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. Breap and CrRcuses

Carlo was scared enough to piss blood. He’d
heard the stories, yet here he was, in the belly of
the whale.

He looked across the table, the polished mahogany
catching the flicker of fire from the burning sconces.
Sitting opposite of him was Gould, the motherfucker,
that cold bastard with his dark eyes and little mouth
and his hands folded tightly beneath his underarms.
All around them was opulence: cherrywood book-
shelves stacked with rare texts, an original Otto

Dix (the one with that awful

trench warfare, with the
blasted wasteland

and

._ 0
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by Chuck Wendig

all the corpses) hanging above the mantle, and red
satin pillows in every corner. At the far end of the
room, a dog rested its head on a nest of those pillows.
It was a skinny hound that obviously had to fight
for every morsel in this godforsaken household. It
stared at him with those hollow eyes. Quietly, Carlo
said a little prayer to himself.

“Uncomfortable?” Gould asked.

“Maybe,” he said, trying to contain his spite. It
was easier if he just didn’t look at the sonofabitch.
“We've both heard the stories.”

Gould shrugged. “Could be just that. Stories.
Legends.”

“Hope so. They can’t really eat people. They just

by

can't.

“As I said, probably just a story. Besides, at the very
least they certainly have good taste.” He gestured
~ toward the gilded tray that sat between them.
Upon the tray were three clay bowls, each filled
with a different draught of blood. Earlier, one
of the fat monsters in a double-breasted suit
came and brought out the tray, and explained
that the first dish was a homeless woman’s,
the second was from some corporate tycoon,
and the third was squeezed from a young

boy. “I've always heard they had

refined palates.”




“Blood is blood,” Carlo said, dismissing it. “I just
want to get this over with.”

“Prince Claudia seems to put a great deal of stock in
these gentlemen. They’ve honed both their tastes and
their arbitration skills to a fine edge. Or so she says.”
He dipped a finger into the boy’s blood and suckled it
like a lollipop. A wild look flashed over his eyes for a
moment. Carlo had seen that look before. The Lords
hid madness behind their calm veneers.

Carlo snorted. “Yeah, they’re First Estate, you're

First Estate, I’'m not gonna get shit out of this deal.
We both know it.”

“Listen, I slighted you at Elysium. In front of the
wicked gossips, no less. That's got to be worth some-
thing. Whether it’s worth what you think it’s worth,
well, let’s just hear what Jubal Macellarius has to say.
We can all agree to be reasonable, I hope.”

“Reasonable,” Carlo scoffed. “Yeah.”

The parlor doors swung open, and as if on cue,
Jubal Macellarius came strolling in.

To say Jubal was fat was an understatement on par
with calling the ocean wet. The man’s body was an
eye-opening topography of uneven shapes poorly
concealed beneath greasy white skin. He had stuffed
himself into a thin cotton robe, red as the Devil’s
blood. The robe fluttered open as he walked as the
sash was untied. He flaunted his nudity with little
care. Bits of blood and something else hung dried
in his chest hair.

Over his shoulder, Jubal had slung a thick sack,
looking like some vile Santa Claus: fat, drunk and
overfed from eating all his elves.

He smiled broadly, lips stretching from cheek to
bulbous cheek.

“Boys,” Jubal greeted with a sweep of a plump arm.
He giggled girlishly. “Truly a delight to have both of
you supping at my table. Welcome to the estate. |
know myself and my associates hope you are warm
and comfortable on this bitter winter’s evening?”

“Sure,” Carlo said, shifting nervously in his seat.

“Of course,” Gould answered. “Thank you for
your hospitality.”

“Is the Vitae to your liking?” Before they could

answer, however, he pressed a thick finger to his lips,
lost in a moment’s reverie. “The homeless female,

i

you'd think her blood would be somehow crass, . =

boorish even. And yet it’s among the finest I've -
tasted. Sweet like créme briilée, but not overmuch.”
He kissed his finger gently.

“The aperitif has been excellent,” Gould said.

Carlo didn’t even know what an aperitif was. He
just gave a lazy thumbs-up. “Yeah, excellent.”

With that, Jubal snapped his fingers. Another obese
man came in through the side door, wearing a suit
similar to the one who had brought the tray in the first
place, except this fellow didn’t look quite as stout. He
took the tray, and in its place set down a small silver
brazier with a cone of incense in the center. He lit
it with a long match (Carlo flinched, but he noted
that Gould simply frowned), and covered it. Spires of
smoke drifted upward. Carlo smelled... apples? No,
apple pie. He forced in an awkward breath, enjoying
the odor. It almost relaxed him, but not quite.

Jubal spoke. As he did, he whirled around the
room, moving swiftly enough to intimate that he
was lighter on his feet than his egregious body mass
indicated. The sack remained over his shoulder.

“Thank you, Christof,” Jubal said, snapping his
fingers again. “Leave the blood for Caesar.”

The other man took the tray of Vitae bowls and
set it down in front of the dog. The animal stretched

languidly, and padded over to it and lapped deli- -

cately. Then the man retreated from the room.
“Hell,” Carlo said, “I e o T

wish [ had some ser- il 3

vants like that.” ‘; L ' y
“Oh, they're

not servants,”

Jubal giggled.

“No, that

wasmy dear

friend and

associate,

Christof.

The one
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brought in your food was Geoffrey. Both relatives and
bearers of the Macellarius name.”

Carlo didn’t know what to say. A chill climbed his
spine, and he wasn’t sure why. Gould was quiet, too, star-
ing forward with his lips pursed and arms still crossed.

“But that is neither here nor there,” Jubal said, still
a hurricane of movement, the robe blowing a breeze
onto Carlo every time he passed. He smelled rancid
meat with every circumnavigation of the table. Jubal
gesticulated as he spoke. “The reason we are here
today is a matter of negotiation, is it not?”

“Yeah,” Carlo said. “Gould over here decided that he

would say something that wasn’t too nice —

“I know the situation
intimately,” Jubal in-
terrupted, “no wor-
ries about that. I've
seen the tapes

from the secu-

<

Ty : . rity cameras.
o While your
bodies

.
.

are little more than an ugly smear blurred together,
your voices were quite crisp.”

“What I said was perhaps uncalled for,” Gould
conceded.

Carlo’s brow darkened. “And I want something
for it. Territory. Some personnel. Maybe money. I
dunno, some damn thing.”

“Would you tithe your reward to the Church?”
Macellarius asked.

“No, this is for me. Doesn’t have anything to do
with them.”

“Not devout, are we?”
“What'’s that got to do with anything?”

Jubal waved it off. “Nothing, really. Idle curiosity.
You're both familiar with gladiatorial combat? You know,
Rome, the Colosseum, all of that ancient silliness?”

“Is this more of that idle curiosity?” Carlo asked.
“No, this is relevant.”

Both Carlo and Gould conceded that yes, they
know of what he spoke.

“Good.” Jubal set the sack down on the table and
upended it. The first thing that rolled out was a wooden
stake. After that, a rusty camping hatchet. Carlo’s eyes
widened as he saw a few feet of barbed wire, a can of
chemical mace, and a set of brass knuckles. “Normally,
[ like to arbitrate over a cup of blood and a slice of meat,
and discuss things like civilized compatriots. Tonight,
alas, I do not have the time. Important guest later this
evening, a true locus consularis, the Hierophant of the
Circle of the Crone. So, we must cut to the quick.”

Carlo stood and backed away from the table, hands
up. “What the fuck? What kind of bullshit is this?”

“No ‘bullshit,” I'm afraid,” Jubal said, finally clos-
ing his robe and tying the sash in a wide-looped bow.
“Tonight, it is the survival of the fittest. Whosoever
claims the top of the food chain gets what he de-
serves. Whoever falls to the other’s hand... well, he
also gets what he deserves.”

“You're kidding,” Carlo said, half-laughing at the
absurdity of it all.

“Hardly,” Jubal said, plucking a curl of gristle from
his chest hair and popping it in his mouth like a
kernel of popcorn. His jowls worked as he chewed.
With that, he began to withdraw backward from the
room, a ghastly grin on his podgy face.
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“Gould, let’s tell this fool that Claudia would

never—"

But then Carlo saw. Gould had already picked up
the hatchet and the stake and was moving around
the side of the table. Suddenly, his dark eyes re-
minded Carlo of a shark’s. Black, empty, hungry.

“Goddamn!” he cried, jumping for the knuckles
as Gould leapt. The two crashed to the ground, the

chair tumbling atop them.
* %

The sounds in the other room finally died down.
Jubal held the little mirror up and picked at his teeth
with a toothpick made from a fingerbone. He eased
a red, stringy fleck from between a cuspid and an
incisor, and flicked it away.

Sighing, he set the mirror down and went back
into the dining room.

[t looked like a bomb had gone off. The table lay on
its side (a pity, but tables could be replaced), and only
splinters remained of one of the chairs. The incense
burner was on the floor, ash spilling out. Clucking his
tongue, Jubal kicked it out of the way.

In the other chair sat Carlo.
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A length of barbed wire was wrapped around the -
stretched cheeks of his wide-open mouth, binding %
his head to the back of the chair. A stake — not
the one Jubal had included in the bag, but a shaft of
wood from the destroyed chair — jutted awkwardly
from the Kindred’s breastbone. Bits of his face were
bitten off: the nose, an ear, a flap of cheek.

Gould sat in the corner, slumped next to Caesar
the dog.

“I did it,” he mumbled, a bubble of blood growing
and then popping upon his lips. His chest heaved,

and suddenly he dropped to all fours and puked up
a gush of red. In the fluid splashed bits of Carlo.

Jubal smiled warmly and ambled over to his new
protégé. He stroked Gould’s dark hair. “You won’t
always have to throw it up. That is, of course, unless
you want to.”

Gould burped, and looked like he wanted to
die. He stared shamefully down at his own fibrous
regurgitate.

“Worry not. Christof will clean it up; that is his
job. You did very well tonight. If you wish, you’re
free to eat the rest of him and dust him to ash. If not,
we will dispose of him properly. Your decision.”

Gould rubbed his eyes. “I'm good, thank you.”

“Understandable. Well, dearest Gould, we’ll make
it official later tonight with the others attending, but
I'd like to be the first to welcome you to the family.”
Jubal bent down — no small feat for a man whose
physique represented the bulge of several misshapen
pumpkins — and kissed Gould on the temple, savor-
ing the tang of fear and desperation.

“Thank you, summus Jubal.”

“The pleasure is Y@t |l
m a k e a fine addition to the lineage.”
Jubal paused, and rubbed his
chin. “Though to be hon-
est, you'll look much
better with a little ex-
tra weight on those
skinny bones.”

Jubal cackled,
shaking his head
at the joy of it
all!

mine.




Hey, never let it be said that we don’t listen
to you.

Feedback from Bloodlines: The Hidden was good,
but in the spirit of constructive criticism, we realized
that you'd like to see a little more about each blood-
line. While this means numerically fewer bloodlines
per book, it also means more information on each
bloodline per book. In creating this volume of the
series, we increased the word count per bloodline
by almost 50 percent.

The common theme among the Kindred in
Bloodlines: The Legendary is that each is some-
how known outside of its local domain or region.
Each has a reputation — a legend — that precedes
it in many cities and domains. Some are legendary
among the Kindred alone. A few may be legendary
among mortals or other supernatural creatures, in
one way or another.

“Legendary” can mean a variety of things. In this
book, however, legendary does not often mean
“totally bad-ass!” Rather, it means worthy of talk,
of memory and of fear. Some of these bloodlines
draw on traditional vampire concepts and folklore,
known to mortals and other monsters in the World
of Darkness. Others involve legends that aren’t
necessarily associated with vampires. Still others
are simply legendary among the Kindred (or the
Kindred of a particular region).

Bron: These Kindred are tied to the questing
aspects of the legendary Holy Grail. The bloodline
often appears in one of two primary aspects, that of
the Christian Grail hunter (Joseph of Arimithea;
the classic Arthurian knight) or that of Bran the
Blessed (a Celtic folk hero).

The Carnival: This bloodline is effectively a no-
madic cult of carnival freaks. Their Discipline allows
them to contort themselves, do strange things with
their limbs, and eventually even “absorb” another
vampire into their bodies to create a monstrous sort
of conjoined twin.

Children of Judas: These Kindred are fascinated
with suicide, and have ties (obviously) to Judas, the
original betrayer, who killed himself in despair over
his treachery. They’re more than a little morbid, and
they have the ability to prod victims to depths of
misery and despair.

Galloi: This Nosferatu bloodline can abate some
of its fearsomeness, but its members must bathe in
their own blood.

Gulikan: These vampires have an amazingly acute
sense of smell. They’re a Daeva bloodline, so that
refined sense of smell has actually turned into an
olfactory addiction. They have a significant element
of exotic mystery about them, as well, making them
an interesting “visitor” bloodline.

Kuufukuji: The Hungry are... complex. On one
hand, they’re ascetics, monks and contemplatives.
On the other hand, their origin story associates
them with prostitutes. A balance of opposed
principles punctuates their Discipline, as well,
which focuses on understanding and controlling
the Beast.

Macellarius: These vampires are natural gluttons,
gorging themselves on human flesh and growing cor-
pulent in the process. The bloodline supposedly has
its roots in ancient Rome, and where other Kindred
find them, the Macellarius accumulate both power
and success.

bloodlines: the legendary
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Melissidae: Individual members of the Melissid
bloodline build discrete hives of minions, whom
they brainwash into losing sense of self. You'll see
a strong insect theme here, both among actual bees
and people who swarm around the vampire.

Players: This bloodline of Kindred actively
upholds the pop-culture aspect of vampires. The

shallowness of the bloodline makes for individu-
als of storied depth (interesting themes include
loss of identity, delusions of what vampirism is,
etc.). The fact that they’re predicated on what
others think vampires are offers a self-aware twist
on vampires as a whole and the bloodline system
in general.
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Legends of the Holy Grail have ex-
isted in one form or another for more
than a thousand years. Before Christian
doctrine presented the tale of Christ’s
sacred cup, Welsh stories spoke of vessels
that restored the dead to life, and Norse
tales depicted enchanted cauldrons
that produced endless bounty. Stories of
magical cauldrons, chalices and cups with
similar life-giving properties can be found in
the mythologies of the Celts, the ancient Greeks
and even as far abroad as the Chinese. In medieval
Europe, epic romances were written about brave,
worthy knights who sought the religious en-
lightenment of the Grail.

Through the shadows of these tales came
the Bron, an ancient bloodline of indetermi-
nate origin. The Bron were once mighty kings, lords of
the night who ruled the British Isles with an iron fist.
Somewhere in the murky depths of history, obscured
by time and the torpid dreams of elders, one member
called down a terrible curse on his line for daring to
seek the divine power of the Holy Grail for himself.
Modern Bron disagree vehemently on whether this
progenitor drank from the Cup of Christ or whether
the true nature of the Grail lay further back in time,
with Bran the Blessed and the enchanted cauldron that
returned the dead to life, but the repercussions of the
curse reverberate into this very night.

The Bron are a bloodline in exile, forever unable to
attain the rulership that is their destiny. The curse laid
on the bloodline’s founder causes the land itself to rise
up against any Bron who attempts to claim domain. No
matter whether the domain is in the heart of the city or
the depths of the wilderness, the land will not accept
a Bron as its master. For any Ventrue, being unable to
rule securely within one’s own domain is a terrifying and
horrific prospect, but to the Bron, who still remember
the glories of their ancient kingdoms, it is quite possibly
a fate worse than Final Death.

Forced to skulk on the edges of Kindred society
with no domains to call their own, Bron often choose
nomadic Requiems rather than bending knee to elders
and suffering like servants in others’ realms.

These wandering “Fisher Kings” are a part of the
bloodline’s sacred Grail Quest, undertaken in the late
Middle Ages and continuing to this night. The Bron

87
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reason that the Grail cursed their
founder, and so, if it is found again by
a worthy Kindred, it can be used to lift
the curse and allow the Bron to rule once
again. That this was this same monumen-
tal hubris that brought down the curse
on the line in the first place has not gone
unnoticed by more cynical Bron.

With such a clear and obvious (if somewhat
unrealistic) goal before them, one would think

the Bron would present a focused and unified front
to the rest of Kindred society. Sadly, as is often the case
among vampires, the Bron are as split by ideological
disputes as any other group of Kindred.

The main point of division among mem-
bers of the bloodline is the very nature of
the thing they seek: the Holy Grail itself.
One camp, aligned with the Lancea Sanctum, states
unequivocally that the bloodline’s founder was cursed
for sipping from the Cup of Christ, the Holy Grail, as it
has been portrayed for nearly a thousand years. Another
group, tied strongly to the Circle of the Crone, insists
just as adamantly that the curse laid upon their line is
far older than the kine’s Messiah, and that the “Grail”
was actually one of the magical cauldrons of Welsh
and Celtic myth, which had the power to restore the
dead to life and is believed to be an inspiration for the
earliest Christianized Grail stories and a decidedly pre-
classical Kindred creation myth. Still other members of
the bloodline espouse more radical theories, claiming
that the Grail is actually a metaphor for an enchanted
stone that fell from the heavens or even the mortal

bloodline of Christ.

Whatever the truth of the Bron’s curse is, it remains
clouded by the Fog of Eternity and the simple lack
of records from time past. With no clear direction or
focus, the Bron continue to wander, modern Percivals
pursuing a quest that has brought down kingdoms and
consumed lives for two millennia or more. The Bron are
a tragic legend of the Kindred: Princes without domain,
Damned to eternal pauperism until they satisfy a quest
that may have no solution.

Parent Clan: Ventrue
Nickname: Fisher Kings

Covenant: The majority of Bron choose between the
Circle of the Crone and the Lancea Sanctum.
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Those Bron who fall in with the Sanctified espouse the Christianized doc-
trine of the Grail, albeit filtered through the dogma of Longinus. According
to the Sanctified Bron, the Cup of Christ is both the antithesis of, and the
counterpart to, the Spear of Longinus. In a sub-sect of this liturgi-
cal theory, there is a gender difference, too — the Spear is the
male and the Grail is the female. While the Spear represents
the Kindred’s ordained role as executors of God's vengeance,
the Grail is God’s gift to those of the Damned who serve [Him
most loyally. The Fisher Kings of the Lancea Sanctum believe
that God grants a vision of the Holy Grail to those Kindred
with whom He is well pleased as a signal of His forgiveness and
mercy. To truly be worthy of achieving the Grail Quest, the
Sanctified Fisher Kings must prove themselves as worthy
as Sir Galahad. The difference, of course, is that while
Christian knights were expected to be chaste, pious and
humble if they were to prove worthy of attaining the
Grail, Kindred are expected to be exemplars of God’s
terrible vengeance against those who stray from the
path. Sanctified Bron are often nomadic scholars,
crisscrossing the globe in search of any sign of the
Grail’s passage while leaving a bloody trail of

gruesomely slain sinners in their wake.

The Bron who ally themselves with the
Circle of the Crone take a different tack
in their beliefs regarding the Holy Grail.
The Grail, these Bron say, is not the Cup
of Christ at all, but rather the cauldron
described in ancient Celtic and Welsh
mythic cycles, such as the Mabinogion.

The early Christians, and the Lancea
Sanctum after them, co-opted legends
of the magical cauldron that could raise
the dead, just as many pagan holidays
and myths were Christianized to
strengthen the early Church. Members
of the Circle of the Crone branch of
the bloodline search for the enchanted
cauldrons of Cerridwen and other
mythic figures, believing that, with
the proper ritual, the Bron can repair
the flawed magic that blights them
with undeath and restore themselves
to true mortality.

Other covenants claim far fewer
Bron vampires. Among the Invictus,
the Bron are nearly unknown, as the
nature of their curse places them at a
bit of a detriment among the power
politics of the First Estate. The few
Bron who join the Invictus tend to
end up in subordinate roles such as
Sheriff or Hound, dwelling in the
Prince’s personal domain at her
sufferance rather than claiming
territory of their own. If the
curse on their line ever ends,
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though, it seems certain that many Bron would flock to
the Invictus’ banner to re-assert the rightful leadership

the bloodline has been denied.

The Carthian Movement offers little to attract
the Bron. The Carthians tend to be more interested
in temporal politics than spiritual matters, and they
seldom have access to unique occult lore that might
aid in the Bron’s quest for the Grail. “Heretic” Bron,
who espouse radical new theories about the nature of
the Grail, sometimes find a home in the Movement
but usually out of a shared sense of ostracism than any
commonality of ideology and beliefs.

Although many Bron harbor a quiet optimism regard-
ing the Ordo Dracul, few Fisher Kings actually enter the
Order. Members of both factions claim this is because
the Fisher Kings focus almost exclusively on the Grail,
which can become an obstacle on their road to the
Dragons’ brand of enlightenment. On the other hand,
elders of the bloodline hear tales of the potent Blood
masteries the Ordo Dracul possesses, and they cannot
help but wonder.

Appearance: Bron vary widely in appearance, de-
pending on their approach to the Grail Quest. Elders
of the line tend to be conservative in their dress,
usually favoring dark suits with severe lines. Truly
ancient members of the bloodline may still dress as the
questing knights of old, at least within the privacy of
their own havens. Many Bron were once members of
secret societies sometimes connected with the Grail,
such as the Templars or their descendants, the Free-
masons; these vampires often wear the accoutrements
of those orders.

Physically speaking, Bron have no common, unifying
features. Due to the bloodline’s origins in the British
[sles, most elders are of Celtic, Welsh or Anglo-Saxon
descent, but, in modern nights, the bloodline spans all
ethnicities and body types.

Haven: Many Bron are nomads, wandering from
domain to domain to follow the trail of the Holy Grail
and keep the effects of their curse at bay. Such nomads
find temporary havens wherever they can, or travel in
modified vehicles that serve as traveling havens. More
sedentary Bron lair wherever they can find a place to
sleep the day away, often on the fringes of the city or in
a domain unclaimed by local Kindred. The rare, lucky
Bron who have a local patron tend to make their havens
in libraries and museums, places where tidbits of Grail
lore might fall into their hands.

Background: In modern nights, most Bron choose
their childer from the ranks of scholars and academics.
Ideally, a Bron chooses a childe who specializes in the lore
of the Grail (whether Christian or pagan, as the case may
be), but such scholars have become progressively more
rare in recent years. Many Bron Embrace scholars who

¥ E |

focus generally on early Christian theology, Celtic history
and myth or medieval European history, and continue the
Grail-specific instruction during the first few years of the
fledgling’s Requiem. Some elder Bron, especially among
the Sanctified, prefer to Embrace soldiers, police officers
or political activists, believing them to be the knights of
the modern world. These traditionalists carefully study
their prospective childer to ensure that they hold to the
appropriate virtues.

Acolyte Fisher Kings, on the other hand, often Em-
brace those whose interest in the Grail is more mysti-
cal than historical. Occultists, New Age gurus and, in
particular, educated devout pagans form the bulk of the
bloodline’s representation in the Circle of the Crone.
As the Celts believed in the perfection of the warrior
ideal, from time to time Bron Acolytes also Embrace
mortals with exceptional physical prowess. Unlike
Sanctified Fisher Kings, pagan Bron focus more on
raw, physical potential than knightly virtues. Boxers,
outdoorsmen and survivalists are among the “warriors”
sometimes Embraced by Fisher King Acolytes. Because
the pagan myths of magical cauldrons are closely tied
to the British Isles, most Bron Acolytes hail from that
region, and many still dwell there.

Character Creation: Young Bron very often favor
Mental Attributes and Skills. The Grail Quest in
modern nights has become one of research and study,
not riding across the countryside with sword and lance.
Older Bron still show a preference for Physical Attri-
butes and Skills, but even newly Embraced Fisher Kings
usually prize their Physical abilities. Social Attributes
and Skills are usually of the least importance — artifacts
and manuscripts don’t care how well-mannered you are,
and there’s seldom anyone to talk to in the ancient ruins
Bron sometimes explore in their search.

Beyond the basics of Attribute prioritization, Bron
frequently diverge based on their covenant and pre-
ferred method of pursuing their quest. Sanctified Bron
usually have Merits like Languages: Latin, Status:
Lancea Sanctum and Contacts in the academic world.
Fisher Kings in the Circle of the Crone, on the other
hand, might speak multiple ancient languages, espe-
cially various forms of Gaelic, Welsh and Old English,

with Allies and Contacts across the occult world.

Scholarly Bron usually devote effort to Skills like
Academics, Computer and Investigation, with a smat-
tering of Politics and Persuasion to help them gain
access to the research materials they need. Merits
like Fame or Status in the academic world help them
gain after-hours access to the most exclusive research
libraries in the world, but these Merits come with
perils of their own in the form of recognition outside
those circles. Haven, Herd and Resources ensure that
the Bron’s Requiem is disturbed as little as possible by
the vagaries of night-to-night unlife. Fisher Kings who
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actively pursue the Grail likely have dots in Academics,
but complement it with Survival, Firearms, Larceny and
Intimidation to better survive their wanderings. Merits
such as Resources, Herd and Retainer are especially
important to questing Bron, and many seek out Gangrel
Mentors from whom to learn Protean.

Bloodline Disciplines: Animalism, Crochan, Domi-
nate, Resilience

Weakness: In both Christian and pre-Christian Grail
legends, the motif of the symbiotic link between the
health of the land and the health of its ruler is common.
In some legends, the health and prosperity of the land
waxes and wanes with the health of the king, but in
others, the land itself rebels against a ruler too weak or
unhealthy to rule. When the founder of the bloodline
was Damned by the Grail, this mystical connection was
twisted and corrupted by the curse of undeath.

Whenever a Fisher King claims a domain, her own
cursed nature causes the land to reject her as a fit ruler.
Within a few nights of claiming her domain, the Bron
finds that tasks that should be relatively simple become
arduous and complicated. When she wishes to feed, she
encounters mortals only in large groups in brightly lit
areas. When she tries to project her influence on the
kine within her domain, she finds them listless and un-
responsive. When she tries to find her way back to her
haven before dawn, she loses all sense of direction and
becomes lost in a maze of streets that should be familiar.
The Bron experiences one of the worst nightmares of
any Kindred: she is weak and vulnerable even within
the heart of her own domain. The true nature of the
Bron’s unique weakness is not fully understood — the
Sanctified claim it is God’s way of forcing the Bron to
strike out on their own and fulfill His commandments,
while some Acolytes believe that the Bron’s stewardship
blights the spirit of the land itself, creating a wound
deeper than the Kindred can see.

In rules terms, whenever the Bron attempts any
Physical or Social action within the bounds of his own
domain that involves the domain or its mortal inhab-
itants in a significant fashion, the 10 again rule does
not apply to his roll. In addition, any 1’s that come up
on the roll are subtracted from the successes achieved.
Examples include feeding, canvassing a neighborhood
for information or climbing a wall in an alley. This
weakness does not affect combat taking place within
the Bron’s domain or the Fisher King’s interactions
with other vampires or supernatural creatures. Natu-
rally, this weakness also affects certain Merits, such as
Allies, Contacts, Herd, Retainers and possibly even
Haven (primarily Location, but potentially Security),
though these are not the only Merits subject to the
Bron weakness.

The exact manner in which the Bron claims his do-
main does not matter. It might be territory granted by

the Prince through subinfeudation, domain seized by
the Bron’s own strength and cunning or even his own
haven. As long as the Bron claims the area — whether
in word or action — and the local Kindred accept his
claim, the curse takes effect. Some Bron deliberately
avoid claiming territory of their own, but this carries its
own perils. A wise or lucky Bron might find a powerful
patron who requires services he can offer in exchange
for feeding rights in the patron’s territory, for example,
but the natural paranoia of all vampires means this ar-
rangement seldom lasts long.

Finally, as a Ventrue bloodline, all Bron are more
prone to paranoid delusions and other derangements.
The Bron suffer a—2 penalty on Humanity rolls to avoid
gaining derangements after a failed degeneration roll.

Organization: The deep schism that divides the Bron
precludes them from having much internal organiza-
tion. Neither the Circle of the Crone nor the Lancea
Sanctum boasts a large enough Bron population to
support any kind of bloodline infrastructure. Given
the nomadic Requiems of most Fisher Kings, even
finding all of them would be an impossible task, let
alone organizing them. Across most of the globe, the
closest thing the Bron have to an organization is the
custom that those members of the bloodline actively
engaged in the Grail Quest are given deference and
aid by those who are not pursuing the Grail. In the
past, this tradition cut across covenant lines, but the
rift between the Circle of the Crone and the Lancea
Sanctum has widened considerably over the past few
centuries. Some Fisher Kings might still honor this
tradition for a member of “the other side,” but a Bron
Acolyte who asks a Sanctified for shelter while pursuing
a rumor about Cerridwen’s magic cauldron takes her
safety into her own hands, and vice versa.

Concepts: Enlightened occultist, grail historian,
independent archaeologist, itinerant monk, Masonic
conspiracy theorist, modern Celt, neo-pagan coven
leader, nomadic Marchog, radical feminist, self-styled

Galahad, skulker on the fringe of society
History

Like much of Kindred lore, the history of the Bron
varies greatly depending upon the teller. While each in-
dividual Fisher King imparts his own take on the blood-
line’s foundation, the greatest disparity is the schism
between Sanctified and Bron Acolytes. Throughout
the centuries, the ideological clash between these two
factions has ranged from scholarly, if impassioned,
debate to outright physical conflict. Modern times see
the conflict vary from domain to domain, ranging to
either extreme. Nomadic Bron tend to be extremely
cautious when meeting fellow bloodline members in
new territories, at least until they understand the state
of the local “scholarly debate.”
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After the Crucifixion and the cursing of Longinus,
many of Christ’s mortal followers fled Judea in fear for
their lives. The kine scattered across Europe, many
bearing sacred relics of their Messiah’s last days on
earth. The greatest of these relics, the Holy Grail itself,
was brought to England by Joseph of Arimithea and
his brother-in-law, Bron. Along with their families,
these two men became the guardians of the Grail,
holding it in trust for the day a worthy would come
to receive the blessing of enlightenment and healing
the Grail offered. Joseph was dubbed the Grail King,
since he had borne the Grail on the journey from Judea
to Britannia, while Bron was named the Fisher King
for the fish that was the symbol of God’s bounty and
of the early Church.

Kindred scholars struggle to find an accurate date for
Bron’s Embrace, but even the kine’s documents from
that era are sketchy at best. Few Kindred writings from
the early decades of the Common Era survived the fall
of the Camarilla, and those writings that did are seldom
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concerned with the genealogies of obscure bloodlines.
The best estimate Sanctified theologians can make is
that the Fisher King took in a nocturnal pilgrim one
dark night somewhere between AD 50 and 75, and the
reward for Bron’s hospitality was to be brought into the
fold of the Damned. Naturally, scholars of the Lancea
Sanctum claim this Kindred pilgrim was one of their
own, but few clues exist as to the identity of the Fisher
King’s sire.

To the pious keeper of the Cup of Christ, the
Requiem was a blasphemy. The Fisher King refused
to accept the Damnation that had been laid on
him, and, against his brother-in-law’s counsel, Bron
ascended the Grail Tower, lifted the sacred chalice
to his lips and drank deeply of the blood of Christ.
The Grail had the power to cure any ill and undo
any wound, no matter how grievous, and Bron fully
expected to be restored to life by the divine blood.
He was sorely disappointed. The following text,
discovered by Sanctified archaeologists in AD 1765
and purportedly written by Bron himself, describes
the result of the Fisher King’s rash act.
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‘Che “Bloody Lath of “Vran the “Wlessed
Five hundred years before the birth of Christ, the
legendary hero Bran the Blessed ruled a kingdom in
what is now Wales. Bran was a giant of a man, “too
large for ordinary houses,” according to the stories set
forth in the Mabinogion. Despite his epithet, Bran was a
bloody ruler, fierce and implacable in battle. His name,
which meant “Raven,” was said to have been given to
him because he provided a feast for the carrion-birds
whenever he went into battle.

According to the Bron historians of the Circle of
the Crone, the history of their bloodline begins during
the fierce war between Bran’s people and the Irish king
Matholwch. Bran’s sister, Branwen, was Matholwch’s
wife, though he treated her as little more than a slave.
When Bran learned of his sister’s treatment at her
husband’s hands, the Welsh ruler flew into one of his
terrible rages, gathered his army and sailed across the
Irish Sea to avenge the slight on his family’s honor.
Ancient tales say that Matholwch was terrified by what
appeared to be a forest coming over the sea, so numer-
ous were Bran’s warships. When the Irish king saw Bran
himself wading across the sea in the lead, Matholwch
wisely sued for peace before he and his kingdom
were destroyed.

As part of the conces-
of the peace agreement,

Matholwch built a

great palace large enough for Bran to dwell in and
passed the rule of the Irish kingdom on to his son Gw-
ern. The conflict might have ended there, but several
of Matholwch’s lords refused to bow before the invaders
and engineered a plan to murder Bran and his Welsh
soldiers. The Irish lords hid themselves and many of
their soldiers inside sacks of flour bound for the kitchens
of Bran the Blessed’s castle. Thus able to sneak past the
hundreds of Welsh soldiers who guarded the castle, the
Irish soldiers waited until nightfall to cut themselves
free, and would have murdered everyone in the castle,
but they were discovered by Bran’s cousin, Efnisien, who

heard the flour sacks whispering to each other in the .

dark. Guessing the treachery at hand, Efnisien threw
the sacks into the fire, roasting the Irish soldiers alive.
Efnisien himself took this tale to Bran, and the giant
king declared the peace forfeit and marshaled his forces
to attack Matholwch.

Knowing that he could never defeat the more-numer-
ous armies of Bran the Blessed, Matholwch had made a
terrible bargain with an ancient witch who dwelt on a
rocky island in the Irish Sea. The hag, whom some say
was one of the Good Folk and some say was something
less describable, gave Matholwch two items: a spear
made from a strange, dark metal, said to be able to pierce
the armor of the gods themselves, and an enchanted
cauldron filled with blood that boiled
even when no fire burned beneath it.

Any dead man stewed in that pot
would be returned to
life to fight
on the

side of
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ke Irish, The price Matholwch paid for this cauldron
is unknown.

The subsequent battle raged for many weeks, and
the Welsh were nearly wiped out. The Irish suffered
no casualties, and every Welsh casualty only served to
swell the Irish ranks. With his bloody cauldron and his
ensorcelled spear, Matholwch seemed invincible. After
almost two solid months of fighting, Bran’s spies learned
of Matholwch’s cauldron and its terrible restorative
powers. Bran consulted with his priests and magicians,
and, after long days of fasting and prayer, they hatched
a plan to destroy the cauldron.

The next dawn, Bran led his soldiers into battle
personally, and met Matholwch on the field. The two
kings battled savagely from sunrise to sunset until,
just as the last rays of the sun vanished over the ho-
rizon, Bran’s sword clove Matholwch’s helmet and bit
deep into the Irish king’s skull. At the same instant,
Matholwch’s spear pierced Bran’s side, deeply wounding
the giant. Matholwch fell dead, and Bran, sorely hurt
but not yet dead, collapsed atop his foe, feigning death.
Matholwch’s lieutenants were fooled, and, gloating that
Bran the Blessed would fight for Ireland by the next
dawn, they dragged him off and cast him, still living,
into the cauldron.

Immediately, the Irish knew they had been tricked.
The ever-boiling blood went still and cold in the space
of a heartbeat, the spell of resurrection shattered by the
presence of Bran’s living soul. With a thunderous crack,
the cauldron split in two, and Bran emerged, bathed
in blood and forever changed. The cauldron’s sorcer-
ies, rather than restoring the dead to life, had brought
undeath to the living. Bran emerged from his bloody
baptism a Damned creature of the night, lusting for
the blood of the living. His body rejuvenated and his
hurts healed (all save the wound from Matholwch’s en-
chanted spear), Bran fell upon the Irish soldiers within
Matholwch’s castle and slew them all. The Welsh army,
inspired by the sight of their king risen anew, rallied
and drove the remaining Irish into the sea.

With the Irish soldiers defeated, Bran the Blessed took
control of Matholwch’s kingdom, solidifying his rule
over the mortals. In life, Bran had been a great king,
but in his Requiem, he lacked the sacred connection to
the land that made a true king. Under the rule of the
vampire king, the land withered and sickened. Crops
died, cattle grew sick and produced no milk and the
people cried out to the gods for justice. Bran refused to
see this, and even went so far as to Embrace childer and
grant them domains throughout his kingdom, spreading
the blight even farther.

The mortal lords who served Bran finally took the
initiative to deal with their undead king. While the
sun was high one midsummer’s day, they entered Bran’s
sleeping chambers on the premise of bringing tribute to
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the king and struck off his head with an axe. According
to the histories of the Bron Acolytes, after the behead-
ing, Bran’s eyes opened, and the king spoke with “the
voice of the grave.” He told his lords to burn his body
but to carry his head back to Wales and bury the skull
facing south, to protect his home against invaders. Then
he spoke to his childer, and though they were scattered
across his kingdom, each one is said to have heard the
voice in their dreams that day.

Bran laid a geas on his childer, commanding them
through the power of the Blood to renounce their
thrones and leave their lands forever. They belonged
to the dead, and the dead did not rule the living. The
childer were offered one chance to redeem themselves
and reclaim their thrones: find the witch who crafted
Matholwch’s cauldron or learn the secret location of
another cauldron made by the same hag. Only by learn-
ing the secrets of the cauldron can they find the path
back to true life and reclaim their blessed kingship.

Sociely and Cullure

For the most part, the Bron lead isolated, nomadic
Requiems. They come into contact with other Kindred
infrequently, and with others of their own line even
less often. When a group of Bron does congregate into
a coterie, it is almost always to pursue some key facet of
the Grail Quest. Even Bron who do not travel tend to
dwell apart from their brethren, out of necessity (often,
the only territory a Bron dares to claim is the Barrens, as
even their unique curse cannot make the befouled places
of the city much worse) or desire (sedentary Bron are
usually bookish scholars who dislike interruption).

In the British Isles, where this bloodline is strongest,
the Bron have slightly more structure to the manner in
which the bloodline operates. The British Fisher Kings’
organization is common to the Lancea Sanctum and the
Circle of the Crone alike, a curious fact that suggests
that such organization may predate the schism within
the bloodline. Groups of scholarly Bron, called Ysgolo-
rion, secret themselves within Britain’s most prestigious
universities and libraries, often swallowing their pride
and serving as aides or Seneschals to the local Princes,
as the protection of domain is denied to the Bron.

These Ysgolorion (singular Ysgolor) scour the librar-
ies of the kine and the secret journals of elder Kindred,
seeking clues as to the Grail’s nature and resting place.
The Ysgolorion pass the information they glean on to
the Marchogion, or wandering knights, who engage
in the active fieldwork of investigation. Although the
Marchogion often speak grandly of their Grail Quests,
very few of them are actually directly engaged in a
search for the Grail. Too much information has been
lost, and the Grail has been too well hidden to make
such a search practical. Instead, most of a Marchog’s
time is spent looking for artifacts and tomes, clues that
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might point to other clues that may eventually point
to the Grail.

Depending upon their age and prestige, Marchogion
pass through Britain anywhere from once a year to once a
decade. Younger, inexperienced Marchogion return more
frequently, as they often aren’t as capable as their elders,
and the Ysgolorion don’t wish to lose years worth of ac-
cumulated discoveries because a careless young coterie
overestimated its abilities. Older Marchogion undertake
longer pilgrimages and more important quests. Beyond
this partnership of convenience, the Bron observe no
higher authority. In many instances, Marchogion and Ys-
golorion are as likely to carry on protracted, decades-long
feuds as they are to exchange information or advance the
progress of the Grail Quest.

Because of the deep divide between the branches of
this bloodline, most Fisher Kings think of themselves
as members of their covenant first and members of their
bloodline second. Sanctified Bron celebrate their own
versions of Good Friday and Easter, venerating the role
of the Grail more than the role of Christ (and, accord-
ing to some, more than the role of Longinus himself, a
fact that has led Inquisitors to the havens of the Bron
on more than one occasion).

Bron Acolytes sometimes focus on the worship of
ancient gods and goddesses connected with magical,
life-giving cauldrons: Bran is one such deity, as is
the Celtic goddess Cerridwen. In places where Bron
Acolytes gather in numbers, or even the rare domains
that have Bron Princes, a ghoulish rite may occur on
the winter solstice every 10th year. A Kindred from
within the domain — preferably one who has earned
recognition for protecting the Masquerade or defend-
ing Kindred society from some external threat — is
selected and brought before the assembled Kindred at
Elysium. From dusk until just before dawn, Kindred of
the domain honor the hero, praising him and granting
every luxury they have to offer. Revelers supply vessels
of any exotic vintage he desires, along with whatever
blood-borne intoxicants the hero might wish, and even
the hero’s longstanding rivals may publicly declare any
feuds or grudges to be things of the past. Just before
sunrise, the throng escorts the hero to the southernmost
border of the domain, where the Prince drives a spear
of rowan-wood into the hero’s side. The hero’s head is
removed with a single stroke of a sharp blade (to need
multiple strokes is considered a terrible omen), then
buried facing southward before the body crumbles to
ash. According to the Acolytes, so long as the head
remains undisturbed, it will protect their domain from
outside attack, just as Bran’s head protected Britain.

Legends

The Bron have been the subject of many tales, myths
and rumors throughout their history. Some of these

stories have been tales of the quest for the Grail, others
have been rumors hinting at dark secrets possessed by
the bloodline or the perceived truth of their origins.

Che @«ml[icle 0][’ the &epl/zlc/;re ng/ﬁzl
The Canticle of the Sepulchre Knight covers a period
from AD 1230 until 1350, approximately. In total, this
work comprises seven volumes in its original form, each
recounting one of the pilgrimages of Sir Godfrey la
Rochenoire, a Sanctified Bron, in search of the Grail.
Of particular note is Chanson IV, which recounts what
may be Sir Godfrey’s closest brush with the Grail during
his century of questing. In AD 1267, Sir Godfrey and his
coterie set forth from Avignon, bound for Wales. While
crossing the English Channel, their ship was banked
in by a thick fog that even the senses of Sir Godfrey’s
Mekhet companion, Jean-Pierre du Bois, could not
penetrate. Their ship languished on a windless sea the
entire night, and, just when it seemed dawn would
break on the horizon and doom them all, the ship ran
aground on a white, sandy beach. A castle loomed out
of the fog above them, and the Kindred fled to take
refuge from the sun within the castle’s walls. The lord
of the castle introduced himself as Alain le Gros, and
he seemed to know the vampires for what they were,
for he led them to a dark, windowless chamber below
ground and bade them rest for the day.

At dusk, Sir Godfrey and his coterie followed their
host to the castle’s chapel, where the knight experi-
enced a most peculiar vision. An exquisitely carved
crucifix of marble hung above the altar, with an equally
intricate statue of Longinus piercing Christ’s side with
the Holy Lance. Blood wept from the statue’s wound
and fell into a great chalice of gold and jewels. The
chalice was set upon a stone altar, over which the blood
had flowed in strange patterns, which Sir Godfrey and
his companions likened to pagan icons. Three women
dressed in the habits of nuns attended the Grail: one
young and comely, one of middling age and plain ap-
pearance and one elderly and repulsive.

Sir Godfrey demanded to know the meaning of what
he perceived as a pagan spectacle surrounding the Holy
Grail, but Alain le Gros only smiled sadly and made
no reply. Again, Sir Godfrey asked his question, and
yet once more and again he received no answer. Thus
insulted thrice over, Sir Godfrey was overcome by his
wrath, and made as if to strike le Gros in his frenzy.
The Grail women, seeing violence about to be done
in the holiest of chapels, tore their hair and wailed. A
baleful light, pale as the moon but harsher than the
sun’s forgotten rays, poured in through the stained glass
windows and rendered Sir Godfrey and his coterie blind
and insensate.

When the Sanctified knights returned to themselves,
they found themselves lying in state in their makeshift
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haven aboard the vessel that had carried them from the
shores of Normandy. The last rays of the setting sun had
vanished over the horizon, and their sailors informed
them that they would soon be landing on the English
shore. Of the strange fog that had beset their ship for an
entire night, the sailors professed no recollection. And
yet, this was no mad dream shared by Kindred made
torpid by the sun’s rays, for when Sir Godfrey arose that
evening, he found his right hand severed cleanly at the
wrist, as if by the sharpest blade on God’s earth. It is
recorded in other historical documents of the time that
this wound never healed and that Sir Godfrey bore the
mark of his impiety and failure until, according to other
tales, he met Final Death in Paris in AD 1384.

Secrels and %ﬂsi@mﬁ@s
The Bron are a secretive bloodline, and despite the
legends that surround its members, few outside the line
know much about them for certain. The history and
organization presented in this section can be used as a
source of rumors or stories told about the Bron. One or
more of these truths might be the gospel truth in your
chronicle. As always, Storytellers, use what you like
and modify or throw out the rest.

One Truth: The Bron are reclusive enough that few
Kindred have ever met one, let alone two. In some
domains, the very idea of Bron belonging to both the
Lancea Sanctum and the Circle of the Crone is laugh-
able. Depending upon who tells the tale, any rumor of
Bron belonging to another covenant is either a case of
mistaken identity caused by foolish pagans worshipping
asaucepan or Christianized oppressors stealing the true
faith of the people for their own purposes.

No Truth: In modern nights, radical new theories
about the nature of the Holy Grail have been put
forward by folklorists and theologians. In an era when
The Da Vinci Code has become a pop-culture icon (“It
really makes you think”), it’s no wonder many Kin-
dred, especially neonates and young ancillae, whisper
that the Bron are looking in the wrong place for their
Holy Grail. In fact, these Kindred say, the bloodline’s
founder did stumble upon the truth sometime during the
1500s and went mad with grief when he learned he had
been searching for a bundle of genealogical documents
and ancient scrolls proving that Mary Magdalene was
Christ’s wife and the mother of his child. In despair, the
Bron told none of his childer (or, in some versions of the
story, destroys the Grail documents to hide his failure)
of his discovery and greeted the next sunrise.

Belial’s Bron: According to this legend, the Bron
are indeed seeking the Holy Grail — and probably
other religious relics as well — not to lift their curse
or restore their humanity, but to destroy them. Once,
in the distant past, perhaps the Fisher Kings’ motives
were pure, but during the Middle Ages the bloodline

fell in with the Poor Knights of the Temple of Solomon,
better known as the Knights Templar. The Templars
were acknowledged as Europe’s foremost Grail scholars
at the time, and it was even rumored that they knew
the location of the Cup of Christ. They were wealthy
and powerful, but that wealth and power corrupted the
order, and they fell into idolatry and Devil-worship.
The Church discovered the Templars’ blasphemies and
executed almost the entire order. The Lancea Sanctum
did much the same to the Bron members of the order.
Despite these purges, a few mortal and Kindred Tem-
plars escaped and began a long, arduous search for the
lost knowledge of the Templars, including the location
of the Grail, the Spear of Destiny and other sacred rel-
ics. In some versions of this tale, the Bron are the secret
founders of Belial’s Brood, while in other versions the
Bron are merely the Brood’s allies.
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In both Christian and pagan myth, the Grail pos-
sesses miraculous powers of healing. According to
some legends, those who drink from the Grail retain
this healing gift even after they attain the Grail Quest.
The Bron embody this myth through their Discipline of
Crochan, from the Welsh word for “cauldron,” which
allows them to harness and manipulate the power of
Vitae to regenerate their undead flesh. This Discipline
is not without its dark side, though. Just as the Bron
are Damned, Crochan is a cursed version of the Grail’s
healing power that can both give life and take it away
with equal facility.

Crochan is essentially an enhancement of a vampire’s
innate ability to heal wounds through the power of Vitae.
Therefore, a Bron may not spend Vitae to heal wounds in
the same turn he uses a Crochan power, even if his Blood
Potency allows him to spend more than one Vitae per
turn. This restriction applies only to the Crochan user;
if he targets another Kindred with one of the powers of
Crochan, that vampire may spend Vitae for healing in the
same turn. Likewise, this Discipline affects only creatures
who possess the ability to use Vitae to heal their wounds.
Crochan does not affect other supernatural creatures’
powers of mystical healing, such as a werewolf’s natural
regeneration. In most cases, this means that Kindred and
ghouls are the only valid targets, but the World of Dark-
ness is a vast and mysterious place, and strange creatures
lurking in the shadows may well be capable of harnessing
the power of the Blood.

Despite the many drastic differences between the
Sanctified Bron and the Acolyte Fisher Kings, Crochan
is common to both branches of the bloodline, differing
in minor, cosmetic applications only. The Sanctified
often accompany the use of Crochan with fervent
prayers and the laying on of hands, while the Acolytes
prefer elaborate chants in Welsh or Manx Gaelic and
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savage bloodletting rituals. Many Bron Acolytes “sac-
rifice” the Vitae required to power this Discipline by
slicing their wrists, breast or even throat, and letting
the blood spill onto the ground. (Mechanically, this
is no different than spending a Vitae by simple act of
will; the Bron suffers no additional damage or blood
loss, and the time required to activate the Discipline
does not increase.)

Crochan is notably less common among the rare few
Invictus and Carthian Bron. Some Invictus find the
very idea of playing with the power of the Blood to be
foolishness worthy of an especially reckless Dragon,
while some Kindred of the Carthian Movement view
Crochan’s ability to manipulate the Vitae of others
to be a gross violation of another Kindred’s personal
rights. The Dragons, for their part, note the similari-
ties between Crochan and the philosophy behind the
Coils of the Dragon, and ponder over many troubling
questions in their unbeating hearts.
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All Kindred have an innate ability to heal wounds
inflicted on their undead bodies through the power of
Vitae, but this healing takes time for all but the most
minor hurts. The most basic level of Crochan allows
the Bron to speed this ability, though she must take care
that she does not starve herself into frenzy or torpor in
her haste.

Cost: 1 Vitae
Dice Pool: Intelligence + Medicine + Crochan

Action: Instant
Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The character’s blood resists her
efforts to quicken its flow, and in fact the blood becomes
more sluggish and unresponsive. For the remainder
of the scene, during any turn in which the character
wishes to spend Vitae to heal her wounds, she must
spend an extra Vitae to shock her sluggish system into
responding. Only one extra Vitae must be spent per
turn, regardless how much Vitae the Kindred uses that
turn for healing.

Failure: The character gains no additional ability
to channel Vitae toward healing. She may try again in
subsequent turns, however.

Success: For each success on the activation roll, the
character may add one to her effective Blood Potency
for purposes of determining how much Vitae she may
spend per turn, but only for purposes of healing injuries.
The character may not activate Disciplines, augment
Physical dice pools or use her increased rate of Vitae
expenditure for any other purpose. The character’s
maximum Vitae per turn as granted by her actual Blood
Potency is not restricted in this manner (assuming, of
course, that she has the ability to spend enough Vitae

to activate this power and perform some other action
in the same turn). Other traits derived from Blood Po-
tency, such as the character’s maximum Vitae, feeding
restrictions and Attribute maximums, are unaffected.
This power cannot increase the character’s “virtual
Blood Potency” above 10.

For example, Cecilia has a Blood Potency of 4, allowing
her to spend two Vitae per turn. She activates Swift Flows

the Blood, and her player rolls four successes. This gives her

a “virtual Blood Potency” of 8, increasing the total number
of Vitae she may spend this turn to seven. Only five Vitae
can be spent on healing wounds — her player spent one Vitae
to activate the power, and the final Vitae may be spent as
Cecilia’s player wishes within the normal rules.

Exceptional Success: The extra successes are their own
reward in this case.

If the roll succeeds, but the virtual Blood Potency increase
does not increase the character’s maximum Vitae per turn
(for example, if a player whose character has a Blood
Potency of 2 gains only a single success), the power of the
Discipline allows the character to spend one additional Vitae
on healing. This power is an exception to the rule that a
character may not spend Vitae to heal in the same turn that
she uses a Crochan power.

Suggested Modifiers
Modifier Situation
+2 The Bron pours her own Vitae into a chalice

or cauldron and drinks the Blood while
activating the power.

-1 The Bron has used this power since the
previous sunset (cumulative).
-2 The Bron has used this power within the

past hour (cumulative).
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According to early Grail mythology, the Fisher King -

was one of the keepers of the Holy Grail. Cursed by a
festering wound in his side, the Fisher King could not
be healed until a worthy Grail-seeker asked the proper
question and attained the Grail. Through the use of
this power, the Bron agitates another Kindred’s wound
so that it heals only with a great deal of effort.

Cost: 1 Vitae

Dice Pool: Intelligence + Occult + Crochan versus
subject’s Resolve + Blood Potency

Action: Contested; resistance is reflexive
Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: Not only are the target’s wounds
not rendered more difficult to heal, one health point of
the most severe type of damage the victim has suffered
is downgraded by one level of severity. Aggravated
damage becomes lethal, lethal damage becomes bash-
ing and bashing damage is healed completely. When
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downgrading this damage, downgrade the rightmost
Health point of the most severe type of damage.

Failure: The target’s ability to heal his wounds is
unaffected. The character may try again later (though
successive attempts against the same target in the same
night incur a cumulative —1 penalty; see below).

Success: For the remainder of the scene, the target
must spend one extra Vitae to heal his wounds. Heal-
ing two bashing wounds or one lethal wound costs two
Vitae. Aggravated wounds are not normally affected by
this power (but see below). Depending on the target’s
Blood Potency, he may have to spend the requisite
Vitae over multiple rounds to manage even the most
basic healing; in that case, healing occurs when all the
necessary Vitae is spent.

Exceptional Success: Per a success, but the curse lasts
until the next sunset. In addition, if the victim spends
Vitae toward healing an aggravated wound while under the
effects of this power (whether he is the victim of this power
on the first or the second night of the healing process), the
cost is increased to six Vitae over two nights.

The Bron must touch his target in order to inflict
this curse (see “Touching an Opponent” on p.

157 of the World of Darkness Rulebook).
Suggested Modifiers
Modifier Situation

+2 Power is turned on a
vampire with whom %
the user has a blood
tie (see Vampire:
The Requiem, p.
162).

+1 Target has tasted the
user’s blood in the past
night.

-1 Target has been the
victim of this power
earlierin thesamenight
(cumulative;
applies
whether the
earlier use
succeeded or

failed).
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After learning to both slow and quicken the Blood’s

healing properties, the Bron learns to twist it, turning
his enemy’s own attempts to heal against her.

Cost: 1 Vitae, plus see below

Dice Pool: Intelligence + Occult + Crochan versus
subject’s Resolve + Blood Potency

Action: Contested; resistance is reflexive
Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The subject is not affected and
is immune to any further uses of Bitter Humours for
a week.

Failure: The character’s player loses or ties the con-
tested roll, and the subject’s ability to heal himself is
unimpeded.

Success: The character wins the contested roll. For
each success the character’s player rolls, she may “twist”
one attempt by the subject to heal himself by spending

Vitae. As long as the character remains within

five miles of the subject, she instinctively
knows whenever the subject spends Vitae

to heal himself (though she does not

. know what type of damage the subject

: is trying to heal). As a reflexive

action, the character may

spend one Vitae to corrupt
the subject’s healing efforts.
Instead of healing the
damage, the subject
instead suffers the
same amount of
damage. Each ex-
penditure of Vitae
on the Bron’s part
can corrupt
only one Vitae
worth of heal-

ing, regardless

of how many

Vitae the subject

spends on heal-

.\ ing that turn.
If the subject
spends Vitae

as part of an at-
tempt to




heal an aggravated wound, he merely loses that Vitae
and must spend another on the healing process.

For example, Angelica uses Bitter Humours against
her rival, Manuel, and succeeds on the contested roll with
four successes. After a conflict outside Elysium, Manuel
spends one Vitae to heal a point of lethal damage. Angelica
is instinctively aware of the attempt and chooses to spend
Vitae to thwart Manuel. Manuel loses the Vitae he spent
toward healing that point of lethal damage and instead suffers
another point of lethal damage.

Later that evening, Manuel spends two Vitae to heal four
points of bashing damage in a single turn. Angelica is once
again aware of this attempted healing, and chooses to spend
another Vitae to twist Manuel’s healing attempt. Manuel
suffers two points of bashing damage thanks to Angelica’s
curse, but heals two points of bashing damage with his second
Vitae (as Angelica can twist only one Vitae worth of the
subject’s healing per Vitae point she spends) .

Exceptional Success: The character wins the contested
roll with five or more successes. In addition to instinctively
knowing when the subject attempts to heal himself with
Vitae, the character knows the severity of the damage being
healed. In addition, it is possible, though difficult, to cause
the subject to suffer aggravated damage with an exceptional
success. In order to inflict a point of aggravated damage, the
subject must spend all five Vitae to heal the wound during
the course of a single night. The subject also must not spend
more than one Vitae per turn on the healing process. Finally,
the Bron must spend a Vitae of her own to corrupt each
expenditure of Vitae (for a total of five Vitae) . If all of these
conditions are met, the subject suffers a point of aggravated
damage instead of healing one. Note that attempting to inflict
damage in this fashion is mutually exclusive from spending
Vitae to force the subject to lose a Vitae spent toward healing
an aggravated wound. The Bron must choose one effect or
the other when he spends his Vitae.

Bitter Humours works only on Kindred, not on any other
creature that has a regenerative or healing ability. As well,
this power requires the character to touch her target in order
to inflict this curse (see p. 157 of the World of Darkness
Rulebook) . The target of Bitter Humours suffers under the
curse until the following sunset, or until the curse’s power
is discharged.

Suggested Modifiers
Modifier Situation

+2 Power is turned on a vampire with whom
the user has a blood tie (see Vampire: The
Requiem, p. 162).

+1 Target has tasted the user’s blood within the
past night.
-1 Target has been the victim of this power earlier

in the same night (cumulative, applies whether
the earlier use succeeded or failed).
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According to legends, the Grail has the capacity to
heal grievous wounds, even regenerating lost limbs or
restoring health to those stricken with palsy or disease.
Vampires echo this power after a fashion, in that, upon
rising for the evening, their bodies always return to their
condition at the moment of the Embrace. Through
this Crochan power, the Bron is capable of channeling
the Blood’s ability to recreate lost muscle, tendon and
bone to rebuild lost limbs or heal limbs made useless
by sickness. The character infuses her Vitae with this
restorative power and drains the requisite amount into
a vessel (traditionally a chalice or cauldron, depending
on the user’s covenant, but any suitably large container
will do). The Bron then immerses the stump of the
limb to be restored in the Vitae concoction as the
mystic restoration generates new flesh, sinew and bone,
recreating the lost limb. Bron Acolytes often set a fire
beneath the cauldron to boil the Vitae, but this is not
necessary to use the power.

Cost: 2 Vitae to restore a hand or foot, 3 Vitae to
restore an entire arm or leg.

Dice Pool: Intelligence + Medicine + Crochan

Action: Extended. (A total of 10 successes are neces-
sary for a hand or foot, 20 for an arm or leg. Each roll
represents one hour of mystic ritual and effort.)

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The limb is not regenerated, the
Vitae spent is rendered inert and useless and the char-
acter may not attempt another use of Restoration of
the Maimed to restore that limb for one month. She
may use this power to restore other limbs, however, and
another Fisher King may attempt to restore the same
limb during this month.

Failure: The limb is not restored, and the Vitae spent -

is rendered inert and useless. The character may try
again if she wishes.

Success: Progress is made toward the restoration of

the limb.

Exceptional Success: Considerable progress is made
toward the restoration of the limb.

Restoration of the Maimed can be used to accelerate
the innate reversion a Kindred experiences every night
or may be used to restore limbs lost permanently, such
as pre-Embrace wounds or wounds the character spent
a Willpower dot to render permanent.

This power may also be used on others, even mortals
and those who do not automatically revert to prede-
termined states. Restoration of the Maimed is notably
less effective for mortals and their ilk; whenever this
power is used on any character other than a vampire, the
resultant limb is cold, clammy and not entirely under
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its owner’s control. Fingers twitch spasmodically, arms
hold themselves at awkward and uncomfortable angles
and similar minor, involuntary movements afflict legs
and feet restored with this power. In addition to un-
nerving others, these strange tics cause the subject to
suffer a—1 penalty on all Physical dice pools made with
the new limb. Should the mortal ever be Embraced, the
penalty is removed.

Suggested Modifiers
Modifier Situation

+2 Power is turned on a vampire with whom the
user has a blood tie (see Vampire: The
Requiem, p. 162).

+1 Limb was lost within the last week.

-1 Limb was lost more than one year ago
(cumulative).

-2 Subject is not Kindred.
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A common theme in myths about artifacts or individu-
als with miraculous healing powers is the concept that life
cannot be generated spontaneously. To heal one subject,
another subject must suffer or die. The Bron exemplify
this concept in the Vitae cost of their Discipline, but
Bron who have mastered Crochan take it to another
level altogether. With the final, most potent power of
Crochan, the Bron can literally steal the blood of anyone
nearby and use it to heal his own injuries.

Cost: 1 Vitae

Dice Pool: Intelligence + Occult + Crochan vs.
Resolve + Blood Potency

Action: Extended and contested. (One—10 successes;
each roll represents one turn of stealing blood.)

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: No Vitae is stolen, and the sub-
ject is immune to further uses of this power for the
rest of the night.

Failure: No Vitae is stolen.

Success: For every success rolled, the target loses
one Vitae and the character gains one Vitae. If the

1id s

subject is an animal, werewolf or some other creature
whose Vitae is more or less potent than normal, the
character gains more or less Vitae as appropriate.
If the subject is not a vampire, the subject suffers a
point of lethal damage, just as if the character had
fed from her directly.

Exceptional Success: Extra successes are their own
reward as a more significant amount of Vitae is stolen
from the target.

To use Stolen Blood, Stolen Life, the Bron must
be within five yards of his target and have a clear,
unobstructed line of sight to the target. With a simple
act of will, the character begins the process of stealing
the target’s Vitae.

No visible cues occur suggesting the target’s blood is
leaving her body and traveling to the character — the
transfer is entirely mystical in nature. A Kindred
using Aura Perception (see Vampire: The Requiem,
p- 120) to read the character’s aura sees bright,
crimson streams of light flowing into the character’s
aura, but unless he also reads the victim (who has
the same crimson streamers flowing out of her aura),
she receives no indication from whence the strange
streamers are originate or what they mean.

Vitae stolen in this manner may only be used for
healing or for fueling Crochan powers.

Note also that using this power to feed doesn’t free
the character from any moral obligations resulting from
his actions, such as killing a vessel, causing harm and
soon. See pp. 181-186 of Vampire: The Requiem for
more information on Humanity and Morality.

Suggested Modifiers
Modifier Situation

+2 Power is turned on a vampire with whom the
user has a blood tie (see Vampire: The
Requiem, p. 162).

+1 Target has tasted the user’s blood within the
past night.
-1 Target has been the victim of this power

earlier in the same night (cumulative, applies
whether the earlier use succeeded or failed).
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Of all those once born of woman, the Kindred, those
who have shed the coil of mortality in exchange
for an eternity of Damnation, are the monsters.
The Kindred are unliving souls doomed
to shadow and a feast of blood. However,
even among monsters, some inevitably
stand out as distinctly horrific.

L~

One bloodline so embodies the
twisted curse that all vampires suffer
that the bloodline’s very presence is a
thing of unprecedented disgust, a vile &
reminder of just how inhuman the Kin-
dred really are. Yet paradoxically, even
the most disciplined Kindred, entranced
by their own inability to comprehend such
cruelties of Embrace, find it difficult not to
stare at these piteous mockeries of flesh and bone.
These Freaks are renowned for their grotesquery, each
singularly deformed to the extreme, and put to shame
their mortal sideshow counterparts. So accursed is the
Freaks’ Vitae that it literally twists and reshapes the cor-
poreal shells of all new members, forever warping them
into forms that mimic the most egregious congenital
defects suffered by the kine. No alteration is too dramatic,
leaving many Freaks severely handicapped.

For all the additional pain and inconvenience they
must endure due to this bizarre lineage, the Freaks possess
an uncanny degree of strength that few outsiders, to their
misfortune, can guess. Although largely shunned by the
greater Kindred community, the Freaks share a tremendous
bond with others of their ilk. Few coteries — most often
simply referred to as Carnivals — are as tight-knit as theirs
— and with that intimacy comes power. The Carnival may
not partake in the highly visible movements of the Danse
Macabre, but a Carnival, despite its public face, is always
more than a mere sideshow. The Freaks’ ability to turn their
seeming physical limitations into unexpected advantages
provides these monsters a unique edge, allowing them to
enter places no other Kindred or kine can penetrate and,
just as effectively, escape from places and situations that
would be impossible for others. Those witnesses unfortu-
nate enough to see a Freak putting on the Show — the
bloodline’s signature Discipline — are in for an unpleasant
surprise. Unable to pull their attention away from the dis-
turbing display before them, they are open to all manner
of inimical activity instigated by the bizarre vampires. Wise
Kindred avoid the Carnival if they hear that it has come to
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town. Fools soon find themselves much worse off
for the experience.

The Carnival claims its founder was %
known at the height of her celebrity as .
Anulka, the Bohemian Mermaid, a
sideshow freak who toured Europe
with a small circus during the 18th
century. Legend has it that Anulka
was treated worse than the trained
animals and was kept locked in a
cage for most of her adult life, an
object of ridicule and fascination who
L] S earned the owner of the circus enough
lucre to forgo any consideration of
Anulka’s release. The malignant
barker came to a just end at the hands of a
blighted Kindred named Hagal, who is said to have
taken pity upon the exploited Anulka, a creature even
more repulsive than himself. Hagal took her as his own
childe and, with her assistance, usurped control of the
circus from its financial overseers.

u. .! 1 i | - . Irl-
Gl il [earul oaqw &

AT T T
J |

Upon Hagal’s mysterious demise, Anulka created
childer of her own, fledglings whose bodies underwent
traumatic transformations as the full power of their sire’s
Vitae infused them with her utterly warped psychology.
Freaks like their creator and, therefore, unwelcome
even among Kindred society, these childer cleaved to
one another as family, and their circus became a travel-
ing horror show, its formerly human oddities both its
greatest attraction and its darkest secret.
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In time, the circus became too great a threat to the
Masquerade — at least that’s the story most Kindred
tell — and was destroyed in a night of bloodshed and
fire. Not all the Freaks met their ends, however. Those
who survived fled. Later, some established their own
nightmarish Carnivals with their own twisted broods.
Tonight, a small number of these vile bands survive.
A few provide the darkest of entertainment for other
vampires, putting on the Show in Elysium in return for
feeding rights or other favors. Other Carnivals travel
from domain to domain to survive, playing to Kindred
and kine alike as the Freaks pass through each domain,
using the Show to maintain the First Tradition even as
they reveal the true horror of the Requiem.
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Parent Clan: Daeva
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Covenant: Rarely is the Carnival welcome among the
covenants. Even rarer is the Freak who wishes to belong
to these often insular societies. Few Kindred have any
desire to associate with beings who so blatantly embody
the hidden horror that lurks within every
vampire. The Freaks’ deformities
are too painful a reminder of just
how far the Kindred are from the
mortals they once
were. For the most
part, the Freaks
stand outside
the cov-

enants,

their own exclusive Carnivals — essentially a bloodline
and covenant in one. The Freaks don’t necessarily hold
any particular antipathy toward one covenant or an-
other, however. They reserve their spite only for those
who actively move against then, either collectively or
as individuals.

The Invictus rarely opens its doors to the Carnival,
unless the First Estate wishes to employ the Freaks,
officially or otherwise, usually as objects of entertain-
ment intended to add a dash of grotesque fancifulness to
Elysium. Freaks are too visibly distorted for the First Es-
tate. They resemble everything the Kindred upper crust
detests. On the other hand, those Freaks who do cozy up
to these powdered wigs, even if in a servile manner, can
learn a great deal. Most Kindred peacocks are unable to
recognize the scheming intelligence behind the eyes of
a vampire with no limbs, and fewer still would deign to
consider such a vampire a potential threat.

Generally, the Carthians are not much different from
their dynastic cousins. Some Carthians may give lip
service to lofty ideals such as equality and inner worth,
but these pretenders want no more to do with a band of
deformed blood-drinkers than with a pack of Lupines.
The Freak who does find acceptance is still likely to
face social stigmatism, making any political ascent a
Herculean task, indeed.

The Kindred of the Lancea Sanctum view the Carni-
val in two distinctly opposing ways, depending on the
personal doctrine of the belicver. Some Sanctified see
the Freaks as creatures doubly Damned and, therefore,
worthy of pity and charity. This is fine, for nothing is
an easier score than taking advantage of the foolishly
naive. Some Freaks have used this attitude to exploit
the Sanctified, even joining the covenant’s ranks for a

time in order to reap the greatest benefit.

The danger lies in the covenant’s other view of
the Carnival. Even the most doted-on charity case
! eventually meets with a Priest who is convinced
J that this bloodline is nothing more than a

fh blasphemy that should be expunged from the
w: world, the sooner the better. Worse, some

Zealots are of the mind that the Freaks are

touched by the Devil, their deformities
proof that the Adversary has put his own
mark upon them. These Sanctified make
it a personal crusade to cleanse the city
of the Carnival, and, given the overall
attitude of most vampires toward the
bloodline, the Sanctified rarely find too
much opposition to their witch-hunt.

The Circle of the Crone is perhaps the
most open to these aberrations, though
the Acolytes certainly do not go out of
their way to extend the Freaks any invita-

tions. Should a disaffected Freak wish to
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become an Acolyte, she will likely find a place made for
her at some table. Still, few Freaks are drawn into the
ranks of the Acolytes, especially since the bloodline’s
physical form makes it difficult to properly participate
in the covenant’s rituals. On the other hand, the
covenant’s belief in learning from pain is occasionally
appealing, given that most Freaks are in some degree
of constant pain anyway.

The only covenant that gives the Carnival real pause
is the Ordo Dracul. It is rumored that at least one Freak
has been initiated into the Order’s ranks, but, for the
most part, the only role the Dragons have reserved for
the bloodline is that of curiosity. The Dragons’ interest
in how Vitae can cause gross transformative changes in
Kindred makes the Freaks more likely subjects of study
rather than peers.

Appearance: Physical deformities are the defining
characteristic of the Carnival. What a Freak looked like
prior to joining the bloodline is largely irrelevant after
her Vitae has been fully transformed into that of her
new family. It might be worth noting that a character
is Caucasian, French, full-bearded, large-breasted, etc.,
but all this falls by the wayside when compared to the
horrifying changes the Carnival’s blood wreaks upon
the bone and sinew of its newest members. Exactly
how the individual’s body will change is anyone’s guess.
Each change is unique, and no factor seems to play a
determinate role in the hideous transformation. The
only certainty is that the Freak is severely deformed,
with some Freaks being so altered that they become
virtual invalids. It is easy to see just how hellish the
Requiem of a Freak can be. More on what qualifies as
an appropriate deformity can be found in the discussion
on the bloodline’s weakness, below.

Haven: A Freak’s haven primarily falls into one of
two categories: mobile or established. A number of
Freaks are nomadic, spending only a brief time in a
location before moving on. Therefore, many prefer a
mobile haven, one that allows the Carnival to pack up
at a moment’s notice, should trouble rear its ugly head.
Given the treatment most Carnivals receive among
their fellow Kindred, mobile havens are almost a neces-
sity. Depending on the size of the Carnival, the Freaks
may use a station wagon, SUV, van, truck, RV or even
bus as their four-wheeled sanctuary. In some cases, the
Carnival may employ more than one vehicle; in these
instances, the entire group hits the road in a caravan.
In some parts of the world, actual wagons, drawn by
steeds usually fortified with the blood of their undead
masters, are still employed for this purpose.

All conveyances share aspects in common. First, rarely
does a Carnival have the funds for something new. Motor
vehicles are usually at least a decade old and held together
with as much spit as welds. At least one member of the
Carnival often possesses the mechanical know-how to

deal with the regular maintenance required to keep the
vehicle moving. Not only are such rolling heaps of scrap
metal inexpensive to obtain, they tend to offer substantial
advantages over newer models. Older vehicles are usually
heavier and sturdier. They offer far more protection from
minor accidents and rough roads. Older vehicles also go
unnoticed far more so than glittering new coupes just
off the assembly line, affording the Carnivals the veil of
the Masquerade.

Finally, although older vehicles do require frequent
repairs, the work is relatively simple and requires only
basic tools. De facto mechanics can find parts in most
junkyards on the cheap. Compare this to the downtime
required to fix a newer car, and an older car makes
perfect sense. Almost universally, these vehicles sport
blacked-out windows or at least some means to keep out
the sun, as well as sturdy locks. More than one Carnival
also uses menacing dogs to guard the caravan during
daylight hours, which is usually not too much of an at-
tention-getter given the Freaks’ preference for parking
in out-of-the way spots, such as junkyards, abandoned
industrial zones and similar places. (For more ideas on
mobile havens and survival on the road, see the Vam-
pire supplement Nomads.)

Despite the safety that mobility offers, some Freaks
choose the protection of something more permanent.
The greatest advantage to this is that the Carnival can
establish an enduring sideshow, which in turn creates a
reliable herd for the Freaks to feed from without having
to face the unknown night after night. The downside,
of course, is that the Freaks have to find some degree
of acceptance among the city’s other Kindred, even if
only on the surface.

Again, the Freaks’ reputation precedes them, and
few Princes are willing to permit the Carnival to set
up shop in their domains. Even if only a fraction of the
heinous stories told about this bloodline are believed
to be true, suffering the presence of the Freaks is out of
the question for all but the most sympathetic, apathetic
or scheming Kindred lords. However, given that most
vampires who have clawed their way to the top of the
Kindred social order probably qualify as the latter, some
Princes have admitted the Carnival, albeit usually with
special restrictions to ensure that such mercy does not
come back to haunt them.

Urban havens are usually established in places that
afford the Freaks both privacy and drama. For them, the
haven is not only where they hide away from the sun
but also a stage to be used to lure curious kine into their
grotesque company. Forsaken warehouses, factories,
tenements and similar structures prove to be excellent
havens. Inside, the Freaks do quite a bit of remodeling,
even if it’s not apparent to visitors. Numerous hidden
passages, escape routes and redoubts are created, along
with areas where the foolhardy can gather to gaze upon
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the outlandish feats of the Carnival, unaware that they
have walked into a trap.

Part boudoir, part salon, part theater, part bunker and
part charnel house, a Freak’s haven is her domain in the
truest sense of the word, a place in which no one else,
living or otherwise, can find comfort. Even welcomed
guests have a hard time stomaching the disturbing blend
of showmanship and nightmare evidenced not only in
the demeanor of the host, but in the furnishings and
decoration that pay homage more to Bosch’s infamous
Garden of Earthly Delights than to Barnum’s big top.

Background: Contrary to popular belief, most of the
Carnival is made up of individuals who in life were
not deformed horrors, or at least not outwardly. Freaks
understand full well what it means to be an outcast,
and few wish to visit the curse of undeath upon those
already bearing the difficult hardship of pariah. Instead,
Freaks tend to select childer from among those mortals
whose inner nature is already far more warped than their
outward appearance would suggest.

Some Freaks feel that the Embrace is a just punishment
for such cretins and enjoy watching their newfound prog-
eny struggle with the harsh vicissitudes that the Requiem
brings. Other Freaks recognize in their marks just how
uniquely suited they are for unlife among the Damned.
Unlike many celebrated mortal freaks, those who join
the Carnival are rarely models of morality and compas-
sion. The painful and often crippling changes wrought
by the Vitae of the bloodline upon the new Freak’s body
works into the psyche with similar force. Very few have
the fortitude to hang on to their humanity when they are
savaged by the curse of the Carnival in addition to the
breadth of difficulties they already face as vampires.

People already accustomed to a lifetime of perver-
sion and atrocity are far more likely to survive the
transformation that will occur when they are finally
ready to inherit the telltale legacy of the Carnival. In
the bloodline’s infancy, true freaks — those deformed
by birth, not Blood — were the norm. Tonight, they
are the exception outside of the ranks of the Carnival’s
elders. Although some Freaks relish the relative power
that undeath has provided them, others see their Re-
quiems as Hell on Earth, for they have been denied the
one escape possible from their tragic conditions. Still,
the rare childe is conceived who is already intimately
familiar with what it means to be a freak.

Character Creation: Aside from the matter of the
precise nature of the deformity the character suffers, a
player should consider how the character compensates
for that flaw, even if indirectly. A Freak whose legs
completely withdraw into his torso still needs a way
to get around. This could mean a board with wheels, a
carriage pushed by a Retainer or simply a much greater
reliance upon his arms for propulsion, using them liter-
ally as replacements for his missing limbs.

e

For obvious reasons, Physical Attributes are tremen-
dously valuable to the Carnival. Feeding is difficult
enough without having to deal with such things as vesti-
gial hands, malformed jaws, oversized and useless feet and
so on. To overcome these afflictions, the character should
consider at least one Specialty that counterbalances his
weakness. Athletics Skill Specialties are especially com-
mon among Freaks. For example, a “Lobster Boy” ancilla
whose hands are too horribly deformed to be used for
most ordinary tasks might specialize in Foot Dexterity,
enabling him to use his toes in place of his fingers, while
another Freak cursed with backward-jointed knees and
condemned to travel on all fours might specialize in
Scrambling or even Climbing.

Despite the emphasis on physical capability, few
Freaks rely on might and agility alone to make it
through the night. Mental and even Social Attributes
can be the character’s real forte. Allowing others to fall
prey to the false assumption that the bodily handicaps so
evident are indicative of other personal shortcomings is
a hallmark of this bloodline. Because few Kindred wish
to spend enough time around the Carnival to learn the
truth about the Freaks’ inherent strengths and weak-
nesses, Kindred are often easier to manipulate, usually
to their detriment.

Freak characters don’t trust their bodies alone to reel
in the dupes. Most Freaks have at least one trademark
gimmick, stunt or talent they use to ply their audience
to enhance the Show. Fortune-telling, driving nails into
their head, sword-swallowing, magic acts: all are popu-
lar. Practically the only thing these bizarre vampires
won’t do to enthrall an audience is play with fire.

Emphasis on Expression, Persuasion and Subterfuge is
particularly appropriate for these characters — anything
that aids them in putting on a show. Ultimately, a Freak
character has to be playable, and that means he must
be able to hunt, find safety from sunlight and not spend
every moment fleeing from hunters, whether Kindred
or kine. A well thought-out combination of Attributes,
Skills, Specialties and Merits, along with a bit of luck
and camaraderie can see even the most sorely deformed
to victory, even if it is only one night at a time.

Bloodline Disciplines: Celerity, Majesty, the
Show, Vigor

Weakness: Not only does all Freaks suffer the stan-
dard weakness of all Daeva — their lusts and perversions
grow particularly dire, given their frequent activities
— but each Freak also suffers a unique curse of defor-
mation that leaves the rest of the parent clan looking
unblemished by comparison.

When a character joins the bloodline, the player must
make a decision. The character’s body is warped in a
manner that either is guaranteed to vex onlookers or
imposes severe physical handicaps on the Freak. If the
player chooses a freakish mien, the character acquires
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the Nosferatu clan weakness, per p. 111 of Vampire:
The Requiem. If the player chooses a physical handi-
cap, that character’s Speed is reduced to one-quarter of
its standard value (round down) after any adjustments
are made (as with Celerity, for example).

Storytellers should work with players to devise ap-
pearances that both serve the interests of the players
and, at the same time, fittingly impair the characters to a
degree justified by the mechanics of the weaknesses. See
the sidebar, “Typical Deformities,” for some suggested
manifestations of bloodline weaknesses.

Note that a Freak cannot posses the Crippled or Defor-
mity Flaws (p. 219 of the World of Darkness Rulebook).
The character will certainly be deformed, but the player
gains no benefits from it. per the rules for Flaws.

Organization: The Carnival is not just a bloodline
but a full-fledged society akin to the Invictus or the
Carthian Movement. True, the Carnival is admittedly
too small both in number and reach to claim to be a
covenant, but, for all other intents and purposes, the
Carnival functions as one. Its members share a num-
ber of customs and practices along with a body of lore
unknown to outsiders. They have their own pecking
order and their own brand of justice tailor-made for the
Carnival. Most important, they stick together. Few, if
any other, Kindred suffer as these misshapen creatures
do, and that suffering binds them together in a way that
even Blood cannot.

Each Carnival — the term refers to the bloodline as
a whole as well as to an individual coterie — is led by
a single Freak, who is responsible for ensuring that the
entire group is safe from sunlight, discovery by mortals
and Kindred harassment. In return for this leadership,
this Freak receives a payment from each member of
the Carnival who wishes to put on her own show. This
Privilege, as it is called, usually consists of a Vitae tithe,
ensuring that the Carnival’s leader can spend his time
guaranteeing the safety of the Carnival, rather than
looking for sustenance. Freaks who have spent at least
a year or so with the Carnival usually enter into this
agreement; those who have spent less time have to wait
until they have a little more experience under their belt
first. The Carnival also attracts a few benighted Kindred
unrelated to the bloodline proper who wish to join its
twisted ranks, as well as a number of kine who handle all
the sundry tasks necessary to the safety of the Carnival
as well as the success of the Show.

The bloodline’s roots may be in Eastern Europe, but
the Carnival’s greatest numbers are in North America.
Here, the circus and, later, the carnival found their
greatest popularity, and, here the Carnival continues
to exploit this historical fact. Although few ordinary
carnivals and sideshows remain in business tonight, the
Carnival continues to serve the very powerful, albeit
mostly unspoken, need of the kine to witness oddities,

blasphemies and outright horrors of humanity in what
seems to be a safe environment. Whether as a traveling
show that quietly advertises ahead of its arrival in order
to drum up a crowd or as a semi-permanent spectacle
that holds regular shows for a steady stream of the cu-
rious, the Carnival finds no lack of an audience and,
thereby, no lack of a fresh supply of blood.

Concepts: The Alligator Lady, The Astonishing
Merman, The Frog Man of Borneo, The Girl With No
Face, The Human Skeleton, The Irish Leprechaun, The
Missing Link, The Rubber-Skinned Woman, The Two-
Headed Man, The Vampire Worm of Old Spain
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SAMPLE DEFORMITIES

Skin Afflictions: Scaly or rough skin of a
reptilian or elephantine appearance; excessively
loose skin.

Hirsutism/Baldness: Excessive hair or baldness.

Missing/Extra Limbs: Completely or partially
lacking arms, legs, hands or feet, as well as
possessing extra limbs, wholly or partially.

Deformed Limbs: Any variety of disfigurement
of the arms, legs, hands or feet, which can include
altered shape, fusion or hyper-extended joints.

Deformed Torso: A trunk that can bend in any
direction and is often forced into an unnatural
position by default.

Emaciation/Obesity: Condition leaving the
Freak almost impossibly slender or large.

Facial Deformation: Shrunken head, pinhead
syndrome, extra ears, missing lower jaw or any
other grotesque abnormality of the head.

Many other deformities exist and can be used,
provided they are severe enough or are used to
simply add more horror to the Freak.

—— b

Hislory

Among carnival folk exaggeration, confabulation and
outright lying are accepted as part of any tale, for even
a whispered legend among close associates is as much a
part of the Show as one broadcast onstage to a rapt audi-
ence of rubes. The story of the Carnival is no exception,
and the Freaks would have it no other way. For them,
the origin of their bloodline is just another reckoning
intended to entertain first and answer questions second.
Even accepting its likely inaccuracies, most agree that,
as told tonight, the narrative is probably not too far off
the mark from the actual events that gave birth to this
frightening brood.

Anulka was a Slovak girl born in 1742 with the misfor-
tune of having her legs fused together, a condition named
sirenomelia because of the victim’s resemblance to the
mythical siren. Anulka, rejected by her mother at birth,
was taken in by the Church, which wholly expected the
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infant to die within days. To both surprise and horror, the
child did not perish, and, though afflicted with pain and
numerous attendant complications, the freak of nature
survived God’s cruel joke. As she grew older, her caretakers
treated her with increasing harshness but, afraid that the
girl was a divine test, the nuns did not dare to visit harm
upon her. Instead, when Anulka experienced her first
menses, she was expelled from the orphanage and handed
over to a local businessman in exchange for cash.

Although the entrepreneur promised the sisters that
the young woman would be well taken care of, he, in
fact, had no such intention. Rather, he acted only as
a middleman for Josef Gensch, the manager of a small
circus that traveled through Bohemia, Austria, and
Germany. Gensch knew a money-maker when he saw
it, and, in Anulka, he saw a small fortune. Once he had
her in his possession, any pretense at hospitality ceased,
and the deformed girl was thrust into the inhuman world
of the early sideshow. Sharing a filthy, straw-strewn cage
floor with an imbecilic albino, she was turned overnight
into just another spectacle for the show.

Towners — those
locals who were
lured to the cir-
cus — would
come each day P
to gawk at the -
advertised

BRdil

Mermaid of Bohemia for a few pfennigs and would fill
Anulka’s ears with words that were more injurious than her
living conditions. She was spit on, insulted, threatened and
degraded each day, her only solace the quiet hours of the
night when she would pray to God for salvation. To add to
her agonies, Gensch grew fond of having Anulka brought
to his quarters now and then to satisfy his deviant lusts. In
her mind, she was being punished by the Almighty, perhaps
for the sins of the mother she never knew, for her life was
as bad as any Hell could conjure up in her imagination.
Any hope that God might rescue her finally died under
Gensch’s slimy affections. The Mermaid of Bohemia no
longer prayed to Heaven, but instead begged for Death to
ease her torment.

Her pleading did not go unheard, and one fateful
night Death did answer her call. The circus had been
in the town of Linz for only two days when Hagal, a
neonate Kindred, paid a visit to the traveling show.
Prowling through the throng of circus-goers, Hagal
remained among the wagons and tents after the public
had been sent home and the showmen and rousties
found rest after their long day’s work. The interloper
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noted one wagon in particular — the office, or the circus
leader’s wagon — for from within emanated the sounds
of pleasure and pain, emotions that stoked the young
Kindred’s bloodlust. The wagon’s door was locked, but
Hagal was too caught up in the moment to care, and
tore the barrier from its hinges. Inside he found Gensch
and Anulka, the former forcing his “mermaid” to pro-
vide him the basest of pleasures, to her clear distaste.
Unable to control his own sense of arousal, Hagal
launched himself upon the stunned circus leader and
satisfied every one of his own monstrous urges, relishing
the heavy splash of blood that filled his maw. Anulka
sought only to flee, but her condition made that all
but impossible. Instead, she could only cower in terror
from the demon before her. In those brief moments
before Hagal turned on her, she came to a simple yet
fortifying conclusion. God had cursed her for the sins of
her parents and had abandoned her to Hell. Now, the
Devil had come to ease her suffering and offer her his
own brand of salvation. Her darkest prayers had been
answered. With that, her fright vanished.

Sated with Gensch’s blood, Hagal eyed the deformed
woman before him. As one who bore the curse of Damna-
tion, Hagal knew what it meant to be feared and hated
and abused, and a glint of his lingering humanity rose to
the surface. What finally decided the fate of the freak was
Anulka’s utter lack of fear of the blood-soaked vampire, who
surely could destroy her with nary a thought. She seemed
at peace, even excited at her expected demise, a reaction
that caught Hagal by surprise. Here was a creature truly fit
for the mantle of the Kindred, a creature who was already
comfortable bearing a horrible stigma without complaint.
Imagine what she could be with the power of Vitae at her
command! Without further hesitation, Hagal opened her
neck and let the lifeblood given her by God spill out onto
the already bloodstained floor. In place of God-given blood,
Hagal gave his childe his own accursed Vitae, inflicting upon

her the full weight of the Embrace.

Together, Hagal and Anulka seized control of the circus,
using the power of their Vitae to enslave key members of
the group and put them in charge. The circus continued
on its route as if nothing had happened, stopping in the
usual towns and putting on the show, as the circus always
had. However, this time, the circus collected blood as well
as money from the locals, providing the circus’ undead
masters everything they needed to survive. When the show
returned to Prague, the circus’ owners — three merchants
who bankrolled the enterprise and put Gensch in charge
of day-to-day affairs — attempted to re-assert their control
by installing a new overseer and seizing their share of the
profits, but the Kindred would have none of it. Hagal and
Anulka visited each of the owners in turn, impressing upon
each one the need to immediately dissolve his relationship
with the carnival, which worked precisely as desired. Now
in full control of the circus, the haunting duo set out to put
on a show that would exceed any other in history.

For more than three decades, they did what they set
out to do. The small circus gained a reputation through-
out Europe as a show not to be missed, and their regular
route expanded to include larger and more distant lo-
cales. Unfortunately for the circus’ owners, the circus
also gained the unwanted attention of certain influen-
tial Kindred, who grew concerned about the rumors of
midnight “vampire shows” that circus-goers could see
with the purchase of a special, high-priced ticket.

While the circus was performing on the outskirts of
Strasbourg, that town’s Kindred Prince received word from
his own spy that the rumors were indeed true. Hagal and
Anulka were putting on a special exhibition in the middle
of the night for a small audience that included not only
blood-drinking but also a display of their vampiric powers,
a flagrant violation of the First Tradition. Enraged, the
Prince commanded his Sheriff to drag the outlaws to his
court to answer for their crimes. With the help of some
backup, the Sheriff did manage to get his hands on Hagal,
but Anulka escaped the notice of the Sheriff’s enforcers.
Hagal was summarily tried, convicted and executed by
Strasbourg’s Prince. Anulka was convicted in absentia,
and her circus was ordered destroyed in the hope that the
punishment would flush her out of hiding.

Instead, Anulka was only driven away, finding refuge with
the aid of a Retainer. Her sire and her circus were gone,
but her will was unbroken. She retreated to her homeland
and founded a new organization, something that would be
less obvious and more able to move at a moment’s notice.
Instead of a full circus, she operated a small traveling car-
nival and created her own brood of childer to assist her and
enhance the outfit’s appeal. To her surprise, her progeny
eventually began to change, becoming true freaks like her,
each unique in his or her disfigurement. Anulka had become
the progenitor of her own foul bloodline — she was a Freak
and her family was the Carnival.

By the mid-19th century, the bloodline claimed more
than two dozen members, and the original Carnival had
spawned other Carnivals. However, the nature of the
Freaks and of Kindred society at large meant that the
Carnival had to remain a largely secretive and limited
lineage. Princes and Primogen were still extremely wary
of any news of the Carnival and wasted little time in
investigating such reports. This environment led to a
few Freaks making the arduous journey to the United
States and signing on with one of the numerous small
circuses that had become so popular there.

At the end of the 1800s, with the waning of full-
fledged circuses, and their replacement by an even
greater number of carnivals and sideshows, the Freaks
found their niche. American Kindred nursed far less
paranoia than their European counterparts, and the
relatively wide-open country made it far more difficult
for antagonistic Kindred to pursue the Carnival, let
alone even hear the rumors about their true nature.
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Tonight, the Carnival remains true to its origins. A
mostly closed society, the Carnival clings to the fringes
of Kindred society, putting on the Show and surviving.
Concentrated in North America, where the bloodline
surpasses three dozen members, the Carnival still claims
family in Europe and parts of the Mediterranean. Rumors
of at least one Carnival in the Far East have also been
heard, but so far they remain just that.
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CarnNIVAL LINGO

The Carnival has its own special vocabulary that
helps not only create a greater sense of community
among its members, but also helps them conceal
their activities from Kindred and kine. A complete
lexicon is impossible to provide here, but a few
of the most frequently used terms and those that
differ in meaning from their ordinary carnival
usage are given here.

Ballyhoo: The words or actions used to lure
Kindred or kine to the Show.

Blowoff: The last part of the Show, when the
Freak satisfies his hunger by drinking the blood
of his victims.

Hole: An individual Freak’s performance space.

Mark: A mortal targeted to become victim to
the Show.

Mooch: A mark who is particularly easy to
victimize.

Nut: The expenses required for the regular
upkeep and defense of the Carnival.

Privilege: A payment, usually in Vitae, paid
to the Carnival’s boss for permission to put on
a Show.

Office: The boss's personal haven, whether a
room, a wagon, an RV or something else.

Straight Up: Honest.

Tip: The audience for any given Show.

Additional words can be found on some of
the extensive lists of special carnival terminology
available on the Internet.

aSociety awd Culture

The Carnival looks to one Freak for leadership,
variously called the boss, the Man, the Front Office or
simply Management, though such titles are usually used
only for the benefit of outsiders. Within the Freaks’ own
Stygian tents, any pretense at formality is seen as just
that —pretense. Despite the casual nature of the Car-
nival’s internal politics, this individual holds enormous
influence. Management’s word is rarely disobeyed.

Those rare Kindred who understand the inner work-
ings of the Carnival speculate that this obedience has
more to do with some innate servility that every Freak
feels, perhaps an unseen aspect of their line’s weakness,
than because of any real superiority of the boss.

The Freaks laugh at this supposition. Their deformities
and social stigma do not compel them to servility. Because
they have only each other to protect against the worst the
Requiem can throw at them, they have few other options.
So long as the Front Office does not command them to
waltz into a blazing inferno, they are usually satisfied to
follow orders, even if grumblingly. The alternative — each
Freak for himself — is too terrifying to consider.

The boss’s primary function is to protect the Carnival
from any and all danger. If he fails in this regard, his
tenure will likely be dramatically short. Allowing the
Carnival’s wealth to be swiped is just reason to depose
the leader, usually with a hearty beating. Permitting
one of the Freaks under his aegis to suffer Final Death
is inexcusable. Tales of bosses being literally tarred,
feathered and left to burn in the morning sun are com-
monplace and probably not over-exaggerated.

There are three tiers of social standing underneath the
Man: troupers, greens and punks. Troupers are those Freaks
who have been with the Carnival for at least one full circuit
of its usual route, in the case of a traveling Carnival, or who
have been with the Carnival at least a year, in the case of an
established Carnival. These Freaks have essentially proven
themselves and are accepted as full members of the Carnival,
with all the rights it offers. Most importantly, troupers are
permitted to put on their own private shows and may keep
whatever profits they take in as a result. In exchange, they
must pay Management a Vitae tithe, known as the Privilege,
with precise terms set by the Carnival’s leader. Among this
social caste, those Freaks who have meted out punishment
to Kindred who intended to or succeeded in visiting harm
upon the Carnival are especially respected. The “pinhead”
who beat the Sheriff’s lackey into torpor for trying to set fire
to one of the group’ trailers, while lacking wit, will be held
in great esteem by the bloodline. Aside from these rare few,
most troupers are judged by the quality of their acts. The
“Frog Boy” who simply squats on a stage has nothing on
the “Two-Headed Woman” who is able to sing a two-part
harmony and put on a comic argument with herself. A Freak
seeking greater recognition among her peers need only work
on her performance until it surpasses expectation.

The greens are those Freaks who have yet to qualify as
troupers, by dint of little time spent with the Carnival.
Because greens cannot put on their own shows, they either
perform as part of a trouper’s act — and have no claim to
the profits received — or they refrain from performance
entirely and instead assist in whatever capacity they are
permitted. It is important to note that Freaks do not ac-
cord status based upon the nature of one’s deformities. A
double-bodied Freak has no more or less inherent status
than one who suffers from “lobster” hands. Merit, not
disfigurement, is what matters most to the Carnival.

The third rung of the Carnival’s ladder is composed of

those curious Kindred who desire to keep company with
the bloodline, for whatever reason. Punks often work
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as shills during performances or otherwise engage in
offering personal protection or assistance to individual
Freaks. Some of these Kindred are used as gaffed, or
fake, freaks or perform talent acts — sword-swallow-
ing, marksmanship, magic shows and so on — with all
profits going to the Carnival’s manager.

Most Carnivals also claim a few mortals, in addition
to the Kindred, as part of the family. Although mortals
hold very low status, the various roustabouts, talkers,
shills, joint men, advance men, blood dolls, and soon-
to-be-corpses the Freaks have successfully lured into
their twisted spectacle are important to the Carnival’s
overall success and survival.

Central to the Requiem of every Freak is the Show, a
term that has a double meaning in the Carnival. On the
one hand, “the Show” refers to the actual performance
that a Freak puts on for an audience with the intent of
taking audience members’ valuables, blood included.
“The Show” is also the name of the line’s unique Disci-
pline that enables a Freak to better gain the attention of
the crowd and become even more shockingly deformed
before their unblinking eyes. Because the best acts also
lead to greater prestige in the eyes of the Carnival, the
Show, in both senses of the meaning, is of paramount
importance. A Freak will go to nearly any length to make
his act better, including stealing another Freak’s ideas,
putting his unlife at risk to obtain some prop or the secret
to a particularly spectacular trick and even breaking the
Traditions. Freaks spend a great deal of time rehearsing
the Show, perfecting every nuance of the performance
and testing its effect upon the audience. The latter is
accomplished by peer review, dry-runs before the roust-
abouts and the use of select “test audiences,” who rarely
ever see the light of day again.

Competition among the Freaks for the best Show
can be fierce, but only rarely does such competition
lead to physical attack. Usually, the battle for prestige
literally takes place on the performance stage as well
as via carefully placed rumors and accusations. Snide
comments, pointed jabs and ghastly bits of slander
always seem to accompany every Freak who seeks to
climb this social ladder. The most original act will be
labeled a rip-off and will be cruelly deconstructed by
the invisible naysayers who hope to put the most avant-
garde Freak in her place.

Most accusations and gossip can be put to rest by a
simple compliment paid by a boss, but this is very hard
to come by. Instead, the exchange tends to eventually
die down to a murmur after enough time has passed.
In those rare instances when a Freak decides to take
the competition to another level and actually engages
in sabotage or violence, all bets are off and it is Man-
agement’s job to step in as quickly as possible to put an
end to the conflict. The Carnival maintains its own
refinement of the Masquerade: never let outsiders see

our problems. Freaks who violate this rule can expect
a punishment they will never forget.

The Carnival does its best to skirt the scrutiny of other
Kindred not by actually hiding from view, but by simply
not making waves and by staying uninvolved in local
politics, at least openly. The Carnival chooses to pitch
its tent away from the Rack and other places frequented
by or likely to be the favored domain of other Kindred.
Management also often makes a gesture to the Prince as
soon as possible that is intended to test the waters, as it
were. In most cases, a ghoul or sometimes a Freak Kindred
gathers information on the next city on the route.

If a city Kindred’s hostility toward the bloodline is
apparent, the Carnival will move on or entirely bypass
the spot. When the Prince shows a bit less antagonism,
the Carnival usually offers some kind of favor or kick-
back in addition to a guarantee that the Carnival will
not be a drain on the local herd and will abide by any
Traditions or decrees the Prince wishes to make known,
which often include limits on how long the Carnival
can stay, where its members may go and so on. Once
given permission to set up shop, the Carnival will locate
the best place to do so and send out a few of its Retain-
ers to gather a crowd.

[t is never the Carnival’s intention to broadcast its
presence openly and have long lines of curious kine
waiting to see the Freaks. Rather, they target very
specific groups that are likely to keep the existence of
the Carnival secret. Typical marks are shut-ins, jaded
subcultures, the ill and others who seek some kind of
deviant charge to put a spark back into their lives. The
Carnival also courts certain criminals, the deranged,
military veterans and other people who have seen atroc-
ity firsthand and have gained a taste for such things.
The enticements used to lure these unwitting victims
to their doom vary. The ballyhoo can include spirited
argument and persuasion, promises of monetary gain,
an offer of narcotics or nearly any type of appeal suited
to the particular mark being played.

The Show itself typically entertains a group of five
or more kine per performance, with as many as a dozen
being the practical outer limit. During the Show, the
Freak will identify one or more rubes who would most
satisfy her inhuman cravings and will use some sign
to indicate that individual’s identity to her assistants.
As the Show progresses and the audience is unable to
tear its eyes away from the Freak, these assistants will
rifle through the pockets, purses and backpacks of the
gawking fools, taking anything of value. The assistants
will also remove those kine the Freak has pointed out,
using whatever force is necessary, and take the prey toa
separate area, where they are secured for the blowoff.

When the Show is over, the remaining audience is
shown the exit and returned to the streets to carry on
as before, though likely now haunted by nightmar-
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ish visions that they will never forget. The blowoff
comes when the Freak descends, in all her grotesque
hunger, upon the immobilized marks set aside for her
bloodthirsty purposes. Sometimes, if the Freak does
not require a great deal of Vitae and if she has enough
kine for the blowoff, some or all of these unfortunates
are left alive and released. However, just as often, their
lives are forfeited, and they are given a Show that no
mortal would ever wish to see.
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THE KEY TO THE MIDWAY

Kindred who seek to join the Carnival, whether
they are already Freaks or would-be punks
wishing to hit the road with the bloodline, are
traditionally put through a cruel little game that
tests the prospective member’s suitability even
as it provides the Carnival no small measure
of entertainment. There is no real way to win
the game, but those who don’t perform well
are usually going to find that their request for
membership is turned down.

The prospective Freak is nonchalantly
approached by a trouper and given a task that
sounds challenging, but certainly not beyond the
prospect’s abilities. Similar to the notorious snipe
hunt, the task involves procuring some object,
contacting some individual or traveling to some
place that doesn't exist. The prospect also learns
that successful completion of the task is of critical
importance to Management, and ultimately to the
Carnival as a whole, even if that is not apparent.

The prospective Freak or punk then goes to
work, and the Carnival sits back and enjoys
the charade, a thing of special beauty because
none of them know how the game will play
out. Often, if the task requires travel, they use
some means to keep tabs on their little rube.
Sometimes, they just wait for him to report
on his progress and find in his updates all the
comedy they had hoped for. Only on the rarest
of occasions will the Carnival interfere if the
prospect finds himself in real trouble, and
usually then only if that trouble can find its
way back to the Carnival. This game continues
until the Carnival is ready to move on to the
next town or until the test no longer provides
enough entertainment to the troops.

If the prospect outright refuses because the test
sounds too difficult, any chance he had to join the
Carnival is gone. However, if he refuses because
he has seen through the ruse, his application for
membership is greatly enhanced.

Sometimes, outsiders endure variants of the
game for the purpose of simply getting them off
the Carnival’s back. Nosy Sheriffs, curious Dragons
and others can bring dangers no Freak wishes and
so they will be met by the Man, who will lead
them on their own wild goose chase, giving the
Carnival time to either cover up its activities or
pack up and scram.

—— b
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Legends
Carnival Justice

“Yeah, it’s true, I tell ya.  heard it from this holy-roller
bitch who knew the bastard, spent time in Barcelona
as a neonate or something. Yeah. Hey, shut up already,
will ya? You want to hear the story, don’t cha? Okay,
then zip it and let me tell it.

“See, it happened sometime around 1800 or something,
[ think. Anyway, the date’s not what’s important. It was
a long fuckin’ time ago, alright? The Prince of Madrid,
or somewhere else near there — it was a Spanish city, |
know that much — was minding his own fuckin’ business
— you know, knocking heads, stomping on neonates,
playing high-and-mighty — when he hears that the
Carnival has just pulled into town. Of course, the first
thing that he thinks is, ‘Oh shit, not a bunch of Freaks
messin’ with my turf,’ of course. | mean, do ya blame him?
So he decides to send his kid out to see if the rumor has
legs and then come back and give him the lowdown.

“Well, junior’s never heard of these Freaks before, so he’s
all juiced to track ’em down and see what the commotion
is all about. He’s a self-important fuck just like his old man,
buying into the whole vice-Princely power-trip thing, so he
figures he’s gonna just waltz in and lay down the law on the
circus mutants. Well, after a bit of screwin’ around — the
kid couldn’t find his ass if wasn’t attached — he finally
finds someone who points him in the right direction, and
he marches on out to meet the weirdoes.

“Sure enough, they turn out to be exactly what daddy
told him they were, and he nearly pukes himself having
to look at them. Well, any thought of playing lord and
master go out the window as his stomach turns, and he
runs back to pops and gives him the dirt on the Carnival.
You know, he saw how fucked-up they were, all deformed
and shit; most of ’em shouldn’t have survived birth like
that, ya know?

“Fuck ’em. They should just be set on fire. At least no
one would have to see that kinda shit anymore.

“Anyway, the Prince thinks about this, probably calls
all his cronies together to waste more time, and finally
announces to everybody that unless the Freaks formally
request his permission to squat in his town, they’ll be
destroyed. So, he sends his idiot son back to the carny
camp to tell 'em how it is. The chief Freak, the fuckin’
ringleader himself, does a little dog-and-pony show
for the Seneschal, saying how most of his coterie can’t
make the journey to Elysium because of their condition
and that kinda crap, which is bullshit if you ask me. The
prick shoulda pushed it, but he wussed out and said it
was cool if only the leader of the Freaks came back to
court to speak for the whole motley crew.

“Well, to make a long story short, things didn’t go
too fuckin’ well for the Freaks. The Prince decided that
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enough was enough, and he wasted the midget fucker on
the spot. Betcha it was funny as shit to watch Tiny Tim
beggin’ for mercy. The Prince then ordered the whole
Carnival to be wiped out by any means necessary. Of
course, the best method was fire, so he passed on the
order to a bunch of kine fuck-ups and told them to do
the dirty deed just before the sun set the next evening,
so they’d all die in their sleep.

“Thing is, the head Freak didn’t come to Elysium alone.
Another Freak somehow fuckin’ squeezed his ass into court
without anyone noticing a thing, and he saw the shit go
down. He rushed back to his circus pals faster than possible
and told them the whole story. So, instead of just leaving
town immediately, the Freaks decided to do one last thing
before they high-tailed it out of Madrid or wherever.

“A few of them went back to town, somehow broke
into the Prince’s own goddamn haven, and kidnapped
him! No shit! And remember, it was still night, so it
wasn’t like the Prince was a pushover or anything.
These little monsters actually managed to take him out
of his haven and back to the Carnival without anyone
being the wiser.

“Okay, I don’t know exactly what happened next.
Only the Freaks know that. But here’s how it all shook
out. The Carnival was gone by sunrise, and so the mooks
sent to torch ’em out never found shit and figured it
was just as well.

“But it didn’t take a genius to figure out that something
bad had happened when the Prince was discovered miss-
ing. Now, here’s the kicker. Really, this is some fucked-up
shit. About a year later, the same Carnival turns up in
France or something doing its usual shit. But this time,
they have a new attraction. In a cage is a new Freak, one
with no arms and no legs and moves by wiggling its scaly
body like a snake. And you know what? It was called the
Vampire Worm of Old Spain, and guess what? It had the
Prince’s face. No fuckin’ shit. Somehow, those Freaks
turned the Prince into a Freak himself and now he was
just another act in their little nightmare world.

“That, my compadre, is the plain fuckin’ truth.”
Secret Origins

A fragment of the journal of Hieronymous, Ordo Dracul
philosopher:

Jul. 17, 1739

The Great Work has consumed me. I am depleted
in mind and body, and I know no more how much
further I can go with this ef{ort Already, my progress
has moved not an inch further for over'a year, and I

ear that I am going i circles.’I feel more and more
the call of sleep, of a (assitude that will claim me for
the ages and from which I might one night rise agdin,
though my past work be forgotten. My student grows
restless, eager for fiis master to triumpfas in nights (ong
past, but it seems not to be. If I do not dismiss him, he

e v

g ] |

shall becorne more foe than aid, pitching his ambition
against me and tempting my meaner instincts. This
I'must avoid at all costs. Although my knowledge of
the Coils ordinarily places me beyond sich urges, ennui
gnaws at even that achievement nightly.

Jul. 18, 1739

It has happened: a discovery. I am renewed, and the
Great WorlgJ can continue. The Man within me is once
again awakened to possibilities that just a night ago
remained unseen.

Subject Four (Gustav, I have come to call him, though I
know it is a petty conceit), has changed. He has not been

rovided Vitae )%r six nights, and tonight I chose to give
!}Zim the very first draught from the variant I had already
forsaken as worthless on account of its impurities. Surely,
its exposure to the crystalline dust that accumulated in
the cabinet after the failed experiment of Jul. 7 should
fave rendered it so, yet tonight is proof that a new path
fias been opened. I must re-examine all my notes jProm
before and tomorrow recreate that so-called failure.

Upon consuming only 19 drams of the variant, he
convulsed in a way that I initially mistook as fatal, the
result of a toxic concoction. I was done with fim, so no
matter. The convulsions continued for at least two min-
utes, however, followed not by death, but something else
entirely. In utterly astounding fashion, he (et out a (oud
gasp as fiis arms began to withdraw inside his torso. There
was no attendant expansion of the cfiest or abdominal
cavity, which should have beert the case, no matter fow
outlandish the activity, but there was not. Rather, the
(imbs just seemed to melt into him as he screamed in
pain (surely, it must furt; I forgave him his noise). When
the transformation was over, a change unlike any otfier I
fiave ever witnessed, only his hands remained. These too
were different: distended in asymmetrical fashion and
apparently useless to the subject. A careful examination
with saw and scalpel afterward revealed that the entire
length of the arms that had previously existed, along with
all“muscle and skin, had entire(y vanished. It was as if
the subject had been born with tZis deformity.

Aug. 3, 1639

So far, eleven entirely different results have occurred
with fourteen subjects, all"the result of the same batch
o{ variant. Only the instances of the missing legs, the
shrunken head ‘and the skeleton-[ike emaciation have
been repeated, in one case each.

Tomorrow, I shall endeavor to isolate the differentiator,
focusing on the missing legs first. I imagine it is either
related to etfinic background, diet prior to the Embrace
or some mmental desire or fear on the part of the subject.
The (atter will require the greatest attention, given its
difficulty. There is much progress to be made if dge nature
and value of this transformation is to be better understood.
What it might offer our kind I cannot yet estimate.
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The Devil’s Menagerie

In the 1940s, in Oklahoma City, somewhere in the vi-
cinity of the stockyards and left to its own devices by the
Kindred powers that be, stood a Carnival like no other.

Led by a hideously deformed vampire who claimed to be
the King of Freaks, the Carnival went far beyond the usual
spectacle put on by the bloodline. Not only were there
the usual assortment of Freaks — both living and unliving
— and the assorted roustabouts and hangers-on typical in
other Carnivals, but there were also other creatures that
normally kept their presence a secret to humankind.

One of the featured acts was the Werewolf Boy, a young
man who was said not, as would be expected, to merely
suffer from an extreme case of hirsutism, but was an actual
lycanthrope, a Lupine. The act consisted of the youth
undergoing a complete transformation from man to were-
wolf before the startled audience, with his bloodcurdling
howls carrying over the sounds of all the other acts and
putting a fright into livestock miles away.

Another popular attraction was the Astounding
Gabriel, Mentalist and Illusionist. Each evening, this
placid gentleman would perform a series of increasingly
incredible feats, including mind-reading, levitation and
conjuration. The finale of his performance included the
most unbelievable trick of all. The conjurer called for
an assistant to bring a chest onto the stage. Then the
conjurer turned his back to the audience and tossed a
baseball into the air above their heads. Whoever was able
to get his hands on the ball was permitted to name one
object that resided in his home and was small enough
to fit inside the chest. After the object was described,
Gabriel sat upon the chest and concentrated for a few
moments. Then, to the delight of all, he would open the
chest and, from it, retrieve an object fitting the exact de-
scription given him. He would even permit the member
of the audience who named the object to come on stage
and examine the object to be sure it was his. Finally, the
conjurer allowed the astonished participant to take the
object with him, as it was, Gabriel noted with a knowing
smile, “his anyway. I'm a magician, not a thief.”

The most disturbing oddities of all left their audiences
with nightmares to last a lifetime. Such acts included
bloody dismemberment, cannibalism and, in one in-
stance, a live birth by a woman of enormous girth, with
two very different, but each singularly blasphemous,
children issuing from her loins. Audience members were
hypnotized and openly eviscerated, if some reports are
true, and the effects of numerous Kindred Disciplines
were freely demonstrated for the sake of the show.

The King of Freaks seemed a particularly wicked
fellow, his gaze captivating all who looked upon his
disfigured form, and his voice sounding as if it rose
up from the throat of Old Scratch himself. Under the
King of Freaks’ leadership, nothing was too profane,
too impossible or too dangerous.

i L T

The Carnival disappeared from Oklahoma City
sometime during the early 1950s. For a time, various
rumors placed the King of the Freaks and his show in
other cities, mostly west of the Mississippi. These ru-
mors stopped entirely for the next 50 years, with most
Kindred speculating that the Carnival met its just end.
However, only last year, word was heard in Elysium that
the Astounding Gabriel’s show was seen in Pittsburgh
and whispers that a Freak claiming dominion over all his
kind began to spread in New York. Perhaps the Devil’s
Menagerie has been biding its time, honing its act for

its next performance.
(e Show

The Freaks know their bodies, frightening though
they may be to others. In fact, these Kindred have be-
come so familiar with their deformities that they have
literally become addicted to that which makes them
different. Just as a woman who gets her first piercing on
a lark and a year later has two dozen all over her flesh,
the Freaks are obsessed with making themselves even
more grotesque, exploring the limits of their forms and
delighting in the extremes they can discover. While
this certainly proves personally satisfying to the Freaks,
even more importantly, they can put on an ever-more
spectacular Show. By displaying themselves in the most
shocking fashion, they are able to captivate an audi-
ence, whether a small crowd or a single onlooker. The
more fascinating their performance, the less viewers find
themselves able to tear themselves away from the Show
— and the more helpless they are. Once captivated,
they are easy targets for the Freak, no matter what she
may have in mind.

« Geek Lrick
The classic sideshow geek’s spectacle involves doing
something painful, disgusting or otherwise personally
discomfiting — driving a nail into one’s face, swallowing
billiard balls and vomiting them back up, chewing glass.
Freaks who master this basic level of The Show have
no problem subjecting themselves to the indignities or
pain such Geek Tricks can involve.

Cost: 1 Vitae
Dice Pool: Stamina + Intimidation + The Show
Action: Instant

For each success on the invocation roll, the character
can spend a single turn ignoring any pain that affects him
(effectively negating wound penalties or penalties associ-
ated with damage, such as those that might affect Criiac
or Theban Sorcery rituals). This Discipline doesn’t affect
the actual occurrence of the injury at all — wounds still
open or the nail remains embedded in the Freak’s face.
Naturally, Geek Trick doesn’t actually heal wounds or
affect dice-pool penalties after its duration, though the
Freak may choose to invoke the power again.
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Many Freaks suffer from physical deformities involv-
ing misplaced, strangely oriented or unnaturally flexible
limbs, backs and digits. Contortion allows a Freak to
either further enhance these deformities where they
already exist or create them where they do not.

Cost: 1 Vitae

Dice Pool: Strength + Athletics + the Show
Action: Instant

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The Freak actually succeeds in
contorting her physique, but the resulting configuration
of limbs, bones and so on is not what she anticipated.
Instead, her body is contorted in a way that is excruci-
atingly painful, so much so that she suffers two points
of bashing damage that cannot be healed until the
following evening, when the effects of this disastrous
transformation have vanished. In addition to the actual
damage, Storytellers should feel free to afflict the Freak
with other appropriate penalties that might reflect the
nature of the horrid physical warping.

Failure: The Freak fails to effectively contort herself,
for better or worse.

Success: The Freak is able to make a significant altera-
tion to one part of her body that involves the bones and
muscles, so as to allow the body to be flexed in a way that
was previously impossible. The Freak experiences no dis-
comfort, and the alteration remains until the Freak desires
it to end or the sun rises, whichever comes first. Examples
include a Freak who can bend her knees in any direction
(the better to achieve a certain stance for a better view),
one who can touch her elbows behind her back (the better
to fit into a narrow gap) and one who can flip her legs over
her head (the better to hide somewhere small).

Exceptional Success: The Contortion is so complete
that the Freak is able to repeat this specific contortion at
will (no roll or Vitae expenditure required) for a number
of nights equal to the number of successes.

In no case can Contortion be used in a corrective
way or in a way that provides the Freak remedy of the
burden of her unique weakness.

Suggested Modifiers
Modifier Situation

+2 The Contortion involves range of motion
already capable by the body (bending forward
at the waist, touching elbows behind back).

-2 The Contortion involves range of motion
to which the body isn’t adapted (backward-
bendingknees) or that actively requires break
ing bones, tearing ligaments and so on (fold
ing one’s ribcage in half, tremendously
distending one’s jaw).

oo SSpider Craw! E;;‘

At this level of showmanship, the Freak learns to
change her body in ways that are truly no longer in the
realm of humanity. Spider Crawl allows her to grow
countless, almost invisible hook-like hairs on the palms
of her hands and the soles of her feet that can be used

in the same fashion as a spider’s in order to permit the .

scaling of most surfaces with ease.
Cost: 1 Vitae
Dice Pool: Dexterity + Athletics + the Show

Action: Instant
Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The hook-like barbs that are neces-
sary for climbing form only partially, causing pain and
discomfort for the Freak. For the remainder of the scene,
the Freak suffers a—3 penalty to any dice pools that involve
use of the hands or feet (though a successful use of Geek
Trick, above, will abate this for a time).

Failure: No effect.

Success: The Freak is able to climb surfaces as easily
as a spider. The surface being climbed must possess some
irregularity in order to be climbable — glass and some
other artificial materials are too smooth for Spider Crawl
to work effectively. The Freak can climb just as easily on
ceilings as on vertical surfaces, and similarly on poles or
other objects. Movement occurs at half her normal rate.

Exceptional Success: The Freak is able to move with
unprecedented ease, permitting her to move just as quick-
ly when climbing as when moving on the ground.

In all cases, the Freak must have bare hands and feet
to use this power.

xXxxl %ﬁbgfg&’ﬂ

Freaks who have mastered The Show to this degree are
able to not only contort their bodies in unusual ways, but
can actually compress and stretch their bodies into shapes
that are downright grotesque. Rubber Skin permits the Freak
to literally squeeze through a narrow pipe, reach across a 10-
foot space to grab a set of keys and even pass through the
narrow space under a closed door. During the transforma-
tion, the Freak’s body defies its normal spatial limitations
and can be forced to adjust to the wishes of its owner.

Cost: 1 Vitae
Dice Pool: Dexterity + Athletics + the Show

Action: Instant
Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The effort to alter her body is so great
that the Freak is overcome by exhaustion, which makes any
further physical activity severely difficult. For the remainder
of the scene, the Freak suffers a —3 penalty to all dice pools
that involve a physical Attribute (though a successful use
of Geek Trick, above, will abate this for a time).
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Failure: No effect.

Success and Exceptional Success: The Freak is able
to coax her body into changing as desired, allowing her
to compress or stretch as needed. The change lasts only
a single scene or until the Freak chooses to return to
her normal form, whichever comes first. She may alter
her body to such a degree that she is able to do the fol-
lowing things, depending on her success.

Limits of Body Change
Feat

Squeeze into

Success Exceptional Success

8” diameter 2” diameter

cylindrical shape

Squeeze under 4" space 1” space
obstacle

Stretch body 100% increase 300%increase

in length in length

Note that none of these applications of Rubber
Skin change the Freak’s weight, though the Freak may
choose to alter her density. A 350-pound behemoth who
invokes Rubber Skin to shrink herself down to a two-
inch-by-one-foot cylinder still weighs 350 pounds.

ang and
Eng, this power enables a Freak to fuse the flesh and
bone on one area of his body with the flesh and bone
on another part, or on another Kindred! The Freak
could join his legs into one large, mermaid-like
“tail,” he could cause his arms to seem to melt into
his torso, and he could even temporarily
connect his body to another vampire’s,
even if that Kindred were an unwill-
ing participant. Obviously,
this latter usage can lead
to some very horrific, not
to mention dangerous,
situations. However,
when used with an-

other willing Freak,

the Carnival is able

to put ona Show that
cannot be matched.

Cost: 1 Vitae

Dice Pool: Dexterity +
Medicine + The Show

Action: Instant. If
the target is an unwill-
ing Kindred, the ac-
tion is contested, with
a Dexterity + Stamina
roll made for the target
to avoid being made a
“Siamese Twin.”
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Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The Freak’s attempt at fusion goes
horribly awry. He accidentally slips up and succeeds in fus-
ing himself in a way that was not only unintentional, but
is also extremely crippling and possibly quite painful. The
Storyteller should determine whether the nature of the er-
roneous fusion is painful (=3 to all physical dice pools and
—2 to all other dice pools except degeneration rolls, though
a successful use of Geek Trick, above, will abate this for a
time) or crippling (reduce the character’s Speed to 0) and
apply penalties as befits the result. The consequences of this
failure last the duration of the scene.

Failure: No effect.

Success: The Freak achieves his goal. If the intent was
to fuse one part of his own body to another part of his own
body, the fusion succeeds without further complication.
This alteration remains for
the duration of the scene or
until the Freak chooses
to end it, whichever
comes first.

If the Freak
had aimed
to fuse part
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of his body to another vampire, the fusion succeeds as de-
sired, but lasts only so long as the target desires: should the
twin wish to break the connection, that character’s player
must succeed at a Stamina + Composure roll that results
in more successes than the Freak achieved in making her
Siamese Twin roll. No matter what the case, the connec-
tion automatically breaks at the end of the scene.

Exceptional Success: The fusion now lasts until the
Freak wishes to end it. In the case of an unwilling twin,
that character suffers a —2 penalty to the Stamina +
Composure to break the connection between the two.

Siamese Twin has benefits that go far beyond a mere
physical connection. When connected to the other vam-
pire, both twins are able to communicate by thought alone.
In addition to this sharing of the minds, both twins have
access to the 10 common Disciplines (see pp. 115-141 of
Vampire: The Requiem) of the other for the duration of
their union. By spending one Vitae per Discipline they
wish to access (plus any costs associated with the Discipline
itself), a twin may use that Discipline as if it were his own
for the remainder of the scene or until the vampires are no
longer Siamese Twins, whichever comes first.

While joined, the Freak who initiated the connection
may also steal one Vitae from his twin each turn as an
instant action by succeeding at a Stamina + Composure
roll. This does not count toward the creation or enhance-
ment of a Vinculum. The other twin is unable to tap into
the Freak’s own supply of Vitae. Should either vampire
suffer enough damage to be destroyed while joined, the
surviving twin will suffer a number of points of aggravated
damage equal to the dead vampire’s Blood Potency, and
the connection is immediately broken.

Obviously, two vampires frenzying while joined has
dire circumstances for both. In fact, at any time while
joined, if either twin enters a frenzy, he will direct his
bloodlust at his twin before turning it on anyone else.

->>4—>—4¢——0——¢—<<o

GAwk

(Dominate ®®, Majesty ®®)

The first thing every Freak learns to do is capture
the attention of an audience. The ballyhoo may
draw the audience to see the Show, but the quality
of the performance keeps the audience prisoner.
Gawk enhances the audience’s degree of fascination
to such an extent that people are literally unable
to perceive anything besides the Show itself.
Succumbing to tunnel vision of sorts, those who
fall victim to Gawk fail to witness the roustabout
going through their pockets, or feel his fumbling
hands or smell his sweat. They are so transfixed
upon what the Freak is doing that, short of outright
injury, they ignore all sensations — whether visual,
audible, tactile or otherwise — and focus all their
attention on the Show before them. Gawk affects all
individuals close enough to the Freak to recognize
the nature of her deformity by sight.

Cost: —

Dice Pool: Presence + Expression + Majesty
versus subject’s Composure + Blood Potency

Action: Contested; resistance is reflexive.

—— b

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The Freak’s performance is not only
unimpressive and utterly fails to capture the attention of
the audience, but actually causes them to suspect that
some kind of chicanery is at work. Some might rightly
feel they are the intended victims of a trap and act ac-
cordingly, while others might simply come to believe
they have been cheated by the Freak and desire to leave
immediately. The intended target is immune to any use
of the Freak’s Gawk for the remainder of the evening.

Failure: No effect.

Success: The affected individual is entirely focused
on the Freak’s actions for a full turn and can perceive
no other stimuli, unless directly generated by the Freak
or her performance. If the Freak wishes to maintain the
mesmeric Show, her player must engage in the contested
roll every turn with the subject’s player.

Exceptional Success: The Freak’s performance is so
captivating that the subject is unable to fully break the
spell even after the performance has ended. For the re-
mainder of the scene, so long as the Freak has not left the
subject’s field of vision, the Freak enjoys a +1 bonus to
other uses of The Show against this particular subject.

Gawk can be used successfully only against those
who can see the Freak’s performance. The lighting and
conditions do not have to be perfect — in fact, dim il-
lumination is often part of an act — but the particular
nature of the Freak and her deformity must be readily
apparent to the intended target.

Each roll represents one turn of performance, during
which the Freak does nothing that isn’t part of her act
or that can’t be worked into her act, at the Storyteller’s
discretion. Should the Freak stop her performance for
even a single moment, the spell is broken. (Don’t even
bother with the contested roll.)

This spell is broken only if the target suffers one or
more points of damage, regardless of the type. An ex-
plosion nearby would not break the spell, for example
— at least not directly. (The Freak will probably be
startled and that would cause her to halt her perfor-
mance, which would end the spell.) Those subject to
this power can be pawed, held, trussed-up, stripped and
thoroughly searched, all without being alerted to the
fact. The spell continues until the Freak’s performance
ends or the Freak’s player fails in the contested roll.

Kindred are as susceptible as kine to Gawk. Mortals
who have at one point consumed a point of a specific
Freak’s Vitae are immune to that Freak’s attempts to use
Gawk. Other Freaks are immune to the use of Gawk.
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In some parts of the world, people who com-
mit suicide are said to come back as vampires.
This legend may have some connection to

the bloodline called the Children of Judas.

Where the Children of Judas dwell, suicides

increase — and some of these suicides

become Children of Judas themselves.
Many Kindred hate and fear the so-called

Suicide Kings. A cynic might suggest the
Kindred hate and fear most other Kindred,
but the Children of Judas endure extra sus-
picion. The Suicide Kings bring the siren call
of self-destruction to other vampires as well as
mortals. Perhaps this bloodline receives too much
blame: Kindred can feel horror, remorse and despair without
any help. The Damned may not want to admit how many
of them choose suicide. When their fellows destroy them-
selves, it’s more comforting to blame an outside force than
to suggest they had reason for such self-loathing.

The Children of Judas emerge from the Daeva clan. The
Succubi slake their own desires by arousing the desires of
others. The Suicide Kings gain the power to arouse the
darkest, most enigmatic and perverse desire of all.

No one’s sure when the Children of Judas originated.
The legend connecting vampires with suicide dates
back to antiquity. Despite the bloodline’s name, how-
ever, members do not claim that their lineage began
with Judas Iscariot, the disciple who betrayed Christ.
Rather, they see a spiritual connection to the traitor
disciple: Judas destroyed what he should have loved
most, and killed himself in remorse. Many Children of
Judas feel they, too, have betrayed what they love and
destroyed themselves. They know all Kindred eventu-
ally must feel this self-hate as well.

The bloodline calls its alleged founder the Hanged
Man. As a mortal, the Hanged Man supposedly lived
in the Balkans during the late Middle Ages. The story
goes that the Hanged Man was a vampire-hunter. After
he retired, a vengeful vampire massacred the vampire-
hunter’s family, then Embraced the hunter when he tried
to hang himself in grief. The Hanged Man pursued his
sire for decades before destroying her, then joined the
Lancea Sanctum for an unlife of penance and renewed
service to God. He is said to have destroyed himself in
the 18th century, in an attempt at martyrdom.

 of judas

Over the centuries, the Hanged Man sired a number
of childer who sired childer of their own. The bloodline
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also adopted a number of Daeva who fell prey
to self-disgust or who wished to add the
Children of Judas’ power of Despond to
their cruel schemes. One legend of the
bloodline, however, says that Suicide
Kings may arise spontaneously. If a
Daeva Embraces a mortal who's dying
from an attempt at suicide, the childe
supposedly bears the Judas taint and
shall inevitably make the transition to the
bloodline without any help. Some Kindred
loremasters believe the Hanged Man was
merely a noteworthy case of such sponta-
neous emergence, in a bloodline that may
be as old as the Kindred themselves.

Parent Clan: Daeva
Nickname: Suicide Kings. (Female

Children of Judas may be called Suicide Queens,
but the bloodline as a whole always receives the
masculine nickname.)

Covenant: Children of Judas join the Lancea Sanc-
tum in greater numbers than any other covenant. The
bloodline’s reputed founder joined that covenant, and
the Suicide Kings certainly excel at leading Kindred
and kine to sorrow and contrition. A significant frac-
tion of Suicide Kings join the Invictus, however, to
skulk among that covenant’s large Daeva contingent.
The doctrines of the Carthians, Acolytes and Dragons
rarely hold special interest for the Children of Judas,
and those covenants show little special interest in
recruiting these Kindred.

A higher percentage of the Children of Judas prefer to
remain unaligned than is usual for Daeva — especially
among Suicide Kings whose lineage is known to other
Kindred. The hoary vampires who lead the covenants may
see a Child of Judas as a useful ally, but younger Kindred
tend to fear the heralds of despair. Neonates and ancillae
often hint to a known Suicide King that she might be
happier in another covenant, preferably one in another
city. The youngsters have not yet accepted that despair is
both an intrinsic part of the Kindred’s curse and perhaps
their only solace. These youngsters also do not realize that
happiness may not be a Child of Judas’ goal.

Appearance: Many Children of Judas share the
attractive and stylish appearance the Kindred associ-
ate with Daeva. The bloodline’s habitual Embrace of
suicides, however, forces the Children of Judas to draw
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from a more finite and less beautiful sample of the mor-
tal population. Thus, many Suicide Kings

(or Daeva who could potentially join
the bloodline) look quite ordinary
— though they may improve their
appearance as much as possible
through makeup, personal grooming
and stylish clothing.

Haven: Children of Judas, just
as other Daeva, often design their
havens to indulge their sensual ap-
petites and lure their prey. The
Suicide Kings’ obsession with
sorrow and despair, however,
may lead to odd touches:
anything from a floor-to-ceil-
ing print of Munch’s “The
Scream,” to the polished skull
of the Judas’ first kill sitting
on the mantelpiece.

A Child of Judas who at-
tempted suicide as a mortal
often keeps reminders of his
search for self-destruction.
For instance, one Suicide
King might keep coils of rope
in his closet, while another
Judas might have a medicine
cabinet stuffed with bottles
of sleeping pills. A third Ju-
das might keep a selection of
small, sharp knives on a tray
next to her bathtub.

Background: Similar to
other Daeva, Children of
Judas are drawn to the beauti-
ful, the cultured and the elegant.
The Children of Judas feel just
as strong an attraction, however,
for the desperate, the grieving and
the self-loathing. From the widow
who can’t imagine life without her
husband to the PCP-addled thug who
waves a gun at the cops, the pain of
the desperate and grieving draws the
Children of Judas like flies to rotting
meat. And, if a Child of Judas should
witness someone actually attempting
suicide — why, the compulsion to
Embrace becomes terribly strong. The
Suicide Kings, therefore, come from ev-
ery level of society. They may have any
mortal age from teens to senior citizens.
Both genders and all races are
well represented. &

Character Creation: As a true cross-section of hu-
manity, Children of Judas may have any balance of
Attributes and Skills. After the Embrace, however, they
often try to develop their Social Attributes, Skills
and Merits so they can play the predatory games of
seduction their Daeva appetites demand. Nascent
Children of Judas often seem like second-best
Succubi, preying on mortals who seem particu-
larly vulnerable to emotional manipulation.

Bloodline Disciplines: Auspex, Despond, Maj-
esty, Resilience

Weakness: As for all Daeva, it costs two Will-

Vices. Children of Judas are also fascinated by
the despair that draws other Kindred and kine to
self-destruction. A Child of Judas might not want
to make another person’s emotional pain worse,
but she can’t help wanting to draw it out into the
open and savor it. Admittedly, some Suicide Kings
do try to make grief and depression worse, but indi-
vidual Children of Judas can choose how cruelly they
satisfy their thirst for despair, just as the Kindred
can choose how cruelly they satisfy their need
for blood. Satisfy it they must, though: a Child
of Judas who resists a chance to explore another
person’s emotional pain loses a Willpower point,
but gains a Willpower point for indulging her
desire. Fortunately, the Daeva weakness does
not double the Willpower penalty for the
bloodline’s unique, specific Vice.

Organization: The mortal Slavs of south-
eastern Europe have a legend about vampires
called Children of Judas, so other Kindred
presume the bloodline remains most nu-
merous in that region. However, Suicide
Kings are found wherever mortals feel
despair. The Children of Judas seldom
congregate in numbers larger than three
or four. Indeed, more Children of Judas
than that could cause such a rise in
the suicide rate that mortals could
not help but notice. At least, that’s
what many Kindred believe. So many
Suicide Kings pretend to be ordinary
Daeva that their numbers are hard
to estimate, even for them.

One of the more widespread and
persistent rumors about the Chil-
dren of Judas says their founder
faked his destruction, but actu-
ally left the Lancea Sanctum to
join the secret society called
VII. According to this rumor,
the line’s founder sired a
secret lineage of Children

power points for a Child of Judas to resist her *
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of Judas who all pose as ordinary Daeva. These under-
cover Children of Judas use their powers to drive other
Kindred to self-destruction. Of course, no one has any
evidence that such a secret lineage exists, and even the
existence of VII is half-rumor. When Kindred who seem
secure and content with their lot suddenly decide to
meet the sun, though, it’s common for a few Kindred
to bring up tales of hidden Suicide Kings.

Concepts: Abandoned spouse, dentist, desperate
housewife, disgraced cop, downsized executive, grief
counselor, hospice caretaker, old person who didn’t
want to be a burden to her children, petty crook, picked-
on teen, prostitute

47
Mislory
The Children of Judas don’t know much of their his-
tory. Neither does anyone else. Many Suicide Kings hide
their true bloodline from all but their childer, broodmates
(if any) and (of course) sires, so it’s hard to say whether or
not a Suicide King was involved in some bit of Kindred
history. Even the rumors of Children of Judas involve-
ment tend not to travel far, because most Kindred simply
don’t care about events in distant cities. The few tales
Children of Judas tell about themselves have clearly been
adjusted to make the stories better legends, with none of
the loose ends and awkwardness of real history.

(e Kowayce of the Haged My
Despite speculation that the bloodline began in antig-
uity, most Children of Judas believe their lineage began
in kingdom of Serbia, during the 13th or 14th century.
Most versions of the story say the founder’s name was
Janko — South Slavic for “Jack,” a hint that the whole
story may be nothing but myth. This particular Janko
was a vampire-hunter who earned honor, wealth and a
knighthood by destroying several undead in a 20-year
career. At last, he caught and destroyed his most elusive
quarry, the Daeva who slew Janko’s older brother and
made Janko a hunter in the first place. Family honor
satisfied, Janko married and settled down.

Unfortunately for Janko, the Daeva (whose name
remains unknown) had faked her destruction to end the
hunter’s pursuit. After several years, however, she found
herself bored. Over the centuries, all pleasures had palled,
and she realized just how much only by comparison with
the excitement of her long duel with Janko. The fear
when he caught up to her, the triumph when she escaped
him — she had not felt anything so strongly before, or
since. She missed him. She — loved him.

When the Daeva found her old nemesis matried, with
four children, jealousy consumed her. When Janko re-
turned from a few days’ journey, he found his entire family
slaughtered and drained of blood. Grief gave way to rage
and, finally, despair. He wanted to find the vampire and
avenge his family, but he was not a young man anymore.

Al |

Mad with grief and guilt, he made a noose and tried to
hang himself. Although he was a great warrior, he was
no hangman; instead of breaking his neck in one quick
jerk, the noose slowly strangled him. As he swung, dying,
the Daeva appeared. This had not been her plan. She
cut Janko down and Embraced him. When he rose again,
she explained why she saved him. She loved him for his
hatred. Now he had the power to resume his hunt, and
their Dance of Death could begin again.

Janko pursued his sire for another 20 years. One ver-
sion of the story says the long hunt ended with his sire
grown weary of their dance and wracked with despair
— in fact, the first full display of Despond. Another says
she stopped running and enthralled her childe into one
night of passion before Janko cut off her head.

After this resolution, Janko joined the Lancea Sanc-
tum. He loathed his existence as a vampire, but believed
suicide was a mortal sin. He had sinned once this way
already, and undeath was his Damnation. If he tried to
destroy himself again, what worse punishment might
God find for him? The Sanctified said vampires were
part of God’s plan. Janko wanted to believe them. Dur-
ing the centuries, he became an important figure among
the Sanctified of the Balkans. His Discipline of Despond
became well-known and feared by the Kindred. Janko,
now called the Hanged Man, built a reputation as an
Inquisitor who never failed to bring other vampires
to penance for their sins. He even sired a few childer,
reputedly all mortals driven to suicide for their crimes
— the Hanged Man would not let them off so easily.
They, too, would do penance with their unlives.

By the 18th century, the Hanged Man grew weary of
inquisition and spent more and more time on theology.
Around the middle of the century, he called together
all his childer and their childer who dwelled nearby,
and delivered a sermon to them. He named them the
Children of Judas, the Hanged Man of the Bible. Similar
to Judas, they were suicides, and would be instruments
of suicide. Similar to Judas, they and their childer were
damned, but their Damnation served the glory of God
— for a time. The Embrace merely delayed their self-
destruction. When they completed their long-averted
suicide, they would join Judas in Hell — and him. Then
the Hanged Man poured oil on himself and set him-
self on fire, screaming the Lord’s Prayer as he burned.
The local Bishop declared him a martyr. For a century
thereafter, the Sanctified of Belgrade held a yearly blood
feast in the Hanged Man’s honor.

(&he Tommolation of Payzig

In 1795, a fire destroyed more than a dozen Kindred
in the city of Danzig (modern-day Gdansk). The tale of
the fire spread throughout Europe’s Kindred because the
immolation was supposedly a suicide-murder. According
to the sole survivor, a ghoul, the city’s Nosferatu Primo-
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gen, who was also a member of the local Invictus’ Inner
Circle, set the fire. He invited the other Inner Circle
members to a special Elysium. When they arrived, the
Nosferatu delivered a rambling speech about the sins of
the Kindred, the decadence of the Invictus and his anger
at futile centuries spent playing the treacherous and petty
games of the Kindred. While he spoke, servants locked
and barricaded the doors. They did not know why; they
merely followed their dread master’s orders.

The surviving ghoul said that as the angered Invictus
tried shouting down the Nosferatu, the Haunt tipped a
barrel of lamp oil onto the floor of the room and fired the
oil with a torch. The assembled Invictus went mad with
terror and turned on each other when they could not batter
their way out. The servants unblocked the doors as quickly
as they could to save their master from the flames, but
were too late. The ghoul survived, ironically enough, by
climbing up a fireplace chimney after his master’s immola-
tion. He reached the room above and made it out of the
house with severe burns. Invictus who had not attended
the meeting questioned the ghoul using Dominate and
Auspex before he died of his burns, and were convinced
his story was true, or at least honestly told.

Naturally, the Kindred sought an explanation and
evolved conspiracy theories. For several years, the com-
petition between Danzig’s Invictus and Lancea Sanctum
had been especially fierce. The destruction of most of
the Inner Circle greatly weakened the First Estate. Sus-
picion naturally focused on the Sanctified. The Kindred
came to believe one of the Sanctified Daeva was a Child
of Judas. (Perhaps the Daeva was already known as a
Child of Judas, but most Kindred didn’t initially realize
the bloodline’s significance. Perhaps the Daeva hid his
bloodline but was somehow exposed. Perhaps there never
was a Suicide King at all, merely a panicked rumor. When
stories of the Kindred move between cities and through
centuries, important details get lost.) The accusations,
assassinations and counterattacks between covenants
continued for years and left the Circle of the Crone as
Danzig’s dominant covenant for the next century. Such
a convulsion, apparently wrought by a single Suicide
King, inspires fear and hatred to this night. Whenever a
Daeva becomes known as a Judas, someone always brings
up the Immolation of Danzig.

The lone ghoul’s somewhat confused account of the
Nosferatu’s rant included one element the vengeful
Invictus neglected to investigate. The story says they
found one Child of Judas among Danzig’s Sanctified.
The ghoul remembered the Nosferatu speaking of three
“terrible women” who condemned him for his sins. At
least, some modern accounts of the Immolation mention
this detail. Kindred histories change in the telling — the
three women might be an addition from the 19th century,
when they emerged as the most important figures in Judas
legendry after the Hanged Man himself.

(e Sorrows

In the 19th century, Children of Judas began trading
stories of three mysterious figures called the Ladies of
Sorrow, or the Dolorae. Some Children of Judas believe
the Dolorae are childer of the Hanged Man, looking
after the rest of his lineage and bringing more Kindred
into the bloodline. Other Children of Judas believe the
Sorrows are spirits called to this world by the immola-

tion of the Hanged Man. Whether the Dolorae come -

from God or the Devil is also disputed.

According to the stories, some Children of Judas
encounter the Sorrows when these Judas think they can
escape their bloodline’s curse of anguish and achieve
some great happiness. The Dolorae warn that the Kin-
dred never experience true joy, and the Children of
Judas are particularly condemned to know every facet
of grief. Shortly thereafter, circumstances wreck the
Suicide King’s chance at happiness and plunge him
into despair: other Kindred learn of his true bloodline,
perhaps, or the mortal who seemed ready to accept him
for what he was dies in a tragic accident. The Sorrows
appear again to say, “I told you so.”

Other stories say the Dolorae visit Suicide Kings who
contemplate their own destruction. In some stories, the
Sorrows pull the Judas through her own dark night of
the soul, and teach her to accept her destiny as the her-
ald of despair. In other stories, the Sorrows encourage
the despondent Judas to make his suicide an example
and lesson to other Kindred, as the Hanged Man did.

Still other tales describe the Dolorae as defenders of
persecuted Suicide Kings. One story (told in many varia-
tions, each set in a different, distant city) recounts how a
Prince who called a blood hunt against a Judas was visited
by the Sorrows, went mad and destroyed himself. Another
story has a Sanctified Bishop condemning a Child of Judas,
then turning around and proclaiming her a true servant
of God after a visit from the three sisters.

The Sorrows are also said to induct despairing Daeva
into the bloodline or Embrace suicidal mortals. The Sor-
rows can do this whether the tale’s teller believes the Sor-
rows are Kindred or spirits. No Suicide King ever seems
to say that he himself was Embraced or inducted by the
Dolorae. It always happened to a Child of Judas his sire
knew in another city, or the like. The stories agree that
the Sorrows can appear anywhere in the world, a point
in favor of the theory that they are spirits.

In fact, no Child of Judas can prove she met the Sor-
rows at all, and hardly any Children of Judas claim they
did. The Sorrows may be entirely mythical. Students of
Kindred mythology would like some documented ac-
count of the Dolorae from before 1845, the year Thomas
de Quincy published his poetic essay collection, Suspiria
de Profundis. This now-obscure English author described

his visionary encounters with the three Sorrows, and
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how the griefs he endured in his youth prepared him for
wisdom in later life. Many Children of Judas accept the
connection to de Quincy, but they believe he did in fact
encounter the Dolorae and later chose to reveal their
existence to the world. Certainly, de Quincy’s experi-
ences of loss and the horrors of opium addiction would
have made him a prime candidate for Embrace into the
line, but, for some reason, the Sorrows let him live out
a full lifespan. No Judas believes the Dolorae Embraced
the aging author and faked his death and burial. Some
Judas, however, repeat de Quincy’s admonition that one
may learn from sorrow, however painfully.

The Suicide Kings also use the titles de Quincy gave for
the three sisters. Mater Lachrymarum (sometimes called
the Madonna), Our Lady of Tears, embodies the grief that
expresses itself in wailing and shrieks, demanding an answer
from God. Mater Suspiriorum, Our Lady of Sighs, teaches the
grief too deep for tears, when the heart is crushed by helpless
despair. The third sister is Mater Tenebrarum, Our Lady of
Darkness. The most terrible of the Sorrows carries madness
and horror, when despair overthrows reason completely.
She, of all the sisters, is the greatest apostle of self-destruc-
tion, against whom the mightiest Kindred or kine struggle
in vain.
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Other Kindred who hear of the Sorrows dearly hope they
are a myth — just some fable a Suicide King cribbed from
a drug-addled essayist. Knowing the World of Darkness,
however, some Kindred suspect they can’t be that lucky.

-———— O — <<=

MEET THE SISTERS

Madonna moves with uncertain steps, fast or
slow, but still with tragic grace. Our Lady of Sighs
creeps timidly and stealthily. But this youngest
Sister moves with incalculable motions, bounding,
and with tiger’s leaps. She carries no key; for,
though coming rarely amongst men, she storms all
doors at which she is permitted to enter at all.

— Thomas de Quincy, “Levana and Our Three
Ladies of Sorrow,"” Suspiria de Profundis

—— e

aSociety aid Culfure

The Children of Judas prefer not to dwell near each
other. Aside from the Masquerade-endangering rise in
suicide rates a Judas colony could cause, the Suicide
Kings are not immune to each other’s
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drive to explore another creature’s despair. Sires can resist
prodding their childer’s emotional pains. Most likely,
they already know every trauma in a childe’s past (and
inflicted some of them). Other Children of Judas eventu-
ally want to know what brought a fellow Judas into the
bloodline. The Children of Judas are more intimate with
shame, grief and despair than most Kindred, but even the
Children of Judas don’t like to keep revisiting old pains,
especially under the influence of another Suicide King’s
Despond or the Revelation power of Majesty. Sensible
Suicide Kings tell their childer to grant other members
of the bloodline the courtesy of leaving them alone.

When Suicide Kings know they must dwell in the same
city and can’t avoid each other forever, they prefer to learn
each other’s traumas as quickly as possible and get it over
with. The result looks a lot like group therapy. Older Chil-
dren of Judas call it the Via Dolorosa; younger Children
of Judas, steeped in a culture that treats strong emotions
with irony, call it the Sobfest. The assembled Children
of Judas mingle their blood and drink it, while everyone
who knows how uses either Revelation (see Vampire: The
Requiem, pp. 129-130) or Doomed to Fail (see below).
Shared Vitae extends the effects of each Discipline to the
entire group. Everyone recites the events that caused them
despair, both as mortals and as Kindred.

No one enjoys this Sobfest, but they have the consola-
tion that the other participants feel just as bad. Over time,
Suicide Kings become used to such confessionals and no
longer feel much embarrassment about revealing old griefs
and insecurities. Then again, for the Kindred, all emotions
fade with time. To be sure, a few elder Children of Judas
come to enjoy the Via Dolorosa because it’s a chance to feel
something. For younger Children of Judas, the shared em-
barrassment of revealing and learning each other’s traumas
builds an odd camaraderie they seldom acknowledge except
with jokes about each other’s griefs and humiliations.

The Suicide Kings’ shared experience of suffering cre-
ates a surprising loyalty. They know how other Children
of Judas feel. The dislike shown by other Kindred also
encourages solidarity. For all the Children of Judas’
apparent cruelty, they almost never fight each other or
try to sabotage each other’s plans.

e Awlovyy of Suicide

People who have never felt the urge to commit suicide
often think it comes from simple sadness. The Children of
Judas know better. Sorrow plays a role, but there is nothing
simple about suicide. The desire to die, to kill yourself, is
a complex emotional state with many possible causes and
many possible expressions. The Children of Judas know
them all, and are entirely too willing to teach.

e rs! Foeling iy the-World
People feel sorrow for many reasons, ranging froma TV
show being canceled to learning they have an incurable

disease. Most episodes of grief, however, do not make
people kill themselves, even when their sorrow is extreme.
On the other hand, most suicides don’t seem to have much
reason to be sad. Why does one man kill himself because
his girlfriend left him, while another man sees his wife and
daughters raped and murdered but soldiers on?

One element that separates suicidal depression from or-
dinary grief is the feeling of absolute isolation. Poet Sylvia
Plath, who herself committed suicide, called that feeling
“the bell jar.” You feel trapped in your own head, cut off
from everyone else. No one loves you or understands what
you’re going through. People prove it when you try to say
how you feel and they tell you to cheer up or don’t make a big
deal about it. Yeah, that’s really useful. If you died, maybe at
least they would regret your loss. It’s a poor way to connect
to other people, but it seems like all you have left.

The wise men say to know yourself. You wish you could
forget yourself, because there’s something about yourself
you despise. Maybe it’s the way you need another person
so much, and that person is gone. Maybe it’s your pride,
which won’t let you forget how you failed to live up to
your ambitions. Maybe it’s a sexual desire that your faith or
upbringing tells you is wrong. The possibilities are legion.
If only you could kill that hated part of yourself . . . .

Very often, you hear the message to die from other people,
too. You know your isolation and self-hatred aren’t all in your
head, because other people take the time to tell you your
shortcomings. It may start with childhood taunts on the
playground, but doesn’t end there. From the boyfriend who
dumps you to the supervisor who tyrannizes you, a thousand
casual or calculated insults and rejections let you know you
aren’t good enough and people don’t like you. After a while,
it can be easy to believe them and stop fighting to exist.

The thought of suicide comes with a feeling of terrible in-
evitability and finality. “You'll feel better tomorrow,” people
say. You know you won't. This is your life. You will always be
alone, always have to live with your losses and failures and
always lack the power to change your life and who you are.
You know your future, and it doesn’t get better.

But you have one alternative to helpless misery — one
way to take control. Perhaps you can even strike back.
Suicide often has elements of anger, defiance and revenge.
In some cultures, declaring that you kill yourself because
of another person can shame your enemy into his own
suicide, set your family on a blood-feud against him or
simply terrify the entire community with the thought you
might come back as an angry ghost — or a vampire.

Narieties of sSuicide

As Children of Judas teach their childer and students,
suicide can take many forms. Some people kill themselves
in hidden ways, perhaps hidden even from themselves.
Other people destroy themselves for reasons that aren’t
obviously connected to grief. Not all despair comes from
personal issues such as the death of loved ones or isolation
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from other humans. Sometimes the despair isn’t even
painful. In some cases, the abandonment of self-preserva-
tion brings courage and even serenity.

““Voodoo Death”

Anthropologists report that in some societies, people
can die because they broke a taboo, were cursed by a sor-
cerer or simply argued with another person. The person
stops eating and retreats from his friends and family. A few
days later, he dies. The anthropologists call this “voodoo
death” for reasons that no doubt make sense to them.

Voodoo death is a kind of suicide because the victim
cooperates in his own demise. He’s so convinced of his
death that he makes it happen through malnutrition,
dehydration and sheer nervous exhaustion. The com-
munity helps him along, first by drawing away from the
“living dead man” and then returning to mourn him
and help him plan his own funeral.

Only primitive tribes suffer from voodoo death — or
do they? In the “developed” world, some people still get
sick because they think somebody cursed them. Medical
examiners also find cases in which people seem to die of
disappointment or a broken heart — they just “lost the will
to live,” with no medically explicable cause of death. The
death rates among people fired (or forcibly retired) from
jobs they held a long time, old folks sent to nursing homes
against their will, recent widows and widowers and other
people who suffer shame, loss and helplessness suggest that
voodoo death may not be so rare after all.

Honor Suicide

People who live by strict codes of conduct may kill
themselves from shame if they break those codes. The
samurai of old Japan would kill themselves if they
failed their lord. Modern soldiers and police sometimes
commit suicide after public disgrace. They have shown
themselves unworthy in their own eyes and the eyes of
their peers. Only death can expiate their shame.

Grave insults may provoke honor suicide as well. A
Roman gentleman who felt his reputation irreparably dam-
aged by slander, insult or humiliation could ask the state for
permission to kill himself. In some cultures, suicide was also
a legitimate alternative to a more humiliating fate. The
Jewish zealots on Masada are the most extreme case, but
warriors from the Roman Empire to World War II Japan
have fallen on their swords rather than surrender.

Protest Suicide

Sometimes suicide can shame the people in power. In
the past, Chinese officials sometimes killed themselves
to protest the policies of their superiors. Sometimes this
really did force reform, and the official was declared a god
to pacify his ghost. In recent decades, Buddhist monks
and other protesters have set themselves on fire over gov-
ernment policies. The hunger strike, used so successfully
by Mahatma Gandhi, is nothing less than a very slow
suicide meant to force a government’s hand.

b
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Medical Suicide

The “Suicide Doctor” Jack Kevorkian became notorious
for supplying sick people with devices they could use to kill
themselves. The Hemlock Society publishes a manual of
painless suicide methods. They didn’t invent the idea of
death as an escape from disease or infirmity, though.

Medical suicide comes closer to a rational choice than any
other form of self-destruction. Some people do know their
future holds nothing but pain and debility, and any life they
have renders them helpless under constant supervision from
doctors. These sufferers want to spare themselves humili-
ation and physical discomfort, and spare their families the
expense and stress of a long, drawn-out death.

Very few people actually choose the “final exit,”
though. In some cases, people procure the means of sui-
cide, then don’t use them. Having taken control of their
lives and deaths, they don’t feel so helpless anymore,
and so decide they’d like to live a little longer.

Death By Cop

Some people want to die, but they can’t quite do the
job themselves — so they find help. Every police officer
knows about “death by cop,” in which a perpetrator
commits a brazen crime, won’t surrender and must be
shot. The suicidal intent seems especially clear when
the perp brandishes a gun that isn’t loaded or runs at the
cops. Particularly in inner cities, where suspicion and
hatred for “the man” runs high, death while commit-
ting a felony leaves you with a better reputation than
an overt suicide. At least you went down fighting.

“Death by john” is a more horrifying form of disguised
suicide. Suicide rates among prostitutes are very high, and
the murder rate is high as well. Experienced hookers know
to stay away from some men, but some prostitutes take
clients no matter what the warning signs of danger are.
The other hookers know their sister doesn’t want to live
any more, and she’s looking for the man to do her in.

Who knows how far this form of suicide extends? A
person who takes crazy risks again and again may be an
adrenaline junkie or just not have much sense — or
maybe he truly doesn’t care if he lives and wants to die
in a way that leaves him with a good reputation.

Addiction

Drugs can block the inner torment that leads to
suicide. Alcohol, tranquilizers and narcotics can dull
the mind; cocaine, amphetamines and other stimulants
supply ersatz energy and confidence. So often, though,
a drug becomes just a slower or less direct means of
death. In the long term, alcoholism or drug addiction
can kill by damaging the body or clouding the mind
so the person falls prey to some accident. And is every
fatal overdose really an accident? Maybe not. Addicts
often show a perverse bravado about the danger of their
habits and say that yes, they do prefer dying from their
drugs to living without them.
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Suicide Bombings and High School Shootings

The Middle East has given the world the most aggressive
of all forms of suicide. Whether the suicide bomber straps
on TNT ordrives a car filled with explosives, she wants to
kill the enemy so much she’ll die to do it. Suicide bomb-
ers come from a culture steeped in pride and vendetta,
in which humiliation demands retribution — and many
people feel the West has humiliated their culture for cen-
turies. At least, that’s the explanation experts give.

On the other hand, most suicide bombers are young,
and adolescence often features an overblown sense of
victimized pride. Instead of cultural grievances, the fad
for suicide bombing may spring from the same roots as
the shootings in American high schools. Several times
now, a teenage boy (in one case, two) has taken guns to
school and shot several teachers and classmates. Some-
times the attack ended with the boy turning the gun on
himself. Afterward, the signs of suicide were clear to see:
the sense of isolation, of being hated, of hopelessness and
of wanting to strike back at the world and be noticed.

Religious Suicide

The promise of going to heaven as a martyr touches on
another version of suicide: self-murder as a religious sacri-
fice. In ancient India, elderly Brahmins gained honor by
immolating themselves as sacrifices. The Jain sect considers
the taking of any life to be sinful in some degree. Supreme
piety consists of starving to death, so no creature shall die
to sustain your life. Christianity has its own tradition of
dying for the faith as well. Martyrdom isn’t supposed to be
suicide. The martyr prefers faithfulness to self-preservation
because she knows her soul, the real person, will not die.
However, who knows what actually is in another person’s
heart? Who knows whether an apparent martyr acts out of
faith and courage or desperation and shame?

Murder

Sometimes people decide their inner pain really does
come from other people, and they can kill the pain at the
source. Thus, most murder victims are relatives, lovers or
apparent close friends of their killers — the people who
have the greatest power over the killers’ hearts and can
cause the greatest pain. Most murderers confess promptly,
ready to take their punishment. Back when murder con-
victions meant certain execution, confession was as good
as suicide. It still takes the killer out of his old life and
identity, though prison is hardly an improvement over
psychological pain. Then again, death is an even worse
“solution” to the despair felt by suicides.

(he - Killer -Mewe

Suicide is contagious. One high school student com-
mits suicide; others follow within the next year. Young
Palestinians’ enthusiasm for suicide bombing makes
it the strangest fad in the world. On some South Sea
islands, after a person drowns, his friends report seeing
him in the water and asking them to join him — and

sometimes they do. Religious suicide occasionally
consumes whole cults, such as the Jonestown, Heaven’s
Gate and Solar Temple mass suicides.

Most people find suicide unthinkable most of the
time, and most cultures discourage suicide. One ad-
ditional factor leads to suicide: it becomes thinkable
because other people have done it. What’s more, it
seemed to work. The other suicide did make people

sorry she was gone, or he did strike back at people he
hated and he thought hated him.

The Children of Judas can rouse all the varied emo-
tions that lead to suicide — the grief, the shame, the
bell-jar isolation, the hopeless abandonment of self-
preservation and the rage at a hostile world. Perhaps
the most evil aspect of the Children of Judas’ power,
however, consists of making suicide thinkable. To
convince a person that he is better off not existing is
deception most foul. For this, the hatred other Kindred
direct at the Suicide Kings is entirely justified.

> & s J4
(he Ethics of Pespair
Children of Judas are compelled by their blood to
explore suffering and inflict it, often leading to their
subjects’ deaths. Children of Judas who want to avoid a
swift degeneration into the Beast’s madness need some
way to justify such cruelty. Much of the bloodline’s tra-
dition consists of philosophy about when to inflict the
misery of Despond, why and how severely. The ethics
of Suicide Kings often draw heavily from the beliefs of
the Lancea Sanctum, even the ethics of Children of
Judas who belong to other covenants or to none.

Tyguisiors ayd Executiovers
Between Auspex, Majesty and Despond, the Children
of Judas are well suited to uncovering sins and punish-
ing them. Some Children of Judas indulge their need to
explore pain by searching for crime and punishing the
perpetrators. In the Lancea Sanctum, pious Children of
Judas may force other Kindred to account for violating
the Traditions of Longinus. A few Sanctified Children
of Judas can even declare their bloodline openly, be-
cause other Kindred fear being called to repent their
own sins — and they will repent, with wailing and
gnashing of teeth at their own worthlessness.

Princes may find their own uses for a Child of Judas.
A Suicide King makes an excellent Hound. She can
cripple the Prince’s enemies through bouts of depression
or perhaps even drive rivals to self-destruction while the
Prince’s hands appear clean. Such an ill-worker is most
effective when least known. A Judas who works as the
Prince’s executioner hides not only her bloodline but
also her office, completely. Of course, other powerful
Kindred may want to keep a secret Judas on retainer as
well, though Judas and employer both face execution
themselves if the Prince learns what they’re doing.
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Suicide Kings can also turn vigilante. Sanctified Children
of Judas easily justify driving mortal evildoers to suicide as
part of their mission to be God’s scourge on the world. Other
Children of Judas may simply feel that by forcing pain on
criminals, the Suicide Kings prevent the suffering those
criminals would inflict on innocent kine. Despond can drive
a guilt-stricken robber, drug dealer or rapist to confess to the
police (especially if backed up with timely use of Revelation)
— or his suicide can end the problem completely, with no
evidence that could endanger the Masquerade.

wleachers mdlesters
More than one mystical tradition says wisdom and
salvation come after grief and fear. Fire-and-brimstone
preachers terrified their audience with damnation to lead
members to the joy of salvation. Psychoanalysts speak
more clinically of displacements and defensive reactions.
Likewise, some Children of Judas believe they can teach
through suffering. They may speak theologically, of con-
trition and humble submission to God. Young or secular
Children of Judas may speak psychologically, of complexes,
repression and traumas. Either way, Children of Judas think
Kindred and kine must confront grief, anxiety and self-
hatred to overcome them. No one wants to face his own
flaws and pain. Despond gives someone no choice.

A Child of Judas may seek out mortals who suffer great
anguish, to help them move beyond the suffering. Such a
course demands great care and sensitivity, lest the Suicide
King live up to the bloodline’s nickname. Simply forcing the
subject to dwell on his grief and trauma is not enough. The
Judas may need Auspex to read the subject’s mind and past
or Majesty to persuade him to talk. Majesty also provides
a brute-force method to cut through the bell jar of depres-
sion and engage the subject with another person. Beyond
Disciplines, however, the Judas needs facility with Empathy,
Persuasion and other Social Skills, to convince the subject
he can end his pain without ending his existence.

As for how to move beyond that anguish, every case
is different. A person who dwells on grief for a lost
loved one might need convincing that it’s no betrayal
to care about someone else. Someone who despises
himself for not living up to his image of what he’d like
to be needs a dose of realism, as well as pride in what he
can do well. The helpless needs a way to take control
of something in her existence. Religious Children of
Judas have a slight advantage in that Christianity and
other faiths offer their subjects ready-made models for
a new life. Still, the Child of Judas must still take care
that in leading a subject to God, she does not lead him
to new guilt and demands for self-punishment.

On the other hand, a Child of Judas may feel some
people need a little more pain in their existences. The ar-
rogant, the self-indulgent, the callous — perhaps a bout of
self-hatred would give them more sympathy for the people
around them. Children of Judas who follow this program

care a bit less about guiding their subjects through their
bouts of Despond or, at least, Children of Judas use phrases
like “Get over yourself” a good deal more.

Either way, malpractice remains a danger. A Judas
might go too far or misjudge a “patient,” resulting in
suicide. In that case, the Judas may still be able to give
her subject another chance at personal growth — but as
a vampire. An important fraction of the bloodline came
to the Requiem by this route. Not many of them would
recommend such a course for other mortals who find
life too much to bear. When faced with a mortal who
chose self-destruction, though, the temptation to grant
the Embrace can be too strong for a Judas to resist.

(Cheology of - Fudas

Some Children of Judas see an even deeper purpose to
their power over the soul’s darkest urge. In the Hanged
Man’s final sermon to his childer, he pointed out that
the Crucifixion was a suicide. God Almighty became
incarnate for the specific purpose of dying on the cross,
and, through this sacrifice, the race of humans was re-
deemed from sin. In modern parlance, the Crucifixion
was death by cop, with the Pharisees, their supporters
and Pilate as the manipulated executioners. And Judas
helped set the suicide up through the kiss of betrayal.

The Suicide Kings also like to point out how odd
Judas’ role is in the story. Christ knew Judas would
betray him. Christ said so, at the Last Supper. Why
would Christ have brought Judas into his circle at all
unless it was to perform this very deed?

And what about the kiss that identified Jesus to the
priests and soldiers who came for him in Gethsemane? Je-
sus was a public figure. Half of Jerusalem could recognize
him. Again, did Jesus plan this visible act of betrayal?

Mystical Suicide Kings believe he did. They suggest the
divine plan required humanity to show itself at its worst.
The callous bureaucracy of the Romans wasn’t enough.
Even the jealous anger and rejection by God’s own priests
weren’t enough. God needed to die because of the most
wretched, contemptible crime possible, betrayed by one
of his hand-picked disciples, someone who knew better,
for mere money. Only through a supreme crime against
God could God deliver a supreme act of forgiveness.

And what of Judas himself? Several times, the Gospels
describe Jesus speaking to “the disciple He loved most,”
without saying who this was. The Suicide Kings suggest
this disciple was Judas. Peter denied his Lord three times.
The other disciples bickered and dithered. Judas loved
Christ enough to accept the duty of betraying him.

What a terrible duty! Judas went down in history as the
worst sinner since Adam and Cain — faithless, greedy
and too much a coward even to face the consequences of
Judas’ betrayal. He killed himself instead, and so missed
his chance to ask his resurrected Lord’s forgiveness.
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Or maybe that was part of Jesus’ purpose, and God’s.
The gospels say Jesus took on humanity’s the burden of
sin — but he did not sin. He remained stainless, a pure
sacrifice of God, by God, to God. The Suicide Kings
argue that if Christ took on the burden of sin, he passed
it to someone else: to Judas, perfect in sin as Christ was
perfect in virtue. Judas, who stayed in Hell. Judas, the
co-Redeemer, the other Son of God.

Even the Lancea Sanctum, whose members explore many
unorthodox interpretations of scripture, find the Hanged
Man’ exegesis too radical for comfort. For one thing, his
explanation distracts attention from Longinus, who was
transformed into a vampire by the blood of Christ.

The Children of Judas don’t deny Longinus his tran-
scendent roles as their own sin-eater, apostle of their
Damnation and instrument of God’s wrath. Just as Judas
the co-Redeemer, however, the Kindred can do more
than frighten mortals with their bad example. Judas
theologians believe that just as the saints can shorten
a sinners’ torment in Purgatory by giving out excess
merit, the Kindred can redeem individual sinners by
accepting damnation in their stead.

The Hanged Man said he would join Judas in Hell
as minister and comforter to the lost souls. Judas theo-
logians say all Kindred can do the same, and should.
Christ gave his blood to mortals for their salvation, and
mortal priests repeat this act with every Mass. When the
Kindred take blood, they can ask God to give them the
mortal’s damnation. When the burden of the Kindred’s
own and transferred sins grows too heavy, they can fol-
low the example of Judas and the Hanged Man, and
discharge their burden to Hell.

Mpystical Suicide Kings call this practice the auto-da-fé. It
is the second great ritual of the bloodline, though practiced
much less often than the Via Dolorosa. Some Children of
Judas fetter themselves so they cannot escape the burn-
ing touch of the sun. Others immolate themselves, as the
Hanged Man did, so other vampires can watch and feel the
awe and terror of serving God with all one’s being. Even
secular Children of Judas, who don’t accept the theological
contortions of their fellows, admit the auto-da-fé makes an
appropriate end for Suicide Kings.

Pespoyd

Few Disciplines inspire such fear and hatred as Despond,
and with good reason. The Kindred play the Danse Ma-
cabre in part to distract themselves from the horror and
futility of their own existence. Despond strips away the
distractions. Kindred who feel its power can no longer hide
from the awful truth that they are dead and Damned, with
the Beast as their personal demon to torment them — until
something destroys them, or they do the job themselves.

Actually, Despond affects mortals worse than it affects
vampires. The Kindred have years, decades or centuries to
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grow accustomed to anguish and self-loathing. The Beast
rages against its own destruction, or maybe the vampires’
supernatural natures help them resist Despond. Mortals
succumb all too easily to the lure of self-annihilation.

The few Kindred who choose to learn Despond find
the learning most unpleasant. To crush hope in others,
they must explore their own despair. To set the lure of
self-destruction, they must feel that lure themselves.
Many among the Children of Judas — perhaps most
— already walked that path as mortals, to its terrible
ending. Other Kindred seldom want to touch the void,
and be touched in return. Those who can resist the call
of oblivion learn to make that call themselves.

For greatest effect, a user of Despond must speak to
her victim. A minute is good; five minutes or more are
even better. Through well-chosen phrases, she can prod
her victim’s regrets, self-doubts and sorrows and send the
message: you should not exist. The more she knows about
her victim, the greater Despond’s power. Even without
killing words, however, a vampire who knows Despond
can send whispers of despair into a victim’s mind. Either
way, the vampire must see her victim directly. Despond
has no effect over the phone or through a recording.

In most cases, a target of Despond does not immediately
recognize that he was affected by a supernatural force.
Once he recovers, he may wonder at the depth of his
sudden despair. He might even connect his anguish to his
conversation with the vampire. Mortals, however, don’t
expect mind control. The very suspicion seems insane
(giving the person another reason to feel depressed). The
Kindred know better, so using Despond on them can be
dangerous. A vampire who's in too much of a hurry to
converse with her target, but who doesn’t want the weak-
ness of a silent attack, can simply snarl out a few cruel or
menacing words to rouse the target’s grief or self-loathing
— but the victim definitely knows the vampire tampered
with his mind. Even the most skeptical or unwary mortal
can’t deny he felt an alien touch in his thoughts.

Despond cannot actually force another person to attempt
suicide. Despond’s lesser powers merely work on grief, anxi-
ety and self-loathing already present, helping these feelings
overpower the conscious mind in various ways, for a limited
time. For Kindred or kine already troubled by thoughts of
suicide, however, one use of Despond may push the sufferer
over the edge — though he might do the deed nights or
weeks later. The more times a victim suffers from Despond,
the more likely he will seek suicide.

Storytellers should never decree that a player’s char-
acter destroyed himself because someone else used a
Discipline on him. For other characters, Storytellers may
want to base their resistance to despair on their traits or
roles in the story. For a simple system, you can decide
that, assuming no one intervenes to prevent the suicide,
a Storyteller character commits suicide within the week if
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ause of Despond achieves more successes than the higher
of the character’s Resolve or Composure.
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STANDARD MODIFIERS
All Despond powers use the same set of
suggested modifiers, based on how long the
character can speak to his victim and his knowledge
of the victim's psychology.

Suggested Modifiers

Modifier Situation

+2 Character knows both his target’s Vice
and Virtue.

9 Target is a vampire with whom the user has a
blood tie (see Vampire: The Requiem, p. 162).

+2 Target suffers from melancholia or some
similar, severe derangement.

"] Character can converse with his target for at
least five minutes.

+1 Character knows his target’s Vice or Virtue.

+1 Characterknowsasignificantanxiety, self-doubt,

shame or perceived failure of the target.

+1 Character knows at least one traumatic or
sorrowful event from the target’s past (the
Embrace doesn’t count).

+1 Target suffers from depression or a similar,
mild derangement.

+0 Character can speak to his target for a turn or
less. Afterward, the victim knows the character
tampered with her mind.

+0 Character can speak to his target for at least a
minute; afterward, the target might not realize
the character tampered with her mind.

-2 Character cannot speak to his target.

Despond grants the Children of Judas one small,
additional power. Any Child of Judas who has at least
one dot in Despond recognizes any other Child of Judas
who knows the Discipline. This acts as an additional
bit of information from Predator’s Taint, the Beast’s
instinctive recognition of a competing predator. The
Suicide Kings also instinctively recognize the mystical
taint left by their special cultivation of despair.

Self~Poubt

Everyone has moments when they wonder if they’re good
enough — not just whether they can succeed at a task but
whether they should even try. For a moment, the vampire’s
target feels utterly worthless and incapable of doing anything
right. She dithers briefly in a fit of doubt and despair.

Cost: 1 Vitae

b

Dice Pool: Presence + Intimidation + Despond versus
subject’s Composure + Blood Potency

Action: Contested; resistance is reflexive.
Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The subject does not feel the
sudden loss of nerve and does not lose a turn of action.
What'’s more, she becomes immune to the character’s
Despond until the next sunset.

Failure: The character loses or ties the contested roll.
The subject feels nothing.

Success: The character wins the contested roll by get-
ting the most successes. The subject loses her next turn
of action as she struggles against her sudden certainty
of failure and personal worthlessness.

Exceptional Success: The character wins the con-
tested roll with five or more successes. The victim loses
her next turn of action, and suffers a —1 penalty to all
non-reflexive actions for the rest of the scene, as she
struggles against her own feelings of failure.

Suggested Modifiers
Standard modifiers apply.

~~ Loowed o Finl
People caught in deep depression find it difficult to act.
Every choice or action seems futile. What's the point of
trying anything when you’re doomed to disappointment?
As a character develops his skill at Despond, he can set the
whisper of Self-Doubt nagging constantly. The target suffers
anxiety, doubt and pessimism about her ability to succeed
at anything, in a self-fulfilling prophecy of failure.

Cost: 1 Vitae

Dice Pool: Manipulation + Empathy + Despond
versus subject’s Composure + Blood Potency

Action: Contested; resistance is reflexive.
Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The subject does not feel de-
pressed, suffers no penalty and is immune to the
character’s Despond until the next sunset.

Failure: The character loses or ties the contested roll. The
subject does not feel depressed and suffers no penalty.

Success: The character wins the contested roll. As
long as the character concentrates on maintaining this
power, his victim suffers a —2 penalty to all actions.

Exceptional Success: The character wins the contested
roll by five or more successes. In this case (and only in this
case), the victim suffers the power’s effect for the rest of the
scene, without any need for the character to concentrate.
The Suicide King can engage in combat, leave the scene
or otherwise engage in whatever activity he wants.

Doomed To Fail works on line of sight. If the attacking
character cannot see his target any longer, the power’s
effect stops (unless the attacker’s player rolled an excep-

——

'éenda--'- TR TTPRELIT A

—
codlines: i b bebian 4



tional success). While concentrating to maintain the
effect, a character cannot engage in any other activity
that challenges his mind or body. He can walk across
the street but not climb a wall, make small talk but not
craft a witty bon mot or remember someone’s name but
not remember his business dealings for the last year. In
rules terms, any action that would demand a dice roll
breaks the character’s grip on his target’s mind.

Ifany character believes she is under this power’s influence,
her player can spend a Vitae to attempt a reflexive Composure
+ Blood Potency roll (whichever Attribute is higher). If the
roll fails, the character remains affected by Despond and she
spent the Vitae for nothing. If the roll succeeds, she can throw
off Despond’s effects for a turn. The target can use that turn to
run away, attack the character or cause a ruckus that prevents
the character from concentrating any longer. If she cannot
escape the character or prevent her from concentrating,
Doomed to Fail resumes its full effect a turn later. If the roll
is an exceptional success, Doomed To Fail ends immediately
and the character is immune to further uses of this power for
the remainder of the scene, though the Child of Judas may

invoke it again in the future.
Suggested Modifiers
Standard modifiers apply.

As her mastery of Despond advances, a character
can plunge her target into a despair so profound he no

longer cares about anything else. The victim struggles
to muster the will to do anything but brood on his own
failures and misfortunes — and, perhaps, seek relief in
drink or drugs. Even protecting his own existence seems
futile, though a fight is one of the few things that can
break the target out of his dolor.

A skilled user of Despond can also create more pre-
cisely tailored forms of despair. A person who loses the
desire to exist may attempt reckless actions he would
never contemplate otherwise. On the streets, people
talk about robbers or muggers who seek “death by cop,”
and prostitutes who take clients everyone else can see
are dangerous. Higher social strata have their own forms
of self-destructive risk-taking, from taking up “extreme
sports” without proper training to telling the boss what
you really think of him. Any deed that makes other
people wonder, “Is he trying to get himself killed?” can
happen because of Dark Night of the Soul.

Cost: 1 Vitae

Dice Pool: Manipulation + Persuasion + Despond
versus subject’s Composure + Blood Potency

Action: Contested; resistance is reflexive.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The target feels great! He felt a
little blue for a moment, but shook it off and counted

his blessings. The target regains a spent Willpower
point, if this is possible.
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Failure: The target does not feel any depression
because of Despond.

Success: For the rest of the scene, the target’s player must
succeed at a reflexive Resolve + Composure roll to attempt
any feat challenging enough to require a dice roll. Failure on
this roll indicates that the feat occurs at a—3 penalty. “Any
feat” includes defending himself from attack. If a victim of
Dark Night of the Soul faces combat, however, that single
roll suffices to keep him fighting through the entire battle.

Alternatively, the attacking character can suggest a
particular self-destructive course of action. Dark Night
of the Soul cannot make a target consciously seek ex-
tinction but can remove most of the target’s sense of
self-preservation. For the rest of the scene, the target ef-
fectively has a very specific, additional Vice that involves
taking dangerous chances. For instance, a target who's
anxious about money might impulsively try robbing a
bank using nothing but his outthrust finger in his pocket.
Other people can try to talk the victim out of his bout of
self-destruction, but resisting the new compulsion costs
the target a point of Willpower, just like any Vice.

Exceptional Success: The effect of Dark Night of the
Soul lasts until the next sunset.

Suggested Modifiers

Standard modifiers apply. Suggesting a course of action
that’s out of character for the victim but isn’t immediately
self-destructive and might distract him from depression,
such as persuading a teetotaler to get drunk, gives a —1
modifier to the attacker’s dice pool. Nudging the target
into an actively self-destructive course of action takes a
—2 modifier. Of course, a course of action that accords
with a Virtue or Vice of the target partly counters this
penalty with a bonus. (See the modifiers on p. 48.)
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As a vampire’s mastery of Despond grows, she can
induce a longer-lasting state of depression in her victim.
Such a long-lasting effect — an actual derangement
— demands a great effort of will from the character.

Cost: 1 or 2 Willpower, spent before the roll is made
(see below)

Dice Pool: Presence + Expression + Despond versus
subject’s Composure + Blood Potency
Action: Contested; resistance is reflexive.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The target does not feel depressed
and is immune to the character’s Despond until the
next sunset.

Failure: The target ties or exceeds the number of successes
rolled by the character, and so the target suffers no effect.
Success: The character rolls more successes than

her target. For each success rolled, the target suffers a
derangement for one week.

Exceptional Success: An exceptional success returns
one of the spent Willpower points to the character.

The player must spend all requisite Willpower points
before she makes the roll. Remember that a character
may spend only one Willpower per turn (see p. 95 of the
World of Darkness Rulebook), so she may need to begin
this process at least one turn before bringing it into effect.
For one Willpower, the character attempts to inflict a mild
derangement: usually Depression, but Inferiority Complex
is equally possible, at the character’s discretion. For two
Willpower, the character attempts to inflict a severe de-
rangement such as Melancholia or Anxiety. Storytellers
may permit other derangements if they seem appropriate
as expressions of grief, shame, humiliation or other emo-
tions that could lead to suicide. If the subject already has
a given derangement, it costs only one Willpower for the
Child of Judas to attempt to exacerbate that derangement
to its more debilitating state.

See the World of Darkness Rulebook, pp. 96-100,
and Vampire: The Requiem, pp. 188-192, for descrip-
tions of derangements.

Suggested Modifiers
Standard modifiers apply.

ooo oo ilhe Lty Kefecls Ehee
When a character achieves full mastery of Despond,
the Discipline takes a strange and terrible turn. Death
no longer ends pain. At this Discipline’s greatest power,
Despond can reach beyond death to deliver the Embrace
to a suicide who is really, truly dead. As long as the body
remains intact, a master of Despond can call the suicide’s
spirit and force it back into the flesh the spirit spurned, to
rise again as a vampire. A suicide remains susceptible to
the Embrace until the next sunrise. Thus, a mortal who
kills himself during the day can be Embraced the next
night, long after the body has cooled. Some Children of
Judas see a connection to the old religious prohibition
against burying a suicide in consecrated ground.

Cost: 1 Willpower (see below)

Dice Pool: Unlike the other powers of Despond, The
Earth Rejects Thee does not involve dice pools. If the
victim meets its requirements, the power always works.
As with any other Embrace, passing undeath to a suicide
costs a dot of Willpower in addition to the Willpower spent
to activate this Discipline power. At the sire’s discretion,
the Discipline’s added power may repair some damage
to a suicide’s body, such as slit wrists or even the broken
neck of a properly conducted hanging (though some sires
leave these imperfections in order to keep their childer
humble). This power cannot restore lost body parts, such
as brains blown away by a shotgun blast. If a suicide’s
self-inflicted wound would have destroyed a vampire, or
at least instantly forced him into torpor, the body is too
damaged to sustain the Embrace.

Action: Instant
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Vitae contains undeniable power. Each drop
offers new potential. The Kindred understand
some of this potential — it feeds them,
stirs their spiritless limbs and gives life to
dead magic. That’s only a fraction of the
possibility, though — the Vitae channeled
through a Damned vessel offers a world
of secret, untapped strength for those
desperate enough.

The Galloi know this. These vampires
believe themselves to be prime examples of
what the Blood can truly do. The Kindred
of this bloodline come from the Nosferatu,
those monstrous creatures fearsome in flesh
and spirit. The Galloi believe that the Blood
has reversed this curse. They claim that Vitae not
only feeds them and empowers them but has also lit-
erally made the fiendish beautiful once again, if only
for a time. To re-form his gruesome carcass, the Galloi
bathes in blood, immersing himself completely within
it. Once he withdraws from his bath, his monstrous flesh
is replaced with an eerily perfect figure. Others call this
bloodline the “Pretties,” a bitter sobriquet illustrating
the alarmingly unnatural beauty of these monsters. The
Galloi do not discourage the epithet.

The bloodline has carried the knowledge of the ritual
bloodbath since the primeval nights before Rome’s
birth. The Pretties do not question from whence the
power or wisdom comes. Revering the goddess Cybele,
these blood-smeared cultists act as her voice among
the Acolytes of the Circle of the Crone. The goddess’
worshippers long ago bathed in blood and gore to gain
her favor, and her children (both Kindred and kine) do
the same tonight. Those who do not know her wisdom
— even those within the Circle itself — can be made
to understand. It’s easy to show them the way, to reveal
her veiled power through the offers of blood. The Pret-
ties can grant Cybele’s favor to others, for a time. Of
course, there is always a price.

Parent Clan: Nosferatu
Nickname: Pretties

Covenant: With few exceptions, the Galloi belong to
the Circle of the Crone. Moreover, many Galloi make
particularly zealous Acolytes. A small minority of this
bloodline makes their homes among the Invictus or
the Carthians, eschewing any kind of spirituality and
enjoying cosmopolitan Requiems of politics and power.

in the ranks of the Ordo Dracul or the Lan-
cea Sanctum, however. Those Galloi who
end up in the Order do so to understand (or

rare Galloi who becomes Sanctified gen-
erally does so to rebuke his own “heathen
sins” and to find a new Requiem as one of

God’s cursed children.

Appearance: A Pretty’s appearance is
dictated in part by his weakness (see be-
low). When freshly bathed in blood, the

vampire appears eerily beautiful, his form
almost unearthly: skin like virgin porcelain,
lips the color of fresh blood, long, delicate
limbs and wide, bright eyes. Perhaps more
importantly, the vampire appears androgy-
nous. The creature appears not so much without
gender as possessing both male and female aspects
— roundness of breasts, a subtle musculature, an
Adam’s apple upon a wine-stem neck. Many Galloi
accentuate this gender ambiguity through fashion,
wearing severe suits or overt configurations of haute
couture. Some wear clothing that shows a surprising
amount of skin, thus confusing the issue more. Others
sport hairless bodies, shaving themselves bald or wear-
ing wigs and penciling in their eyebrows.

When the vampire has suffered time away from his
bloodbaths, however, he looks truly monstrous, like a
skeleton swathed in rotten cloth. His skin becomes etched
in deep wrinkles, and, sometimes, bones poke through frail
flesh. At this point, the gender-ambiguous appearance also
fades — the vampire’s original masculinity or femininity
becomes more obvious beneath the monstrosity.

Haven: Most Galloi favor modern (even minimalist)
havens located in places of desperation. The Galloi
realize that they have much to offer the hopeless. The
Galloi can bring youth, beauty and other advantages to
those who need them most, and that puts the Galloi in
a position of power. Therefore, many Galloi establish
havens near artist communities, within seedy neighbor-
hoods, even among the struggling middle class. The
Galloi obviously prefer to dwell within the cities, with
the rest of the Kindred, though some Galloi enjoy the
comforts and opportunity of more remote existence.

Some Pretties choose to dedicate their havens as
shrines to the goddess Cybele. Cybele’s temples used to be

Only the most marginal Galloi everend up

exploit) their own mystic proclivities. The =
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underground; such subterranean sanctuaries represented
the dark and earthy womb. In homage, particularly
ardent Galloi choose havens beneath the ground, such
as abandoned chambers off abandoned subway tunnels,
the cellars of old houses or neglected bomb shelters.
Even these subterranean dwellings tend to show off the
vampires’ bizarre tastes in fashion, art and décor.

Background: Potential Galloi often hail from desper-
ate situations. The desperate seek answers and control,
whether they realize it or not. The Pretties offer answers
and control. Sires drag their childer into new misery and
give them new perspectives on suffering from within
the bloodline. Simultaneously, though, Galloi give hope
where none existed before. They grant beauty where
only ugliness thrived. They present a different reality
in which fleeting solace lies in the shadows, proffered
by secret gods, and where Blood is the key to all doors.
The Circle of the Crone, and Cybele in particular, has
the answers to life, death and everything in between.
When the Galloi find a wretched-enough soul deserv-
ing of truth, they may groom him for the bloodline and
eventually Embrace him or act as his Avus to allow him
entry into this primeval lineage.

Character Creation: Some Pretties value sharpness of
mind, whereas others rely upon keen social wiles. Thus,
individual Galloi tend to be particularly dominant in
either the Social or Mental categories (both Attributes
and Skills). Few Galloi devote any attention at all to
the Physical, and, as a result, many vampires of this
bloodline appear winnowed or gaunt. Favored Skills
include Intimidation, Investigation, Occult, Persuasion
and Socialize, the better with which to ply the Pretties’
cultic trades. Galloi often favor Social Merits, as well,
and often have high Allies and Contacts, with Herd
coming in a close third.

Bloodline Disciplines: Majesty, Nightmare, Obfus-
cate, Taurobolium

Weakness: The Galloi are called the “Pretties” for

a reason. Some Nosferatu might be monstrous, eerie
or freakish in subtle ways, but few of them would be
called beautiful. This bloodline, on the other hand, is
beautiful, in a manner of speaking — if the vampire
bathes in her own blood.

A Galloi must spend a number of Vitae equal to her
Blood Potency and mix it with water, perfumes, oils and
other arcane emollients. She must then immerse herself
beneath the surface for a full hour. If she does this, she
emerges from the bath changed. No longer hideous,
she is a creature of alien beauty, a figure featuring the
bizarre auspices of both genders. This beauty lasts for
a number of nights equal to 10 minus the vampire’s
Blood Potency.

If she does not immerse herself in another appropriate
bloodbath before that time runs out, she wakes up the
following night with a mien more unsettling than that
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of other Nosferatu. Her appearance becomes skeletal,
her body a set of bones draped with a shriveled veneer
of chalk-white skin. She also emits an odor of molder-
ing earth and putrescence. Mortals within five yards of
her are subject to a Stamina + Composure roll to avoid
nausea. Worse, when in this state, the vampire suffers
from the Inferiority Complex derangement (mild), or
Anxiety (severe) if she already has the mild version
(see p. 98 of the World of Darkness Rulebook). The
derangement and desiccated corpse-form transform into
beauty once she again bathes in blood.

The paradox is that, even when beautiful, the vampire
still suffers from the normal Nosferatu weakness. The
creature’s looks are now too perfect, and such perfec-
tion is disturbing. As such, the vampire’s dice pools in
social situations (specifically those based on Presence
or Manipulation Attributes) remain hampered. The 10
again rule doesn’t apply, and 1’s subtract from successes.
Note that the latter part doesn’t affect dramatic failure
rules. Also, the weakness doesn’t apply to pools involv-
ing the Intimidation Skill, the Composure Attribute or
the Nightmare and Taurobolium Disciplines.

Organization: The Galloi bloodline doesn’t have
much in the way of formal organization. This bloodline’s
hierarchy is that of the Circle as a whole, and many
among the Pretties aspire to leadership roles among
the Acolytes. The Galloi tend to feel that they are
more dearly committed to the precepts of the covenant
than the hoi polloi, and, therefore, consider themselves
deserving of authority. (Those who don’t respect the
hard-earned accolades of Galloi among the hierarchy
will, at the very least, intimately learn the tenet that
“tribulation brings enlightenment.”) Ambitious indi-
vidual Pretties often seek to become Hierophants of the
local covenant. The key advantage of this is that the
Hierophant essentially sets the local focus of the Circle’s
worship. In this way, the Pretties can establish Cybele
as the core divinity of the Circle’s veneration. The Gal-
loi grant Cybele favor (and in return, purportedly gain
advantage themselves) by “enlightening” others with
regard to her celestial power and dominance.

Individual Galloi broods occasionally follow minor
rules of organization, some spoken, some not. Unspoken
is the fact that Galloi do not operate alone. They almost
universally support one another in discrete domains
(braving a temporary itinerancy when necessary),
for such a collective helps them establish ascendancy
within the local Circle. The bloodline also celebrates
holidays specific to Cybele. The Galloi tend to celebrate
in these festivals and revelries only with each other.
Other Acolytes participate in these venerations only
by invitation, which can be either easy to obtain or
hard to come by depending upon the Pretties’ politi-
cal or religious agenda. The vampire who orchestrates
these ritual celebrations is generally the eldest Galloi
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in the region, though not always and is called the
archigallus. Occasionally the archigallus is simply
the Kindred who has carried that responsibility
for the longest time, whether new elders have
graced the domain or otherwise.

Rome, the Galloi claim that they were among the

priests and pious who cultivated reverence of this
W bloody Magna Mater, Cybele.

This interpretation may well have some grain
of truth. Among the ancient cultists were a
number of Kindred, and these vampires cer-
tainly helped foster the religion’s growth.

Concepts: Art dealer, burn victim, club owner,
dominatrix, Harpy, makeup artist, pawn broker
or fence, pimp or madam, public eccen- Cybele was a natural fit for many of the
tric, record producer, transsexual J \/ / Damned. Her bloody baptismal rites

' s III f .IF not only gave vampires an ecstatic,
HISTURY ' (W rcligious experience but also fed
' them. According to the Galloi,

Constantine changed everything. The
emperor’s conversion to the nascent
religion of Christianity would plant the
seeds for the eventual persecution for
those cultists of the Magna Mater. No
longer would Christians suffer among
the lions — soon, the heathens
would suffer in their stead. An edict
of the Theodosian Code in 391 out-
lawed the worship of Cybele. Her
once-august disciples were branded
perverts and monsters, demons
who dared to betray the ways of

The Galloi claim an extensive history,

and believe that their lineage goes back

nearly 8,000 years, to the Neolithic jevgult Nosfgratu to be }(ierﬁhosen

city of Catal Hiiytik, considered by ISCIpIes;"atit;-as a reward, She s aps

some to be the first city in the world. 4 - - them a chance at suborning their

In this city, archeologists have found (i 'Y, curse, at least on a surface level.

a number of voluptuous fertility i IF' g/ : HN HLTERNHTIVE v:[fw

statues that some believe represent ] ; e\

early worship of the goddess Cybele. 'I Some Klgdred historians (a.nun.lf

Being adherents of this goddess and 261; gfn(ii\lfl}(l);?rr;ﬁ?fge E}elir?)prgjil?its;n

2%? ttiiﬁl tshoi; evzllgg) CEZEI ilizirfrgf however. Yes, a ngmber of Nosferat}l

the Pretties accept on blind faith -h-. ; probably eﬁgﬁf;ﬁglei 5 fégiﬁ :

that they must’ve been present - '

in that prehistoric city, acting as ther.rEel\Cfleion the }Zleadylbloo%}?f

corporeal liaisons between Cybele § Gsaalicili ;foba}i?;tiv;llrll(e dzeaarrfotrsl.g thz

gnd her humiarll C(?nsorts. " mortals as more than humans and
The Galloi 1n51st.that they have less than gods. However, while the

played’some rgle Rt the spread. of ) bloodline’s precepts have their founda-

Cybele s worship since that prehistoric tion in prehistoric or classical times, the

tirpe. The Grgeks (.and later, the Romang) truth of the matter is that the bloodline

colon.lzmg Asia Minor found that worship didn’t really come into existence until the

of this goddess was prevalent. Legequ Renaissance, nearly two millennia later.

suggest that when the Greeks first denied

Cybele the veneration she demanded, a

great plague swept across the city-states.

To relieve themselves of the pain, humans

cut at themselves in attempts at evacuat-

ing the poison from their constricting

bodies. The Galloi claim that the blood

the humans spilled went somewhere

— into the Galloi’s thirsty mouths!

— and, potentially, that they took the

blood as champions of Cybele rather

than passively waiting for the Greeks

to cut themselves. Once the Greeks al-

lowed the Cult of Cybele to worship,

however, the plague disappeared as if it {4 z God. The

had never existed. The Galloi claim mother

that their attentions turned from was dead.

the Greeks to the populace at The father
was born.

large, thereby abating the
“plague.” From Catal Hiiytik
to Phrygia, from Greece to

Over time, the tem-
ples of Cybele were razed
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(or worse, looted). Any friezes depicting the sacrifice of
bulls or the castration of her priests were destroyed and
buried. Imperial soldiers captured her worshippers, and
if they did not convert as Constantine had, the edict
demanded they be burned alive or stabbed with swords.
Those Kindred who followed her also became victims of
this pogrom, though not always at the hands of mortals.
Other Kindred whose fortunes rose with the Empire had
gained power. Cybele’s Damned fled the civilized world
and retreated into shadow. Their time was done. They took
refuge in fallen temples and abandoned mountain posts,
and they managed subsistence Requiems for centuries.

The Dark Ages followed the fall of Rome and the
rise of the Church. During this time, Cybele’s vampire
adherents lurked in the night as hideous hags, finding
sustenance at the edges of civilization. Some Kindred
were able to form small followings and observe their
rites, evading the notice the Church. Most of the survi-
vors found a home, if temporarily, in the pagan kingdom
in the region now known as Lithuania. Many Kindred,
however, met Final Death or succumbed to torpor.

The humanism of the Renaissance helped dampen
the fires of religious zealotry and open the doors for new
ways of thinking. Old ideas were new again; enlightened
modes of thought emerged from the fallen world of classi-
cal civilization. Ancient concepts synchronized with new
desires to form a more progressive zeitgeist, resulting in a
renewed interest in mysticism and occult ideas. Magical
texts and blasphemous ideas were given room to breathe.
Sensing this, Cybele’s Damned crept out of the shadows
to see what this world could offer them.

RIBIRTH

Nosferatu,

The story goes like this:

Velnius, a young Lithuanian
discovered a hidden coven of

o

Galloi who had slumbered hostile centuries away in
torpor and then rose to find times more hospitable to
them. He sought to appease the vampires of the Magna
Mater and gain their favor so he might be initiated into
their wisdom. He took it upon himself to steal a trove of
Phrygian artifacts from a cabal of sorcerers in the town
of Kaunas. Velnius was a repellant figure, his right arm
twisted into an arthritic claw. None believed he would
be successful in his task.

He was successful, but barely. According to the
legends of the bloodline, he did not encounter mortal
magicians when attempting to recover the artifacts.
Instead, he found himself surrounded by a herd of mon-
sters — creatures with human bodies and animal faces.
He stole the items and fled on foot, chased by a horde
of nightmares. Velnius was “struck down” on the road
out of Kaunas and left for dead.

Legend states that Cybele came to him then, and
rained blood upon his crippled form. He lay there
for several days and nights, protected from the sun
by Cybele’s might and grace. When he rose again,
his infirmities had healed. His arm was no longer
deformed, and the reek of the grave had abated. In-
deed, he barely recognized himself, having seemingly
become an androgyne with long hair and perfect skin.
He returned to the waking elders of Cybele’s cult and
showed them what had happened to him, how the
goddess had granted him favor.




Velnius was the first true Galloi, though few Galloi
believe the myth literally. Still, his story (a pagan paral-
lel of Paul’s conversion to Christianity on the road to
Damascus) is told among the Pretties as an example of
one who was truly “blessed” by the Magna Mater.

THE LEGACY OF CYBELE

The Cult of Cybele still exists tonight in a handful
of domains. In some cities, the cult is little more than a
meager cadre of vampires struggling to compete in the
Danse Macabre. In other domains, cult members hold
a great deal of temporal and spiritual power, guiding the
actions of local Acolytes while claiming any number of
political positions within the region. Universally, how-
ever, regardless of size, this particular cult’s presence is
always shepherded by Kindred of the Galloi bloodline.
The Pretties are the Cult of Cybele, in spite of the other
Kindred or kine within its ranks.

oOCIETY 7D COLTURE

The Galloi are an inscrutable mix of the modern
and the ancient. They favor contemporary dress and
progressive art, and yet call upon quasi-civilized rituals
and traditions. In a Pretty’s haven, a dusty chair made
from dried skin and the skulls of sacrificed bulls may
sit beside a sculpture by the futurist Umberto Boccioni.
The vampire may listen to Philip Glass or Le Tigre while
translating monarchic records of Phrygian kings. The
Galloi are creatures of wild dichotomy: They are dead,
but they venerate fertility. They are both monstrous
and beautiful, and feature the characteristics of men
and women. They straddle the opposite ends of time,
immersing themselves in the past while participating

in the present.
THE COLT OF CYRELE

Cybele is a bloody fertility goddess of the Phrygian
pantheon (Rhea in the Greek pantheon) who was the
mother of all the gods. She holds sway over birth and
death as well as resurrection. Worshipers revere Cybele
as a creature of great beauty and terrible retribution,
a wild monster-goddess who demands love from her
devout in the form of gore-stained celebrations and
orgiastic frenzies. The blood spilled in her name makes
the earth fecund and her cultists blessed. The Galloi
are the modern-day adherents of Cybele, spreading
the veneration of the goddess to both Kindred and
mortals alike.

As members of the Circle of the Crone, the vampires
of this bloodline adhere strongly to the core Acolyte
precepts, punctuated by the Galloi’s own interpreta-
tions. Creation is power, to be sure — Cybele is a
fertility goddess, and, therefore, many Pretties raise
animals, tend gardens and even steal and raise mortal
infants. Core Galloi philosophy, though, maintains that
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creation shouldn’t be unfettered or undertaken without
meditation. One doesn’t simply raise a dog or water a
plant because the covenant demands. No, the vampire
must honor the act of creation and give the creature
or plant the reverence it deserves. A living thing is a
blessed being, grown with the consent of the goddess.
For this reason, after several years of looking after pets
or plants, many Galloi sacrifice the beings they raise,
as a show of this reverence by giving the creations back
to the goddess.
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BLooby TimEs

The “Days of Blood” (March 15th through 25th)
comprise the Pretties’ holiest of festivals. These
11 days and nights are devoted exclusively to the
worship of Cybele and her castrated consort, Attis.
The Days do not have many formalized practices
tonight. Mostly, the festival involves 10 days of
orgiastic celebration. The Galloi dress exquisitely,
wearing elaborate costumes, dresses and other
finery. They often commit self-mortification,
whipping one another with barbed flails, biting at
one another, even going so far as to incur genital
mutilation (in observance of Cybele’s fertility
connotations and their own sexual impotency).
Some sacrifice any number of sacred animals
(bulls, rams, raptors), then consuming the blood
and bathing in it. Others sacrifice mortals, but
most Galloi find this practice both dangerous
and outmoded.

The Galloi usually share tales of Cybele and Attis,
either recounting legends or singing personal
stories about how the goddess has blessed them
with blood and beauty. By and large, the Days of
Blood are for the Pretties only. The vampires of
the bloodline sequester themselves away from
the rest of the world for these 10 days, usually
in one of their bathhouses (see p. 58), provided
one exists locally, and do not emerge until the
festival is complete. On rare occasions, highly
prized mortal thralls, in addition to closely aligned
Kindred members of the cult, partake.

—— b

The Galloi also accept that tribulation brings en-
lightenment. Forcing arbitrary trouble on another,
however, isn’t helpful. It’s sadistic. The Galloi
favor a system of reward. They prefer to bless those
who need blessing — they offer succor in times of
crisis, help others foster their dreams and can make
others beautiful. Reward is often enough trouble on
its own, for few truly understand the consequences
of such desires. Beauty comes with complications.
With it, one can no longer dwell in the shadows.
Money can be a similar burden, as can a successful
career. Every fortune brings new misfortune, and
the realization of that is enlightenment. Moreover,
when the Galloi put themselves in the positions
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of offering such fortune (such as through favors
or through the Taurobolium bloodbaths), they
also give themselves the power to withdraw those
fortunes at their own discretion. This is another
manner of delivering illumination to fools. One
can only realize his true self when he is given
everything, and then it is all taken away. What’s
left is raw, bare and bloody. Only then is he ready
to understand and worship.

DUTIES YD TRADITIONG

The Galloi observe a few precepts that all members
of the bloodline generally uphold, unless regional
custom varies.

Galloi hate to be alone. They know that power ex-
ists in numbers, so they gather together in domains.
If a city has one Pretty, it probably has two or more.
Most domains that Galloi call home support three to
six Pretties, almost always attached to the Circle of the
Crone. If a Galloi finds herself alone in the city, she
may make a desperate attempt to bring others into the
fold (either through the Embrace or as an Avus) or may
leave the city to find others of her kind.

The Pretties in a domain often bind themselves
together via a Vinculum in deference to the power
of the Blood. They realize that a complete Vincu-
lum can exist only on a one-to-one exclusive basis,
and, as a result, may attempt “second-drink” Vin-
culums with one another, thus fostering a strong
communal connection.

In some domains, vampires of the bloodline separate
into two cliques. The cannophori (reed-bearers) are re-
sponsible for maintaining the bathhouses, sacred vessels
and other relics, as well as providing animal sacrifices.
The dendrophori (tree-bearers) maintain libraries and
ancient texts, and often tend to elaborate gardens.
Galloi do not choose to which “society” they belong.
The archigallus of the local bloodline determines this,

when appropriate.
APBITTRNCE 10 THE COLT

The Cult of Cybele is not restricted to the Galloi.
While the Pretties believe themselves to be the most
favored children of the bloody goddess, they don’t
automatically restrict others from worshipping at her
altars and in her baths. Indeed, the Cult of Cybele is a
faction of the Circle of the Crone that occasionally rises
to prominence in certain domains. The cult upholds the
same tenets that all Acolytes advocate and adds other
precepts and rituals to the core ideologies of the Circle.
In some cities, the cult stands as a zealous alternative
to the Circle, offering a place for those Acolytes seek-
ing more “extreme” or alternative devotion. In other
regions where the Galloi have more power, the cult
is indistinguishable from the Circle because a Galloi
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Hierophant has established dominance and dogma over
the local Acolytes.

-———— O — <<=

MEMBERS ONLY

Some radical Galloi cells don't allow others to
join them in worship of Cybele. These Pretties
maintain that no other vampire can offer the
goddess proper veneration, and, thus, other
Kindred are kept at arm’s length and out of this
exclusive group.

—— b

Those Damned who aim to join the Galloi in worship
of Cybele rarely do so lightly. The bloodline offers a
number of trials, some legendary in their awfulness, to
test a vampire’s devotion. Typically, most of these trials
involve either social or physical ordeals (or a combi-
nation of the two). Male Kindred may be required to
castrate themselves, whereas female Kindred may have
to mutilate their own feminine features (breasts, geni-
tals). Usually, such wounds are then burned with fire, to
keep them painful and lingering. Alternately, a vampire
might be required to abase himself at Elysium or in front
of prominent Galloi. Once the Pretties together have
determined that a candidate has successfully broken
himself down and has reached a state of subservience
to the cult, they will begin his teaching and initiation
into the mysteries of Cybele.

MORTAL ADHERENTS

Few Galloi are content to let worship of their goddess
remain accessible to only Kindred. Mortals have belonged
to Cybele’s cult since ancient times, and the vampires of
this bloodline see no reason to disturb that trend.

Of course, the Tradition of the Masquerade impedes
the involvement of mortals unless the introduction of
those mortals to Cybele’s cult occurs subtly and gradu-
ally. The Galloi seek out desperation. They might find
it among self-help groups, religious services, methadone
clinics, even on the streets or casting couches of Hol-
lywood. The Galloi seek out addicts, the ugly, the pow-
erless, the sexually confused. The Galloi watch these
poor, vulnerable souls and, like spiders, they patiently
move in for the kill. Except here, the “kill” comes in the
form of an offer. What the human wants, the Galloi can
provide, whether it’s youth, beauty, money, whatever.
Perhaps she offers the benefits of the Taurobolium,
or maybe she’s connected enough to offer the mortal
unique opportunities (recording contracts, book deals,
sexual re-assignment surgery).

Of course, these desires do not come free. Often, the
mortal is required to accept a Vinculum to the vampire.
If not that, then she must offer something else to the
Pretty: a future favor, an influential ally, even a child.
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Should the mortal attempt to renege on the deal, the

vampire is quick to remind her that what is given can
be easily taken away — or worse.

Mortals of particular promise (or who become deeply
enthralled) end up as more than just connections or
pawns: they make up the living contingent of the cult.
These mortals not only devote their faith to Cybele but
also perform menial work that the Pretties themselves
don’t wish to handle, such as cleaning up after animals,
disposing of old and rotten blood or scouting new loca-
tions for temples.

Most of these individuals are allowed to have semi-
normal lives outside their servitude to the cult. They
can go home, hold a job and eat dinner with the family.
Such normalcy has a time limit, however. As is often the
case with ghouls, cultists often become addicted to the
vampires’ Vitae. Attempting to maintain a mundane
existence becomes a doomed effort, over time. When
this happens, Galloi regnant accept service on a full-
time basis. At this time, the thralls become known as
korybants. Their full transition into the cult often comes
at a steep price: many Galloi mutilate or remove their
cultists’ sexual organs, and korybants wear clothing
that crosses the spectrum of sexual identity. They are
expected to serve the vampires hand-and-foot, bringing
them blood, entertaining them, even providing the first
line of defense if the Pretties face threats. Needless to
say, full-fledged cultists are usually quite mad.

All of this behavior comes very close to breaking the
Masquerade, even more so than the normal creation
of ghouls. If these practices don’t shatter the Masquer-
ade outright, they bend it beyond a reasonable point.
Although the wise Galloi never claim to be vampires
— many often tell their mortal servants that they are
demi-gods put upon this plane to enact Cybele’s will
— they do flaunt their monstrous natures more than

they should.

Concerned about the integrity of the Masquerade,
many Princes refuse to allow the Cult of Cybele to take
root in their domains. Consequently, many Galloi tend
to gravitate toward domains where the Acolytes have
already consolidated power. In these places, the Pretties
can occasionally influence the powers-that-be to allow
the Galloi’s particular iteration of Crone veneration. Of
course, some Acolytes at odds with a domain’s current
regime may attempt to find Galloi outside the city and
invite these Pretties to help them wrest political control
from the dominant hierarchy.

->>4——4—40—0—¢—b <<=

MEGALENSIA
April 4th is Megalensia, one of Cybele’s holy
days. On this night, the Galloi celebrate the day
the Magna Mater was said to be revealed to the
mortal world. Megalensia is, to the Galloi, a day

of mirth and festivity, less severe than the Days
of Blood. All Kindred may partake in the festival,
regardless of their covenant, clan or bloodline. The
Galloi offer games of sport, music and a banquet
of blood.

In reality, the Galloi use this holy days as
a celebration and a pulpit. The celebration
demonstrates to other Kindred that the Galloi
are not monstrous fanatics and that joy can be
had in service to Cybele. Then again, unless the
Galloi hold specific social or political power in
a city, few vampires bother showing up to this
strange celebration.

—— e
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Why does this ancient bloodline cling so dearly to
the modern? For creatures who continue to venerate a
Phrygian blood goddess and believe that their history
runs all the way back to one of the first known cities in
the entire world, it seems peculiar that they make every
effort to appear contemporary and cosmopolitan.

The reasoning behind this look and attitude is mul-
tifold. Perhaps the primary reason is simple narcissism.
The Galloi are a Nosferatu bloodline, and they believe
themselves fortunate enough to appear outlandishly
beautiful in spite of their curse. Flaunting this bizarre
splendor seems a natural response, but the pagan robes
of ancient religions offer little in the way of exhibition.
Moreover, modern couture allows the vampire to dress
in whatever styles flatter her androgynous body. Beauty
is extremely important to these Kindred, and they seek
to showcase it whenever and wherever possible.

In the Pretties’ minds, modern art and fashion are
little more than drastic re-interpretations of the past.
The Pretties, like much of the art that hangs upon their
walls, are vehicles for ancient traditions, re-imagined
for the contemporary world.

The final reason for this adherence to fashionable
trends is pragmatism. The Galloi see themselves as
the mouthpieces for the Circle of the Crone. The
Acolytes, according to many Pretties, don’t do enough
to strengthen their ranks and consolidate power. The
Kindred of this bloodline seek to change that and see
new vampires accept these old traditions. The Acolytes
have a lot of competition. The Invictus offer temporal
power to neonates. The Sanctified hang their hats on
the dominant patriarchy of God and Heaven. The
Carthians promise terms young vampires can wrap
their heads around because they’ve experienced them
in the mortal world. The Dragons offer a chance to
transcend the cycle of Damnation and dependency. The
Pretties know the Circle needs an edge, and they think
that they're it. They pursue the latest, greatest trends
in fine art and fashion, and they make sure everybody
knows. The Pretties attempt to be trendier than the
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trendiest First Estate Daeva and offer themselves as
stark contrasts to the stodgiest Sanctified Priests. To
the Pretties, fashion and art are as much tools as ele-
ments of expression, and the Pretties wield these tools
with facility.

Not all Galloi are so consumed with this contempo-
rary edge. Certainly, a number are content to wear dark
robes or subtle dress, and dwell in austere, minimalist
havens. It’s important to remember, though, that these
vampires are highly communal. They bond together,
and as such, act together. If three dress themselves to
the nines in the latest Vivienne Westwood ensembles,
and the fourth is content to wrap himself in a cultic
shroud, his broodmates will likely “encourage” him to
conform to the others.

- ——— O —— <<

THESMOPHORIA

Thesmophoria (November 1st through 3rd) is
the Day of the Beautiful Newborn. This three-day
period celebrates the fertility granted by Cybele.

On the first night, local Galloi abscond with a
newborn child. Some Galloi take these infants
from hospitals or hospice care while other Galloi
brusquely abduct children from private residences.
The infants are too young to consciously remember
such trauma, but Cybele herself only knows what
this wicked ceremony wreaks on the child’s mind
or body. They keep the child for the full three
nights, feeding him or her only their Vitae. At
the end of the third night, they return the child
to his or her parents.

Or, at least, most Galloi do. Some keep the child
and attempt to raise him or her, whereas others
offer the child as a sacrifice to Cybele. But these
actions are to be considered unorthodox.

—— e

BRTHHOUSLS

Bloodbaths are central to many Galloi Requiems.
The act of bathing in blood and offering those baths to
others is part of their legacy and legend. If the Pretties
dwell in a city, it’s a good bet they operate a bathhouse
somewhere in the region.

The local Galloi customarily keep the bathhouse,
known as a caldarium hidden. It’s never public or easy
to find. They don’t even make its presence known, and
usually openly deny its existence. For this reason, many
Kindred (and mortals “in-the-know”) assume that these
strange places are little more than myth, the product
of scurrilous reputation. Only those willing to follow
the faint trail of clues have any chance at all of gaining
access to the Pretties’ bathhouse. A rundown prostitute
hears from her pimp that “some bitch” on Vine Street
visited one, and the visit made those switchblade scars
disappear. Maybe some artist hears from his Oxycontin
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connection about “this place” where the artist can get
his muse back, if he wants it badly enough. Uncovering
the location and gaining entry requires working through
byzantine channels. By the time someone has found the
caldarium’s unlisted phone number, he’s had to talk to
seven go-betweens, track down a street address marked
on the ceiling of an opium den bathroom and figure
out a password from a rebus printed up as a nightclub
flyer. Only then might he receive a pre-recorded phone
call directing him to a different phone number, which
he can call and then plead with the voice on the other
end for a way in.

The Galloi establish these caldariums off the beaten
path, such as in a room in a dubious motel, in the sub-
basement of an old brothel or behind a bankrupt amuse-
ment park. Such places are unlikely to be stumbled
upon, and, if they are, the interloper is probably no one
anyone will miss when he turns up missing come sunrise.
It’s worth noting that some Galloi put their bathhouses
in very obvious places, as few expect such blatancy. The
Pretties might establish the caldarium in a penthouse
of a posh condo development or maybe even below a
popular sex club where the local Damned feed.

The bathhouses themselves act partly as physical
manifestations of the Pretties’ own personalities. Some
Pretties make their caldariums sterile, spartan affairs, all
concrete floors and simple stone tubs. Others design
elaborate affairs offering Persian tile, velour mats and
soft music, not to mention ornate tubs of brass, porce-
lain or marble. Most Pretties make some effort to mark
the bathhouse with art or other ornamentation honor-
ing Cybele, though some favor a degree of austerity that
eschews even sacred iconography.

A caldarium is usually staffed by korybant cultists, and
at least one of the local Galloi can typically be found
here at any given point in the night. In this place, the
vampires generally invoke their ritual blood magic (the
Taurobolium) for others. The Galloi wash those they
care to bless in the Galloi’s own Vitae, pouring it upon
the blessed or filling up an entire tub with blood, water
and a number of strange herbs and reagents. The air in
the caldarium grows thick with the heady scent of warm
blood and spices, inciting lusty pangs of hunger in most
Kindred. The blessed may luxuriate in their baths or
stand in the showers for as long as they wish. The blood
usually runs out a local drainage system (though some
Galloi allow the blood to coagulate upon the floor and
dry into the tile or stone). Each tub is generally paired
with a smaller basin of cold, fresh water, which the
Pretty uses to clean the subject.

Some Galloi are more exclusive than others. Some
Galloi allow other Acolytes to come to and take part in
the baths freely, a perquisite of membership in the Circle,
whereas other Galloi make access to the bathhouses as
tortuous as for any non-Galloi Kindred. Usually, this
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decision comes down to whether or not the vampire
feels that the local Acolytes are devout enough. Many
of the Circle seem content to provide little more than
lip service to the actual gods and goddesses, and that sort
of worship doesn’t sit well with most Galloi. The tenets
and ideals of the covenant are important, but equally
important is the active veneration of gods and spirits
(Cybele chief among them).

>>4——4—40—0—¢ <<=

BLoopBATHS, HUNGER AND FRENZY

Galloi bathhouses are bloody sites. Although
the blood spilled often contains a number of
other elements and ends up being unusable as
“functional” Vitae (useless as sustenance, does
not cause a Vinculum), the sweet scent incites any
vampire’s hungry Beast. Vampires in these places
gain a +3 dice bonus in resisting hunger frenzy
because caldariums are places of decorum and
protocol. On the other hand, a -2 penalty also
applies because the bathhouses provide constant
reminders of blood and hunger. The cumulative
modifier is then +1 to resist frenzies. Vampires are
subject to other modifiers (such as penalties for
starvation) as normal. The Galloi themselves can
ignore the -2 penalty (only in their bathhouses)
because they have become acclimated to the
environment, thus allowing them a full +3 bonus
in resisting frenzy. Storytellers should indeed make
thirst a matter of dramatic impact for Kindred
visiting a caldarium.

o> 4> —4—<bh<o

LEGENDS OF THE CoLaTHE

In the year 1575, a young Hungarian countess mar-
ried a brash and stubborn boy in the small town of
Cachtice. She was Erzebet Bathory, he Ferenc Nadasdy.
She was said to be an exceptional youth, fluent in a
half-dozen languages, graceful in dance and beautiful
beyond compare. Nadasdy, on the other hand, was less
extraordinary. While by no means weak, he did not pos-
sess the lion’s share of Erzebet’s gifts. The two were not
well matched, but the marriage was a marriage of much
convenience orchestrated largely by the boy’s mother.
At the time, the man was the one with the power of
choice and destiny. Ferenc chose his destiny to be war,
and only a few years after the wedding, he left his bride
behind to pursue life as a warrior and a leader.

Bathory (she chose to keep her own family’s name out
of stubbornness) grew bored and restless. She languished
in her castle, taking care of the family’s business while
her husband was away in battle. Such duties required
little from a girl so smart and well-bred.

One of her primary tasks was to keep the servants in line,
a job she came to relish with sadistic zest. She punished
those who disobeyed terribly. She poked needles through
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the lips of chatterboxes and peeled away the fingernails
of lazy and clumsy girls. She locked some in rooms naked
while snow blew in from open windows. She ordered oth-
ers left outside to starve for days on end. Erzebet saw her
husband as he returned for a few days here and there. They
had enough time together to conceive several children,
few of whom entertained her beyond a couple of months.
When Ferenc left again for war, she would return to her
pet project of brutalizing and tormenting the servants.

Time passed, and Erzebet grew older. Before she
knew it, she was in her early 40s and her beauty was
waning. Then she made a discovery. Upon beating
one of the servant girls, her nails raked the waif’s chin.
Blood spattered upon her hand, and the crimson fluid
left her skin soft and supple. Erzebet believed that the
blood even helped diminish her deepening wrinkles.
After that, Bathory took her abuse of the servants to
a diabolical level. At first, she simply cut them and
washed herself in their blood. Over time, that was not
enough. She took to hoisting them in cages above her,
and had male servants stab upward with sharp spears.
The blood rained down upon the countess, and she felt
rejuvenated and young once again.

Erzebet Bathory was caught, eventually, but not be-
fore hundreds of servants perished at her expense. She
was royalty and could not be punished with death, so
she was locked in the highest tower of her own castle,
trapped in a cold room with a tiny window. As time
went on, age and ugliness consumed her. Her hands
grew arthritic and bent inward. Her face became etched
with cavernous lines. Her figure shriveled. One night,
years after her isolation began, she died.

The bloody countess’ death was not permanent,
however. Under the light of the moon, a figure came to
her, a shadow with yellow eyes and a wide smile calling
himself Kupolé, the Lord of the Ladies. He granted her
a favor in return for a commitment. If she would serve
him in undeath and act as the Devil’s agent in this hor-
rible world, then Kupolé would allow her to stave off
death for a time. More importantly, she would be made
beautiful once again, more so than she had ever been.
Erzebet agreed, and the Devil called Kupolé cursed her
with the Requiem.

Legend suggests that Bathory is still out there, sir-
ing many monstrous childer. She and her “babies” are
wretched beasts — until they bathe in blood, that is, at
which point they reclaim their lost beauty and appear
as beauties to all who see them. They call themselves
the Csejthe (pronounced tsee-AY-thay), after the fam-
ily castle in which Erzebet died and was reborn. Their
focus in this ugly world is only to make it uglier, for
then they are all the more beautiful in comparison.
They invoke the name of Kupolé, pray to it and act in
accordance with its silent wishes. They are debauched
and depraved, predators of the most grisly order. Rumors
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wirl sG] them, and some believe that they are a
driving force behind the bloodthirsty cells of Satanic
Kindred calling themselves “Belial’s Brood.”

The Csejthe have heard that others are out there
like them, disfigured beasts who bathe in blood to find
unearthly splendor, but these wayward Kindred are little
more than pretenders. If Bathory and her children find
them, they will be butchered like beasts, their blood
made to fill the tubs of the Csejthe vampires.

TRURDBOLIUN

During the nights of ancient Phrygia, Rome and
Greece, adherents were initiated into the Cult of Cy-
bele through a grim and gory baptismal rite called the
Taurobolium. During this rite, the novitiate stood at the
bottom of a small pit, beneath a wooden grate. The cult-
ists then brought in a bull wreathed in garlands of flowers,
his horns sheathed, and decorated him with trinkets of
gold and jewels and led him to stand above the grate.
Each cultist had a spear and one cultist, the archigallus,
held a knife. With the spears, the adherents stabbed at
the bull again and again, so that his hot blood rained
down upon the novitiate. The archigallus then severed
the bull’s genitals and threw them into the pit.

The initiate bathed in the shower of hot, gushing
bull’s blood. According to custom, he covered himself
completely in the warm fluid, even tasting it with his
tongue outstretched. Foul with gore and fluids, the man
emerged from the pit no longer an initiate, but a true

child of Cybele.

The vampires of the Cult of Cybele’ performed a
similar rite, but neonates were not washed in the blood
of a bull standing above them. They showered in the
Vitae of a mortal, himself often castrated or similarly
mutilated. At times, several mortals were sacrificed in
a single ritual, and the vampire exalted in a frenzy of
gluttonous hunger while confined in the earthen pit.

The Taurobolium signified a kind of rebirth in the
initiate (whether vampire or mortal). The muddy pit
represented a womb, while the showering of blood
symbolized the gush of fluids that accompany a child
wriggling free from his mother’s body. The novitiate
was metaphorically reborn into new wisdom — he had

become a child of Cybele.

The Galloi of modern nights have their own form of
the Taurobolium. With it, they cover another in their
Vitae and grant him the temporary blessings of Cybele.
This blessing comes in the form of physical rejuvena-
tion. The blood makes the subject appear younger and
more vibrant. Scars and blemishes disappear, and the
subject’s skin seems to give off a faint radiance.

Unlike many Disciplines, Taurobolium is a single
power that gains in intensity as the Galloi becomes
more adept with its use. As the vampire becomes more
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capable, she can grant the subject greater refinements
to his appearance. This also requires more effort on the
part of the vampire, however. At lower levels, the Gal-
loi can sprinkle a little blood on the subject to achieve
a small effect. At higher levels (and stronger effects),
the vampire might be required to pour her blood upon

the individual or actually have the subject bathe in a
tub full of the Vitae.

Cost: Variable per level of use. At ®, Galloi must
spend 1 Vitae. At levels ®® and ® ® @ the vampire must
spend 2 Vitae. At levels e®ee and eeeee she must
spend 3 Vitae to enact this power.

Dice Pool: Presence + Occult + Taurobolium versus
the subject’s Composure + Blood Potency (assuming
the subject resists)

Action: Contested; resistance is reflexive. The subject
may choose at the time of invocation to resist this power.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The Vitae burns the subject like
acid, causing a number of lethal damage points equal
to the Galloi’s Blood Potency.

Failure: The vampire’s Vitae fails to impart the blessing.
The Galloi expends the Vitae, but nothing happens.

Success: The subject gains a dice bonus to all rolls
involving Presence and Manipulation. This bonus is
equal to the level of Taurobolium invoked by the Gal-
loi. This benefit lasts for a number of nights equal to
the Pretty’s Blood Potency level.

Exceptional Success: The vampire gains the dice
bonuses as granted by a normal success, and also regains
a Willpower point as her self-confidence soars.

Note that the level of Taurobolium invoked requires
a progressively greater expenditure of Vitae. Using the
first level costs 1 Vitae, and the Kindred can sprinkle
the blood over the subject’s head.

The second and third levels of this Discipline require 2
Vitae. The Kindred pours the blood from a vessel (an urn or
jug, for instance) over the subject’s head and shoulders.

The fourth and fifth levels of this Discipline cost the
Galloi 3 Vitae, and demand that the subject bathe in the
expended blood. Note that this expenditure of blood
isn’t enough to fill an entire tub. The blood is mixed
with oils, salts, water and other additives to compensate.
The subject must completely immerse herself in this
pagan concoction.

When the subject emerges from the Taurobolium,
her skin bears no mark or blemish. She possesses an
androgynous beauty or a mysterious nobility. Features
that previously may have been unattractive or odd in-
stead seem exotic. In some cases, subjects even acquire
a fleeting semi-nimbus, appearing as if in ‘soft focus.”

The subject must be naked when the Galloi invokes
this Discipline. The subject must also keep the blood
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upon her flesh for a full hour before the player makes
the roll to invoke the blessing. If the subject washes
the mystical Vitae off before that time, the Discipline
automatically fails and the Vitae is wasted.

The Discipline’s benefits last for a number of nights
equal to the Galloi’s Blood Potency, but the Galloi can
end the Discipline prematurely by spending a Willpower
point. Doing so requires the subject to make a Resolve +
Composure roll. Failure causes the subject to suffer a physi-
cal pain as her skin re-aligns itself and painful headaches,
which inflict a—1 penalty to all Physical and Mental dice
pools for the following 12-hour period. Dramatic failure
means the subject suffers the Depression derangement for
this duration as well (if she already has that derangement,
she develops the severe version, Melancholia).

The Pretty can choose to invoke this Discipline
at a level beneath her capability. For instance, if she
has Taurobolium ®e®ee but doesn’t want to involve
the subject in a full bath, she may choose instead to
invoke the first level of the power. That level requires
sprinkling and less Vitae, but also grants less benefit to
the subject.

The subject does not gain the Presence or Manipula-
tion bonus to any dice pools affecting the Galloi who
granted her the blessing.
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LEGENDS OF THE TAUROBOLIUM

The blood that results from the Taurobolium
ceases to be useful as vampiric Vitae. The blood
cannot stimulate a Vinculum, cannot be used in
the Embrace and can create a ghoul only with the
appropriate Devotion (see below). That doesn't
stop a number of legends that persist about the
mystical Vitae of the Taurobolium. Are any of
these legends true? Are they the result of secret
Devotions hidden from the rest of the bloodline?
Are these legends merely lies perpetuated by
Pretties who wish to maintain a certain mystique?
Whatever the case, what follows are a few of the
rumors some may hear about the blood of the
Taurobolium.

¢ |f fed to an infant, the blood may foster a
whole bloodline of ghouls.

® |f used to water a plant, the blood will cause
the plant to thirst for human blood.

® The taste of the blood can be used to enslave
Lupines and other fiends.

® The blood has restorative properties if mixed
with the appropriate reagents.

® Those who drink the blood may become
vehicles for prophecy.

® Those who drink the blood — or even touch
it — become slaves to the Circle of the Crone.

® Animals that drink the blood will die and be
reborn seven nights later as loyal servants.
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The Taurobolium is useful on its own, to be sure, but
this is not the limit of the Discipline’s application. Many
Galloi have learned to couple Taurobolium with other
Disciplines for additional mystic results.

CONGENT OF THE MAGNTA MATER

(Majesty ¢, Taurobolium e )

Taurobolium changes the user’s blood. The vampire’s
spilled Vitae becomes imbued with properties above and
beyond that of other Kindred. The Galloi suggest that
the difference is that this blood carries the blessing of
the goddess Cybele. By and large, this blood becomes
useless outside the Taurobolium. The blood cannot
be used in the Embrace, doesn’t provide sustenance
to vampires and, in general, can’t be used to create a
Vinculum. However, Damned who know this Devotion
can use the blood to create a ghoul.

Ghouls created using the blood that results from this
Devotion are different from ghouls created by the usual
practice. Although the standard ghoul rules apply (see
p. 166 of Vampire: The Requiem), the ghoul also goes
through a few other changes.

First, the ghoul becomes eerily attractive, much like
a recently bathed Pretty, becoming almost genderless
in his appearance. His skin turns smooth and pale like
marble, his eyes grow ringed with gray and his limbs
appear lithe and delicate. Thus, the ghoul suffers the
standard Nosferatu weakness (dice pools based on Pres-
ence or Manipulation are exempt from the 10 again
rule, and any 1’s that come up on the roll subtract from
successes), but this social failing is due to alien splendor,
not fearsome disposition.

Second, this alien beauty has an effect on those
around the ghoul. Those mortals near the ghoul (within
10 yards) suffer a —1 to all rolls involving Composure.
These mortals are more likely to become easily frus-
trated and drawn to temper or, similarly, give into their
lusts or other dark proclivities.

The third and perhaps strangest effect is on the ghoul’s
fertility. Most true servants of the Galloi are infertile
— they are mutilated in a way that their reproductive
organs do not function. These ghouls, however, are
quite the opposite. Any time the ghoul engages in any
sexual act that could end in reproduction, a pregnancy
results. Every instance of sexual intimacy to climax
results in pregnancy. Male ghouls impregnate every
woman with whom they have sex, and female ghouls be-
come pregnant from any instance of sexual intercourse.
This is true even if either partner normally has non-
functioning reproductive systems (from vasectomies,
tied tubes or other biological conditions).

If the ghoul goes a time (month or more) without
the Galloi’s Vitae in his system, he reverts to being a
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“normal” mortal without any of the aforementioned

modifications. If the ghoul is a female and was with
child, the fetus dies in a bloody miscarriage.

Cost: 2 Vitae; must be poured into the mouth of the
mortal. (Note that creating the ghoul also requires the
vampire to spend the standard Willpower point.)

Dice Pool: This power involves no roll to invoke.
Action: Instant

Note that this Devotion is required only for the first
drink that creates the ghoul (that is, the one coupled
with an expenditure of Willpower). After that, the Gal-
loi may keep up the ghoul’s persistent condition via the
normal taste of Vitae without this Devotion.

This power costs nine experience points to learn.

BLEGGTNG OF THE CRPTIVE [YE

(Obfuscate ® e, Taurobolium ®)

With a drizzle of blood on a subject’s brow, the Pretty
can change the way that mirrors, cameras and other
reflective media capture that individual’s visage. When
seen in a mirror, photograph or onscreen from any kind
of camera, a mortal’s form appears blurry or warped;
her face is especially disturbed. Vampires, on the other
hand, experience the opposite effect. They no longer
show up obscured in mirrors or upon photographic
media and, in fact, appear quite crisply.

Cost: 1 Vitae (must be sprinkled upon subject)

Dice Pool: Manipulation + Stealth + Obfuscate
versus subject’s Composure + Blood Potency (if subject
is unwilling)

Action: Contested; instant if subject is willing.

On a successful roll, the described effects take place.
Mortals become obfuscated in mirrors and photographic
media, whereas Kindred now show up in mirrors and
photographic media. An exceptional success allows a
+1 bonus to Stealth rolls (for mortals) and a +1 bonus
to Persuasion rolls (for vampires). Failure indicates
nothing happens, and a dramatic failure causes the
sprinkled blood to burn the subject with one lethal
point of damage.

The effects of this power last for a number of nights
equal to the Galloi’s Blood Potency score. The Pretty
may end this power prematurely by spending a Will-
power point.

This power costs 12 experience points to learn.

ENLIVER THE FLESH

(Majesty ® e, Obfuscate ®®, Taurobolium e )

Many come to the Galloi seeking youth, and the Pret-
ties can offer a reasonable simulacrum. The price may
be something simple, such as a token of appreciation.
Or the price might instead be a taste of the Galloi’s
blood, forcing the subject one step forward on the path
to Vinculum. Regardless of what cost the Kindred exacts
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from the subject, this ability allows for the subject to
effectively turn back the clock on his physical features,
appearing far younger than he truly is.

Cost: 2 Vitae (must be poured on the subject from
a sacred vessel)

Dice Pool: Presence + Subterfuge + Taurobolium
versus Composure + Blood Potency (if resisted)

Action: Contested; instant if subject is willing.

Success on the activation roll indicates that the
subject’s form makes both a real and illusory shift toward
a younger body. (The “real” shift comes from the bless-
ings of Taurobolium, which helps smooth out wrinkles
and blemishes; Obfuscate and Majesty help the subject
appear more spry and rejuvenated.) For every success on
the Devotion roll, the subject appears five years younger.
If three successes were achieved and the subject was a
50-year-old man, he would then appear 35: his bald
patch would shrink, his gut would recede, the gray in
his hair would darken. Note that this power does not
make the person appear as he or she actually did when
he or she was younger; Enliven the Flesh simply grants
an illusion of youth.

Failure on this roll indicates that nothing happens,
whereas a dramatic failure causes the subject to appear
to gain five years in age, and he also suffers a —1 penalty
to all dice pools involving Presence or Manipulation.
Exceptional success indicates that the subject may
add a +1 bonus to all dice pools involving Presence or
Manipulation.

This power can be used only to reduce one’s age to
approximately 15. It cannot go below that, for that
would likely require more drastic physiological changes.
This power provides the same results for vampires as it
does for mortals.

The effects of this power last for a number of nights
equal to the Galloi’s Blood Potency score. The Pretty
may end this power prematurely by spending a Will-
power point.

This power costs 18 experience points to learn.

TRANGGREGITON OF ATTIS

(Majesty ®e, Obfuscate ®®ee Taurobo-
lium eeeeo)

The Pretties are known for their blessings. They can
grant beauty, youth and success. However, few Pret-
ties know of this Devotion, which literally allows the
vampire to take a subject and change his gender. Men
become women, and women become men, whether the
individual is mortal or immortal. The power is temporary

unless the subject is willing to sacrifice enough of himself
to make the change permanent.

Cost: 3 Vitae (must be mixed with water and sa-
cred oils, in which the subject must bathe for one full
hour). This power also requires the subject to spend a
Willpower point. The Galloi may not spend this point
on the subject’s behalf. If the subject doesn’t spend the
point, the Devotion fails automatically.

Dice Pool: Wits + Occult + Taurobolium versus -

subject’s Resolve + Blood Potency (if unwilling)
Action: Contested; instant if subject is willing.

Success on this roll indicates that the subject trans-
forms to the opposite gender. He has all the requisite
physical parts to appear as a woman (or a man, if the
subject is female). A doctor or other medical professional
examining the subject with a Wits + Medicine roll must
subtract the successes made on this Devotion from the
dice pool to determine the difference. An exceptional
success grants the subject +1 to all rolls involving Sub-
terfuge when attempting to “act” like the other gender.
(At the Storyteller’s request, the subject may be required
to occasionally roll a Manipulation + Subterfuge roll to
fake the mannerisms of the new gender.)

Failure means all costs are paid but the Devotion
is unsuccessful. A dramatic failure causes the subject
three points of lethal damage and causes the subject
to affect an unsettling aspect for a 12-hour period.
During this period, the subject suffers a —1 penalty to
all Social rolls.

This gender shift lasts for a number of nights equal
to the Galloi’s Blood Potency. However, the subject
can choose to make this gender change permanent by
spending a Willpower dot in addition to the Willpower
point. This dot must be spent within the first three hours
after the Devotion was invoked, otherwise the change
cannot become permanent (though the subject may
make another attempt if he can convince the vampire
to perform the Devotion again after the effects of this
one expire).

The gender shift grants the subject a reasonable
facsimile of the physiology of the new gender. For all
intents and purposes, the individual is of the changed
gender. The only limitation is reproductive capability.
The subject has zero reproductive capability — men
may not impregnate women, and women may not
become pregnant. Legend suggests that some Galloi
of particularly potent blood have figured a way around
this, but few, if any, are aware of precisely how.

This power costs 33 experience points to learn.
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For a few, rare Daeva, the seemingly wealthy
realms of sight, sound and touch remain empty of
promise, unable to satisfy the Daeva’s unique lusts.
The most perfectly formed human figure, the most
hauntingly melodic ostinato or the purest Xian silk

offer these hedonists nothing in com-
parison to that which they crave. Even
the flavor of the most exquisite Vitae,
while certainly welcome, is only an
echo of the one thing that can calm M
the special hunger within. These Suc-

cubi would forgo all of these luxuries, if

they could, if only they could possess and consume
the essential scent of all things, most especially
things of the living variety.

For this legendary bloodline, odor is all that
matters. Cursed with a sense of olfactory percep-
tion so acute that no scent can escape their notice,
these Kindred are unable to deny themselves the ec-
stasy they experience by consuming certain scents. Of
course, while many odors of interest might fascinate
these peculiar vampires for hours on end, none is as
arousing as that produced by the living. The hunger
that compels most Kindred to fixate on the flavor of
still-warm blood spilling down their throats gives way
to a similarly insurmountable need to savor the aroma
of that blood instead. In a fashion not unlike a wine
connoisseur relishing a new vintage, the Gulikan try
to draw from Vitae every last drop of its aromatic soul,
before they finally drink out of necessity.

While the Gulikan have an astonishing facility for de-
tecting and recognizing scents, a singular talent for produc-
ing scents surpasses this ability. Certainly, such sensualists
are capable of creating aromas that would put mortals in
a similar line of work to shame, but the Gulikan’s pos-
session of the means to capture and exploit the essential
scent and supernatural power of Kindred Vitae has made
this bloodline a legend among the Damned.

The Gulikan (roughly translated as “rose-blooded”)
first appeared on the bustling market streets of Con-
stantinople. Five years after the Great Schism between
the Byzantine and Latin Churches, a Daeva named
Eumathius offered as a gift to a deathless luminary a
pomade that exuded an almost undetectable scent
that caused others nearby to act as if held sway by the
potency of the elder’s blood. Eumathius went on to pro-
duce other aromatic products for the ancient vampire

as well as for various Primogen and other prestigious
Kindred; these scented products became nothing less
than symbols of status in undead society.

Unsurprisingly, Eumathius became an extremely
influential figure in his own right. What his clients
did not recognize until too late was that the
numerous pomanders, oils, balms, soaps,
powders and perfumes produced did not

actually enhance the seductive power of

the wearer. Rather, they extended the

range and insidiousness of Eumathius’
own supernatural irresistibility. Unlike the Vitae of
other Kindred, the potency of Eumathius’ own Vitae
could be inhaled as well as consumed.

A seducer extraordinaire, Eumathius’ used pro-
prietary Daeva charms as well, causing Kindred and
kine alike to fall prey to the master Perfumer’s per-
sonal charisma. Countless mortals, including many
thought to be the puppets and loyal playthings of
other Kindred, as well as a dozen or more Kindred
important in their own right, became Eumathius’
unwitting thralls.

Using his new-found dominance, Eumathius suc-
ceeded in winning permission to create a brood of his
own, one that inherited its founder’s unusually aromatic
Vitae as well as the inability to resist tracking down and
relishing particularly captivating scents. For more than
a century, the Perfumer and his rose-blooded offspring
relished their place in society, all the while expanding
the scope of their regency by luring more individuals
into their invisible traps.

The Gulikans’ ruses came to a near end when Eu-
mathius’ own weakness led him to violate the Prince’s
law, breaking the Masquerade in a fashion that was
certain to earn the Perfumer a judgment of Lextalionis.
He did not meet Final Death, however. Using all his
guile and discipline, the master of fragrances managed
to replace the Prince’s favorite tobacco with one of
Eumathius’ own construction. By the time Eumathius
appeared before his sovereign to answer for his crime,
the Prince was already so entranced by the specially
prepared shisha that he dealt with the accused in a
manner that stunned his advisors. The verdict left the
Perfumer in a position that enabled him to continue
exerting his unseen influence on his peers.

Tonight, the Gulikan continue to toil away in the
same tangle of streets that once housed the greatest
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concentration of renowned perfumers in the world.
Modern-day Istanbul is quite a different place from
the magnificent city it once was, but, for the Gulikan,
it remains home.

Their aromatic wares are no longer limited to only the
local market, however. Tonight, high-ranking Kindred
in Elysiums across the globe prize Gulikan aromatics.
Those Kindred who purchase Gulikan products are
well aware of the source of their power, but given their
purchasers’ distance from the source and the great
unlikelihood that they will ever
encounter the actual perfumer
who produced the goods, the
Kindred feel safe enough to
use the scented goods in order
to profit from their legendary
efficacy. A cologne that makes
even the most intransi-
gent mortals want
to surrender their
blood to a Kin-
dred certainly
has its value,
even if the
suicidal urge
ultimately
derives from
another vam-
pire’s Vitae.

A few Gu-

likan have

actually turned their backs on their traditional trade
and found their niche exploiting the small advantage
that accompanies their horrid weakness. Offering their
services as bounty hunters to Sheriffs and other Kindred
needing to track down the living and unliving, these
Gulikan command exceptional fees, and deservedly
so. Those who choose this line of work dwell nearly
anywhere, ever on the trail of someone who crossed
the wrong vampire. The extraordinary exploits of a few
of these Bloodhounds have only further cemented the
bloodline’s legendary standing, making them as feared
and yet as indispensable as any of the Damned.

Parent Clan: Daeva
Nickname: Perfumers or Bloodhounds

Covenant: As most Daeva, the Gulikan are most com-
monly found among the ranks of the Invictus. The First
Estate produces the bulk of the Gulikans’ customers, and
the Perfumers are most comfortable among these elite,
able to profit both from the sale of their wares and the
hidden web of thralls that they weave nightly. Powdered,
oiled and garbed in only the most expensive, scented
wardrobe, these olfactory wunderkinds are as much a
part of the Danse Macabre as any who want to climb
the Invictus ladder. If more than one Gulikan makes
his home in the same domain, the competition is fierce.
Nothing poses as great a threat to a Gulikan’s plans as
another Perfumer who plies her own goods in the hope
of wielding power over the local Kindred. Consequently,
each Gulikan seeks to gain as many allies in the Invictus
as possible in order to win over the competitor’s custom-
ers and pawns. Only in Istanbul, where the bloodline
is strongest and established rules of

competition based on ancient guild
customs exist to govern their prac-
tices, do Gulikan suffer each other’s
co-existence.

In some domains, the Lancea
Sanctum is an attractive alternative
to the Invictus. The Sanctified make
use of incense and other perfumed
products for a variety of purposes,
giving a cautious Perfumer a chance
to sway an entire congregation. The
only downside can be a rigorous set
of obligations that demand precious
time better spent perfecting the next
scented concoction.

The Ordo Dracul has few Per-
fumers among its number. For
most, the outlook of the Ordo
Dracul is far too esoteric, and
the limitations on to whom the
Gulikan may market their wares
and in what capacity are all
too commonplace.
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The Carthian Movement is popular with those
Gulikan who adopt the Requiem of a bounty hunter.
The nature of Carthian politics allows the Gullikan to
pursue prey that might otherwise be off-limits due to
their social connections.

Until recently, the Circle of the Crone has never been
a popular destination for the rose-bloodedy. In the past
half-century, the Perfumers have taken a sudden interest,
finding in Crac a possible means to greatly expand on the
possibilities inherent in their own special Discipline.

Appearance: Despite their parent clan’s infatuation
with physical beauty, the beauty of scent draws the
Gulikan to their future childer. Many Gulikan select
their progeny literally with eyes closed. Others, of
course, rarely ever discern these distinguishing odors
and judge the Perfumers on visual appearance first.
For this reason, and for no other, most Gulikan at least
make an effort to appear to fit in with their chosen
peers, whether powdered and diamond-draped Harpies
or a rustic congregation of Sanctified White Robes.
Those whose Requiems consist primarily of playing
bloodhound tend to be the exceptions, caring little if
anything about appearance. For these Gulikan, their
own hedonistic expeditions into the invisible world of
aroma leading them to their prey matters far imore than
what the Gulikan wear or others’ opinions of them.

-—— <

AN EVER-PRESENT SCENT

A habit that truly sets the Gulikan apart from
other Kindred is sniffing. Kindred do not breathe,
but the Gulikan habitually sniff the air in order
to detect every odor they can. So ingrained is
this practice, due to their bloodline’s weakness,
a Gulikan make a concerted attempt to stop this
activity for longer than a few moments. A successful
Resolve + Composure roll allows the Gulikan to stop
sniffing for a full scene, so long as he does not speak
during that time. Any use of speech requires the
Gulikan to inhale and expend air, a sensation that
makes it impossible for the rose-blooded to resist
sampling any passing scents.

Naturally, this habit, along with the Gulikan's
legendary status, makes it nearly impossible for
the Gulikan to mask their identity most of the
time. Some Kindred might eventually be able
to put two and two together and recognize the
incessantly sniffing vampire for what he is. Among
the kine, this habit can also prove troublesome, as
police officers, as well as many ordinary citizens,
especially those in the underworld and those who
live on the streets, will assume that the Gulikan
uses cocaine or some other inhaled substance.

The fact that the Gulikan may visibly savor the
odors they encounter only makes these weird
hedonists that much more noteworthy, further
complicating their Requiems.

Haven: Perfumers need proper space to produce
their wares, not only in terms of actual square footage
and security but in terms of geography. In times past,
Perfumers were primarily located in districts where the
atrocious aromas wafting from the maceration vats and
distillation tanks, not to mention the simple stores of
herbs, oils and other pungent ingredients, would not
disturb those with the wealth and influence to cause
economic harm, the same people who consumed the
Perfumers’ products with unremitting fervor. Even
Gulikan who possess the most technologically ad-
vanced equipment still have no desire to draw undue
attention should a spill or other accident take place.
The smallest of inadvertent releases could result in
all kine within 10 blocks to come swarming to the
supernatural aphrodisiac!

Consequently, those rose-blooded who pursue Ortam
almost always locate their havens in the Barrens, far
from prying eyes and noses, as a precaution. They usu-
ally select large spaces, in order for the resident Gulikan
to be as distant from the fires and heat needed in his
work, with the personal sleeping chamber typically
fireproofed, just in case. Intruders will be hardpressed
to resist being overcome by the powerful fumes — from
the sickly saccharine to the utterly noxious — that as-
sault them upon entering a Gulikan’s haven, which is
more laboratory than workshop. The master will require
a constant supply of ingredients that are unavoidably
used up with each use of Ortam.

Gulikan working as Bloodhounds have no need of
such quarters but still prefer to bed down far from the
wash of human odors that drenches most of the city, in
order to keep temptation at bay as much as possible.
Of course, when hunting, Bloodhounds dive into that
sea of sweat, flatulence, rotting food, soiled garments
and every other source of human effluvia in order to
indulge as only Gulikan might.

Background: Although a childe is ulcimately selected
because she possesses a scent that the sire must claim for
his own, only the diinmest Perfumer would adopt as his
apprentice an individual whose wits leave something
to be desired. Ortam is as inuch a technical exercise as
an art. A prospective childe must master fundamental
mathematics, a broad knowledge of herbs and related
chemistry and an ability to carefully balance all the
ingredients in a way that produces the exact result
desired. Therefore, a childe’s merit depends not merely
on her ability to be a companion or thing of desire but
also on her potential as an exceptional student and use-
ful assistant to the sire. College graduates, some skilled
laborers and those with a demonstrated flair for creative
prowess are highly prized.

Many Gulikan still harbor ancient biases and also
prefer their protégés to be of a middle- or upper-class
upbringing, ensuring that the fledgling will be able




to fit in well with the bloodline’s usual patrons. In
[stanbul, most who are Embraced are also of local
birth, with mortal bloodlines stretching far back into
the city’s earliest nights. Beyond the Bosporus, this
degree of pedigree becomes less important. Blood-
hounds who sire tend to focus much more on survival
skills and take as their childer cops, streetwise types
and even mortal bounty hunters, guaranteeing that
the new vampires can hit the ground running. A
fledgling Bloodhound’s will not have access to the
acute olfactory ability of the bloodline until his blood
is potent enough,; until then, he must rely on far
more mundane means of tracking.

Character Creation: It almost goes without saying
that Gulikan who fill the traditional role of Perfumer
are best served by having at least some capability in
Crafts, specializing in Perfume Manufacture. Similarly,
Intelligence and Manipulation are both crucial for the
ambitious character, enabling her to not only excel in
producing effective aromatic wares but also in surviving
and mastering the complex Danse Macabre. Blood-
hound characters will want to emphasize investigative
and combat abilities. Investigation, Brawl and a high
Wits and Composure are essential boons to finding and
capturing prey.

Mechanics aside, every player should put some ef-
fort into imagining the World of Darkness from the
perspective of one who literally “sees” with her nose,
rather than her eyes. Imagine the smell of rain-soaked
pavement, the foul stench of trash Dumpsters, the acrid
burn of fear, the reek of unwashed humanity, the scent
of gunpowder and, of course, the tang of mortal blood.
Numerous tricks, from closing one’s eyes during the
game to burning incense or scented candles, can be
helpful. To play a Gulikan requires some understanding
of just how different the world is when odor, not form,
defines that world.

Bloodline Disciplines: Celerity, Majesty, Ortam, Vigor

Weakness: Similar to all Daeva, the Gulikan find it
especially difficult to resist the hedonistic urges that all
vampires indulge now and then. Whenever a Gulikan
has the chance to satisfy her Vice but chooses not to
do so, she loses two points of Willpower, rather than
gaining one by partaking of the pleasure.

Compounding the clan weakness is the Gulikan’s
particular craving for certain rarified scents. Every
member of the bloodline favors the scent of one type
of mortal in a way that goes far beyond mere interest.
Whenever the character detects this special scent, no
matter how far away the source of that scent might be,
the character must do all she can to locate the source
and, ultimately, possess that scent until nothing of it
remains. The fragrance distracts the character to the
degree that she finds it difficult to concentrate clearly on
anything else until she can have the scent for herself.

What this means in game terms is that from the mo-
ment the character has detected that scent and until the
moment when she has finished consuming that scent
the character is subject to a—1 penalty to all dice pools.
Worse, until the Gulikan finds that particular target,
she can drink the blood of another only by expending
a point of Willpower. Only the blood of her special
victim will otherwise satisfy her desires.

Once the character finds the kine exuding the scent,
the Gulikan cares only for savoring the scent as long
as she can. This means she may literally press her nose
into the skin of the mortal and bask in the odor that
drew her in the first place. Unless she is in a frenzy, she
will try to forestall the inevitable drinking until the last
possible moment, enjoying the fragrance until hunger
or expediency overwhelms her lust.

Gulikan are prone to kidnapping their victims and
keeping them alive as long as possible, often curling
up against them night and day in order to be immersed
in the intoxicating scent. However, because the need
for blood grows inexorably, such situations are usu-

ally short-lived. In the end, the Gulikan will take the

victim’s blood, until nothing remains.

If, for some reason, the character is unable to locate
the source of the scent or to possess the individual, after
three nights she may spend a point of Willpower to
overcome the gnawing desire for that particular scent,
though she will never forget it entirely.

The precise type of person whose scent is uniquely
irresistible to the character can be nearly anything.
Pregnant women, murderers, opium addicts, Native
Americans, people fearing for their lives, borderline
suicides, diabetes sufferers and so forth all are appropri-
ate. The target group should be common enough that
they might show up regularly, but uncommon enough
so that, unless the character went to a specific place
known to be populated by such people — a hospital,
prison, orphanage, head shop and so on — he’ll have
no certainty that they will make an appearance. At the
beginning of every game session that a character is not
currently fixated on a particular individual’s scent, the
player rolls Wits + Composure. A success indicates that
the character detects and fixates upon a new special
scent. If the target group selected is unusually common
in the vicinity of the character, the Storyteller might
apply a bonus to the roll. On the other hand, if the
group is likely to be uncommonly scarce — for example,
in the Barrens near the character’s haven — a penalty

should be applied.

Organization: Traditionally, the bloodline is orga-
nized in a way not unlike a medieval guild, with masters,
journeymen and apprentices. A master is technically
any member who has learned the fifth level of Ortam.
Once the Gulikan achieves this accomplishment,
he customarily relocates to another city so as to not
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jeopardize the monopoly held by his former master,
usually his sire.

A journeyman are a step below this august rank and
is deemed to be any Gulikan who has demonstrated the
third level of Ortam. Because journeymen represent
potential competitors, sires often withhold knowledge
of the third level of this Discipline for extended periods
of time. This often forces the least of the bloodline, the
apprentices, to leave their original masters in search of
others more open to their apprentices’ advancement.

Given the small size of the lineage, this structure
gives the Gulikan a sense of community that crosses
the globe, a situation that promotes the sale of Ortam
wares far from a Gulikan’s home domain. For example,
a journeyman in one place sells an item he is yet inca-
pable of producing. He contacts a master Perfumer in
a far-off place and acts as the middleman, selling the
master’s products in his own domain, sending most, but
not all, of the profits back to the more learned Gulikan.
In addition, the journeyman might provide the master
information about the buyer, usually for an additional
cut of the profits, so that, one night, the master use
as he pleases the influence he has acquired over the
oblivious customer.

Gulikan in Istanbul observe this organization rigor-
ously; elevation to the next rank, particularly to master,
comes with great ceremony. Elsewhere, such formalities
often enjoy far less obedience, though any Gulikan who
wish to advance their understanding of Ortam never
entirely ignore the formalities.

Only the Bloodhounds dare to turn their backs on the
long-standing customs of the bloodline. Bloodhounds
need only their own company and someone willing to
provide their few wants in exchange for unprecedented
tracking services.

Concepts: Avant-garde artist, creepy assassin, drug
lab scientist, dutiful bloodhound, fashionista, iron-
fisted perfume empire matriarch, leather-clad biker,
New Age hippie, respectable member of the gentry,
reverent priest

47
History
Eumathius’ distinction as the founder of the Gulikan
bloodline is the result of the ancient Perfumer’s col-
laboration with a renowned alchemist, Symmachus
Khimara. This alchemist reputedly spent the latter years
of his unnaturally long life attached to the household of
the Patriarch until Khimara was beheaded for lecherous
crimes against the lofty cleric’s own family.

From this learned scholar, Eumathius discovered the
means of not only extracting the essence witale absolue
from traditional sources — herbs, grasses, hides, fruits,
minerals — but also from those substances that typically
do not yield up their fundamental scents so easily, such

as metals. This alchemical art depended as much on
occult formulae as on the so-called scientific method.
Using these new techniques, Eumathius was able to
wring from his own blood its secret odor, the very scent
of Damnation.

The final step that forever set him apart from other
Kindred was his discovery, again with Symmachus’ aid,
of how to amplify an object’s essential scent to a degree
that is otherwise impossible. Eumathius eventually suc-
ceeded in magnifying his own essence witale absolue to
such an extent that even the slightest whiff of his odor
would permeate the mind and body of all who smelled
it, even at great distances.

Using this potent scent as a foundation, the master
Perfumer then began to construct his greatest and most
terrifying contribution to the world: the Discipline of
Ortam, which allows the user to produce aromatic wares
that affect all who smell them as if under the spell of
Kindred Vitae. Eumathius also produced balms and
salves that emulated the supernatural effects of other
Disciplines, especially Majesty. These balms allowed
those Kindred without formal knowledge of such Dis-
ciplines to wield them by proxy.

With these occult achievements under his belt, Eu-
mathius tested the limits of what could be accomplished
by selling his wares to various kine, at first, and later
to other Kindred. The results exceeded his wildest ex-
pectations: overnight he went from a largely unknown
ancilla to the highest tiers of Kindred society. Despite
a few close calls on the road to stature and lasting in-
fluence, Eumathius attained heights that most Kindred
can only envy.

Legends suggest that the master Perfumer succeeded
in ensnaring the Prince, in addition to a host of pres-
tigious Kindred dignitaries in the city. Some Gulikan
believe that only the great deal of time required to
concoct the powerful aromatics prevented Eumathius
from orchestrating his own ascent to the throne of
Constantinople. Despite never having made that final
move, the founder of the Gulikan continues to preside
over his lineage as one of the city’s most respected and
powerful Primogen; unknown to his peers, his power
extending far beyond the Bosporus.

During the mid-15th century, after the fall of Con-
stantinople to the Ottoman Turks, the Gulikan first
set foot outside the gates of Byzantium’s capital. With
the victorious army came a handful of Kindred whose
influence on the existing society of the undead shook
it to its foundations. One consequence was a strict
prohibition against the formerly widespread practice of
procreation, especially against certain bloodlines that
the new powers-that-be deemed a particular threat to
their own authority.

Even Eumathius’ own stature was not enough to
protect his lineage from these new laws, and so some
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of his progeny departed for domains where they could
establish their own broods and exert their own influence
over local affairs. To be sure, this exodus included only
a half-dozen Gulikan. Most remained behind despite
the unfavorable atmosphere. However, by the 18th
century, Perfumers were found in a score of domains
that stretched from the Middle East to North America.
In each domain, the bloodline zealously practiced its
traditional customs and the Discipline of Ortam.

For most of the past 300 years, the line’s growth has
been minimal. The threat of competition from skilled
childer discourages most Gulikan from serving as Avuses
to their offspring and other Daeva, and Princes remain
reluctant to accept newcomers into their domains. The
legends of the Perfumers have also made it difficult for
them to find sanctuary in new cities.

The last few decades have seen a turnaround for the
bloodline, however. Breakthroughs in technology have
allowed the Gulikan to produce their wares faster than
ever. Dramatic improvements in communication and
commerce enabled by the achievements of the informa-
tion age have improved the ease with which the Perfumers
can dispense their goods far beyond the borders of their
home city. Perfumers have Embraced many childer, espe-
cially individuals who have an grasp of modern innovation
that many elders lack, to assist in the bloodline’s business.
An increasing number of Succubi, enticed by the legends
of the Gulikan as well as the promises of structure that
apprenticeships would bring to their frequently unstable
Requiems, occasionally petition the Perfumers to become
apprentices. The Ordo Dracul and the Circle of the Crone
are particularly fertile grounds for new members of the
bloodline. Those covenants emphasize a methodological
exploitation of Vitae, very similar to the way the Gulikan
use their own Discipline.

aSociety awd Culture

An informal but undeniable social division clearly
exists between the Perfumers and the Bloodhounds.
The former view the latter as little more than failures
who tarnish the incomparable pedigree of the “true”
Gulikan. Only those who learn Ortam and conse-
quently produce scented wares of the utmost quality
and efficacy can call themselves Perfumers. These elit-
ists make up the vast majority of the bloodline and, as
the original Gulikan, have much more of a sense of
tradition and culture. In fact, it is not inaccurate to say
that the Perfumers possess an authentic society of their
own beyond whatever social strata they recognize as
part of a covenant. On the contrary, the Bloodhounds
effectively eschew that society and seem satisfied by
the community offered them by covenant and coterie.
Beyond alliances and acquaintances that serve expedi-
ency, survival and shared purpose, these two types of
Gulikan rarely mix and have little in common.

Apprevtice Perfiners
A Perfumer’s Requiem depends on her place in the
bloodline’s guild-like hierarchy and by the degree of
success she achieves in disseminating Ortam-aug-
mented goods on clientele both living and unliving.
An apprentice’s nights often involve carrying out the
numerous demands made upon her by her master as
well as by any journeymen who might reside within the
city. Except for the most menial, tedious or impossible
chores, which are often left to mortal thralls, an ap-
prentice serves as messenger, gopher, assistant, student,
companion and deliveryman for her seniors.

Free time is rare in most cases, but that doesn’t mean
the opportunity for personal pursuits and intrigue
doesn’t exist. On the contrary, an apprentice frequently
undertakes errands that require travel — almost always
within city limits, of course — providing ample opportu-
nity for private divertissement and business. While the
apprentice’s place is to deal with her master’s customers,
even an infrequent visit to the Judex’s haven to drop off
a cedar briefcase of velvet-couched phials of scented oils
offers a chance to learn a bit about First Estate politics
and to secure some measure of trust, and possibly even
confidence from the Invictus exemplary.

Openly exploiting this kind of relationship to ad-
vance her own place in the Danse Macabre would earn
a frown or worse from her master, but cautiously work-
ing her business contacts for future use is a no-brainer
for all but the densest apprentices. Ultimately, the job
of the apprentice is to aid her master in bolstering his
acclaim and power. A wise apprentice avoids taking
credit herself, even when deserved. Selflessness is the
watchword of these hardworking neonates, and, so
long as they hold true to that virtue, their places in the
bloodline are secure.

~fourveymiry Perfimers
An apprentice who has served well and faithfully
learns the secrets of Ortam. Those who have pleased
their masters beyond expectation eventually master the
third level of this prized Discipline. Upon mastering
the third level, an apprentice is officially recognized
as a journeyman of the lineage and, for the first time,
enjoys relatively free rein to pursue whatever work
pleases him.

A journeyman may change masters at will; however,
because finding another to accept her service can be
onerous, most journeymen remain with their original
masters. While the journeyman continues to assist the
master and claim little credit for himself, he may also
follow his own inclinations and produce perfumes,
colognes, oils, salves, pomades, talcum and other
scented wares as he sees fit. He may even distribute
these products, either to his master’s customers or to
customers of his own.
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Due to the nature of such occult trade, however,
few masters wish to compromise their own influence
over their buyers. Therefore, the journeyman must
locate and nurture his own customer base. Often, a
master will forbid sale of a journeyman’s wares to other
Kindred, restricting the lesser’s influence to the mortal
demographic. On the other hand, in cases where the
bond between master and journeyman is strong, the
senior Perfumer may actually direct his journeyman
to ply his trade among a certain segment of Kindred
society, or against particular Kindred. In this way, the
Gulikan master can increase the scope of his power
using his student’s skill with Ortam as a proxy for his
own where time or circumstance make it difficult for
him to do it himself.

Apart from all the work the journeymen perform
on behalf of their masters (which might includes
nightly oversight and instruction of apprentices, if
any), most journeymen ultimately establish their
own clientele. Via this conduit, the journeyman’s
own sphere of personal influence can gain him a
place among the Kindred elite. Every master real-
izes this when elevating an apprentice to the rank
of journeyman or when accepting the service of a
foreign Gulikan — it is the nature of the Beast, so
to speak. The master’s only real means to forestall
the night when full-scale competition develops
between his journeyman and himself is to hold back

the greatest powers of Ortam as long as possible.
Perhaps forever.

A journeyman knows this, and the savvy seek ways
to coax their masters into revealing the final secrets
of the Perfumers’ signature Discipline. Demonstrating
trustworthiness is obvious, but is only the first step.
Given the political proclivities of many Gulikan, it is
not beyond consideration for a journeyman to employ
far less honest means to achieve his end. Bringing
his own master under his sway emotionally, whether
through ordinary seduction, the judicious applica-
tion of Majesty or even the formation of a Vinculum,
is certainly one way to increase the likelihood that
his master will divulge more than he may have been
prepared to give up. Some journeymen — those ex-
ceptionally skilled in the arena of intrigue as well as
those who only believe they are — might forgo such
subterfuges and force their masters into handing over
this precious knowledge.

Playing the Danse Macabre to this purpose can be a
masterstroke in every sense of the word for the journey-
man with the acumen to pull it off. On the other hand,
failure to pull it off can mean far worse than merely
being prohibited from any further progress with Ortam.
The Gulikan bloodline, the same as the guilds of old,
does not take kindly to egregious treachery. Punishment
is swift and often final.
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Masler Perfumers
When a Perfumer succeeds in demonstrating her facil-
ity with the fifth level of Ortam, she has proven herself a
master Perfumer. Outside of Istanbul, this almost always
means that the new master must remove herself from
her long-time haven and locate a new domain where
she can establish herself, far from her former master. All
journeymen understand this custom, even if the master
never states it outright.

Most elder Gulikan consider a new master remaining
in the same domain as one’s former mentor a direct
challenge. Given the elder Perfumer’s likely access to
greater resources — social, political, economic and
supernatural — few newly minted masters wish to face
this kind of competition, especially when they plan to
forge alliances and win over customers. Although very
rare, when these types of confrontations do take place,
they are rancorous affairs.

Setting up shop in a new city is difficult for any Kin-
dred. The Perfumers face a special challenge: Legends
follow them wherever they go. Some Kindred believe
the most frightening of the stories and view the arrival
of any Perfumer as a threat to their own power.

Few Princes risk permitting Perfumers to linger
any longer than a few nights, fearing their legend-
ary ability to subvert even the most cautious elders
to the Gulikan’s cause. Many Princes refuse even
that brief a stay. Other Princes and Primogen take
the stories with a grain of salt, and, though they
remain wary of these “Turkish skunks,” these pow-
erful Kindred are also intrigued by the possibilities
suggested by the legends. If the Gulikan’s perfumes
have the efficacy suggested by rumor, then, risk
aside, would they not offer an ambitious Kindred
a sudden advantage in the Danse Macabre? What's
more, anything truly new and unique that a Kin-
dred dignitary can acquire, especially something
as sensual and personal as perfume, can go a long
way toward making him the center of attention, at
least for a time.

Prestige, of course, is of tremendous importance
to those Kindred who hound the halls of Elysium in
pursuit of companionship, entertainment, reputation
and power. Any vampire sporting a Gulikan cologne
might become the talk of the town, a boon that
even the dullest Kindred can turn to her immediate
advantage. A master Perfumer might never truly
acquire the local Kindred’s trust, but the promise
of excitement and a conversation piece few others
can acquire is too enticing for reputation-hungry
Damned to deny. A few Kindred ignore all the stories
they hear about the Gulikan and other bloodlines of
legend, until those Damned have seen the Perfumers
for themselves.

The dominant Kindred in small domains may have
only heard of the Perfumers in the most bastardized re-
tellings of the most common legends. How these Princes
and Primogens view masters of Ortam petitioning to
reside in their domains will depend on the version of
the stories they have heard, and whether they believe
them or not.

Once the new master finds a suitable domain, his first
order of business is locating a proper haven. As men-
tioned above, Gulikan frequently prefer havens in the
Barrens, though a master may wish to have other digs
closer to the Rack for the convenience of feeding and
entertaining guests. This secondary haven also serves
as a storefront, where the Perfumer can display small
samples of his wares and conduct business transactions.
Some Perfumers even hold regular salons or word-of-
mouth parties, where mortals or Kindred can come to
test the samples and then purchase those that strike
their fancy.

The nascent master also requires equipment and
supplies. Depending on her financial resources, this
can mean a shop reminiscent of a medieval alche-
mist’s or of a 21st-century Parisian factory. The time
it takes to purchase everything necessary to create
Ortam products can vary greatly, but, until the shop
is complete, production remains limited. Storytellers
should require Perfumer characters to spend the req-
uisite time and money to organize their production
facilities prior to allowing them to actually create
Ortam wares. This need not be formalized with me-
chanics, but it should require more than the player
simply saying “Okay, I just buy the stuff I need, and
now I’'m going to create some perfumes.” Obtaining
some of the equipment might be difficult, especially
in terms of cost and delivery. Acquiring many aro-
matic supplies might be even more time-consuming,
given the rarity of certain herbs and other sources
of scent.

When the Perfumer has all she needs to produce her
wares, the next step is to seek out customers. Whether
she begins with mortals or with Kindred depends on
her own preferences and personal goals.

Generating business among the Damned is a
precarious thing. Even those who have not heard
the stories of the bloodline are going to be wary of
accepting anything from another vampire, even if
they are the ones who ask for it. Kindred are para-
noid by nature, and something as simple as a bottle
of eau de toilette might function as a Trojan horse.
The Perfumer, therefore, must assuage her custom-
ers’ fears by whatever means possible. Armed with
charisma, Majesty and the power of her own scent,
she embarks upon a mission to vanquish any con-
cerns about her intentions and turn skeptics into
fervent customers.
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THE PerruMED CiTY

Istanbul is perhaps the only place where a
Perfumer, upon reaching the lofty status of master,
need not necessarily relocate. Instead, the new
master claims a domain to exploit as he sees fit.
How these allocations are made is up to a trio
of the eldest Gulikan, the Syndics. Eumathius
stands at the head of this triumvirate, with his
most trusted childer equals beneath him. This
trio dictates all bloodline policy, including not
only how a Perfumer can market his wares but
also ceremony, requirements for advancement,
procedures for petitioning for membership in the
bloodline and how duties are divvied up among
the ranks. This Syndics even serve as a quality
control board, permitting themselves to test
anything created with Ortam by any Perfumer
and to disallow further production of any product
that fails to meet their self-declared standards.
The Syndics also possess full authority to punish
any Gulikan who violates their rules, power that
is limited only by the Prince’s prerogative over
the Traditions.

Perfumers who are refused by their masters the
knowledge necessary to advance their mastery
of Ortam and, therefore, their place in the
bloodline’s hierarchy, are permitted to petition the
Syndics for a hearing. This, of course, means travel
to Istanbul, a difficult prospect in the first place.
Those who do make the trip are given an audience
— when convenient for the Syndics — and their
case is heard. Should these petitioners be able to
demonstrate their worthiness for advancement
— which usually requires producing an array of
Ortam wares taking as long as a year’s worth of
labor under the supervision of Istanbul’s masters
— they may be rewarded with the instruction
they seek. Frauds, upstarts and those lacking the
requisite bona fides, however, may face any sort
of punishment for their arrogance and temerity.
Only when the bloodline’s hierarchy has truly
failed one of its own is that Gulikan’s petition
deemed appropriate.

>4 <<=

Bloodhouds

Not every Gulikan clings to the bloodline’s traditions
and practices the art of the Perfumer. Because joining
the line is voluntary, most Gulikan at least set out with
the intention of doing so in the first place; however, a
harsh master, disillusionment, ineptitude and a sense of
boredom can all quash the desire to spend eternity craft-
ing the next new scent. These Gulikan forgo any further
progress with Ortam and instead focus their efforts on the
more run-of-the-mill pursuits of the Damned. Whatever
these activities may be — manipulating the kine, learn-
ing other Disciplines, making money, pursuing the arts
or just relaxing and enjoying what few joys the Requiem

offers — the Gulikan’s peculiar weakness is always pres-
ent and always overwhelming. Rather than let it destroy
any hope of achieving his personal wants, a Gulikan who
has cast off the robe of the Perfumer need not also throw
away the advantage offered by his flawed inheritance. By
selling his services as a smeller extraordinaire to others
who could use that ability, a Gulikan can profit finan-
cially and socially, certainly improving his conditions
and enabling him to better eke out some pleasure from
his Requiem. Of course, the only reason someone would
pay handsomely for the aid of a keen sense of smell is to
use it to track down someone or something, and so it is
this tracking that these Gulikan sell.

Most Bloodhounds offer their services locally, to
Kindred and kine alike. The dangers of travel are well-
known and having a preternatural sense of smell does
little to diminish most of those dangers. However, just
because a Gulikan has chosen the path of the iconoclast
does not mean he has entirely given up on wanting
the creature comforts that other Gulikan relish. A
comfortable and secure haven, regular and reliable
companionship and a sense of community can only
be had by staying put. A Bloodhound will sometimes
attach himself to a single Kindred, often the Prince,
and serve as the personal or “bonded” tracker for that
individual alone. A Prince with a loyal Bloodhound
at his side has much to crow about, as few individuals
can hide long from these extraordinary hunters. Other
Bloodhounds prefer not to bind themselves too closely
to a single vampire, but, at the same time, don’t wish
to whore themselves to just anybody and end up being
accused of backstabbing a former client. A Bloodhound
can avoid the worst of these ethical dilemmas by offer-
ing his tracking services to only one or two convenants
or clans. At any rate, some Bloodhounds care nothing
of ethics and are perfectly okay with running afoul of
their own customers at times and will take whatever
job they can, hunting down anyone at all, so long as
the pay is good. True mercenaries often find that their
stay in a city ends up being much shorter than they had
imagined, as eventually they accept the wrong job and
piss off the wrong Kindred.

When the heat becomes too much or if tracking the
same folks all the time just doesn’t cut it anymore, some
Bloodhounds hit the road as nomads. These bounty
hunters go from domain to domain taking jobs hunting
down troublesome mortals and dastardly Kindred, often
vampires who are the target of a blood hunt. This kind
of existence can prove exhilarating; many Bloodhounds
become addicted to this never-ending hunt, a perfect
vocation given their nature. The road can be very
unforgiving, however. Without good advance intel-
ligence and a solid invitation, entering a new Kindred
domain comes with its own slew of problems. The only
advantage the Bloodhounds have in dealing with these
things is that their keen sense of smell is especially
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good at alerting them to approaching danger. Even in
a completely foreign place where the language is alien
and the geography is confusing, the smell of a human or
vampire bent on murder is basically the same wherever
one goes. See Nomads for lots of ideas for an on-the-
road chronicle with a Gulikan character.

Legends
Tales of the rose-blooded have been around for more
than 500 years, bolstering the bloodline’s claim to pedi-
gree, but also damning them by exposing the insidious
secret of their legendary perfumes, tobaccos and other
wares. How much of these tales is truth, how much is
mere embellishment and how much is outright propa-
ganda is known only to the Gulikan themselves.

My Kingdows for a Kose
Eumathius, the first Perfumer, was as ambitious as
anyone caught up in the Danse Macabre. Obsessed
though he was by his quest for the perfect scent, he was
even more desirous of power over those around him. A
staunch believer in the ideals that define the Invictus
tonight, Eumathius sought more than anything to as-
cend to the heights of Kindred society and then to en-
sure that his position was unassailable. Similar to every
megalomaniac, he dreamed of seeing even the Prince
bow to the Perfumer’s whims, however outrageous such
a fantasy might have been. Even as Eumathius toiled
away at producing fragrant soaps, colognes, incense and
oils for his hungry clientele — many of the most august
unliving personages of the time — he strove for those
greater heights and did everything he could to climb
the ladder of status and recognition. Already his work
had earned him substantial notice, which in turn gave
him entrée into the most select salons in Elysium. From
where he stood, his ultimate goal was no longer just a
dream, but within his cold grasp.

Just as others who are consumed by the quest for
power, Eumathius’ ambitions did not shape only the
social and political aspects of his Requiem. His craving
colored all his thoughts and drove him to increasingly
take chances that less single-minded Kindred might
think twice about. For the most part, the consequences
of his risky actions were small and contained. An ac-
cidental death here, a minor screw-up there; nothing
that couldn’t be resolved with quick thinking, a little
attention and a bit of damage control.

This was not the case when, finally, the power-hungry
Eumathius went too far. Eager to secure the loyalty of a
powerful merchant family that had ties to Venice, Spain
and China, the master Perfumer decided to put on a
show of his most powerful products for the family in
their own home. Drunk on his soon-to-be success, Eu-
mathius not only allowed the family — including men,
women and children — to sample his specially crafted
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collection of fragrances, but he demonstrated their
powers as well. As the astonished kine watched — and
smelled — he showed how he could command those
under the spell of his wares to do anything he wished.
When he caused one of the patriarch’s sons to kill
himself before his horrified relatives, Eumathius stepped
over the bounds of the Masquerade. To try and cover up
his crime, he only compounded it by feeding the dead
man a bottle of his most potent oil, which succeeded in
replicating the Embrace. When the mortal went nearly
mad upon re-awakening as one of the undead and suc-
cumbed to frenzy, the show was over and Eumathius

fled. The poor fledgling was destroyed the next night -

when word reached the Prince, and Eumathius was
summoned to answer for his egregious violation of the
First Tradition. After an initial inquiry, he was paroled
for a month while his fate was decided, though he was
kept under house arrest. His fate was sealed, and all he
had worked for was lost, or so it seemed.

The Prince of Istanbul was a habitual user of tobacco
and enjoyed only blood more than the warm draft of
scented smoke entering his throat and escaping through
his nose. Eumathius knew this and set to work on
creating a new product that might save him from the
doom that awaited. He concocted a powerful tobacco
so subtle and so fragrant that the Prince would be un-
able to deny himself the pleasure of its flavor. When the
tobacco was completed, the Perfumer smuggled it out
of his prison with the help of a Retainer and, using all
his political pull, arranged for the tobacco to be made
available to the Prince.

When the time came for Eumathius’ fate to be
announced, he was returned to the Court where he
faced an assemblage of the Prince, the Primogen and
the city’s other unliving elite. The Prince sat upon
his throne, water pipe beside him, quietly smoking
in thought as he gazed coldly at the Perfumer. The
second that the Prince allowed the smoke to escape
from his throat, however, Eumathius was silently
elated. He smelled his own tobacco and could now
only hope it had the desired effect. Finally, after long
consideration, the Prince arose and pronounced the
Perfumer’s fate to all. Eumathius was innocent of the
crime he had been accused of and was free to go. A
gasp of astonishment went up from the crowd, but the
Prince paid it no heed. The tobacco was everything
Eumathius hoped it would be, and, by virtue of its
power, his unlife was spared.

[t is said that to this night Eumathius continues to
supply the Prince with his own special tobaccos, keep-
ing that most powerful Kindred in Istanbul subject to
the call of Eumathius’ blood. Contrary to expectation,
this coup earned him tremendous esteem by friend and
foe alike and contributed to the greater prestige and
influence the Gulikan were to earn.
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Sherilyy
Sherilyn’s blind as a bat, now. Not that it matters,
really. She’s never needed a cane or someone to guide
her, and she’s never bumped into anyone or anything,
as far as I know. But I'm telling you, she can’t see a
thing. Nothing at all. And that’s not the worst of it.
Not only can’t she see anything anymore, but she’s
also stone deaf. Yup. Go ahead and pull the trigger of
the loudest piece you can find right next to her, and
she won’t flinch. Even weirder, I don’t think she can
even feel anything anymore. Yeah, that’s right. Sounds
pretty fucking weird, sure, but it’s gotta be true. I hear
she got knifed by some asshole at Dylan’s last month
— sliced in the forearm, a good, deep cut — and she
didn’t seem to notice at all. Okay, that’s not true. She
did notice, but she didn’t act like it hurt at all. I mean,
yeah, sure, we can heal that shit up nice as hell, but I
mean, hey, it still hurts, you know?

So, anyway, it’s basically like she just lost her sight,
her hearing and her ability to feel things. Just like that.
And it wasn’t like she was always like this. I mean, a
couple years ago I know she could see. Hell, she came
to that concert with us and she dug the tunes — even
sang along with the lyrics, so she could definitely hear
at the time.

[t just seems that ever since she began hanging
around with those stinkin’ Skunks she’s lost all her
senses, at least those three. Now she’s become as
creepy as the rest of those guys, like a fuckin’ co-
caine hound, always sniffin’. It’s like she’s trying to
either keep the snot in her nose, or she’s getting off
on something that she smells, something the rest of
us don’t notice at all. She forgets to turn the lights
on now, too, I guess cause she can’t see a thing, so it
doesn’t really matter whether there’s any light. And
she doesn’t even talk much. Instead, it’s as if she’s
zoning out all the time, high as a kite or something,
like a street huffer.

Anyway, she’s still Sherilyn, of course, but the girl’s
just too strange now. I mean, you’d think I could hang
with nearly anyone considering my own problems,
right? But that girl, well, it’s just too much now. Hope
she likes her new pals; she can keep ’em. I mean, I guess
I'll still kick with her now and then, you know. She’s
still looks great in jeans, and she smells like fuckin’
heaven. Damn, she does smell good.

Bloody Kuors

The Gulikan and their use of Ortam are fodder for
countless rumors that carry on the blood-tinged air of
Elysium. Some are merely entertaining; others serve
as object lessons. However, some are outright scary,
if true. A few of the more recent of these last kinds of
rumors follow.

Somewhere out West, there’s something going on that
should worry all of us. It’s those Perfumers, the Gulikan.
It is no longer just a rumor or myth; it's confrmed. They
can create a Vinculum without ever having a single drop
of their Vitae pass the lips of the subject. The bloodline has
discovered a way to forge a blood bond by using only the
scent of their Vitae to seduce and ensnare us. Worse, there
is no clear way to know what scent might be responsible.
Be warned.

— Abe Caufield, Invictus Pursuivant

I still don’t know what’s happened. I haven't aged a
day in the past 20 years, but that’s impossible. I mean,
the only thing that’s changed is my addiction to those cool
cigarettes I found in Istanbul after graduating college, but
aren’t cigarettes supposed to kill you, not make you live
longer? Weird as hell. I have been smoking them pretty
much regularly ever since, but besides the health of my bank
account — they’re expensive, man, even though I buy
them through the Internet now — my body seems fine. In
fact, better than fine. I'm stronger than I was when I was
20 and can go all night now. I figured I'd be a candidate
for Viagra, by now, but Gail’s not complaining. Sarah
didn’t either, and neither did — Anyway, unless doc says
otherwise, I'll keep puffing away on these things. Have
you ewver tried one? No? What the hell? Here, it's better
than a clove, seriously. I swear you will love these things.
Here. Need a light?

Mike Duchamp, unemployed auto mechanic

She just hovered over the body like she was stoned or
something, sniffing like a dog, getting real close, like nothing
else mattered. We didn’t have a lot of time, if you know
what [ mean, so I'm telling her to hurry up and just drink
her fill, but she just ignores me and keeps smelling the guy
like that’s all she wanted.

When the sirens came, I started freakin’ out, you know?
I'm yelling at her to finish the guy now so we can scram, but
she doesn’t break his skin at all. Just keeps sniffing. Finally,
I bug out, grab her by the arm and haul her into the car.
was worried that'’s she’d lose it ’cause she didn’t get to fill up,
but she didn’t. She just let me push her into the passenger
seat and stayed there while I got in and gunned it. She even
looked satisfied, and I know she was hungry after all that
we’d been through.

Anyway, finally I ask her about it, and she says she’s fine.
Fine?! I ask her what she means. Isn’t she hungry? Doesn’t
she need something before we hit the sack? And she just says
‘no’ like everything’s cool. Then, and this is real weird, she
says ‘I had enough, I'm full,” just like that. I don’t know
what to say, but she’s calm as an angel, and the next evening
she doesn’t go nuts or anything. She was telling the truth. I
don’t know what the hell she did, but it’s like she didn’t even
need to drink the blood at all, like she just needed to smell
it to feel okay. Now that’s some serious shit.

Harper, unaligned Gangrel
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Garlic. Just like the legends, that’s right. Put it around
every door and window, inside your car and, of course, on
yourself. Forget those garlic pills, the scent is probably too
weak. Use the real stuff, cloves and all. It works, I'm telling
you. The monster hasn’t come near me since I started doing
that. It must drive him crazy or something. Maybe he’s just
got a sensitive nose. I don’t really care. Just do it, because it
works. That’s the only advice I can give you, really. Short
of that, pray to Allah he forgets about you.

Derya Ozergin, mortal
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ACUTE SMELL, AUSPEX AND

OVERPOWERING STENCH

Gulikan characters who learn the first level of
Auspex, Heightened Senses, are truly astonishing.
Their already extraordinary sense of smell doubles
again, allowing them to greatly expand not only
the range of their olfactory perception but also to
recognize even greater subtlety in the scents they
detect. The flip side to this seeming benefit is that
unwelcome scents become not only unpleasant,
but can be downright dangerous. A sudden odor
of certain chemicals or other foul aromas can
literally "blind” the character’s sense of smell
for a time, usually the rest of the scene, during
which the Gulikan can detect no scents at all. This
unexpected absence of olfactory stimuli can lead to
derangements such as Paranoia and Xenophobia.

At the Storyteller's discretion, certain powerful
odors might be so strong that the character suffers
temporary physical harm as if actually struck.
(Beware: Never use this as a punishment for the
player or character.) Storytellers should limit these
situations to a single point of bashing damage,
reflecting the stunning effect of nauseating,
potent or acrid smells. Although this is treated
as bashing damage, track it separately from
any actual injuries. Olfactory “damage” cannot,
therefore, cause a real wound to grow worse
or be exacerbated by those effects that worsen
wound categories.
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Ariamy

The Gulikan would be little more than a family of
Bloodhounds were it not for their development of Or-
tam. Instead of providing the bloodline with essentially
a new collection of supernatural powers that they can
directly wield, Ortam is really an alternate method of
employing certain Disciplines that the Perfumer already
knows and certain powers of the Perfumer’s own Vitae.
Ortam permits a skilled Gulikan to create all manner of
fragrant products that not only produce supernaturally
irresistible scents, but also transmit the effects of the
Perfumer’s power to those who smell these products.
Kindred and kine are accustomed to being cautious of
things they see, hear and feel, but few Kindred and kine

e v

maintain vigilance against a light, pleasant scent that is
carried on the night air. This assumption of harmless-
ness makes Ortam so effective.

Ortam can be used two different ways mo matter how
many dots a character possesses, as follows.

Esseyce Vitale Absolue
The first and simplest way the Gulikan use Ortam is
as a stand-alone Discipline that allows the Perfumer
to produce what is called the Essence Vitale Absolue,
nothing less than the essential, supernatural scent of
the Kindred’s own Vitae. The Perfumers then use this
essence to infuse nearly any appropriate item — soap,
oil, lotion, wax, powder, resin, tobacco, incense, cloth,
paper, alcohol, salve, etc. — so as to turn that item
into something not only fragrant, but also capable of
subjecting those who smell it with the power of the
Perfumer’s Blood.

Individuals who smell cologne produced in this
fashion, for example, would be affected as if they had
actually tasted a quantity of the vampire’s Vitae and are
subject to some of the same effects they would suffer
had they actually imbibed the blood. They may become
addicted to the smell of the Gulikan’s Vitae, craving
the scent as strongly as those who drink Kindred blood.
In fact, their craving will make them much more likely
to taste Vitae if presented with it, for they will clearly
detect that the two are ultimately one and the same.
A Perfumer who wears a perfume of Essence Vitale
Absolue can literally have mortals following her like
lapdogs, desperate to smell her scent and willing to do
anything so as to have access to the fragrance.

Cost: 1 Vitae per dose created
Dice Pool: Intelligence + Crafts + Ortam

Action: Extended (five successes; each roll represents
one full night of laboratory work).

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The attempt to craft the essence
fails spectacularly. The Storyteller chooses an effect: ei-
ther the Gulikan loses her sense of smell for a week (due
to overstimulation in the laboratory) or she suffers three
points of lethal damage in a painful lab accident.

Failure: The Gulikan is unable to create a fra-
grant essence.

Success: The Perfumer creates a potent Essence Vi-
tale Absolue from her Vitae. She may apply this essence
to any reasonable object or render it in any suitable
form (an oil, a cologne, a pastille, etc.).

Exceptional Success: The character creates an
uncommonly strong Essence Vitale Absolue from her
Vitae. The character has a choice: she may choose to
increase the duration of the essence’s functionality or
she may increase its strength. If she chooses to increase
the duration, the Essence Vitale Absolue remains effec-
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tive for a week instead of a single night. If she increases
its strength, those individuals who resist its effects suffer
an additional —2 penalty on their resistance dice pools,
but the essence functions only for a single scene instead
of a full night.

An individual subjected to the scent of the Essence
Vitale Absolue is treated as if he had consumed a
point of the Gulikan’s Vitae (except that he gains
no sustenance from it). That is, the target experi-
ences the heady rush of drinking Vitae, and may
well become addicted to the scent and taste of Vitae.
Additionally, one who smells the scent is considered
to move one step toward a Vinculum with the indi-
vidual Gulikan who crafted the essence. (Note that
the third and final step confirming the Vinculum
may not come from Essence Vitale Absolue — the
last step must take the form of the standard draught
of the vampire’s Vitae.)

One who inhales the scent and wishes to resist
is entitled to a resistance roll. The player rolls
Resolve + Stamina + Blood Po-
tency — the Gulikan’s level of
Ortam.

Additional Resistance Roll Modifiers
Modifier Situation

+2

+1

+1

Target has an existing Vinculum to another

Kindred.

Target has tasted the Gulikan’s blood within
the past month.

Target has succeeded on a resistance roll against
this Gulikan’s Essence Vitale Absolue already
(cumulative to a maximum of +3).

Target is one or two steps toward a Vinculum
(toward the Gulikan or any other Kindred).
Target has failed a resistance roll against this
Gulikan’s Essence Vitale Absolue already (cu
mulative to a maximum of —3).

The target has a blood tie (see Vampire: The

Requiem, p. 162) to the Kindred who created
the essence.
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But Vampires DON'T BREATHE

While vampires don’t actually breathe in the
sense that mortals do, Kindred obviously have to
inhale air in order to speak. Many other situations
also require vampires to “breathe,” such as
tracking a rival by scent, inhaling a bouquet of
flowers at Elysium or savoring the tang of blood
and fear in one’s prey. As mentioned above, many
Gulikan do, in fact, test the scents around them
very frequently.

The upshot of all this is that vampires aren’t
inherently immune to Gulikan powers simply by
dint of being vampires. If a character specifically
states that he’s not breathing, then fair enough
— but hold him to that. The Kindred are creatures
who exult in sensory stimuli, and more than a few
even thrill to the risk that certain environments
impose on them. No, a Kindred’s not going to
drown — but he may catch a tantalizing scent
from the Kindred standing next to him.
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Fragras! Pevolions
(Ortam e, varies)

Ortam may also augment another Discipline, ef-
fectively enabling the Perfumer to create a multitude
of Fragrant Devotions. Ortam becomes the vector by
which a Gulikan may deliver a Discipline’s effects. By
investing a Discipline with a conjunctional knowledge
of Ortam, the Gulikan may activate Disciplines based on
the subject’sinhaling of the Gulikan’s scent, rather than
seeing her or otherwise imposing a physical presence.

Notall Disciplines can be matched with Ortam effec-
tively. Only those Disciplines that amplify or otherwise

augment the Gulikan’s own innate ability to influence
the thoughts and feelings of others can be used in this
way. Any character who smells the Gulikan’s scent
becomes susceptible to the effect.

Majesty is perfectly suited for this marriage of super-
natural Disciplines. A victim may walk into a chamber
smoky with incense, only to find herself Entranced by
the absent Gulikan. Celerity, for example, could be
used with Ortam to any effect — the resulting fragrance
would have no effect on those who smell it. Dominate,
likewise, doesn’t work, because it requires eye contact
(though Gulikan who have Conditioned their thralls
suitably might make use of a Fragrant Dominate Devo-
tion; see p. 127 of Vampire: The Requiem).

The Disciplines that make the basis of a given
Fragrant Devotion must also be ones that the Per-
fumer using Ortam knows. Making a scented lotion
that conveys the full power of Dread, for example,
is possible only if the Perfumer has already mastered
the second level of Nightmare.

Learning a Fragrant Devotion costs a flat three
experience points. This grants access only to that
single Discipline power in the form of the scent-
based vector, however. Additional Discipline powers
and effects will cost an additional three experience
points per Fragrant Devotion. Existing Devotions
may be made into Fragrant Devotions as well, at the
standard three-experience-point cost after purchasing
the base Devotion.

Making a Discipline power or Devotion into a
Fragrant Devotion adds one Vitae to the cost of that
power. This does not change the action type of the
Discipline or Devotion or have the effects of the Es-
sence Vitale Absolue. All Fragrant Devotions do is
change the method by which the Discipline power
takes effect.
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The Nameless Man walked the roads.
He saw the greed in the world, and gave
his possessions away. He saw the hunger
in the world, and gave his food away. He
saw that the only thing he could control in the
world was the Man. Penniless and hungry, he
became the Master. Then he was Embraced.
And very little changed.

So go the legends of the Kuufukuji. They
claim to be an ancient bloodline, thousands of
years old, originating during the ancient nights
of East Asia. As the tales say, a man known only
as the Nameless Master founded the line. He was a
monk, the head of a monastery dedicated to poverty
and service to a local village. After the Nameless Mas-
ter was Embraced, he continued to preach the concept
of poverty and fasting to his childer. This extreme rule
forced the Hungry to control their Wassail, and even
gain power from the loss of Vitae.

Kuufukuji dwell in remote communal havens, usu-
ally on the outskirts of a town or city, much like the
monks of nights long past. The Kuufukuji’s havens are
nigh-inaccessible, and the Kuufukuji have a reputation
for being strong warriors and hermits. Still, some Kin-
dred seek them in modern times, since rumors of the
Kuufukuji’s existence have stretched to claim that their
diminished need for blood and their supreme control of
the Beast has helped the Hungry reach Golconda — or
at least bring them closer to it.

Mekhet factions in some cities deny the Kuufukuji’s
existence entirely. In other domains, where a monastery
or temple of Kuufukuji is known to exist, the Mekhet
downplay the Hungry’s power, claiming that their near-
religious desire to avoid feeding will cause the Kuufukuji
to die out. While their numbers are not what they once
were, the Kuufukuji are still very much active. They do
not argue with others of their parent clan, however,
as their mastery of the Man leaves them needing no
affirmations from outsiders.

The Kindred who have managed to convince a Kuu-
fukuji to train them have nearly always fallen prey to
their own Wassail, and met their merciful ends at the
hands of the Hungry monks overseeing their training.

The Hungry follow the Traditions the same as any
other Kindred. Few substantiated acts of Kuufukuji dia-
blerie exist, even when they are forced to slay a childe
who threatens the temple with Wassail. Although

i

kuufukuji

KUUFUKUJI

YOU ROOT AT YOUR PREY LIKE A HYENA. YOU HAVE NO CONTROL; YOU ARE NOTHING
BETTER THAN AN ANIMAL.
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their temples, libraries and martial arts

schools are commonly run by mortal

agents or ghouls (or open only at night),
the Kuufukuji take great pains not to
violate the Masquerade. As for childer,
well, no Kindred wants her bloodline to
die out, regardless of the rules. Neonates
are hard to come by, as the Hungry must find
fledglings worthy and possessing of enough
willpower to be able to handle the constant
burden of fasting.

Many vampires who have encountered one of the
Hungry have assumed they are mad, stoned or other-
wise disconnected from reality. This impression stems
from the near-constant state of meditation that a Kuu-
fukuji must maintain in order to survive the constant
hunger. Kuufukuji of tonight can be seen as anything
from powerful wise women to haughty charlatans.

Childer who do not bend to their sires’ will and undergo
the training necessary to attain Shihai — the “Discipline
of Control” — often try to flee the monastery. If they
manage to escape without their superiors or sires finding
them and correcting the childer’s errors of judgment, they
find themselves tied to a feeding pendulum. If they grow
too hungry, they lack their bloodline’s strength to control
the Wassail. If they frenzy and feed too ravenously, their
bloodline’s weakness incapacitates them. These miserable
childer may be hunted by either their own bloodline or a
Prince’s forces before they can spiral out of control.

Parent Clan: Mekhet (though some misguidedly
claim Daeva)

Nickname: The Hungry

Covenant: While many Kuufukuji prefer only the
companionship of others of their bloodline, some
Kuufukuji do ally themselves with covenants. The or-
ganized obedience that permeates the Invictus appeals
to many Kuufukuji. From the time of their Embrace,
the Hungry must know obedience, or they are forced to
exist in a tormented state until they are exterminated.
One must show deference and respect to one’s sire: the
clear hierarchy of the Invictus fits the dojo mentality
quite well.

The Lancea Sanctum considers the Kuufukuji to
have great potential for heresy, as the Hungry rely only
on their own powers of self-control to personify the
Beast, rather than acknowledging the power of God.
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The Lancea Sanctum follows God faithfully, but its don’t make up one hundred percent of the popu-

members are shackled with the need for blood — but
the Kuufukuji are not burdened by this need. Do they

still need God? The Hungry do not seek guidance
to the realm of spirituality. They’re already at their

destination. This makes them dangerous to the
Priests of some parishes.

Although vampires of the Circle of the Crone
and the Ordo Dracul also acknowledge reli-
gious influences, the Hungry are drawn
toward these covenants more often
than the Lancea Sanctum. Those who
follow the Crone often relate to the
Acolytes’ philosophy of challenges
paving the way to enlightenment.
One of the Kuufukuji’s core phi-
losophies, after all, involves
constant struggle for command
of the Man and control over
the part of the Kindred that
is the Beast. Those who follow
the Ordo Dracul appreciate
that covenant’s emphasis on
learning, mastery of the Man
and the Beast and respect for
elders, all of which are frequently
taught by sires of the bloodline as
well. The Hungry sometimes become
philosophical siblings with those who
learn the Coils of the Dragon, finding
solidarity in their small victories over
the blood hunger.

Some neonates find themselves
drawn to the Carthian Movement,
thinking that with their fledgling
powers they can help bring about
the changes that local chapters of
that covenant desire. These Hungry
sometimes try to teach their medita-
tive powers to their fellow Carthians,
often with disastrous results. Many el-
der Hungry look down on the Carthian
Movement, mainly because one of its
most basic rituals involves the exchange
of possessions, and the Kuufukuji do not
allow their neonates to own anything but
the clothes on their backs.

Appearance: Until the last couple of
hundred years, the Hungry consisted only
of East Asian Kindred. As European and
later American influence reached East,

lation anymore.
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The Hungry tend to look regally undead.
Refusing to spend Vitae to force their bodies
to have the appearance of living humans,
they suffer the consequences of skin color
that ranges from palest white to a nearly
blue tint.
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As numerous Kuufukuji hail from a
monastic background, many tend
to dress in monk’s robes. They
favor the stereotypical favorite
color of the Mekhet: black. *
Hungry who have taken the
bloodline West commonly
adopt the local dress to blend
in, but continue to favor un-
derstated colors and simple
clothes. Some Hungry have
built temples under the guise
of martial arts schools or
museums that allow them
to retain their preferred
method of dress. The blood-
¥ line emphasizes the exclusion
of worldly things, including
personal vanity and belongings
— rare is the Hungry with more
than a few changes of clothes,
if that. They also tend to either
shave their heads or wear their

hair tightly braided.

Haven: The Hungry prefer
havens that are somewhat remote.
They do need access to Vitae, of
course, but, ideally, they occupy
temples on the outskirts of villages,
retaining the image of the roles they
held in life: that of monks of the
solitary monastery who must send
acolytes into town from time to time
to acquire food.

The handful of Kuufukuji who have
trickled into large Western cities such
as San Francisco and Vancouver, aim for
discreet apartments that they turn into
sparse temple-like domiciles. These Kin-
dred find themselves leaving their Requiems
of poverty behind, preferring to do more
than merely survive. Their funds, taken

from either victims or allies persuaded to
the culture of the East also affected do business for them, are spent only on the

the West. Although the bloodline b ¥ Kuufukuji’s safe havens and on nothing

still sees relatively few white, black ' B ] clse. These Kuufukuji still exist in the
or Middle Eastern Kuufukuji, Asians simplest way possible.
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Still others have taken refuge in existing temples or
martial arts schools, slowly and covertly killing or Em-
bracing the owners and assuming new ownership.

Background: A thousand years ago, Kuufukuji Em-
braced only monks. The Nameless Master gradually
Embraced the monks of his monastery, and the bloodline
spread from there. Tonight, in the best-case scenario, the
childer chosen by most older Kuufukuji come from acolytes
in a monastery or students in a martial arts school.

If a Hungry sire is not presiding in a temple or martial
arts school, she commonly searches for possible childer
with personalities that reflect a strong will and powerful
mental acumen. A star student who spends a great deal
of time alone fits the bill. An avid follower of Eastern
thinking is also a prime target for Embrace. Some sires
search for people who remain calm in the face of great
stress. Some Hungry even test the boundaries of the
Masquerade and purposefully create crises for poten-
tial childer in order to watch how they react. Those
who panic or hide their eyes fail to make the cut, but
those who act in a calm and precise manner are often
cultivated further.

Character Creation: Only those with strong pres-
ences can join the fellow Hungry in a journey to
the perfection of the Man. Weaker-willed characters
crumble under the weight of the balance that the
journey seeks to maintain. Members of this bloodline
have strong Composure and Presence. Manipulation
comes in handy for high-ranking Kuufukuji. In addition,
most Kuufukuji favor Physical Attributes and Skills, as
martial arts come to play an important role. Kuufukuji
never hide themselves behind a high-tech safety net of
surveillance cameras, electric locking mechanisms and
guns. The body is the most reliable weapon a Kindred
has; it is always available and cannot be confiscated
or corrupted. Although some players treasure Mental
Skills for Kuufukuji, most players place these Skills
third, knowing their characters will meditate and study
ancient texts later in unlife.

Social Skills that are vital to the Hungry are Empathy,
Expression, Intimidation and Subterfuge, allowing a
Kuufukuji to present the balance within while testing
the balance of others.

As martial artists, the Kuufukuji find that Brawl, Athlet-
ics, Stealth and Weaponry come in handy the most. In
nights gone past, the elders did not allow their childer to
learn Firearms, but even the oldest Kuufukuji admits these
nights that such knowledge can be useful, so the elders
neither condemn nor condone learning such Skills.

Even those who fast need sustenance at some point,
and many Kuufukuji keep a herd for their own use and
that of their childer. Fighting Merits such as Fighting
Style: Boxing and Fighting Style: Kung Fu fit well with
this bloodline, and the strongest Hungry have Medita-
tive Mind.

3

Bloodline Disciplines: Auspex, Celerity, Obfus-
cate, Shihai

Weakness: The Kuufukuji have regrettably left be-
hind the open and beautiful gardens commonly found
at temples and monasteries, as they cannot appreciate
them in the dark as they once did in life. Therefore,
they retain the weakness of their parent clan, the Me-
khet. The Kuufukuji are even more sensitive to sunlight
than other Kindred and take great pains to protect
themselves by choosing heavy black clothing and old,
established temples that have elaborate labyrinthine
basements. Their gardens are still sophisticated, but
are decorated with flowers that, like the Kuufukuji
themselves, come out at night.

Control is paramount for a bloodline that is dedicated
entirely to the mastery of the Man. The Hungry were,
from the beginning, beings devoted to a simple exis-
tence, and even as darkness and Damnation became
their lot, they remained devoted to the simple Requiem.
Although they lost much of the human compassion held
by monks, the Hungry still devoted their time to medi-
tation upon the nature of Damnation and the mastery
of the Beast. Part of their existence included finding
a way to continue dwelling in poverty as they had in
life. The elder Hungry would command their childer to
feed only when necessary, and never to excess. As their
physiology became accustomed to functioning with
much less Vitae than other Kindred, their weakness
became rooted in the utter satiation of the hunger.

Although the obvious weakness of the bloodline lies
in the danger of surviving on the edge of Wassail, a
greater danger to this bloodline comes when they drink.
Drinking to excess reduces the Kuufukuji’s power, mak-
ing them unable to use their Disciplines. Unfortunately,
“excess” to a Kuufukuji means drinking to maximum
Vitae. The Hungry must always be at least a little fam-
ished: a Kuufukuji cannot have more Vitae than her
maximum Vitae (as determined by her Blood Potency)
minus her Blood Potency. Thus, a vampire with a Blood
Potency of 1 and a maximum Vitae of 10 cannot use his
Disciplines if he has more than 9 Vitae. A vampire with
Blood Potency of 7 and a maximum Vitae of 20 cannot
use her Disciplines if she has more than 13 Vitae. This
weakness is worst for the neonates, as they are the least
likely to be able to withstand Wassail. In frenzy, they
seek to satiate themselves and end up feeding to their
maximum Vitae, crippling themselves. Kuufukuji call
this state “the Overbalance,” as their hunger is satiated,
but they are powerless to call upon their Kindred pow-
ers. This reality makes the desire to rein in the Beast
doubly important for the Kuufukuji.

There are, of course, easy ways to eliminate minor
quantities of Vitae, but wasting Vitae after feeding to
excess is considered more shameful than the feeding
itself. If the Kuufukuji is to glut himself, then he damn
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well better use the Vitae for a better purpose than simply
making himself look more human for a short time.

Organization: The organization within the Kuufukuji
is formal, following the hierarchy of Japanese dojos. The
Soke leads the local chapter, the inheritor of the Name-
less Master’s mantle. Each city has a Soke, and on the
rare chance that one Soke should meet another, they
are considered equals in rank, regardless of age. Sokes
are ostensibly responsible for all the Kuufukuji in the
domain; a Soke inherits much of the role of Primogen as
it is observed on the bloodline’s level. The punishment
the Soke metes out to those who cross her is usually
more terrible than a Prince’s sentence.

Below the Soke will be any number of Sempai, Kin-
dred of enough age and experience to be considered
teachers and masters themselves. They must also be
obeyed by any of the Hungry. The Sempai, and the
Soke, are the only Kuufukuji allowed to sire childer
(within the Prince’s decree, of course). Any lower-rank-
ing Kindred who breaks this Tradition will see his childe
destroyed and suffer punishment himself. Although still
leading an unlife of poverty, the Sempai have greater
freedom within the domain to hunt, perform services for
the Soke or other Kindred and interact with mortals, as
long as the vampires do not violate the Masquerade.

The majority of the Kindred in a dojo or temple refer to
themselves and each other as Gakusei. This emphasizes
that everyone is a student, and may remain so for years.
The unlife of a Gakusei largely involves strict adherence
to the rules of the bloodline, obedience to the Soke
and devotion to the Disciplines and meditation. Some
Gakusei who can be trusted to control their Beast suf-
ficiently serve as Kuufukuji liaisons and messengers in the
domain. If a Gakusei is invited to hunt with a Sempai,
this invitation is considered a great honor, and likely a
hint that a promotion is imminent. Most Gakusei feed
on animals, captive mortals or ghouls in elaborate rituals
designed to quash the predator’s desire. Obedience is the
best stepping stone to the honors of Sempai.

Having only three levels of bloodline hierarchy both
limits infighting and adequately serves the small num-
ber of Kuufukuji in a given domain. Playing politics
to graduate from Gakusei to Sempai is considered the
lowest form of disrespect for both one’s Kindred siblings
and the Soke. If a Gakusei disrespects the Soke, the
Gakusei is likely to find himself out of the temple — and
likely out of the domain, if Princely edict reinforces the
bloodline’s ostracism.

Every Kuufukuji, from Gakusei to Soke, calls his sire
Sensei as a term of respect and honor. Even the Name-
less Master had a sire, and all sires must be honored.

Solitary Kuufukuji call themselves Ronin, but the
local Soke probably refers to them as trouble at best
and prey at the worse. A Kuufukuji without a master is
a dangerous thing indeed.

Concepts: Eastern mystic, martial arts student, monk,
nomad, prostitute, sage priest, sin-eating martyr, street
urchin, understanding Primogen, wandering confessor

-_—— b

THE HuNGRY WHORES

A few factions of Kuufukuji around the world
claim that their parent clan is Daeva, insisting
that a prostitute Embraced the Nameless Master,
making her an arguable predecessor of the
bloodline, if not its progenitor.

Whether this is true or not, Kindred of these
factions do seem markedly different from
members of the bloodline in other cities, often
having a better flair for congress with mortals
than the secretive Mekhet. In addition to acting
more overtly than most of the Kuufukuji, these
Daeva Kindred also learn the Majesty and Vigor
Disciplines instead of the Mekhet Disciplines of
Auspex and Obfuscate.

The Kuufukuji of other domains say only that
if one meditates and searches the soul enough,
anything is possible, but no matter what one
learns, the past is unchangeable.

Regardless of this internal schism, many
Kuufukuji keep herds of prostitutes and use
them to bring in some of the money that keeps
the temples and monasteries solvent. Not very
monastic, true, but being Damned is not very
monastic either, and changes happen in unlife.

Although few among in Kindred society know
it, the Kuufukuji who do not acknowledge the
prostitute as the Daeva mother of the bloodline
have been surreptitiously hunting those who do.
The “Hungry Whores,” as the Mekhet Kuufukuji
call them, exist only in a few cities in the East,
though at least one faction has surfaced in North
America. This grudge is subtle and roils beneath
the radar of even these Kindred, consisting mostly
of character assassination and quiet vendetta
rather than street brawls.

These warring sides of the same coin may
essentially be two different bloodlines. They
have an entangled history and a shared mystic
property of the blood, but they are not the same
thing. The “Hungry Whores" can fit in a chronicle
as freedom fighters who wish to free a prostitute
herd of the Hungry, claiming that they deserve
to be honored more. Many of the of the Daeva
Kuufukuji are former prostitutes themselves, who
feel that during their lives they were used and
tossed away. To use prostitutes as sustenance is
even more degrading than sex, and these former
prostitutes do not feel the Kuufukuji honor the
sire of the clan by their feeding practices.

—— b

HISTORY

Several different Kuufukuji factions that currently
reside in Asia each claim that their country held the
birth of the bloodline. Chinese Kindred claim the
Nameless Master was a Taoist who rivaled the wisdom
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of Lao Tzu, Japanese Kindred claim he was Shintoist,
and Indian Kuufukuji claim he was a Zen Buddhist. A
remote faction in Korea claims that he was not a he
after all, but a woman. The Japanese have the strongest
claim, simply because the terminology that defines the
bloodline is of their language.

Although most Kindred history cannot be verified,
many of the original writings of the Nameless Master
remain. However, instead of having chronicled the his-
tory of the time, he seems to have been more concerned
with meditations on his own Damnation and abilities
than on the world around him. Most of his writings are
parables along the lines of Aesop or Lao Tzu.

Many of the parables are still told tonight, but have
been altered through the years by Sokes who wished to
put their own stamp on their bloodline’s history. As for
the history of the bloodline itself, much is lost beyond
the first story of the Nameless Master.

THE NAMELESS MASTER
Regardless of the various discrepancies about the
birthplace of the bloodline, the histories all agree about
the beginning of the story, if not the setting. A thousand
thousand nights ago, a monastery sat high in the hills
above a small town. The monks would enter the town
from time to time on errands and to purchase what
little the monastery needed. During a journey to the
town, one of the acolytes encountered a prostitute who
happened to be one of the Damned. In a cruel gesture,
she Embraced the monk, desiring to corrupt him with
the irony of her vocation and Damnation. Horrified
and disoriented with what he had become, the monk
escaped his sire and stumbled back to the monastery,
seeking guidance from his Master.

The Master was asleep, and the ravenous acolyte
leapt on him immediately, Embracing him afterward
in acknowledgement of his guilt. When the Master
discovered what had happened, he picked up his un-
derling, now his sire, and hurled the acolyte into the
dawn’s light.

The Master meditated on his new Damnation for
three nights, and summoned his most trusted Sempai.
The Sempai, horrified at his Master’s transformation,
was still pushed by obedience to offer his blood to the
Master. After feeding for only a small amount of Vitae,
the Master went back to his meditation.

The monastery continued to function, the human
monks serving as a herd for the Kindred and occasional
go-betweens for the mortal world and ghouls. The
Nameless Master took many years to Embrace all of his
monks, when they proved themselves worthy. He de-
manded all continue to fast, feeding only from the herd
of mortal monks and occasionally from the town.

During this time, the Master drilled his underlings
in martial arts and meditation beyond what they had
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studied in life. Their vigilance evolved into a Discipline
by which they could control the Beast, useful for those
who stay so close to Wassail.

The Nameless Master sent his Sempai into the city to
inform the Kindred that the new Prince would receive
all Kindred at his temple to discuss the city’s new mo-
nastic rule, which would supersede that of the extant
social structure. The existing Prince, whose clan varies
according to the teller of the tale, reacted to the insult
predictably. The Nameless Master met the Prince in a
rice field — the Master the paragon of composure, the
Prince in a rage. The story of this battle was placed in
a parable for the future, and became the pillar that il-
lustrates the Kuufukuji mantra of control of the Man.
The Nameless Master pushed the Prince into frenzy,
and took advantage of the blind rage to easily defeat
him. Never one to do things halfway, the Master placed
heavy stones upon the Prince’s body to secure him to
the earth to await the sun.

The usurpation had its stumbling blocks, as the
Master at first tried to force all Kindred in the city to
follow the ways of his monks and fast. The chaos and
destruction that followed in the wake of those frenzies
showed the Nameless Master that the ways of the Kuu-
fukuji were not the ways of all Kindred. Assured of his
bloodline’s unique power, he lifted the ban on feeding,
and the city’s Kindred society (and the horrific violence
that had plagued the mortals) returned to normal.

The monastery grew, despite the fearsome rumors
that circulated in town about monsters that dwelled in
the hills around the temple. Young men would come
to study under the Nameless Master, or desperate par-
ents would abandon orphans at the doorstep, and the
population grew. The practice of fasting allowed the
herd to flourish, maintaining the illusion of a functional
monastery.

The Nameless Master continued his study and medi-
tation, looking for new ways to contain the Beast. The
Nameless Master would sometimes travel to neighbor-
ing cities, asking to meet with the Princes to interview
them regarding the Beast and whispers of Golconda. All
members of the Princes’ retinues who challenged the
Nameless Master met with tightly controlled violence
that easily bested them, and the Nameless Master always
received his interview. He discovered that vampires
with many years’ experience on him did not have even
an inkling of the knowledge that he had discovered,
and he returned home, frustrated but gratified.

THE MASTER'S FINAL BALANCE

After many years passed, messengers, both kine and
Kindred, reported that a plague of demons threatened
neighboring villages. The kine locked themselves
behind closed doors. The “demons,” raiding brigands
calling themselves the Kamigami, swept through the
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towns, slaughtering peasants, burning down homes (and
more than a few Kindred havens) and looting whatever
was left. The Kindred in the Nameless Master’s village
readied for the Kamigami’s assault.

The Kamigami met with considerable resistance in
the Nameless Master’s village, the Kindred having pre-
pared themselves and the Kuufukuji having terrorized
the ranks and slaked their thirst on the commanders.
After several nights of battle, the Nameless Master
and the leader of the Kamigami, a mysteriously potent
individual, declared a sudden death fight with their
troops watching. The two commanders met in the same
rice field in which the Nameless Master had beaten the
former Prince, and the Master stood on the spot where

the Prince had burned.

The leader of the Kamigami was stronger than any
Kindred the Master had encountered. The Kamigami
leader seemed immune to the Master’s subtle attacks
to upset his balance; then, suddenly, the Master felt a
noise — that is how he described it to his Sempai later.
The noise touched the outside of his consciousness, and
the Beast within him stirred.

In an instant, the Master knew his opponent was
coaxing the Master’s Beast from him; an outside force
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disrupted his balance. The Master could not accept this,
but, the more he fought, the more insistent the noise
became. He remembered his own teachings that stated

that sometimes to make someone stop pulling you, you

must push. He allowed the Beast to come voluntarily
for the first time in his unlife.

The carnage that followed shamed him. The loss of
control, not the destruction, gave him disgrace. His own
existence nearly ended, but his feral nature managed
to overcome the Kamigami leader, who had apparently
asked for more than he could handle. The Nameless
Master drank deeply from his rival, committing dia-
blerie and falling into the Final Balance.

When he awoke weeks later, the Nameless Master
discovered that his town had been ravaged by the Ka-
migami. The Master’s own Kuufukuji had been at a loss
with his unexplained torpor, and the Kamigami took
advantage of the Kuufukuji’s disruption. The Kamigami
destroyed the town and burned the Nameless Master’s
temple. Only the Kuufukuji’s secret basement havens

had saved them.

The Nameless Master is said to have wept blood at
the destruction of his herd and the town he had ruled.
He chose his three most trusted Sempai, those who had
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stood watch over him in torpor, and commanded them
to travel to one of the surrounding villages that still
survived and capture a temple. They were to take over
the temple slowly, Embracing the monks and keeping
the rest as ghouls or a herd. The Kuufukuji could no
longer afford to keep their bloodline confined to one
ruined temple.

The Nameless Master ordered his remaining monks
to rebuild the temple and gather a new herd from the
surviving kine in the ravaged town. The Master himself
meditated for the same amount of time he had been
in the Final Balance, without food, and then he fed
lightly and left the temple. He followed the trail of the
Kamigami, looking not for revenge but for knowledge.
The Kuufukuji were mastering the art of balance and
control, but the Kamigami leader had powers that the
Nameless Master coveted.

Information about the Nameless Master is spotty
following the reports of the fight with the Kamigami.
The Sempai began expanding the bloodline, always
carefully capturing monasteries and Embracing the
leaders. The Nameless Master’s disciples rebuilt the
temple, making it a massive stone and wood structure
with many underground areas to house the Kindred.
The Nameless Master never returned.

Differing temples claim that they have the Nameless
Master in their histories, who returns to the temple and
teaches them further powers of the Shihai, but no one
existing tonight has personal memory of his return.
Some Kindred believe the Kamigami destroyed the
Nameless Master; other Kindred say they welcomed
him as the new warleader. Most Kuufukuji believe that
he was indestructible, and he slumbers in torpor in a
temple in the East.

SOCIETY AND CULTURE
The Kuufukuji tonight remain stoic Kindred, dedi-
cated to the service of their Soke and their private
meditations on the Beast and the Man. Spurred on
by the tales of the Nameless One, they often find a
place among city hierarchies, and many Sokes claim
monasteries or other tenurial domains as Regents.
Other Kindred often seek the Kuufukuji out for their
even-tempered, rational advice in many domains, but,
at other times, the Kuufukuji fall out of favor with
Kindred who consider the Hungry haughty, arrogant
or aloof, lording their lesser dependence on the Vitae
over the rest of the “gluttonous” Kindred.

In the East, Kuufukuji are more likely to be honored.
Many Kindred societies have heard the parables of the
Nameless Master, and, even if these Kindred do not
necessarily follow these teachings, the Kindred respect
the wisdom of an elder. The Kuufukuji temples are more
numerous here, and have spread from Japan to China,

Korea, India, Tibet and Thailand.
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In the West, the Hungry are less numerous, and,
therefore, less respected by Princes. Other Kindred are
frankly baffled and incredulous when they hear about
the practice of fasting. Indeed, many assume the Kuu-
fukuji are simply eccentric.

The Hungry often comprise insular coteries, with
one Soke, a few Sempai and handful of Gakusei.
Some Sempai travel, searching for a temple of
worthies to take over and teach how to balance the
Man and Beast within, but these temples are not
as common as they were centuries ago. It is more
difficult to find a remote temple, monastery or
even simply a martial arts school that doesn’t have
modern technological hurdles or other threats to
the Masquerade.

Thus, tonight’s traveling Sempai is more likely to
claim an abandoned building on the outskirts of a
city as a haven and petition for the right to Embrace
Gakusei (or, in some cases, Embrace now and ask for-
giveness later). The Sempai gather a herd, usually one
of prostitutes, and use them as food and funding. These
Kuufukuji ignore the kine who don’t cross their paths,
or occasionally cultivate them as potential childer for
the future.

Non-Kuufukuji who wish to study under the Hungry
are often welcome in Kuufukuji temples. Non-Kuufu-
kuji are expected to conduct themselves in the calm
manner of the Hungry, though these non-Hungry need
not fast (indeed, only the most zealous Kuufukuji Soke
would require it). Although a vampire not of the blood-
line cannot learn the control that comes with Shihai,
most Kindred leave the temple with a stronger sense
of the Man within.

Dealing with others of the clan is often difficult, as
many Mekhet either consider the Kuufukuji dangerous
ideological zealots or deride the quest for a Golconda
that they consider mythical. Some Mekhet may attempt
to ingratiate themselves with or interrogate the Kuufu-
kuji, wishing to wrest the secret of their control out of
them, but the Hungry may well meditate through the
interrogation or answer each question with parables.
The Kuufukuji teach only those who come to them
humbly to learn.

Cases do sometimes arise in which a Gakusei turns
on a Sempai, or even his Sensei, and either fights
him or commits diablerie. The Hungry do not like
to acknowledge such dissention, and deal with these
wayward Kindred in the quietest way possible. Such
transgressors have been known to disappear during the
light of day or are required to voluntarily take on the
Final Balance. Some strict temples retain traditional
outdoor gardens for the sole purpose of conducting
executions within the security of their own havens,
where the Kuufukuji can watch and see what disobedi-
ence and rebellion delivers.
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EscAPEES?

In the nights since the Nameless Master
spawned the first of his line, some speculate
whether there have been some Kindred who
resented the Embrace and subsequent forced
obedient existence. The Kuufukuji insist that all
who disobey either toe the line eventually or face
their Requiem away from the support network the
Hungry’s monastic culture represents.

Certainly, a more than a few escapees have
defected from the bloodline’s ranks, as it were,
through the years. Those who evaded capture or
their sires’ authority were the wise ones, the ones
who discovered that they had to submit for some
time while they learned what it was to be a vampire
in general, and one of the Hungry in particular.

The successful deserters often learn what they
can of the Shihai Discipline, understanding its
usefulness but shunning the overall mindset of
poverty and meditation upon the Man and Beast.
These Kuufukuji can occasionally be somewhat
unstable, preferring to flirt with their Final
Balance instead of fasting, and find themselves
less successful when trying to use the Discipline, as
allowing their Vitae to dwindle is not something
they are comfortable with.

The pendulum of balance does not refer only to
fasting and gluttony. Escaped Kuufukuji can often
be found almost thriving, dwelling extravagantly.
Many do what they can to make as much money as
possible, and maintain the most modern, beautiful
apartments with stylish accoutrements. If they can
afford something— and sometimes even if they can’t
—they acquire it. Leaving poverty behind makes one
more likely to indulge in the greatest of avarices.

The noble sense of wisdom that many Kuufukuiji
possess comes across only as carefree arrogance
in these callow Hungry. They, more often than
not, claim to have found Golconda, or at least be
closer than most, even though they have barely
any control over their temporal wiles. Many of
these Hungry honestly believe they are close
to Golconda because not only do they have the
powers of their bloodline, but they also have given
up the poverty that shackles the Kuufukuji. These
exiles claim to be bound by nothing.

*>> 4> <Hbh<o

FEEDING RITUALS

Because the mindset of the Kuufukuji is centered on
fasting, when they have to feed, they feed in a solemn
and ritualized way. The Hungry do not simply grab a
quick bite from the herd when they feel frenzy or torpor
threaten. Every drop of blood imbibed is done so with
formal ceremony.

SESSHOKU

Although the Kuufukuji are utterly dedicated to fast-
ing and self-control, they must feed, of course. They

consider feeding to be a somber, ritualized affair. Dur-
ing life, they would limit themselves to bland rice and
broth, the premise being that even if they had to eat,
they could make i