Call of the Wild Hunt

A Gaelcon 2008 LARP by Stephen Kenneally and Aidan Marsh

kenneals@tcd.ie / marsha@tcd.ie
So you want to run Call of the Wild Hunt. Good for you! The first thing you need to know is that this LARP is written with two GMs in mind. They play the roles of Black Tom and Puck, who are affiliated with the Unsidhe and Sidhe Courts respectively, and have been asked by Oberon and Mab to oversee proceedings. This allows them to be in charge and arbitrate both in and out of character,  allows them to interact with the fourteen player characters and helps establish the mood of the game.

Roleplaying notes for Black Tom – dresses primarily in black, barefoot. Cowled robe or cloak is ideal. Snarky. Very snarky. Especially where Puck is involved – they're longtime rivals. More likely to shift the odds in favour of his side than Puck is, though he won't actively work to influence voting as this would incur the wrath of both Mab and Oberon. Cruel, petty, and spiteful, he'll get his digs in where he can.

Roleplaying notes for Puck – dresses in bright colours, cloak and mask. Red and yellow are the standard colours – think Harlequin. Bright and helpful, Puck takes the responsibility he's been given very seriously, and will do his best to be impartial. Even if he can't hide his distaste for most of the Unsidhe Court. Likely to make sure music is playing, and spur people to dance and chat. It is a party, after all!

Obviously, these are GM roles and it should be understood that they're not there to influence the game. Therefore, they have no powers, though it can be presumed that no PC powers work on them. They should also avoid playing politics with the players too much or revealing secrets known only to the GMs. It should also be made clear to the players that they've been appointed by the edicts of the Winter Queen and Summer King, and thus messing with or disrespecting them excessively is likely to draw ... unwelcome attention. So, what exactly is going on and why should the players care about it? That's quite a long story...

ALL OF THIS IS SECRET INFORMATION AND SHOULD NOT BE TOLD TO PLAYERS

The Wild Hunt is a vehicle for some of the most ancient and chaotic powers that remain in the world to be channeled through the ritual of Hunting to effect drastic change according to the Huntsman's will. All those of a certain level of power within both fae courts (Sidhe and Unsidhe, also known as Summer and Winter) know when a Wild Hunt is called, and must ride with it – it is one of the ancient pacts to which the fae subscribe. Being a member of the Hunt is considered both a grave responsibility and a signal honour. It is unusual, though not unknown, for powerful, odd, or unfortunate mortals – sometimes all three – to also ride with the Hunt.

Approximately five hundred years ago a Call to the Wild Hunt was sounded and a mortal was chosen to lead it. As an act of vengeance for the wrongs the fae had committed against him, that mortal – King Herla – used the power of the Hunt to usher in the Enlightenment and the Age of Reason, and thus to break the power the fae courts held over humanity.

Although they didn't know exactly why the divide had occurred, Herla tricked King Oberon and Queen Mab into forbidding the ancient rites used to call the Hunt, then and forever, in the belief that this would prevent any further division of the worlds.

So it was decreed; so it was done. Until today. For a new Call has gone out, sounded by Fair Janet of Carterhaugh, and all those fated to join it have gathered, some through extraordinary means. According to the ancient rituals, they must meet in conclave and choose a Huntsman. However, they have also been charged by Mab and Oberon to find and punish whoever had the temerity to break their decree and call the Hunt. Of course, many of them have their own agendas as well.

Four representatives from each Court, and four neutral parties, each with their own motivations, are present. Oberon and Mab, not trusting the investigation – or the channeling of such power – fully to their underlings, have infiltrated the proceedings disguised as mortals (Lady Angelica Cottington and King Pellinore). The Balance between the Sidhe and Unsidhe Courts is a fragile thing, and they are not permitted to attend in their true forms – Very Bad Things would happen. However, subtlety is not exactly the watchword of either of these Powers. One pretends to be a little old lady who squashes fairies; the other is wandering around as an ancient knight, casually swinging Excalibur.

Lord, what fools these fairies be!

So that's the general plot outline. They need to choose a Huntsman, find out who called the Hunt, and try to fulfil their own agendas. A short summary of each character is presented here, but you really should read the character sheets as well:

Sidhe Court

The Clurichaun: Leader of the Sidhe delegation. Here to have a good time and ensure Oberon's wishes are fulfilled. What these are, he doesn't know. He can just ask him, though, as he's perfectly aware who both Mab and Oberon are. Cannot be lied to – he always knows. (Can ask GM.)

Robin Goodfellow: Half-mortal son of Oberon, he has a chip on his shoulder about Shakespeare, but an even greater desire to make his father proud by leading the Hunt. Extraordinarily perceptive about people's secrets.

Niamh of the Golden Hair: Ditzy yet powerful envoy of the Tuatha de Danann. Here to show support, and maybe enjoy herself a bit, even at a party as boring as this! Also, Oisín who?

Gwrgedd Annwynn: The Lady of the Lake, water spirit, guardian of Excalibur. Rather annoyed that it's been stolen. Doesn't know who took it. Will recognise it on sight. Opposite of Nucklavee.

Unsidhe Court

Black Night: Formerly the white knight known as Tam Lin, beloved of Fair Janet of Carterhaugh, though he's not aware of the fact. Nor is she. Nor is anyone else except Mab. Who is laughing. In charge of the Unsidhe delegation. (There is a Tam Lin character sheet, to be given to the player if and only if he discovers or is told who he is.)

Killing Frost: Psychotic, but fakes being distant and cold very well. Mab's executioner. Wishes he were in charge. Wants a mortal pet.

Nucklavee: Spirit of disease and pestilence. Hates penicillin. Wishes to regain power through leading the Hunt. Can befoul drinks. Opposite of Gwrgedd Annwynn.

Jack-in-Irons: Formerly both Spring-Heeled Jack and Jack the Ripper. Was bound in chains of iron centuries ago by an enraged mortal blacksmith, and was reduced drastically in power. Will do almost anything to be released. Wants to be in the Hunt so badly it hurts. Can be released by the blacksmith (has the tools) or the Abbot (has the claws).

Miscellaneous

King Herla: Was the previous Huntsman. Attended Oberon's wedding (to Titania). Stayed a little too long. Several centuries, in fact. Now cursed to wander the world on his horse, and can never dismount. Karma's a bitch, eh? Is not happy with whoever called the new Hunt. (There are iron nails in his saddle which are removable, if any mortal asks.)

King Pellinore: Oberon, perhaps simply to mess with His Grace the Abbot, disguised himself as this ancient king, stealing Excalibur from Gwyrgedd Annwynn to complete the disguise and to give him an edge if necessary. So to speak. Here to discover the true culprit behind the Call, and to oppose the machinations of Mab. Knows Cottington is Mab. If his true identity is revealed, he may not influence the voting in any way, direct or indirect.

His Grace the Abbot of Glastonbury, Dragon of Carr Marsh: Yes, it's a dragon. Who's a priest. What part of this is difficult? Moreover, he seeks to channel the power of the Hunt to bring back the Golden Age and effect the return of the True King. (Arthur. Duh.) In human form out of politeness.

Wayland the Blacksmith: A simple country blacksmith, Wayland was shoeing Herla's horse when they both heard the Call, much to his surprise. The only person present who has absolutely no idea what's going on. Carries a horseshoe, which is lucky for him at least. Can free anyone bound by iron, or chain anyone with iron. If he has a chain, and they're restrained, that is. (Is he a descendant of the blacksmith who bound Jack-in-Irons? We prefer to leave that for you to decide.)

Lady Angelica Cottington: Mab has made the rather disturbing choice to attend as this unbalanced little old lady who squishes tiny fairies in the pages of her book. Yes, they are real fairies. Stop asking. Here to discover the true culprit behind the Call, and to oppose the machinations of Oberon. Knows Pellinore is Oberon. Is the only one who knows Black Night's identity. If her true identity is revealed, she may not influence the voting in any way, direct or indirect.

Fair Janet of Carterhaugh: Wow, is this girl crazy. I suppose being cursed by Mab over eight centuries and losing everything you've ever loved will do that. Called the Hunt. Wants to lead the Hunt so she can kill Mab. Would do anything to be with her Tam Lin again. He's over there.

Note: Killing Frost and Wayland the Blacksmith, though referred to as male, can easily be played as female.

Taboos and Favours

These are spelled out in excruciating detail on every character sheet (but be careful – not all of them have the same ones): here's the short version. Most of the fae can't lie. Just can't. They physically cannot speak an untruth. They can say what they believe if it's false, but that's not the same.

Favours are the currency of the game. Everyone is able to give up to three favours. These are represented by lollipop sticks with character names on them. If the favour is unconditional, the stick is just given to the recipient. If the favour is conditional, the stick is broken so it can't be traded on to a third party. To call in a favour, the character tells the person whose favour they hold what they want and consult a GM. Unconditional favours can be anything reasonable (like a vote, or freeing someone, or revealing a secret ... for example). Conditional favours only work in a particular context (such as “if you do this, then I will do this”), and therefore all conditional promises of favours should be witnessed like a GM. Most fae characters MUST honour a favour when called in. They don't have the option of not doing so. Given an unconditional favour to someone who calls it in at a bad time? Sucks to be you; be more careful next time.

Finally, cold iron. The fae don't like it. It hurts and burns. Jack-in-Irons is a leper among them for that reason. It protects people (like the Blacksmith) from some fae powers. Waving it at one of the fae is a threat, and it's very very rude.

Deep Dark Secrets

Herla: caused the weakening of the fae courts and the divide between the worlds through use of the Wild Hunt.

Janet: called the Wild Hunt.

Black Night: has no idea who or what he is. If his memory is restored (someone tells him, or Robin Goodfellow uses his Robin Shall Restore Amends ability) give him the Tam Lin sheet.

Pellinore/Cotton: is Mab/Oberon.

Mab (only valid if the person divining the secret already knows who she is, or if she's revealed herself – otherwise they get the Cottington result): her Black Night is actually Tam Lin.

Clurichaun: knows that Mab and Oberon are present in disguise, and who those disguises are.

Suggested Props

Sword (Pellinore) – Excalibur, sword of the True King.

Crucifix (Dragon) – symbol of his faith.

Coconut halves (Herla) – to represent his horse. Clip-clop.

Horseshoe (Wayland) – it's a horseshoe. Made of cold iron.

Liquor bottle (Clurichaun) – self-explanatory.

Chain (Jack-in-Irons) – a length of chain that should go around his waist or wrist.

Book, ideally Lady Cottington's Pressed Fairy Book (Cottington) – self-explanatory.

Lollipop sticks marked with each character's name / laminated cards (three each) – favours.

Some food and drink – this not only makes the mortals present properly paranoid (is it fairy food or 
isn't it? It isn't), it gives Nucklavee something to poison. I suggest marking the base of a cup 
with something if he poisons it. Our cups were disposable plastic, so we used a marker.

Some music playing, if possible. Classical at a low volume, or any traditional music, is good. Bonus 
points for anything referencing the fae.

Briefing the Players

(First give everyone their character sheets and props, set up music and food, and answer any OOC questions.) In character as Puck and Black Tom, welcome the emissaries of the Sidhe and Unsidhe Courts, the honoured observers, and the favoured mortals. In that order. Explain that they've been brought here by hearing the Call of the Wild Hunt, and therefore they must, by sunset, choose a Huntsman to lead the Hunt. The two of you have been appointed by Oberon and Mab as arbitrators, because the Balance between the Courts requires they not attend in person. However, it is also the will of Summer and Winter that the one who called the Hunt be discovered and punished for defying the decree of Mab and Oberon. Then Puck and Black Tom should formally announce all the characters by name in the order given earlier, which roughly corresponds to rank (it's a formal meeting of Court; they are the heralds). Yes, a blacksmith outranks a lady in the fae courts. This lets the players know who everyone is. At this point Puck usually shrugs, tells people “It's a party! Dance, drink, have fun!” He then grabs whoever's closest into a waltz and starts circling the room with them. Players can start mingling.

Endgame

By the end of the scenario (sunset in-game), whether or not they know who called the Hunt, the characters must choose a Huntsman from among them. This is done by democratic vote ... in theory.

Favours can and should be invoked to change people's votes, lobbying of the subtle and unsubtle kind is strongly encouraged. Ultimately, whoever gets the most votes becomes Huntsman.

What does that mean for the ending of the game? Depends who wins. The Huntsman must declare who is to be the prey of the Hunt. (They don't know they must do this until they are anointed Huntsman.) They must then tell the GMs how they plan to channel the power of the Hunt, and the GMs can adjudicate it. Whoever is the Hunt's prey will die.

Some potential endgames by the character most likely to do them – any character can try anything though:

Herla – separates the mortal and fae realms completely. Magic leaves the world forever.

Janet – either restores Tam Lin to her, or attempts to destroy Mab. Either would succeed. Destroying Mab would result 
in catastrophic cataclysmic upheavals throughout the fae and 
mortal realms. Think blizzards, earthquakes, 
meteor strikes, and heatwaves. All in the same place. Oh, and kill Janet as well – way too much power for a 
mortal to channel.

Dragon – brings the fae and mortal realms closer together in preparation for the next Golden Age. The True King 
returns. Judgement Day may or may not occur.

Blacksmith – we have no idea. Will probably either bring the two realms closer or drive them further apart.

Niamh – while unlikely to actively use the power of the Hunt, her father has his own agenda, and the power of the Hunt 
may grant the Tuatha De Danaan the strength to retake their former home (that would be the island of Ireland) 
and cleanse it of the mortals who live there.

Clurichaun – there is the biggest revel and riot in history, culminating in a party that makes Oktoberfest look like a pint 
down in the local. Everyone feels a lot better.

Annywyn – mortals become more in touch with nature, environmental causes are advanced, cancer is cured.

Nucklavee – pestilence and diseases flourish, several global pandemics start.

Robin Goodfellow – the mortal and fae realms become fully integrated. The fae return to the world openly. Tales are 
told of him for a thousand years.

Black Night – might try to find out who he is. That'll work easily and restore his mortal nature to 
him, should he wish it. 
If he has become Tam Lin, he might try to destroy Queen Mab. This will succeed and cue the aforementioned 
disasters. However, he was granted enough of her power as Black Night that it won't kill him like it would 
Janet.

Killing Frost – destroy Black Night and gain the highest rank in the Unsidhe Court. Easy; he'll gain all the power Mab 
invested in Black Night if he goes this route. Might claim a mortal or two as pets as well.

Jack-in-Irons – we're not really sure. He'd probably go mad with power if everyone was 
foolish/crazy enough to let this 
happen. Suffice to say, many nasty things will happen to a lot of people, and Laughing Spring-Heeled Jack the 
Ripper will roam the nights once more.

Oberon / Mab – both of these too should have too much sense to try to be named Huntsman. That would upset the 
Balance drastically and irrevocably. If their true natures are revealed, they can't be. Theoretically they could be 
named Huntsman as their alter egos, but they should do everything they can to avoid this, up to and including 
revealing themselves if necessary.

The Clurichaun

Dull party this. Been to a fair few in my time, usually good for a laugh and a bit of booze on someone else’s tab. Give me a party with a well-stocked wine cellar and I’ll be your best friend. That’s what they say about me. Probably true as well, I have been fond of the occasional drink now and again, and maybe again if there’s reason enough. Not one to waste a bottle once it’s been opened me.

They made me join the AA a while back. Gods, that was a laugh. I mean me, an alcoholic? Hilarious. Never went of course. I mean, can you imagine it? Everyone sitting there in the dark sober clothes going on and on about how they haven’t had any alcohol in the last twenty-hundred years, and me in my red hat and coat-tails sitting there with a pint of Guiness in me hand. Heh, wouldn’t want to go near the mortal folk anyway. Last time I went near any they chased after me for half a mile trying to get me to show ‘em where I hid me lucky charms. Tourists.

Anyhow, Oberon trusts me. Even decided to put me in charge here this evening. Head of the Sidhe delegation. That’s him over there, calling himself Pellinore for some reason. Says he doesn’t want anyone to know he’s here. Something about “maintaining the balance” or something like that. It’s probably ‘cause Mab’s here too. She’s the one with the book full of pressed ellyllon, poor things. I think she said her name was Lady Cottington. Ah well, they probably both want to stay secret. Fine with me.

Abilities

Drunken Haze

Some say that too much alcohol can impair your vision. Nothing better for showing the truth of someone though..

You may always know whether a statement is true or false. (Ask a GM to confirm.)

Silver Tongue

He said he could charm the shoes off an ant. When I pointed out ants didn’t wear shoes he responded “Exactly!”

Useable three times. You may persuade any being of the truth of a given statement that you have been told or have spoken. However, you must believe the statement yourself.

Nature – Sidhe Bard: You are a member of the Sidhe Court of the fae, comprised of immortal warriors, powerful hunters, and enchanting beauties. Possessing immortality, unearthly glamour, and inhuman strength, mortals are blessed to have any contact with the fae – or so the Sidhe believe.

Power (1-10) – 4. You are not particularly innately powerful, but your oracular abilities and perceptions tend to make up for it.

Taboos

These are the restrictions that bind you – the price you pay for being one of the fae.

You may utter no direct falsehood.

This is an absolute. You can be as evasive as you want, you can let people think you’ve said one thing when you haven’t (“You can call me John” is not the same as “My name is John”), and you can say a lie if you think it’s true, but speaking something you know to be a lie is literally impossible for you. [If this happens accidentally, inform a GM immediately!]

You may never break your given word.

As one of the fae, your promises are inviolate. As above, you can be as strict or unspecific as you like with what you promise (“I’ll take care of you” is a highly ambiguous statement, for example), but deliberately going back on your word is impossible. Therefore, be very careful with your promises. [We recommend asking a GM to witness serious promises.] This also applies to Favours. You must honour your promised Favours if they are called in.

You cannot abide the touch of iron.

For some reason unknown to outsiders, yet hypothesised to have something to do with either its magnetic nature or its connection to the earth, the fae cannot stand touching or being touched by iron. It is, for that reason, a very effective weapon against them. A fae bound with iron will be almost helpless, and fae powers work very unreliably, if at all, on someone protected by iron. Though the sight doesn’t actually hurt them, most fae will recoil if shown iron, since it’s similar to pointing a loaded gun at a mortal. For this reason, brandishing iron at one of the fae is considered to be very rude, not to mention a direct threat!

Favours

The promising and trading of Favours is an integral part of Court politics and plotting. Any one person may only owe at most three Favours at any one time. Many fae find it much safer to trade other people’s Favours (like banks might trade mortgages) rather than promise their own. Favours from more powerful beings are of course worth more. Favours with promise-conditions attached (such as “I will not trade this Favour to anyone else”) are worth less. What sort of things might be valuable enough to exchange for Favours are for the individuals in question to determine.

Robin Goodfellow

No sir, you be not yet mistaken quite

I am the merry wand'rer of the night

Named Robin Goodfellow; bearer of cheer

And all are glad at feasts when I appear.

But let ye not, like Will, mistake my name,

And call me Puck, to rob me of my fame.

For though I told that Shakespeare all our lot

He nonetheless would name me who I'm not.

Be known that son of Oberon am I

Begotten on a mortal who did die

And as his gift to a beloved son

I know my nature more than anyone.

For I can change my shape quite as I will

It oft did give a maid a sudden thrill!

Though as a trick it now doth simply bore

I rarely change my seeming anymore.

My thoughts now tend toward a greater prey:

A new Wild Hunt's what calls us here today.

And what goal better than to be allowed

To lead the Hunt and make my father proud?

The story makes the fae, I tell you true

But mortals make their lives a story too.

I pledge you that before this night grows old

The tale of Huntsman Robin will be told!

Abilities

What Fools These Mortals Be! (2x): After long enough, both fae and mortal become boringly predictable. Twice per game, after speaking to someone for at least the turn of a sandglass (three minutes), you may divine their deepest secret by consulting a GM.

Robin Shall Restore Amends (2x): Twice in the game, you may, at your discretion, restore a secret lost to someone’s mind. You must know, at least roughly, what sort of secret it is.

Nature – Sidhe Bard: You are a member of the Sidhe Court of the fae, comprised of immortal warriors, powerful hunters, and enchanting beauties. Possessing immortality, unearthly glamour, and inhuman strength. A mortal who knows the Sidhe is lucky beyond measure – or so the Sidhe believe.

Power Level (1-10) — 6. Being the son of Oberon has its perks, though being half-mortal you are less powerful than usual for one of your rank in the Sidhe Court.

Taboos

These are the restrictions that bind you – the price you pay for being one of the fae, even partially.

You may utter no direct falsehood.

This is an absolute. You can be as evasive as you want, you can let people think you’ve said one thing when you haven’t (“You can call me John” is not the same as “My name is John”), and you can say a lie if you think it’s true, but speaking something you know to be a lie is literally impossible for you. [If this happens accidentally, inform a GM immediately!]

You may never break your given word.

As one of the fae, your promises are inviolate. As above, you can be as strict or unspecific as you like with what you promise (“I’ll take care of you” is a highly ambiguous statement, for example), but deliberately going back on your word is impossible. Therefore, be very careful with your promises. [We recommend asking a GM to witness serious promises.] This also applies to Favours. You must honour your promised Favours if they are called in.

Favours

The promising and trading of Favours is an integral part of Court politics and plotting. Any one person may only owe at most three Favours at any one time. Many fae find it much safer to trade other people’s Favours (like banks might trade mortgages) rather than promise their own. Favours from more powerful beings are of course worth more. Favours with promise-conditions attached (such as “I will not trade this Favour to anyone else”) are worth less. What sort of things might be valuable enough to exchange for Favours are for the individuals in question to determine.

Niamh of the Golden Hair

So like, there's this party going on 'cause someone decided to invoke a rite that's so five centuries ago. I really didn't want to be here. Me and Clíodna were going to go shopping, 'cause like, there's this really neat sale on in Tara but just as we were heading out Daddy stopped us and said that I had to go to this thing as his “Diplomatic Envoy”. He said I could bring his cloak to keep me safe, but that thing's ancient, and it would totally clash with my dress!

So now I'm stuck here, bored out of my mind having to talk with all these people I don't even know and they're all stuck in the 16th century. I mean, there's even one guy here in robes. Robes! No-one's worn a robe since before the mortals started playing around with steam.

I guess I'd better do a bit of chatting though, Daddy would be upset with me if I didn't at least try to hold the side up. And since we signed that compact with Oberon back whenever it was to support the Sidhe in these things I suppose I'll have to talk with them. Maybe The Clurichaun has a spare drink that he can give me. He and Robin Goodfellow are usually good for a laugh. Real party animals...

Still, some of these mortal guys are cute. And at least they can probably move with the times. Reminds me kinda of that one mortal I used to date. What's-his-name. Maybe they'd be interested in heading in to a corner and letting me show them a little bit of fey magic.

Girls just wanna have fun. Especially so in the case of Niamh. The stereotypical Valley Girl, she likes shopping, music, partying, and boys. The main reason she's here is that her father Manannán Mac Lír signed a compact with Oberon at the last major fairy convocation to support the Summer Court in all its dealings against Winter in exchange for permanant guest rights in the Lands of Summer.

Abilities

Airhead:

As hollow as a…very…empty…thing.

By forgetting that you are owed a favour by someone (give the token to a GM),  you may ignore the effect of any single ability (even retroactively). The ability you ignore does not have to be from the same person whose favour you forgot about. Usable repeatedly, if you pay the cost.

Eyes on Me (1x):

Don’t you think I’m beautiful?

Useable once only. All people present must stop what they are are doing and give you their undivided attention as long as you strive to keep it. During this time, no abilities will affect you. Lasts two minutes.

Nature – Sidhe Lady: You are a member of the Sidhe Court of the fae, comprised of immortal warriors, powerful hunters, and enchanting beauties. Possessing immortality, unearthly glamour, and inhuman strength, mortals are surely blessed to have any dealings with the fae – or so the Sidhe believe.

Power (1-10) – 7. Stupid doesn't mean powerless. Especially when your father is Manannán Mac Lir.

Taboos

These are the restrictions that bind you – the price you pay for being one of the fae.

You may utter no direct falsehood.

This is an absolute. You can be as evasive as you want, you can let people think you’ve said one thing when you haven’t (“You can call me John” is not the same as “My name is John”), and you can say a lie if you think it’s true, but speaking something you know to be a lie is literally impossible for you. [If this happens accidentally, inform a GM immediately!]

You may never break your given word.

As one of the fae, your promises are inviolate. As above, you can be as strict or unspecific as you like with what you promise (“I’ll take care of you” is a highly ambiguous statement, for example), but deliberately going back on your word is impossible. Therefore, be very careful with your promises. [We recommend asking a GM to witness serious promises.] This also applies to Favours (see below). You must honour your promised Favours if they are called in.

You cannot abide the touch of iron.

For some reason unknown to outsiders, yet hypothesised to have something to do with either its magnetic nature or its connection to the earth, the fae cannot stand touching or being touched by iron. It is, for that reason, a very effective weapon against them. A fae bound with iron will be almost helpless, and fae powers work very unreliably, if at all, on someone protected by iron. Though the sight doesn’t actually hurt them, most fae will recoil if shown iron, since it’s similar to having a loaded gun pointed at you. For this reason, brandishing iron at one of the fae is considered to be very rude, not to mention a direct threat!

Favours

The promising and trading of Favours is an integral part of Court politics and plotting. Any one person may only owe at most three Favours at any one time. Many fae find it much safer to trade other people’s Favours (like banks might trade mortgages) rather than promise their own. Favours from more powerful beings are of course worth more. Favours with promise-conditions attached (such as “I will not trade this Favour to anyone else”) are worth less. What sort of things might be valuable enough to exchange for Favours are for the individuals in question to determine.

Gwrgedd Annwynn

My names are many. The French call me Morganna, others refer to me as The Lady of the Lake. It is only the Welsh that call me by my true name of Gwrgedd of the Plant Annwynn. Unsurprising, really. The knowledge of my nature has been so distorted over time that even I have been know to sometimes forget who I am.

I’ll tell you. I am the guardian of the legendary sword Excalibur.

There are those who say that the sword is a myth. A legend held over from the golden age when the True King reigned in Britain An object that has, like me, been distorted by time and legend to be greater than it was. Of course, I know different, for was it not I who surrendered the blade unto the True King after his first sword was shattered in a battle with Pelllinor?

Was it not I who received the sword from Bedivere as the true king lay dying on the fields of Salisbury?

And was it not I who raged across the land, bringing storm and strife where I trod when the blade was taken from me?

And now the thief has the audacity to stand here before me!

I have a reputation for kindness, for healing and love, but never forget that my essence is that of water, and my nature can be just as destructive as any other.

Abilities

Healing Hands (3x):

Thrice per game, you may remove the effect of an ability caused by any being of lesser power than yourself.

Opposing Forces:

As long as you are touching Nucklavee, neither of you can use any powers.

Power (1-10) – 5. You have recently caught up to your old foe Nucklavee due to mortal ingenuity eroding his domain. Though not what you once were (who is?), you are not a being to be trifled with lightly.

Nature – Sidhe Guardian: You are a member of the Sidhe Court of the fae, comprised of immortal warriors, powerful hunters, and enchanting beauties. Possessing immortality, unearthly glamour, and inhuman strength, mortals are blessed to have any contact with the fae – or so the Sidhe believe.

Taboos

These are the restrictions that bind you – the price you pay for being one of the fae.

You may utter no direct falsehood.

This is an absolute. You can be as evasive as you want, you can let people think you’ve said one thing when you haven’t (“You can call me John” is not the same as “My name is John”), and you can say a lie if you think it’s true, but speaking something you know to be a lie is literally impossible for you. [If this happens accidentally, inform a GM immediately!]

You may never break your given word.

As one of the fae, your promises are inviolate. As above, you can be as strict or unspecific as you like with what you promise (“I’ll take care of you” is a highly ambiguous statement, for example), but deliberately going back on your word is impossible. Therefore, be very careful with your promises. [We recommend asking a GM to witness serious promises.] This also applies to Favours (see below). You must honour your promised Favours if they are called in.

You cannot abide the touch of iron.

For some reason unknown to outsiders, yet hypothesised to have something to do with either its magnetic nature or its connection to the earth, the fae cannot stand touching or being touched by iron. It is, for that reason, a very effective weapon against them. A fae bound with iron will be almost helpless, and fae powers work very unreliably, if at all, on someone protected by iron. Though the sight doesn’t actually hurt them, most fae will recoil if shown iron, since it’s similar to pointing a loaded gun at a mortal. For this reason, brandishing iron at one of the fae is considered to be very rude, not to mention a direct threat!

Favours

The promising and trading of Favours is an integral part of Court politics and plotting. Any one person may only owe at most three Favours at any one time. Many fae find it much safer to trade other people’s Favours (like banks might trade mortgages) rather than promise their own. Favours from more powerful beings are of course worth more. Favours with promise-conditions attached (such as “I will not trade this Favour to anyone else”) are worth less. What sort of things might be valuable enough to exchange for Favours are for the individuals in question to determine.

Black Night

You would know the secrets of the Night, would you? Many far more powerful than yourself have tried and failed. Suffice it to say I have been part of the Unsidhe Court longer than you have lived. Yes, I am aware how long you have lived. I am quite possibly aware of your ancestry, history and desires as well. Very little is hidden from the Night. You do not believe me? Well, without frightening you too badly, might I suggest that you cease plotting treason with your liege lord? Such a pattern of behaviour cannot but end in tragedy for you both. Oh, you have to leave so soon? Pity.

The entity that now calls itself Black Night has been a member of the Court for ... well, it can't exactly remember how long, but it's sure it's been a long time. At its Queen's suggestion, it has made a point of associating itself with the ideal of primal darkness. It tailors its actions, words, and image to suit the image both mortals and immortals have of a secretive, subtle, and frightening darkness that existed before any light. It also used its (not inconsiderable) magical abilities, augmented by the Winter Queen, to change its nature, making itself privy to the secrets and safety of darkness. This, coupled with the Queen's favour, allowed it to assume a high place in the Unsidhe Court.

Unfortunately for Black Night, the centuries have eroded its memory so considerably it no longer has any idea of its original Name or nature. It has worn the mask of the Night for so long, it has almost forgotten that there was anything else under it. It is bound by the taboos of the fae, but it cannot even recall if this is due to its being fae or being under a geas to obey their laws. As such, Black Night is in grave danger of losing itself forever to madness. Worse, if it admitted such weakness it would surely be destroyed by the power-mad members of the Unsidhe.

Queen Mab has sent it here as co-leader of the Unsidhe delegation, since issues of power balance prevented her from attending in person. The other leader is Killing Frost. Mab’s orders are as follows:

- Ensure that an Unsidhe leads the Wild Hunt.

- Punish whoever had the presumption to call a Hunt without permission, or at least see that they are punished.

Nature – ??? You are a member of the Unsidhe Court of the fae, comprised of immortal warriors, savage hunters, and fatal beauties. Possessing immortality, unearthly glamour, and inhuman strength, the fae are as far above humans as humans are above ants – or so the Unsidhe believe. They are rightfully your prey, to toy with as you will. However, your nature is more complicated than that, as explained above.

Power (on a 1-10 scale) – 10. Only Queen Mab surpasses you in the Unsidhe Court. Unfortunately, the rules of Court (not to mention self-preservation) forbid you using most of your more ... impressive abilities.

Abilities

Night’s Shroud: All attempts to manipulate your mind automatically fail. You are one with the dark, cold Night, which cannot be swayed by petty mortals and their sparks of light.

Night’s Silence (1x): One time, and one time only, you may invoke the secretive nature of the Night to prevent one target from ever speaking of a secret you name. Secrets are things someone would want to try to conceal. You must not only know who your target is, you must know the nature of the secret (e.g. that it’s the name of the Queen’s new lover), though not necessarily the specifics. The silence of the Night is rooted in secret knowledge and wisdom, not speculation.

Pull Rank (1x): Once at this Court, you may force a lower-ranked Unsidhe to give you a favour. You may not specify which favour – they could give you one of their own, or one someone else owes them, but if they have one to give you, they must do so. After all, they are here to serve you.

Taboos

These are the restrictions that bind you – the price you pay for being one of the fae.

You may utter no direct falsehood.

This is an absolute. You can be as evasive as you want, you can let people think you’ve said one thing when you haven’t (“You can call me John” is not the same as “My name is John”), and you can say a lie if you think it’s true, but speaking something you know to be a lie is literally impossible for you. [If this happens accidentally, inform a GM immediately!]

You may never break your given word.

As one of the fae, your promises are inviolate. As above, you can be as strict or unspecific as you like with what you promise (“I’ll take care of you” is a highly ambiguous statement, for example), but deliberately going back on your word is impossible. Therefore, be very careful with your promises. [We recommend asking a GM to witness serious promises.] This also applies to Favours (see below). You must honour your promised Favours if they are called in.

You cannot abide the touch of iron.

For some reason unknown to outsiders, yet hypothesised to have something to do with either its magnetic nature or its connection to the earth, the fae cannot stand touching or being touched by iron. It is, for that reason, a very effective weapon against them. A fae bound with iron will be almost helpless, and fae powers work very unreliably, if at all, on someone protected by iron. Though the sight doesn’t actually hurt them, most fae will recoil if shown iron, since it’s similar to pointing a loaded gun at a mortal. For this reason, brandishing iron at one of the fae is considered to be very rude, not to mention a direct threat!

Favours

The promising and trading of Favours is an integral part of Court politics and plotting. Any one person may only owe at most three Favours at any one time. Many fae find it much safer to trade other people’s Favours (like banks might trade mortgages) rather than promise their own. Favours from more powerful beings are of course worth more. Favours with promise-conditions attached (such as “I will not trade this Favour to anyone else”) are worth less. What sort of things might be valuable enough to exchange for Favours are for the individuals in question to determine.

Killing Frost

So. The Queen has finally recognised my long service. I've been made leader of the Unsidhe delegation to the Court. Except I'm not even really the proper leader - that arrogant bastard Black Night is leader as well! Another one of Mab's "little jokes", I presume. Five centuries as the Queen's executioner, and this is how she rewards me? Well, it's not like I didn't enjoy it, but still! That old airbag Night is going down, and I'm the up-and-coming Queen's favourite to do it.

Number one rule I've had for the past five centuries - Don't Cross the Queen. She wants us to make sure an Unsidhe gains control of the Hunt, and that'll have to be top priority. But there should be a decent chance to embarrass Black Night as well, and that'd suit me very well. He knows way too much and keeps spouting that pretentious one-with-the-night crap.

Oh, there are mortals at this Court too? I've always wanted a mortal pet. Maybe I can trap one into some kind of agreement - they're such slaves to their passions. Actually, aren't we all? Well, not me. I know what's important, and feelings aren't. What matters is power, and, by the Powers, I'll get hold of as much as possible.

Killing Frost has a cold manner that leads those who meet him for the first time to consider him aloof and uncaring, not unlike his "nemesis" (although the antipathy is almost entirely one-sided) Black Night. However, those who get to know him better quickly realise that under the icy exterior is a blazing anger and ruthlessness that he carefully conceals under a calm facade. No-one who's ever seen him kill can mistake the smile he gets when doing it, though - at the core, Frost is utterly sadistic and sociopathic. The only thing he cares about is himself, and he cares about that a lot. Anyone who even accidentally insults his dignity is ruthlessly dealt with.

He let Jack-in-Irons join the delegation after much begging. The sadistic and violent creature is far too thuggish and unsubtle to suit Frost's tastes, but he's a useful pawn and one that's weak enough to manipulate easily without fear of reprisal. The iron he's bound with makes Frost's skin crawl, though. He'll do what Frost says, but Frost would do well to keep an eye on Jack.

Nature – Unsidhe Warrior. You are a member of the Unsidhe Court of the fae, comprised of immortal warriors, savage hunters, and fatal beauties. Possessing immortality, unearthly glamour, and inhuman strength, the fae are as far above humans as humans are above ants – or so the Unsidhe believe. They are rightfully your prey, to toy with as you will.

Power (on a 1-10 scale) – 9. You rank highest among all the Unsidhe present, save for Black Night.

Abilities

Frost's Grasp (2x): The touch of Killing Frost reminds the victim of the imminence of death. This power, when used on an individual with less Power than yourself, paralyses them for the turn of a sandglass (three minutes) so that they can neither move or speak. This power always works on mortals. [Remember you may not physically attack anyone at Court!]

Frost's Fire: Your burning rage inures you to all other pains, and allows you to ignore any obstacle in your path. You may act normally for up to thirty seconds any time you are presented with or touching cold iron, though the effects will surely be felt afterwards.

Taboos

These are the restrictions that bind you – the price you pay for being one of the fae.

You may utter no direct falsehood.

This is an absolute. You can be as evasive as you want, you can let people think you’ve said one thing when you haven’t (“You can call me John” is not the same as “My name is John”), and you can say a lie if you think it’s true, but speaking something you know to be a lie is literally impossible for you. [If this happens accidentally, inform a GM immediately!]

You may never break your given word.

As one of the fae, your promises are inviolate. As above, you can be as strict or unspecific as you like with what you promise (“I’ll take care of you” is a highly ambiguous statement, for example), but deliberately going back on your word is impossible. Therefore, be very careful with your promises. [We recommend asking a GM to witness serious promises.] This also applies to Favours (see below). You must honour your promised Favours if they are called in.

You cannot abide the touch of iron.

For some reason unknown to outsiders, yet hypothesised to have something to do with either its magnetic nature or its connection to the earth, the fae cannot stand touching or being touched by iron. It is, for that reason, a very effective weapon against them. A fae bound with iron will be almost helpless, and fae powers work very unreliably, if at all, on someone protected by iron. Though the sight doesn’t actually hurt them, most fae will recoil if shown iron, since it’s similar to pointing a loaded gun at a mortal. For this reason, brandishing iron at one of the fae is considered to be very rude, not to mention a direct threat!

Favours

The promising and trading of Favours is an integral part of Court politics and plotting. Any one person may only owe at most three Favours at any one time. Many fae find it much safer to trade other people’s Favours (like banks might trade mortgages) rather than promise their own. Favours from more powerful beings are of course worth more. Favours with promise-conditions attached (such as “I will not trade this Favour to anyone else”) are worth less. What sort of things might be valuable enough to exchange for Favours are for the individuals in question to determine.

Nucklavee

I am Nucklavee. Lord of Pestilence, and bringer of plague. Where I ride, crops are blighted; water befouled; children are slain in their cots. Men fear me, for I am the living embodiment of their most terrifying nightmares. I break my fast with the flesh of young maidens, and slake my thirst with the blood of grieving widows.

At least, that was how it used to be. Bloody Fleming and his bacteria. Now my powers are lessened, my strength gone. In this “New Age” my delightful diseases have waned in prominence as the mortal doctors and hospitals spring up across the land. I weaken as their medicine grows stronger, no longer even able to attain the beautiful form I once favoured, so long ago, forced to take on this pathetic, ridiculous human aspect. It sickens me, more than you could ever know.

But tonight, tonight I shall become the master of the Hunt. I shall ride through this mortal world carrying with me every terrible thing that plagues their dreams. I shall use the power of the hunt to rain doom upon them. Sores will erupt on their bodies and dark thoughts will poison their minds. They shall not merely sleep fitfully in their beds, but will awaken, screaming my name, dreading my presence and All shall know my power .

All Shall Know That Nucklavee Rides Once More!

Abilities

Pestilent Breath (2x)

Sometimes evil breath isn’t a metaphor.

This ability may be used twice. You may cause a person of lesser or equal power to forget all event and conversation that occurred in the past three minutes.

Befoul Water (3x)

It is unwise to drink of polluted waters.

Useable on a drink only. Any who drink of the befouled liquids must leave the room immediately and not return for three minutes.

Nature – Unsidhe Lord You are a member of the Unsidhe Court of the fae, comprised of immortal warriors, savage hunters, and fatal beauties. Possessing immortality, unearthly glamour, and inhuman strength, the fae are as far above humans as humans are above ants – or so the Unsidhe believe. They are rightfully your prey, to toy with as you will.

Power Level (1-10): 5 – Even in your reduced state, you are not a power to be lightly trifled with.

Taboos

These are the restrictions that bind you – the price you pay for being one of the fae.

You may utter no direct falsehood.

This is an absolute. You can be as evasive as you want, you can let people think you’ve said one thing when you haven’t (“You can call me John” is not the same as “My name is John”), and you can say a lie if you think it’s true, but speaking something you know to be a lie is literally impossible for you. [If this happens accidentally, inform a GM immediately!]

You may never break your given word.

As one of the fae, your promises are inviolate. As above, you can be as strict or unspecific as you like with what you promise (“I’ll take care of you” is a highly ambiguous statement, for example), but deliberately going back on your word is impossible. Therefore, be very careful with your promises. [We recommend asking a GM to witness serious promises.] This also applies to Favours. You must honour your promised Favours if they are called in.

You cannot abide the touch of iron.

For some reason unknown to outsiders, yet hypothesised to have something to do with either its magnetic nature or its connection to the earth, the fae cannot stand touching or being touched by iron. It is, for that reason, a very effective weapon against them. A fae bound with iron will be almost helpless, and fae powers work very unreliably, if at all, on someone protected by iron. Though the sight doesn’t actually hurt them, most fae will recoil if shown iron, since it’s similar to pointing a loaded gun at a mortal. For this reason, brandishing iron at one of the fae is considered to be very rude, not to mention a direct threat!

Jack-in-Irons

Jack-in-Irons? Pah! Call me that again and I'll rip yer throat out with m'teeth! It's Laughing Jack to you, me boy! Jack so nimble and so quick, Jack the terror, Jack the hunter, spring-heeled Jack ... Jack the ripper. That's what they called me – that poncey bastard in London had nothin' on me! Best hunter of the Court I was, an up-and-coming boyo – the Queen herself smiled at me once, y'know! She did! Call me a liar if you want, but she did. The next time she called the Hunt, Queen Mab said, she'd let me join 'em! Me, Laughing Jack, a member of the Wild Hunt!

Then it all went pear-shaped. Was taking a break, screwing with mortals, y'know how it is: “Guess my name by sunrise and you can have yer daughter back!” Yeah, in pieces. Bastard wasn't havin' any of that though – jumps and grabs me, so he does, and whacks me 'bout the head with a fuckin' iron bar! What kind of mortal carries an iron bar around? A fuckin' blacksmith, that's who! How was I supposed to know? Once the taffer figured out what I'd done to 'is precious daughter, it got very bad for me....

Well, you can guess, can't ye? He put these bloody chains on me! Cold iron, wrappin' my arms, and head, and legs. Don't believe it's iron? Touch it then! Didn't think so. It pins me and traps me and hurts me and it BURNS. All day and all night, it burns and burns. Three hundred fucking years and it still burns.... That mortal was a vicious one, he was. I'd be impressed if it didn't hurt so much.... Worse yet, I've never been able to convince a blacksmith to take the damn things off, and no fae'll touch 'em.

Enough of that, then! There's a new Court called now, and a new Hunt! The Queens must've gone soft, 'cos they've even let some mortals come! If'n I can get a blacksmith to remove these irons, I'll be Laughin' Jack again, mebbe even claim m'place in this new Hunt. Then there'll be insults to be avenged and fun to be had!

A sadistic and horrifyingly brutal being, Jack’s activities have been restrained over the past centuries due to his being bound by iron chains. This places him in constant maddening pain, diminishes his power to pathetic levels, and makes most other fae avoid him like the plague. If he convinces a mortal blacksmith to remove his chains, he will be free, and a great deal more powerful.

Till then, Jack is surrounded by a lot of beings significantly more powerful and nastier than himself. Making enemies would be a poor idea. Plus, if he gets in right with whoever becomes the Huntsman, he might even get to achieve his dream to become a member of the Wild Hunt after all.

He’s an angry and impulsive creature, but he’s well aware of the fact that physical violence is not tolerated at Court and will be punished severely. He had to grovel to Killing Frost, an old acquaintance, to even get an invitation, and will be expected to restrain himself.

As a member of the Unsidhe delegation, he is expected to obey Black Night and Killing Frost, the joint heads of the group. That being said, it’s doubtful they’d even deign to notice him most of the time. He can’t even torture and kill the mortals present, as he’d normally like to. Plus, the off chance there’s a blacksmith present is occupying most of his thoughts. If things go right, this Court could be the best of Jack’s long, long life.

Nature – Unsidhe Warrior. You are a member of the Unsidhe Court of the fae, comprised of immortal warriors, savage hunters, and fatal beauties. Possessing immortality, unearthly glamour, and inhuman strength, the fae are as far above humans as humans are above ants – or so the Unsidhe believe. They are rightfully your prey, to toy with as you will.

Power (on a 1-10 scale) – 1, 5 if free. You are currently a pathetic wretch, a bare shadow of your former self. If freed, you would stand equal with many a lesser noble of the Court.

Abilities

Bully (3x): Force a being of equal or lesser power than yourself to answer a yes/no question. Mortals are always considered to have power less than that of a fae for this purpose.

Ironbound: A useful side-effect of being bound with iron is that any fae powers that affect your body (e.g. paralysis) will fail due to the proximity of iron. This does not protect your mind. If you are freed, you will, of course, lose this ability. On the other hand, you will no longer be in constant blinding pain. You are also accustomed enough to the pain iron brings you to be able to touch it voluntarily, unlike other fae, should you wish to do so.

Taboos

These are the restrictions that bind you – the price you pay for being one of the fae.

You may utter no direct falsehood.

This is an absolute. You can be as evasive as you want, you can let people think you’ve said one thing when you haven’t (“You can call me John” is not the same as “My name is John”), and you can say a lie if you think it’s true, but speaking something you know to be a lie is literally impossible for you. [If this happens accidentally, inform a GM immediately!]

You may never break your given word.

As one of the fae, your promises are inviolate. As above, you can be as strict or unspecific as you like with what you promise (“I’ll take care of you” is a highly ambiguous statement, for example), but deliberately going back on your word is impossible. Therefore, be very careful with your promises. [We recommend asking a GM to witness serious promises.] This also applies to Favours (see below). You must honour your promised Favours if they are called in.

You cannot abide the touch of iron.

For some reason unknown to outsiders, yet hypothesised to have something to do with either its magnetic nature or its connection to the earth, the fae cannot stand touching or being touched by iron. It is, for that reason, a very effective weapon against them. A fae bound with iron will be almost helpless, and fae powers work very unreliably, if at all, on someone protected by iron. Though the sight doesn’t actually hurt them, most fae will recoil if shown iron, since it’s similar to pointing a loaded gun at a mortal. For this reason, brandishing iron at one of the fae is considered to be very rude, not to mention a direct threat!

Favours

The promising and trading of Favours is an integral part of Court politics and plotting. Any one person may only owe at most three Favours at any one time. Many fae find it much safer to trade other people’s Favours (like banks might trade mortgages) rather than promise their own. Favours from more powerful beings are of course worth more. Favours with promise-conditions attached (such as “I will not trade this Favour to anyone else”) are worth less. What sort of things might be valuable enough to exchange for Favours are for the individuals in question to determine.

King Herla

I was not always as you seem me now, doomed to be a guest of the fae until the day of judgement; cursed to never set foot on the soil of the mortal world lest my true age catch me up. No, once I ruled over the whole of Britain, greatest of kings since Arthur himself.

It was a time when mortals were at peace with the fae, and the two would often meet and mingle. Oberon, Lord of the Sidhe, had been invited as a guest to my wedding. When the festivites had ended, as the fae are apt to do, he invited me to his kingdom a year thence. I would now that I had not accepted his offer. However, I did, and nothing I do now can change that. A year later, I found myself at the entrance to Oberon’s realm, a guest at his own wedding. All went well, but when I returned… One hundred years.

One hundred years of my life, lost to the fae. And I forgotten by my people. Forever on horseback, never able to dismount on penalty of death. Such is the fate the friendship of the fae brings.

I had my revenge though. When last the Wild Hunt was called I persuaded Mab and Oberon that the Hunt was too dangerous a ritual to allow to continue, its power to effect the worlds of man and fae too uncontrollable and unpredictable. Then I led that last Hunt, using its power to bring about a new age of man: an age of reason, of ideas, iron and steel. An age where the fae would be consigned to nothing more than folktales.

Yet now, someone has defied the decree of the two Courts and summoned the Hunt. Who? Why?

And how did this blacksmith accompany me here?

Abilities:

Forsworn (1x):

Through no fault of your own you have broken your oaths as king to your land and to your people. As a result, an oath you make has no power, no matter to whom it is sworn. Once per game you may renounce a favour you owe when it is called in.

Hospitality of Oberon:

Though your guesting at the court of the Summer King had terrible consequences, both to you and to the land, some of his favour has been bestowed upon you. No member of the Sidhe court may use their abilities on you sucessfully without the explicit permission of Oberon himself.

Cursed to Wander:

Having outlived your time on the mortal plane, you must never dismount your horse and are fated to wander the land for all eternity. You may not remain stationary for more than the turn of a sandglass (three minutes).

Nature:  Mortal Lord. You are a member of neither of the Fae Courts, and thus have few allies here. On the other hand, you aren't bound by their restrictions either. You know the fae cannot lie, cannot break their promises, and loathe iron. You, however, can, can and don't.

Power Level (1-10) — 0. Mortals have no power in the realms of the fae. Or so the fae believe.

Favours

The promising and trading of Favours is an integral part of Court politics and plotting. Any one person may only owe at most three Favours at any one time. Many fae find it much safer to trade other people’s Favours (like banks might trade mortgages) rather than promise their own. Favours from more powerful beings are of course worth more. Favours with promise-conditions attached (such as “I will not trade this Favour to anyone else”) are worth less. What sort of things might be valuable enough to exchange for Favours are for the individuals in question to determine.

King Pellinore

“I am Pellinore, father to Percival, Grandfather to Galahad. In ancient times I walked this 

“I am Oberon, Lord of the Sidhe Court. Master of the Summer seasons.

land, ever-seeking the questing beast, that symbol of destruction, of the violence and 

Long have I lived, and grown powerful over time.

chaos  that brought an end to the Golden Age of the True King. Now the beast has once 

Many secrets have I learned. And much knowledge have I gained.

more arisen and I, along with my heirs, have returned again to the land to combat this 

My rule is unquestioned. I have the obedience as well as the loyalty of my subjects.

most ancient of foes.


Until now…


Once, I was the greatest swordsman in all the land, besting even the True King 

Someone has broken the edict laid down by myself and Mab. To call the Hunt is 

himself in single combat, breaking his sword upon mine own. Those times are departed 

forbidden, its uncontrolled power too dangerous should it fall in to the wrong hands.

now though, mine own blade long since rusted away to naught. It was thus that I had to 

I must work with Mab, who is here under the name of Cottington to discover the 

seek out a new blade. 

Betrayer. To discover who it is that would have the audacity to defy both Summer 


It was near Salisbury that I found myself in luck, in a cave deep under a lake that I 

and Winter.


discovered the weapon I sought. An enchanted blade of such power that it would surely 

The balance between the courts must be maintained.”

be an aid to my quest. This was surely the sword of none but the True King himself.”

Abilities

Summer's Edict (3x):

Who would dare defy the power of Summer?

Useable three times. You may at your discretion, choose to dismiss an ongoing effect caused by the power of any member of the Sidhe Court.

Know Thy Court, Know Thyself:

At any time during the game, you may ask a member of the Sidhe Court what situation they are in concerning favours that they owe and are owed. They must respond completely and truthfully and may not attempt to disguise the knowledge.

Nature – Sidhe Lord: You are a member of the Sidhe Court of the fae, comprised of immortal warriors, powerful hunters, and enchanting beauties. Possessing immortality, unearthly glamour, and inhuman strength. Mortals are surely blessed to have any dealings with such creatures.– or so the Sidhe believe.

Power Level (1-10) — 11. You are Oberon, Lord of the Sidhe, surpassed by none, and matched only by Mab.

Taboos

These are the restrictions that bind you – the price you pay for being one of the fae.

The Balance MUST be maintained

You are the Lord of Summer, your might is second to none, and the equal of the Queen of Winter. All fae know you and all fae fear you. But this night there is a power at work that is older and greater than your own. Though you wear the guise of a mortal man, there are those here who know your secrets and should your identity be revealed it is vital that you remain apart from the proceedings lest they become tainted and corrupted with devastating consequences.

You may utter no direct falsehood.

This is an absolute. You can be as evasive as you want, you can let people think you’ve said one thing when you haven’t (“You can call me John” is not the same as “My name is John”), and you can say a lie if you think it’s true, but speaking something you know to be a lie is literally impossible for you. [If this happens accidentally, inform a GM immediately!]

You may never break your given word.

As one of the fae, your promises are inviolate. As above, you can be as strict or unspecific as you like with what you promise (“I’ll take care of you” is a highly ambiguous statement, for example), but deliberately going back on your word is impossible. Therefore, be very careful with your promises. [We recommend asking a GM to witness serious promises.] This also applies to Favours. You must honour your promised Favours if they are called in.

You cannot abide the touch of iron.

For some reason unknown to outsiders, yet hypothesised to have something to do with either its magnetic nature or its connection to the earth, the fae cannot stand touching or being touched by iron. It is, for that reason, a very effective weapon against them. A fae bound with iron will be almost helpless, and fae powers work very unreliably, if at all, on someone protected by iron. Though the sight doesn’t actually hurt them, most fae will recoil if shown iron, since it’s similar to having a loaded gun pointed at you. For this reason, brandishing iron at one of the fae is considered to be very rude, not to mention a direct threat!

Favours

The promising and trading of Favours is an integral part of Court politics and plotting. Any one person may only owe at most three Favours at any one time. Many fae find it much safer to trade other people’s Favours (like banks might trade mortgages) rather than promise their own. Favours from more powerful beings are of course worth more. Favours with promise-conditions attached (such as “I will not trade this Favour to anyone else”) are worth less. What sort of things might be valuable enough to exchange for Favours are for the individuals in question to determine.

His Grace the Abbot of Glastonbury, Dragon of Carr Marsh

I have existed for centuries. Millennia. Once I was considered one of the most dangerous beings in this world or any other. A being to be reckoned with. In my home of Somerset, there was not one who would speak my name without fear. Mothers used me to terrify their children in cautionary tales. Now, however…. Now, things are different.

I remember well the day it happened. No surprise there. I think about it almost every day as I sit here, below the ruins of Glastonbury Abbey, guarding the tomb where He lies waiting. My reputation had spread far, and had finally reached the ears of the True King himself, who rode forth from the vaunted halls of Camelot to meet me in battle. In truth, I was eager to test myself. The King was/is/will be a true hero of the old tales, and his strength was known across the land. I was also cautious though, for I had no desire to die.

So it was that I set an ambush for him, lying in wait in the marshes near Cleeve. If only I had known what power was there….

As I waited, I found my thoughts turning to the reasons the True King had come for me. To the destruction and devastation I had caused. And… I felt something. Some feeling. I felt that my actions had been wrong, that I had hurt people who shouldn’t have been hurt. I began to feel shame, and guilt.

I saw a traveller walking along the road, and felt an urge to go to him. To tell him everything I had done, to confess my sins. To ask forgiveness.

There are those who laugh at the God of the Christians; who say he has no power.

I laugh at them.

Abilities

Ear of the Dragon (3x)

Ancient folklore tells us that a hero who possesses the ear of a dragon may always hear things of importance to him. Folklorists rarely stop to consider that the dragon had the ear first.

When using this ability you may, upon going out of character, move over to a person or persons and listen in on their conversation freely.  You may remain in this state for up to three minutes.

The One True Faith

One who has felt the true power of the Christian God will rarely be swayed from the path he has chosen.

Abilities that would affect your mind have no effect on you

Power Level (1-10) — 8. Some beings mock you for your faith in the Christian God. Such beings tend to be very powerful.

Taboos

These are the restrictions that bind you – the price you pay for being a magical being.

You may never break your given word.

Your promises are inviolate. You can be as strict or unspecific as you like with what you promise (“I’ll take care of you” is a highly ambiguous statement, for example), but deliberately going back on your word is impossible. Therefore, be very careful with your promises. [We recommend asking a GM to witness serious promises.] This also applies to Favours. You must honour your promised Favours if they are called in.

Favours

The promising and trading of Favours is an integral part of Court politics and plotting. Any one person may only owe at most three Favours at any one time. Many fae find it much safer to trade other people’s Favours (like banks might trade mortgages) rather than promise their own. Favours from more powerful beings are of course worth more. Favours with promise-conditions attached (such as “I will not trade this Favour to anyone else”) are worth less. What sort of things might be valuable enough to exchange for Favours are for the individuals in question to determine.

Wayland the Blacksmith

Wh...what? What in God's name is going on here? I was just shoeing that odd gentleman's horse – who on Earth doesn't dismount while their horse is shod?! - then there was a flash of light and the weirdest music I've ever heard...

Anyway, now I'm here, wherever “here” is. And I'm starting to wonder if those stories my Granny used to tell me were more than just tales, about those who headed neither to Heaven nor Hell but a place between. What was it she used to say...?

Watch your tongue. Be polite to the “good people”, but never thank them for anything. Don't eat fairy food or drink fairy wine. They never lie, but listen to every word they say. They never break a promise, and God help you if you do. And keep a horseshoe by you.

Well, at least I have that horseshoe...

Nature – Mortal Smith. You are a member of neither of the Fae Courts, and thus have few allies here. On the other hand, you aren't bound by their restrictions either. You know the fae cannot lie, cannot break their promises, and loathe iron. You, however, can, can and don't.

Power Level (1-10) — 0. Mortals have no power in the realms of the fae. Or so the fae believe.

Abilities

Horseshoe: Your Granny always said the “good people” cannot stand touching or being touched by iron. It is, for that reason, a very effective weapon against them. A fae bound with iron will be almost helpless, and fae powers work very unreliably, if at all, on someone protected by iron. Though the sight doesn’t actually hurt them, most fae will recoil if shown iron, since it’s similar to pointing a loaded gun at a mortal. For this reason, brandishing iron at one of the fae is considered to be very rude, not to mention a direct threat! Your horseshoe will protect you from most fae abilities.

The Blacksmith's Art: Given the opportunity, you can remove chains from anyone bound, or bind someone with chains if you have them. Obviously, they must be either willing or restrained.

Favours

The promising and trading of Favours is an integral part of Court politics and plotting. Any one person may only owe at most three Favours at any one time. Many fae find it much safer to trade other people’s Favours (like banks might trade mortgages) rather than promise their own. Favours from more powerful beings are of course worth more. Favours with promise-conditions attached (such as “I will not trade this Favour to anyone else”) are worth less. What sort of things might be valuable enough to exchange for Favours are for the individuals in question to determine.

Lady Angelica Cottington

I was just down the bottom of my garden, collecting a few new samples for my collection, when I heard the most astonishing music! Suddenly I found myself here, wherever that may be! But, oh, such a collection of pretty little fairies there are. Not very like the ones in my book, though. I'm going to need a much larger one to get some samples. Perhaps I should have brought a saucer of milk – that usually brings them in close enough. Seems like there's some sort of party going on. I wonder if it's a birthday. Should I have brought a gift?

What a strange assortment of guests! Look, there's a rascally fellow with a little bottle! He looks like he's been dancing around his pot of gold all night! And is that oddly-dressed gentleman riding a horse indoors? And of course there's Oberon, posing over there with Excalibur. And Janet, the silly girl I cursed all those years ago. She'll never know her true love Tam Lin is in this very room, reborn as my Black Night.

Well, I'm sure that we're all going to have a jolly time.

But if they cross me, they will know the wrath of Mab, Queen of Winter!

Abilities

Winter's Decree (3x):

Who would dare defy the power of Winter?

Useable three times. You may at your discretion, choose to dismiss an ongoing effect caused by the power of any member of the Unsidhe Court.

Know Thy Court, Know Thyself:

At any time during the game, you may ask a member of the Unsidhe Court what situation they are in concerning favours that they owe and are owed. They must respond completely and truthfully and may not attempt to disguise the knowledge.

Nature – Faerie Queen. You are a member of the Unsidhe Court of the fae, comprised of immortal warriors, savage hunters, and fatal beauties. Possessing immortality, unearthly glamour, and inhuman strength, the fae are as far above humans as humans are above ants – or so the Unsidhe believe. They are rightfully your prey, to toy with as you will.

Power Level (1-10) — 11. You are Mab, Queen of the Unsidhe, surpassed by none, and matched only by Oberon.

Taboos

These are the restrictions that bind you – the price you pay for being one of the fae.

The Balance MUST be maintained

You are the Queen of Winter, your might is second to none, and the equal of the Lord of Summer. All fae know you and all fae fear you. But this night there is a power at work that is older and greater than your own. Though you wear the guise of a mortal woman, there are those here who know your secrets and should your identity be revealed it is vital that you remain apart from the proceedings lest they become tainted and corrupted with devastating consequences.

You may utter no direct falsehood.

This is an absolute. You can be as evasive as you want, you can let people think you’ve said one thing when you haven’t (“You can call me John” is not the same as “My name is John”), and you can say a lie if you think it’s true, but speaking something you know to be a lie is literally impossible for you. [If this happens accidentally, inform a GM immediately!]

You may never break your given word.

As one of the fae, your promises are inviolate. As above, you can be as strict or unspecific as you like with what you promise (“I’ll take care of you” is a highly ambiguous statement, for example), but deliberately going back on your word is impossible. Therefore, be very careful with your promises. [We recommend asking a GM to witness serious promises.] This also applies to Favours. You must honour your promised Favours if they are called in.

You cannot abide the touch of iron.

For some reason unknown to outsiders, yet hypothesised to have something to do with either its magnetic nature or its connection to the earth, the fae cannot stand touching or being touched by iron. It is, for that reason, a very effective weapon against them. A fae bound with iron will be almost helpless, and fae powers work very unreliably, if at all, on someone protected by iron. Though the sight doesn’t actually hurt them, most fae will recoil if shown iron, since it’s similar to having a loaded gun pointed at you. For this reason, brandishing iron at one of the fae is considered to be very rude, not to mention a direct threat!

Favours

The promising and trading of Favours is an integral part of Court politics and plotting. Any one person may only owe at most three Favours at any one time. Many fae find it much safer to trade other people’s Favours (like banks might trade mortgages) rather than promise their own. Favours from more powerful beings are of course worth more. Favours with promise-conditions attached (such as “I will not trade this Favour to anyone else”) are worth less. What sort of things might be valuable enough to exchange for Favours are for the individuals in question to determine.

Fair Janet of Carterhaugh

They still sing that song, you know. About me and Tam Lin, my love. How he was a mortal knight enchanted by the Queen of the Fae and spirited away to Faerie, and how we met in my lands of Carterhaugh. I still remember what I first said to him: "I'll come and go by Carterhaugh, and ask no leave of thee!" And I was bearing his babe when I came to him once more, and he begged me for my help to free him.

The ending is wrong, though. The bards and the singers had to go and make it happy. My Tam Lin, he said to me:

"But quickly run to the milk-white steed,

Pu ye his rider down.

‘They’ll turn me to a bear sae grim,

And then a lion bold;

But hold me fast, and fear me not,

As ye shall love your child.

‘Again they’ll turn me in your arms

To a red het gaud of airn;

But hold me fast, and fear me not,

I’ll do to you nae harm."

All I had to do was hold fast to my love, and he would've been mine for good. But, like the foolish girl I was, I dropped the red-hot iron in fright, and it burned me as it fell! I still have the scars on my palms. See? And the Queen of the Fae, she laughed and took my Tam Lin away from me forever. She put a curse on me, she did, speaking in that terrible voice of hers:

"As you would take what's mine from me,

Let all you love depart from thee.

As you have flinched from pain so sore,

Endure your loss forevermore."

I thought it was empty words, but no such luck. My child took sick with a fever and died, my father passed not long after and his lands fell to rack and ruin. Worse yet, though I searched high and low, I could never find a trace of my love again. I tried to kill myself, oh, many times... That's when I felt the curse's true bite. The Queen wanted me to live forever with my grief and my guilt, and so I have. It has been eight centuries since my love was taken from me, and the pain is still there.

Eight centuries I've had to seek my love, and plan revenge on Mab, the Queen of the Fae. I talked to all the scholars I could, and kenned all there was to know of the fae - or all that mortals have been allowed to know, at least. That was where I came upon the legends of the Wild Hunt. Whosoever is called to the Hunt and becomes the Huntsman will be able to turn all the wild power of the fae to their own ends, even against the Queen herself!

That's why I called it. Yes, It was I. Surprisingly easy, really. Find a place of power, say the right words, burn the right offerings. From what I've heard, no-one's called a Hunt in centuries, so the power was all there, just pent up. I'll have to be careful, though. Those arrogant fae will kill me for breaking their law if I'm found out. Not that I'd care - actually, I wonder if they could?

In any case, now I've the Hunt summoned and made it to Court, I just need to make sure either I get the mandate of the Court to become Huntsman, or support someone else who'll agree to my goals.

I know the Queen'll be here - she'd never let something this big pass her by. Either I'll bind her to me by tricking a promise out of her, or I'll see her destroyed. By hook or by crook, I'll get my Tam Lin back, or I'll join him in Hell.

That's all I care about now.

Janet, it is safe to say, is no longer entirely sane. All she cares about is either regaining her love, Tam Lin, or exacting a proper revenge for his loss. Just because she called the Wild Hunt it doesn't mean she has any particular power to control it, but she has the advantage of not having to waste her time figuring out who did. However, she has to spend her time among the fae she utterly despises in order to obtain her revenge.

Janet's driving goal is either finding her love, Tam Lin, or gaining revenge on Queen Mab for what she did to him. If the world has to burn for that to happen, so be it. Janet knows how the fae hate iron, and had planned to bring some, but performing the ritual to invoke the Hunt required she not carry iron. Still, if she gets hold of some, the fae will have a much harder time affecting her with their charms.

Nature – Cursed Mortal. You are a member of neither of the Fae Courts, and thus have few allies here. On the other hand, you aren't bound by their restrictions either. You know the fae cannot lie, cannot break their promises, and loathe iron. You, however, can, can and don't.

Power Level (1-10) — 0. Mortals have no power in the realms of the fae. Or so the fae believe.

Abilities

I'll Ask No Leave of Thee (1x): Janet may, once only, negate a favour she has promised to someone else when it is called in. This is almost guaranteed to anger a fae beyond endurance.

Marked by Mab: No Unsidhe may successfully use powers on Janet without their Queen's direct permission. All others may, but will still know she is marked, and by whom.

Favours

The promising and trading of Favours is an integral part of Court politics and plotting. Any one person may only owe at most three Favours at any one time. Many fae find it much safer to trade other people’s Favours (like banks might trade mortgages) rather than promise their own. Favours from more powerful beings are of course worth more. Favours with promise-conditions attached (such as “I will not trade this Favour to anyone else”) are worth less. What sort of things might be valuable enough to exchange for Favours are for the individuals in question to determine.

Tam Lin

(GM note: DO NOT give this sheet to a player at the beginning of the game. If Black Night learns who he is, take his character sheet from him and give him this one in exchange. Any favours owed or gained as Black Night remain.)

You remember... Finally, you remember! It's like the tune to an ancient song you heard as a child being hummed into your mind. It is extraordinarily painful, like taking your first breath, but you smile through the tears as you hear:

O I forbid you, maidens a’,
That wear gowd on your hair,
To come or gae by Carterhaugh,
For young Tam Lin is there.

Yes! That was your tale! You were and are the white knight Tam Lin, grandson of the Earl of Roxburgh and captured by Queen Mab when you fell from your horse, eight centuries ago. You lived in the fae realm, and had not a care till you met your true love, Janet, in the woods of Carterhaugh. Then you truly knew fear, for the Faerie Queen would do anything to keep you apart. She was to pay you as her tithe to Hell, and you told Janet – now pregnant with your child – how she must save you. She must pull you from your horse and hold you as you were transformed through different shapes, until you became yourself again.

Alas, the tale did not end as it should. You were transformed from adder to bear to a brand of red-hot iron ... and Janet screamed and dropped you to the earth.

As you lay there in agony, you heard her keen with loss as the Queen of Winter incanted in fury:

“As you would take what's mine from me,

Let all you love depart from thee.

As you have flinched from pain so sore,

Endure your loss forevermore.”

Having almost lost you once, Mab paid another as her tithe to Hell and returned home with you. You can still hear her whispers as she remade you anew as the Black Night, a vessel of her power and proof of her domination:

Had I but known, Tam Lin, my dear,

That you would look away from me,

I'd pluck away your pretty eyes,

And change you fast into a tree.

Had I but known, Tam Lin, my dear,

That you would seek with her to roam,

I'd tear right out your heart of flesh,

And leave you with a heart of stone.

And so she did. Until now. You are yourself again, after all these centuries, and she can touch you no more. But where is your love? Where is Janet? No-one under such a curse could have died a natural death. You must save her!

Nature – Cursed Mortal. You are a member of neither of the Fae Courts, and thus have few allies here. On the other hand, you aren't bound by their restrictions either. You know the fae cannot lie, cannot break their promises, and loathe iron. You, however, can, can and don't.

Power Level (1-10) — 0. Mortals have no power in the realms of the fae. Or so the fae believe.

Abilities

Marked by Mab: No power given by the fae may be revoked utterly, and no decree of the Winter Queen may be undone. A trace of Mab's strength therefore remains with you. None of the Unsidhe may use any powers on you. Not even Mab herself.

Hold Me Fast and Fear Me Not: If you are touching Janet, no power may harm her.

Favours

The promising and trading of Favours is an integral part of Court politics and plotting. Any one person may only owe at most three Favours at any one time. Many fae find it much safer to trade other people’s Favours (like banks might trade mortgages) rather than promise their own. Favours from more powerful beings are of course worth more. Favours with promise-conditions attached (such as “I will not trade this Favour to anyone else”) are worth less. What sort of things might be valuable enough to exchange for Favours are for the individuals in question to determine.

Any favours you gained as Black Night remain with you. Any you promised are still owed.

Thistle

(GM note: E1)

Over hill, over dale,

Through bush, through brier,

Over park, over pale,

Through flood, through fire.

I do wander everywhere

Swifter than the moon’s sphere.

And I serve the fairy queen

Wheresoe'er she doth appear

Well, that's how it normally is. Titania the Fairy Queen can't be here tonight though – there are a lot of ancient powers called for the Hunt and her being here would upset the Balance.

...Okay, not really. She's just fought with Oberon. Again. So she's sent you, her faithful flower faery Thistle, to observe (spy) on Oberon. Titania's certain he's cheating on her with someone (usually a safe bet), and has come in disguise to avoid her spies (such as yourself). You have a lot of experience performing such ... discreet tasks for Queen Titania. After all, everyone expects flower faerys to be nice... You, on the other hand, do what needs doing and Titania keeps her lily-white hands clean. So it goes.

Your tasks are as follows:

· find out what Oberon's up to and what (who) he's doing. He'll probably be in disguise.

· keep tabs on everyone here and what Powers show up for the Hunt. You're Titania's master of spies, and you need to make a good report.

· If you can embarrass Oberon or gain some influence for Titania, do so, but don't put the Sidhe Court at risk. Airing dirty laundry in public is never a good idea.

Unlike most here, you're a free agent, as you're part of Titania's own retinue and therefore not a member of the Sidhe delegation. That could be useful.

Abilities

Titania's Kiss:

You are blessed by Titania herself as her envoy and answer only to her. You do not count as a member of the Sidhe Court for the purposes of powers or orders.

Thistle's Sting (2x):

Twice per game, you may shake hands with someone and invoke this ability by telling a GM discreetly. One minute later, your target's hands will swell up and they will drop anything they are holding. They will be unable to pick anything up for three minutes.

Nature – Flower Faery: You are a member of the Sidhe Court of the fae, comprised of immortal warriors, powerful hunters, and enchanting beauties. Possessing immortality, unearthly glamour, and inhuman strength. Mortals are surely blessed to have any dealings with such creatures.– or so the Sidhe believe.

Power Level (1-10) — 4. You are the poison pinprick only felt later, if felt at all.

Taboos

These are the restrictions that bind you – the price you pay for being one of the fae.

You may utter no direct falsehood.

This is an absolute. You can be as evasive as you want, you can let people think you’ve said one thing when you haven’t (“You can call me John” is not the same as “My name is John”), and you can say a lie if you think it’s true, but speaking something you know to be a lie is literally impossible for you. [If this happens accidentally, inform a GM immediately!]

You may never break your given word.

As one of the fae, your promises are inviolate. As above, you can be as strict or unspecific as you like with what you promise (“I’ll take care of you” is a highly ambiguous statement, for example), but deliberately going back on your word is impossible. Therefore, be very careful with your promises. [We recommend asking a GM to witness serious promises.] This also applies to Favours. You must honour your promised Favours if they are called in.

You cannot abide the touch of iron.

For some reason unknown to outsiders, yet hypothesised to have something to do with either its magnetic nature or its connection to the earth, the fae cannot stand touching or being touched by iron. It is, for that reason, a very effective weapon against them. A fae bound with iron will be almost helpless, and fae powers work very unreliably, if at all, on someone protected by iron. Though the sight doesn’t actually hurt them, most fae will recoil if shown iron, since it’s similar to having a loaded gun pointed at you. For this reason, brandishing iron at one of the fae is considered to be very rude, not to mention a direct threat!

Favours

The promising and trading of Favours is an integral part of Court politics and plotting. Any one person may only owe at most three Favours at any one time. Many fae find it much safer to trade other people’s Favours (like banks might trade mortgages) rather than promise their own. Favours from more powerful beings are of course worth more. Favours with promise-conditions attached (such as “I will not trade this Favour to anyone else”) are worth less. What sort of things might be valuable enough to exchange for Favours are for the individuals in question to determine.

John Smith

(GM Note: E2)

Why, I'm just plain ol' John Smith! John to you. Got brought here in some sorta strange whirlwind while on the highway down to Georgia. Can't imagine what I'm doing here with such fine folks as yourselves! Guess I'd best keep my mouth shut and let the higher-ups sort things out. Yessir, nothin' to worry about...

Ugh, being around so many mortals is loathsome. And as for these fairy folk of “the middle way”, faugh! Still, I'm way behind and I've a quota to fill. And my orders. Maybe one of these fairies plays the fiddle...

Well, well, what an interesting gathering. Needless to say, you are not what you appear. You are in truth Mephistopheles, Duke of the Realms Below. In your mortal alias, you speak with a strong Southern accent and affect ignorance of almost everything.

Such a conflux of power as the Wild Hunt hasn't escaped the notice of your Master, and you've been sent to influence events in his favour. You're also here as the Winter Queen, Mab, will be due to pay her next Tithe to ... the Realms Below ... at Samhain, and you want to get a decent prospect picked out. She's been giving you trash lately, and you're sick of it. You want someone powerful. And if you can tempt a mortal or two to your Master's realm, all the better.

Abilities

Servant of Lies:

You lie constantly, often even believing your own falsehoods. No form of truth detection can tell that you lie, though that doesn't mean you'll always be believed.

Hellfire (3x):

With an act of will, you may call up the flames of your ... residence ... to sear the sight from another's eyes temporarily (three minutes). The target must be in sight of you, but it is not evident that you did it.

Devil's Bargain:

By giving up a favour a mortal owes you to a GM, you may attempt to stake a claim on their soul. They may challenge you in a contest of some kind (GM's decision), and if you win they are yours. Claiming a soul, or trying to, requires revealing your true nature.

Nature – Fallen One: You made a choice millennia ago, and you've never had cause to regret it. You work to advance your Master's power and influence, but your own interests always come first.

Power Level (1-10) — 8. The rank of Duke of Hell is gained through influence and cunning, yes, but power above all else.

Taboos

These are the restrictions that bind you – the price you pay for being a spiritual being.

You cannot abide religious icons held by those with True Faith.

If someone brandishes a religious symbol at you, you must hiss and recoil in an obvious fashion. If it's merely being held or worn, it makes you very uncomfortable. None of your powers work on one with such faith bearing such a symbol.

You may never break your given word.

Your promises are inviolate. As above, you can be as strict or unspecific as you like with what you promise (“I’ll take care of you” is a highly ambiguous statement, for example), but deliberately going back on your word is impossible. Therefore, be very careful with your promises. [We recommend asking a GM to witness serious promises.] This also applies to Favours. You must honour your promised Favours if they are called in.

Favours

The promising and trading of Favours is an integral part of Court politics and plotting. Any one person may only owe at most three Favours at any one time. Many fae find it much safer to trade other people’s Favours (like banks might trade mortgages) rather than promise their own. Favours from more powerful beings are of course worth more. Favours with promise-conditions attached (such as “I will not trade this Favour to anyone else”) are worth less. What sort of things might be valuable enough to exchange for Favours are for the individuals in question to determine.

