Human Drum

A Vampire: The Masquerade scenario

By Moxie

too many bridges burned

mile and mile of earth

scorched behind us

and I need to ask you this

I need to understand the truth

can you hear the human drum beating?

hear the human drum?

Blurb:


Sometimes things aren't quite as they seem, people in Los Angeles came to terms with this a long time ago. They've always known that they were just another link in the food chain, and nowhere near the top of it, no matter how hard they shut their eyes and told themselves otherwise. Life in L.A. teaches you to look past the surface and see the truth behind it. Unfortunately, sometimes there is no illusion and what you see is exactly what you get...exactly.

Introduction:


This scenario is about ignorance. A major conceit of Vampire players is that their characters are aware of the Camarilla, the Sabbat, the Anarchs, other clans, diablerie, the Traditions of The Masquerade, etc. Now what if, much like Lestat in Interview With a Vampire, the characters’ sire kept them in the dark completely about almost every single aspect of vampiric existence? What if the massive body of information that the average neonate vampire takes for granted is denied to a coterie? What if their sire and mentor fed them a line of crap about what it even is to be a vampire? In short, what if the characters are actually in Vampire: The Masquerade but think that the world they inhabit is closer to Underworld or Interview’? To this end, I’ve borrowed heavily from both movies so if you think something is derivative, odds are it is. 

As a general guideline, play with their preconceptions and try as much as is possible to get the characters interacting with each other rather than with whichever NPC is on-screen at the moment. The thrust of the scenario is to challenge what the characters believed in and held dear repeatedly and to see which way they emerge from this trial.


I’ve tentatively outlined three major themes which may help you in deciding which way to run it. If they help, use ‘em. If they hinder, lose ‘em.

1) Belonging: What does it mean to truly belong to a group? What does our belonging to a group say about the group and, more importantly, what does it say about us?

2) Preconception: How much of what we think we know do we actually know? How different would we be if we actually knew what we think we know?

3) Humanity: We take humanity for granted; It's actually quite difficult for one of us to behave in an inhuman fashion for a sufficient length of time that our basic right to call ourselves human can be challenged. What if Humanity was a quantifiable quality and was something, rather than being intrinsic to us, that had to be strived towards in blatant defiance of our instincts?

Background:


The characters are all members of a coterie (henceforth called a coven) called the Black Thorns, founded by a 10th Generation Toreador named Arcturus. The coven is, broadly speaking, a little more industrial-punk than gothic (the Underworld or Blade style of vampires, more trench coats and PVC than ruffled shirts and pewter jewellery)  so a lot of the Toreador stereotypes fall flat right there. Furthermore Arcturus has very deliberately kept his childer (henceforth referred to as brood) very ignorant about vampire society to make them easier to control. A general summary of what the characters know follows:

· The world is populated quite thinly with vampires. Each elder vampire staked claim to, and in some cases founded, a city. These vampires, known as Masters, are incredibly old and staggeringly powerful. Arcturus claims to be one such Master, claiming to be just over two thousand years old.

· The truth is that Arcturus was born John Finch in 1855 and spent many interestingly unpleasant years as a starving thespian in London until he eventually stole away on a trade ship and arrived in the New World, where audiences were less discriminating. He was embraced shortly after his arrival by a Toreador poseur but was promptly abandoned to his fate when his sire discovered what an insufferable bore he really was.

· The Masters have a pact amongst themselves to stay away from each other’s territory, allowing each other to rule their cities in peace. The only exception to this isolationism is in the case of a traitor, one who lets the humans know anything about the darkbreed (vampires). In such a case, the broods of each Master are to exterminate the traitor without hesitation, not even listening to what he has to say.

· There is a rival coven in Los Angeles called the Bitter Roses with who the Black Thorns have been at war as long as anyone can remember. The characters don’t know the Bitter Roses’ Master, only that his name is Darius, but they suspect that he and Arcturus have a history just because of how strongly Arcturus seems to feel about the necessity of wiping them out. The most he has ever said about the Bitter Roses is that they were the complete antithesis of the vampiric way of life and needed to be weeded out. Why haven’t other Masters dispatched help? Because the Bitter Roses’ Master has set up shop in Arcturus’ city so it’s Arcturus’ problem to wipe them out.

· The truth is, rather disappointingly, that Arcturus is the Bitter Roses’ Master too. All those times when Arcturus claimed to be leaving L.A. to deal with the “Conclave of Blood”, he was just staying with the ‘Roses and playing similar games with them. Why has he set two coteries of his own childer against each other? Arcturus is a small, small man in a big, big world. The only real way he could find to reconcile his self-importance with his own insignificance was to make his world a lot smaller. Thus, he created two rival coteries; both utterly loyal to him, set himself up as a sort of a God-figure to both, and enacted a microcosm of the Jyhad. All the while his “broods” would, through whatever means they could, see to his material needs and even act as a willing herd for him to feed from. How has he managed to get away with this for well over half a century? By keeping his games strictly small-time, he’s managed to avoid being squashed by any of the real power players in L.A. by being too insignificant.

· The general structure of a coven is a Master at the top, his brood of just below him, and than a pool of human brethren below them. Vampirism is treated as ascension to a higher form and is reserved only for those brethren who impress the Master. The exact method of turning (embracing) someone is not known by Arcturus’ brood but is said to involve a mystical ritual by the light of the full moon.

So, that was then. Unfortunately, about three and a half weeks ago Arcturus had one of those changes of heart that most people aren’t lucky enough to ever experience and has realised how hollow the world he created really is. Earlier this evening, while the Black Thorn were tooling up for a big rumble with the ‘Roses, Arcturus decided to enact the plan he had been hatching for some weeks now and made his escape to a ranch he had prepared near Hampton, a remote town in the middle of Kern county. He only made two stops on his way away; one to gather some important memorabilia from the Cinema where the ‘Thorns lived and a similar stop at the Theatre where the ‘Roses live. This is the trail the characters will be following to gain the answers they’ll no doubt be looking for.

Scene 1: Reprisal.


The time is 22:25 and the Black Thorns have just limped home after a serious grudge match that went badly for them. The Black Thorns are a more industrial-punk gang, compared to the pure gothic feel of the Bitter Roses so there’s an immediate conflict line drawn right there (“Listen fuckhead, I’m far more nihilistic and apathetic than you are!”) before one even drags in the nasty issue of rival patrons. Either way and any way, the characters all start of with 1-3 health levels remaining, having run away from a disastrous gang war in some deserted of Los Angeles. Lay on reasonable thick exactly how brutal the war was and how, as far as they’re aware, they’re the only survivors from the Black Thorns. 


They arrive back at the disused cinema they use as a sanctuary to discover the door unlocked and the place deserted. A quick reconnaissance of the cinema will show a dead member of the brethren on the upper landing outside the room Arcturus uses as a haven, his neck broken, and the door wide open. It’s important to narrate this scene in a very haunted house fashion. Don’t just ream off the above details, make them sweat about every step they take. Remember, they don’t know whether the people who ransacked their sanctuary are still there and they’re in no shape for another fight right now.


Eventually they’ll pluck up enough courage to do a comprehensive search at which point they’ll find some of their personal belongings missing and no other dead bodies around. When they get to Arcturus’ study they’ll find that it’s been torn apart (actually be a fit of artistic angst on the part of their Master, but they don’t know that) and Arcturus gone. Jason will hit the ground and enter a psychometric trance (that’s his Auspex 3 kicking in involuntarily), at which point read him the following:



A random series of images assaults you, flashing superimpositions of Arcturus’ darkened study with a figure rifling through it as if searching for something very specific alternating with images of a rose with blood dripping from its petals. Abruptly the imagery stabilises as the figure appears to have found what it was looking for just as the study’s door opens, silhouetting a figure in the doorway. The intruder attacks the figure in the doorway and the vision fades in a wash of anguish and pain.

What actually happened? Arcturus wanted to pick up a few things from his study before he left and, not wanting to draw attention to himself, left the lights off. As he was taking his things from a locked drawer at his desk, a member of the brethren barged in on him. Panicking, Arcturus pounced on the unfortunate human and snapped his neck before an alarm could be raised. In a fit of rage and self-loathing at so callously betraying a helpless human who so trusted him, Arcturus frenzied and when the rage cleared he found himself standing in the middle of the wrecked remains of his study. Not wanting to be anywhere near the cinema anymore, Arcturus fled with only the programme of his 1939 Julius Caesar performance but forgot the stage dagger from that same performance and the deed for his new haven. The flashes of anguish and pain were the brethren member’s anguish at being attacked by his Master and the pain of having his neck snapped. The blood-dripping rose superimposition is because clearing out his stuff from the Bitter Roses’ sanctuary was the next thing on his mind and it disappeared when the brethren walked in because Arcturus’ thoughts were jolted to a more immediate matter.


Questions will be asked at this point, some of which it’s very important to 
be careful about which details are given out and exactly how they are phrased. Questions may include:

· Was the study trashed in the vision? No, the intruder was taking care not to make any noise by the look of it.

· Was the intruder familiar? It was too dark to really tell. Stress that Spirit’s Touch isn’t CCTV footage but a psychic afterimage and thus is a little ambiguous occasionally.
· Was the figure in the doorway familiar? Again, no. It was too dark and the light outside in the hallway made it doubly difficult to make head or tail of things.
· How did the fight go? The vision ended with the intruder lunging at the figure in the doorway and a feeling of pain and anguish, no actual contact or combat was observed.
· What did the intruder take? Too dark to tell but it was small, whatever it was because it was easily crammed into a jacket pocket.
· Where did the intruder find what he/she was looking for? In the top, right drawer of Arcturus’ desk. Mark will know that Arcturus never really made any real issue of privacy but always kept that desk drawer, in particular, locked.

· What’s with the Rose with the blood dripping off it? It’s the gang symbol of the Bitter Roses. All members are tattooed with it upon initiation and it’s used to subtly mark establishments paying them protection money too.
A search of the trashed study will reveal a couple of interesting items and a few facts:

· The remains of the top, right drawer of Arcturus’ desk. The drawer has obviously been gone through but a small amount of stuff remains. In addition to three expensive pieces of jewellery and a wad of cash ($1574, ‘cause I just know someone’ll count it!) they also find a two-week old land deed to an acre of land in Kern county, filed at the Hampton courthouse, and what looks initially to be quite an old and very ornate dagger but turns out to be an old stage dagger in a Roman style. (The land deed is for a small ranch that Arcturus bought as a preparation for him abandoning the life he’d mired himself in. He meant to take it with him but was startled by the member of brethren who walked in on him before he could.)

· None of Arcturus’ other personal effects have been taken, apart from whatever else was in the drawer. (This is because Arcturus wanted to make a clean break from his current life as a vampire and so only wants a couple of sentimental objects that connect him to his life as a human.)

· Next to the doorway the characters will find a match booklet from The Web, some sort of bar with an across-town address. (Arcturus made a lapse here, he’s usually quite careful with keeping his two identities separate but recently he’s been a bit scattered. The Web is a bar across from The Majestic, the disused theatre that the Bitter Roses use as a sanctuary. It fell out of his pocket when he was assaulting the brethren member.) The booklet has only got six matches left in it and smells of cloves. (Arcturus, in his guise as Master of the Bitter Roses, smokes clove cigarettes.

Obviously the general idea of this scene is to mislead the characters into believing that Arcturus was kidnapped by a small group of Bitter Roses while the majority of both gangs were killing each other and then to give them something that they never knew before, the location of the Bitter Roses’ sanctuary. To this end, feel free to drop any other hints that would mislead the characters in the right direction and be strategically sketchy with any details that would let the actual truth come out. The one thing to bear in mind is that the Bitter Roses have nothing to do with Arcturus’ disappearance and all evidence pointing at them was not deliberately planted by Arcturus but, rather, is completely circumstantial. This scene ends with the characters setting off to rescue Arcturus and dish out some serious payback.


Finally, the characters are going to want to tool up from some imagined armoury in their sanctuary. That’s not the way it works. Any real weapons the Black Thorns possessed was taken to the rumble and has no doubt been plucked from the cold, dead hands of its owners. They’ll find things like snap-batons, brass knuckles, and bokken (remember, they’re an industrial-punk gang so no chains and switchblades) as well as whatever they can scrounge and/or improvise.

Scene 2: Revelation.


This scene will begin with the characters on their way over to The Web, which they will hopefully believe is the Bitter Roses’ hideout or at the very least their hangout, expecting a fight. The Web is in a decaying neighbourhood very similar to their own on the other side of town. It’s obvious that this area never really recovered from the great depression from the fact that a lot of windows are boarded up and graffiti festoons almost every wall. At this time of night all that’s open is a 7-11 with a ViddyMaster beside it and The Web a little further down the road. A semi-decent Perception + Alertness roll will let the characters spot the Bitter Roses tags among the graffiti all around this area; leaving no doubt whose territory they’re in.

I’m not going to wax too lyrical about The Web here but if the characters go into it they’ll find it’s a sort of low-income, spider-themed version of any goth club that we’d normally expect to cater to disaffected upper-middle class teenagers. There will be an absence of any Bitter Roses members in The Web tonight but a small amount of time spend gathering information will yield the fact that the local gang, the Bitter Roses, squat in the disused theatre across the road called The Majestic. Don’t waste too much time in here as they’ll doubtlessly botch a Social roll and spend the rest of the three hours doggedly pursuing a red herring.


The Majestic is a theatre that was closed down in the fifties, as any local could tell them. Much like the Silver Screen, it’s front is boarded up and barricaded off but even a superficial examination will let the characters know that the fire exits in the side-alley work just fine. A moderately difficult Perception + Alertness roll will let the characters spot the reasonably fresh bloodstains on the pavement leading to The Majestic and the fact that they’re concentrated around The Majestic’s side entrance. No sentries are visible and, judging by the state of affairs in the rumble earlier tonight, the Bitter Roses only came off better by a small margin in the gang war so odds are that there aren’t too many in a fighting condition inside. This makes sneaking in eminently possible and even allows a decent chance of success should the characters end up in a big fight. Don’t be shy about letting them know this but don’t let them think it’ll be a walkover. One way or the other, they should believe Arcturus was brought in there and that they have to get him out. The planning and execution of the aforementioned plan should take a satisfying while. They’ll no doubt put work into the rescue plan so make its execution interesting enough for them.

The Majestic’s interior a study in slightly faded, but still opulent, grandeur. Red velvet curtains and gilt are the rule here, with more modern appliances being discreetly covered or tucked away while not in use. Darius’ sanctum is upstairs and can be accesses from the main staircase in the foyer or the balcony in the main auditorium, if a rope can be thrown up there. There are a total of eight brethren and two nightbreed in a fighting condition and they will be spread out, mostly around the main auditorium, tending to various wounded. They won’t be expecting an intrusion so sneaking about shouldn’t be too difficult.

Bitter Roses (brethren):
Dice Pool: 5
Damage: 6
Soak: 3 
Willpower: 3

Bitter Roses (nightbreed):
Dice Pool: 6
Damage: 6
Soak: 4

Willpower: 4
Blood Pool: 12


Disciplines: 3 dots between Auspex, Celerity, Fortitude, Potence, & Presence.


Darius’ study will be two flights of stairs up from the foyer and. The door will be locked, requiring a reasonable Security roll to gain access. Inside the characters will find a study not entirely dissimilar in taste to Arcturus’ in taste but with a bent definitely more artistic than literary. Unlike Arcturus’ sanctum, Darius’ hasn’t been trashed so there’s a lot more the characters can learn from it if they ask the right questions. Some things that will immediately interest the characters, and tell them in this order, are:

· The strong smell of clove cigarettes and an empty pack of them in a bin.

· A dead member of Bitter Roses nightbreed, in his hand he’s clutching a torn scrap of cloth which the characters will recognise from the jacket Arcturus was wearing earlier tonight. The vampire was killed by being staked in the heart and then having his throat torn out. As in scene 1, try at this point to give the impression that Arcturus escaped by killing his captor without the rest of the Bitter Roses’ knowledge. Remember that the characters don’t know that slightly older vampires rapidly decompose when they die so that poor sap on the floor may well be Darius, as far as they know.

· A poster of the 1939 production of Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar in The Majestic starring Jonathon Finch as Caesar. A good Perception + Alertness roll will let characters know that Jonathon Finch is Arcturus.

· The top right drawer of the desk is locked. Inside they’ll find a sketchpad full of sketches of the countryside and a dressing room star with “Finch” written on it. It’s got “Majestic, 1939” written on the back.

· An unfinished canvas depicting a lonely tumbledown house out in the back end of the countryside. The canvas is signed “Darius” and is called “redemption”. A decent Intelligence + Survival or Academics roll will tell the characters that the terrain in the painting is consistent with terrain to be found in South California state. A good success lets a character link the painting with the deed they found in Arcturus’ sanctum.

Hopefully by now the characters will have a lot of questions they want answered and only one way to answer them so let them pack up, steal a car and embark on a road trip.

Scene 3: Retribution.

Hampton, Kern county, is one of those towns we see the Duke boys tearing through at breakneck pace, pursued by a vengeful Boss Hogg and a dithering Sheriff Rosco. About two miles outside Hampton is late widow Jones’ ranch, currently home of the fugitive vampire, John Finch, aka Jonathon Finch, aka Darius, aka Arcturus. The house is one of those slightly tumbledown picket fence affairs, literally in the back-end of the armpit of nowhere. Getting to Hampton from L.A. will take the characters about an hour and a half; actually driving from Hampton to the ranch takes another half-hour. If they’re smart they’ll have the painting with them and show it to a local, if they’re dumb they’ll go looking for it themselves. Either way, they’ll arrive at the house with about two hours left before sunrise.


The ranch will look just as dilapidated as it did in the painting, but with a new SUV parked in the driveway. The characters can go about this whichever way they want but ultimately there’ll be a big final confrontation with Arcturus and hopefully a good role-playing scene. This is to be your finest moment as GM so don’t give playing Arcturus anything less than a hundred and ten percent or you’ll never forgive yourself.


Arcturus will notice them pulling up outside (if indeed they do pull up outside, if not then adjust accordingly) and leave the door open. When they enter, they’ll find him sitting in the living room, a few pieces of extremely old-looking memorabilia on the coffee table in front of him and a mirror on the couch beside him. From the outset he’ll be cool and distant to them but in no way overtly hostile or threatening. These people are people he’s manipulated for a long time in a way that he’s no longer comfortable with and they represent a phase in his life which he sincerely hopes never to go back to so seeing them here in front of him is just reminding him of his sins. Having said that, he intends to find redemption if it kills him so he has absolutely no intention of harming them or lying to them any further.


The characters are, once again, going to be full of questions and this is where they should get every answer they want, if at all possible. The full story (repeated from above) is that Arcturus is 150 years old, originally from London and baptised John Finch. In life he was an actor of moderate talent at best, and usually far less. When the opportunity to come to America presented itself he practically leapt at the chance to start his life afresh, this time applying all the harsh lessons he’d learned in England. His reinvention of self went quite well and in no time he attracted the attention of a Toreador vampire of some standing in the local theatrical community. She courted him and eventually embraced John in the restrooms of a New York production of Othello after he played a particularly compelling Iago.


Vampirism opened up a whole new set of horizons for John and he proceeded to try to explore every single one of them to the best of his ability. Within a short year he had all but destroyed his sire’s reputation among the East-coast elite and found himself being run out of New York by a cabal of her retainers under the threat of being staked out in the sun should he ever return. He journeyed across America slowly, moving from town to town and then city-to-city but never quite managing not to annoy the locals for long enough to settle down. At some point he changed his name to Jonathon, feeling it better fitted the image of the great thespian he believed himself to be.


Los Angeles proved to be the fertile bed in which his career could really take root and eventually came to be the home of his greatest performance, as Caesar in Shakespeare’s play, Julius Caesar. Women in the audience actually fainted in horror; so gripping was his dying soliloquy! Deciding to end his career on a high, he used the money he was paid to purchase The Majestic theatre and settle down to a life of performance art appreciation. He invested heavily in the growing medium of cinema, reasoning that if each actor was allowed by the fickle gods of fate to have only one truly magnificent performance then it would be nothing less than what that actor deserved to have his performance captured on film and played to hundreds of people forever more. The one thing he didn’t bank on, however, was the second world war, and the subsequent depression that would cripple America. By the mid-1950s The Majestic had to be shut and, though it fared better due to its comparative newness, the Silver Screen was shut less than a decade later.


The sixties and seventies were bad years for Arcturus, the post-depression cold war combined with his own depression and discouragement at having his dreams fall to pieces a third time left him the owner of two decaying buildings and nothing more. Conceiving the Arcturus/Darius struggle and the idea of playing two rival blood cults against each other was the ray of sunshine in the otherwise all but unbearable dreariness that his life had become. It took him until the nineties to finally perfect the two cults and their Masters enough that they would sustain each other by their conflict rather than just wipe each other out in one big conflagration as previous incarnations had, the punk/ska divide being a perfect example. Instead, Generation Y had one quality that none of the previous youth generations had: apathy. The lack of anything concrete to rebel against left them continually smouldering with a sullen discontentment but without the necessary motivation to act on that discontentment in any definite way. Yes, the time of revolutions was over, the era of the bureaucrat had begun.


The next thirteen years went pretty much as the characters are familiar with until one night, just under a month ago, when he had stepped out to feed. He grabbed a teenage girl from a cinema queue and pulled her into an alley to feed when he felt something get…strange. As he was about to bite her, he heard her breath catch in her throat and saw her staring at a sign across the street with a truly terrifying reverence. Because he was so close to her he heard her mouth the words “inherit the earth” and then she fixed him with a steady gaze and asked him a simple question: “Do you remember?” He found himself overwhelmed by memories of his life as a human for a short moment, but there were more than memories, this time there were feelings and sensations that he hadn’t felt in a century. He was reliving real emotions, not the muted urges and sentiments of one of the walking dead, but real human emotions. When he came around, he saw the girl walking out of the alley unsteadily. He went home without feeding that night and spent all day awake, pondering what it was exactly he had lost and how he hadn’t even noticed.


By sunset he came to realise that he had created this cage of inhumanity and manipulation around himself and then trapped himself into it to such an extent that the only thing he could do to save himself and give his progeny even the slimmest chance of a normal existence was to make a clean break and never go near L.A. again. He took what he took because they were all deep reminders of the man he was and left everything else in an effort to forget the man he had become. At this point he will apologise deeply and sincerely to each and every one of the characters for turning them into his playthings, turning them into vampires, and abandoning them along with the kingdom of dust he’d created himself.


At this he’ll leave the room to get something from the kitchen, leaving the characters alone to digest what they’ve just been told and deliberate what to do from here. The scenario can end in one of three ways; choose whichever seems most appropriate to the group and circumstances:

1. They’ll choose to kill him, run a combat scene. Arcturus will try not to injure the characters, fighting to subdue until he has taken four health levels of damage, after which he will fight normally.

2. They’ll choose not to kill him but be totally content with a fade-out rather than a firefight, fade to black and congratulate them on a well-handled scene.

3. They’ll choose not to kill him but are still full of vim and spunk, the Hunters who’ve been tailing them since The Majestic (one of whom is the Redeemer Arcturus witnessed being imbued in that alley) attack and try to wipe the characters out, run a combat scene. In this case, the first indication they get of something going wrong will be Arcturus’ scream as he is staked in the kitchen.

Darius:
Dice Pool: 7
Damage: 8
Soak: 4 
Willpower: 7 
Blood Pool: 13

Disciplines: Auspex 4, Celerity 4, Fortitude 2, Obfuscate 2, Presence 3.

Hunters (5):
Dice Pool: 4
Damage: 4
Soak: 4

Willpower: 4
Blood Pool: 3

Disciplines (1 each): Auspex 2, Celerity 2, Obfuscate 2, Potence 2, Presence 2.


Note: Hunter abilities cost one “Blood Point” to activate each time.

Name: Mark


Age: 22



Chronicle: Human Drum

Haven: The Silver Screen
Generation: 11th 
Concept: Black Thorns Member


I'm gonna make your beauty
on my skin like oxyacetylene
steel yourself for me
your little hands reaching high
your little hands reach for the sky

-Cubanate, Oxyacetylene.

Attributes

Physical (3)


Social (7)



Mental (5)

Strength: 
1

Charisma (Commanding):
4
Perception:
2

Dexterity: 
3

Manipulation (Suave):

4
Intelligence:
3

Stamina: 
2

Appearance (Ethereal):

4
Wits:

3

Abilities

Talents (13)


Skills (9)



Knowledges (5)

Brawl: 

1

Drive: 



2
Academics:
1

Dodge: 

1

Etiquette:


3
Computer:
1

Empathy: 
2

Firearms:


1
Investigation:
2

Intimidation: 
3

Melee:



1
Occult:

1

Leadership: 
3

Stealth:



1

Streetwise: 
3

Survival



1

Subterfuge: 
3

Advantages

Backgrounds (5)

Disciplines (3)



Virtues (7)

Generation:

2
Presence:

2

Conscience:
3

Allies (Black Thorns):
1
Celerity:

1

Self-Control:
4

Herd (Black Thorns):
1





Courage:
4

Resources:

1

Humanity:

7
Willpower:

3

Blood Pool:
12
Character:

Background:


Mark was the skinny kid with the long black hair who always got picked last for every sport as much because of his general attitude of superiority as for any lack of talent he may have had. The exclusions in school which started so subtle grew and grew until eventually the “practical jokes” the jocks played on him became downright violent and life-threatening. Mark got his revenge the only way he could, quietly. He bribed the water boy at the finals of the High School Cup and spiked the entire football team’s water with LSD. The team’s antics actually attracted a television crew eventually and the school became something of a local legend. Unfortunately the water boy confessed everything and Mark was expelled at the age of seventeen.


His association with the Black Thorns started out as somewhere for him to hang out during the days when his parents thought he was at school but eventually ended up providing him with a home after his father kicked him out of the house when he turned twenty. By that time he was one of the longer-standing members and had impressed Arcturus with his quick wit and ability to gravitate to the centre of any social gathering. No sooner had Mark’s bags hit the floor than Arcturus had summoned him to his study and brought him over.

The last two and a half years have been kind to Mark and, as the ongoing shadow war with the Bitter Roses continues to claim casualties, he risen to the position of Arcturus’ mouthpiece to the rest of the coven. In spite of all of this, Mark entertains no notions of ever supplanting Arcturus. As he very well knows, heads are regularly cut off but seldom is the heart ever cut out…

Roleplaying:


You are the quintessential Trent Reznor-esque industrial goth. You dress exclusively in blacks and whites, and always carry yourself with an air of cultured apathy. Your moods fluctuate from manic peaks that leave you on top of the world to depressive troughs that make you wish you had the courage to take that one last walk in the sun. Through it all, though, your pride in your own emotional impregnability has ensured that when it was time to stand and deliver, you were never found wanting. If you had to put a finger on your one greatest flaw, it would either be your vindictiveness or your occasional cruel disregard for those who let you into their hearts. 

The Others:

· Arcturus: The Master of the coven and in many ways a God to the brethren. In your more sardonic moments, you wonder whether that makes you the metatron or the messiah. 
· James: Quite possibly the angriest little man you’ve ever met. His willingness to treat violence as a first resort would disturb you more if his almost religious striving for nonconformity kept you squarely out of his line of fire. Thankfully “normal” is the biggest insults and the worst crime in James’ vocabulary so you two continue to be friends.
· Nina: You and Nina used to date, when you first came to the coven but you soon realised that she really was just skin-deep. These days your feelings on her range moment to moment from thinking of her as just another discarded toy to an indulged little sister. In some strange way her constant insecurity and need to be needed is endearing but if you really wanted that level of blind devotion you’d just buy a puppy.
· Jason: He was brought over on Arcturus’ express orders because of his Gift but has never failed to be anything but the softhearted doormat he was when you first met. Even the brethren treat him like dirt! All in all, Deity couldn’t have created a better whipping boy had he been given a bucket of manure instead of a pile of clay.
· Pete: And the award for Mister Suburbia 2005 goes to…Pete! This guys is so wholesome, it makes your teeth ache. He started hanging out with the Black Thorns after he developed a crush on Nina and hasn’t had the common decency to disappear, even now that he’s not in a position to act on that crush anymore.
· Carl: The black kid…as in, token. Carl grew up in the Silver Screen, having wandered in and been adopted at the tender age of eight. He’s so full of desire to prove himself that he actually sometimes forgets what he’s even trying to do, so worried is he about how he looks doing it.
Name: Nina


Age: 20



Chronicle: Human Drum

Haven: The Silver Screen
Generation: 11th 
Concept: Black Thorns Member


so when i doubt it all 

I’m comforted by looking in your eyes 

so beautiful and blind 

and your lips so pretty and so dumb.

-Cubanate, Vortech I.

Attributes

Physical (5)


Social (7)


Mental (3)

Strength: 
2

Charisma (Magnetic):
4
Perception:
2

Dexterity: 
3

Manipulation:

3
Intelligence:
2

Stamina: 
3

Appearance (Sultry):
4
Wits:

2

Abilities

Talents (13)


Skills (9)


Knowledges (5)

Alertness:
2

Crafts:


3
Computer:
2

Athletics:
1

Etiquette:

3
Linguistics:
2

Empathy:
3

Firearms:

2
Medicine:
1

Expression:
3

Stealth:


2


Streetwise:
2

Subterfuge:
3

Advantages

Backgrounds (5)

Disciplines (3)


Virtues (7)

Generation:

2
Auspex:

1
Conscience:
3

Allies (Black Thorns):
1
Celerity:

1
Self-Control:
3

Herd (Black Thorns):
1
Presence:

1
Courage:
4

Resources:

1

Humanity:

6
Willpower:

4
Blood Pool:
12

Character:

Background:


Nina was born to a Chinese father and a Japanese mother and, working along the same logic lines, it made perfect sense for her to grow up in a Latino ghetto. She spent most of her life trying to fit into one culture or another and never quite being allowed to integrate fully. She was too Japanese for the Chinese, too Chinese for the Japanese, too flat for the Chiqanas, and too Chiqa for the white girls. Years went by and taught Nina that people really weren’t that interested in plumbing the depths of a person’s soul, just in dipping their toes into the first few inches and having a bit of a splash. As a reaction to this, Nina developed an amazing and extremely engaging demeanour without ever bothering to cultivate any proper character depth. If people were only interested in judging a book by its cover, she reasoned, then why not make the cover more like a glossy magazine and less like a dictionary?


Nina was brought over at the same time as Pete and Carl, about four weeks ago, after over a year and a half of faithful and very devoted service to the Black Thorns in general and to Arcturus in particular. She initially found the change a little difficult to deal with. Having spent most of her life learning how best to please people and conform to their wishes, having the brethren scrambling over one another to serve her was initially disconcerting but she’s started to grow into being treated with an almost religious reverence.

Roleplaying:


Were you to be honest with yourself you’d admit that vampirism hasn’t made you as happy as you thought it would. Yes the being waited on hand and foot is great but it’s not as interesting now that all you can consume is blood. Similarly now you’re even more desirable than before, vampirism having increased your already considerable charms, but sex no longer brings you any pleasure whatsoever. And as for the superpowers, they certainly don’t even begin to compensate for the fact that even simple things like a walk in the park on a sunny day are denied to you forever more. Definitely a person with one foot on either side of the fence between vampire and human, wondering how the gains outweigh the losses.

The Others:

· Mark: You two used to have a thing for a while a few years ago but then Arcturus gave Mark the gift of night and all that changed. You still find yourself very emotionally attracted to him and occasionally find yourself jealous if the girl he decides to feed off is particularly pretty.
· James: He’s crude, rude, coarse, violent, and has all the charm of a rutting pig…and they’re just his better qualities. He’s also intolerant of anyone he considers too “mainstream” and needlessly destructive. You’ll never fathom why Arcturus chose to gift him with immortality.
· Arcturus: Before you met this man, your life had no purpose and no direction. Arcturus gave you both and all he wanted was your love. You initially figured that he was just like everyone else, only interested in the tight ass in the PVC skirt and specifically how to get it out of the PVC skirt. Then you found out about the nightbreed and now you’re one of them. A small part of you wonders why, if being a vampire is so great, why does Arcturus need to surround himself with humans? Most of you is still in awe of him, though.
· Jason: Shy, disconnected, and always slightly haunted by something. You hear that he was brought over because he’s a psychic but you’re not sure how much credence you’d give that. Still, you’ve heard the screams when he wakes up in the middle of the night and, even just for a moment, you wonder what exactly what he saw…
· Pete: Pete joined the Black Thorns because of you and you occasionally feel guilty about dragging him into this world of crime and blood but usually you just let the pleasure his company brings wash the guilt away. He’s really smart , pretty cute, and totally into you. You’re sorry you didn’t give it a chance back when you were both breathing.
· Carl: He grew up a Black Thorn for most of his life, you’re not sure whether to feel jealous of him or sorry for him. He took a shine to you from the moment you joined up and has been kind of a little, big brother figure to you all the way along. He showed you where all the warmest and driest spots to sleep in were, where the warmest blankest were stored, and even where all the spy-holes are in the building.
Name: Carl


Age: 18



Chronicle: Human Drum

Haven: The Silver Screen
Generation: 11th 
Concept: Black Thorns Member


Can you take the pace? can you make the grade?
Try to take friends try to choose a side
Try to choose friends try to take a side
Exert disorder exert disorder exert disorder destroy
-Cubanate, Antimatter.

Attributes

Physical (7)


Social (5)


Mental (3)

Strength: 

    3
Charisma:

1
Perception:
3

Dexterity (lithe & graceful): 5
Manipulation (Emotive):
4
Intelligence:
2

Stamina: 

    2
Appearance:

3
Wits:

2

Abilities

Talents (13)


Skills (9)


Knowledges (5)

Alertness:

1
Firearms:

3
Computer:
1

Athletics:

2
Melee:


2
Linguistics:
2

Brawl:


2
Stealth:


3
Medicine:
1

Dodge:


3
Survival:

3
Occult:

1

Intimidation:

2


Leadership:

1

Streetwise:

3

Subterfuge:

2


Advantages

Backgrounds (5)

Disciplines (3)


Virtues (7)

Generation:

2
Celerity:

2
Conscience:
3

Allies (Black Thorns):
1
Auspex:

1
Self-Control:
4

Herd (Black Thorns):
1




Courage:
3

Resources:

1

Humanity:

7
Willpower:

3
Blood Pool:
12

Character:

Background:


Carl can’t remember too much of his life before he became a Black Thorn. He has vague memories of his mom, of walking out of a store with her, of a lot of loud noises and screaming, of his mom covered in blood and not able to get up off the pavement, and of the cold, dead eyes of passers-by pretending not to see him as he cried out for someone to help his mommy wake up. That day was the day before his eighth birthday and they had gone to that store because his mom had wanted to buy him a special birthday cake, one that was baked especially for him instead of just coming out of a box like normal.


Older members of the ‘Thorns told him they found him asleep in the old popcorn machine, soaked to the bone from the rain outside and half-starved. The Black Thorns adopted him and became the only family that he ever really knew. He’ll occasionally pause and wonder who/where his dad is and why he never came looking but there always seems to be more to do and less time for head-scratching. He was turned approximately a month ago, making him simultaneously the longest-standing Black Thorns member and the shortest-turned vampire, both facts he finds frustrating. 

Roleplaying:


Carl is a very typical graduate from the school of hard knocks; lippy, swaggering, and always eager to prove he’s just as good as the next person. He resents the fact that Arcturus waited so long before bringing him over but admits that Arcturus was making some sense when he told Carl that to turn him earlier would be to imprison Carl in the body of a child forever more. Carl sees himself as the logical replacement for Arcturus, being ,most conversant with the rules and traditions of the Black Thorns and, as such, is just waiting for something to compromise Arcturus’ stranglehold on leadership of the ’Thorns.

The Others:

· Mark: A spoilt upper-middle class brat with a hard-on for black clothes and depressing song lyrics. You wouldn’t take this floppy-haired wannabe seriously at all if he wasn’t already Arcturus’ second in command.  It particularly annoys you how he talks to everyone like he’s just finished having sex with them; those half-lidded eyes, the silky voice, and the relaxed smile…it makes you sick.
· James: Severe anger management issues in a studded leather jacket. Got a real thing about sticking it to the man, though, and the nuts to chase what he believes so you respect him for that, at least.
· Nina: Mark’s ex- and an all-round great girl. She’s good-looking, smart, and doesn’t talk down to you. On the other side, she’s one of those problem chicks you see all the time on Ricki Lake, one of the ones who can’t help but be attracted to guys who treat them like dirt which means that she’s still dogging after Mark even though they’re ancient history and he can barely remember her name half the time. It pisses you off that you care about her more than she cares about herself but you’re not sure what to do about it.
· Jason: Arcturus’ flavour of the weak from about four months ago. You don’t know much about this guy except that he turned up a while back and went straight in to meet with Arcturus and walked out of the office a vampire. Apparently he’s haunted or something. You don’t really care about him and, once he took the hint, everything’s been fine between you both.
· Pete: There’s one born every day and this guys certainly fits the bill. Tall, blonde-haired, blue-eyed, check-shirted, and completely into Nina. The guy just plain doesn’t fit in...and yet Arcturus saw fit to bring him over before you. Frankly, you don’t trust this him.
· Arcturus: The main man, for the moment. Some day, and some day soon, it’ll be out with the old and in with the new. In the meantime, Arcturus has been good enough to you all so you don’t feel any animosity to him.
Name: Pete


Age: 19



Chronicle: Human Drum

Haven: The Silver Screen
Generation: 11th 
Concept: Black Thorns Member


i have weighed your words with caution 

i have convinced myself to my satisfaction 

of the basis of their contradiction. 

why are you here?

-Cubanate, Why Are You Here?

Attributes

Physical (3)


Social (5)


Mental (7)

Strength: 
2

Charisma:

3
Perception:

3

Dexterity: 
2

Manipulation:

2
Intelligence (Studious):
4

Stamina: 
2

Appearance:

3
Wits:


3

Abilities

Talents (5)


Skills (9)


Knowledges (13)

Alertness:
2

Animal Ken:

1
Academics:

3

Athletics
3

Crafts:


2
Computer:

3

Empathy:
2

Drive:


1
Investigation:

3

Expression:
1

Etiquette:

2
Linguistics:

2

Streetwise:
1

Firearms:

1
Medicine:

2





Survival:

2

Advantages

Backgrounds (5)

Disciplines (3)


Virtues (7)

Generation:

2
Auspex:

2
Conscience:
5

Allies (Black Thorns):
1
Fortitude:

1
Self-Control:
3

Herd (Black Thorns):
1




Courage:
3

Resources:

1

Humanity:

7
Willpower:

5
Blood Pool:
12

Character:

Background:


Born in sleepy suburbia, a straight-B student all the way through school, worked two paper rounds all the way till his SAT year, quarterback on the schools’ b-team…you name it, Pete’s done it and come second-best. Not the best, not the worst, not even one of the faceless masses in the middle. Nope, second best, number two, the photo-finish loser. Was the truth to be told, a damn content second-best at that. Pete never really trusted excellence so he always cut back that instant before the finish line and let a less talented student pass him for a photo finish.


Then came that night four months ago, when he was dared to walk into The Asylum, an industrial/metal bar in a really scuzzy area of town, wearing his very best Hanson t-shirt. From the moment he walked in, he knew he was being marked and assessed by everyone there. He walked to the bar and attempted to order a beer in his gravelliest voice, only to drop it across some two hundred pound mutant in a KMFDM flak vest. Before the guys could shove Pete’s head so far up his ass that he’d need a glass stomach to see where he was going, she marched straight up to him, kissed him, and led him by the chin until they were outside. Pete knew there and then that this was the girl for him. What poise, what grace, what a stroke of luck she was there to save his life at that moment!

Roleplaying:


You’ve been accepted into the Black Thorns in spite of your “mainstream” style because the gang need what they call a “face man”, someone who fits in and doesn’t arouse suspicion, and you fit the bill perfectly. You were made into a vampire just about a month ago and you’ve adjusted pretty well so far. You never really felt that tied to anything much in your old life so you didn’t find it too hard to say goodbye to it and leap headlong down this new path that had just appeared. Besides, Nina was here so you couldn’t think of anywhere you’d rather be. You’re studious, diligent, reliable, organised, polite, and practical, the perfect all-American toy. They say that nice guys finish last but you’d always contend that there wasn’t much point in finishing at all if you weren’t going to do it right. More than one person has made the mistake of presuming that just because you’re polite, you’re an idiot, but never twice.

The Others:

· Mark: He seems very self-absorbed and not the happiest person in the world but he certainly has a talent for leadership and the others trust him with their lives so that’s good enough for. You know that Nina still has the hots for him but this does not threaten you because you can see that Mark just isn’t interested. You do wish he’d be a little nicer to her, though.
· James: You remember what it was like to be that insecure that all you wanted to do was hide away behind a wall of threats and bluster. It would be easy to dismiss James as just an asshole but that would only serve to make things worse and wouldn’t help him in the long run at all. Instead, you’ve promised to be as supportive of him as possible in order to try ands help him get over whatever it is that’s tearing him up inside like this.
· Nina: You can honestly say this girl is the best thing you’ve ever been lucky enough to experience. Sure, she has a few problems and has a thing for jerks but you’re confident that if you just hang around and be yourself, she’ll eventually come around to seeing how great you guys would be together. You’ve uprooted your entire life to prove to her how committed you are to making this work out.
· Jason: Every so often you meet somebody you just plain don’t understand and Jason is that every so often. He’s been around longer than you but doesn’t seem interested in learning the ropes or fitting in. Half the time he’s just staring off into space and talking very softly under his breath.
· Arcturus: You’ve only met him once, on your first day, and wound up discussing philosophy with him. He fed you the line about how the destination wasn’t important, only the journey and you replied that a journey with no destination is just directionless wandering. Arcturus laughed in genuine pleasure at your reply and nest thing you knew, he had called Nina and Carl into the room too and gifted the three of you with immortality.
· Carl: You have no idea what you’ve done to offend him but it’s obvious that he really doesn’t like you. You’ve come to the conclusion that his dislike of you is more about him than it is about you so you’re not going to worry too much about it.
Name: James


Age: 20



Chronicle: Human Drum

Haven: The Silver Screen
Generation: 11th 
Concept: Black Thorns Member


sometimes when the night falls
I need "the noise"
I wanna burn it down
sometimes I wanna start again
I wanna tear it down
I wanna burn it down

-Cubanate, Hatesong.
Attributes

Physical (7)


Social (3)


Mental (5)

Strength (Powerful): 
4
Charisma (Magnetic):
3
Perception:

2

Dexterity: 

2
Manipulation:

1
Intelligence:

2

Stamina (Tough): 
4
Appearance (Sultry):
2
Wits (Impulsive):
4

Abilities

Talents (13)


Skills (9)


Knowledges (5)

Alertness:

3
Drive:


2
Computer:

2

Athletics:

2
Firearms:

2
Investigation:

1

Brawl:


4
Melee:


4
Law:


1

Dodge:


3
Stealth:


2
Medicine:

1

Streetwise:

2

Advantages

Backgrounds (5)

Disciplines (3)


Virtues (7)

Generation:

2
Potence:

2
Conscience:
3

Allies (Black Thorns):
1
Fortitude:

2
Self-Control:
3

Herd (Black Thorns):
1




Courage:
4

Resources:

1

Humanity:

6
Willpower:

6
Blood Pool:
12

Character:

Background:


James grew up in an underprivileged family in the worst neighbourhood in LA. When he was eleven his crack-head mother stabbed his alcoholic father in his sleep and then tried to burn James alive in his bedroom to get rid of the evidence. James’ panicked squealing woke the neighbours, who called the cops, who kicked in the door and rescues James narrowly. James was transferred from foster home to foster home for the next five years of his life until eventually, on his sixteenth birthday, he walked out the front door of St. Peter’s juvenile care centre with the warden’s car keys and disappeared into the L.A. sprawl.


James spent his life fighting and so it was almost inevitable that his outward-directed aggression and violent impulses would bring him into contact with the industrial music scene, and from there into contact with the Black Thorns. James was turned a year ago after a long eight-month stint as a member of the brethren.

Roleplaying:


You can honestly say that being a member of the Black Thorns has given you a sense of purpose that nothing else has yet managed to equal. Unlike any of the others and their bleeding-heart liberal bullshit, you love being a vampire. You’ve always fancied yourself as a bit of an urban predator so it’s nice to be recognised for what you’re good at. If life has taught you anything it’s that nothing ever came easy to anyone and if you think something’s going your way it’s because you’ve been too blind to see it falling apart. As such, you hate the drones, as you call “normal” people, for their blindness and their self-righteousness. Similarly, most counter-culture movements nauseate you because they’re so weak and ineffectual.

The Others:

· Mark: He takes himself a little too seriously and gets bogged down in details but he’s got the right idea.
· Arcturus: The man who opened the door to a whole new life and continues to offer you protection, shelter, guidance, and –hell- even a family! You’d die for nobody but if there’s a man you’d be willing to kill for, it’s Arcturus.
· Nina: Easy on the eye, easy on the ear, but ultimately just a bundle of insecurities and histrionics in a tight skirt and a push-up bra.
· Jason: What the fuck is it with the lost puppy act? Sycophants like this really make you physically ill! “I see dead people”, well, so do you, all the fucking time, and you don’t feel the need to snivel about it!
· Pete: Proof that nothing’s ever simple. Arcturus’ new favourite toy is a blonde-haired, check-shirted, all-American boy! This puppet is everything wrong with white America and, what guts you, you can’t even touch him. Frustrating, but only in the short term, Clark Kent here will go out of fashion eventually and when he does, WHAM! 
· Carl: He’s hardcore Black Thorn, you have a lot of respect for this kid.
Name: Jason


Age: 17



Chronicle: Human Drum

Haven: The Silver Screen
Generation: 11th 
Concept: Black Thorns Member


Hey now I got news for you
you're the week’s big disappointment
better take your pills and shut up
how's that for a taste of the treatment?

-Cubanate, Build.

Attributes

Physical (5)


Social (3)

Mental (7)

Strength: 

2
Charisma:
3
Perception (Keen & Intuitive):
5

Dexterity: 

2
Manipulation:
1
Intelligence:


3

Stamina (Hardy):
4
Appearance:
2
Wits:



2

Abilities

Talents (13)


Skills (5)


Knowledges (9)

Alertness:

3
Animal Ken:
2

Academics:

1

Athletics:

2
Drive:

2

Computer:

2

Brawl:


1
Survival:
1

Investigation:

3

Dodge:


2




Medicine:

1

Empathy:

3




Occult:


2

Expression:

1




Science:

2

Streetwise:

1

Advantages

Backgrounds (5)

Disciplines (3)


Virtues (7)

Generation:

2
Auspex:
3

Conscience:

4

Allies (Black Thorns):
1




Self-Control:

4

Herd (Black Thorns):
1




Courage:

4

Resources:

1

Humanity:

8
Willpower:
5

Blood Pool:

12
Character:

Background:


Jason had a normal childhood until the age of twelve, when he was in a serious car accident that left his parents and two siblings dead, and him trapped in the wreckage overnight with the corpses of his family for a full six hours. Ever since then Jason has been a little…different. He regularly wakes up screaming, occasionally spaces out for long periods of time and periodically has conversations with people who aren’t there. Depending on the point of view of the various therapists he’s been to see, he’s either suffering for post-traumatic stress or the trauma awakened some natural psychic abilities.


Mark actively recruited Jason into the Black Thorns under the promise of being given the means to control his latent abilities by Arcturus. As it turns out, vampirism, while it sharpens the corporeal senses to a positively inhuman degree, serves only to fog up the third eye and dull all the metaphysical senses. While his abilities have stopped plaguing him, he only gets the very occasional involuntary trance these days, it does mean that the company of his family, something he had gotten very used to, is now something he has had to learn to do without.

Roleplaying:


Jason is the slightly lost child character in the grand story of the Black Thorns. While easily mistaken for some sort of autistic idiot-savant, Jason is actually very aware indeed of what’s going on, just very shy among the living and often finds himself tongue-tied when not talking to dead people. Jason should ideally be played as a quirky mix of strength and vulnerability, a character of a young maturity level who has seen enough to make men twice his age blanch.

The Others:

· Mark: The man who recruited you into the ‘Thorns. Occasionally he thinks of himself as your mentor, occasionally as your friend, usually his behaviour seems to be a mixture of good-natured ribbing and urbane contempt.
· James: A man who’s so afraid of becoming another cog in the machine that he instead seems to want to become just another beast.
· Nina: a cracked porcelain doll with many hands tearing her in many different directions. Eventually they’ll just tear her apart.
· Arcturus: An architect of one of the most beautiful cages ever contrived. A cage is still a cage, however, and robs one of freedom, regardless of how beautiful the bars may be.
· Pete: A man going to commit the most inhuman acts for the most human of all failings, love.
· Carl: If a tree grows up in a shadow, it ends up a washed-out and twisted thing so full of pain that pain is all that it can give to others and all it can receive in return.
