.

Function: Etheric goggles look like slightly bulkier, more
complicated versions of the night-vision goggles employed
by the United States Armed Forces. In fact, etheric goggles
serve as perfectly functional night-vision goggles, allowing
the wearer to see perfectly — albeit in monochrome — in
pitch darkness (see the World of Darkness Rulebook, p.
140). Their primary use comes into play when the hunter flips




a pair of oddly purplish lenses down over the infrared light
source on the goggles’ brow, allowing the wearer to see objects
in Twilight as clearly as if they were manifested physically.
The process required to treat the lenses to render Twilight vis-
ible creates weird distortions of the physical world. While the
hunter is using the goggles to see Twilight objects, he suffers
a -2 penalty to Perception checks made to notice anything in
the physical world.

For four dots, a VALKYRIE agent may requisition a more
advanced model that can pick up trace etheric disturbances
left behind by incorporeal creatures after they pass. These
traces appear as a softly luminescent purple cloud that trails
behind a spirit or ghost, enabling it to be tracked. The trail
fades after 10 minutes per point of Power the spirit entity pos-
sesses. (In the case of beings that use the full nine Attribute
spread, such as a Twilight-walking witch, use the highest of
Strength, Intelligence or Presence.)

Etheric goggles have a battery life of six hours as a night vi-
sion device, or three hours when used to see Twilight objects.

The Bleeder (¢*)

Resembling nothing so much as a jackhammer with
a small satellite dish in place of the drill bit, the Bleeder is
one of Task Force: VALKYRIE’s newest developments. The
Bleeder is the latest in what VALKYRIE’s scientists refer to
as “crowd-safe” weaponry, designed to target and eliminate
supernatural threats, specifically vampires and their servants,
while presenting little threat to potential victims or bystand-

ers. Only recently moved out of the laboratory, the Bleed-
er has begun field-testing with a number of field ops teams
around the globe.

The Bleeder fires a focused microburst of energy in a
tightly constrained beam. Through processes not fully un-
derstood even by the scientists who discovered them, this
energy reacts violently with the quasi-biological functions of
the vampire’s blood, with the net result that it evacuates the
creature’s body, usually in a violent manner. Laboratory tests
have recorded results ranging from a minor leakage of the tear
ducts to vomiting. In some test cases, the blood actually shot
out of the subject’s pores in a fine red mist. While not entirely
eliminated, the weapon presents a minimal threat level to hu-
mans and natural animals, as they lack the critical metabiol-
ogy of vampire blood.

Function: The Bleeder is treated as a ranged weapon,
subject to all the normal rules for ranged combat. Attacking
with the Bleeder is a Dexterity + Firearms attack, with a +3
bonus to represent the weapon’s damage.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The Bleeder overloads and critical com-
ponents are thrown out of precise alignment. The wielder takes
one point of bashing damage from the electrical surge, and the
device is rendered inoperable until it is recalibrated. Recalibra-
tion requires five successes on an extended Intelligence + Sci-
ence roll, with each roll representing a minute of work.

Failure: As with an ordinary ranged attack, the target
suffers no damage or ill effect.



Success: Instead of inflicting damage
to the target’s Health, the “Bleeder” causes
a vampire, ghoul, or any creature that con-
sumes and stores blood in its own body to
lose one Willpower (or the equivalent)
per success rolled. This Willpower physi-
cally leaves the creature’s body in rivulets
or sprays of blood, with velocity and force
increasing with successes. If more successes
are rolled than the target has remaining
blood in its system, extra successes roll
over into lethal damage.

Exceptional Success: Not only does
the target lose a large amount of stored
blood, but it also suffers lethal damage
equal to one half the number of successes
rolled due to the violence with which the
blood leaves its body. Blood vessels liter-
ally explode; skin and muscle are torn by
the force of the exsanguination.

Special: The “Bleeder” does not have
quite the same explosive interaction with
non-vampiric blood, but the energy it
pours out can cause premature breakdown
of blood cells or the restriction of blood
vessels. Against creatures without a stored
pool of blood, the weapon inflicts intense
headaches and malaise: successes on an at-
tack roll are taken not as damage, but as
penalties to the target’s actions, to a maxi-
mum of -5 dice. The penalty lasts for five
turns and is often accompanied by a nose-

bleed.

Equalizer Grenade

(+++; Renewable)

The old phrase “monsters in human
skin” has its element of truth, but there are
things out there in the dark that hide behind
only the thinnest veneer of humanity. Some-
times, when a Task Force: VALKYRIE strike
team storms some unholy nightmare’s den,
what looks like a few hillbillies and drifters

DER | EQUALIZER GRENADE

FIRLD MODIFICATION:
THE BLEEDER

The Bleeder was designed to work on
vampires and other . nhemovores, and Task Force:
VALKYRIE scientists have had their greatest
successes on implementing the technology to

‘disrupt vampiric feeding. While not nearly

as reliable, a Bleeder can be fleld modified to
bleed the vital energy that empowers other

. supernatural creatures.

Action: Extended (five successesrequired; each
roll represents one hour of tinkering).

Dice Pool: Intelligence + Science; if the.
hunter performing the modification does not
have an Occult Specialty relating to some
type of entity that uses the newly targeted
form of energy, he suffers a -3 penalty on
the roll. :

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The Bleeder's components
overload and melt down into useless slag,
either due to user error or VALKYRIE security
safeguards.

Failure: No progress is made toward the
modification.

Success: Progress is made toward modifying
the Bleeder to target a different supernatural
energy source, such as the Essence used by
ghosts, spirits and werewolves or the mana
used by witches. A Bleeder will work against
any type of creature that uses the energy
to which it is attuned. A Bleeder cannot be
modified to target Willpower. An individual
Bleeder can only be set to bleed one form of
power at a time. In addition, the modification
reduces the weapon's damage rating to +1.

Exceptional Success: As above, but the weapon
retains its full +3 damage bonus.

turns into a wall of fur and muscle and savage sharp teeth. The
Equalizer grenade helps to level the playing field.

Studies performed on captured monsters of various classi-
fications have revealed a commonality amongst many: when a
living creature changes its shape, no matter the method behind
it, a surge of erratic brain activity buried deep in the sensory
cortex immediately precedes the change. VALKYRIE scientists
have speculated that this is the brain trying to process the senso-
ry overload of radical body morphism, but the truth is countless
vivisections have been unable to give any conclusive answers.
Nevertheless, VALKYRIE munitions experts were able to engi-
neer the equalizer grenade from the test data.

Function: Operating on the same principles that cause certain
patterns of brightly flashing lights to induce epileptic seizures, the
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equalizer grenade pulses in a pattern that causes focused microsei-
zures in that portion of the brain that seems to govern shapeshifting.
The grenade is harmless to humans, and in fact to anything not at-
tempting to alter its form, but the microseizures flood neural chan-
nels with “white noise” that effectively blocks shapeshifting.

Throwing an equalizer grenade is a Dexterity + Athletics
roll (see The World of Darkness Rulebook, p. 67). The grenade
has a “Damage” of 4, but instead of inflicting Health damage,
any living creature within five yards of the grenade whose Size is
less than the total “damage” is unable to change its shape for five
turns and must return to its natural shape. Remember that to cal-
culate a grenade’s damage, you roll a number of dice equal to the
Damage, in this case 4, and add the successes to the base Damage
rating (see The World of Darkness Rulebook, p. 178).




1541

CHA!T&R- THREE: HUNTER ORGANIZATIONS

Special: The Equalizer Grenade Merit is Renewable;
once per story per instance of the Merit a hunter possesses,
Task Force: VALKYRIE will resupply him with an Equalizer
Grenade. If he can produce concrete intelligence that a par-
ticular quarry he’s pursuing is a shapeshifter and he has al-
ready used his resupply for the current story, he may roll Wits
+ Politics to cut through the red tape and acquire another.
Success means he receives the resupply within the week; an
exceptional success gets him the grenade in one day. This
emergency resupply can only be used once per story.

Equalizer grenades work against any living creature, re-
gardless of the means by which it shapeshifts. A werewolf’s
innate shapeshifting, a witch’s skin-changing spell, or a pos-
sessed woman’s flesh warped by the demon that controls her
are equally susceptible. Vampires and other undead that are not
animated by anything even vaguely resembling biology are re-
sistant to the grenade’s effects. Treat an undead creature’s Size
as two points higher when calculating the effect of an Equal-
izer grenade. An equalizer grenade can only be used once; the
intensity of light required to trigger the microseizures slags the
electronics and turns the battery into a useless lump.

Gungnir Multi-Function
Targeting System (e Or *ees)

The Gungnir System, named for Odin’s never-missing
spear, is the boon and the curse of many Task Force: VALKY-
RIE field teams. Integrated directly into the latest generation
of standard armament (the three-dot version described here
includes an integrated submachine gun; a four-dot version
comes with an assault rifle), the Gungnir System is VALKY-
RIE top brass’ new initiative for the future of the agency, in
one fell swoop improving target identification and all but
eliminating collateral damage.

The truth, according to cynical agents who have field-
tested the device, is that target identification and guy who’s
about to kill me identification aren’t necessarily the same
thing, and the only way the Gungnir System is going to pre-
vent collateral damage is by ensuring that bystanders are only
accidentally killed by the bad guys.

Function: The integrated scope built into a weapon out-
fitted with the Gungnir System is a marvelous thing. A com-
bination night vision scope, thermal imager, and Kirlian cam-
era, it allows a soldier to engage targets in pitch blackness and
easily distinguishes most monsters from humans: vampires, of
course, are well below human body temperature, while were-
wolves and their ilk run hot as a byproduct of their increased
metabolism. Witches, psychics and the possessed demonstrate
an unusual Kirlian aura that identifies them as extra-normal.
For an additional Merit dot, the scope can even have etheric
goggle functionality built into it, allowing the agent to target
ghosts and spirits. An LED overlay tags any known supernatu-
ral entity with its Task Force: VALKYRIE designation.

In addition to its target identification features, the scope
is a top-of-the-line sighting system. Penalties for medium-
range fire are negated entirely, and long-range penalties are
halved. The hunter also ignores any penalty for fighting blind
when using the Gungnir System.
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The scope is tied directly into a fire control computer
programmed to recognize the unique signatures (thermal,
etheric, or Kirlian) of every supernatural creature of which
Task Force: VALKYRIE has records. If the gun is pointed at
a target that does not fit any target profile, the safety is auto-
matically engaged and the gun will not fire.

In theory, this means that it is impossible for a VALKY-
RIE soldier to accidentally shoot a bystander during an engage-
ment. In practice, it means that the weapon tends to refuse to
fire at a monster’s mortal servants, cultists, slashers and even
the odd inanimate object. A cell operating under the cover of
the Gulf War was wiped out by a nest of ghiils because the desert
sun baked the stone walls of the creatures’ lair to a tempera-
ture close to 98.6, causing the computers to assume the hunters
were surrounded by human onlookers and refuse to fire.

Special: The majority of agents issued a Gungnir System
weapon quickly learn of a field modification that strips out the
safety controls while leaving the scope and target recognition
software intact. This hack requires an extended Dexterity +
Computers roll, with each roll representing an hour’s worth
of careful soldering and rewiring. The hunter must achieve 10
successes to complete the modification. Task Force: VALKY-
RIE comes down hard on agents discovered to have modified
their weapons in this manner, with court martial the least se-
vere reprimand.

VDSB (s+¢)

Ever since Murnau’s Nosferatu, the knowledge that vam-
pires are destroyed by the light of the sun has entered the
pop culture lexicon, along with wooden stakes, crosses and
garlic (never mind that, as far as Task Force: VALKYRIE has
been able to determine, two of those are complete nonsense).
While VALKYRIE’s scientists have not yet found the key
component of sunlight that causes such deleterious effects on
the bloodsuckers, they have developed the next best thing.

Function: The VDSB (Victim-Detonated Sun Bomb) is
an explosive device that is rigged to trigger via an infrared
sensor and thermal imager; when an object with a core tem-
perature of less than 94°F breaks the infrared beam, the device
is triggered. Instead of an explosion, the VDSB (which looks
like a generic satchel charge but contains far more complex
innards) uses a combination of full-spectrum phosphorescent
lights and focusing mirrors to create a blinding flash that is,
from an electromagnetic standpoint, identical to sunlight.
While the light doesn’t actually harm vampires, it can cause a
surge of panic that overwhelms their rational mind and leads
them to make tactical errors.

Arming the device is simple enough, necessitating success
on an instant Wits + Crafts roll. However, unless operating in
total darkness, the VDSB must also be concealed, necessitating
six successes on an extended Wits + Crafts roll, with each roll
representing 10 minutes’ worth of work. Disarming the bomb
is more time-consuming, requiring six successes on a Wits +
Crafts roll, with each roll representing one minute of work.
Disarming the bomb is more difficult, requiring six successes
on a Wits + Crafts roll, with each roll representing one minute
of work. Once the tampering process starts, though, the dis-




armer only has four minutes, or four rolls, in which to disarm
the device. Once that time ticks down, the device detonates if
it hasn’t been neutralized.

Against humans and monsters not afraid of sunlight, the
VDSB is treated as an ordinary explosive. It has a “Damage”
of 4, but damage is only rolled to determine whether or not
the target is Stunned. Remember that to calculate an explo-
sive’s damage, you roll a number of dice equal to the Damage,
in this case 4, and add the successes to the base Damage rating
(see The World of Darkness Rulebook, p. 178). Blind char-
acters and creatures without eyes are unaffected.

When a vampire or other creature vulnerable to bright
light is caught within the area of a VDSB, the effects are far
more pronounced. The vampire’s player must immediately
make an extended Resolve + Composure roll, with each roll
representing one turn. Each turn in which the vampire’s player
rolls at least one success, he maintains his composure for one
further turn. If at any time the vampire fails to gain any suc-
cesses on a roll, he flies into a frenzy of fear in which his only
objective is to flee from the source of the light. He will attack
anyone who gets in his way, but otherwise just tries to get away.
If the vampire accumulates five successes on the extended roll,
he shakes off the flight instinct and can act normally.

Special: A VDSB can only be used once before it must be
refitted; the intensity of the flash burns out the light sources
in a single use. Unlike the Equalizer grenade, a VDSB can
be refitted in the field with a minimum of fuss. Refitting a
Sig mine requires full spectrum lights available from most
science-novelty or pet stores for a Resource cost of ® and 15
successes on an extended Intelligence + Craft roll. Each roll
represents 20 minutes of work.

Etheric Tracker (eee¢)

Monsters, whatever their stripe, tend to be elusive.
Whether it’s a vampire’s ability to cloud men’s minds, a witch’s
teleportation spell, or a werewolf’s really damn disconcerting
way of just disappearing sometimes, if Task Force: VALKYRIE
can’t find it, they can’t very well tag it or kill it. The etheric
tracker is one step toward nullifying that advantage. By mark-
ing a target with a small “tag” that has been bombarded with
exotic, high-energy particles similar to those underlying the
creation of etheric rounds, Task Force: VALKYRIE can track
its quarry even through realms beyond mortal ken.

Function: The etheric tracker consists of two parts: the
main unit is roughly the size and shape of a large pistol (Size
1), which uses precisely aligned electromagnets to fire a track-
ing pellet at considerable velocity, embedding it below the
target’s skin. The pellets themselves are roughly the size of a
grain of sand, and are small enough that the target must roll
Wits + Composure to notice the impact. Even if it is noticed,
the sensation is comparable to the bite of a small insect. A
handheld scanner, the second part of the tracker, picks up the
pseudo-etheric radiation given off by the pellet and displays
a location on an LCD screen. Earlier models only showed ap-
proximate distance and direction; current field models inte-
grate a GPS locator and street maps of the area, allowing the
team to pinpoint the precise location of its quarry.

TRACKER |MUNIN SERUM

Since the tracker actually follows the etheric signature of
the pellet and not a radio frequency or other, more earthly sig-
natures, it can follow creatures even when they slip into an
invisible, intangible state. Likewise, the pellet’s pseudo-etheric
nature allows it to anchor in the resonant structure of a mani-
fested ghost or spirit as well as the flesh of a corporeal entity.
The current model cannot track a target that fully departs this
plane of existence, but Task Force: VALKYRIE researchers are
hard at work on cracking that puzzle as well. An etheric tracker
has an effective range of only half a mile, but this range is not
hampered by buildings or other obstructions. A single pellet
can be tracked for 24 hours before its etheric resonance fades.

Special: An Etheric Tracker comes with a full magazine
of pellets, which resembles a magazine for a semiautomatic
pistol filled with blue sand. The sheer number of pellets
means the Etheric Tracker’s ammunition is effectively unlim-
ited. Should an agent lose his supply of etheric pellets, a call
to his home office and a successful Wits + Politics roll can get
him a replacement within one week, provided he can get to
a population center or military base. An exceptional success
sees the pellets delivered within one day.

Munin Serum (¢+++, Renewable)

No matter how black the black ops or how covert the
covert strike team, on occasion, witnesses to Task Force:
VALKYRIE operations survive the initial fracas. Sometimes
it’s a bystander in the wrong place at the wrong time, some-
times it’s the newly freed victim of a possessing entity or the
liberated thrall of a warlock. Sometimes, those witnesses start
to ask awkward questions. Since secrecy is one of the organi-
zation’s paramount directives, the silence of these witnesses
must be guaranteed. In the old days, that meant a couple of
ounces of lead in the back of the head; nowadays, VALKYRIE
operatives prefer to use less messy alternatives.

Munin serum — or, as it’s more colloquially known,
“memory cleanser” or “Brain-O” — is a cocktail of narcotics,
psychedelics and memory-inhibitor drugs that can completely
suppress the last six hours of a subject’s memory. Extensive
application of the drug can lead to addiction, illness and even
death. New VALKYRIE recruits are frightened with campfire
tales of agents who injected themselves with Munin serum to
forget the horrific things they’d seen, only to end up wasted,
cancer-ravaged addicts desperately jonesing for a taste of the
high they can never quite remember.

Function: Munin serum must be administered by injec-
tion directly into the spinal column just below the cervical
vertebrae. The process is excruciatingly painful and subjects
are usually sedated before being treated. If an agent wishes to
administer Munin serum to an aware and unwilling target, he
must first successfully grapple his target. Once the target is held
securely, he must succeed on a Strength + Medicine “attack” at
a -2 penalty (the actual penalty is -3 for targeting the victim’s
head, but Task Force: VALKYRIE distributes Munin serum in
large, sturdy hypodermics that count as +1 weapons).

As long as the hunter scores at least one success on this
attack, he may dose the target. Each dose affects one hour of
the subject’s memory; a single syringe of the serum 