
 

    

PROTECTING THE NEW WORLD 
 Survivors are behind some of the most prominent groups and movements functioning in the Dystopia today. It is generally known  that they are 

the driving force behind the Reclamation movement and they further that goal through organizations like CDC-TAC, The Masonry, The 

Archaeologists, the Outreach Initiative, Archivum, etc. However, by far the most influential body founded by Survivors is The Protectorate.  

 To be clear, The Protectorate is just one of several loosely organized militias attempting to reestablish a stable regime in the Dystopia. More or 

less, the Protectorate is comprised of the shattered remnants of the United States government. Other prominent fa ctions include the EDI (European 

Defense Initiative), the Red Fist in Asia, and the African Confederation. While these organizations may differ in tactic and/or structure, they all share a 

common objective—to rebuild sovereign nations. 

 The Protectorate is primarily responsible for the construction, population, and defense of almost every ha ven, city, and outpost in operation in 

North America. Generally speaking, these militias are heavily armed and lead coordinated strikes against opposition forces. P rotectorate leadership 

consists of knowledgeable experts, crafty bureaucrats, and military tacticians who believe they can both win the war against The Sickness and also build 

a new empire that can serve and protect the remaining surv ivors of this world. The Protectorate consists of anyone willing to join their cause and serve 

the existing leadership without question. When volunteers are not readily present, the Protectorate drafts the unwilling into its ranks. In fact in some 

regions, they have grown so desperate for recruits that they‟ve actually started seeking out hidden live cells to force their conscription to the cause. They 

do not understand that many Dystopians have come to accept and even appreciate the simple lives that they‟ve established with in the quiet solitude of 

their cells; they‟re shocked when these cell -mates literally fight to the death to avoid reintegration into “modern society.” 

 With whatever strength they can muster, these infant governments extend their reach to the fu rthest corners of the world, pushing into some of the 

most dangerous regions of the Dystopia. Skeptics suggest that the Protectorate has arrogantly stretched itself too thin. Over the last several years, there 

have been many cases of insurrections that routed the Protectorate out of their own havens, only to be replaced by worse tyra nts or rogue councils. 

Other cities were overtaken by the horde and broken under the will of The Sickness. While the Protectorate and these other world factions have 

honorable intentions (at least at face value), it does appear that they ultimately lack the patience and resources to  achieve final victory over the Dystopia.  

 

Survivors 
 Survivors wear the mark of Fortune. The aftermath of the 
Nuclear Cataclysm left our populations devastated. Those who 
actually survived the war were too quickly swallowed up by 
starvation, The Sickness, or the lust of the mortis-horde. Yet 
humankind still found a way to persevere through these trials and 
tribulations. They did so in part through the leadership and 
direction of Dystopians who were incredibly resourceful… and 
sometimes just plain lucky. 
 We have a name for these heroic men and women—
Survivors. While it’s true that all Dystopians are technically 
survivors of the Nuclear Cataclysm, this title is reserved for a 
select few with an uncanny resilience to the horrors around them. 
While Survivors are technically “marked” by the fallout (meaning 
they derive power from radiation), most Dystopians do not 
believe they benefit from the fallout. Instead, they choose to think 
that Survivors bring victory to humanity only through their wit, 
mettle, strength, and luck. (Many Dystopians are leery of these 
marked individuals with extraordinary power.) Survivors 
outnumber other marked classes 25 to 1; these superior numbers 
mean that most Dystopians rely on Survivors—not other marked 
heroes—to lead them through dark times. As such, Survivors 
enjoy the fealty of the masses, which in some ways more than 
makes up for being touched more gently by the fallout. 

GIFTS OF THE FALLOUT: VERSATILITY AND FORTUNE 

Versatility 
 Survivors pick up on new skills and knowledge faster than 
most Dystopians. Refer to XXX for more information on talents 
and how Survivor versatility makes it easier for them to acquire 
new skills. 
 

Fortune 
 Survivors always seem to have luck on their side. You may 
attempt a Luck Check (refer to xxx to learn about Luck Checks or 
XXX to learn about this power of fortune) to avoid or at least 
mitigate something “bad” that’s about to happen to you. For 
example, if you get stabbed by an enemy, you could use Fortune 
to avoid getting impaled by his javelin altogether. 

 



 

    

THE SECRETS OF THE MAGI 
 The Knights Templar. The Illuminati. The Freemasons. These secret societies share three things in co mmon. First, each order has taken its turn 

in altering the very course of human history by covertly exercising their power and influence. Second, these groups were all charged with protecting 

powerful secrets that were simply too dangerous for the rest of the world to know ; and finally, each of these organizations were fathered from a single 

guild known only as The Magi. 

 The clandestine Magi Order claims a dynastic lineage that practically spans the course of civilization; the earliest records of their  existence date 

back to the First Kingdom of Ancient Egypt. The principle concern of the Magi has and will always be to divine in the absolute secrets of the universe, 

to master the science of the human soul. Their goal is to reach a level of transcendence that will open their minds to the higher power that engineered 

the heavens and the earth. To that end, the Magi seek any and all manuscripts that speak of worlds b eyond the physical. They are fascinated by the 

Egyptian Book of the Dead, relentless in their re-interpretations of the Bible, and are always examining the latest scientific advancements concerning the 

nature of the universe. The Magi explore Norse and Greek mythology, memorize the Qur'an, and practice wiccan ceremonies. They  leave no religious 

script unread, no rite unpracticed. These spiritual explorations are meant to discover trac es of Tempus Arcanum—the language of Providence and the 

source of their supernatural power. The Magi believe that a deity called 'The Architect designed the universe by speaking thi s divine language. As the 

Magi inch closer to enlightenment, they begin to learn the words as well. To speak Providence is to speak with the power of God. Over their long 

history, these influential sages have acquired a wealth of knowledge and power, passing their discovered secrets down from ge neration to generation. 

While the Magi have used Tempus Arcanum for several millennia to maintain balance in an unsteady world, they have always done so behind a veil of 

secrecy... until now. 

 The Nuclear Cataclysm has at last drawn these self-proclaimed "shepherds of humanity" out of the shadows and into the spotlight of the world's 

stage. Abandoning their previous vows of secrecy, the Magi now stand in direct opposition to those who fall to the power of The Black Dream. They 

use their ritualistic magic to protect Dystopians, heal the sick,  and lead crusades against their most hated adversary—the mortis-horde. Why did the Magi 

finally reveal their existence to the world? From what most people can gather, they seek redem ption; the Magi claim that the weapons littering the 

blood-soaked grounds of Megiddo are their own, marking an iconic battle between their order and the ultimate evil of the world —a battle they lost. 

 

The Magi 
 The Magi are marked with enlightenment. They are 
comprised of men and women with the power to literally bend 
reality to their will. They have divined in the lost wisdom of our 
most ancient ancestors, and in doing so, have earned the unique 
ability to both see and manipulate the metaphysical and 
supernatural bonds that hold this universe together. Lay 
observers describe their abilities as magic, but the power of the 
Magi is much more than rudimentary spellcasting—it’s psychic 
transcendence. They are tenacious in their quest for spiritual 
knowledge, as this wisdom makes their gifts more formidable. 
 For millennia the Magi kept their existence hidden from the 
rest of the world; they feared the repercussions of lesser men 
learning their ways and using these ancient powers for evil. But 
the Nuclear Cataclysm has at last coerced the Magi out of 
reclusion to take a final stand for the good of all humanity. 

GIFT OF THE FALLOUT: RITES 

 Magi heroes can recite ancient mantras (called rites) to 
unlock powerful and supernatural energies. They learn to 
perform these rites by constantly studying modern science 
alongside ancient texts with a focus on religious doctrines. New 
Magi heroes get 12 Marks of Experience to acquire new rites.  
Refer to XXX for more on Magi rite spellcasting. 

IF YOUR DYSTOPIAN HERO IS A MAGI . . . 

 . . . then you know there is more to life than meets the eye. It 
is likely you first discovered your ability to channel energy by 
accident, perhaps shortly after a great trauma or spiritual 
revelation. If you discovered your potential prior to the Nuclear 
Cataclysm, then perhaps you were tutored in secret by a Magi 
elder for a number of years until you became learned in the ways 
of the mind and spirit. But now the order is broken; no elders will 
be coming to guide the younger generations of Magi into 
enlightenment.  The path of self-discovery is yours alone to forge. 
Only those who truly hunger for the ancient mysteries shall 
discover the lost power of our ancestors. 



 

    

  

 

A Mosaic of Faith 
 These devout shepherds dedicate their lives to the service of divine providence, similar to a monk or priest. However, the beliefs of the 

Magi are quite unlike any organized religion known to the modern world. Whereas other faiths identify themselves—at least in part—by the 

rejection of other belief systems, the Magi have indoctrinated the scriptures, teachings, and practices of virtually every faith into their religious 

canon. Magi sages preach of Jesus and Mohammed and Loki and Horus. They intently study both monotheistic and polytheistic rel igions. 

Undeterred by obvious theological contradictions that seem to preclude any possibility that these faiths could somehow coexist, the Magi are ever 

zealous in their exploration of any doctrine that speaks of worlds beyond the one we can see. 

 It is often quite difficult for a Magi to effectively articulate his beliefs to others. Most of us have been taught to understand faith as a singular 

truth—the existence of deity A disproves the existence of deity B. Even atheists ascribe to this standard, rejecting the possibility of divine truths in 

favor of scientific laws. The Magi are different. To them, truth is layered and exists in multiplicity. Proof of divinity cannot be found in a single 

religious script or scientific journal.  
 The Magi liken their theological philosophy to a jigsaw puzzle; each godhead is like a single puzzle piece. By themselves, each god is 

somewhat limited in function, but they were never meant to be set apart from the collective whole. Each puzzle piece instead awaits a 

knowledgeable Magi to discover its link to another puzzle piece so that they may be joined, thus revealing more of the picture. The Magi believe 
that once all of the religions are finally "snapped into place," the Grand Design will be at last revealed—a true mosaic of faith. In other words, they 

believe in all faiths and yet they believe in none. While they fervently trust in the divine nature of each religion, they simultaneously reject the 

belief that any of these faiths are anything more than the same omnipotent deity speaking through different books and prophets. 

The Architect and the Usurper 
 The Magi delve through the religious doctrines of past and present faiths in search of secret messages from the Architect—Designer of Life, 

Maker of the Universe, and the underlying deity of the Magi faith. In fact, the Architect is the only theological cornerstone in which all Magi 

seem to agree. The Architect is considered the lifeline of the universe. When religious scriptures speak of gods, they are trying to capture the 

essence of the Maker. The Magi believe that the Architect is the omniscient engineer of the universe and the human soul. The Grand Design is 

the sum total of all the Maker‟s creations—masterpieces of godly perfection. But with all creations, the possibility to unravel is always present. 

 Woven deep into the fabric of the Architect's work is a malevolent force that threatens to unstitch the Grand Design. The Magi refer to this 

presence as the Usurper (also known as the Undoer or the End-Bringer), and while modern faiths portray this force as a physical entity—a demon 
or some other unholy figure—the Magi believe that the Usurper is far more insidious; he lives within the heart of every man. The Usurper 

embodies the collective fears, desires, and ignorance that lead people down the path of self-destruction. The Undoer manifests his will through 

the hatred of lesser mortals, turning them into instruments of his wrath. Many wars have begun by the will of the Usurper and countless men 
have been sacrificed upon his altar. 

 The Magi wage an endless battle to combat the influence of the Usurper in the mortal realm. To fight this faceless enemy they use a faceless 

power—the language of Providence. Over the course of human history, the Architect disseminated the secrets of the universe through the holy 
scriptures of the ages. For those with eyes willing to see, these sacrosanct scripts can be used to reveal the unseen powers that bind reality, and 

moreover, grant an enlightened soul the power to hold sway over these ethereal energies. 

Tempus Arcanum 
 When the Designer of Life speaks, the words become truths and those truths forge a new reality. The practice of changing existence 

through words alone is referred to as Tempus Arcanum—Time's Sacred Secret. It is through Tempus Arcanum that the Maker could speak of 

the Grand Design and bring about its existence. This language is sometimes called Providence and is theoretically accessible to any creature with 

a soul. The Magi believe that the spirit of life is the universal source of power and that Tempus Arcanum is the catalyst that awakens that power. 

The Usurper can murder peace and bury nations, but he cannot part humanity from its eternal quest to seek the Maker.  

 The past and present faiths of humanity offer spiritual strength to resist the temptations of the Usurper, but the true purpose of these 

religions have always been to perpetuate the mysteries of the Architect. The Magi contest that our universe functions as a single organism; 

everything is connected. Some even go as far as to say our reality is the literal flesh and blood of the Archi tect—the Grand Design personified. So 
far the miracles that sustain and govern our universe have largely remained a mystery except for a few parlor tricks discovered by modern 

science. However, these wardens of faith can actually “see” the invisible bonds that hold existence together. The eyes of a Magi can pull back the 

skin of reality to expose the very heart of the Architect beating life into everything. It is at this moment that a trained Magi begins to see the will of 
the Architect within the holy writs passed down from generation to generation. The words of Providence become visible to them, and soon the 

Magi learn to speak the language for themselves. The same words used by the Architect to build the universe now dance on the tongues of these 

enlightened individuals. The Magi have inherited the power of the Architect, and therefore, it is their responsibility to enforce the will of the 
Maker on earth and destroy the Usurper once and for all. 

 Since the very beginning of the Magi order, mortals traditionally learned to “speak Providence” by decoding the divine truths that hid within 

each faith‟s religious symbols and allegories—the truths behind the truths. However, that has all changed in this post-Cataclysm era. The 

transformative power of the fallout has granted many Dystopians the divine sight of the Magi. Without ever reading a religious document, or 

believing in the Architect, or any other deity for that matter, these individuals can still somehow see the Maker‟s truths written upon the sky and 

the earth, in fires and seas, on the faces of children, and yes, even in death. And once the language of Tempus Arcanum can be seen, it can be 

spoken. Magi who earn their powers through radioactive coincidence are often rejected and sometimes even condemned by the other “true” 
Magi who have dedicated their entire lives to discerning the ways of the spirit. Yet for all the exhausting claims of these “natural casters” being 

undeserving of their powers (and perhaps they are even right), no one can dispute that they are every bit as powerful and attuned to the unseen 

world as these other Magi who hail from the elder lineage. 
  

 



 

    

NANYTES: THE CURE OR THE NEXT SICKNESS? 
 They were meant to be the cure. Scientists had failed repeatedly to develop a proper treatment to the debilitating physical and mental symptoms of 

The Sickness. The problem was simple: the disease was constantly evolving within the victim. This meant the only way to truly  immunize a person would 

be to provide them with a constantly evolving cure. This task seemed impossible until a truly unorthodox solution was presented by Doctor Sergei 

Konstantinov. He invented the nanytes. These highly complex machines were designed to live inside human beings, and, when nec essary, evolve the 

biology of these Sickness victims to combat the ever-changing indicators of the disease.  

 When flesh and bone are polluted by The Sickness, the nanytes replicate themselves, latch onto these areas, destroy the toxic bone or tissue, and 

then literally re-engineer themselves to become artificial replacements. Sometimes this requires the nanytes to replicate themselves millions of times 

over. When The Sickness tries to destroy the host‟s mind with rage, the nanytes once again replicate themselves, drill into the infected parts of th e brain, 

and then permanently take over the brain functions lost to the disease. Konstantinov claimed that the nanytes were designed w ith an advanced “mirroring 

algorithm” to perfectly emulate the original movements, thoughts, and behaviors of the host -carrier. The problem is that The Sickness continues to 

attack victims throughout their entire lives, and each time the nanytes replicate and commandeer new parts of the victim. Instead of surrendering their 

souls to The Black Dream, these victims instead sacrifice their humanities piece by piece to the nanytes devouring them from within.  

 As the nanytes continue to gain influence over the minds and bodies of these host -carriers, they‟re able to initiate more miraculous transformations 

to the human body. Hosts claim to have absolute control over these evolutionary events, but it is hard to trust the judgment of those who share their 

consciousness with sentient machines. Ironically, the nanytes trigger these evolutions by using radiation to temporarily reco nfigure the host-carrier‟s 

biology; this exacerbates the Sickness symptoms which then allow the nanytes to take over more of the Host. This vicious cycle has ultimately turned 

many host-carriers in the Dystopia into cold and unyielding cyborgs that seem more li ke machines than people. Yet these Hosts continue to prove 

themselves invaluable to the Reclamation movement. They can evolve their flesh into biological weaponry which makes them irre placeable combatants 

against the horde. The mechanical side of their psyches can share thoughts and knowledge, making them instrumental in coordinating efforts between 

survivor groups who lack other forms of communication.  

 

 

The Host 
Hosts bear the mark of the machine. Every Host is a living 

carrier of a highly sentient strain of microscopic machines called 
nanytes. These nanytes were developed shortly before the 
Nuclear Cataclysm as a cure to The Sickness. It performs that job 
well enough, but it also gives these individuals the power to 
trigger evolutionary events within their own minds and bodies. 
Hosts can learn to use the nanytes to manipulate their own flesh 
like putty and open their minds to the collective knowledge of 
other Host-members, making them dangerously brilliant. 

These Hosts represent a near-perfect symbiosis between 
man and machine. If you imagine the person as the hard drive of a 
computer, then the nanytes are the operating system. Every single 
thought, emotion, and experience of a Host-carrier is collected by 
the nanytes and filtered through a special bio-network that 
subconsciously links every other Host on the planet together. 
While Hosts maintain that the nanytes are simply the tools that 
they use to protect our species, it often seems as if the nanytes 
have more influence over their actions than they care to admit. 
Where exactly does the man end and the machine begin?   

GIFT OF THE FALLOUT: EVOLUTIONS 

 Hosts can trigger temporary evolutions within themselves to 
unlock psychic powers and alter their biology. New Host heroes 
get 12 Marks of Experience to acquire new evolutions . Refer 
to XXX to learn more about the Host’s evolutionary capabilities.  

IF YOUR DYSTOPIAN HERO IS A HOST . . . 

. . . then you received the “cure” at some point in your life. Another 
Host injected you with nanytes to make you into a true hybrid of 
flesh and bio-technology. Host-carriers are expected to fulfill the 
will of The Progenitor (also known as the Host Queen). She was 
the first person to receive the nanytes. It is believed that every 
last nanyte strain living in host-carriers today originates from 
her. These nanytes transmit everything you see, think, and say to 
the Host Queen, granting her almost godlike omnipotence. While 
she is almost never seen, The Progenitor is the glue that binds the 
Fold together, and those who defy her are punished with death.  



 

    

Monstrous Beginnings 
 It all began with Nadia Lochenko—a young Romanian girl from an inconsequential villa along the countryside. Just three months after Event Zero, 

reporters on the scene recounted her gruesome killing spree with disturbing detail. She had stabbed all the women, broke the children under heavy stones, 

and literally ate the flesh of several men whom she had mauled to death. One of the village elders had been torn apart —literally. Nadia was no more than 17 

years old. Over the last few months, the entire world had witnessed a steady increase in the number of violent crimes, but this was the first case involving the 

supernatural rage of The Sickness. The acts committed by Nadia were so despicably evil that it gained global attention. No one could understand how such 

a sweet-looking child could be responsible for such carnage. Several of the men she killed were literally twice her size and three times her weight.  

 As it turns out, Nadia's village had suffered one of the largest radiation fissures to date. The fal lout was so severe that members of the CDC-TAC unit 

that were deployed to quarantine her town had to wear mil itary-grade hazmat armor from head to toe. When they finally reached the village, they found 

Nadia hunkered over a body in the streets. She seemed...subhuman. Sallow and sunken, her face caked with blood, she howled in a language that was not 

her own and made a mad dash towards the soldiers. The CDC finally brought her down with tranquilizer darts only after she kil led the commanding officer. 

There was an overwhelming consensus that Nadia should be put to death. Many argued that a public execution would curb the reckless hate that seemed to 

be rising up from everywhere, but deep down, the truth is probably more horrifying; they also wanted to spill blood. The Sickness was  also creeping into 

their minds and they too had come to know the sour ache of unquenchable rage. But another fate was in store for Nadia Lochenko.  

 CDC-TAC secreted her away to an undisclosed facility in Rome where the top minds of the world came to study this strange phenomen on. They kept 

Nadia heavily sedated while they performed countless tests and exper iments to determine the origin of the young girl's aggressive transformation. These 

studies helped the world finally understand 'The Sickness' as it exists today, but it would get th em no closer to a cure. The examiners were baffled as to how 

they could undo the permanent physical and psychological degenerations caused by the disease. It appeared irreversible. And so out of desperation, the y 

pardoned the infamous Dr. Sergei Konstantinov from his three consecutive life sentences in hopes that the Mad Russian could cure what they could not. 

With his research backed by billions of dollars and the unequivocal complicity of his peers, Dr. Konsta ntinov soon fashioned Nadia's Bane—the one and 

only "cure" to the disease known to the world today.  

 Each dose of Nadia's Bane actually consists of a series of para llel processing machines called nanytes. At the core of each nanyte is a microscopic 

supercomputer capable of billions of computations per second; ironically, this is the least impressive attribute of the Mad Russian's prototype. What truly 

makes the nanytes stand out from other technological advancements is the organic tissue of unknown origin that encapsulates e ach and every nanyte. This 

alien compound is not reproducible in the natural world and seems to be comprised of a series of synthetic el ements invented by Dr. Konstantinov himself. 

This "tissue" supplements the incredible processing power of the nanytes with an almost human sense of awareness. In other words, Nadia's Bane can do 

more than simply calculate, it can think. This unnatural sentience encourages the nanytes to protect its host -carrier at all costs, if for no other reason than 

self-preservation. 

 Once the serum was administered, Nadia slowly began to recover. After several hours of ear-shattering cries and spasmodic writhing, Nadia lie still 

without sedation for the first time in months. The breakthrough was fully realized when Konstantinov stepped into her padded cell one day and asked how 

she was feeling. In a raspy voice, she responded, "I'm thirsty." The Council of Rome soon a nnounced that a cure had been found for The Sickness.  

 Over the course of the next several weeks scientists continued to monitor Nadia's progress, making sure that she made a full recovery from the ravages 

of The Sickness. Not only did she regain her lost physical and psychological functions, but she demonstrated an abnormal capa city—as well as desire—to 

learn. In just under 24 hours, Nadia developed an eidetic memory and her IQ tested at 201. Nadia had never received any formal education; it became 

clear that this was the work of the nanytes. Furthermore, Nadia started to exhibit abilities that were nothing short of supe rnatural. At will, she could make 

her eyes shrink and dilate. She could make her heart beat as many or as few times per minute as she desired. Nadia began to " see" the psychic emissions 

produced by other humans which let her read their thoughts and influence their emotions with her mind.  The other scientists of the council were 

astounded. The only person who seemed entirely unsurprised by Nadia's physical and intelle ctual transformation was Dr. Konstantinov.  

 But then one day, Nadia's personal progress came to a halt. She stood motionles s and catatonic, staring blankly past her cell door as if looking at 

something miles away. Frozen like a statue, she did not respond to anyone or anything. The scientists were at a loss; even the Mad Russian was intrigued by 

her sudden change in demeanor. Then one day, several examiners went into Nadia's room and found her unconscious in a pool of her own blood. Barely 

alive, she bore a deep cut in her right hand. A single message, painted in crimson, was repeatedly scrawled on almost every inch of her cell : 
 

The st rength of the Fold cannot  be undone.  
 Our service reserved for the will of the One.  
Be keepers of t ruth, observers of fate  
 And let  nothing end what  our loyal hands make.  
  

 Over the next week, the scientists nursed Nadia back to health. They demanded to know the 

meaning of her bloody scribes, but Nadia no longer responded to her name. She called herself the 

Progenitor and rambled endlessly about evolution and extinction. The frightened girl was gone, as was 

The Sickness-enraged monster. Something had replaced them both. Her demeanor was cold, detached. 

When she spoke, there was something inhuman about her voice, as if she‟d become nothing more than 

a mouthpiece—but for what? The nanytes could be seen crawling over her body like spiders; metallic 

scabs formed on her skin. Just 24 hours later, the entire facility was brought down by a massive EMP 

shockwave. The facility plummeted into pitch black darkness. By the time the power was restored and 

reinforcements were summoned, the security guards inside and around the perimeter of the facility 

were dead and seven of the most brilliant scientists at the council (including Konstantinov) were missing. 

 Nadia would not show her face again to the world until well after the Nuclear Cataclysm. In 

humankind's darkest hour, the Progenitor at last revealed herself again. This time, she was in the 

company of over 200 men and women who she had also injected with Nadia's Bane. Like her, these 

strange people possessed extraordinary intelligence and the uncanny ability to alter their own biology at 

will. The Progenitor declared that a new epoch had begun for this earth and that our species would 

have to evolve in order to survive. She also said that it would be her people—the Host—who would usher 

humanity into the next age. And so these half-human, half-machine hybrids took to every corner of the 

earth, protecting the remaining survivors from the perils of the Dystopia while searching out special 

individuals deemed worthy of being cured and indoctrinated into their ranks. And so it is today—over 

40 years after the Nuclear Cataclysm—that these Hosts play an integral part of the Reclamation 

movement. Their unique ability to evolve at will has proven indispensable in these harsh times. 



 

    

LIVING MYTHOLOGIES 
 Dragons. Vampires. Shapeshifters. They used to live only in fairy tales and horror stories. Not anymore. There are Dystopians alive today who are 

living embodiments of these mythologies. We long assumed that the stories surrounding characters like Hercules, Beowulf, Gren del, Dracula, and 

others of this ilk were fictitious, but now there seems to be some validity to the old myths. Understand that the human genome consists of roughly three 

billion DNA base pairs and less than two percent of them serve an observable purpose. The rest (as scientists say) is “junk” DNA—or so we thought. 

The fallout has challenged our most rigid genetic theories by causing wild mutations to occur within select people. Perhaps more accurately, it has 

“awakened” the dormant 98% of their genetic codes. Once their entire genomes were activated, these marked indivi duals experienced sudden and 

inexplicable manifestations of supernatural power.  

 Some welcome their newfound abilities; they feel as if they‟ve been chosen to greatness. Others are terrified by what they‟ve involuntarily become; 

they reject themselves and try to deny the mutations transforming them from the inside out. Just like any other Gift of the Fallout, the extraordinary 

powers manifested by these Pariahs poison them with more radiation, and therefore, more Sickness symptoms. However, exposure to the  fallout also 

causes the physical and psychological form of these Pariahs to mutate as well. Dystopians who gain superior strength may start to have their muscles 

bulge out in hideous lumps until they look like hunch-backed ogres. People with inherent psychic power start to have their heads swell or a third eye 

literally appear on their foreheads. People who can create illusions by just imagining them become trapped in their own hallu cinations—a mental prison 

that cannot be escaped. So while Pariahs enjoy the most dominant gifts of all marked Dystopians, they are also consumed by their own genetic powers.  

 It is because of these strange transformations that many Dystopians fear and revile them. In fact, certain groups (like the CDC Witch-hunters) 

think these mutations are just another strain of The Sickness and that these “mutants” are no different than any other mortis -creature. This popular, 

widespread belief is why many of these mutated individuals are routed out of live cells, cities, etc. They are hunte d or forced to live as pariahs from the 

rest of humanity. There are places that express tolerance for them, but too many people brand them monsters. In this world, you‟ll generally find two 

kinds of Pariahs: those who live their lives in desperate service to the rising civilizations of the new world hoping in vain to be accepted by their peers, 

and those who swear bitter enmity towards those who would persecute them, embracing the monstrous roles to which they have be en cast.  

 

The Pariah 
 Pariahs are marked with transformation. Buried within the 
genes of these special few are tremendous but dormant powers. 
In fact, scientists believe these genetic markers exist within every 
human being but are never discovered because nature seldom 
produces the “key” to unlock that potential; the fallout has 
become that skeleton key. Pariahs have had untold power 
awakened within them, but with this overwhelming power comes 
the almost impossible challenge of not being consumed by it. 
 Pariah gifts are by far the most potent abilities in the 
Dystopia today. Even someone who just came into his power can 
rival some of the most experienced Magi and Host champions. Yet, 
many Pariahs consider their mutations a curse. As these Pariahs 
become irradiated by their gifts, the toll of these powers becomes 
great; not only do they face The Black Dream like other people, 
but the mutations also begin to ravage the Pariah’s humanity—
physically and psychologically. The weaknesses and physical 
degenerations caused by these mutations are called Achilles Heels 
and often become that Pariah’s undoing. 

GIFT OF THE FALLOUT: MUTATIONS 

 Pariahs can gain up to seven different mutational powers 
that completely alter the Pariah’s very nature. New Pariah 
heroes get 12 Marks of Experience to acquire new mutations. 
Refer to XXX for more information on Pariah mutations.  

IF YOUR DYSTOPIAN HERO IS A PARIAH . . . 

. . . then the fallout transformed you into something beyond 
human. Your abilities represent a possible genetic future for our 
species delivered millions of years ahead of schedule. Most 
Pariahs acquire their powers suddenly and without warning; they 
often find it difficult to control them. It’s likely you’ll face 
persecution in your day-to-day life, and no matter how much it 
pains you to admit, you know that the fears of your fellow 
Dystopians are not entirely unfounded. Too many Pariahs are 
devoured by their own genetic abilities and turned into monsters. 
Your greatest struggle in this world may have nothing to do with 
surviving the land or the mortis-horde; it may be learning how to 
use your own abilities without being destroyed by them. 

 



 

    

 Always Among Us 
 Most Dystopians foolishly believe that Pariahs were born from the Nuclear Cataclysm. They assume these 

individuals are a sick byproduct of radiation poisoning, or perhaps a divergent strain of The Sickness. But the 

truth is this: they have always been among us. Since the very beginning of our species there have been those 

who were “set apart” from the rest by their powers and appearance. They were called witches. They were 
called ogres and trolls. They were praised as angels or condemned as demons. Many of these Pre-Cataclysm 

Pariahs were driven from society and forced to live in quiet exile. A few were discovered and paraded 

around as public spectacles—sometimes worshipped, sometimes laughed at, but mostly condemned. 
These “deformed” individuals often kept themselves hidden for so long that their very existence shifted 

from fact to myth. People continued to tell stories of these monsters, but seeing is believing for most, 

and soon these individuals became creatures of legend—nothing more than stories to scare or entice our 
children. Ironically, many Pariahs did not flee from the sight of the world. They instead lived double 

lives, keeping their unique natures hidden from the rest of us as they tried in vain to live “normal” 

lives. They looked human, but their genetic codes told another story. 

 Within each human genome is the sum of an organism's hereditary information. It is the key 

to our past and a substantial part of why each person thinks, acts, and looks the way they do. 

Every cell in the human body is constructed from these genetic markers. However, what we did 

not understand prior to the Nuclear Cataclysm is that our very future is encoded into our DNA 

as well. In what scientists once called junk DNA (the 98% of our genetic codes that presently 

serve no observable purpose), there is a template that details the evolutionary future of each person over 

several million years. Over that time, a person would develop traits that would be nothing short of 
supernatural: psychic powers, incredible strength and speed, and other physical and biological 

alterations so radical that at the end of the evolutionary road, it would be difficult to categorize 

the resulting organism as "human." Of course, these traits never develop because of the 
mortality of our species; we die long before the true potential of our DNA is realized. In other words, each one of us has this incredible potential 

just lying dormant in our genes. We live our entire lives without ever even knowing it. 

 But once in a great while (about 1 in every 5,000,000,000 people), a person‟s ENTIRE genetic code is suddenly activated. Almost 
immediately, that person undergoes a sudden and disturbing transformation. The activated genome grants the person extraordinary godlike 

powers—the ability to heal, to destroy, to shred the fabric of existence. However, these unstable mutations also begin to cause horrific 

disfigurement to the mind and sometimes even the body. In most cases, the person evolved into a literal monster. 

 How many Pariahs walked this earth prior to the Nuclear Cataclysm? It‟s almost impossible to tell because their very nature blurs the line 

between reality and fantasy. For centuries, we understood that supernatural creatures like vampires, werewolves, and dragons were nothing more 

than superstition and make-believe. We thought them to be exaggerations at most. And yet, many Pariahs today exhibit the very same powers 

ascribed to these “mythological” creatures. One cannot help but wonder now if Beowulf and Grendel actually existed, at least to some capacity. 

What if the legends of Hercules held more merit than we initially thought? Once you open your mind to it, the 

impossible becomes more than just possible… it becomes a standard. Did Nostradamus possess the oracular traits 

that certain Pariahs today exhibit? Was Hitler‟s charisma supernatural? How else could he have drawn so many 
into his unthinkable evil? 

 After the Nuclear Cataclysm, the number of individuals who underwent mutational transformations 

skyrocketed. The nuclear fallout became the biological catalyst that activated the full genomes of thousands upon 
thousands of people who would have otherwise remained “normal” for the rest of their days. The occurrence of 

this genetic awakening escalated to roughly 1 in every 1000 people, making these seemingly supernatural people a 

visible presence in the Dystopia almost overnight. The child of a mutant is even more likely to manifest his or 

her own abilities—about a 1 in 20 chance. And if both parents are genetically activated, their progeny will 

almost certainly be like them.  

 Dystopians fear them, and not without good reason. Even if these people are not completely destroyed by 

their rapid mutations, they are unstable to say the least. Pariahs are by no means masters over their innate 

abilities; they lack the years of diligent training to harness their potential like the Magi, nor do they benefit from 

the calculated rationale of the nanytes to commandeer their minds should their sanities begin to ebb. These 

unfortunate souls struggle alone to understand, cope with, and control these newfound powers. Too many fall 

short in this life-or-death endeavor. Over the years many live cells have been able to overcome the impossible 

challenges of surviving in the Dystopia, only to be undone by one of their own who suddenly transformed into 

an entity of destruction. For this very reason, you often find that individuals who undergo this biological shift 
are immediately excommunicated by their own friends and family. They are considered a hazard to 

themselves and others and therefore shunned from society. It certainly doesn‟t help that most Dystopians 

consider these mutations to be a curse or disease. This is why they are known as Pariahs. 
 Now that's not to say that you‟ll never find a Pariah living amongst other survivors. The love 

that some people bear these individuals is great enough to risk their own lives to keep their 

company. Others consider the strange powers of the Pariahs to be a powerful weapon to be 

harnessed for retribution; they know that they‟re better off with these Pariahs as allies instead of vengeful 

adversaries. However, the most common reason why a Pariah may live in a society is because he‟s 

successfully hidden his true identity from others. For many, the visible disfigurements only occur after 

suffering from significant amounts of radiation poisoning (the psychological damage on the other hand…). 

By limiting the use of their powers and secreting themselves away when the mutation begins to physically 

manifest, a Pariah can often pass himself off as a regular survivor with limited difficulty.  



 

    

THE ÜBERMENSCH   
 Paragons in many ways seem to embody German philosopher Friedrich Nietzsche‟s controversial concept of the Übermensch, or over-human. 

Nietzsche suggested that eventually people would no longer need governments, gods, or other authorities to shepherd their actions. These things he 

argued were invented by man out of fear and frailty. He believed that once we evolved beyond our instinctual need to cling to  such uncivilized and 

ignoble constructs, we could at last “overcome our humanity” so to speak. The Übermensch was  something Nietzsche thought could be achieved by 

anyone; it was a standard to aspire to rather than a genetic consequence. These enlightened few would truly be “over human” and therefore freed from 

the laws and beliefs installed by lesser men. As Nietzsche saw it, the Übermensch were called to produce their own value systems; these would become 

the new standards for the rest of us to follow. In this way, Paragons fit the definition precisely. Most of them do in fact l ive by their own rules, and their 

superior presence often subjugates lesser Dystopians to their will, whether they even realize it or not.  

 Where Paragons differ from Nietzsche‟s philosophy is in the belief that becoming an Übermensch is something that any person c an achieve. 

Nietzsche explained the Übermensch philosophy as something akin to personal enlightenment, but Paragons seem to be superior in all things —not just 

in terms of wisdom and philosophy. Paragons are truly without peers in the Dystopia; they are gods among lesser men (or at le ast demigods). Just as the 

fallout transformed Earth into the Dystopia, so too did it transform these select individuals into superior beings able to me et the impossible challenges 

of this dark world. Most Paragons are almost inhumanly beautiful. They are the last to fall in battle. They always come through at the greatest moment 

of desperation. The successes of a Paragon are many and the envy of lesser heroes .  Their failures are few and far between.  

 It is interesting to note that while Paragons often disregard the laws of other Dystopians (who they call „underlings‟), most Paragons devoutly follow 

the teachings of a short manuscript called the Minae Appareo. The author of this manifesto is unknown to this day, though he or she certainly writes 

with the voice of Nietzsche. The Minae Appareo is a harsh critique of the pre-Cataclysm world and all its worldly vices; it also served as a writ of 

prophesy, as the author accurately described the Dystopian world long before the first radiation fissure struck. The M inae Appareo claimed that our 

species would only survive the apocalypse by becoming completely subservient to the “Paragons of the human race.” It‟s not surprising that Paragons 

vehemently adhere to this code that practically deifies them and suggests that they have absolute authority over all people.  

 

Paragons 
 The fallout has given birth to perhaps the next evolution of 
our species. They are called Paragons—stronger, faster, smarter, 
taller, and often more beautiful and courageous than other 
Dystopians. There have always been individuals throughout 
history who quickly eclipsed their peers in terms of greatness, but 
these Paragons are more than just special; they can actually use 
the fallout to summon the will to succeed no matter the cost. 
 Paragons sometimes call themselves Highborn. They live 
each day above the common laws of man. Other Dystopians dare 
not stand in the way of these perfect beings because Paragons do 
not tolerate insults or insubordination from the “lower kind.” 
These elite individuals believe themselves chosen to fulfill great 
destinies that will forever shape the future of our world, and so 
the rest of the population just lets them do as they please while 
praying some of that glory will trickle down to them. 

GIFT OF THE FALLOUT: DISCIPLINES 

 Paragons have the extraordinary ability to channel 
radiation to utililize special abilities called Disciplines ; they 
allow Paragons to perform miraculous, almost superhuman feats. 
Refer to XXX for more information on Paragon Disciplines. 

IF YOUR DYSTOPIAN HERO IS A PARAGON . . .  

. . . then you believe yourself to be of superior birth and hold 
yourself to a nearly impossible standard of perfection. As a 
Paragon, it is your responsibility to forge your own values and 
laws, as you are above the common laws of man. Most Paragons 
value personal growth and glory at the expense of everything 
else. To summarize the ideology of most Paragons: never stop, 
never fail, and never surrender. Your potential is infinite but it 
can only be attained by eliminating your personal weaknesses 
(like love, greed, fear, etc.) that make you so regrettably human. 
Many Paragons see themselves as trueborn leaders meant to 
shield lesser survivors from danger, but Paragons often harbor 
secret contempt for their lesser brethren.  


