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An Introduction for the Recently Embraced Nosferatu





I grin into the mirror. Six-one, dark hair, 


dark eyes, smile that can be sweet and wicked all at once. Hair 


meticulously arranged to look like it wasn't. Leather jacket, black 


shirt, black jeans, silver jewelry, black boots, just a touch of makeup. 


Shades for effect, although it's already close to midnight. Pretty goth 


boy going out on the town.





Still smiling, I drop the Mask, force myself to keep staring as the 


reflection in the mirror warps. Grin runs like water, takes on more 


twists than a mountain highway. Sharp outfit becomes whatever was in the 


Goodwill box 18 months ago. It patchily covers a gnarled tangle of limbs 


sticking out in various directions from a lump that would make Quasimodo 


climb to the top of his bell tower and praise the grace of God. Chest 


down to my waist. Yeah, that thing there - that scabby patch of crust 


with the pus dribbling from its cracks - used to be a face, once upon a 


time. Smell hits then - a perfume far different from the ones I wore as 


a mortal. "Eau du Nosferatu" is enough to make even me gag. I stand 


there and count to 10, slowly, like I do every night when I wake up. 


Gotta keep things in perspective.





Enough's enough. I'm good and pissed. I turn the Mask on again - Demon 


Lover reappears in the mirror. Time to hit the town. I know what I'm 


looking for, and I know where to find it.





I open the grate and slide into the sewer tunnels adjacent to my haven. 


My fingers slip on the algae and worse that line the walls. Creep along, 


splashing in the dark, occasionally stepping on something that squishes 


between my toes or wriggles away altogether. Not far to go until I hear 


the throb of Club Nocturne's backbeat, high above me like the music of 


the spheres or something. I know you're up there somewhere, flopping 


about on the dance floor like a wounded fish. I can smell you.





There's an access tunnel into Nocturne's maintenance room, one only me 


and the other Rats know about - and the goddamn Toreador think they run 


the place. I clamber up, like Satan crawling his way out of hell, and 


emerge amid wires and lumber and debris. The sound surrounds me - the 


backbeat hammers in my head and pisses me off even more. I check the 


Mask - I want to look real pretty for you. Yeah. I am a veritable 


artiste, as it were. Nonexistent boots glisten under the single bulb, 


and my nonexistent silver ankh gleams against the black canopy of my 


nonexistent Dead Can Dance T-shirt. My grimace of disgust no doubt 


appears as a pretentious pout sure to charm you.





I walk out of the maintenance room, veiled in shadows. Slipping right 


past the bouncers, who don't see me because I don't want them to, I 


stroll - no, strut, gotta strut - down the adjoining corridor and onto 


the fog-shrouded dance floor.





I scan for you through washes of muted underwater colors changing a 


hundred times a minute. Purple and blue and green and stark white flash 


off my nonexistent sunglasses in time with the drum program of "Days of 


Swine and Roses." Christian Zombie Vampire... This shit, and the shit 


dancing to it, make me want to puke, though my reaction appears to you 


as a sexacious moue.





I brush past one particularly annoying little poser, a pallid little 


black-clad creep. His teased black hair is caked with dye, and his 


pimply face is smeared with white greasepaint. I can't tell whether he's 


trying to look like Robert Smith or the Joker. He's got a drink in each 


hand and as I pass him I drop the Mask for less than a split second - 


almost subliminally fast. The drinks go flying across the floor and the 


kid's face contorts in shock. Hope he pissed himself. Demon Lover once 


more, I glance back at him and smile sweetly into his disbelieving 


stare. He doesn't even notice the snickers of all the people who saw him 


spill his drinks.





But enough of pleasure. You're my business tonight. I cut through the 


crowds near the bar, feeling hungry eyes upon me. I could have just 


about anyone in the club tonight. Your place or mine? Oh, pardon the 


piles of excrement and putrescent cats.





But I don't want just anyone. I want you. I know you're here somewhere. 


I silently reject three imploring stares as I sweep the bar. And there 


you are, writhing seductively under the strobes.





Oh, you are perfect. Let me guess. You're twentysomething, but creeping 


inexorably toward the big three-oh, though you try to pretend you're 


not. You've got a day job in a bank and you try to pretend you don't, 


which is why you're dolled up like Siouxsie Sioux's little sister. Yes, 


you are stereotypically adorable, Neil Gaiman's wet dream, a cute little 


Death - doll tripping the light fantastic through the club scene and 


trying to forget about the inevitable - the husband and the real job and 


the 2.5 kids and the station wagon and the PTA membership and the couch 


in the house in picket-fence suburbia where you'll spend the rest of 


your life vegetating in front of the TV set till you die. But that's 


next year, right? Tonight is now.





You get off on this shit, don't you? The endless sea of cookie-cutter 


angst whirling around, trying to be alluring, trying to forget the 


half-lives that await them six, seven hours from now. At night, under 


the concealment of the strobe lights, no one has to know about all the 


boredom and insecurity hidden under the leather and lace and pancake 


makeup.





Bet you've read lots of Anne Rice read the whole series, haven't you? 


Yeah, you sometimes fantasize about Lestat and wish he'd appear to whisk 


you away into the night. You'd love to be a vampire, wouldn't you? 


That's the life, right? No job, no responsibilities, no need to deal 


with all the other annoying people, no wrinkles, no gray hairs, no 


crow's-feet. Just endless balmy New Orleans nights of whirlwind sex as 


the blood runs down your body like the food on that Basinger chick in 9 


1/2 Weeks.





Well, it's your lucky night, sugar. You're gonna live forever. Tonight 


you're gonna find out what being a vampire's all about.


I wait till the first melodic strains of "Tin Omen" envelop the floor 


and then maneuver myself opposite you. As predicted, you meet my 


sunglasses-shrouded gaze with a slow smile that attempts to evoke 


mystery and reveals only transparency. I thrash around with you and say 


something that you can't hear over the music anyway, and you nod and 


laugh. I move closer to you, and by the time This Mortal Coil starts 


playing, we're in each other's arms.





I lead you off the floor, lips locked. You're already pretty tipsy, and 


a few more drinks ensure that you're trashed. I'm not much of a 


conversationalist and you just don't have anything interesting to say, 


so I cut the preliminaries short and escort you out the door toward my 


waiting Camaro. You giggle and snuggle into the vise of my arm, putting 


your feet on autopilot, trusting my lead. You're pretty drunk, and not 


that smart anyway, so we're several blocks into the Barrens before you 


realize Club Nocturne's parking lot lies in the opposite direction. As 


the first glimmer of alarm illuminates your dull cow-eyes, I decide I'm 


tired of this game. No one around to hear you except the bums, dear. 


Time to take the masks off. Demon Lover disappears, replaced 


by Demon.





What's the matter, darling? Don't you want another kiss? A long, slow 


one? No one's going to answer your screams, but they're awfully 


irritating, so l clamp my right talon over your mouth. I pin you against 


the alley wall and leer at you. I want you to feel it. I want you to 


become fear. I won't let you faint - I want you conscious.





You sob and beat your fists against my breasts. Futile, dear. It's like 


socking lumps of gristle. But I don't understand. You look like a 


vampire, you dress like a vampire, you act like a vampire, you immerse 


yourself in vampire chic. And now I've introduced you to a vampire - a 


real, dead vampire. Don't you want to be a vampire - just like me?


Oh sure, there are "real" vampires, honey - or, at least, the kind you'd 


call real, the kind you ape in your condescending pretentiousness. 


Art-fag Toreador, too-rich-for-your-blood Ventrue, Lost Boys-wannabe 


Brujah - beautiful people. But they don't want you. They've got more 


important people to suck. Nope - you're getting a one-way ticket to hell 


courtesy of Clan Nosferatu.





I gouge my mouth into your neck - I'll give you the luxury of the 


traditional bite anyway, 'cause I'm, such a sweetheart - and your 


muffled shrieks subside to whimpers . Then there's nothing except your 


eyes, like those of a deer in the headlights, looking at me in confused 


horror, silently screaming, "Why?" Why? I don't really know why. Guess 


it's 'cause assholes make me sick. And misery loves company....





The History of the Nosferatu





The Tale of Horace Slater, Lorekeeper of Chatamauga Warren





I'm telling this story like I heard it from my sire, who said 


he heard it from Vechi in Amsterdam, who we all know's full of it for all 


he brags about his Auspex, so take it for what it's worth. Still, over 


the years I've heard enough corrop - corrobor - enough stuff like it to 


make me think there's a grain of truth in there somewhere. Hey? You 


think you know any better, you get up here and tell it, smart-ass! You 


comin'? Huh? Yeah, didn't think so.





Anyway, IF everyone's through interruptin', this is what I hear tell 


about the guy what made us. The Eldest, the man, the myth, the legend, 


Mr. Nosferatu himself. What? A woman? Well, I don't know, maybe 


Nosferatu was a girl - I'm just tellin' this story the way it was told 


to me. Male, female - don't matter nohow. Now shut the hell up! 


Anyway...





In the early days of the world, Nosferatu - or whatever he or she called 


himself back then - was the greatest hunter of the land. He'd walk out 


of the caves - yeah, they was still in caves back then - armed with this 


big ol' flint spear. He'd go alone, 'cause he said everyone else'd get 


in his way, and he'd track down game for the tribe.





Now by game, you understand, I ain't talkin' about piddly little 


varmints - like that rat I saw you suckin' the other night 'cause you 


couldn't catch no kine, Herman. I mean BIG game, safari-ho game like 


lions and tigers and bears and bison and woolly mammoths. No, no 


dinosaurs - they were all dead. Even Caine ain't that old. Yeah, it was 


the Ice Age or somethin'.





Anyway, Nosferatu'd always catch whatever he set his mind to catchin'. 


He'd always bring back enough game to feed his people, and the all 


respected him. Notice that I said "respect" - I didn't say like. Way I 


hear it, no one liked Nosferatu at all - yeah, yeah, the more things 


change and all that. He was a scary guy. Kind of a freak, like those 


Malkavians. Guy hunted because he liked to kill - more violent than a 


constipated Brujah on speed. Yeah, I know vampires can't get constipated 


- it was a metaphor, you Philistine. Anyway, AS I WAS SAYIN', ol' 


Nosferatu was a real S.O.B. Yep, just goes to show ya: we were outta 


luck from Day One. Stop interruptin' me, dammit!





Anyway, one night ol' Nosferatu was out huntin' a sabretooth or 


somethin', and he chanced to come across one of Caine's childer who was 


also out huntin'. Actually, he didn't so much come across her as she 


kinda sneaked up on him. Well, yeah, I mean, he was sharp, but he was 


still a mortal at this point. Anyhow, she kinda licked her lips and got 


her claws ready to kill Nosferatu and do us all a favor, you know, but 


then he walked out under the moonlight, and she got a good look at him. 


And she froze in her tracks.





Now I bet you're expectin' me to say that Nosferatu was so butt-ugly 


that she was petrified with fear, but that weren't it. Nope, she'd never 


seen a mortal man that good-looking before. Yep, Nosferatu was a regular 


Adonna or whatever that Greek guy's name is. And she knew, hell or high 


water, Caine or no Caine, she had to have him.





So she followed him, creeping through the undergrowth while he hunted 


that sabretooth. And the more she watched him, the more she wanted him. 


But she wanted to see whether he was as tough as he was handsome. So she 


waited while he tracked that tiger down and killed it in one-on-one 


combat. Nosferatu was good. Didn't get a mark on him - just stuck that 


spear in and dropped the kitty.





Now that was kinda a mistake, 'cause Caine's childe had been following 


Nosferatu a long time, and she was gettin' hungry. And when all that 


vitae oozed outta the cat, she freaked. Charged outta the jungle 


screaming like a banshee for blood.





Nosferatu was a hunter, and real defensive about his kill. And he was a 


real arrogant bastard too. So instead of doing what anyone with a grain 


of sense would've done - which is, in case any of you idiots don't know, 


get the hell out of the way - he stood his ground. Now, like I said, 


Nosferatu was a great hunter, but he weren't no vampire. Caine's childe 


busted his spear like a Tinkertoy and backhanded him across the clearing 


and into a tree. Broke his spine.





When she'd finished drinking from the cat, she turned around. Nosferatu 


was writhin' like a maggot on the ground, gaspin' and moanin'. She was 


full now, and thinking rationally again, so she decided to finish what 


she'd been intending to do. She Embraced him then and there.





Nosferatu loved being a vampire. Made his hunting even easier. Didn't 


have a problem with killing folk, either - in fact, he got off on it, 


'cause it was more of a challenge. Got real good at it, too. He was the 


first vampire to develop Obf'scate powers, and the best, and don't 


believe them Assamites when they say different, 'cause Nosferatu taught 


Assam everything he knows. He used Obf'scate to sneak into the middle of 


a tribe, then reappear and kill the lot of 'em. Yeah, like I said, 


Nosferatu was a sick S.O.B. and going through his growing pains.<BR><BR>


There was only one problem. Nosferatu hated his sire with a passion. Not 


'cause she'd showed him up when they'd first met - although that was 


part of it, 'cause Nosferatu wanted to be the best warrior in creation. 


No, he hated her 'cause when she popped him that one time, one of her 


claws left a mark on his face, and make a scar. Yeah, yeah, innit just 


tragic? Prissy as a goddamn Toreador. Not even a big scar, just a little 


white mark on his cheek that you could barely see even in bright 


torchlight - but as far as Nosferatu was concerned, it ruined his 


perfect mug. This, by the way, was another reason he started gettin' so 


interested in bein' invisible and changing his looks. All he thought 


about all night long while he hunted was how he was gonna get his sire 


back when Caine wasn't looking. 'Course he had to keep his thoughts hid, 


but since he was sneaky anyway, and the only vampire what used 


Obf'scate, it weren't too hard.





Anyway, Nosferatu was arrogant, but he wasn't stupid. He knew deep in 


his black heart that he couldn't take his sire, even though he was now a 


vampire. So he mulled it over, and he realized that one of his kin - I 


think it was Tzimisce, so we'll say Tzimisce, 'cause it's not really 


that important - had discovered how to control his progeny through 


feeding 'em his blood. Nosferatu sneaked up on Tzimisce one night and 


saw how this was done, so he started wanderin' the world, staying as far 


away from Caine and Company as possible, and makin' childer and Blood 


Bondin' 'em. Most of his childer were just like him - vicious and cruel. 


One was a mistake - an act of passion, when he discovered a beautiful 


woman bathing in a stream in the deep forest. He Embraced her, but she 


fled from him before he could Blood Bond her. She must've been fast as 


hell to escape. He chased her, but she lost him, and he finally gave up 


as the sun started comin' over the horizon.





After a while of doing this, he started thinkin'. Most of his childer 


weren't as powerful as he was - not that they could be, of course, 


'cause he was the Great and Powerful Nosferatu - just like he weren't as 


powerful as his sire, who weren't as powerful as Caine. And he started 


puttin' one and one together. 





You see, back then, everyone believed in spirits and totems. Everyone 


and everything had a spirit, and you could catch other folks' spirits 


and bind 'em and all kinda craziness. Nosferatu had been a hunter and he 


firmly believed that when he caught and ate a bison he gained the spirit 


and power of the bison. And when he killed and ate a tiger, he got that 


tiger's spirit. So if he could get a hold of a vampire...you see where 


this is going?





So he gathered his "best" childer, the ones who were the fiercest and 


cruelest and most depraved, and left the rest to wander the world. He 


and his brood made a beeline back to the cave where Caine and his three 


childer and their childer were at the time (yeah, it was a cave - the 


Brujah and Toreador can talk up their First City crap till the Last 


Sunset, but it was just a cave). But he didn't show himself He told his 


childer to stay hidden. Then he made himself invisible and spied on the 


others. And a real nasty plan popped into his head.





Nosferatu used his powers to mess himself up real bad - at least to make 


himself look like he'd been hurt bad. He waited till Caine was alone and 


then limped up to the Father, gaspin' and moanin' like nobody's business.


Well, Caine got kinda concerned, 'cause none of his childer or his 


childer's childer'd ever been really hurt before. He asked what 


happened. And Nosferatu said:





	"O my Father, long I wandered in the far south. And whilst I 


hunted I came upon a creature the likes of which I had never seen - a 


beast half of wolf and half of man. And I approached it without malice 


and spake the words of peace unto it. And it heeded them not but sprang 


upon me and did to me what thou now seest."





Now of course, any of us modern Kindred woulda seen that story for the 


garbage it was, but things was simpler back then, and Caine was right 


taken. He rose up in a fury, swearing to find the wolf-man and destroy 


it. Guess he did, too, sort of, else why're them Lupines always howlin' 


for our hides?





So Caine took off a-rantin' and a-ravin', like that Tasmanian Devil on 


the cartoons, swearing vengeance on the wolf-creature and leaving the 


Three and the Thirteen on their own. Then ol' Nosferatu went off and hid 


in the bushes. He waited for a while, and then he started changin' his 


shape, like you and I do when we gotta go into a kine buildin'. 'Cept 


Nosferatu took the shape of his sire. And in that shape, he sneaked up 


on the other Twelve, one after the other, while they were out hunting. 


Then he jumped his brethren, knockin' 'em down and clawin' 'em up, but 


bein' careful to let 'em get away. Needless to say, they were scared 


bloodless by this turn of events - one of the Three tryin' to kill 'em. 


The other Twelve ran wailin' into the jungle, hiding in caves and 


holes.





Nosferatu tracked 'em down - he was the best hunter of the bunch - and 


took back his reg'lar shape. He spun a wild story about the Three goin' 


crazy - 'bout how they weren't content with the mortals anymore, but had 


a craving for vampire blood. He said that the Three wanted Caine's love 


all to themselves, and then he said how he thought the Thirteen oughta 


join together and do unto the Three before they got done unto. Like I 


said, those was simpler days. The other Twelve got all worked up, sayin' 


how, yeah, now that they thought about it, they had noticed that the 


Three had been lookin' at 'em funny the past few nights. Nosferatu had 


been spyin' on the others for quite some time, and he knew all their 


little annoyances and id - idosintricities and stuff Huh? Yeah, that's a 


real word! I heard the Tremere say it! Shut up! Anyway, he kinda started 


insinuatin' things about the Three, and the Twelve, and Caine, and 


twistin' the conversation around to his own ends. Most of all, he was 


lookin' to make his sire seem like the villain of the piece. He said she 


lusted for vampire blood and had gotten Caine's other two childer in on 


a little scheme to wipe the Thirteen out.





Nosferatu organized the other twelve, sayin' that there was safety in 


numbers and all that. He led 'em back to the cave - oh yeah, the First 


City - where the Three awaited Caine's return. Nosferatu took charge of 


all his brethren and taught 'em the secret of how to hide (though most of 


the other stupid bastards forgot later). Then they all jumped the Three 


in a big ambush.





Now there was a fight! Not all the wars in history were as savage as that 


first vampire fallin'-out. Nosferatu waited in the bushes with his 


childer while the Three slugged it out with the Twelve. When he saw his 


opportunity, he ordered his own childer into the melee. Then, while 


everyone was distracted, he jumped onto his sire's back and sank his teeth


into her neck.





Right about then, everything kinda froze. Even the birds and bugs stopped 


chirpin'. The only sound was the slurping noise of Nosferatu suckin' the 


life outta his sire. He was real bloodthirsty, was Nosferatu, and as he 


drank he kept clawin' her face up, same as she'd done to him. Thought


it was a good joke. She had a lot of blood, and it took her a long time 


to die. By the time she was dead, Nosferatu had carved her face up into 


something unrecognizable. He was feelin' real good too, and I don't gotta 


explain why. He was feeling power.





Nosferatu stood there, clutching his sire, getting ready to drink the


last of her blood and get all her power, when he was knocked down by a 


blow like a dozen elephants or mammoths or whatever they had back then. 


Caine had returned, and he was pissed. He looked down at his dead 


childe, all mutilated and disfigured, and he looked at Nosferatu and for 


the first time noticed the tiny scar. And he understood.





"For thy vanity thou hast committed the greatest crime of all," Caine 


said. "Thou takest pride in thy mastery over beasts Ñ I take thee and make 


thee a beast. Thou takest pride in thy form - I take it from thee." And 


Caine touched Nosferatu's face and turned it into a living reflection of 


his anger and hate. He was the first and the worst of us. Ain't nobody 


in the world even been as ugly as Nosferatu. Then Caine said, "Thou hast 


created childer. I curse them, and thy entire line until the end of all 


things, as I do thee." And all across the world, the childer of 


Nosferatu fell to the ground in agony as they changed. Even the one 


childe who remained free of the Blood Bond, the woman in the stream, was 


cursed. It was she who sired us all, all who now call themselves 


Nosferatu.





Nosferatu staggered to his feet, and all the other vampires blanched. He 


turned his face from them in shame and ran howling into the deepest 


caves, where he will lie until the end of time. But he wasn't through - 


not by a long shot. He had Blood Bound all his childer, except that one 


I mentioned earlier, and through them he vented his wrath upon mortals 


and vampires alike. His Blood Bound childer's curse was stronger than 


ours. They took on all of Nosferatu's crimes and became the Nictuku, who 


hunt us until the Last Night.





Nosferatu himself's still down there, lyin' in the caves somewhere. I 


hear that Caine cursed him so that even in torpor he has nightmares of 


his own face. He sends out dreams and nightmares to the Nictuku, and he 


hates us - the Nosferatu clan, that is. 'Cause see, somewhere in his 


madness, he got the idea that if he can destroy all his progeny and 


present the deed to Caine as a sacrifice - just like Caine gave Abel to 


God - Caine will forgive him and remove the great curse. Even now, he's 


out there somewhere, commanding the Nictuku to hunt us down. They and 


their childer have been seeking us since that night, trying their 


damnedest to devour us all. But we're pretty good at staying hid 


ourselves, and until the coast is clear we ain't never gonna come out.





Curse of the Nosferatu





The Curse


Found scrawled on a wall in the Bleecker Street station, 


downtown 6 line, Manhattan, NY.





The Nosferatu Embrace is a brutal thing. In many ways it is more


alienating than the Embrace of the Malkavians. One's body is one's most prized


possession, and the disfigurement of the flesh inevitably has repercussions


within the mind.





A typical transformation takes about a week. During the first night, the


victim's body is wracked as the organs shrivel and veins harden in preparation


for carrying the bilious Nosferatu vitae. The victim still looks essentially


human, but the constant pain twists the victim's face into a perpetual grimace.


The lust for blood surfaces during this time.





During the second to fourth days, dead skin begins to coarsen and stretch, and


bruises reminiscent of those caused by rigor mortis appear on the flesh 


(the blood-storing sacs are still developing). The childe's hair begins to fall


out in patches, and the cartilage of the ears and nose collapses and distends.





The pain becomes truly excruciating by the end of the week. At this point, the


childe's very bones gnarl and warp, and all semblance of humanity is lost. The


agony reaches its peak at the climax of the transformation, when the skull


suffers its changes - elongating, partially caving in, or flattening as the


case may be. It is at this point that the Nosferatu realizes the extent of his


transformation.





Many Nosferatu do not survive the Change with their sanity intact. The pain


and the shock of sudden deformity prove too much to bear. Such Kindred often


become mindless brutes, and in Camarilla society, it is the sire's


responsibility to hunt down her mad offspring and destroy it.





A Treatise on the Probable Origins and Physical Anomalies of 


Subspecies





Homo sapiens nosferatus


By Claudius Maximus, Clan Tremere





There are a great many mysteries concerning the origin of our


breed, and certainly none moreso than the circumstances behind the genesis of


the unfortunate and peculiar race known as the Nosferatu. The blasphemous acts


that led to the affliction of these pathetic wretches are unknown; perhaps it


is best they remain so. The Brujah, whose elder members are historians of no


small repute despite their instability, have long held that the Antediluvian


founder of the Nosferatu line was cursed by our Primal Father Himself. 


The precise nature of the crime committed remains in question, though it was


no doubt monstrous. Based on my ecclesiastical research and extensive study of


Nosferatu progeny, I have formulated certain theories.





Do not the Nosferatu share the ability of the Gangrel (another tragic line,


but of them I shall speak later) to establish a rapport with the lower denizens


of the planet? Verily, I have seen a Nosferatu crouched low amid her sewer 


haven, staring into a great rat's eyes for fully an hour. The Nosferatu


communicate often and at length with their bestial comrades, and I believe


that they have more in common with such creatures than with the humans from


whom they have so tragically devolved. My own experiments have shown that


Nosferatu skull and bone structures bear no small degree of resemblance to


those of reptiles. As all of learning know, the reptile loathes the mammal as


much as the latter detests the former. Is this, then, why the Nosferatu look


upon other Kindred, and our clan in particular, with such venom and rancor?





Is it not indisputable that mortals who practice carnal relations with their


own immediate kin beget progeny with deformities similar to, though not as


pronounced as, those found among the Nosferatu? Certes, the creatures spend


overmuch time huddled together in their dens and holes, and while my own base


passions were purged from me by the purifying flame of the Embrace, the same


may not be true of the Nosferatu. As a side note to the above, Diagram 23-D


depicts some of my more curious observations regarding Nosferatu anatomy.





Based on the aforementioned evidence, I feel secure in postulating that either


vile incest or coupling with beasts lies at the root of the clan's curse.


Strange as it may seem, but things still stranger lurk in the world's corners,


as the Lupines prove. Caine is a merciless father and does not lightly tolerate


deviation among his grandchilder.





In any event, it is indisputable that whatever crime the Nosferatu forefather


committed has been at least partially expiated upon the flesh of his progeny.


While the Embrace for most of us is a blessed gift, endowing us with the boon


of immortality and the elixir of potency, the Nosferatu are instead twisted


and disfigured beyond human ken by the transferal of vitae.





In my researches, I have catalogued and amazing variety of bizarre deformities


generated by the Nosferatu Embrace. The origin or link between these features,


however, regretfully eludes me. Extensive vivisection reveals only that each


of the creatures seems to be more twisted and grotesque than the last. It is a


mystery to me why the race as a whole does not destroy itself in a paroxysm of


self-loathing!





There seems to be no subspecies, familial patterns, evolutionary offshoots,


sire-childe resemblances or other logical distributions of Nosferatu deformity.


For every Nosferatu who loses digits to the Embrace, another sprouts two or


three extra fingers per hand. For every Nosferatu whose eyes dilate to


enormous, nictitating orbs like those of some deep-sea squid, another loses


its eyes altogether to scabrous encrustations or cataracts. For every


Nosferatu whose nose drops off into the dust, another's nose warps and


elongates to three times its former length. I have recorded striations,


maculations, tumors, warts, pustulant bags, orifices of unfathomable purpose,


extra limbs or none at all, scales like a lizard's, even prehensile tails and


patagia. I know not what to make of such strangeness and may only say that


"there but for the grace of Caine go I."





Would that I could state that the Nosferatu temperament and character were


somehow improved by the creatures' bodily purgatory. Alas, such does not seem


to be the case. The Nosferatu are, to a vampire, graceless and crude. The


refinements of the higher clans seem lost on the Nosferatu. Even their brute


strength, which occasionally proves useful (see Diagram 5-P for anatomical


details of Nosferatu skeletal muscle), is perverted by their brutishness.





Nonetheless, a certain low cunning pervades the Nosferatu character. The clan


- for we of the Camarilla go so far as to grant the Nosferatu equal status in


hopes of bettering the hapless race! - is infamous for its ability to garner


and compile data of all sorts. I believe this penchant to be instinctual


rather than premeditated, rather like bower-birds adorning their nests with


all manner of gaudy debris. A Nosferatu overhears a half-understood snippet


of information or gossip and then parrots it amongst his own kind without any


real comprehension. Were this not so, then why - 





[This manuscript was never finished and indeed seems to have been


interrupted in progress by the untimely Final Death of Claudius Maximus. Our


esteemed peer was discovered in his sanctum, strapped to his own dissecting


table. It was evident that the instruments of Maximus' death were his own 


enchanted surgical apparatus, which had apparently been used to perform a


crude caricature of a vivisectory operation upon Maximus himself (the


accompanying organ displacement lends weight to this theory.) No positive 


identification of the perpetrator(s) could be found, but scrawled on the 


laboratory wall, in a fluid that Thaumaturgic examination has proved to be 


Maximus' own vitae, was the message, "I AM NOT AN ANIMAL. I AM SOMETHING 


WORSE!" The Manchester Chantry (and indeed all of Clan Tremere) mourns the 


loss of one of its most devoted researchers, and this matter will certainly 


be examined until satisfactorily resolved.]





The Nictuku





And what, many a Nosferatu has asked, of Nosferatu's other childer, 


the Nictuku? Did they die out, or do they still lurk in the dark corners of


the world? The Nosferatu certainly believe in their existence, and many a 


night in the warrens is spent telling tales of these horrible and malign beings.





The precise roster of the Nictuku is unknown, though there are many. A few


names have been passed down through the ages: Abraxes, Lord of Mists; the


cannibal hag Baba Yaga; Nuckalavee the Skinless; Gorgo, She Who Screams in


Darkness; Echnida the Mother of Foulness.





According to the stories, each Nictuku has its own unique characteristics and


appearance, but all are monstrous. Though the Nictuku are, or were, vampires,


they possess a far greater quantity of the original Antediluvian vitae and have


thus been transformed far beyond the ken of most "pure" Nosferatu. The Nictuku


are monsters in the truest sense of the word.





The Nictuku, so the stories go, are all Blood Bound to the sleeping


Antediluvian, and all are consumed with the desire to destroy the entire


Nosferatu line. Only then will Caine's curse be lifted and Nosferatu's face


restored.





The existence of the Nictuku is still conjecture, but it cannot be denied that


Nosferatu who choose to operate apart from the clan often disappear


mysteriously. There have also been instances of entire Nosferatu warrens


disappearing without a trace.





Few non-Nosferatu have heard the legend of the Nictuku; those who have heard it


largely scoff at the idea, considering the entire tale and exercise in


self-gratification ("the beasts just want to believe that there are things out


there even more repulsive than they are.") The Nictuku themselves are seen as


mere bogeymen whose purpose is to enforce clan unity. Most Nosferatu, however,


take the Nictuku very seriously indeed.





Fear of these creatures is the primary reason the Nosferatu spend so many 


of their nights in hiding. The threat of these monsters also does much to


explain why the Nosferatu are so obsessive about garnering information - for


the Nictuku strike silently from the dark, and fade into the dark again. 


The Nosferatu believe that constant vigilance against these creatures is 


the only way to prevent their attacks. Rumors of strange creatures and 


inexplicable occurences are snapped up by the Nosferatu.





A few Nosferatu have devoted themselves to protecting the clan from these evils.


They spend their nights investigating any rumor that might hint at the presence


of the Nictuku, tracking these ancient predators and relaying warnings to clan


members. Some have even teamed up with members of other clans, using their


allies' contacts and powers to help the Nosferatu.
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Merits and Flaws





The following Merits and Flaws may only be taken by Nosferatu 


characters, unless permitted by the Storyteller. At your option, certain 


vampires who have been subjected to the Tzimisce Discipline of 


Vicissitude might also display these physical anomalies.





Lizard Limbs (1pt Merit)


Long Fingers (1pt Merit)


Oversized Fangs (1pt Merit)


Oversized Mouth (1pt Merit)


Disgusting (2pt Merit)


Slimy (2pt Merit)


Swarm Attractor (2pt Merit)


Tough Hide (2pt Merit)


Foul Blood (3pt Merit)


Patagia (4pt Merit)


Blunt Teeth (1pt Flaw)


Club Foot (1pt Flaw)


Nosferatu Caitiff (1pt Flaw)


Stench (1pt Flaw)


Parasitic Infestation (2pt Flaw)


Putrescent (3pt Flaw)





Lizard Limbs (1pt Merit)  


When your limbs are restrained or grappled, you may spend a Blood Point and 


make a Willpower roll (difficulty 8). If you succeed, you may "shed" a 


limb, leaving it in your opponent's grasp while you escape. The limbs 


may be regrown normally. If you shed enough limbs, you can escape nearly 


any bonds, though it is difficult to flee the scene of captivity when 


one has no legs....


Nosferatu with this Merit often use it for practical jokes (Let's shake 


on it...).





Long Fingers (1pt Merit)


Your fingers are unnaturally long and spidery. You gain one extra die to Dice 


Pools involving digital coordination or grappling.





Oversized Fangs(1pt Merit) 


When you grew your fangs, you really grew 'em. Your fangs 


are enormous, snaggly things resembling cobra fangs or possibly even 


tusks. Your bite does one additional die of damage, and you


 may add one to your Intimidation Dice Pool.





Oversized Mouth(1pt Merit)


Your mouth is huge and you are able to open it to prodigious width. You may 


drink an additional two Blood Points from your victim each 


turn.





Disgusting (2pt Merit) 


You have the ability to contort your body and face in all sorts of shocking and 


grotesque ways. You can drool blood, pop your eyes out to double their 


width, spontaneously grow and burst boils on your flesh, extend your 


tongue three feet out of your mouth, etc. In addition, you are an 


accomplished practitioner of the fine art of disgusting others, and take 


considerable pride in your ability to gross out anyone or anything. By 


concentrating for a turn and spending a Blood Point, you may will your 


body to do something vile, making a Wits and Intimidation roll 


(Difficulty of the opponent's Wits + Self Control). Each success on this 


roll subtracts one from the opponent's Dice Pool for any action 


taken next turn. (The opponent is so repulsed and horrified by your 


antics that concentration is broken.)





Slimy (2pt Merit) 


Your skin secretes slime like that of a worm or mollusk. Opponents must score two 


more successes than normal to grapple you, and your difficulty to soak 


fire damage is reduced by one.





Swarm Attractor (2pt Merit) 


You must have at least one dot in Animalism to take this Merit. Your skin 


exudes a grease that attracts flies, gnats, bees, and other flying 


insects. While these insects normally buzz passively about you in a 


thick cloud, you may command them in a limited fashion. The bugs may 


travel up to 20 feet from you to sting and distract your foes. The swarm 


does no actual damage, but any being caught in the swarm must make a 


Willpower roll (difficulty 7). If the roll fails, the victim loses two 


dice from her Dice Pool that turn; if it botches, she may take no action 


whatsoever.





Tough Hide(2pt Merit) 


Your skin is thick and leathery, resembling that of a pachyderm. You gain one 


extra die on your soak Dice Pool (though not to soak fire and 


sunlight).





Foul Blood(3pt Merit)


Your blood tastes truly awful. Opponents who bite you in combat must make a 


Willpower roll (difficulty 6) or spend the next turn retching and 


gagging; the idiot who actually tries to commit diablerie upon you must 


make a Willpower roll (difficulty 9) and score three successes to 


complete the process.





Patagia (4pt Merit)


You have grown large flaps of skin under your arms, like those of a pterodactyl 


or flying squirrel. You may use these patagia to glide for short 


distances, provided there is an updraft or strong wind.





Blunt Teeth (1pt Flaw)


Your teeth are huge and square, not sharp like those of most other Vampires. You 


must score one extra success to do damage with a bite, and once you have 


locked your teeth into your prey, you automatically cause the victim one 


additional Health Level of damage for every two Blood Points taken (you 


have to chew and chew and chew...).





Club Foot (1pt Flaw) 


One of your feet is gnarled and deformed. You move at only half normal 


speed.





Nosferatu Caitiff (1pt Flaw) 


You were Embraced by a Nosferatu, but failed to meet the 


standards of even that clan, and were subsequently rejected by your 


sire. As you did not complete the Becoming process, you were


not fully transformed, but you still look rather odd. You begin the 


game with an appearance rating of 1, and raising your Appearance costs 


double the number of experience points. 





In addition, you present a tempting target for just about any bully - 


other Caitiff may not have much to kick around, but a "Nosferatu reject" 


certainly offers possibilities for abuse.





Not all Caitiff sired by Nosferatu have this flaw; nobody knows why some 


do and some don't.





Stench (1pt Flaw) Few Nosferatu smell good, but you reach a new nadir of odiferousness. Even other 


Nosferatu are repulsed by your stink, and your Stealth Dice Pools are 


reduced by two against any creature that can smell, unless you are 


upwind.





Parasitic Infestation (2pt Flaw) 


In many ways this Flaw is the negative counterpart to Swarm 


Attractor (above). Several species of hemovores - ticks, lice, 


mosquitoes, gnats, chiggers, leeches and the like - find your blood 


particularly tasty. These creatures crawl and hide among the creases and 


folds of your skin despite your best efforts to remove them. 


Particularly persistent are those vermin that drink from you three times 


and thus become enormous, bloated, Blood Bound ghouls.





You may not command the vermin in any fashion; they are too intoxicated 


on your vitae to be of any use (though they do love you, for what it's 


worth). The parasites also drink from one to four of your Blood Points 


each night (roll a die, and divide by three, rounding up.) This forces 


you to hunt more often. Finally, the constant itching and irritation 


increase by one the difficulties of all your rolls to avoid 


frenzy.





Putrescent (3pt Flaw)


The mystic processes that inhibit the natural decay of the vampiric form were less 


effective on you. As a result, you constantly rot, though a day's rest 


checks and to some degree heals the effects. Your soak Dice Pool roll is 


reduced by one, and if you are jarred or hit violently (more than three 


successes after soak) you must make a Stamina roll (difficulty 6). If 


you fail, one of your facial features or fingers falls off; if you 


botch, one of the levels is aggravated and one of your limbs falls off. 


This will regrow when the aggravated wound is healed.

















