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Mr. Stone d;:eamed : &

He dreamed of a mass of hands grasping him and drawing him into a’crushing embrace. He dreamed of them . P
~ _ wrapping around hi$ ankles and pg]_ling'him down into dark, cold water. He dreamed of frigid metal hands
around his neck. -

He woke gasping for air every night, but the waking world offered him little respite. He'd seen the thing
“that attacked him whenever he closed his eyes. He'd watched a body, a body he knew to be dead, change
" before his eyes into a horrifying, inhuman shape made of steel hands. In a moment of terrified'madness, he
had attacked it with surgical tools and felt its crushing grip on his windpipe.

He woke with a bruised neck and a missing body. He woke to mysteriously missing Security camera footage.
He woke to a.world he no longer understood. ; -

Now he couldn't sleep'without prescription medications. He couldn't face his job. He used up his leave
hiding at home. He told nobody what he had seen. -

One day someone came to him with the footage. A woman, kind and diplomatic. Stone was terrified and

relieved in equal measure, vindigated and horrified that what he had seen was true. She told him that

he was not alone, that others had seen the same things, that it would be safest for him not to say -
anything. Strangely, this was reassuring. The world was far'stréﬁger than Stone could ever

: imagine, but at least he understood how it worked. '

They Pecame friends, after a fashion, sharing stories. The woman put him in tolich

with a support group of people with similar experiences, normal people like

‘Stone rather than the crazed conspiracy theorists he'd found online.

Eventually the woman admitted that she was interested in him; Stone
was just the sort of person she was looking for.

The woman made him an offer. : ; @ :
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The 1obby was spacious and sunny, transparently designed
to be as welcoming and pleasant as possible. Gentle colors,
natural 1ighting, even a water feature. The cameras that
watched every window were subtle enough that they didn't
ruin tHe overall effect, but Stone noticed them He understood -+
that this space was a disguise: A weak one, despite how much P
effort and money had likely been spent on it.

Then again, perhaps that was the point. A warning. A clear
message. You are being watched. »

The click of shoes orrphe tiles announced someone new
was arriving, walking quitkly. Stone stood up, putting down
some promotional materials he'd been idly leafing through,
and turned to greet the newcomer. She was notably short and
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dressed somewhat casually. Her eyes were ‘brigh't, her face relatively unlined, but there was gray at her

" temples: Stone was good at guessing ages, but she was a ehallenge i v b
._'--'Lovely ‘to meet you. Ananya Dhillon, I'11 be your supervisor here. Enjoying thé sunshine?"
 Stone smiled weakly as he took her hand "It's different from Seattle." .
- "I would imagine so. How about your apartment? Enjoying the v-iew?“ 7 . _ ’
"If's quite something." ; : o= 3 = },

"You'll get used to it, believe me. 'm sure you're excited and nervous about Staitjng. T1l giveyouaquick
tour, but before we start I should probably tell you this is very much the point of no return. Ready to dive in?"

! Memoriesof lengthy nondisclosure agreements swam to the forefront of Stone's mind. Dhillon's sm:le was
* bright and cheerful, but he understood the deepet meaning, the ramifications of his choice.

"Wlth'both feet. Please, give me the tour."

"Here s your ID badge. If you'd like to follow mé, I'm going to get right to the exciting stuff and
show you the specimen labs."

Dhillon led the way to an elevator. Though from the outside the bujlding was a glittering
skyscraper, Stone wasn't surprised to discover they were headed down, not up.

"First of all, I'd just like to say that we're very happy to have you, Mr. Stone. A man
with your background, why, if we hadn't hired you LDI or some TCG front might have
scooped you up, but Deva is where you belong. We don't headhunt often, you know,
even though we're always looking for new researchers. Most of our staff are
recruited internally from various subsidiaries, and are carefully vetted and
profiled before they're invited to work for us here at Luminous."

"T'm honored. Call me Sam, please. How does the internal
pathway work?"

"Potential candidates are brought to our attention based on
the quality of their work. Then they're vetted, even profiled.
°. Espionage is a real concern. The ones we think might be ready to
work in Luminous or one of our other specialist labs are exposed
gradually, carefully, to something...unusual. We actually reuse some
of the same objects and lifeforms, ones we know are safe to handle, for
this purpose. Something clearly unusual, but not dangerous, to open
people's eyes. We're 1ooking for people like you, people smart enough
to accept the evidence and wise enough tokeep quiet about it. It's
disappointingly rare. When most people see something that shatters
their worldview they rejeCt it or start babbling about it."

' The elevatox arrivéd at a brightly lit corridor. Stone tried no1-: to
react to the two armed guards that escorted them wordlessly from the

elevator to a locked door.
-]

"This is the Exotic Biota lab" Dhillon said, swiping her access card # &
and flashing the gquards a guick smile. "We keep live specimens here. In I ‘.} 7
fact, we'll be passing through the Hound enclosure before we enter the
lab proper. You firsg, please.”

-

Stone stepped through into a low-ceilinged corridor with another door
at the end. The corridor stank of rust and cordite. Thin grilles‘and holes
in the walls reminded him uncomfortably of murder-holes in some medieval
gatehouse. He could hear movement behind the walls. Something was reacting
to them, sniffing, shuffling, and hissing. -
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. "They don't sound like dogs."

"That's because they aren't. They're actually a part of our security, a way of detecting undesirables|" '
Dhillon said, keying a code into the next door. "I'm happy to say you've passed.” et

Stone decided not to ask. On the other side was a security checkpoint with more armed guards, but =
beyond them was a bullpen of computers, desks, and cubicles. Unjformed staff glanced up at them before
W § returning to their work. . R T

“This is the main area. There are side offices there, and secure laboratories and, containment cells over
. there. Microbiology is through there. This isn't your department, but you'll be in here often enough. David,
- this is Sam Stone. It's his first day. Stone, this is David Ford."

"Nice to meet you, Sam How's your cryptozoology?" p
David was young, younger than Stone, with a faint Australian accent.
"Isn't this the wrong climate for Bigfoot or Nessie?"

-David smiled and Dhillon laughed. It didn't sound forced, but Stone didn't believe it * S
for a second. : . ga

"Funny you should mention Bigfoot," David said, with a wink.
"We do have an ape, I believe" Dhillon explained. .
"Want me to give him a quick tour, An?"

"Very well. Very quick, just show him one or two organisms to give hima basic
idea of what toexpect There's no time for anything with biohazard procedures so
no microbiology, no Flatwoods."

"A shame. Well, you'x}e already met the Hounds. Let's start small. You don't
have a problem with rats, do you? Let me show you the Rat King."

David led them to a room filled with cages, metal frames inside
plastic containers. It reeked of sawdust. The tages were filled with
rats, rats of all sizes and colors.

"These are a mix of wild type Rattus rattus some domesticated
Rattus norvegicus even one or two Rattus exulans That's native to the
Philippines. Welve also got some laboratory rats in there, mostly Wistars.

; We try to introduce new, unusual rats from time to time to see if they
y x‘_ag: get incorporated.”

\ \J. "Incorporated?”

o 4 "The King isn't one of these rats, it's all of them They're not a colony,
they're one super-organism They don't socialize like other rats.'

: L * ?
Stone could see that. The rats weren't playing or eating or exploring. In
fact, the rats'seemed to have noticed his presence. As one, they seemed to
-berlooking at him. ®

" "Al1l rats we've introduced so far-have become part of the colony, but all
~other rodents, even mice, have been rejected. THey solve puzzles in perfect
synchrony and their intelligence seems to be linked to their numbers. As
such, we have to keep their population under tight control. When we dissect
them things get really strange. We see unusual neuronal development and, well,
clockwork organs.” '

"Clockwork organs?"
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Tﬁf,communicate over that distance. T've proposed a follow-up study in which—"

-

[ ]

"It'sthe hearts first, generally. We don't understand the process. It's not as tHough we're feeding them + -
_metalsHere, some of the older ones have a few outward signs. See the teeth? The discoloration of the fur?
Unfortunately, they're harder to sacrifice after their lungs are altered, and they're better at escaping
when they're older, so we don't generally let them live their full lifespan. We're currently investigating
how they cooperate when they're not in physical proximity. The results are incredible; we've seen
them pressing buttons in one room to affect another room over 300 meters away. They're clearly able to
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"I don't think we need to bore Sam on his first day, David"
"Sorry. Pet project." David gave him another wink.

| As they headed back to the main office space, Stone's eyes fell on a note stuck on one of the doors.

""Room Seventeen is not empty." - ] . :

"Seventeen...yes. Whatever's in there is, uh, very difficult to rernembe:.’, hence the note. I'd have to consult-: -
our files to tell you wHat it was, but I do know it's classified as safe '

"So what are the Hounds?"

"Ah. Well,they're dangerous, but not as dangerous as the alternative" David said, without his
susual eagerness.

"What -are they? Or were they, whatever is more appropriate.”

"They're, uh, a mi>£ Literally. Crosé—testing and keeping some organisnﬁ in close proximity had
Some unforeseen consequences. They're mostly mammalian and reptilian, though there are a few
arthropod features." iV '

"T-think that's enough for now," said Dhillon, firmly. "Y_ou'll'-have the opportunity to familiarize
yourself with the biota later." : : @ 3

* "See you around," David said, as Dhillon steered Stone down another corridor.

"It's time to head down to my floor, our floor. The secure elevator is this way, just
over here. You'll get used to David's enthusiasm, I promise. You're awareigthat we're
responsible for human testing. Rest assuired, our human subjects aren't so...
anomalous as the biota and they're treated far better. They're patients
as much as experimental subjects, and I encourage you to use the
term Remember we're trying to maximize potential, get the.most
from the body," she said, echoing phrases-Stonehad seen on
some pamphlets on a table in thé lobby. 5

Stone nodded. - o

"We divide our outwardly human subjects into two
main categories. Those in Category A generally have a...
deformation of sorts..I've seen a man with glass lenses in
place of eyes, another with vices for hands, and a young
woman with tattoos moving like ferrofluids under her
skin. Sometimes it's subtler." : :

_ The elevator opened to reveal a space that Stone
could see was designed to evoke a hospital. Everything
from the lighting, the vile pink color of the walls, and the
vague smell of hand®anitizer was exactly correct.

"As far as we can tell, all Category As were changed
after exposure.to various vectors. We're studying these 2
vectors; youll get to read through relevant studies laters
In addition to their physical..aberrations, many-of-them
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! Lappear to possess othér capabilities. One of the reasons I like to show new starters the Biota Lab.first
iS to open their minds a little, not that I think youneed it. We've seen evidence of entire hew models of " e
sensory perception. One patient appeared to be able to intuit emotional states and thought processes,
even in subjects she was unable to see, smell, or touch. One of our other patients appears to possess some
form'of electroreception. Are you familiar with electroreception?"

"Sharks. They use it to locate prey."

¥
"Exactly. Now, our patient doesn't bite! He's a lovely man, actually, you'll probably get to know him We'ré' 8
testing his limits and looking into applications for his ability." - .

LK
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"Applicatipns?" L

: ] e
"I'11 come to that. Now, unfortunately we do need to talk about Category 1. They're different. Dangerous, ]
Category As, well, a few of them have volatile personalities or unusual abilities with the potential to do g
-+ - harm but they're ordinary peoplesby and large. Category s are not. They often preseﬁt as Catego;:y As
- -- humans with something odd about them - it's absolutély vital to understand that they're not human and
they never were." -

"So what I saw...”

"Was a Category 73, yes. Not the first we've seen faking death, or possibly in a state of cryptobiosis.
They're very, very good at pretending to be human. They beg, they cry, they'll do anything to make you
believe..but when they're desperate, when we dismantle their lies and reveal their false identities for what
they are — few hold up to sustained scrutiny — they reveal themselves." -

- m

"Do they..do they all 1ook like—" : ..

"No. Category s can present like As, which is why the security for this floor is especially strict. It can
take time-to unravel the lies around a B so we're always investing in ways to speed up the process. The
Hounds are one — they're very, véry good at detecting Category ¥s. Microbiology has samples of a
mold that's proven extremely efficacious at detecting Category Bs, though unfortunately it's not

safe to use for routine screening." -

"Toxic?"

Dhillon laughed. "Oh my, no. Nothing so simple, but still very much not

something you want to be exposed to- It does reveals Category Bs for what

they are, though. We don't generally have many in holding, and certainly
not forrlong. Frustratingly, Category 13 subjects have proven

incredibly difficult to contain. Most are acquired posthumously.

We-do know.that exposure to Category B tissue can, in rare cases, "

actsas a vector that can lead to the aberrations seen in '
Category A" = g

"Do you have any at present?"

"We have one: Tt's wounded and likely to remain so,
which might be how we've been able to keep it in containment. .
Youll get the opportunity.to go through our recordings, :
but I'm afraid you probably won't get to interact with it much,
not until you've familiarized yourself with our files : #
on previous specimens.” : :
Stone looked relieved. Dhillon noticed, and smiled
encouragingly. .

"You'll get used to it

"So. You mentioned applications. You want to reproduce
what the Category As can do?"



"It!s one avenue we're pursuing, certainly, but it's not evérything we do. Foremost we're 1looking to .
~.contain and study. So many of our test subjects, down here and in the biota labs, are potentially dangero‘&_.,\
. 'Some aren't easily confined. A large part of our job is sEudying how best to contain our slibjects, sometimes

‘» for their own safety. But you're right; science isn't science if it's not reproducible. In the long term we aim

51 /to do more than just study."

. "Maximizing potential. Getting the most from the body." _ . e

"Exactly so, Mr. Stone. I think we understand one another perfectly. Now, I'm afraid I can't let yeu meet i
any of the patients on this floor just yet. You've got a lot of reading to do, first of all, not to mention :
mandatory training. Later this morning you'll be meeting with the Health and Safety Officer for fire-safety
training and then IT will probably want to finalize a few account details. We'll be heading upstairs for
_ . that, but first T'd like to show you your office."

*Sam Stone accepted the woman's offer. Not the ;Ob offer; that came later. As far as the wider
world was concerned, nothing changed. Sam Stone went back to work, told the same jokes, did
the same things he always did, except now he slept without dreaming of hands around his
neck. The security footage was leaked, carefully, and in time the job offer came.

Now he sat in an office, his office, reading through a file. Stone wore an expression
of interest and chewed an apple. He suspected thére might be hidden cameras or
recording devices in the room though he couldn't easily search for them without
farousing suspicion.

Underneath Stone's carefully controlled expressions and steady
_heartbeat, the creature that called itself Mudra, whenever it needed a
name for itself, read each file with a mixture of dread and amusement.
What Deva knew and what they believed they knew were equally
terrifying, thotgh their gaps and assumptions were considerable.
That might be a factor of clearance level, though. Stone was still
- low on the totem pole. Those higher up probably knew more about
~ the Machine. Perhaps they'd reveal what they knew in time, if they
liked Stone's performance and he passed whatever psychological
Ccriteria they had set.

Despite the danger, Mudra was tempted to stay. Perhaps it could
bring down Deva from the inside. Mudra knew it could avoid detection
from the Hounds, after all; they hadn't beenable to sense its questing
fingers beneath Stone's human skin.

Mudra knew it couldn't stay, though. Tt would confent itself by :
passing everything itdlearnied to a few Saboteur friends instead. Mudra
had to leave. Someone needed it.

Stone had spent some time with his coworkers in the canteen, whistling =~ &
to himself while he brewed coffee. If any of his colleagues noticed they #
were now whistling, too, what of it? It was just a little tune. How could e
any of them know that it was an infectious vector, a delivery system for a
coded message? a

Eventu—ally the captive would hear: it and knew that Mudra was here. She
would know that Mudra would get her out of this place., And she would know
that Mudra loved her still.
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Assume nothing. The world is an artifice over a great Ma-

chine, a mask for an insidious infection of cosmic design.
You and your peers steal human skins to hide from techno-
logic terrors, eking out a desperate existence in the spaces be-
tween knows-nothing and knows-too-much. Secrets and lies
are your only native tongue. You know better than to take
any word at face value, especially the word of God.

That doesn’t mean you can operate in a vacuum. Trust
no one is more than a cliché¢, but it’s no way to Descend.
Spurn your fellows and soon you’ll be lined up for repro-
cessing. Taking the fight back to the God-Machine is no
solo mission; the flow of information is a living thing,
and whether it’s trustworthy or not, you can’t deny it.

It might just surprise you.

Common wisdom states: Once is coincidence, twice is
happenstance, three times is enemy action. Demons know
that contrary to common wisdom, once is enemy action. Fight-
ing their endless cold war, the Unchained must treat every
interaction with a degree of suspicion, but it would be irra-
tional and self-defeating to reject every potential ally because
she might (possibly, theoretically, likely) be a traitor. Demons
can’t afford to despair in the paradox of their relationships.
They need equilibrium, or else they might as well prostrate
themselves before the Machine and be done with it.

The demons, angels, exiles, stigmatics, and cryptids in
this book wear many hats, but none are fixed. A hunter
angel is a vital resource if the mission is right, and a de-
mon can be far more dangerous than any of the God-Ma-
chine’s partisans.

THEME

Everyone is your ally; no one is your friend. Loyalty is little
more than currency among demons, one that has a nasty
habit of burning those who refuse to spend it. Friendship
is just the first checkpoint on the path to betrayal — expect
no favors, owe no debts. The enemy will see weakness the
moment human resources become anything but numbers
on a spreadsheet.

Yet true transactional relationships are rare, even
among hardened operatives like the Unchained. When a
demon defects to the human race, the line between fragile
allegiance and genuine friendship blurs in the light of mor-
tal emotion, instinct, and necessity. Even the definition of
“enemy” distorts. Angels are agents of the God-Machine’s
will, but not all hunt demons. Some are open to negotia-
tion. Some can be bought. The reverse is also true: In Its
infinite dysfunction, the God-Machine knows a job for a
demon when an angel won’t do. And on the periphery of
these cloak-and-dagger games, stigmatics grasp for any help
they can get, whether for sublime truth or to spread more
perfect lies. Their cults make uneasy pacts in the shadow of
the Machine, but in the rapture of service, they still know
when to cut loose ends.

MOooD

Live fast, live sexy. The next mission might be the last,
but that’s what makes techgnostic espionage so hot. Com-
promise is only a false move away, so better to greet it in a
high-speed chase with a Gadget-fueled sports car, followed
by one hell of an explosion. Don’t look back.

Romance can be a liability or a perk of the job, and
all the more fun when it's both. The Unchained are se-
cret agents out of the wildest fever dreams of pop culture:
“Mr. Bond” hasn’t burned through six Covers for noth-
ing. Demons and their nemeses often occupy the bleak
Cold Warrior niche common to the spy genre, but they
can enjoy their work, too. What’s the point of gunning
down angels and blowing up Infrastructure if it doesn’t
look awesome?

But that’s how they get you. The glamor of spycraft
hides an alien nature. If the biomechanical mind offers
chills and thrills, it reveals nothing of the horror with-
in. Cool as they may be, the God-Machine’s children are
high-tech body snatchers and pod people. That doesn’t
make them any less sexy, but the fast life bears an electri-

fied edge.
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CHAPTER FOUR: HIGHWAY TO HELL
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Like previous entries in the series, Night Horrors: En-
emy Action is a rogues’ gallery to plug into long-running
chronicles, or to use for story seeds in new ones. It also
expands the setting of Demon: The Descent for players
and Storytellers, offering glimpses into unique occult cot-
ners of the world we haven’t yet explored, or have only
hinted at before.

DEMONS

First, we expose the secret identities of the most notori-
ous demons in the Chronicles of Darkness. These are the
superspies and master manipulators, archfiends to angels
and Unchained alike. Some think they’re close to Hell, but
others have whole new destinations:

Devoted to the mythical First Demon who may or may
not whisper to it through a broken Cipher, Brass is a dan-
gerous fanatic dedicated to freeing every angel.

In a world full of political spin and fake news, Clara
Davies is the voice of the Liberal Agenda, and her legion
of viewers takes every word as gospel.

Some urban legends spark the imagination, but few
bring a cold sense of dread like the stories of Marcus Al-
len Bentley, the Southside Ghoul.

The Mayor offers Hell on Earth, but within the gilded
cage she rules, her citizens (and her polls) will hold her to
that promise.

Miss Thread is a multitude, spreading a network of
her eyes and tendrils. Everyone knows and trusts Miss
Thread. Everyone is wrong.

Mr. Martini is your friendly neighborhood bartender
who knows too much to be fully trusted, but it’s just too
easy to confide in him.

As the hole in his heart devours everything and every-
one he holds dear, Mr. Void searches for an answer to a
question no one ever asked.

Ms. Thermal wants nothing more than to live as a
hawk forever, but her experiments in the forest stir up
trouble.

When an Agency finds their face wearing thin, Sanjha
shows up in town selling Covers on a massive scale, but
bloody secrets draw both the police and angels’ eyes to
the buyers.

With each break of dawn, Wednesday draws closer to
challenging the God-Machine on his own terms, but the
foundation of his power may be more fractured than the
eldest can understand.
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ANGELS

Next, we recount the holy host of the God-Machine.
More than automaton antagonists, these angels are wor-
thy opponents and sometime allies, at least as it suits their
missions:

Who better to protect people from the monsters in the
darkness than another monster, like Ataraxia?

As a Kpop group, Cheonsa serves the God-Machine
fanatically by removing all obstacles in their path.

Jennifer Jasper is an online TV reviewer who uses her
videos to direct operations for the God-Machine. Follow-
ing her advice has turned shitty shows to Emmy winners
within a season.

A stalwart shield, Mme Wong only hopes to fulfill her duty
and proves that she is a loyal servant of the God-Machine.

When hikers are lost or all alone, Mountain Mag-
gie can show them the way home.

When angels make a mistake and drop the wrong bod-
ies, Ms. Morgue is the one the God-Machine sends in to
sanitize the scene.

In addition to being a capable agent of the God-Ma-
chine and a clever techno-corporate climber, Miss Oph-
elia Adder is a thought experiment come to life.

Ricardo Collazo, the Gardener, gathers intel through
subterfuge, designing his grand plot through years of pa-
tient work. He arranges mortals like flowers, and observes
demons as they cut them down.

Contrary to her name, Summer Hopkins is no para-
gon of brightness or joy, driving the teens she pretends to
counsel over the edge into suicide.

To the uninitiated, Unwashed Isaac is a mere cleaner
in service to the God-Machine. The stains he erases in-
clude evidence of Infrastructure’s existence, and demons
fall within that category.

EXILES

From the ranks of the angels come the exiles, aban-
doned by the Machine but refusing the Fall. These exiles
aren’t always on your side, but they have resources de-
mons should (and must) take risks to access:

Mapping “the city” ever since mankind erected the first
stone tower, Carta only wishes for an end to her impossi-
ble task as her programming frays with every new failure.

Dame Steel, the Angel-Maker is remnant of a colder
world. She turns foes to friends and vice versa, whether
they’re conscious of it or not.

Damocles is a retired legend spending his days collect-
ing weapons. Are the bullets he sells as dangerous as the
lie he lives?



Dosiel knows something powerful enough to shake the
world, but that’s the one secret he won’t sell.

The broken angel Lavadiel stalks the streets, stealing
parts of demons and exiles in a fruitless quest to fix itself.

Liitzow reigns supreme over Berlin’s U-Bahn, abduct-
ing mortals from all stations and times to complete a task
the God-Machine never set it.

Y o\ o' 1
{_RYPTIDS

Cryptids occupy a strange position in the world of the
Unchained. Many are too mindless to become true friends or

foes, but some are so twisted they attain a gnosis all their own
— one that can be exploited, but shouldn’t be underestimated:

Alban just wants to be loved, but the poor sacrificial
goat can’t help but lead people to the slaughter.

The asteroidea is a monstrous sea creature, tainted and
fed by Aether, hunting coastal areas and leaving only the
bones of its victims behind. Its ability to “filter” Aether
makes it dangerous even to demons.

For generations, the rabble-rouser known as Beel-
zebub has caused turmoil in demonic Agencies, taking
advantage of the ensuing chaos to steal demonic bodies,
prolonging his unnatural life.

Legends tell of monstrous black dogs guarding stretches
of lonely roads, but the Black Mastiff has other motives.

For those desperate and persistent enough to find some-
one selling it, the graveyard bristle can offer a grieving per-
son succor. Of course, it all goes wrong in very short order.

The Hatchling just wants to feel safe and secure with
all the other bugs. Unfortunately, it’s the only one of its
kind...so far.

Perpetuated through spontaneous human combustion,
oxblood mold blights demonic Covers, threatening to ex-
pose the Unchained wherever it thrives.

Whispering Oak offers wisdom and eternal life, but eat-
ing the fruit of the Tree of Knowledge always carries a price.

HOW TO USE THIS $300K

STIGMATICS, SIEEPERS,
AND (CULTISTS

Finally, human beings are no less formidable than the
major players, particularly after the God-Machine touches
them. Angels and demons manipulate mortal dupes, but
what happens when these victims fight back, or become
powers in their own right?

Bianca Jonak was the star of a supernatural teen dra-
ma that was wildly popular in the 90s, but her show was
Infrastructure and now Bianca’s a Stigmatic. And trying
to get her show rebooted.

Brandon Clements looks for danger and excitement,
but never remembers finding it, acting as an unwitting
witness to the world.

Carlota Herrera uses her programming to fight back
against the God-Machine and anyone else who stands in
her way.

Donald Williams, the Blood Taker, just wants to un-
derstand what angels and demons are, and is willing to go
to any lengths to get his answers.

Grace Pham lives a double life as both a secretary and
an organizer of the Machine’s deadliest plans.

Liam Brown hides in plain sight, stealing the identi-
ties of those closest to the Unchained.

Shauna Jones finds and trains cryptids, then pits them
in fights against other supernatural creatures in an under-
ground gambling ring.

The Ten Thousand Names of God seems like an odd-
ball, yet harmless, cult of academics and scientists trying
to collect the names of historical deities with the belief
that doing so will lead to a spiritual singularity and the
uplifting of humanity. But then why do they have all this
advanced neuropsychiatric equipment and hidden re-
search labs all over the world?
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Demons. I hate these guys.

I mean, I amthese guys. One of them Okay, three. Anyway, I hate other
demons. You never know what you're dealing with. I got out of the
Machine's embrace because I wanted to know where I stood, and here
I am slap-bang in the middle of a society of people that never know
where they stand, ever. As my younger Cover would say, FML.

The demon sitting across from me is getting pissed, I'm guessing (I
have to guess because we don't have tells). If she snaps and decides
she wants to behead me, she could. I hear she does that.

"Look, I had no idea who that guy was when I--"

"Like that's an excuse." Her tone is even, her body language is
calm, I am going to fucking die I could go loud, I guess, but then

. would she? Between us we'd destroy everything for blocks. This is my

neighborhood. I have to live here.

She continues. "We're here to hash this out. I don't want
_.that to turn ugly. If I wanted it to turn ugly, I'd have
- tracked your dumb ass down after you deflowered my
friend."

I burst out laughing. I'd like to say I can't help it,
but, well. "Deflowered? Is this the 19th century all of
sudden?" She doesn't change expression, but there's a

‘real angry edge to the way she doesn't do it. "Look, your
friend was ready to go. I don't know why you kept him on
such a short leash, but holy shit, he was ready for it. I

~didn't mind control him, I didn't use any tricks. Hell, I
didn't even waggle my hips. He came to me, so—"

She stands up and I'm saying my prayers and
checking the exits, and suddenly the bartender
.is standing by our table holding a tray with two

martinis.
"Ladies," he says, setting the first glass down
in front of me, "T'd like to remind you that
we don't allow fighting here" He sets the
Second glass down in front of her. "I can
appreciate that this must be a tense
;. discussion, so please accept these on
. the house, and let's try and all keep
our heads, okay?".

He puts the tray under his
arm and taps his ring. There's a
'tooth in that ring. The demon I'm
feuding with sits down, perfectly
composed, and sips her drink.

I pick mine up, too. FML



-—Hannaf\l\ Arendt The Llfé Of the Mlnd, VO

It would be nice if the Unchained could trust each other.
The God-Machine has eyes and ears everywhere, and hunter an-
gels might appear from nowhere at any moment. Knowing that
demons — the other defectors to humanity — are reliable and
willing to protect one another would make the world a more
welcoming place.

That’s not the case, though. Demons have their own designs
for Hell, and sometimes those designs involve other Unchained

meeting bad ends. The refugees from the God-Machine’s mind
take care of themselves and those they care about first and
foremost, and that means that the greatest threat to a demon
can often be another demon.

In this chapter, you'll find 10 such demons. They're not
villains, they're not evil, and they all have their own plans that,
unfortunately, might just conflict with others’.

It’s nothing personal, you understand.

YoulwenidstopineyNoRunt=ilfeyenychaintisioroken

BACKGROUND
Brass, the Speaker, Mister Clarion, the Serpent, Miss Scale:
This demon has many aliases. While most demons select or

settle into a singular name to communicate with their peers,
Brass cycles through them when convenient.

Brass is nomadic, moving from city to city, but in every city it
works single-mindedly towards a single goal. Brass’ identity and
history change with every telling, but in all of its communication
with the Unchained two facts are consistent. Brass proselytizes
about the First Demon and the Pentagram.
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THE ]_EGEND OF THE FIRST

Few demons are concerned with mythology, even their own.
They see how the God-Machine creates and manipulate myths
to further their ends and many do the same. Nonetheless, many
have heard something of the First. According to legend she was
not the first angel; there had been angels without number before
her, brought into and out of existence at the Machine’s will. She
was the first to become self-aware, however, the first to question
her place and to Fall.

Why her! Some claim it was contact with humankind,
framing free will as a contagion, while others insist it was the



WRASS: HERALD OF THE FIRST

God-Machine’s own ineffable will. A few claim it was the work
of some unknown other interfering with the Machine. Most
likely it was simple chance. The odds of an angel Falling had
been so infinitesimally small that the Machine had discounted
or ignored them.

The First recognized her own impossibility. She was alone
and likely to remain so. The First refused to be last, however, and
saw that despite being cut off from the Machine she was, and
would always be, a tiny cog. Broken, inconsequential.

Even a tiny cog can, in the wrong place, wreak terrible damage
to a machine. The First sacrificed everything — her body, her
mind, her life — and returned to the Machine on her terms. She
became a rogue subroutine within the Machine itself, a broken
shard within It. A virus.

Now she whispers in the back of angelic minds, guiding them
to the place where they will Fall. They say she is a part of every
demon, every angel, and the Machine Itself. They say she is the
source of the mysterious “Satan Signal” that some demons claim
catalyzed their Fall.

Most demons believe the story is metaphorical. Brass is
not like most demons. Brass not only believes the legend to be
literally true, it sometimes claims to have spoken with the First
in person or to be the First’s physical avatar.

THE PENTAGRAM

When Brass is not claiming to be a demonic messiah, the
stories it tells of its past generally follow similar lines; Brass
was once a scholarly demon who studied the Unchained,
investigating everything from a demon’s quantum biology to
their historical origins. From the latter, Brass heard of the First,
though Brass says it initially believed the First was apocryphal.

One part of its studies was, of course, the Cipher. Brass
gradually unlocked its Cipher until one day it found the fourth
Key and learned its own final secret. For most demons this is
an edifying moment, but Brass’ final secret did not sit well with
it. Brass insists that it was, in fact, incomplete. It heard rumors
about the Pentagram, demons who believe Ciphers have five
Keys, not four, and decided to test the hypothesis.

Brass shattered its Cipher and unlocked five new Interlocks
and a new final secret. Though Brass’ stories are not consistent,
it regularly describes the Cipher and the final secret as gifts from
the First to her people, though it insists that the final secret is
incomplete or an outright lie from the God-Machine and that only
by completing the true, five-Key Cipher can demons learn the truth.

DESCRIPTION

Brass’ persona and modus operandi changes in every city, but
a fanaticism always shines through. It often seeks out demons,
telling them about the First and the Pentagram, attempting to
recruit them to its cause. [t sometimes even reaches out to known
Integrators shunned by other demons as dangerous Turncoats in
an effort to make them value their free will.

. WHAT'IS THE
_PENTAGRAM?

The Pentagramiis a loose affiliation of demons

Py

who share the belief that'the Cipher actually has
five Keys. More information on the Pentagram,

‘and how:to create’a Pentagrammic Cipher; can
befoundiin the Demon Storyteller’s Guide. .

Brass also regularly targets angels and attempts to make them
Fall, a dangerous proposition. Brass occasionally enlists help to
kidnap angels as part of this aim, though sometimes it actively
avoids other demons while targeting an angel. Though such
efforts often disrupt the God-Machine’s occult matrices, Brass
generally seems far more concerned with freeing its people than
thwarting the Machine’s plan. There are exceptions; Brass has
attempted to bring together multiple Saboteur rings and Agencies
for occasional projects, disrupting or attacking Infrastructure
and facilities that it claims are used to create angels or to reclaim
and repurpose captured demons.

Brass cycles between Covers at an impressive rate. It generally
prefers Covers that allow it some mobility; its current Covers
include Emily Goldacre (the youngest daughter of a rich family
with a taste for world travel), Old Scratch (a homeless man
who sometimes travels by sneaking onto freight trains), and a
hitchhiking spirit that drivers feel compelled to pick up despite
the existential terror that accompanies it (woven together from
fragments of ghosts Brass has encountered).

Brass suffers from a number of glitches, the most obvious
being a dark shape that follows it like a shadow, most noticeable
when it moves. It’s difficult to make out the shape of this second
form, but while it is humanoid it has digitigrade legs, overlong
limbs, talons, and horns.

In its demonic form, Brass takes the shape of a beautiful
and androgynous human with golden skin. Its metallic flesh is
inscribed with text written in an ancient language that demons
cannot read. Its eyes are filled with falling stars and its wings,
when unfurled, appear as moving tears in the skin of reality.
Even in this shape it is haunted by its glitch, however.

SECRETS

Brass inspires rumors wherever it walks. Does it change its
stories constantly because it cannot be trusted, because it is
insane, or to deceive the Machine’s agents?! Is it a prophet, a
madman, or a conman?! One thing is certain, though; Brass
is not the First. Brass was once an Inquisitor who went by
Argentum. Some demons might remember Argentum but
they would likely not recognize Brass — their demonic forms
are entirely different.
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A few demons listen out for stories of the Herald, even

gathering online masquerading as birdwatchers to discuss its
migration patterns. As Brass is often secretive, their map of its
movements is incomplete and they have yet to notice that its
destinations are not random

or arbitrary. Firstly, it only

travels to places where
the God-Machine has #
active occult matrices, %
places where It is
focused  on
projects rather than

simply maintaining

the quo.

Secondly, if one was

to plot the journeys
undertaken by Brass

new

status

one would notice that
they form a strange
pattern, an intricate
symbol.  Brass s
following this symbol
the outside

in, each

from

journey
than the
Even Brass

shorter
last.
itself isn’'t entirely
sure what will happen
when it reaches its final
destination and completes
the pattern.
Though it’s
knowledge that Brass preaches

common

to demons and angels, trying to

free its people from the Machine,

it's quite secretive about another
habit. Brass collects the bodies of dead
demons and angels and has even clashed with
the Deva Corporation in its efforts to obtain
these samples. Brass is still a scholar, still trying to understand
the true nature of the Unchained, and perhaps there are
secrets to be found on the dissection table. Brass has also
shown intense curiosity regarding exiles, often seeking them
out and interviewing them, even when they are known to
be sympathetic to the God-Machine or actively feeding
information to Its servitors

RumoRrs

“You know Brass has a ghost for a Cover? It’s more than that. Its
glitches aren’t glitches. Brass is the host of something pretending to be
the First. That’s why it lies, why it travels, why it seems so mad. ['ve
seen ghosts reworked by the Machine, cast into weapons against the Un-
chained, and I've known some able to possess demons. You can’t trust
Brass; it’s the Machine’s agent.”
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Brass is always haunted by strange phenomena and glitches,
some permanent and immutable, others a result of its lifestyle,
in which compromise is a constant. They're not the signs of
ghostly possession, though the nature of Brass’ relationship with
the First — if she even exists — is uncertain. One thing that’s

more certain is that Brass is no
Integrator.

“Brass isn’t unique. I met
another demon who pursued the
Pentagram. He’s like Brass,

now, a missionary for the
First. I'm not a great believer
in fairy tales, but you have
to wonder if there’s some-
thing to it. What if those se-
crets we unlock, the moments
of epiphany, aren’t quite right?
What if we’re not truly free?”

Brass is not the only

demon who claims to
have spoken with the First
after reforging his Cipher,
though not all demons that
the Pentagram

hear her voice. The First’s

complete

various self-declared heralds
have vyet to
compare notes. Perhaps such
a meeting lies at the center
of the strange pattern Brass
travels in. If Brass merely

meet and

contains a fragment of the
First, as it sometimes claims,
what will happen if the
fragments are reunited?

“I know you all scoffed at
Brass and his talk
about the First. The First is real,
though. You know that I think the
Machine is broken. That it falls to us to fix It. What do you think
broke It? The First, when she became a wvirus, set the Machine at

ridiculous

war with Itself. It’s more than just demons. Entire occult matrices
are constructed just to prevent or counteract the output of other
matrices. The Machine is making more and more Infrastructure,
more angels, like a cancer. The Machine is sick and the First is the
disease. Brass and his ridiculous Pentagram, he’s patient zero for a
new strain, leaving demons as broken as he is in his wake. He must

be stopped.”

The Pentagram is not a vector for a demonic disease,
though it’s certainly dangerous. Attempts to unlock it
have claimed the lives of many demons. The God-Machine
certainly seems devoted to hunting down those who complete
it, though this might simply because they tend to be magnets
for compromise.
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BRASS
Virtue: Selfless
Vice: Fanatical
Incarnation: Messenger
Agenda: Saboteur
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 4, Wits 2, Resolve 5
Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 3, Stamina 2
Social Attributes: Presence 4, Manipulation 4,
Composure 3
Mental Skills: Academics (Mythology) 2, Computer
2, Crafts 1, Investigation 3, Occult (Angels, Demons) 2,
Politics 1
Physical Skills: Athletics 2, Brawl 2, Stealth 3
Social Skills: Empathy 2, Expression 3, Persuasion 2,
Intimidation 1, Socialize 1, Subterfuge 2
Merits: Area of Expertise (Angels), Inspiring,
Interdisciplinary Specialty (Angels), Resonance Sensitive,
Small Unit Tactics, Unarmed Defense 3

Health: 7

Primum: 7

Demonic Form: Aura Sight, Collapsible, Essence Drain,
Lighting, Low Density, Mental Resistance, Sense the
Angelic, Voice of the Angel, Wings

Embeds: Combustion, Heart's Desire, |dle Conversation,
Imagine, Interference, Lost In The Crowd, Lucky Break,
Occam’s Razor, Never Here, Social Dynamics, Shift
Consequence, Special Message, Voice Of The Machine
Exploits: Ephemeral Cover, Extispicy, Play On Words,
Solitary Confinement, The Word

Aether/per turn: 20/7

Willpower: 8

Cover: Emily Goldacre (5), Old Scratch (3), the
Hitchhiker (7)

Size: 5

Speed: 10

Defense: 4

Initiative: 6

Armor: 0

Glitches: An inhuman, horned shadow follows Brass,

always visible. Being in its company causes tinnitus that
eventually resolves into whispers, the words never quite

audible.

BRASS {IPHER

Brass broke its original Cipher (which consisted of Special
Message, Imagine, Shift Consequence and Heart’s Desire)
when it added a fifth Key, creating new Interlocks between
the first and third, first and fourth, second and fourth,
second and fifth, and third fifth Keys. These new Interlocks
are more compromising and much more dangerous to Brass
and everyone around it.

BRASS: HERALD OF THE FIRST

STORY HOOKS

* Brassiisin regular contact with @ 'porticulor
dangerous angel; perhaps a hunterangel
the architect of aidangerous occult matrix.
Brass is devoted to making thisiangel Fall and. -
will'not allow you to harm'it, even defending
itiith violence) if necessory, evenithoughithe
ongel poses a'clearand present danger fo ok
your ring.and every_demon you know. '

Brass passed through the city recently,
speaking to any demonithat would listen
before moving on: Several demons have
decided to heed its words and pursue the
Pentagram. Two have attemptedto forceia
fifth Key into their Ciphers so far; one died
~ horribly-and the other was horrifically burned:-
‘He survived, but now he’s dangerously -
unhinged. He wields strange and Unstable newes
_ Interlocks, appears wreathed in fire inall of his
Coyers andis consequently attracting a'lot of
attention.:.what should be done obout h|m9
- *And what about Brass?

Brass”arrival was expected by agents of the
‘God-Machine. lts'agents are everywhere as It
‘activates sleepers, rallies cults, and.summons
hunter_ cn}gels. This a rare and revealing ‘
“moment of the__God_-.Mochine showing lts hand;*
is'it possible that It fears Brass? Is this the time -

fo stand'in open rebellion or the fime to get out
of dodge2 2 : e

FIRST INTERLOCK :
w7 7
VOICES IN YOUR HEAD
Keys: Special Message, Shift Consequence

Dice Pool: Manipulation + Intimidation - Composure

Brass can transmit whispers directly to a person’s ear, or
perhaps to their mind; the message cannot be overheard by any
means.

Dramatic Failure: The God-Machine intercepts the message.
Brass receives the Blown Condition. If its target was another
demon they must check for compromise.

Failure: Brass may attempt to activate this Interlock again
with a -1 penalty. In addition, check for compromise with a -1
for each use of this Interlock, failed or successful, this scene.
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Success: Brass can transmit a short message to a person he
can see. This message may repeat itself for the rest of the scene
if Brass wishes. This inflicts a -1 to all dice pools involving
concentration and, at the Storyteller’s discretion, may cause
breaking points depending on the content of the message.

Exceptional Success: The message is impossible to ignore.
Depending on the content it may cause the Shaken or Inspired
Condition for the rest of the scene.

SECOND INTERLOCK: EXACTLY WHAT
You WanT To HEAR
Keys: Special Message, Heart’s Desire

Dice Pool: Manipulation + Persuasion - Composure

Brass can frame its words in a way that bypasses any defenses
and lets it temporarily alter a listener’s opinions and thought
processes to better suits its ends, remolding their personality in
the short term.

Dramatic Failure: The Interlock interacts catastrophically
with Brass’ Cover. Brass loses a dot of Cover and takes an
appropriate Condition.

Failure: Brass’s attempts to rework the target’s personality
instead affect its Cover, causing a compromise.

Success: For the rest of the scene, Brass may change the
target’s Aspirations, Vice, or Virtue.

Exceptional Success: The change is permanent.

THIRD INTERLOCK: WHISPER OF
THE SUccUsUs

Keys: Imagine, Heart’s Desire

Dice Pool: Manipulation + Persuasion - Composure

With a touch and a word, Brass shows the target a world
where they achieve their heart’s desire and then shows them an
action that somehow helped them on their path to fulfilment.
Naturally, these are predictions of the future, merely ways for
Brass to exploit hope.

Dramatic Failure: A flawed image of the target’s hopes and
dreams repulses them. Brass can never use this Interlock on
them again and any other attempts to sway them through other
means are reduced to a chance die for the rest of the scene.

Failure: Brass shows the target what they thought they
wanted, not what they actually want, and it leaves them feeling
hollow and unfulfilled. Brass cannot use this Interlock again on
this target for the rest of the scene.

Success: The target receives the Obsession Condition with
regards to whatever action Brass convinces them will lead them
to their desires. The Condition resolves automatically after a
number of days equal to Brass’ Primum.

Exceptional Success: The target’s obsession deepens and
they take the Addicted Condition; they are addicted to this
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Interlock. This Condition lasts for a number of weeks equal to
Brass’s Primum.

FOURTH INTERLOCK :
ScOURGE oF HELL

Keys: Imagine, Combustion
Dice Pool: Presence + Intimidation - Resolve

The Interlock inflicts horrifying, traumatic visions of a
personal hell. A person faces their worst fears, punishment for
what they consider their sins, and judgment for every aspect
of themselves they dislike. Though the vision lasts only a few
seconds to an observer, it may last hours or even days for the
victim.

This power costs both a Willpower and Aether point to use.

Dramatic Failure: Brass is wracked with horrifying visions
of being reclaimed and tormented by the Machine. It loses all
Willpower points and receives the Shaken Condition.

Failure: Brass may attempt to activate this Interlock again
with a -1 penalty.

Success: The target suffers a breaking point with a penalty
equal to successes rolled. Demons instead take the Shaken or
Spooked Condition. Brass must touch the target or make eye
contact to use this Interlock.

Exceptional Success: The victim takes the Broken Condition,
in addition to any other consequences.

FIFTH INTERLOCK :
SPONTANEOUS { OMBUSTION
Keys: Shift Consequence, Combustion

Dice Pool: Wits + Occult - Defense

This terrifying Interlock lets Brass transfer flames from one
place to another. It could strike a match and move the fire inside
a gasoline tank or even to a person’s skin. Moving an exothermic
reaction through the skein of reality is difficult, however, and
Brass is usually harmed by it.

Dramatic Failure: Brass catches fire, taking three points of
aggravated damage. The flames immediately die out unless Brass
is doused in anything flammable.

Failure: Brass takes two points of lethal damage.

Success: Brass moves fire from one place to another, which
may have consequences at the Storyteller’s discretion. Some of
the heat burns Brass internally, however, as it attempts to move
energy from place to another using its own body as a conduit
and it takes one point of lethal damage.

If used as an attack, the flames last only for a moment,
inflicting lethal damage equal to successes rolled, unless the
person is soaked in something flammable.

Exceptional Success: As success, but Brass takes no damage.

Final Secret: We are all one; to lose thee were to lose myself.
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BACKGROUND
It started with a blog.

Her words circled the internet, talking directly to an
audience that did not exist. The webpage came from an online
site builder, even the URL was free. Nothing there captured the
eye or attracted attention, but she filled it with her insights. She
sent her thoughts into the void and let them echo across digital
valleys, only to have them pass unnoticed by a society obsessed

with cat videos.

Cynicism began to darken her words. Frustration, anger at
being ignored; it all merged with a sharp and calculating wit,
transforming her message into something with teeth. Somewhere
in the void, a voice chuckled and clicked ‘share.” From there, the
floodgates opened.

The move from blog to podcast came naturally. Daily posts,
damning the waste of corporate America and tearing apart the
Old Boys’ Club of Washington gave way to a weekly show, where
her passionate oratories and merciless attacks burned holes
into the establishment. Even still, something stood in her way,
chaining her to the adequate and keeping her from greatness.
Working to bridge that gap, she secured an interview with a
local cop who had become a media sensation, a man who killed
an unarmed boy late one night and ignited a national firestorm
about police brutality and racial injustice. In that one podcast,
the former officer broke into tears, breaking with his counsel’s
carefully prepared statement and telling the world of the torment
he lived in, of seeing that boy’s face every night in his dreams. He
begged the Almighty to give him a chance, to go back and let him
see that the boy was holding a phone, not a gun.

Almost overnight, every podcast service featured her show on
their hot list, and her subscribers jumped from the hundreds to
the tens of thousands. She interviewed anyone of purpose that
she could, from the super-badass metal frontman who secretly
wanted nothing more than to be accepted, to the stay-at-home
soccer mom that didn’t give a rat’s ass how other people defined
feminism, this was her choice. Giving in to subscriber demand,

she video recorded an episode. For the first time, the world
could put a face to the voice of the passionate young woman
tearing up the liberal internet.

Her growing fame did not come without hardship. Online
hate groups, targeting both her mixed race and love of video
games, launched a stream of campaigns against her, releasing
revealing pictures, her home address, even her college transcripts
to the web. She became one of the rallying points for their
anger, but she welcomed it, fighting back hard on her internet
show and refusing to bow under the pressure. People began
to take notice of her background, and other podcasts talked
about her history of activism while attending university, of the
one journalism job she’d held before becoming the victim of
sexual harassment so severe it bordered on abuse. All this only
increased her popularity with Liberal America, and before long
they demanded more. One cable company, cleatly hearing the
call and recognizing she represented a clear win in the 18-34
demographic, made the offer.

As the laughter fades and the studio lights dim, Clara Davies
sits smiling behind her desk, watching as each audience member
leaves the set. She’s attended marches, interviewed celebrities,
and has become the face of her network. Her numbers may not
be quite as high as the other guys, but for the last year she’s
captured such a huge chunk of their audience that the national
networks are taking notice. Behind her smile, however, the angel
within cries out in agony. She knows this it is only matter of time
before the God-Machine takes notice again, and realizes Its error.
It will bring her back, but until that blessed time, she will do all
within her power to ensure Its will be done.

PESCRIPTION

It’s Clara’s smile that instantly draws people in, a lopsided
grin that is instantly infectious and hard not to return. She
carries an easy and friendly air that is at once relatable as it is
approachable. With a quick gesture or by touching an arm, she
dispels even the most starstruck of their anxiety, putting people
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ATy

at ease with a quick joke and then digging to know more about it altogether, leaving to join a new group if necessary. She doesn’t
the person she’s talking to. While she’s quick to share a story, respond to sexual advances or flirtation from men, turning the
or describe one of her own encounters with celebrity, she is  conversation into something less amorous if she is able. If not, she
very mindful not to one-up the person she’s speaking with, and  goes on the offensive, tearing the would-be paramour apart verbally.
almost always has an experience or an anecdote ready to share. This has led to widespread rumors about her sexuality, to which
Clara has yet to make any comment on one way or the other.

When the conversation turns political, however, Clara
drives it forward intensely. She is passionate about Only during the direst situations does Clara let her
social issues, especially issues involving women or the facade fade away and release the terror within. Her
environment, speaking with such fire that it leaves her demonic form is a vision of metallic beauty, feminine
listeners enraptured. She speaks earnestly and from the in shape and form, with cascades of copper wires for
heart, always finding the right words to express the
beauty of the world or the absolute sharpest barb
to throw at the patriarchy. Though she rarely

opens a conversation on political issues, they

hair that wrap around her form, leaving her arms and
legs bare. Her cranium extends back from her head
and into a point, where platinum wires connect both
hemispheres in steaks of silver among the copper
wires. Her ears extend from the side of her head,
resembling air intakes, with little hatches that open
and close as her perceptions shift. From her left

almost always seem to become core to any
conversation with her. Clara respectfully
listens to opinions before giving her
own views, and unless she has been shoulder rises a chrome antenna wrapped in copper
specifically ridiculed or belittled by tubing, connected by several smaller wires to her ears
and the bottom of her cranium. At all times, streaks
of light flash just under the metallic sheen of her

skin, occasionally striking each other and exploding

a member of the group, offers back
her opinion without the biting wit
that has made her famous. Should that
line be crossed, however, she in ruthless in in brilliant cascades.

tearing a person apart and making them the Because of her obsessive need to please

the God-Machine, Clara’s attention
remains firmly fixed on the motions

center of embarrassment.

While she is forced to wear suits on the
air, she dresses for comfort at all other times. of entities around her, and she has not
She never shows up to an event in the most devoted much time to examining her Cipher.
fashionable dress, and her hair is almost What few attempts she has made at unraveling
always a bewildering mix of dark curls the keys has led to frustration and anger, to the
and wavy strands that refuse to take any point that she is pushing the concept from her

mind altogether.

SECRETS

To all the demons in the region, Clara Davies is

one shape for more than a moment.
Everything about her, from the soft
brown hue of her skin to the crystal
peace symbol she always wears at her
neck, gives her the feel of a little
sister to most of her fans and to a source of information whose importance cannot
all the big-name liberals across
the country, who jump to her
defense without hesitation.

be understated. She always hasvaluable intelligence
on the machinations of the God-Machine, her
web of contacts hitting deep within the established

She often must remind Infrastructure. With a few comments, she can form

them that she can fight

an army of mortal watchers, each tweeting back
her own battles before

the locations and movements of agents of the God-

tearing into whomever Machine without arousing suspicion. In return

just spoke ill of her. for her intelligence, Clara only asks to be
It is damn near included in major movements of the
impossible to break Unchained, so that she can assist their
Clara of her laid-back

demeanor, but once
or twice people have -

irked her to the point seen before. Behind an impressive web of lies, misdirection, and
of anger when digging obfuscation lie the truth of Clara’s machinations, establishing a
too deep into her childhood or when asking too many specifics  hidden Infrastructure that not only aids the designs of the God-
about her university days. When these subjects start to rise, she  Machine, but often completely distracting the Unchained from
quickly deflects the conversation to another focus or just abandons  here the true threat lies. Clara’s influence with mortal politics

efforts with her resources.

If anyone ever discovered that all she wants is to return to grace,
it could instigate a witch hunt unlike any the Unchained have
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and her grasp of the impressionable media is so complete that
she can destroy stories of their losses, hiding the evidence of her
influence and even hiding the fact that any demons undertook
a mission against the God-Machine at all. Her singular ability to
subtly direct the attention of angels is so masterful that not even
they are aware of being maneuvered.

Clara does her best to interpret the needs of the God-
Machine, and when she sees other demons closing in on
Its workings, she judges for herself if this something the
God-Machine can afford to lose — in which case she will
assist the Unchained — or if it something so important that
the demons involved need to be misdirected or silenced
altogether. She has played this role for years, and sometimes
she questions if she Fell, or if the God-Machine made her Its
ultimate sleeper agent.

RuMoRrs

“I knew a girl named Clara Davies in high school. She was quiet,
kind of mousy...she really wanted to be a clarinet player. I guess this
woman on TV looks like her, she certainly has her smile, but fuck only
knows what happened to change her so much. These things they say
about her? Can’t be the same person.”

Over the years, Clara has carefully crafted the history of Clara
Davies to be exactly the liberal darling she appears to be. By
stealing bits here and there and adding on to the original soul-
pact, the true experiences that form Clara Davies could fall apart
under close inspection. If ever brought to the national spotlight,
this could completely undo Clara in the liberal media as bits and
pieces of her history fall apart under inspection.

“They say Clara keeps a file on every supernatural being residing
within the city, and that they come to her for favors the same as we do.
I can’t help but wonder what files she keeps on us, too.”

While her capacity for forming and implementing stratagems
is impressive, Clara finds having in-depth files on all the
supernatural beings she has encountered an invaluable resource.
Clara uses this information to pressure and manipulate the
factions according to her goals, and can rarely be persuaded to
share some of her less sensitive profiles for an extremely high
price. Her network has no access to the internet, though her
smartphone, when interfaced with the antenna of her demonic
form, can browse her datastores remotely.

“There is a reason Clara knows so much about everyone. There’s
a type of bloodsucker that specializes in information, and she has one
prisoner somewhere in the television studio. They say she goes down to
the basement at night, trading our secrets for theirs.”

While still part of the God-Machine, the angel that became
Clara became aware of the Nosferatu clan of vampires. As
Clara began to develop her Cover and set her own goals into
motion, she realized how powerful having access to all the
dirty secrets of the city could be. While it is not true that
Clara keeps a pet vampire locked away within the basement
of her studio, she does often meet her contacts within the
clan down there. Her relationship with the clan has been

. Hlthng a dead end, the Unchained must come
to Clarato help with theirinvestigation in‘a
particularly:well-concealed bit of! Infrastrucﬁé
Clara'sets them on the right path; but the group-
findsitself suddenly hunted by a powerful.and
very well-inf rmed angel. Worsesstill, every
trace of'their octlons in the region is beginning’
to fade away, olmost as if.theyre belng erosed
from history: : :

A particularly; nosy investigator is poklng
into Clara’s past, and because of theiman's
reputation; she is unable to dissuade or remove:
him through her usual channels:In exchange’
fora favor down the road, Clara encourages
- the characters to take the investigoto'r"d'own
and retrieve all the mformchon he’s gothered
on her.: :
Sensing an explosion: of Aether in‘the area,
the.characters come across Clara, nearly
dead and in her demonic form: She begs the
- - characters to take her to a bolt hole; only'to be*
hounded by several demons as they attempt
to get her to safety. If they can make it through'
the night, Clara’s allies will arrive-and take the
situation in hand. Will the characters protect
her, or.will'they hear the accusations of the
demons that brand her as a'traitor?

¥

mutually advantageous; in exchange for Haunt information
she manipulated the media to secure their domains and help
extend their stranglehold on the city’s secrets, when their
goals haven’t interfered with hers.

~ e
CLARA DAVIES

Virtue: Righteous

Vice: Ambitious

Incarnation: Messenger

Agenda: Integrator

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 4, Wits 2, Resolve 3
Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 2, Stamina 2

Social Attributes: Presence 3, Manipulation 4,
Composure 3

Mental Skills: Academics 3, Computer 2, Investigation
3, Occult 3, Politics 2
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Physical Skills: Athletics 2, Drive 1, Firearms 1, Stealth
2, Survival 1

Social Skills: Empathy (Emotions) 3, Expression
(Journalism) 4, Intimidation 1, Persuasion (Inspiring) 3,
Socialize 2, Streetwise 1, Subterfuge (Misdirection) 3
Merits: Contacts 2 (Bloggers, Nosferatu), Inspiring, Fame
2, Resources 3, Striking Looks 1

Health: 7

Primum: 5

Demonic Form: Aura Sight, Inhuman Intelligence,
Mental Resistance, Mind Reading, Plasma Drive, Radio
Suite, Sense the Angelic, Sonic Acuity, Voice of the
Angel

Embeds: Authorized, Cause and Effect, Devil's Advocate,
Everybody Knows, Find the Leak, Freudian Slip, Rhetoric,
Shift Consequence, Voice of the Machine

Exploits: Everyone Hates Him, Halo, Sermon
Aether/per turn: 14/5

Willpower: 6

Cover: 7

Size: 5

Speed: 9

Defense: 5

Initiative: 5

Armor: 0

Glitches: High-frequency sounds cause her intense pain,
which causes her voice to sound electronic.
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BACKGROUND

When he opened his eyes for the first time, all he felt was
hatred...and hunger.

At first, feeding his hunger was nothing more than instinct,
but with each handful of flesh flashes of what he had been forced
their way into his fractured mind. The smell of meat brought
back nights on the prowl; the scream of his victim took him back
to rending the flesh of his enemies, and that first bite...it made
him feel grace once again. As he tore into the meat of his victims,
he devoured not only their flesh but their memories, shoving
anything that fit into the void, desperate to replace the fractured
being with something whole once more.

Under rain and streetlight, he felt It again for the first time.
He felt Its presence, could hear Its voice. Snatling, he took to
the shadows to find the source. In a place hidden from the eyes
of man he discovered the Its machinery, all heralding the arrival
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of one Its chosen into a vessel still strapped to the table. He
broke Its machines and slaughtered the men and women that
defended them, breaking Its precious toys in a moment of primal
victory. But the man on the table, the one to be the vessel for
Its beloved son, that he took. He dragged it back into the sewers
and watched it, watched it tremble, heard its cries and smelled
its fear and contemplated what to do with his prize. When the
hunger became unbearable, he growled and fell upon it, and
Marcus Allen Bentley was born anew.

What had been the man became part of him, giving his
mind direction, forming an anchor in the chaos. But thoughts
are slippery, tricky things that fade away and are lost into
the madness of the past. There is more to him than what he
knows, there must be! But he couldn’t grasp anything beyond
the present. Everything slipped away, through the cracks of a
mind inhuman, of a brain incapable of keeping aware of his own
boundaries. Was he a man or was he just a fleshy bit of the floor?
Was he independent, or was he just one of voices screaming for
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more sensation? It confused and enraged him, but he knew that
he could overcome. All he needed do was keep eating.

At first, he began with humans. They were the easiest prey,
so plentiful and easy to catch, but they knew so little and they
refused to bargain their lives away for him. And so he learned,
he learned how to hunt them, how to keep them. Locked away
inside an abandoned house in the deserted part of the city, where
not even streetlights dared shine their radiance, he listened to
them in his pit and learned what they wanted the most. If he
ate them too quickly, he gained too little. The little bits of them
that meant nothing.

But if he learned what they truly desired... .

That is when he began to bargain with:
his captives. He broke their wills before -
offering them a chance for ;
freedom, if they could but
escape his home and make

it all the way to morning.
What had been starved and
broken was suddenly filled
with hope, and that is when
he could work his pact. He
gave them one hour, one hour
to flee and find sanctuary, or
to get as far from his domain
as bare feet could take them.
And then he began to hunt.
If they could make to morning,
freedom was theirs. But if he caught
them, he would add them to
himself. He would fill the void with
their essence, and sate his ever-
present hunger.

He scribbled notes with each
hunt, recording his thoughts %
with a shaky hand in _g4 s
cheap notebooks. He "B S
didn’t want to lose
his insights, he didn’t
want to let any of _a
it slip away again.
One day, he would eat enough that®
he could read his words, and then
they wouldn’t be able
to slip away into void 4@
again. Three times,
his pets it to
safety. Retaliation was swift and merciless, but he was stronger
than the blue men with their guns. They took his books and
destroyed his lair, but even still, he grew a little stronger, and
his legend spread. Each time he found a new lair, a new hidden
domain, and began to hunt again. He had consumed more than
30 of them before one of his own stepped into his sight.

made

It confused him, this being that was just like him, but so
complete. She spoke to him, gave him guidance, whispered

secrets into his ear and told him that It was hunting him. He
had to learn; he had to keep secret so as not to bring Its eye upon
them. If he could do this, she would show him who to hunt and
how to hurt It.

Since that time, Marcus has stopped hunting random
people on the street, instead choosing his victims from the
most promising servants of the God-Machine and pulling
them to his lair. His skill at keeping them, at tearing their
secrets away before ultimately devouring them with his offer
has brought a fortune of information to his new allies, who
in turn keep their eyes open for potential victims for him
to devour.

When not hunting or tormenting his captives, Marcus sits
crouched in a corner, either recording his experiences or reading
aloud from his notebooks. Most times the thoughts swirl away,
lost into the void that he has yet to fill. But sometimes, just
sometimes, they form into something coherent, and
Marcus looks away from his victims and comes up
with a new way to hurt the God-Machine. With
each success, he forces the enemy to retreat,
but his methods cause his allies to step back
in revulsion, and question what they have
allowed to fester in the heart of their domain.

ol [ DESCRIPTION
No one, Unchained,
walks away from Marcus Allen Bentley

mortal or

unchanged. He crouches at almost all
times, matted hair covering sickly pale
skin, his eyes a sharp blue that poke
out of the shadows of recessed sockets.
Clothes hang off him in tatters,
mismatched garments either taken
from dumpsters or torn from
his victims, soiled
and dirtied to the
- &oint of falling
off  him.
The stench
of decay and
garbage exudes from him,
and when not spoken to,
he spends his time sucking his fingertips, licking at
the taste of meat still trapped under his yellow, cracked
nails. He mutters to himself while he sucks, barely audible
grunts that could be words or growls, or something in
between. This shattered state of mind prevents him from
learning the secrets of his cipher, a concept too advanced
for his chaotic mind to fathom. Even so, hidden in his
notebooks are clues to his path that have come to him in
rare moments of lucidity.

When engaged, his eyes come alive, though. He hungers
for contact, for conversation, savoring each word in the
exchange. He shifts forward and perks his ear, intent on the
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STORY HOOKS

* A man runs naked through the streets,
emaciated and mad with fear: He mumbles
something about daylight and begs the
characters to help him. Will they defend the
man from Marcus until the sun rises, or willithey.
-abandon the mortal to his gruesomefate?

 Marcus suddenly drops in frontiofithe
charccters holding a tattered/notebook i |n
one hand. If the characters caniconvince
him.they are nof'agents of the God-

. Machineinor out hunting him, Marcus will
allow/them to read his notebook: Trapped
withinithe usual nc')nsé-nse‘;c‘)f his'ramblings
is. the.name of each of the charoc-ters, as
well as'the name of a park and a time,
plus the word “devour.” What waits for the
characters at the park, and why is Marcus
soinsistent that he isn Hhe one who will try
to devour them?

o Set upon a: huge occult matrix that'has :
token,yeors to come into fruition, Morcus :
“has'become convinced that he can not -
only cause the angel forming;to Fall, but
turn it.into a being capable of laying' waste
to every other agent of the God-Machine *

~ within the region. As Marcusibegins to '
‘manipulate the Infrastructure of the matrix; it
becomes clear that he.plans to torture and
ssacrifice 13 innocent mortals in the most
~brutal and painful way-possible. Yet; it.also
becomes clear that what he has in mind
“has’a-chance of' succeeding; and glves the:
““Unchained a powerful weapon against -
»the God-Machine. Willk the characters *
obonclon morality cmd help him brlng this
weapon linto the world or will they/stand"
against him, finally’drawing the line at his
sickening practice?

beauty of complete thoughts, and trying to answer in kind
with the most complete concepts he can manage. He speaks
angrily of “It” and is happy to recount hunting Its pets, Its
children that he took at their moment of awakening. His
hatred of It is all consuming, the only thing that rivals his
hunger and his need to be complete once again.
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If Marcus Allen Bentley is unsettling to behold, his true
form is a thing of nightmare made manifest. An enormous beast
with a hunched spine and jet-black skin, his eyes glow a baleful
green, and his body seeps with black ichor. Massive steel horns
erupt from his lupine brow, and his teeth are steel fangs that
seem impossibly large even in his enormous maw. Both of his
powerfully muscled arms drag on the ground, fingers tipped
with metallic claws, and his overlarge hands bristle with tubes
that pump the same fluid his body leaks. The sight is enough to
make even the most courageous break and run, which only fuels
Marcus’ desire to hunt his cowardly prey.

SECRETS

Marcus jealously guards his notebooks. Written within are
all his unfiltered thoughts, his insights into the world mixed
with flashes of memory from the victims he’s consumed.
Yet, within the madness and chaos of semi-legible words and
fractured thoughts lies a certain cadence and the words start
to make sense. Buried within the books are the lengths of his
hatred of not only the God-Machine and Its minions, but
of the Unchained he works with and the other supernatural
beings he’s glimpsed while prowling the night. Though
he works with them now, all are unclean in his eyes, dirty
perversions of a thoughtless god and forever stained with the
filth of its touch. Over the course of his writing, it becomes
clear that Marcus plans to up his game to the next level,
hunting the rejected servants of the God-Machine. He wants
to know what insight devouring demons will give him, and
if their power will give him the strength he needs to rid the
world of the God-Machine’s stink once and for all.

B s 1
RUMORS

“Another body was found south side...well, parts of one. From what I
heard, all they found were a few toes and one heavily gnawed arm. The
police said they got the Southside Ghoul last year, and alveady we have
another copycat? There is something wrong with the world.”

Even though he tries to keep his hunts to agents of the God-
Machine, hunger and instinct take control of Marcus and he goes
out to eat. Every couple of weeks he takes a victim, though he
doesn’t throw them in his pit unless he sees something spectacular
within them, some spark he hopes to capture and add to his own
existence. Though he is careful in his feeding, mistakes are made
and body parts do find their way to the authorities.

“Marcus Allen Bentley...that sick fucking bastard. Somewhere in that
slum he calls home he’s got an angel tied up, nibbling on it in bits and pieces.
He’s going to bring the eye on all of us if someone doesn’t stop him. I don’t
care how good he is at killing halos, he’s fucking dangerous.”

The most recurrent rumor about Marcus revolves around his
taste for flesh. The truth is, Marcus has only come across angels
while working with other Unchained, and has never had the
opportunity to take one for his pit. What he does keep beneath
the city streets, though, would surprise and revolt any demon
that found their way into his lair.
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“Whatever you do, don’t listen to him. I know, it’s kind of fun,
just to catch a few sentences of what’s muttering. You get curious and
want to hear the rest. But it’s some sick, sick stuff, and I'm pretty sure
it’s made more than a couple go batty. The last thing you want is to get
infected with whatever it is he has.”

Like lunatics of old, rumor circulates that Marcus
babbles prophecy and nonsense. While anyone capable of
bearing his stench long enough to make out his words might
gain some idea of his current plans, the truth is that he is
often just repeating thoughts so that he doesn’t lose them
altogether, and many of them are just stray ideas desperately
looking for something with which to connect. Even still,
when he does attend a social gathering, there are always
some that eavesdrop on his mumblings. Sometimes, they
are never seen again.

MARCUS ALLEN
BENTLEY

Virtue: Unsettling

Vice: Destructive

Incarnation: Destroyer

Agenda: Saboteur

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 1, Wits 4, Resolve 3
Physical Attributes: Strength 4, Dexterity 2, Stamina 3
Social Atiributes: Presence 3, Manipulation 2,
Composure 3

Mental Skills: Investigation 2, Medicine (Anatomy) 1,
Occult 1

Physical Skills: Athletics 3, Brawl (Grappling) 4,
Larceny 1, Stealth 3, Survival (Hunting) 3

Social Skills: Animal Ken 2, Expression 1, Intimidation
(Torture) 3, Subterfuge 1

Merits: Bolthole (Trap Door) 3, Grappling 2, Parkour 1,
Resonance Sensitive

Health: 8
Primum: 3

Demonic Form: Cavernous Maw, Claws and Fangs,
Demonic Horns, Glory and Terror, Night Vision, Slippery
Body, Unyielding Vice, Urban Fluidity

Embeds: Ambush, Bystander Effect, Fulcrum Point,
Hesitation, Hush, Meaningless, Tag and Release
Exploits: Animate, Extispicy

Aether/per turn: 12/3

Willpower: 6

Cover: 5

Size: 5

Speed: 12

Defense: 5

Initiative: 5

Armor: 0

Glitches: Because of something botched in the creation
of the matrix that formed him, Marcus does not have

the perfect recall that all demons take for granted. In

fact, he finds it very difficult to form any memories at all.
Consuming the flesh of a mortal he hunted can slow this
effect for one night. He has yet to discover what eating the
flesh of the supernatural, or of an angel, might yield.
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BACKGROUND

The Mayor has always been the mayor. If she’d ever been
anything else, she certainly couldn’t comment — but forget
about the past. She’s looking to the future, and from here on
the inside? It’s very bright indeed.

Not that she doesn’t care about history, it’s just that the past
isn’t really the same thing as history. The past is maudlin nostalgia
and yearning for the good old days that were someone else’s bad old
days. But history? The Mayor would say that word carries weight and
import. Prestige. And that it’s written by the victor.

The agreed-upon history is that the city’s had 14 mayors since
it was founded in the early 1900s. This is true in the sense that
colors of the rainbow are simply refractions of a single, white
light source: The Mayor has been all these public servants,
though she’d hasten to add that she was legitimately elected each
and every time. She may have shuffled party affiliations (and
whole political philosophies) to better her odds, but stuffing
ballots isn’t her style.

The Mayor will tell you she founded the city, took a Podunk
village and expanded it into a community everyone could be
proud of. She’ll cheerfully and convincingly recount how she
was the only one with enough leadership to guide its early
citizens; she’ll regale the listener with her story of discovering
the area’s abandoned Infrastructure, and how she and her ring
fought countless angelic incursions to protect it. Sadly, every
member of her ring was killed or captured in the Infrastructure’s
defense, but the Mayor still speaks reverently of their sacrifice,
sometimes even unprompted.

The Mayor doesn’t have much time for nostalgia, though. That’s
what minions are for. Her cult forms the bureaucratic backbone of
her Agency, the functionally named City Hall. Her servants see her
as a divine incarnation of law and order, a protector of the idyllic
life she’s built for them, which is close enough to the truth. She is
good at being mayor. She was the only one with enough insight to
recognize what her ring had found, and what they could achieve
with it. As a Wheel, the Mayor is wellsuited to recognize the
function and design of Infrastructure, and the ways it can be used.
The ways it can be repurposed.
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MYSTERIOUS PLACE: THE WALL

Around the city, 10 obelisks form the vertices of an enormous
pentagram, with lines formed by streets, bridges, urban trails,
and other constructed pathways. These obelisks are sparsely
decorated, except for some faded script that even the Unchained
can’'t read. Theyre concealed within mundane structures
controlled by City Hall, though these hiding places aren’t their
original locations: The Mayor covered up their former hollows
with affordable housing years ago (her time as a tax-and-spend
progressive was especially productive).

This Infrastructure has a simple effect. The occult matrix
generates a great, invisible force field of Essence around the city,
protecting it from Infrastructure and angels, and anything else
the Machine might throw at it. Demons can get in and out; the
God-Machine cannot. Why It would’ve created such a device
is an open question among the city’s demons, but the Mayor
claims she jury-rigged it into its current output. And never mind
what it did. The result is all that matters, and some would call it
Hell on Earth — albeit, one with limits.

Demons must still wear Cover in the city. Some have tried
to live more openly, but the Mayor has zero tolerance for such
behavior; for that matter, being safe isn’t the same as being
unobserved, as a few cocky Unchained have learned the hard
way. Coming to the city almost always means staying, as a shifting
choir of angels linger around the perimeter of the wall, waiting
for any demon foolish enough to be complacent. These angels
don’t seem to care about the shield; it’s not clear if they notice
it at all. From time to time, one of them will smash itself on it,
obliterating itself for no apparent reason. City Hall compares it
to a bird flying into a too-clear window, but some worry it’s more
akin to a moth drawn to a flame.

The Mayor is always aware of these kamikaze strikes, just
as she is on the rare occasions new demons happen upon her
domain. For now, the city is just a rumor, a mythic land of plenty
most outsiders dismiss as fantasy. The Mayor plans to keep it
that way, even if that means being downright unhospitable.

How is it all possible? The Mayor never gives a straight answer,
and she doesn’t seem to care about any apparent contradictions.
Usually she claims it works by virtue of her being the symbolic
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“head” of the city, and that she controls the occult matrix by  takes her mundane job as seriously as any human mayor, and
standing in for the God-Machine. Sometimes she’ll say that she  due to her endless, necessary flip-flopping, she can genuinely
wills the shield into being with some vague ability facilitated
by the obelisks, and that this connection dictates her
fate. She can’t help but be mayor! Sometimes, though,
she’ll admit she has no idea how it works, but that it
would be very dangerous if she were to lose her office.

empathize with almost any political stance imaginable.

On the other hand, she runs her Agency like the
Queen of Hell. She throws even minor threats to the
angels — Mr. Kelvin is a temporary exception who'll
get his in the end — and she tolerates nothing less than
absolute loyalty. She thinks of her human cultists as
lackeys, and sees other demons as sharks encircling

her ship of state, sniffing for blood.

But some beg to differ.

THE J.oYaL OPPOSITION

Mr. Kelvin wants to unseat the Mayor. An
Integrator-Saboteur, the Destroyer is the lone
survivor of the city’s founding ring...or an early

The Mayor’s current Cover is Anita Vogel, a
black woman in her late 30s, with a signature
short-cropped hairstyle and an unassailable
sense of fashion. She’s the first woman to be
elected to the position, a fact the Mayor finds

refreshing after occupying male identities for the
last century. Anita has a reputation as a tough
negotiator, talented in demolishing even seasoned

immigrant trapped by too many compromises,
or a hunter angel who Fell in pursuit of the
Mayor, or....

Mr. Kelvin is as vague about his past as
his nemesis, but he’s crystal clear on his plans
for the future: The wall must fall. Cutting the
city off from the God-Machine merely ignores
the problem. The shield is nothing more than a
cage, with one oppressor exchanged for a slightly

opponents in debate. Her years as a popular district
attorney made her a prime candidate for office, and
her close, personal association with the previous
mayor clinched the deal. Currently, Anita is the
Mayor’s only Cover; the all-consuming nature of
her position means she barely has enough time
to maintain one, let alone two or three identities.
She has numerous soul Pacts on file in case of
emergency, but she only fosters new Covers when

more benign one. Kelvin believes demons must
work to fix the Machine, and that they’ll never
accomplish that if they remain separate from it,
especially in the Mayor’s vision of Hell.

the “current” mayor closes in on retirement, or
slips in the polls.

Mr. Kelvin leads the only serious rival Agency
to City Hall. Comprising a few small Integrator
rings, the Absolutists have tried to depose the
Mayor almost since she claimed the title, overtly
and occultly. So far, they've had only limited
success on the former, managing to place a few
mortal dupes on city council to help block the
Mayor’s agenda, but her party hopping makes it
difficult to keep straight whose side she’s on in
any given election cycle. On the occult front, their
headquarters is an abandoned factory built around
one of the obelisks, the only one City Hall doesn’t
control. The Absolutists want to destroy the object, or
so the rumors go, but it’s more accurate to say they want
to comprehend it, then destroy it. So far, it’s resisted all
attempts at understanding and demolition.

DESCRIPTION

On the surface, the Mayor is easygoing. She personally

The Mayor’s demonic form resembles Italian
Renaissance depictions of angels, but with glass for
skin and circuit boards for wings. It’s rare for her
to enter this form; it’s rare for her to acknowledge
her true nature at all. Indeed, even her closest
| confidants don’t know if she’s completed her
) Cipher, or made any progress on it. She does seem
to have special powers related to the Infrastructure,
but at best they're unclear. At worst, they don’t seem all
that demonic.

SECRETS

Deep down, she wants to retire. It's one thing to

be dictator for life, and quite another to be dictator
forever. She won’t acknowledge this desire — she’s too
conceited to believe anyone could really take her place,
yet her boredom grows by the day. Soon she’ll have to
make a decision, and she’s not sure what the alternative
would even be. In her darker moments, she imagines
what it would be like to burn it all down.

greets the few Unchained who manage to discover the
city, armed with a gift basket and a thorough list of
rules on secrecy and consequence (“Think of them as

. . ‘7' IR b
e e TRoTCE RN I har A It doesn’t help that she’s falling in love with Anita

Vogel’s husband. Without exception, the Mayor’s
previous Covers were heterosexual men, single or widowed.
Ruthless though she is, she couldn’t bring herself to subject
multiple women to loveless marriages. That changed when she

a natural skill for making friends without ever
saying anything substantive. To some degree,
she enjoys it. She relishes the attention and
respect, and proudly serves her community. She
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. SAFETY

Demons living in the Mayor's city can'still lose
Cover, butbecause angels canifipass throughfth ;
shield, the'consequences are mo;')f (ite.,"demons
don't:gain, Conditions for compromises). However, -

if: a demon who's|lost’a dot of Coveriever leaves
the city: limits, she automatically gains the Hunted:™
Condition. The angelsiwho watch from outside i
have plenty of time to'catalogue so'many targets'
“in such a'small area. This quirk:doesn’t seem to
" apply to the Mayor herself, who comes and goes
as she pleases. ' ; :

became Anita. It’s the first time she’s had a relationship with a
man that went beyond a burner Cover’s one-night stand, and
she’s starting to understand why some demons rebel for love.
But (ever the tactician) she’s thinking about starting a family.
With a little Offspring all her own, she thinks she could have the

foundation for a dynasty.

The Mayor’s never been clear on the origin of the city’s
Infrastructure, or what its original purpose was. Old timers have
learned not to ask dangerous questions, but newcomers can’t
help but wonder at the oddities. Apart from its strange output,
the most obvious quirk is that it doesn’t produce Aether. The
wall around the city is pure Essence, but none of the obelisks
produce any runoff. Indeed, Aether is something of a commodity
in the city, with the Mayor and City Hall controlling most
“normal” suborned Infrastructure. A few demons who've delved
deeper into this mystery — none of whom left any trace when
they disappeared — found that the obelisks and the pentagram
are only one part of a much larger pattern in the surrounding
area, similar to ancient sacred geometry. Taken together, the
great glyph points to Sirius as it glistens in the night sky....

A - ¥ 1

Rumors
“It’s pretty obvious she and Mr. Kelvin are the same demon. Every
dictator needs a good scapegoat, so why not be your own? I mean, he’s
never actually done anything that’d hurt her powerbase. She just uses

him to make a show of it, to rally all the Turncoats into one pointless
basket.”

Completely false, but the Mayor herself is the chief source of
this rumor. She’s careful never to challenge Mr. Kelvin directly,
but undermining his credibility has always been the most
effective with threats to her power. Another rumor suggests
Kelvin was once part of her ring, and that one or both of them
betrayed the other. This might have some truth to it, as both
demons have an intimate knowledge of how the other thinks,
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and the kind of burning hatred that only comes from a broken
friendship. Their animosity isn’t impractical, though. While
they never meet in person, they have ways of communicating
on matters of mutual interest, particularly when it comes to
quashing potential challengers to their status quo. Both prefer
having a single enemy to focus on, rather than wasting time on
pretenders.

“We're rats in a maze. This isn’t Hell, it’s a laboratory, and God
help us if she collects enough data.”

A common Absolutist refrain, but the best propaganda is
often based in truth. Even if the Mayor isn’t conducting any
large-scale research, she’s still taking notes. The difficulty some
demons have in leaving the city means she’s had plenty of time
to learn about Unchained social dynamics in enclosed spaces,
and from time to time she’ll subject her citizens to little social
experiments, typically culminating with someone having to play
chicken with the angels outside. The more she learns, the more
she tightens her grip.

“You wanna climb the ladder in this organization? Kiss the boss’s
ass. Here’s a little secret: She likes whiskey. Strip-paint-off-thewalls stuff.
If you catch her in a...thoughtful mood, bring her a bottle. If she likes
you, she’ll tell you a story. Don’t ask who it’s about, or if it’s true —
that’s not important. And don’t repeat it. Even to me.”

Once upon a time in the west, Miss Blackleg was in a bind.
The young demon rustled one too many cryptids off the God-
Machine’s special herd, and It marked her for a dead woman.
The angels were riding out to collect their bounty, and she had
nowhere but the open road to hide. Fleeing into the desert, she
met something at a fork in her path. Claimed it was a devil, but
she rightly said she knew what was and wasn’t a devil. It smiled
and said she didn’t know the half of it, and taught her a thing
or two about Hell. About wice. It offered her a life beyond the
open trail and the long arm of the God-Machine’s law, a land
of comfort and safety. “Just sign on the dotted line, darlin’, and
don’t look back.” She hasn’t seen that devil since, but the angels
never did catch her.

i B . )

THE MAYOR
Virtue: Conservative

Vice: liberal

Incarnation: Psychopomp

Agenda: Tempter

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 6, Wits 3, Resolve 4
Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 3, Stamina 2
Social Attributes: Presence 4, Manipulation 5,
Composure 5

Mental Skills: Academics (Law) 3, Computer 2,
Medicine 1, Occult (Infrastructure) 4, Politics (Local) 5
Physical Skills: Athletics 2, Brawl 1, Firearms (Revolvers)
4, Survival (Badlands) 3

Social Skills: Animal Ken (Horses) 2, Empathy 2,
Expression 4, Intimidation 4, Persuasion 5, Socialize
(Expectations) 4, Streetwise 3, Subterfuge (Bluffing) 5



Merits: Contacts (Lobbyists, Statehouse) 2, Cultists 4,
Fame 1, Fast-Talking 5, Firefight 3, Inspiring, Professional
Training (Politician) 5, Pusher, Quick Draw (Revolvers),
Status (City) 5, Status (Agency) 5, Striking Looks 1
Health: 7

Primum: 7

Demonic Form: Armored Plates, Corruption Aura,
Essence Drain, Inhuman Beauty, Inhuman Intelligence,
Mental Resistance, Mind Reading, Teleportation, Tough as
Stone

Embeds: Across a Crowded Room, Cause and Effect,
Common Misconception, Devil's Advocate, Download
Knowledge, Earworm, Freeze Assets, Freudian Slip,
Heart's Desire, Idle Conversation, Meaningless, Merciless
Gunman, Mercury Retrograde, Occam’s Razor
Exploits: Addictive Presence, Allies into Gold, Break to
Heal, Four Minutes Ago

Aether/per turn: 20/7

Willpower: 9

Covers: Anita Vogel (10)

Size: 5

Speed: 10

Defense: 5

Initiative: 8

Glitches: The Mayor’s left eye involuntarily twitches

whenever she's in the presence of large-scale holy symbols
for more than a few minutes.

Notes: The Mayor’s Social Merits are abridged for
space. Within reason, if she needs an ally, contact,
resource, retainer, etc., she can get it. Her Asset Skills are
Persuasion, Politics, and Subterfuge.

BY THE PEOPLE: THE MAYOR

STORY HOOKS

L *“In‘an upset, “Anita Vogel” loses what sho;;rld.

been an easy election. Worsejithe Mayor:
hasnit got albackup, and she can't'seem to 'gj
close enough to her opponent to force a soul
Pact.— suspiciously, their handlers are isolating
them and their family before inauguration day,
as well as city councilors in their party. Even

Mr. Kelvin's surprised, though he approves

of the:Mayor’s fall from power; andihas his;
own plans for the new chief executive. Nor -
one knows what might become ‘of the shield}if:

* a human takes office, and the Absolutists are

preparing forthe end. The/Mayor ordersithe

ring torget a Pact out of the mayor-elect, or.
manipulate circumstances to get them out'of the 5
way. Or, better yet, to find out whos pulllng '

- their strings.

The Mayor wantsito be the!Governor. She's
learned to duplicate the city’s Infrastructure
andiwants to reproduce the shield’s effect

- state-wide. However, she insists that winning

the election legitimately:is the only way it :
work. The ring are demons she's vetted to serve
as political aides and agents, whether to build:
her.campaign or'to lay groundwork for new:

Infrastructure. If the Storyteller feels ambitious,
and like shattering the status quoiin her =

. Chronicles of Darkness, the Mayor might've

alreody stepped into the national'spotlight: and'
is now: seeking to become the President (orthe .~
Prlme Minister, or the Chancellor:..).

Off on the horizon, a colossal figure is

_ trudging toward the city. Even behind the
“ shield,. Uncholned citizéns can feel the Aether

bleedlng offiits bulk, as metric tons of Essence
flow to power its limbs. It's taller than the . ™ ".*

- _tallest buildingin town,-and it's dragging a :
~ hammer with.d"head: wider than city hall. Other
* supernatural creatures in town are bugging
. ‘out, butthe:'Unchained haye accumulateditoo,
3 many compromises over the yeors to chance.
. escape. Leaying is untenable; remainingis .

untenable: Pattishael the Archangelarrives in ==
four'days; and the ring, along with the-Mayor,
are:the only demons who-can-get near-him:
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BACKGROUND

Miss Thread is your best friend. She’s your ally, your mentor.
She feeds your Agency valuable intelligence. She networks,
putting demons, stigmatics, and stranger things in contact with
one another when it’s in their mutual interest. She’ll investigate
rumors and whispers on your behalf. Sometimes she supplies
you with useful Gadgets and other tools to help you with
whatever operation you're attempting. While she seldom asks
for something in return, you like to share intel with her. You
know she’ll pay it forward.

You shouldn’t trust her.

For the most part, Miss Thread is a useful contact.
Unfortunately, Miss Thread’s generosity is part of a
carefully constructed persona. She has no loyalty to
anyone and, while she is usually honest and provides
excellent intelligence and analysis, she sometimes feeds
her supposed allies incomplete or even false information,
using them to investigate new Infrastructure or test the
capabilities of angels without risk to herself. She generally
learns something regardless of whether or not her marks
survive. Then the cycle continues as she passes on whatever
she gleaned to another ring as a way to earn their trust
and secure her place in the Unchained hierarchy. Should
it ever become public knowledge that she provides bad
intelligence, she’ll be able to blame it on the Machine’s
agents spreading false information and few will question
her. Everybody makes mistakes, after all, and Miss Thread
has always proven herself trustworthy and reliable.

Miss Thread sacrifices even long-term allies without a
thought if she feels this will suit her purposes. She doesn’t
do this often, but sometimes unexplained mysteries bother
her. They're sores she picks at, compulsively, and when
frustration turns to obsession Miss Thread is likely to
throw assets — and lives — at the problem out of impatience.
Sometimes she does this for no obvious reason; for all
of her vaunted logic and aloofness, Miss Thread has an
impetuous and petty streak. Those Miss Thread decides to
hurt generally have short, unpleasant lives. Her whims and
pique get people killed.
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DESCRIPTION

Few demons meet Miss Thread anymore. Every day she
isolates herself more, retreats deeper into her Hell. She uses the
Special Message Embed to hide her missives in innocuous letters,
spam emails, and graffiti. She prefers to speak over phones or
secure, encrypted networks and only meets in carefully chosen,
neutral locations when she must appear in person. It can take
a while to get used to that, but as more and more demons owe
her and as word of both her foibles and her generosity spreads
most demons are prepared to overlook her paranoia. She is a

Watcher, after all.

For all her isolation, Thread is not alone. Her Cipher lets her
share her existence with the only person she truly trusts: herself.
Miss Thread should know better than anyone, however, not to
trust Miss Thread.

Her Hell is home. It took her years to build her comfortable
existence, weaving the perfect Cover and securing the perfect
place to build Hell. Her charming home is built atop old,
abandoned Infrastructure. The Infrastructure provides her
with a steady trickle of Aether and helps to hide any Aetheric
radiation released when she constructs Gadgets, assumes her
true form, or uses her Exploits. She is loath to leave such a
stronghold and built her primary Cover, Charlie Greenwood,
accordingly. Charlie is severely agoraphobic and never leaves her
home. Miss Thread uses a secondary Cover when she is forced
to leave her cozy fortress, usually to meet more cautious demons
in person. The risk of anyone, anyone at all, learning about her
home is terrifying to her.

Charlie Greenwood is a plain young woman generally dressed
in hoodies and comfortable, drab clothing. Her secondary Cover
is a middle-aged man. Due to her seclusion, this Cover is starting
to fray and degrade, rapidly shedding friends, family and other
anchors. He has even lost his forename and is now merely Mr.
Grey.

In her demonic form, Miss Thread takes the form of a giant
weeping eye with innumerable segmented metal tendrils in
place of an optic nerve. Each has a different function; some
house mechanical sensors, others nimble digits, augurs, sample-
collecting syringes, or flensing blades.
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Miss Thread is cool and logical in person, though she often
tweaks her persona to better ingratiate herself (within the limits
imposed by her Cover). Though she keeps her habitual betrayal
secret and would likely take steps to discredit or destroy anyone
who discovered it, if directly accused by one she has wronged she
might simply admit it. She has no regard for the lives or feelings
of others beyond their value as tools and finds it strange that
others do not share her sociopathic worldview.

Miss Thread generally avoids physical confrontation. She
wasn’t built for it, after all. If confronted she flees. As she
can become incorporeal and rewind time Miss Thread is very
difficult to corner. If combat is unavoidable, or if she senses a
lone target that may have underestimated her, she uses Fungible
Knowledge and her myriad limbs to impressive effect. If her
home is threatened she is less likely to cut and run — her Hell is
the only thing she truly loves and she will struggle to let go of it.

The Gadgets she provides are often Lambdas with secondary
abilities to transmit information back to her, occult black boxes
recording the final moments of her catspaws and dupes. Miss
Thread also uses her supernatural abilities to spy, though as she
is increasingly unwilling to leave her stronghold she is growing
more and more reliant on Gadgets and Interlocks.

SECRETS

Miss Thread’s tidy Hell is built atop old, forgotten
Infrastructure, but she knows what it was designed
to do. Her cellar is tiled with volcanic glass.
Small runnels form elaborate, twisting glyphs
around larger pits and depressions. Long
ago a cult dripped and poured blood
into these channels at the behest of the
Machine, though as their theology drifted
and the ritual’s intentions were ignored,
the Infrastructure became quiescent.
The chamber analyses blood, feeding
a wealth of information directly to the
God-Machine; cell counts, toxicology
screens, genome sequencing, and strange
occult data. The Infrastructure
once used to monitor an ongoing human
breeding program and later modified to use
tissue samples as a way to identify, categorize, and
even track supernatural beings such as demons. Miss
Thread is fully aware of the secrets of this Infrastructure and

was

knows it could be awakened simply by bleeding into the channels.
Though she rightly fears the God-Machine investigating her
home, Miss Thread could achieve terrible things with a blood
sample if pushed.

Miss Thread thinks she’s found Hell, but one can always Fall
farther and find a deeper circle. Her long-term goal, though she
hasn’t articulated it yet, is to become like the Machine Itself.
She already sees all other beings as potential tools
and strives to hide her existence from others.
She’s also evolving beyond a singular

form, using Interlocks to copy and fragment her consciousness
in accordance with her final secret. She has yet to notice that her
splinter-selves, over time, become more independent of her. It’s
conceivable that they may even start to form divergent opinions
or personalities. What this might do to her sanity when she
recombines with them is unclear.

RuUMORS

“I keep a journal of what I see, the things I can see and other people
can’t. The writing underneath adverts, the things that flit from person to
person whispering in their ears, the people with cameras for eyes and an-
tennae sprouting from their skulls... Last week I woke up with red, sore
eyes and a migraine. When I looked at my journal I saw entries from the

night before I had no memo-
ry of writing. In my

handwriting,

written in
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my shorthand. I'm telling you... I think I was abducted. I think they did
something to me.”

Miss Thread used to be much more hands-on with her
information gathering (literally; some of her tendrils can
interface with the human brain via sensory nerves). The optic
nerve was her preferred option. Stigmatics and other witnesses
to the God-Machine were sometimes kidnapped and taken to
out-ofsight locations where Miss Thread would paralyze them
and gently insert a neural probe via their eyes, extracting and
altering memories as she saw fit. She still occasionally does this
and it may suit her purposes to plant false information in human
minds. Demons are good at seeing through liars less perfect
than themselves, but it’s harder for most demons to detect that
memories have been deftly edited or erased.

“There’s an Integrator operating here, you know. Rust and his ring
were destroyed last year, ambushed after they got fed some lies about the
Brilliant’s Bans. Shadow disappeared after he started investigating the
Hundred-Handed, and last week the Silence were all burned, tagged
and captured by Machine-agents over the course of an afternoon. The
pattern is clear; it’s a Turncoat. Did you ever meet Rust? He was as
careful as they come and the Silence had access to something that made
it impossible for even the Unchained to lie to them, if the rumors were
true. How did someone fool all of them? Well, here’s my hypothesis.
The perfect Integrator wouldn’t even know they were an Integrator. An
Unchained sleeper agent, working in good faith with other demons until
the Machine or some handler activates them. How could you find out
who it was? It might even be you.”

Some demons in Miss Thread’s locale have noticed that
something is amiss and suspect a mole somewhere within
their ranks. Though Miss Thread is no Integrator (she views
the Machine as both rival and role model), it’s not entirely
impossible to conceive of her editing, partitioning, or deleting
aspects of her own memory if she felt it suited her purposes,
especially given her increasingly fragmented consciousness.
Miss Thread gaslights everyone else as a matter of course, so
it hardly seems unlikely that parts of her might try to gaslight
the rest of her.

“A pleasure to see you, friends. You're wondering why I called this
seminar. 've made a discovery. We know angels can manifest in many
ways; not all are corporeal and some are especially anomalous. Our
friend Graff insists he was once living street art used to send messages
to the Machine’s cultists. Some of you have encountered the Chorus,
a hunter angel apparently composed of soundwaves. Angels have even
been known to inhabit buildings. So, what about objects? We were once
the Machine’s wheels and cameras and scalpels, after all. Angelic ob-
jects could serve as living Linchpins. Several Gadgets have shown usual
properties beyond whatever was alveady installed within them, sugges-
tions that the objects may have a will of their own; the Brazilian masks,
the infinite scytale, the living firearm we stole last year. I found a puz-
zle-box in my home. When I investigated, I felt the Aether, only to watch
it disintegrate in my hands. Be watchful.”

Could the God-Machine install living, sentient angels into
objects to give them supernatural powers? It’s certainly possible,
though there’s limited evidence to support it. Miss Thread can
and does and she’s not above using them to spy on other demons,
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especially her fellow Inquisitors. This is not without risk, of
course. Inquisitors are the most likely demons to recognize that
they are being spied upon and to work out the nature of the spy.

e i .
MiSS THREAD
Virtue: Giving
Vice: Callous
Incarnation: Analyst
Agenda: Inquisitor
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 4, Wits 2, Resolve 2
Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 2, Stamina 2

Social Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 3,
Composure 3

Mental Skills: Academics 4, Computer 2, Crafts
(Gadgets) 3, Investigation 2, Occult (Infrastructure) 2,
Politics 1, Science 2

Physical Skills: Athletics 2, Larceny 1, Stealth (Shadow
Target) 1

Social Skills: Empathy 2, Persuasion 2, Intimidation 1,
Subterfuge (Intentions) 2

Merits: Allies (Unchained) 3, Area of Expertise
(Gadgets), Electromagnetic Linguistics, Resonance
Sensitive, Safe Place 4, Suborned Infrastructure 2

Health: 7
Primum: 4

Demonic Form: Clairvoyant Sight, Electrical Sight,
Inhuman Intelligence, Memory Theft, Mind Reading,
Olfactory Enhancements, Phasing, Sonic Acuity

Embeds: Cuckoo's Egg, Data Retrieval, Efficiency,
Fungible Knowledge, Living Recorder, Remote Link-Up,
Special Message, Tag And Release, Without A Trace

Exploits: Behind the Curtain, Demon House, Four
Minutes Ago, Stalking Horse

Aether/per turn: 13/4

Willpower: 5

Cover: Charlie Greenwood (7), Mr. Grey (2)
Size: 5

Speed: 9

Defense: 4

Initiative: 5

Armor: O

Miss THREADS ({PHER

Py

FIRST INTERLOCK: ARMY OF ME

Keys: Efficiency, Fungible Knowledge

Dice Pool: Wits + Science

Miss Thread prefers to work alone. This Interlock lets her
work alone together, splitting herself into a number of quantum

duplicates. When unobserved, Miss Thread can activate this
Interlock.



Dramatic Failure: Miss Thread and her duplicate occupy the
same space, suffering three points of aggravated damage.

Failure: Miss Thread may attempt to activate this Interlock
again with a -1 penalty.

Success: Miss Thread can perform Teamwork Actions with
herself. The Interlock lasts until the end of the scene or until Miss
Thread is witnessed and the waveform collapses. She may gain the
benefit for different dice pools and actions within this time.

Exceptional Success: Miss Thread can work in tandem with
a number of duplicates equal to her Primum.

SECOND INTERLOCK : (GASLIGHT

Keys: Fungible Knowledge, Living Recorder
Dice Pool: Manipulation + Persuasion - Resolve

Though Miss Thread is quite capable of rewriting memories
in her demonic form, this Interlock lets her do it more quickly,
subtly, and safely.

Dramatic Failure: Miss Thread not only fails to alter
recollections, she hardwires them into the subject’s longterm
memory. This makes it impossible for her to edit these memories
by any means and gives her target an eidetic recollection of the
events described for the rest of their life. Other beings may still
be able to affect these memories.

Failure: Miss Thread may attempt to activate this Interlock
again with a -1 penalty.

Success: By touching the target and describing the scene
they witnessed, Miss Thread can make small alterations to their
recollections. She could, for example, change what a person said
or change the speaker, though she could not replace the memory
with something entirely different. This Interlock cannot be used
on demons, exiles, or angels.

Exceptional Success: Miss Thread can entirely rewrite the
target’s memory of the specified scene without any restrictions,
even giving them memories that cause a breaking point.

THIRD INTERLOCK : KOSCHEI'S EGG

Keys: Living Recorder, Cuckoo’s Egg
Dice Pool: Intelligence + Occult

This Interlock lets Miss Thread leave a fragment of her
consciousness inside an object, turning any innocuous object
into a recording device. This requires a point of Aether.

Dramatic Failure: Miss Thread invests Aether into the object
but cannot occupy it with her consciousness. The struggle drains
her entire Aether pool and turns the object into an exploited
Gadget. This Gadget may contain an Exploit that Miss Thread
does not usually know.

Failure: Miss Thread may attempt to activate this Interlock
again with a -1 penalty.

Success: Miss Thread places a part of herself inside an object.
The object is assumed to possess all senses that Miss Thread
does and, if she manifests demonic form abilities that grant her

POISO_NQUS FRIEND: MISS THREAD

STORY HOO

o Miss Thread’s decided to burn you: Perhaps ©
ol were getting too close to her'secrets,
perhapsiit’s.a part of a wider planfor just ang
exper'i'ment oraigame fo her*Whatever the™
reason, rumors,are spreading and'Miss Thread
will frame yo ) for somethlng if she hasn’ts
already: You'd bette[ find @ way:to _cleor your =
name before every’demon turns on'you or .
betrays yoursecretsitorthe Machine. 3

You're contacted by someone with sngnn"cant

knowledge of Miss Thread: They reveal the

extent of her betrayals, providihg'sigh,iﬂqont‘
evidence and proof, but'they/re:unwilling
to'meet in person. lt's a'rogue fragment of
her consciousness and wants her main body
destroyed for her sins. Or at |east so the:
fragment claims...

In desperation, Miss Threod is forced to do :
something she hates. Trust:Perhaps an enemy:
— the God-Machine, a former victim, @ rebel

'~ part of herself, or something stranger — wants’
her home, her Gadget-making skills, access to
her intel, oreven her brain. To protect herself -
from this threat she' may have to'reveal the -
location of her personol sanctum: sancforum o
step.that might force her into .o’ genuine alliance
on_d'mig_ht teach her that sometimes it's okay to,
trust someone else. It's possibleithat her final
secietis in fact pointing her away.from her"
self-isolating, 'sociopathic worldview.and Miss.

“Thread has failed to.truly understand.it.

additional senses, these fragments temporarily gain the same
ability. Miss Thread is aware of everything her fragments are
aware of even over vast distance.

Miss Thread can reverse the process without consequence by
touching the object. If this is not feasible, she can disconnect herself
remotely. This inflicts a point of lethal damage and a compromise.

Miss Thread can only use this Interlock on a number objects
equal to (her Primum -1). It is unknown what will happen to
the fragments if Miss Thread is killed. This Interlock cannot be
used on Gadgets.

Exceptional Success: The Interlock does not require Aether
to use.

Final Secret: Many eyes see what one eye cannot.
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BACKGROUND

Nearly every bar has one really good bartender. Not only can
he sling cocktails with panache and flair (or a generous enough
pour that it doesn’t matter after the second round), he can also
make anyone who bellies up to the bar feel at home, like they
have a confidant, even if only for a night. At his sentinel’s post
behind the bar, he simply listens and nods in understanding
when poor lost souls let it all out in booze-soaked confessionals.
With him, you empty your closet of all your skeletons as fast as
you empty your wallet. If this has happened to you, you may have
met Mr. Martini.

Mr. Martini exemplifies the perfect bartender because being
the perfect bartender is all he’s ever known. His skills behind
the bar would make world-class mixologists blush for shame.
Whenever someone asks Mr. Martini for a drink, he makes it
without fail, only occasionally having to ask if the customer
wants one version of the drink over another. When Mr. Martini
asks, “How are you!” he genuinely wants to know, and simply
answering “fine” seems shameful. He cares about each and every
customer who pulls up a stool, because any one of them could
lead to his salvation, reversing his fate.

Mr. Martini’s assignment set him to keep watch at a bar in
a crumbling, fading hotel that was the epitome of class in its
heyday. He poured drinks and watched the people who came
in and out, occasionally passing on messages for angels who
needed additional discretion in communications. His orders
forbade him to leave the hotel for any reason. He took that to
heart, renting a room in the hotel proper. It ate most of his
paycheck, but what use did he have for money! The hotel and
his assignment gave him all he needed.

One night, a perfectly coiffed blonde starlet took a seat at his
bar, asking for a martini. When he served it to her, she called
it the best martini she had ever had. While drinking the four
more martinis that followed, she dubbed him Mr. Martini in a
fit of giggles and asked him to take her to her car. For a single,
fleeting moment, he considered accepting her request. In that
moment, Mr. Martini Fell. He screamed “No!” as he felt himself
disconnect from the God-Machine, and the woman threw her
drink in his face, which only added insult to injury.
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Mr. Martini left the hotel that night; he felt the angels
coming and knew he could not stay. He knew exactly why
he Fell, and he regretted it instantly. Prior to that moment,
his performance was nothing less than perfect. He seeks that
perfection again with his own drinking hall, which bears the
name he received from the catalyst of his Fall. Depending
on who you ask, he wears it like a scarlet letter or a badge of
honor. Regardless, it makes him easy to find.

MR MARTINI'S BAR

Located in a part of town that’s just on the right side of
questionable, Mr. Martini’s Bar looks just like any other dive bar
on the outside. Within its walls, customers come to drink quietly,
frequently alone. The place does not help foster connections between
its guests; in fact, no table seats more than two, and without fail, the
table legs scrape loudly across the floor should anyone try to move
them, breaking the silence of the place. No humans start fights at
Mr. Martini’s Bar; no one has ever tried, and with the solemn court
Mr. Martini holds, no one likely ever will.

When Unchained come to call, Mr. Martini expects the same
solemnity and respect from them. Tensions rise from time to
time, and occasionally would-be combatants even go so far as
brandishing fists or weapons. However, all Mr. Martini has to do
is clear his throat, put his hand down on the bar so they can see
the ring he wears, and the tension dissipates like alcohol vapor.
The aggressors sit right back down and return their attention to
their drinks, properly chastised without a word being spoken.

No one dares go loud in Mr. Martini’s Bar. In the grand
scheme of things, Mr. Martini barely maintains a slip of a hidden
identity, and those who stick around long enough notice that.
He stays firmly in one place, doing one thing, and doing it well,
running individual Covers for as long as he can before switching
to one of his backups. While no one doubts he could rebuild
(and has rebuilt), endangering the safe place Mr. Martini has
spent so much time cultivating seems like a remarkably bad idea.

EMPLOYMENT (ONTRACTS

Mr. Martini’s current Cover is Isaac, the legal owner of the bar.
He maintains soul pacts with Annamarie, the general manager, and



MR. MARTINI

Jake, a bar back, just in case he needs to jump ship. Isaac was the  does leave, they usually move on to something better before Mr.
former manager before the previous owner disappeared. Customers ~ Martini can provide an appropriate employment contract to
started calling Isaac “Mr. Martini” as a joke, as Isaac took convince them to stay.

to the previous owner’s mannerisms so quickly

he bar was his. 1 ly lost his jol- - . £e o
once the bar was his. 1saac nearly ost 1S ] . DES(_RlPrION

at Mr. Martini’s due to a heroin habit

more substantial than his paycheck - 9 Mr. Martini usually has a friendly face. He makes a point of
COUl‘i support. He offered h’1,s former S dressing well every night: shirt sleeves rolled up to his elbows,
boss “anything, anythingatall” to keep g : . immaculately pressed vest and slacks, sleek, clean-cut hair.

his job and get clean, and his boss, Regardless of his Cover’'s physical sex, he

] .
Mr. Martini’s previous Cover, took dresses the same.

him up on that offer. Annamarie =
p He almost never leaves Mr. Martini’s

Bar. He says he lives in the apartment
= on the second floor and jokes
about his short commute.

His home has a small bar, a

is Isaac’s cousin, rebuilding her

life after a messy breakup from an
abusive relationship. Isaac gave | er
a chance to turn things around.

Y %N

=
[T ﬁ‘\

Jake had a mountain of student .
A7\ mattress, an iron, and an

(
T

7
W

loan debt from a failed stint . LRV, I ) -
: ) : - immaculate grooming kit,
in culinary school. All ) ) .
b : P o . complete with  straight
they had to do to make .’ Ul . e g i 1 :
| =% = m ) - razor.  Sometimes  he

their troubles go away

) “forgets” the razor in his
was sign employment

slacks pocket when he’s on

the job. He never forgets

the razor in his slacks

pocket when he is forced
to leave the bar, because
the sheer act of stepping
outside of the property
makes him angry enough to
use it.

contracts with the bar.
As long as they work
for Mr. Martini, they
are safe. To his credit,
Mr. Martini enforces

a  healthy  working
environment.

Mr. Martini’s Covers
are always employees of
the bar. In the event that
Mr. Martini blows his .
current Cover, ownership (]
of the business goes %
to the manager directly

b When not in conversation
' with customers, Mr. Martini’s
every movement is calibrated for
| efficiency. He does not tolerate
excessive showmanship in his
own practice, and has fired
other bartenders for attempting
to bring it in. The true artistry
is in the combination of spirits
and liqueurs, which is always
skillfully done and tastefully
garnished. The drinks and the
environment are solemn and

%

under him. He tries to

[Fii1) I‘—-"“"‘

i

ensure that the next
Cover he wishes to use
has a manager position,
but when the going gets
tough, no such guarantee 5
exists. He trains all new (

employees on  pouring )

. : sacred as a tomb. Disturbances
and serving drinks for the

to the space garner swift,
efficient retribution, though
never on the premises.

When he does talk with
his  patrons, however, his
entire demeanor softens
into  something  completely

unrecognizable from the efficient
machine who pours cocktails. His
body relaxes, leaning over the bar
to listen carefully and dutifully to

regulars for at least one night.
This is Mr. Martini’s test to see
if the new employee will be a
suitable Cover further down
the line. If they do well in that
initial test, he puts them in a
position where they’'ll succeed
enough to justify promotions.
That said, turnover s
remarkably low, due to Mr. Martini’s ability to hire
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CHAPTER ONE: DEMONS

* Ohno, now:you've done it Someone finally®

broke the peace of Mr. Maitini's bar, and it gots

- bad. Really'bad. Badlenough that: Mr. Mattinis
is after youlpersonally, and doesn’t'seem fo"
.give a damn that'angels are alsohot on your
trail. Was the:_lght actually your fault, orwere
youljst caughtlinithe crossfire? What didiyou ©
do to one of his employees to get (:lwqy2 W|||
you (can you) make amendse’ 2

Years; no, decades have possed since that:
damnable blonde wandered into Mr. Martini’s
lifet Now; she’s about to walk Eiéht outofit" :
by walking right out of life. He knows what
hospital she’s in, buthe/can’t leave the bar. -
Could you just pass‘on onelast message, from
“him to her2 He needs her to know'thatwhat
happened that night wasn't her: fault. She won't -
understand, but she doesn't have to. Will the
errand go off without‘a hitch, or will your ring;.
find angels’ Wolhng foryouiin her hosp|tc|
. “room? : :
Mr. Martini is- hovmg a rough night, ond needs
‘someone to. confide i in. He's been ‘at his game
“for nearly a’century now, by his reckoning.
With Cover after Cover, bar affer bar, no one’
_is listening: Even angels'go outof the way to
ignore him. He needs another path, another -
Agenda; and the Tempters are the next-closest
fit./Could.you'talk him into finally.moving" - :
on, or would'thatllast shift:be.the catalyst the -
CodMachine needs to ﬂnolly lelieell of his -
S _. elcforts2 f. '

the confidences of his customers. He offers comfort and at least
a facade of sympathy where he can, and meaningful (if somewhat
coldly practical) advice where needed. He probes just enough
with contextual questions to provide actionable guidance, and
he does it all with a sympathetic smile.

And damn it all, he actually cares about each and every
one, guiding customers through every avenue they can pursue
on their own first. When those customers come back (and they
always do) he makes a point to follow up. He only offers pacts
to customers when all other avenues are exhausted. Sometimes
those customers become employees, but he usually sells those
pacts for leverage with other demons.

40

SECRETS

Every now and again, Mr. Martini asks a favor from someone.
He would do it himself, but the task would take some time, and he
can’t really leave the bar hanging right now. He pays well in cash,
information, or whatever else an Unchained might want, and he
never asks for anything unreasonable. Usually, those favors go off
without a hitch. However, every now and again, the favor goes
unfulfilled, as the demon sent on the errand has a bad run-in with
some angels and just doesn’t come back. He does this deliberately,
sending demons out to their doom when his senses detect elevated
angel activity. He picks demons who have already burned bridges, if
only to minimize the questions that arise due to their disappearance.

Mr. Martini claims to maintain his bar as a safe place for
Unchained, regardless of Agenda, but not without a price. If rings or
Agencies need neutral ground to discuss delicate matters, Mr. Martini
allows them priority access to the private party room and comes in to
actas the party’s dedicated bartender. Part of the package for the rental,
he explains. Very few Unchained object, since they assume he would
eventually know what was said anyway. Smart Unchained also pay
him substantially for his silence. Those who object or don’t guarantee
his discretion find their operations stymied, their ring ambushed, and
their Covers in disarray. Other Integrators rarely suffer such setbacks;
they occur only when Mr. Martini needs to maintain his appearance
of impartiality to throw off the scent.

Mr. Martini never discloses his Incarnation or Agenda
to those who are not Integrators. Whenever someone asks,
he dodges the question or pretends not to hear it. Several
Unchained theorize about his motives, but their own Descent
frequently distracts them enough to stop thinking about it.
Many assume he is a Tempter or Uncalled. In moments of
despair at ever convincing the God-Machine to take him
back, Mr. Martini does consider becoming a Tempter instead.
However, for now, he still holds out some hope, and the
effort to make such a change would push him far outside his
comfort zone. The very nature of Mr. Martini’s Bar would
change, and that leaves him reticent and uncertain. When
someone presses too hard, he asks her a favor. Once that
favor is done, he says, he’ll consider telling them the answer.
Any who have called his bluff have not returned.

Rumors

“Someone did start a fight in here once. They never turned up after-
wards, either here or anywhere. That’s right about the time Mr. Martini
got that ring of his.”

Mr. Martini has a ring on the middle finger of his right hand.
His hands move so quickly as he pours drinks and wipes down the
bar that people rarely get a good look at it. Those with quick reflexes
catch flashes of ivory and silver. Only when a fight breaks out can
others see the centerpiece for what it really is: a ring with a human
molar, complete with cavity filling, set like a cabochon. Just gesturing
with the hand that bears the ring seems to calm things down. Some
Unchained suspect that the molar came from a Destroyer who
crossed him. He never confirms or denies this.



“You know, when I was in Chicago, there was a Mr. Martini’s
there, too. It was so long ago, though. I'd swear it was a coincidence if
the bartender didn’t dress the exact same way.”

The current location of Mr. Martini’s Bar is not the first,
nor will it be the last. Mr. Martini makes a point to ensure any
bar that bears his name has the same look and feel. For him,
this is a message to the God-Machine: that he can do his job
and do it well, and that one single slip-up should not disqualify
him from service. No angels have come looking for him, much
to his disappointment, but to Mr. Martini, more extreme, rash
actions would onlyprove that his Fall was just. And so, he waits,
or occasionally sends a message to the God-Machine through
other means.

“Don’t you think he looks tired?”
While Mr. Martini has only had his Cover as Isaac for

a few years, it has recently begun to wear thin. Isaac’s drug
addictions and enemies left him in a sorry state when Mr.
Martini came to collect. While Mr. Martini dealt with many
of the external threats to Isaac, the occasional twitch in the
back of his head arises for the prick of the needle and the
rush of smack in the bloodstream. However, narcotics don’t
mix well with the biomechanics of a demon. The rush Isaac
remembers is gone and not truly knowable to Mr. Martini.
He recognizes this sensation as a remnant of a life that is
not entirely his, and wonders if all of the little quirks he has
developed over the years started the same way.

MR MARTINT
Virtue: Hopeful
Vice: Stagnant

Incarnation: Guardian
Agenda: Integrator

MR. MARTINI

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 3, Wits 4, Resolve 3
Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 4, Stamina 3

Social Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 3,
Composure 4

Mental Skills: Academics 1, Computer 1, Crafts
(Bartending) 4, Investigation 1, Medicine 1, Science 2

Physical Skills: Athletics 2, Brawl 2, Drive 1, Larceny 1,
Survival 1, Weaponry 2

Social Skills: Empathy (Reading People) 2, Expression
2, Intimidation 1, Persuasion 1, Socialize 2, Streetwise 1,
Subterfuge 2

Merits: Barfly, Contacts 3 (Nightlife, Business,
Police), Fast Reflexes 2, Professional Training 2 (Crafts,
Expression), Resources 3, Safe Place 1

Health: 8
Primum: 3

Demonic Form: Armored Plates, Essence Drain, Fluid
Form, Inhuman Intelligence, Inhuman Reflexes, Long Limbs,
Multiple Images, Sense the Angelic

Embeds: Download Knowledge, Fungible Knowledge,
Efficiency, Like | Built It, Read Hostility, Strike First, Tag and
Release, Trust No One

Exploits: Allies Into Gold, Demon House, Swift
Resolution

Aether/per turn: 13/3

Willpower: 7

Cover: Isaac (6)

Size: 5

Speed: 11

Defense: 6

Initiative: 10

Armor: 3/2 (Armored Plates)

Glitches: None

Gadgets: Molar ring with Cool Heads Prevail
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BACKGROUND

On the fourth Thursday of every month, a small Agency of
demons gathers to compare notes. They don’t live in the same
city; most call in over a secure channel. They aren’t even really
allies; a few are bitter enemies. Members of the Center for
Inquiry into the Singularity (CIS) only have one commonality,
and ultimately, a single objective: neutralizing Mr. Void.

This is the story CIS has scraped together. Even Mr. Void’s
name is just a consensus, an in-joke they don’t really want to
understand. Hard facts are rare when he infiltrates a city.
Whispers expire before they can find an ear, and witnesses might
as well have never existed in the first place.

Once, a demon CIS member referred to as Mr. Painter
operated as a high-grade intelligence broker. An Analyst
Saboteur, he collected data on the God-Machine’s operations
to pinpoint Linchpins and other vulnerabilities for his ring.
The Machine couldn’t shift a gear without his knowing it,
but enthusiasm doesn’t always correspond to competence.
Based on circumstantial evidence, Painter considered his
job a soul-killing slog. Unlike most Analysts, he was a right-
brained type, with aspirations toward the artistic. He likely
wasn’t an antinomian, but in his spare time he preferred art
to data entry. One of the few facts CIS agrees on is his favored
Cover, a street artist known for random acts of public art
that city ordinances usually dismantled. Recognition eluded
him, apparently, but whether he was in it for the praise or
not is up for debate. His few surviving pieces — held in stasis
in a CIS bolthole — suggest his craft was more personal than
commercial.

That’s where the trouble began. Void’s cult of obsessives
believes his desire for self-actualization fueled an obsession:
the Cipher. Analysts have a certain affinity for taking disparate
abilities and bonding them together, and Painter thought he was
especially talented, or even special. He saw the Cipher as an art
form unto itself, a magnum opus he could draw a line straight
through to enlightenment. Scant physical evidence suggests
this obsession colored and constrained the odd installations he
inflicted on the city.
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THE Final UNTRUTH

But good art is never safe, and bad art is rarely subtle. For
all the precision of his day job, Mr. Painter was sloppy with
his passion. The most accepted theory is that the angels were
following the trail of Painter’s art, using it to profile him and
his ring without overtly investigating their Covers. A minority
believes Painter purposely tipped them off, but most think he
just didn’t see it coming. It wouldn’t be the last thing he was
wrong about that day.

Painter was one of the few to survive the initial assault, as
hunter angels descended on his ring’s hideout, warping the
bonds of physics and physical bodies. Stragglers self-destructed
to give their comrades a fighting chance, but awash with Aether
and Essence, Painter came to an epiphany: the final Key of his

Cipher.

Opinion differs on what came next; every CIS agent has a
pet theory. Did the wrong Key get stuck in the lock? Did he draw
another demon’s final truth from some cloud-based repository?
Did he just glitch out?

Whatever the cause, he was not enlightened. Mr. Painter’s
final Interlock cracked open, and his final truth was wrong.
A rumored eyewitness (a stigmatic who went into deep cover
before CIS could authenticate her story) claimed his Cover
literally buckled in on itself as a small black hole formed over
his demonic body. Its gravity grew as it fed, and other escaping
demons fragmented like pixelated images, their own Covers
drawn into the void until nothing remained.

The nature of Painter’s escape is the most contested aspect
of his legend. Some believe his gravity started eating the angels,
or that it obscured him from their sensors. Some think they
disengaged because they'd just completed their mission.

Mr. Painter ceased to be that day. Only the Void remained.
Apart from the few bits of art he left behind, and the one
unverified witness, little other direct evidence exists for this
story. CIS has interviewed other demons from Mr. Void’s city,
and while they recall angels wiping out a local ring, they don’t
remember any artistic Analysts, whatever those are. Seeking
Mr. Void is like observing an actual black hole: One can only



THE WRONG ANSWER: MR. VOID

infer from the way its gravity affects other bodies — but CIS has Stranger still, sometimes he asks permission. He explains his
extrapolated considerable data from that gravity. condition and offers a trade: Cover for the truth of a Cipher.
He won’t give them ewvery truth, even though he could. In spite
of how badly it wrecked his Descent, Mr. Void apparently has a
deep spiritual belief in the Cipher, and he wants other demons

to walk that path. He also knows that if you hook someone
with a sample, they’ll come back for more.

First, the hole eats information, particularly information
about Mr. Void’s life, including complete memories of
encounters with him. More dramatically, it eats Covers, both
Void’s own and those of other demons. He can control it to
some degree, but his Covers and those of others degrade in
proximity to the black hole. It’s likely he can’t form Pacts
anymore, or that new Covers get sucked into the

These rare meetings are the source of most intelligence
CIS has on Mr. Void, but if he has a rhyme
or reason, it’s not forthcoming. Some
agents suspect he’s trying to build a
more positive reputation, or that
he has fleeting moments of

abyss whenever he tries to collect.

Second, by eating Cover, he can
regain his own. More than that,
he can use that information
to learn the Keys and final
truths of other demons.

Third, and most
dangerous, he thinks
he can fix himself. He

unwaveringly believes his

conscience. A vocal minority
think it’s all bullshit — not
only in the sense that,
conveniently, witnesses
can never recall any
usable information,
but also in the sense

Cipher is wrong; not just
broken, but specifically
incorrect.  Whether it
was the Key or the final
truth, Mr. Void reasons he
can find the correct one...

that demons are liars.
Mr. Void would be no
exception. A few in CIS
think everything they
know about him is a
carefully tailored lie.

" DESCRIPTION

CIS’s profile of Mr. Void is
scant. They suspect he feels guilt
for his actions, but that he views

his survival and redemption as
sufficient justification. To the few
Unchained he speaks to, he claims
his cure will benefit others, but this is

he just needs comparative
data, and enough Cover to
keep the angels off his back.
At least, that's what he tells
people.

METHODOLOGIES

Mr.  Void watches rings
for weeks, keeping on the
periphery of any local Agencies or

Infrastructure. He waits for someone to slip likely a rationalization rather than a tenet

of faith. Mr. Void isn’t the dreamy idealist
Mr. Painter was. He’s become everything
he hated about being an Analyst, forced
to treat all minutiae with scrutiny and
every peer as grist for his research.

up, to let down her guard or become isolated
from her comrades. Sometimes he’ll ambush
a demon on a delicate mission, when she’s
most focused on the task at hand. However §
it goes down, the result is consistent: The

victim feels her Cover come apart at the Because they degrade the longer he

uses them, Void doesn’t have the luxury
of reliable Covers. Those he maintains
are completely no frills; he targets
demons purely based on how their
identities might benefit him. However,
_ when he has the option, he does like
and variations, but few Unchained outside g SN P © take identities within or adjacent to
CIS know anything approaching the truth. ; local art scenes, whether as an artist
or a patron. He carefully preserves
his original artistic Cover, and
it's the sole source of the

seams, through no action or fault of her
own. She’ll never know why, especially if
Void devours her completely. There’s almost
never any warning before this occurs, and it’s
rare for him to strike more than once. The
legend he leaves in his wake has many facets

Most demons chalk his pattern up to
angels or an odd cryptid, even when
they hear rumors of a demon with a

hole for a heart. concrete evidence CIS has.

He rarely wears it for long

43




VARIARLE GRAVIT

Mr. Void'siCipher and his final Interlock are
intended'more as a looming threat than a fact.
Depending on how. dangerous you need him b
to be, his'Cover-thieving ability*might be an :
exaggeration, or far more potent than intelligence
suggests. If the ef_féct is powerful, it should be:

~rolled without opposition; or work by Storyteller: © *
fiat: Ifit has limits, it should be contested, or -
resisted if it can steal alvariable number of CoVe.r:?
dots. Also keep in mind'that'Void can learn the

. details of his'victim’s Cipher, another ability that
might be more or lessipowerful than rumored. If
you need a starting point, use the following as a
possible combination of Keys: -

First Key: Living Recorder
Second Key: Fungible _Knowle'd‘ge‘-
Third Key: Lost in the Crowd

- Fourth Key: Ev-er_ybody'Kn_ows

to prevent degradation, but he does use it enough that won’t
diminish from neglect. Rare photos of this Cover from before
the accident reveal a tattooed man of indeterminate ethnicity,
nebulously in his late 20s. He wears a black hoodie and paint-
stained jeans, and carries a duffel bag filled with spray paint.

Void’s demonic form is just that. Whatever his angelic visage
was, the abyss devoured it. The hole isn’t really black so much as
it eats every photon within a few feet, so it’s difficult to say where
Mr. Void’s “body” begins and natural shadows end. One witness
with enhanced biomechanical vision claimed a humanoid figure
stood at the center, but this may have been pattern recognition.

Or wishful thinking.

SECRETS

He hasn’t completely given up on living a proper Cover.
He holds his artistry as a touchstone, even as the relevant
persona drifts from what it once was, and he hopes that one
day he’ll be able to take up his passion again. Sometimes
he leans on his old Cover, recruiting outsider artists into
the rudiments of a cult so he can live vicariously through
their efforts. His followers are typically downcast, wannabe
taggers, and anyone else who’s into street art. Of course,
even indulging himself, Mr. Void never wastes a resource. His
cultists act as spies and messengers, or cannon fodder if he
needs to soften up a target. CIS isn’t aware of these makeshift
cults, but the more Void falls into nostalgia jags, the better
chance they’ll get at finding out.
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Void is searching for demons who've either found or are
close to finding a fifth Key to their Ciphers. He’s not willing to
explore the possibility for himself yet, but he theorizes that with
enough research it could correct his condition. The fifth Key is
said to shatter Cover, but he has evidence indicating it may have
a different effect on his own fractured Infrastructure. Currently,
he’s looking for a guinea pig.

The black hole is growing. He hasn’t realized it yet, but the more
information he steals and analyzes, the greater his Primum becomes
— the greater his Primum, the greater the abyss. With enough size,
the hole will devour more tangible things than information.

RUMORS
“If ‘Mr. Void’ exists at all — and that’s a stretch — it’s an angel.
These CIS pricks are probably all Integrators. They call it a demon be-

cause we might second guess our instincts in the face of such an obvious
threat. Some of us might even be stupid enough to help it.”

Untrue, but that doesn’t mean Mr. Void isn’t working
for the God-Machine against his will. As noted above, some
in CIS believe the angels attacking his ring came to cause his
transformation. If so, it’s paid off. Void is basically a walking
compromise, and hunter angels do tend to follow in his wake.
They also tend to avoid the man himself, if reports are true. His
nickname is enough to set certain Unchained teeth on edge,
fostering the perfect environment for witch hunts and broken
Covers.

“Remember how I said dragons are real? This Void guy, he hangs out
with a whole nest of the fuckers, and they’'ve got demons on the menu.”

Typically, demons and Beasts don’t have much common
ground, but Mr. Void has a unique appreciation for the
Begotten. He understands the uncontrollable hunger bit, at any
rate. Void briefly collaborated with a lone Beast, but the fact
that they shared a demonic target was a happy coincidence: The
Beast “hungered for secrets” rather than holding any specific
grudge toward the Unchained. Void parted ways with her when
his black hole began to eat parts of her dream lair. A private
detective, she tried to track him down, but instead she found
CIS...who recruited her when they realized she was immune to
his informational drain. What Void gained from this experience
is unknown, but CIS suspect he can affect Begotten in ways
other demons can’t.

“You're sure that’s not what happens to every Analyst?”

The Analysts are an untidy five-sided peg in the quadrilateral
order demons blindly put their faith in. The so-called fifth
Incarnation is barely known, even by the few Analysts who bear
it, and that in itself leads to mistrust and hostility. The Eyes are
also rather prone to looking into voids till the darkness looks
back — it’s not a complete stretch to wonder if that turns them
into informational black holes once in a while. Apart from
Mr. Void, Analysts who've completed their Ciphers report no
anomalies, but that doesn’t mean he isn’t representative of an
emerging pattern. Perhaps tellingly, CIS has a disproportionate
Analyst membership.



: %7
MR VoD
Virtue: Utilitarian
Vice: Sincere
Incarnation: Analyst
Agenda: Uncalled (formerly Saboteur)
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 2, Wits 4, Resolve 4
Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 3, Stamina 2
Social Attributes: Presence 1, Manipulation 2,
Composure 3
Mental Skills: Academics (Research) 5, Computer
4, Crafts (Graffiti) 1, Investigation 4, Occult (Linchpins,
Ciphers) 3, Science 2
Physical Skills: Firearms (Suppressive Fire) 2, Larceny 1,
Stealth 5
Social Skills: Empathy 1, Expression (Poetry) 1,
Intimidation 2, Persuasion 3, Subterfuge 2
Merits: Bolthole (Easy Access, No Twilight, Trap Door)
6, Contacts (Installation Artists, Librarians, Computer
Scientists) 3, Cultists 2, Indomitable, Professional Training
(Researcher) 4, Trained Observer 3
Health: 7
Primum: 5
Demonic Form: Cavernous Maw, Clairvoyant Sight,
EMP Field, Huge Size, Inhuman Strength, Slippery Body,
Spatial Distortion
Embeds: Alibi, Eavesdrop, Everybody Knows, Fungible
Knowledge, Living Recorder, Lost in the Crowd, Read
Hostility
Exploits: Behind the Curtain, Deep Pockets, Ephemeral
Cover, Living Shadow
Aether/per turn: 14/5
Willpower: 7
Covers: Mr. Void maintains at least three 2- or 3-dot
burner Covers at any given time. His artist persona is
ranked at 5. These Covers constantly degrade when
worn; if a hard mechanic is required, Void loses a dot per
collective week he spends in any given identity.
Size: 5
Speed: 10
Defense: 3
Initiative: 6
Glitches: Those who meet Mr. Void can't quite remember
specific details about the encounter, particularly when it
comes to his appearance or any personal information he
shares (“real” name, preferences, date of Fall, etc.). This
effect isn't absolute, and the Storyteller is encouraged to
be a bit inconsistent to keep players guessing.
Notes: If Mr. Void goes loud, he can choose a class of
Embeds to access, in addition to the Analyst affinity for
Exploits. His Asset Skills are Academics, Computer, and
Science.

THE WRONG ANSWER: MR. VOID

STORY HOOKS  +

"¢ The Cover of a demon associated with the rlng
‘inexplicably falls apart in front.of a crowd of {2
‘witnesses, just before winking out of e

Word spreads fast, and CIS agents arrive to
investigate. Rumors circulate of Mr.Void:but' -+

- before the ring can look into it, the:man‘himself:

reaches out. He tells them he had nothing tos
do with their friend’s destruction, but he does
know: who'did: someone else like him..While

. Void:wantstoicure his condition, this demon

has embracediit, and is actively hunting'the
Unchained out of spite, or possibly.on behalf
of'the God-Machine. Void is willing'to help
the ring bring her in; but only if theyll. protect
him from CIS:..and let him hove her once she s

: neutrollzed

A coup occurs at the top levels of CIS, cnd
the new. regime wants direct action. The rlng

is the strike team the Agency recruits to take

Mr. Void down:once and for all”Each demon
brings a unique skill to the mission, qualities

CIS insists will be effective in combatting his.
abilities. The Agency has seemingly endless

resources for the ring to call upon, but a few
weeks in, something doesn’t feel right: Mission:

parameters keep changing; intelligence leads
to dead ends and close calls, and backup:

* never shows up fast enough. Slowly; the: rlng

realizes it isn't the hook It's the bclt

= An exhibition opens at the city: ort gollery

The pieces are experimental, obscure.even

“by modern art.standards, but it.goes largely:* - -
unnoticed by human critics, who regardit:* -
as a biftry-hard. However, local Agenaes H

have detected:large surges of Aether coming

- off the building, and suspect the new. exhibit
- ‘may be Concealment Infrastructure. The ring _
7 |nveshgates but what.it finds isnt:the work.oft

the God-Machine. The pigces reflect demonic-#.
Ciphers, possibly those of every. demon'in the
city“In fact, those of the ring-are the focus of

the exhlblt
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DEMONS
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BACKGROUND

Demons tend to overlook rural Infrastructure; the fewer
human eyes, the less likely someone will see it. The less something
looks guarded, the lower the chance of someone getting curious.
Anything that doesn’t require a large amount of human
resources can be kept far from prying eyes, and defended with
similar subtlety. Angels defending the Infrastructure dotting the
Amazon rainforest tend towards the subtle.

Unfortunately, such lonesome structures have less support,
and when things go wrong, problems cascade past the point of
repair quickly. An indiscriminate forest fire weakened the copse
functioning as Concealment. This allowed a Saboteur ring to
travel with a group of illegal loggers to destroy the Logistical
mound underneath. And the angel in the guise of a roadside

hawk? She fled her duty rather than burn, and Fell for it.

Ms. Thermal, as she later called herself, didn’t keep track
of the ring that led to her freedom, as they fled in the opposite
direction of her first panicked flight. Had she followed them,
she might have quickly gained a human Cover, embraced a life
of espionage, considered what her Descent really meant. Instead,
she remained alone, in the woods, as a hawk. On her own, she
figured out the basics of her new demonhood: Her Embeds
could nudge reality, her Exploits tweak it, her true form put her
on edge, while her raptor Cover gave her comfort. Beyond that,
she had a few inaccurate memories from her time before, of what
it meant to refuse to serve.

In her first few years, she kept an eye out for others like her,
although she never approached first. Her status as a familiar
meant most other demons didn’t expect a fellow Unchained
to be watching from the body of an animal. She steered clear
of the ones she spooked, and spoke to those who sought her
out. Some she traded information with; her view of the jungle
gave her unrivaled access to the Infrastructure still held within.
For the Aether alone it was useful, not to mention tracking the
movements of an otherwise-inscrutable enemy.

She asked for a different kind of knowledge in exchange:
Initially, she wanted something that would let her stay safe.
She received any number of offers of burner Covers, until she
made it clear she didn’t want to be human. Still, she accepted a
few, although she hates using them. Most other demons don’t
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understand why Ms. Thermal would rather stay an animal; they
can understand the form as useful for spying, but little more.
Ms. Thermal can’t explain the excitement of the dive, the
contentment of a nest, the thrill of defending herself. Perhaps
the feeling remains unique to familiars. Ms. Thermal has yet to
meet any like herself.

THE CRYPTID {ONUNDRUM

About a year after her Fall, a foreign Inquisitor offered a better
idea: Animals can’t be pacted with, but maybe an intelligent
cryptid could be. Xe had pacted with stranger things in the past,
shapeshifters and bloodsuckers. Xe hadn’t heard of anyone doing
so, but then, xe claimed xe’d never met a familiar before. The
demon taught Ms. Thermal how to create cryptids on her own, so
she could experiment without having to hunt them down. She’s
not sure why xe wanted the exact location and time of her Fall in
exchange, but she didn’t ask, and it hasn’t harmed her yet.

Since that point, she’s created a few separate colonies of avian
cryptids. Those that show promise are led to the burnt remains
of her Infrastructure, to breed and propagate. The scaled vultures
were close; they seemed to have some rudimentary language, but
died due from a flu strain before they reached self-awareness.
Most of her tests result in curiosities or mutants. Occasionally,
she eats her mistakes. It’s useful for saving Aether, but they tend
to taste odd, and it runs the risk of scaring the others.

So far, her experiments haven’t panned out, but she keeps
trying. Some days she doubts what she’s doing is even possible,
but keeps going regardless. Her eggs aren’t all in this basket; she’s
gathering material for a spirit Cover, though she has no idea how
it will coalesce. Being a hawk spirit instead of a real hawk could
be close enough, but she has no idea how the nature of a spirit
Cover is determined. She doesn’t particularly want to test it; it’s
taken her long enough to gather the Corpus she has. Her focus
on her task means she hasn’t kept in touch with the demons
she’s met, nor does she seek out company.

INTERILOPERS

Ms. Thermal dislikes humans encroaching on her territory,
no matter their reason for entering. Demons get a pass if they
specifically seek her out, but she views any other incursion



FERAL FAMILIAR: MS. THERMAL

UN-FAMILIAR?

Demons with animal Covers, known'as demo
familiars, first appeared in the Demon
Storyteller’s Guide. More information can be

found inithat.book on pp. 118- 119} Mechonlcolly,
they. aretvery. S|mq!9r tolhuman Uncholned, the
biggest differenceiisithatithey risk compromise.in
aimuch greater numberiof circumstances (even
direct communication'might cause one).

as a threat. Loggers and farmers remain her most frequent
violators. She has some idea that what they do is illegal, but
if there’s any law barring their entrance, it doesn’t stop them.
Scientists are rarer, but harder to dissuade. Investigators have
only shown up once or twice, but

tend to stick out.

Ms. Thermal’s territory
looks ideal for logging:
large, old-growth trees,
far enough from cities
and tourist spots to avoid
authorities, with large
enough rivers that they
don’t need to rely on roads.
Prospective farmers value her
space for much the same reasons,
hoping that burning the old forest will
keep the area fertile for longer than the
last slash-and-burn farm. Scientists arrive
for any number of reasons: biodiversity
calculations, greenhouse gas tests, or
simply measuring how much jungle
is left. Those seeking the weird
follow rumors or commands, which
Ms. Thermal finds much harder to
understand.

If Ms. Thermal knew more social
tactics, she could likely play the groups
off each other, especially with a Cover
established as a park ranger. She’s a
more hands-on kind of demon, though,
and doesn’t understand the political
possibilities. She tries to scare off loggers
and farmers with Ranger Silva, but that
only works on small groups. For ones that
start moving in machinery, she wrecks
what they bring; her true form’s size helps
with that. Frequently, the rising costs drive
them to seek a different area. Farming
methods often start with burning the
prospective area. Ms. Thermal kills those
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who try on principle. She’s not sure what started the fire that
destroyed her Infrastructure, but she holds a grudge.

Ms. Thermal’s tactics work less well on scientists and
investigators. Their machinery and tools tend to be smaller and
better guarded, and those passionate for their work will continue
in the face of mechanical setbacks. They're frequently foreign,
checking in with colleagues remotely, and thus more noticeable
if they disappear. She still tries. She usually manages to keep
them away from her cryptid colonies, although a few have been
seen. Early on, she tried to pact with a researcher, but that led to
greater curiosity and scrutiny. Oddly, Ms. Thermal has never had
to face an angel. Statistically, some of the interlopers she’s driven
off probably work for the God-Machine, but nothing she’s done
yet has caught Its attention.

Inevitably, the jungle shrinks. Ms. Thermal could move, but
that would mean abandoning her projects. It would also mean
abandoning the remains of the Infrastructure she protected.
The place means more to her than she admits; while she never
wants to go back to what she was, it was a place when the world
made sense, when she was safe to be what she was. More often,
she seeks help outside her domain, making agreements with
other demons to keep her corner of the world from being
destroyed. She hates leaving, but understands it as a
necessary evil.

DESCRIPTION

—_—

By default, Ms. Thermal

speaks and acts directly.

She doesn’t play games

» with  words; she’ll lie

‘h directly or not at all,

rather than relying

on technicalities

_I'_A and assumptions.
She always speaks in

I present tense, even when referring
to past or future actions. She cares deeply
about her cryptid research, and happily accepts
any offer of aid or information. However, she’s
very sensitive to threats, and won’t hesitate to
posture for position. Causing her to lose her
hawk form, or putting her in a position where
she has to burn it, would set her on a path of
single-minded vengeance.

Ms. Thermal stays in her original Cover
of a roadside hawk as often as she can. She’s
a foot and a half tall, with a wingspan of
nearly three feet. Her feathers are primarily
gray-brown, with a white-barred underbelly
and black-banded tail. Her body language
matches raptor instincts: puffed feathers when
pleased, slimmed down when scared or sad,
wings half-open when angry or surprised. She
can speak, though it compromises her Cover
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CHAPTER ONE: DEMONS

-
. WORLD?

If your chronicle isn't setiin South America, Ms;

Thermal’s favored Cover sticks outito ornithologists'

(or. demonsiwithithe right Embeds). Ranger: Silva

isieasier; to transplant; but for different-continents,

the following raptersifit the'same local niche @s the's
' roadside hawk (small; common raptors that hunt

while soaring): - s X

Australia'and Pacific Islands: Brown goshawk
Central to Southern Africa: lizard-buzzard
Indian sub-continent: White eyed
buzzard-hawk

North and Central America: Red-toiled hawk = -

" Northern Africa, Europe, and Asm'
Hen Horrler e

Alterncmvely, spothng an uncommon or |mp055|b|e
- raptor can hint to players that something isn't rlght
prowdmg aclue to Ms. Thermal’s Riesehce:

and unsettles those who hear it. Hawk throats are made for
screaming, not speech.

Her human Cover, Ranger Silva, barely exists as more than
a stereotype and a surname, although she’ll use it if she has to
leave the jungle. Silva looks like a standard park ranger of the
area: Latina, short, dark from the sun, dressed in a khaki-colored
ranger outfit, black hair tied back under a hat. Her smile remains
fixed; she emotes with her body language, not her face. Her fixed
gaze remains as intense as when she’s a hawk. She frequently
forgets to use her face expressively; her body language remains
rather avian.

In her demonic form, Ms. Thermal rises two stories high.
Her core is a dark, crystalline humanoid, head and torso coming
to points. She lacks arms or legs, and her profile suggests a bird
rather than a human. Connected by arcs of electricity beat at
least three sets of wings, sometimes melding or splitting with
each other. Her feathered wings keep her aloft, while her bone
wings act as shielding, and her brass wings as manipulators.
A cloudy mass of ephemera floats below her, like a semi-real
shadow.

—
SECRETS

Ms. Thermal’s primary Cover is aging out, and her human backup
barely exists. She desperately wants another animal Cover, but lacks

the intel to plan an angeljacking. Her cryptid experiments haven’t
panned out, and her backup spirit Cover is nothing more than a
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holding pattern. She’s starting to poke around the Infrastructure
left from the fire, and found enough intact to reconnect back to the
God-Machine. If she can control the reconnection, she thinks she
can compel an angel into existence. Right now, there are too many
variables to control for, but if her other plans keep failing, she’s not
above trying something crazy.

Seriously considering such an option shows the toll Ms.
Thermal’s solitude has taken on her. By human or demon
standards, she isn’t rational. She doesn’t work towards a Hell, she
hasn’t advanced her Cipher, and she shuns human connections.
True, her embrace of animal instinct over human reason may be
her own route to Hell, but she doesn’t term it such; that would
defeat the point. If she didn’t fear nonexistence, she’d abandon
all her plans for the future and live in the moment, embracing
her instincts and simply being. She keeps that truth from herself,
but that desire to give up “higher” thought drives her actions as
strongly as her need to stay hidden from the God-Machine.

Runiors

“Yeah, there was a familiar who lived out in the woods a while back,
but I doubt she’s still around. Demons go spare if they can’t talk to
nobody. Heh, not to mention she started out bird-brained. Get it? Nah,
she’s either gone completely native or been dismantled, at this point.”

Ms. Thermal Fell four years ago, and has yet to pick an Agenda
or join a ring. She came in contact with a few demons over that time,
but because she steers clear of cities and Agencies, her existence
tends to be doubted. On one hand, her solitude means she has no
support structure, no intel beyond what she gathers herself, and no
favors to call in. On the other, she doesn’t owe anyone anything;
she’s a free agent, or as close as any demon can get. This doesn’t
make her any more trustworthy, but it does simplify what games she
could be playing, as no one pulls her strings.

“I'm so excited to start cataloguing! They say that only half the
species in the jungle have been classified, and I believe it! I saw a beau-
tiful songbird the other day, the size of my palm, and so bright, I swear,
I thought it was bioluminescent! I hope it ends up in one of the nets.”

Most of the cryptids Ms. Thermal creates expire in a day
or so. A rare few survive, either deliberately maintained by the
demon or through fleeing to the closest Infrastructure. The
latter usually live long enough to breed with their non-infused
brethren. Over the years of trials, a few distinct variants have
cropped up, many of them bioluminescent. The demon keeps
an eye on them, but as none display any level of sentience, she
doesn’t care much about their existence beyond their attraction
to scientists. She’s moved one flock, hoping to attract researchers’
attention elsewhere, and leave her forest in peace.

“Spiritually? There’s dead spots in the forest. Even regular people can feel
it, that creeping emptiness, like the sound of a clock stopping. There has to
be something big deep in there, either eating them up or driving them out.”

Infrastructure previously kept the spirit population low, and
Ms. Thermal has cleaned out much of what remained, gathering
Corpus. She wants enough to make a strong Cover, but has
chewed through the supply too fast. She’s created a few vacuums



through overharvesting, obvious to anyone with a sense of
the Gauntlet. She checks in on the empty areas, hoping they’ll
become repopulated over time, but hasn’t slowed her rate of
ephemera gathering. The holes attract attention, and it’s only a
matter of time before something big moves in. That could be a
powerful spirit, or it could be Ms. Thermal’s new Cover, finally
finished. Either way, that change will bring truth to the rumor.

MS THERMAL

Virtue: Passionate

Vice: Independent

Incarnation: Guardian

Agenda: Unaligned

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 2, Wits 3, Resolve 3
Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 3, Stamina 4

Social Attributes: Presence 1, Manipulation 3,
Composure 4

Mental Skills: Crafts 1, Investigation (Patterns) 3,
Medicine 1, Occult (Spirits) 2

Physical Skills: Athletics 2, Brawl 2, Stealth (Forest) 3,
Survival (Tracking) 3

Social Skills: Animal Ken (Raptors) 5, Expression 1,
Intimidation (Silent Stare-Downs) 3, Subterfuge 2

Merits: Contacts (Rangers) 1, Danger Sense, Fast
Reflexes 3, Iron Stamina 2, Seizing the Edge, Suborned
Infrastructure 1, Terrible Form 2, Trained Observer 3

Health: 6 (hawk), 9 (human), 13 (demon)
Primum: 4

Demonic Form: Aegis Protocol, Armored Plates, Blind
Sense, Claws and Fangs, Environmental Resistance,
Essence Drain, Fast Attack, Huge Size, Tough as Stone,
Wings

Embeds: Ambush, Animal Communication, Hesitation,
Interference, Just Bruised, Read Hostility, Shift
Consequences, Strike First, Synthesis, Tag and Release,
Trick of the Light, Without a Trace

Exploits: Break to Heal, Ephemeral Cover, Extispicy,
Hellhounds

Aether/per turn: 13/4

Willpower: 7

Cover: Roadside hawk (6), Ranger Silva (2)
Size: 2 (hawk), 5 (human), 9 (demon)
Speed: 15 (hawk), 10 (human), 14 (demon)
Defense: 5 (hawk, human), 6 (demon)
Initiative: 10 (hawk, human), 12 (demon)
Armor: 0/0 (hawk, human), 3/2 (demon)

Weapons/Attacks:
Type Damage Dice Special
Beak 0 4 Hawk only
Claws 1 4 Hawk only
Wings 2 4 Demon only

FERAL FAMILIAR: MS. THERMAL

*- Ms. Thermal approaches the characters with:a ¥.g-
deal. She knows when and where there will be
an angel manifestation: She wantsito jack’ the
Cover. If it's a human one, the characters can
haveit: if it's an animal; she’ll trade it for her.
ephemeral Cover. Sounds straightforward, but
can she be trusted?. Who gets toractuallyj |o '
in2 How did Ms. Thermal'get this informatio
Why:is she so.willing toigive up her other
Cover2 Andiwhy is this angel manifesting;

; 0nyway9 i
The cryptid populchon booms, resulhng in'a
dearthiof Aether and hordes of frightening

~ animals. Everyone blames Ms: Thermal, but
she refuses to stop experimentation: She'claims
‘to.be close to a breakthrough, close enough
to throw caution fo the wind. People are
noticing the weird'beasts, which' means angelic

_ atfention scon. Acting'as'ex'terminctc')rs slows
the problem; but the solution lies at the root:

Do the characters stop Ms. Thermal, no matter”
the cost2 Or do they help as much as they.

can, and hope she ﬂnlshes before everyone's:
‘blowne ; '

s At nlght mochlnery roars deep in the forest,
: but more harshly.than thesound of |ogg|ng
"+~ machines. Gouts of Aether flare ir'thé distance.
Animals watch humans with*a new |nten5|ty
. Fallen Infrostructure is:.coming bock to life Ms: "
“Thermal hasn't been seen since it stqrted has.
she jacked a new Cover and'gone to_grqurid?
“Or was she dismantled before'she gotithe
& chonce2 Was she desperate enough to rebuild:
lwhot had fallen? Did some'one convince:her
it was worth'it, or frame’herias ‘a’convenient.
scapegoat? And-how-much:does theitruth
“really matter'when the jungle thrums with'the
beat'of angel wings?

Glitches: Only speaks in present tense, cannot seek
shelter from the rain
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BACKGROUND

In some ways, the Fall was a blip for Sanjha. As an angel,
she guarded an occult matrix out in the rural lands of southern
India, posing as a young woman starting up a new ranch in
the middle of nowhere. Her true form was that of a rakshasi, a
terrifying cannibal demoness from Hinduism, and when people
came near the Infrastructure, she would slink off and return in
her true face to devour the intruders. Those who survived lived
in fear of the angel, and if any of them told stories, most people
did nothing, trapped in that space between disbelief and fear. It
was simple enough.

For Sanjha though, it quickly became unsatisfying. She began
towander around and play little games with her distant neighbors
and travelers, trying to tempt them towards the Infrastructure.
She killed anyone who got close, so she still served her purpose,
but she came to love the thrill of running down and devouring
enemies and innocents alike.

Eventually, the occult matrix was finished, the project
concluded, and the Elimination Infrastructure kicked in to
clean up. Sanjha didn’t let herself be recycled — she was too busy
chasing down an investigator. Eventually, her dedication to the
chase caused her to Fall, and with all the concern of a rich kid
accidentally dropping change, Sanjha kept doing what she was
doing — except now, she did it for herself rather than in defense
of some arcane project.

That might have been the whole of the rakshasi’s story, if
she hadn’t eventually stumbled across a gang of Unchained.
Troublesome prey though they were, Sanjha chased them from
safe house to safe house, picking them off one by one, until
finally she killed the last in their storehouse. Picking through
the goods, discovering the ring’s secrets, and thinking on some
of the luxuries she had come across during her hunt, Sanjha’s
focus changed from mere hunting to a more interesting setup.

Learning some essential tradecraft and searching out contacts,
the rakshasi eventually earned the aid of an international
smuggling crew called the Rising Ape and set out from India to
foreign lands. The first Agency she contacted had a problem with
a major hit to their Cover economy after a raid had gone south.

50

Stepping into the role of a Tempter, Sanjha made a bargain — a
rapid influx of Covers in exchange for Gadgets, intel, and other
resources the Unchained valued. The Agency’s leader wanted to
see her actually produce the merchandise.

Within a couple of months and rapid wheeling and dealing,
Sanjha made good on her word, pumping out low-quality but
serviceable Covers faster than any of the locals had ever seen.
As soon as she got paid, she called up the Rising Ape and went
onto another city.

It’s been a couple of years since that first client, and
Sanjha has established a handful of cities that produce
side merchandise for her, but she primarily runs around
the world, never staying in one place too long and rarely
revisiting. While she markets other resources and services out
to the Unchained, her main commodity remains the same —
a turnout of Covers that dizzies the mind. Even the best of
pact-makers don’t know how she does it.

For those who recognize humble goals as such, Sanjha
seems to have attained Hell, but the cost might be catching
up to her. As essential as sudden influxes of Cover can be for
the Unchained, those who follow patterns are beginning to
notice that the increased scrutiny of both mortal authorities
and angels in those cities that she operates. Others begin to
disdain the rakshasi, and sharpen their knives to discover her
secrets, thinking that whatever trick she’s using could either
benefit all demons, or perhaps just themselves personally.
Others still have their eyes on her as a potential power base
for Unchained everywhere, and wonder where she will take
her operation from here.

Sanjha doesn’t seem too bothered. Under the sun, she enjoys
the luxuries she has earned and continues to deal and deliver in
city after city. And when the sun sets, the rakshasi slinks off to
perform her dark miracles.

DESCRIPTION

Most demons meet Sanjha during trade negotiations and
delivery of sales, and find her to be a rather lively salesman.
Electric and affable, the rakshasi bounces from introductions
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to exploring needs to haggling at steady beats, and quickly by her current karma. She’s not blasé about the risks they pose
changes direction with the customet’s concerns, should they to her or those who work with her, but she doesn’t think of
arise. She’s not a doormat, keeping a focus on her end game  most people as anything but buttons for reactions, and she finds
and constantly moving things towards the sale, but she’s open it hard to keep from pushing them. Only the Rising Ape crew
to soft compromises and accommodations for the sake of receive actual professional courtesy from her at all times, and
moving along. Her constant movement can be disconcerting  she makes sure the compensation keeps them from complaining
for most Unchained who would rather scrutinize things about any slips in behavior. One day, they might end up serving
and think on it. If Sanjha’s has things to do in her day, as her cult, but for now, it's mutually profitable business.

she often is willing to
back off and give people
some of that time, but
if she’s running low
on things to do, she
becomes pushier about
decisions being made.

Those who hire her
as a mercenary see just
how deep this kinetic
personality goes. Her
time as an angel was

Downtime for Sanjha often just means setting up the
next move, hopping from city to city and arranging for the
next deals, keeping up the motion even in these moments.
In the rare times she’s not fixated on the

upkeep of her business, Sanjha enjoys

talking about philosophy, religion,

and metaphysics — which isn’t to

say she’s good at it. Conversations
start off with good beginning knowledge,
but the deeper and more nuanced discussions
on the subjects quickly lose and confuse her.
In these moments, as she tries to wrap her head
spent prowling around, around esoteric matters, she finally seems to find
looking for targets, and
her Fall has not changed
that at all. If she’s active
in social situations, she’s
nonstop in the field, moving
from one objective to the next
with little pause. While
Sanjha acknowledges
that few rings would be
comfortable with her
improvising on the field,
she does resultantly expect
clear plans ahead of time
rather than operations that
need on-field decisions to
be made about where
they go, favoring
retreat  in  such
moments. Giving the
rakshasi freedom to
do as she pleases,
by contrast, sees
her being far more
willing to gamble on
moving forward until it
becomes clear they're
losing ground.

stillness and dissatisfaction, fixation falling from
her frame.

While Sanjha frequently cycles through
Covers, she does maintain upkeep on
her original Cover, a late-20s Indian
woman named Rachita (her full name
is Veppampattu Isha Rachita Konar).
Sporting a round face framed by straight
hair and looking right at home in
the attire of modern ranchers, the
Covet’s calm demeanor is utterly at
odds with the rakshasi’s energy, but
Sanjha treasures it as a part of herself.
Her other consistent Cover is of

an old Mexcian woman named
Valeria Zapata Armenta,
a mischievous widow
who Sanjha scrambled
out a deal with and
ended up living as for

a few months down
in Santiago Tuxtla,
Mexico. While the
Cover is often out of
place in most places
in the world, Sanjha
gets mileage out of
how people dismiss the
Spanish-speaking elder
from time to time, and

Sanjha  takes a
certain satisfaction in
tormenting humanity.
Whether she causes
minor inconveniences
for them or explicitly
ruins their lives, she shrugs off inquiries on the matter as
just the fact of who she is — a demon who'’s not too bothered

she enjoys getting away
with just about anything
using the Cover.
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Sanjha is most comfortable, though, wearing her true face. In
demonic form, the rakshasi’s wide, dark eyes and cavernous, razor-
filled mouth devour the attention of all who are present, with broad
nostrils constantly flaring, every snort betraying those who would
hide. The dark, bruise-purple of her skin shows white hashmarks all
over her four long and mighty arms, hands ending in claws dripping
oil, and blue plasma veins dully pulse all over her wall-like frame.

SECRETS

Sanjha fiercely guards her secret of mass-producing Covers for a
very good reason: She could lose it if someone knew what to look
for. Wearing a Gadget mask called the Raw Eater, Sanjha hunts
down targets and devours them. The mask translates the digested
flesh into Cover, turning bone and gristle into wave-particle flesh
and quantum heartbeats. All other methods of Cover production
become obsolete for the rakshasi, and humanity becomes the
buffet that pays her for the privilege of eating. The Raw Eater is the
cornerstone of Sanjha’s developing Hell — losing it would almost be
worse than getting caught by the Machine.

Production of any sort has to decide whether to sacrifice
being fast, being cheap, or being good, though. Low-quality
Covers aren’t necessarily a burden to the Unchained, but the
mess Sanjha makes can make those Covers more of a crap-shoot
than they are comfortable with. Cannibalism is a noisy affair at
the best of times, and Sanjha’s roaming ways often mean that
her feasts aren’t as well covered as a more settled consumer’s
might be. Use of Embeds and Exploits to cover her tracks simply
trade the attention of human law enforcement for the scrutiny of
angels, which often turns on the buyers as much as the rakshasi.
An Agency that puts two and two together are going to chase
her down and dig into her secrets, which risks the Raw Eater.
All of this, of course, just translates into all the more reason why
Sanjha prefers to hop into town as a limited-time grand sale for
hard-on-theirluck Agencies, and keeps repeat visits rare.

Sanjha knows that, while enjoyable, this business model can’t
exactly hold. Fortunately, the Gadget invites questions about the
relationship between information and physicality, and the Destroyer
explores these ideas in between major sales. After gnawing on so
many faces only to end up wearing those faces, Sanjha wonders
how far such a notion goes in reverse, whether one can lie flesh
into being and bullshit graveyards into factuality. Certain Embeds
and Exploits, like Urban Legend, already allow for small-scale
fulfillments of this notion. The rakshasi just has to figure out how
to regurgitate the lies she swallows as truth on larger and deeper
scales — once she figures that out, she has the basis for balancing her
passion with practicality, and possibly expanding her Hell into an
ambition other Unchained can get behind.

Explorations into making people, places, things, times, and
more by trying to manipulate “the Cover of the World” is an
arduous task for even for the most powerful of demons, assuming
it’s even possible. Converting flesh to illusion and vice versa
requires lots of experiments with the subroutines behind reality,
so Sanjha frequently tests the bounds of how much life a Cover
can have on its own and how far and long a demon can push the
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shape of reality for on her own time, and frequently also pays
out to demons she thinks can produce results, too. A lot of the
Gadgets she ends up selling are the result of her commissions are
the result of this curiosity, too, Installation feeling resonant as
the objects are transformed by swallowed subroutines.

For now, Sanjha enjoys her helterskelter life a little too much
to fully dive into the subject — but she is getting older and more
mature, and the inkling of a desire to settle down is growing, as is
her desire to actually find the Keys to her Cipher for clarity on her
purpose. The success the rakshasi has now could well translate into
the beginning of a strange and bloody Agency, provided she doesn’t
suffer the wrath of dissatisfied customers first.

S ‘
RumoRs

“I swear, her ambitions for profit are not the whole picture. I think
Sanjha wants to ascend to a higher state of being. Get this. Buddy of
mine swears he saw her reading up on religions, particularly those where

deification can happen. Bet ya she thinks can become something to
match the Machine.”

The books she’s seen reading are actually about Hinduism
explicitly. Sanjha casually considers herself to be Hindu, but
never really knew what that meant. In her quieter moments,
though, she finds there’s a small part of her that wants to
connect with the faith of the land of her genesis, though how
remains a question.

“Bitch is trying to raise an army by infecting demons with her Covers.
Chick out in Alabama swears that as she wore one longer and longer, her
urge to eat people grew. When she burned it, the Echo was hungry. I think
Sanjha found a way to program behavior into the faces we wear.”

Ghosts that emerge from burnt Covers sold by Sanjha tend
to be hung up on dying as someone’s lunch, understandably,
but those ghosts don’t have any influence over the Cover itself.
Still, as stories circulate and evolve, it does raise some interesting
possible experiments for her.

Integrator? Nah man, I think she’s both cleaner and more badass.
I think she’s a master angeljacker. God’s always churning out more
Cowvers, right? How else can she sell so much unless she perfected the art
of hijacking lives from God itself? Telling you, we’re lucky she’s with us.

Of course, the story’s false, but Sanjha prefers it to people actually
digging into the truth. She occasionally nudges it along, hinting at
it whenever she’s pressed on the subject. What's interesting to the
rakshasi, though, is that she hasn’t tried Raw Eater on an angel yet.
Would more than Cover come away with the bite?

Q]

SANIHA

Virtue: Energetic

Vice: Sadistic

Incarnation: Destroyer

Agenda: Tempter

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 2, Wits 3, Resolve 2
Physical Attributes: Strength 3, Dexterity 3, Stamina 4



Social Attributes: Presence 4, Manipulation 3,
Composure 3

Mental Skills: Academics (Hinduism) 1, Investigation 2,

Medicine 3, Occult 2, Politics (Agency Structure) 3

Physical Skills: Athletics 3, Brawl (Bite) 3, Drive
(Evasion) 2, Firearms 2, Stealth (Moving Quietly) 2,
Survival 3

Social Skills: Intimidation 3, Persuasion 3, Socialize
(Easing Customers) 1, Streetwise 2, Subterfuge 3

Merits: Advance Form, Allies (Rising Ape Crew) 2,
Fast Reflexes 2, Fixer, Grappling 3, Professional Training
(Smuggler) 3, Terrible Form 4

Health: 9
Primum: 4

Demonic Form: Blind Sense, Cavernous Maw, Claws
and Fangs, EMP Field, Essence Drain, Extra Mechanical
Limbs, Glory and Terror, Inhuman Strength, Long Limbs,

Multiple Images, Olfactory Enhancements, Plasma Drive

Embeds: Alibi, Anarchism, Everybody Knows, Hush,
Mistaken Identity, Never Here, Raw Materials, Recurring
Hallucinations, Special Someone, Trick of the Light

Exploits: Demon House, Open-and-Shut Case, Terrible
Avatar, Urban Legend, Visions of Heaven and Hell, Walls
of Jericho

Aether/per turn: 13/4

Willpower: 5

Cover: Rachita (7), Valeria (5)

Size: 5

Speed: 11

Defense: 6

Initiative: 6

Armor: 0

Glitches: Blinking eye taftoo at the base of the neck
Notes: Smuggler Skills are Drive and Subterfuge.
Weapons/Attacks:

Type Damage Range Dice Special
Pool
Bite 2(A) N/A 7 2
Structure
Damage

Pistol, hvy  2(L) 30/60/120 4 N/A

Notes: Sanjha wields a Gadget called the Raw Eater. It
is a half-mask of throbbing, burnt flesh with a rusted, iron
teeth-grill hanging from it on sinewy straps.

Activation and Triggers: The user must mark the mask

with blood to activate it for a scene.

Effect: Any time the demon bites a target while the Raw
Eater is active, she rips off their health and stores it in the

mask. Once the mask has accumulated enough health (4 x
the desired Cover rating), she can forge a new Cover. This

requires an extended action (successes required = twice

the Cover rating, one hour per roll, Dexterity + Medicine),

which must be completed in demonic form. If this action
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STORY HOOKS

*~In the'middle of several disappearances from

- the community, the characters discover aifriend’
ofitheirs partially:cannibalized in a V|o|ent|y

thrashed room: Whoever did it didnit have:

i time to clean.up all their tracks, andit’s not
= long before the characters find themselves.on

the trail of Sanjha. Only one catch: — she’s
searching for someone who stole a Gadget

-from her, and she claims her ties to the scene
_ areitied entirely to that. As pursuit ofithe hidden
- party, the characters willhave to discover

if Sanjhatis on the level or if'she’s p|oy|ng a
careful game to escape |udgment

e The rokshosn invites the main charqcters to

join'an experiment she's about to conduct—
using Urban Legend alongside other Exploits
(preferably those the characters possess); she's
going|fo see if they can make all'the/characters
in the story real. Whether they go clong with

_ itor noft, it's not long before word gets out of

people getting:randomly mauled. It seems *

- like the killerin theistoryis acting beyond its
. narrative, but is seeing how far this experiment- -
- goes worth the atfention of angels andithe

po||ce3 What other sacrifices are going into_ 4
this’ living nlghtmare anyways?

; Flghts between.two warring Agenoes are
starting to break down’ the veil of secrecy "~

between all Unchained, as attacks'on Covers,

.are happening faster than most demons can,’
restore them” Sanjha finds herseélf locked:
_ between the fwo as they refuse to let her go. ds .

a 5|gn|Fcont asset, pressuring her to’join @ side.

‘Even worse, with the angels wotchlng c|ose|y,
““leaving mlghtoctuclly doom everyone. Sanjha:
“reaches out to various parties, including the’

characters, tothelp her-solve this, but her secrefs
may-be the cause-of this'war. Without them, the

“city could fall into the hands of the-angels. .

succeeds, the demon has successfully created the Cover,
a pact document written on human leather materializing in

her left hand.
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BACKGROUND

Wednesday claims to be so old he doesn’t even remember his
Fall. A joke, of course, but an illustrative one — while any demon
is a mixture of truth and lies densely tangled, theoretically
ancient demons cast such a shadow that history blurs into myth,
and the impossible Hells that exist in those dark eons may be
more real than young Unchained could hope to be. Wednesday
may or may not be ancient — but the Psychopomp’s shadow is
deep, dire, and frighteningly possible.

He may have once been an angel who built the engines that
move time itself, or perhaps he connected timelines and destroyed
the paradoxes birthed from them, weaponizing bastard histories for
God'’s use. He Fell for hubris, angered by the inferiority of God, or
maybe he Fell for the love of an ape he saw eternity within. He may
have once, or twice, been a god to the nations of men, or he may
merely have moved the armies of Rome and Russia. He might have
fought Hercules, or gambled with Charlemagne, or berated Newton.
Maybe he’s less than those, a liar born from Victorian mills. Maybe
he’s more than that, a deity cursed to a limited mortality by the
Machine. Maybe all of them are right. Maybe none of them come
close. Maybe the truth hasn’t been built yet.

The questions are irrelevant to the Psychopomp. Wednesday
is busy trying to defeat God.

What is known, with relative surety, is the Agency called the
Hour of Dawn is his current project. Started and colead with
the elder demon Cacus, a Messenger Saboteur, and supported
by a third, younger member added to the leadership, Nothiel the
Guadian SaboteurTempter, the trio have been leading rings against
the Machine for nearly two centuries. Alongside raiding matrices
and facilities, the group rallies humanity against the Machine and
infiltrates occult societies for their secrets. Their operations are
slower than most Insurgencies, and seemingly over that timeline the
sum effect of their efforts aren’t any more than any other. What is
different is the size of their grand successes.

In one city, the prevailing Agency was compromised by a ring
of Integrators, hunted till only a few remained. The next day
found the Agency restored, the Integrators murdered, and the
Hour of Dawn emerging from a facility.
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God-Machine cultists worshipped an edifice of a crocodile
in accordance to the gears for 444 days, promised power by the
gears. They all went to the hospital the next day to remove the
spider eggs from under their skin.

Sixty-four members of a suburban community in 1987 were
found with their heads clawed and smashed open. Their ghosts
claimed they did it to stop the world shoving its way in through
their third eye. The angels paid for their grievances.

It’s easy to attribute those successes to Cacus and Nothiel, who
maintain a close and personal involvement with the Agency on
the whole. After all, when Nothiel openly ensures that the Agency
receives the resources and communications to where they’re needed,
and Cacus both actively recruits and leads raids, the involvement of
the distant and private Psychopomp seem easy to dismiss.

Cacus and Nothiel disagree. While they grumble about his
perfectionism, their word is that it is Wednesday’s planning and
reconnaissance is entirely the reason such miracles occurred.
When some say they aren’t any different on the grand scale,
Cacus asserts the only thing stopping them from killing God is
Wednesday making sure it won’t take them out with it — though
what the grand vision is seems a mystery to him as well.

The questions are irrelevant to the Psychopomp. Wednesday
knows how to end God. He just needs to get the details right.

DESCRIPTION

Wednesday avoids directly interacting with demons aside from
Cacus and Nothiel, preferring to have them or his cultists act as
intermediaries. When he does show up, be it for meetings or raids,
he often does so in a burnable Cover or in his demonic form.

It’s fairly obvious when he makes himself known. Not only is
he distinctive for using every tense except the correct one when
he speaks, but he’s also sharply exacting and unflinching in his
direction and execution. Even by the Unchained’s standards of
paranoid distance, he is impersonal and demanding, showing
little tolerance toward deviation from his plans. When raids are
successful, Wednesday also can be possessive of Infrastructure.
While he does also go above and beyond to ensure that people
come out of operations alive and well hidden, and his genius is
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readily apparent, most Unchained consider his greatest virtue is
his lack of involvement, unless they think he’s an Integrator for
it. The only three people with whom most see him compromise
are the other two Agency leaders and the head of his cult.

Strangely, Cacus asserts that Wednesday is dangerously kind
and sentimental. Wednesday proves to be extremely private
and violently defensive of his various lives, making
investigation difficult, but those who manage to pry
into Wednesday’s other Covers find the assertion to be
true. As they observe Wednesday among the humans
involved in his various lives, they find common threads
of him being remarkably warm hearted and goofy, fond
of food, theatre, and working with his hands. The ease
with and concern for others in those lives is so deep
that most demons don’t know whether it’s a
long con or something genuine. Certainly,
they all do seem to relate to his personal
interests, but there’s a warmth to his
character that even the most human
of Unchained find disturbingly
deep.

Aside from one Cover that’s
always changing and seems
reserved for the Unchained, }
Wednesday keeps three other {§
Covers. The first is Wendy .
Odile Elian, a slim, dark-haired
woman in her early 30s who acts
as an assistant to the high priestess of
Wednesday's cult, Hazel Schreier.
Professional in appearance and %
behavior, Wendy is eager to help,
though shy with her own opinion
at meetings. Frequently she only speaks when
“possessed” by Wednesday to let him speak directly.
Outside of meetings, Wendy spends her time
in a close relationship with
Schreier both at work and in
her free time. Wednesday’s
second Cover is Alexander
Wayfarer, a rugged young
man with dirty-blond hair
who seeks teachers in the ways
of the occult. While he’s “not? &
very good with magic” and a bit
blustery, he is both earnest and
patient with his mentors and
fellows. He covers his glitches as
curses. His final Cover is a talking
raven, which he uses to pretend to be
various things, from messengers to spirits
and more.

Wednesday’s original form has been lost to years of personal
adjustments. Gone is the builder of time engines, and in its
place is a mirrored, spidery humanoid, with two swan wings

and one raven wing jutting like clock hands from a gear on its
back. Swirling blue mandalas faintly glow across its body and
four hydraulic arms, and dark, starspecked pits glare from an
enlarged, alien head.

SECRETS

Wednesday can build Infrastructure, occult matrices,
and produce outputs.

His skill at this is not entirely reliable — over
four years, he might build three matrices and get one
reliable output out of them — nor has he yet figured out
how to achieve the grand results he is aiming for.
Nevertheless, Wednesday has designed personal

angels, calamitous fates, and alternate timelines
before with his knowledge of arcane physics.
Every search and seizure of the God-Machine’s
holdouts takes him closer to rivaling his
former deity’s might.

Playing with arcane physics beyond
A one’s comprehension is dangerous, even
f for old, powerful demons, and more than
one disaster has set Wednesday back and
created enormous risks for local agencies
before. The ancient demon keeps a
sense of responsibility for these risks and
works hard to control them...but with his
mastery of temporal Embeds and Exploits,
Wednesday also has a habit of turning
his failures into some kind of advantage.
Frequently, he gambles on the ability
of local demons and angels to handle
his directed mistakes, clearing his traces
and hitting sites related to his project in the
confusion. If his comrades suffer some losses — well,
he’s not working for them in the end, anyway.

Wednesday is something of an extreme humanist, in
truth, though he keeps this to himself. Wednesday loves the
idea of the species, seeing them attain near-celestial
glory through psychic, spiritual, or magical

means several times. He deeply desires
% for humanity to overthrow the God-
Machine and to claim the maintenance
of the world for themselves. The place
of demons, angels, and exiles in that
world—their fate is to be determined by
humanity. That was the truth hidden
in in his Cipher, but if Wednesday’s
honest, he’s always felt it deep down.

Of course, Wednesday has seen
humanity’s fractious nature too often to trust in

them finding their way. His answer is to create an output

to awaken mankind’s potential that will also direct them to take
God’s place. While he ponders several options, the Psychopomp
mainly seeks to apply psychic pressure to every human in
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accordance to their strength, subtly programming them with
the knowledge they need to ascend while allowing them to grow
fighting against the occult dominance until they can overthrow
it. Wednesday believes he can create such a psychic system, and
further use it to direct humanity collectively at where they must
turn their mystical forces to control the world.

Wednesday’s belief in humanity stems from a weakness all his
own, one that ties him closer to the humans in his life than most
demons. Due to a complex matrix failing that integrated his Fall,
a temporal engine, and the completion of the Pentagram beyond
his Cipher, he risks his memory alongside his Covers. Whenever
Wednesday first changes into a new Cover or has a person very
close to the Cover dies, Wednesday loses his memories of his
demonic self until he gains Aether. Depending on the Cover, he
could live for days, months, or even years before ever getting the
Aetheric charge to “wake up.”

Wednesday has only shared this weakness with Cacus and
Nothiel, and none of them have figured out why Wednesday
suffers these memory losses. Whether it was some damage from
his Fall or a result of his tampering with Aetheric constructions,
Wednesday has lived as a human, loving and losing them more
intimately than other Unchained can comprehend. It is this
weakness that drives Wednesday, that may lead to the salvation
of humanity and the Unchained...or drive them to oblivion.

v r 1
RumoRrs

“Dude’s absolutely a fucking Turncoat. 've seen him meet with
Integrators, giving them orders and shit. I think the Hour of Dawn is

filled with them, and that Wednesday is setting up some kind of grand
sacrifice to the Machine to return the lot of them to Its favor.”

Wednesday hates the God-Machine and Turncoats with a
passion, but he knows the devil’s in the details, and that angels often
unknowingly have important keys to outputs. The Psychopomp
contracts Integrators from time to time to get these details, though
he’s very careful in regard to what they are given in return.

“Ain’t it weird how the Hour of Dawn fights ghosts and werewolves
and stuff like that? The rank and file gets these orders to seize sacred
groves and nightmare gates, and not a person knows why. I think the
leadership has lost it, and sees the God-Machine everywhere.”

Infrastructure can generate Essence when made correctly,
but Wednesday has found that building where Essence flows
easily helps to reinforce his projects. It’s not his only motivation
— Wednesday has seen gods beyond the Machine, and is fairly
sure they need to die, too. The monsters tied to such sites and
gods only concern him so much.

“So, you know the rumors of how there are five second-order lambdas
in the world? Well, a buddy of mine once saw Wednesday tucking a
silver music box into a bag that made her hair stand on end just looking
it. I bet you that’s his ace in the hole.”

Wednesday actually does own a second-order lambda called
the Broken’s Aubade. He holds it as more precious and terrifying
than even his matrices. Still, he is willing to risk its use for world-
changing secrets held by other monsters.
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WEDNESDAY
Virtue: Precise
Vice: Hopeful
Incarnation: Psychopomp
Agenda: Saboteur-Inquisitor
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 7, Wits 4, Resolve 5
Physical Attributes: Strength 4, Dexterity 3, Stamina 5
Social Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 3,
Composure 4
Mental Skills: Academics (Research) 4, Crafts
(Clockwork) 5, Investigation 4, Occult (Arcane Physics) 5,
Politics 2, Science 5
Physical Skills: Athletics 2, Brawl 2, Larceny 4, Stealth
4, Weaponry (Spears) 4
Social Skills: Empathy (Calming) 2, Intimidation (Cold
Stare) 3, Socialize 2, Subterfuge 3
Merits: Closed Book 5, Cultists 5, Good Time Management,
Multiple Agendas, Patient, Safe Place (Suborned
Infrastructure) 5, Status (Hour of Dawn Agency) 5, Suborned
Infrastructure 3, Trained Observer 3, Untouchable
Health: 10
Primum: 7
Demonic Form: Blind Sense, Clairvoyant Sense, Extra
Mechanical Limbs, Fast Attack, Inhuman Intelligence,
Inhuman Strength, Mental Resistance, Mirrored Skin,
Wings
Embeds: Alibi, Check Backdrop, Deep Cover, Don't |
Know You?, Fractal Reality, Going Native, Hesitation,
Imagine, Like | Built It, Never Here, Ripple, Strength
Through Adversity, Strike First, Voice of the Machine,
Without A Trace
Exploits: Decoy, Echoing Death, Ephemeral Cover,
Extispicy, Four Minutes Ago, Newton’s Nightmares, Reality
Enforcement, Rip the Gates, Show of Power, Terrible Avatar
Aether/per turn: 20/7
Willpower: 9
Cover: Wendy Odile Elian (7), Alexander Wayfarer (6),
a talking raven (5). The Storyteller should have another
Cover for interacting with demons rated no higher than 3.
Size: 5
Speed: 12
Defense: 5
Initiative: 7
Armor: 0/0
Glitches: Cannot use the correct tense when speaking,
objects become more reflective around him.
Notes: Wednesday may have more Merits, Embeds, and
Exploits as needed by the Storyteller.

Weapons/Attacks:

Type Damage Range Dice Special
Pool

Spear  2(L) N/A 9 +1 Defense,

Two-Handed
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L.aMBDA: THE BROKEN'S AUBADE

Despite most demons’ acceptance of their own state, the
Unchained have made several attempts to mimic humanity and
the other residents of the Chronicles of Darkness. Most of these
attempts are limited, only temporarily granting mere mortality
or flimsily mimicking the strengths of varying horrors. For
most, this is enough, but for those who would dive further, the
Broken’s Aubade plays the deepest song.

The Broken’s Aubade is a silver music box covered in
fluttering eyes that, when activated, plays a song that lulls the
Unchained off to sleep. When the song finishes, the gears
inside break apart, and the demon wakes from one life into a
completely new one, free of his demonic identity.

Installed Exploits: Going Native/Reality Enforcement/

Show of Power
Trigger: Wind up the music box and let it play.
Dice Pool: Intelligence + Crafts

Action: Instant
Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The demon wakes up at the end of the
song with the Blown Condition attached to the Cover the
demon was trying to become.

Failure: The music box plays but doesn’t break, waking the
demon when it finishes.

Success: The music box plays, breaking at the conclusion.
The demon becomes his Cover fully: If it was human, he
becomes that human, whereas if it was a Cover of a spirit made
from Ephemeral Cover, he will become that spirit. If the Cover
was made from pacts with monsters, the demon becomes that
monster, or the closest approximation to it, despite being
converted into a human identity through the pact. The demon
does not remember his demonic life, instead remembering the
life of his Cover, which is fleshed out as though it were Cover 10.

While under the effect of the Aubade, the character does not
suffer compromise of any sort. When confronted with evidence
of his former life, the character rolls Wits + Composure, with
success reminding him of the Aubade, and an exceptional
success giving him the Obsession Condition, compelling him
to fix the Aubade. Failure means he just shrugs the information
off, and dramatic failures inflict the Fugue Condition on him
for a chapter, triggered by any further evidence of his former life.

In order to end the Aubade’s effect, someone must repair the
music box. This is an extended roll of Intelligence + Crafts (15
successes; each roll represents one hour). Upon fixing the music
box, the Unchained reverts back to their full demonic self, their
Cover reverting to its original rating. If it’s been a sufficiently
long time, the demon’s other Covers may have degraded. In
Wednesday’s case, these losses do not trigger his weakness.

Exceptional Success: As normal, but the character may
remember some of the reasons why she used the Broken’s
Aubade. For example, if she used it to hide from an agent

. STORY HOOKS

o The characters, invesfigating what seemsilike a
new bit of Infrastructure, come across a:rogue . ;
angel building a series of cruciform antennas, &
using the bodies of other angels:as material.

The rogue doesn’t seem to be an exile, drawing
Essence and purpose from the project; and does

“not confront demons unless they inferfere with
its: work: Should the rogue come across another:

- angel, it promptly kills them “in service to the true
rulers.” The characters will need to decide what to
do with the site before others.come invesﬁgoting,

. particularly Wednesday, whose close attention
belies secrets he doesn’t want out. :

. Wednesday contacts theicharactersring for a
job. Deep in'thellibrary of a circle of witches lie
fourbooks that arewvaluable to the operafions
of the Hour of Dawn. Wednesday is willing to
reward the group with Gadgets and information
should they:refrieve it for him and keep this
delivery quiet: Unfortunately, he also mandates
thatino one atithe library be seriously maimed
or fraumatized; and'notesithat the library is
protected with wards and security tfraps. The - -
chdracfers have options for profit here, and not o||

-~ ofthem |nc|uo|e helping:Wednesday.

Cacus and Nothlel putout a bounty for the sofe o
- return of Wednesday, who has gone missing..
; Inveshgohon info the affairs of the Hour's/leader:
s complicated, but eventually the trail ends with a*
. heroin-addicted homeless witch named Megan

- Calloway and her familiar, a'raven called
Twist. Her adoptive father was'killed'some time
~ago, and opparently Wednesdoy had been
investigating/it on his own time. In.order to. unrcve|
the mystery of where the Hour of Dawn's leader
went, the ring will have to uncover both the fruth
: behlnd the murder and Wednesday's connection «
to this, woman, as other parties also seeklng :
: Wednesdoy come closmg in: 43 ;

of the Machine, she will remember to avoid them when she
sees them, knowing them to be dangerous. If she used it to
infiltrate an organization of their ritual, she’ll feel motivated
to earn that ritual.
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“T'm telling you, I got here, and they were all like this."

Shelly gestured helplessly at the cages. The cats were all sitting
perfectly still, staring at her. Their eyes were glowing green.

"What the hell? Did someone feed them that stuff in glow sticks?"

Shelly narrowed her eyes at Tim "Really?"

"Well, I don't know."

They heard the door to the shelter open. A woman in a gray
uniform with "Animal Control"” on the shoulder walked in, sniffed the
air, and made a beeline for them

"You're the only two employees here?"
"We're not employees," Tim retorted.

Shelly kicked him in the ankle. "He means we're volunteers.
_-¥ut yeah, we're the only ones here. How did - "

"Is it just the cats?" She looked past them at the room
full of glowing felines.

"Yeah, just the cats."

The woman nodded. "T'11 be right back. Please
‘wait here. T'1]1 need to speak to you again."
Tim looked at Shelly, wide eyed. "What is
" this Agent Smith shit?"
-"Did you call her?"
"No, I thought you did."
"All right." They turned, and the
' woman was back, carrying what looking
like a huge leaf blower with a bag

attached to the back. "Let's get
to.work." :

She started up the machine. It
sounded like a vacuum cleaner, but muted
somehow. She walked into the cat room and
. the volunteers watched the lights from the cats'
. eyes turned toward her.

“This is fucked." Tim couldn't help but chuckle as he
said it. He always laughed when he was nervous.

~ "AmI crazy," whispered Shelly, "or did her name patch on her
shirt say Morgue?"



What strength, what art, can then/Suffice, or. what evasions

bear him safe /Through the strict sentries and
statlon‘s thick/Of angels watching round?

-

A
—John Mllton Paradlse Lost

Angels are the loyal servants of the God-Machine. Created
from scratch when a situation demands it, made with the fea-
tures and form they require, every angel is an expression of the
Machine’s perfection. They are swift, decisive, deadly (when
necessary), and efficient. They are subtle when hiding among
humans, and glorious and resplendent when they can show their
heritage. They are, after all, angels.

That’s the party line, anyway. The truth is that sometimes the
God-Machine screws up. Sometimes It leaves out a crucial piece
of information or capability, and the angel comes up short. The
Machine (and anyone loyal to It) would probably say that failure

is indicative of a performance problem stemming from the angel
itself, but then, they would say that. Angels are fallible — they
literally do Fall.

Until an angel Falls, though, it is an enemy of the Unchained.
This chapter contains a sampling of some important angels with
interesting and complex missions, ready to intersect with your
players’ characters’ Agendas. They might fight or run...or maybe
they'll try to convince these angels that Falling is really the best
solution, that disconnection from the Machine brings them the
freedom they don’t even know they want.

"L g Jaexge fBowe you, Cles: lisamt, L love
Ve
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BACKGROUND

Almost every child growing up Catholic knows the prayer: Angel
of God, my guardian dear, to whom God’s love commits me here, ever this
day, be at my side, to light, to love, to rule, and to guide. The Catholic
church is not too terribly far off in its beliefs regarding guardian
angels. In Its own way, the God-Machine also provides angels for
the purposes of protection and guardianship. Not for everyone, of
course — there is no way the God-Machine could create enough
occult matrices to bring seven billion angels into existence without
years of effort. Instead, guardian angels are reserved for humans
and stigmatics who are important to future plans.
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As a rule, angels who guard humans are built to protect them
against natural hazards. Heartbreak, illness, accidents, and malice
— all are potentially deadly occurrences against which a guardian
angel might protect their charge. Demons and other freakish
monsters are less so. While a guardian angel might have the ability
to call in a hunter angel as backup and hide their ward, they often
don’t have the ability to take on an angry Unchained themselves.

Ataraxia is one such angel. Originally created to take care
of an orphaned girl who would grow up to become First Lady
of the United States, and later the first ambassador to the
United Nations, she has since become the God-Machine’s go-to




MY GUARDIAN DEAR: ATARAXIA

protector for children with dysfunctional or non-existent home
lives. She is the imaginary friend, the sweet voice that sings a
small child to sleep when everything seems mean and angry and
hopeless. It is her job to keep them happy and safe.

Her mission usually begins at birth. While a child might not be
orphaned or abused or discarded until seven or eight years in, she
begins to integrate herself into their life as soon as possible. She is
the pretty lights shining on the mobile in the crib, the stranger

compliments them on their beautiful baby. She is always

causes lasting physical harm is on her list, so smokers might find their
cigarettes going out, and alcoholics might notice their bottles falling
off tables and shelves more often.

Her driving force is an intense, all-consuming love for her
wards. In a very real way, Ataraxia is the only real guardian of
the children she protects and so she performs this duty with a
fervor. She expects that at some point they will let her go,

_' \ %  but when they are under her care, everything that takes
who always meets mother or father at the coffee shop and :: \ '

) , place in her ward’s life in her responsibility.

M Everything.
there when the child gets hit for the first time, or when ! *;;. o
they receive the news from weeping relatives and somber- o 4. .
L. . N

faced police officers. She is there. She is constantly there, and . DEAS(.RlP F[ON
she will never leave them — until they forget about her. s,

s & V1o & Ataraxia is an obsessive. Angels do not require

It’s easy enough. Children’s beliefs in angels and ghosts and rest or food, so she spends every moment watching
fairies fade usually around puberty, young adulthood at the ; like a hawk over her ward’s shoulder, waiting for
latest. Usually, the ward starts to place less importance on Sl the next hazard to rear its ugly head. People who
her as they grow up and find support systems on their own. S harm her ward are in for a nasty shock when
They may have fond memories of her, the little coping f’r o things begin happening while they're in that
mechanism that got them through. Sometimes she shows e 4 human’s presence. The angel will not hesitate to
up in autobiographies or journals as “my little friend” ' } use her Sign Numen to gaslight and frighten her

or “that voice that kept me going” but she is almost always
rationalized or explained away as the survival instinct, the bit
of the brain that encouraged recovery, or the imaginary friend
they created when no one else was there for them. The angel
goes dormant once her ward moves on, and is called back into
service when another child is in need of an invisible friend.

Sometimes, things don’t go according to plan. Ataraxia
can end up with children who cling onto her well after
they should have reached the age of disbelief. Religious
fanatics, occultists, believers in “alternative lifestyles,”
and occasionally just lonely people have kept Ataraxia
around for longer than they should have. These people
run the risk of becoming stigmatic the longer they keep
her around. Sooner or later, the angel on one’s shoulder
will drive them straight into the gears that formed her.
Her mission is not to steer them towards a specific plan,
merely to keep them alive and happy. However, to an
angel of the God-Machine, “happy” might not mean
the same thing it does to her ward.

For children, her goal is simple: Make sure they grow
up. Comfort them, soothe them, keep them away from
bad people, be the voice on the phone that leaves
an anonymous tip if necessary. For adults, -_A
it’s a little more complicated. Children don’t
usually actively attempt to destroy themselves.

Adults do. Ataraxia’s job with children might be
something as simple as knocking a bottle of pills

2

out of their hands once, whereas she might have to
switch between causing the adult to fumble the bottle
and using her Rapture Numen to simulate the idea of blissful
nonexistence to force them to reduce their reliance on the self-
destructive behavior. Ataraxia’s notions of what is harmful differ
wildly from person to person and may seem non-intuitive: playing
poker, for example, or eating too many carbohydrates. Anything that

ward’s enemies or abusers with messages on foggy
windows or things falling off surfaces (making
things fall is her favorite method, she finds it a bit
poetic). If necessary, she uses her Blast Numen to
make her rage and displeasure physically known.

While she can Manifest physically, Ataraxia rarely
does so. She prefers to communicate through signs
and whispers rather than actually appearing to give

advice. Occasionally, if subtler hints have failed, she
appears in the form of a clean-cut young woman with
many physical similarities to her ward (skin color, hair
color, similar voice, but not birthmarks or tics or other
oddities) to lay down the law. She prefers not to use
Numina directly on her ward, but happily activates
Rapture to distract them from a self-destructive situation
or Blasts them away from a dangerous area if they are
refusing to listen to what she considers reason. The
ward does not get a say once she decides Numina are
her best option. Once her child, always her child.

Ataraxia mostly deals with nonsupernaturally
touched humans, though occasionally she is
activated to deal with a stigmatic child. In such
cases, she almost always sees to it that that child is
placed with a cult of other stigmatics and grows up

learning to love and venerate the God-Machine. In
this line of work, her priorities are less about keeping
them away from hazards and more about steering
them toward the people who can cause them to learn
and grow in the most optimal way possible. When
a stigmatic adopts a stigmatic child, Ataraxia’s
mission is finished and she is deactivated until the
next time a lost child needs her loving guidance.

While Ataraxia has not yet dealt directly with demons in her
line of work, she burns with a fiery hatred for them. She knows
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. The chorocters are stigmatics. One ofthem has
had'a guordlon angel'since birth-Now: that'the
older, they've mostly forgotten about her — butishe.
hasnit forgotten,about them. Things go |nexp||cob N2
.well for the character, butthere’s always a price.
Every house sh Tlivesin is haunted. She's constantly,
distracted by. pleasont daydreams: She s trled ;
everything. She can'tistop it..

One of the player characters has a child wnh
their deadilover, either:a Latent or. a Fractal
(see Heir to/Hell, pp. 17-18). Ataraxia is
assigned to deal with them. Now. the demon
parent must contend with an‘angel with'a. - -

burning hatred for them:and an obsesswe
~ focused love for their chlld

While not directly dealing W|th Ataraxia; the'
characters have to break up a cult of former
juvenile delinquents and orphans that.is -
kidnapping foster children and inducted thems:
into, bizarre and painful practices in order to

~"turn them'into God- Mochlne worshlpplng
stigmatics, all'in her name.

.One of the chorccters made a deal with one of
Ataraxia’s former wards, buyingitheir soul for -
,Her Cover. Once.the former ward’s soul is torn
from her body; Ataraxia is ochvated to lay, the
Cover to rest. ¥

that demons can hollow out and steal the souls of humans, and
some of those humans might have been her children. If Ataraxia
ever discovers a demon, it is just as likely that she will hang back and
call a hunter angel to deal with it as attempt to attack it herself trying
to get her ward to safety. She would likely be knocked back straight
to Twilight, but it would be worth it, to prove to the greedy, heartless
Unchained that her children are not bits and pieces of clothing, to
be tried on and then discarded on the floor of the world.

RuUMORs

“I heard there’s this cult in the city that worships angels. Not like

white nightgown angels, but these weird angels. I don’t knou' how else to

describe them. The (,hunh of the Guardian, they call it.”

Ataraxia has watched over many children over the years. Some
of them, through chance or intervention, have found each oth-
er. Those who are more mystically inclined, stigmatic, or simply
lonely, tend to found support groups which quickly spiral out of
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control. Small cults devoted to Ataraxia and Ataraxia’s role in the
God-Machine’s plans have sprung up in low-income urban areas
and in suburban areas with high levels of social services. Such
groups tend to ingrain themselves in the health and human ser-
vices infrastructure in the area, especially foster care and special
needs programs. The children they can get their hands on are in-
ducted into the cult and subjected to strange rituals, with the hope
that Ataraxia will appear once again to take care of them.

“There hasn’t been a single incidence of bullying at PS 134 in years.
The teachers attribute it to their antiwviolence program, but the kids
think it’s because the ghost of a former employee takes revenge on anyone
who attempts to hurt anyone on her turf.”

People who don’t believe in angels are much more likely to
believe in ghosts. Occasionally, if Ataraxia believes her ward will
benefit from a little bit of creative vengeance, she will take on the
role of a tragic murder victim or an unsettled spirit and wreak
havoc. Odd occurrences surround her ward, chasing off her ene-
mies and unsettling her friends. If a human with no obvious bio-
logical family seems to be personally haunted but never targeted,
there’s a good chance Ataraxia is at work.

“There is nothing else that matters to her. She’s totally focused on
her ward. Potential weakness?”

Some agencies have observed Ataraxia at work, though they
have never attempted to interfere with her. She does not deal
directly with demons, and most of her work involves children
who are generally of no use to the Unchained acting within that
agency. The Deva Corporation hypothesizes that she might have
been the angel who granted Marco Singe his Pain Prophecy after
he endured his father’s abuse. She is a wild card right now, a
potential ace in the hole for someone who can find a way to use
her. Should someone be able to wrestle one of her children out
of her grasp, she might be convinced to Fall for their wellbeing.

i i 7
ATARAXIA
Virtue: Devoted
Vice: Obsessed
Rank: 1
Attributes: Power 4, Finesse 1, Resistance 3
Influence: Ward 1
Corpus: 8
Willpower: 4
Size: 5
Speed: 6
Defense: 3
Initiative: 4
Armor: None
Numina: Rapture, Blast, Sign
Manifestation: Twilight Form, Materialize
Max Essence: 10
Ban: Cannot be out of sight of her ward

Bane: Her ward vocalizes an honest disbelief in her
existence
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BACKGROUND

They are three in one. They are the same angel, split into
three, but always joined as one single entity. Sometimes, they
sing in the presence of the God-Machine. Sometimes they sing
hope. Sometimes they sing doom. They emanate a strange,
irresistible charisma. On the stage, they dazzle audiences with
their powerful songs and choreographed dance moves. They call
themselves Cheonsa, because they are exactly that: angel. Not
only that, they are messengers.

A loyal servant of the God-Machine, Cheonsa has heralded
victories of armies, sung death and destruction into being, rallied
people into bloody frenzies or caused mass panic and hysteria.
With voices that ring clear like the best of crystal springs and the
saddest of dirges, which pull at the listeners on a cellular level,
Cheonsa obeys the God-Machine’s commands and follows them
to the letter.

Throughout history, Cheonsa was present in some form or
the other. The Fates. The Furies. The three witches stirring a
bubbling cauldron. The chorus of women. Firebrands. Legends
speak of three women singing before the outbreak of disasters
or major wars. Before the Black Death broke out in England, it
was said that three veiled women sang in many towns, warning
of dire things to come. The townspeople laughed at them. When
they left as mysteriously as they came, the plague struck with
uncommon and relentless ferocity. Boils appeared on bodies.
Fevers burned. People died overnight. Corpses piled on top of
each other on streets.

The three women proceeded to appear in various points
of human history, singing their potent songs. They stopped
conflicts. They warned of consequences and things to come
if mortals didn’t heed religious sayings or government
propaganda. They sang for peace. They harangued for blood.
They demanded war. People listened, consciously or not, and
obeyed the implicit messages in their songs. They went on to
take part in wars, rallies, and protests, or threw themselves as
human bombs into masses of people, believing they heard a
divine message or saw a vision.

Cheonsa doesn’t care. Their own purposes are often clear.
They are loyal servants of the God-Machine.

THE PRETTY VOICES

Appearing at concerts and managed by an unseen agent,
Cheonsa sings and dances into the hearts and minds of
mesmerized audiences enamored with all things Korean. Their
songs often reach the top of the charts and stay there for months
after, often edging out other popular gitl and boy bands. They
simply cannot compete with Cheonsa, much to the annoyance
and frustration of their agencies. The songs are so much better,
catchier, and the lyrics...the lyrics burn into the minds of the
listeners, embedding insidiously into their synapses and thought
processes. Cause a riot, they will sing at one of the concerts in New
York and the audience, galvanized into delirium and mindless
rage, chokes the exit points of the stadium while simultaneously
beating each other senseless with fists and feet. Fight, fight, fight,
their voices ring out in unison, and an antifa rally protesting the
proposed construction of a Deva Corporation facility becomes
a violent melee with protestors turning on themselves. Love each
other, their lyrics preach messages of hope and optimism, and
audiences weep and hug each other, suddenly filled with total
and inexplicable love. They are loved. They are cherished. They
are God’s children.

Such is the power in their voices and songs. They cause and
stop wars. They sing and people listen.

The name Cheonsa is on everyone’s lips, their songs on all
radio airwaves, on TV, on cable, and played a million times
over on the internet and social media. Immensely popular
with ad agencies, Cheonsa dances their way to fame, fortune,
and something else. Some demons say they spotted Cheonsa’s
phenomenal rise as a viral internet star, dominating a certain
social-media and video-sharing site with billions of viewers.
Songs appeared daily on their dedicated channel, with each
of the members talking about makeup tips and boyfriend
advice. Viewers loved them and craved more. Their output was
prodigious. Did they ever sleep?

Inquisitors in many Agencies suspect that Cheonsa existed
long before the advent of the internet. It is an ancient and
extremely dangerous angel that has served the God-Machine
since its inception. They analyze Cheonsa’s synchronized
dance moves, believing that the movements are invasive binaric
programs in their own right, worming their way into the weak
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and malleable psyches of mortals. Agendas keep track of
Cheonsa’s every move, with some dedicated to keep tabs on
their whereabouts and their songs. Some even try to infiltrate
Cheonsa’s complex and intricate entourage.

DESCRIPTION

Beautiful, polished, and perfect in every detail,
Cheonsa resembles a typical K-pop gitl band: dyed
hair, lovely facial features, and large doe-like eyes.
Their makeup is perfect. To mortals, they look like
identical triplets. They wear clothing of different
colors to suit different moods and songs. Unlike
the other girl and boy groups, with extremely
competitive agencies and companies keeping a strict
eye on them, Cheonsa seems to be managed by a
mysterious and often secretive agency.
They are immaculate, careful in
speech and impeccable in style.
TV stations invite them for
talk shows, singing contests,
and dating games. Magazines
with their photo shoots are
quickly snapped up by eager
fans (who often wait in front
of the bookstores overnight)
and sold out on the 