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Dedication:

This book is dedicated to Maria, the love of my life.  Thank you for allowing me to follow all of my passions, and never giving up on helping the creativity flow.  

Also to all of those who helped create, refine, and enjoy the game.  Thank you.  Without all of you this project would never have been completed.
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Authors Note -  


Alpha Chronicles is a stand-alone role-playing game of modern adventuring.  If you have never played a role-playing game before, welcome.  You are about to enjoy something that is part improvisation, part strategy, and all fun.  Your blood will sing as your character lurks through darkened streets following a villain.  You will feel the immense satisfaction as you finally discover the last clue that will end the super-villain’s reign of terror.  You will immerse yourself in the ideas and personality of someone that is not your own.  All you need is an imagination, pencils, paper, and a few ten sided dice that you can purchase from most comic or game stores.  Look for anyone playing with those funny card games or those odd plastic toys with the clicking bases.  They’ll be more than happy to direct you to the right place.

For those of you who are well accustomed to gaming, welcome friends.  This system is designed with balance in mind.  This system of rules is easily leaned towards the power-gamer or the avid amateur actor.  With a good GM both will survive and prosper with this set of mechanics and background material.  The option point system for powers and abilities will assist the GM in giving enough power and abilities to the players for the desired flavor of the campaign.  We fully expect every GM to tweak the points given, tinker with the options, create new options, and even pick and choose the level of combat realism.  If you don’t like something, throw it out…like you need my permission, right?

We have included a wealth of rules, ideas, and descriptions to aid you in creating any modern or near-modern campaign you may desire.  While focusing on the present day, with only minor tweaking any campaign could be enjoyed from the same set of rules.  Supernatural stalkings, comic book heroes, near-future paranoia, and even pulp adventures are all possible with this book.  Cross genre gaming?  A snap.  Open up the campaign to allow everything!  Have a great idea for a campaign world?  Focus on a single storyline, specific powers, and decide what equipment is available. Voila!  Bored of your current campaign but tired of switching systems or playing in…that…system?  Build new characters and keep the system.  

More ideas, options, and other equipment will be forthcoming in expansions and on our website.  In fact there is already a fantasy game utilizing the same rules system that is available for free at SorEastCst.tripod.com.  The system created in Alpha Arkana and expanded upon here is a percentile-based system that utilizes skills and a balance of realism and playability.  We hope you fully enjoy the freedom to be creative and unpredictable while still having just enough rules and structure to give that creativity wings, or jetpacks, or even matter transmission.  

If you create something that is just plain cool, send it along.  Most likely we will like it too and but it on the website or in a later supplement with your name in the credits.  We just love all the help we can get.  Options, NPCs, pictures, cities, vehicles, magical relics, new gadgets, spells, monsters, optional rules, or anything else you can dream up is all right by us.  You will notice a heck of a lot of names besides mine in the credits and in the rules.  We had a great melding of ideas, concepts, and viewpoints for this book and I look forward to it continuing for a long time to come.

I hope that Alpha Chronicles is as much fun for you as it was for us.


J. Keith Wykowski



Welcome to Alpha Chronicles. . .


Pain flashed through half closed eyes as another blow landed again his face, causing his head to snap back violently then loll forward.  The blow almost made him forget the broken glass and shards of metal that covered the abandoned factory’s floor.


“I’m losing my patience Mr. Raynard, and most often I am a man of great patience.”  came the cool collected voice of his tormentor.


Raynard raised his head slowly and blinked back tears and blood that clouded his vision.  The haze began to clear and in the dim light that came from the few unbroken bulbs he looked at the man in the immaculate Armani suit with hate and burning anger.  If it wasn’t for the two men holding him back he would have torn the heart from the man’s breast.  He coughed.


“You know what I want.” the man continued, “I suggest, for your own safety and well being that you give it to me.”  He moved closer, crouching down to look into Raynard’s face. “Alistair, we are both men of culture, so very similar in so many ways.”


Raynard coughed and shook his head to clear some of the cloudiness he was experiencing.  His lips moved and for a moment he smiled.  Then before anyone else could act, he spit, staining the front of the Armani in thick blood from his own bleeding mouth.  The man recoiled and his associates proceeded to batter and bash Raynard’s body.


“Alistair...” he growled, dabbing at the front of his suit. “That wasn’t very nice. You know what I want, and that eventually I will get it.  Why won’t you cooperate?  My father and grandfather enjoyed a very good relationship with you, in fact my family has only ever been nice to you.”


“Your family...” Came the broken reply. “Has been abusing and using other people for centuries Joshua.”


“Perhaps.  But as the saying goes, might makes right.” Joshua sneered, tucking his kerchief in a pocket once more the blood stain dabbed but still evident.  “Now tell me where the Key is... or I will have to end my family’s relations with you in a most unpleasant fashion.”


“So get it over with... I don’t even know what you’re talking about.”  Alistair muttered, which earned him another blow, this one fierce to his stomach, making him grunt and wince in pain, but more surprising was that Joshua himself delivered the blow, face full of rage.


“The pendant you bastard!” Joshua screamed, kicking Alistair again.  “I want it and you know that it belongs to me!”  He stepped back after his outburst, closing his eyes a moment to regain his composure. “I need the pendant so that I can take what is mine...”


“It’s not yours Josh my boy...” Alistair was smiling now his long hair hanging around his face, clumped by his own drying blood. “Never was, never will be.”


“You...” Joshua stopped half way. “I will find the pendant. All I have to do is trace your path backward... I found you didn’t I?”  He grinned confidently. “Besides did you really think I wouldn’t send men into that orphanage for you... Really Alistair, hiding behind children?  Have you sunk so low?”


Alistair just grinned and licked some blood from his lips. “You’ll never find it... so go to hell.”


Joshua face flushed with rage once more and he motioned to the two holding Raynard.  Without a word they dragged him to the door and kicked it open tossing him a good fifteen feet out into the dying night.  He landed heavily, and ungracefully in the dirt.  As he lifted himself first to his knees then to his feet he looked around, for the first time seeing where he really was.  The factory was surrounded by... nothing.


The old factory, whatever it had once been used for was in the middle of endless fields, with one dirt road stretching off into the hills, the pale growing light of dawn revealing the barren landscape to eyes accustom to the night.


“So... this is the end I guess.” Came Joshua’s cool voice from behind him.  Joshua was standing between the two bodyguards looking out with a smirk plastered on his face.  A brief thought flickered through Alistair’s mind, when he smirked like that Joshua did look so much like his grandfather, ah well.


“I guess it is then...” Alistair looked around one more time. “I suppose I’m not to be let back in the building am I?”


“No.”  It was a simple reply curt, business like, exactly what Alistair expected from Joshua. Alistair turned to the east, looking down the road to watch the sunrise.


“So this is how I die...” He laughed. “In the middle of nowhere... at the hands of an upstart bastard with delusions of grandeur.”  Grinning now he fell to his knees once more and stretched his arms out to his sides. “At least I get to see a sunrise...”


As if the mere mention could make it true the sun rose over the horizon, breaking free with golden light, shining on Alistair's prostrate form.  He grimaced, smiled, smoldered, laughed, and finally burst into flames that consumed his body in moments leaving only a pile of blackened ash on a dirt road.


“Six hundred years of evil and he has to pick this century to grow a conscience...” Joshua swore.  He stared at the remains of the vampire that had supported and worked with his family for centuries.  “Bring the car around.”


One of the bodyguards nodded and began to walk around the building. “Yes Mr. Larselles.”


Joshua continued to stare at the ash as a light country breeze picked it up and began to scatter it to the winds.  He would find the pendant, he would find the Key.



“TAG YOU’RE IT!” Childish laughter filled the air as a little boy tagged a little girl and sent everyone scattering away in every direction.  Other children hung from bars or swung on swings.  Recess at the Mary Clarence Orphanage was everyone’s favorite time.  But in the corner of the playground, settled against the worn red brick of the building one child sat alone, his knees pulled up and eyes intent on something in his hands.


 Were anyone to ever pay him more than a passing glance they might wonder why he was alone, but as it was he merely stared at the bauble in his hand.  It wasn’t too much to look at, a leather thong holding a tarnished piece of jewelry, but if one looked closer it seemed utterly impossible a child should have it.  It was a circular piece of silver, with a large jewel that was easily mistaken for a piece of plastic or glass until one inspected it closely enough to realize it was a diamond.  With enough cleaning the dirt would come free of the runes that ran along its edge, mysterious yet beautiful engraved script.  But, as it was, no one paid attention to a small boy among a crowd of children, and no one not even the boy noticed as when he stood to join the others, and tucked the pendant away, the white glow that flashed briefly.



“Descending down into the chamber.” Gibson spoke into the headset mic.  He held to a cable with one hand as he was lowered down.  There was a click and a whir as his bionic eyes readjusted, amplifying the low light and scanning the room slowly for movement.  His arm would have tired by now if it had really been his own.  They had been climbing around and over so many things in this place an organic arm would have been cramped and exhausted, but as it was he had never felt better.  He reached the bottom and landed on both feet lightly.  “I’m at the bottom... everything is clear. Come on down.”


Moments later one person after another slid down the cable, until four of the six-man team stood in the chamber.  Each looked around, flashlights searching the room.  Ancient script and paintings covered the walls behind them and to either side.  Statues holding spears were stationed evenly along either wall of the hall.  A door, blocked by rubble, rock, and debris was on the back wall as well the arch above the door long collapsed.


Gibson scanned the floor as the others looked around.  From the layer of dust and how their own footprints appeared he judged that nothing had been in this chamber in a long, long time.  He looked up to see Lieutenant Dobbs walking to one of the walls, running her fingers across some writing, muttering something under her breath.  Cybernetic ears picked up what she said, even if no one else could hear.  “And lo... the gate opened. And as it opened it revealed unto the chosen the land of paradise and the powers of the gods, the secrets and answers man has sought...”


“Is that an exact translation Lieutenant?” Gibson spoke up.


Dobbs jumped, fumbling with her flashlight to avoid dropping it and looked up flushed and flustered.  “Ummm... no... I mean no, sir.  It loses a lot of its dramatic effect in translation though... it is much more inspiring in the original language.”


“I see.” Gibson turned toward far wall. “And... I suppose that is the gate?” He pointed.  A great arched doorway stood there, easily thirty feet tall.  All lights shown on it and reflect off the seemingly unblemished silver of the twin doors.  Engraved into the door were scenes of indescribable beauty, but what caught everyone’s attention were the seven bare circles.  They were positioned symmetrically three down the center where the doors met and then about half-way between the top and middle one, in the middle of each door was another.  This pattern repeated with two circles on the bottom.


“Seems almost like the Tree of Life symbol...” Dobbs volunteered with a shrug.


“Any reason why there would be indentations in them?” Was the only response as Gibson walked towards the door.


“Indentations sir? What do you mean?” Then as she followed Gibson and the light was better, she saw them.  In each of the circles was an indentation... as if for another circle. “Ummm no sir... but... no...”


Gibson glanced over at Dobbs. “Lieutenant... if you have something to say... spit it out.”


Dobbs jumped again flustered. “Well Captain... sir... perhaps they are there for well.. A Key?”



“Excuse me but have you seen some strange men pass through here lately?”  James hooked one finger under his collar lifting it and pulling to try and get some air under it, he hated Africa, he really did.


“What?” The tribesmen blinked.  The foreigner had just spoken to him in perfect Swahili.  “Oh yes... of course.  Yes four men like you came through the village a few days ago and wanted guides to head into the jungle.  No one wished to travel into the forbidden places through and they left quite upset.”


“My thanks friend.” James turned back to his associates and without even thinking about it spoke in perfect Italian.  “We are only a few days behind them... it seems that they are headed to the ruins to beat us there.”


“Hmmmm it seems quite unfortunate that they managed to get ahead of us.” replied Tobias, the leader of the expedition. “We must press on though and hope to catch them. Grab the gear, we’re moving out.”


James swore in English. “I wasn’t hired to chase monsters through the jungle... I’m a translator.”  He had been hired for just that. There wasn’t a language yet that James couldn’t speak to someone in.  As long as someone in the room or nearby knew the language James could get along fine.  It was a unique gift.  Fairly useless when it came to reading and writing but in areas such as this, where writing was minimal anyway and dialects and language varied, he was an invaluable asset.


Moments later the land rovers had been packed up and everyone settled in and they pulled out, headed in the direction that Tobias’ map told them the ruins were in.  It was amazing how far they could actually get in the rovers they stopped only when the jungle began to become too dense and tangled for them to continue any further.


“Everybody, out!” Shouted Tobias as he hopped from his own seat and started to grab his gear. “We’re on foot from here.”


Grumbling and complaining was lost in the noise of unpacking and shoulder gear.  There was little else to do but do as told, it was what they were being paid for.  In the flurry of motion and activity no one heard the rustling of the leaves and trees, and it wasn’t until the screams pierced the jungle and the huge furry forms leapt from the underbrush that anyone knew the opposition was upon them.


The quiet was broken by the screams of men dying, torn apart savagely by tooth and claw, and then moments later by the erupting gunfire as clip after clip was emptied into their attackers, often with disappointing effects.


James dropped... rolling under one of the rovers he crawled towards the back and shot between it and the next. There was a sickening thump to his left and he glanced only to recoil as Tobias’ severed head and lifeless eyes stared back at him.  All this for a couple measly bucks.  If he thought it would have been safe he would have sworn... instead he grabbed for Tobias’ head pulling it under with him.


James might have been a coward, but he did what needed to be done.  Touching the severed neck, James pooled and collected blood and smeared it over himself. After he was covered enough he pushed the head away and listened intently, lying as quiet as possible.  The screaming died, gunfire faded into pleas for mercy, and then a gurgle as a claw ripped out a final throat.


Glancing out, James could see furry legs, four sets... four werewolves.  Jesus Christ... Werewolves for God’s Sake! He held his breath as they sniffed testing the air, ears perked for signs of life.  He prayed to all things holy they would not find him, and the smeared blood would mask his scent.  Moments later the beasts bounded off into the jungle and James let out a sigh and a thanks to God in heaven.


It wasn’t until an hour later that he crawled out from under the rover, coated in blood and dirt.  Standing up on shaky legs he surveyed the team, dead to a man, ripped apart, half eaten in some cases.  All this... death and carnage.  All this... for something Tobias had only half hinted at, with all the reverence of the Holy Grail itself, for something he simply called the Key.



Monica swore and ducked a flying book as she entered the room.  It struck the wall behind her and she glanced at the cover.  The title was written in Latin, Beginning Elementalism.  She smirked, Idiots Guide to Energy Control.  She had read it cover to cover many times.  There was a tingling in the back of her mind.  She ducked.  Another book sailed past.  Looking into the room she saw her Mentor searching through shelves and through stacks of dust covered books.  Scrolls went flying haphazardly all over the room as she walking in robe rustling lightly as she took a seat on one of the comfortable chairs.


“Is there something I could help you find?” she offered politely.


“Well if I can’t find it and I’m two thousand years old what makes you think you can find it, eh youngster?”  His eyes twinkled as he said it.  Monica had always loved the old man’s eyes.  They could be warm and friendly or any other range of emotion, but there was always mystery and ancient truths hidden in them.


“Well perhaps I moved it on accident, then how would you know where it was?” She laughed and then ducked as another book flew by.


“I’d scry.” He grunted.  “Don’t you remember simple spells?  Locating is easy.” He muttered something under his breath and gestured sending a dozen scrolls toward the far wall, but this time the landed neatly in a rack.


“Then why are you still searching Master?” She smiled, and began to gesture calling forth energy as she had learned so early in her training. Her invocation was precise, melodic and finally with a wave of her hand she stopped.  A moment later, as if invisible hands straightened the books, put away in their proper place.  The room was dusted, scrolls retrieved and everything set in its place.


“Hrumph.” He frowned. “Wasn’t Maeven supposed to clean here anyway?”


Monica shrugged. “Prolly.  He’s most likely pouring over the exact tome you’re looking for trying to learn some ancient spell.”


“I’m not looking for a tome.” He waved his arms and sighed. “If that boy worried half as much about his control as what spells he knows he’d be better than... better than... well... better than me.” He looked flustered and glanced around the room.


Monica giggled, she had a tendency to do that around the old man.  “I doubt that.  ‘If you haven’t learned more than that upstart in two thousand years what good are you.’” She grinned as it was a line her Mentor used often himself.


He just glared.


As if on cue, Maeven came sauntering into the room and tossed a book lightly on the table.


“Ah ha!” The master glanced at the book.  “You did have it!”


“What about it?”  Maeven grumbled.  “No spells in it anyway... don’t see why you keep it locked up.”


“And if I kept it locked up how did you get it, eh?”  The master looked at his pupil with an appraising eye.


“Unlock spells... what else...” Maeven waved a hand dismissively.  “Had to use a spell to even read the book too and all it is, is some dumb story.”


“Ah yes... I remember now.  Maeven the disbeliever, who even though he himself practices magic in a world where all others don’t believe in it, can’t believe a tiny story.”  He wasn’t angry, he never got angry.  Patience was a virtue, and in two thousand years one learned it took too much energy to be angry, it was never worth the bother.


“Master, that book is pure fiction... the things that it speaks of are impossible! Impossible even for magic.”  Maeven sat up staring at his mentor as he spoke, running his fingers through short black hair.  “Tearing apart worlds, creating new dimensions?  Not even... even... Merlin could do that.”


“Hrumph.”  The master laughed.  “So now you are Maeven, he who judges what Merlin can do and not do.  Or do you fancy yourself Maeven, judge of all magic.  You seem utterly convinced that magic need be limited to what you yourself can grasp.”


Maeven just fumed, his face turned red and Monica just glanced between the two, while they had been arguing she had opened the book and started reading.  If Maeven had paid more attention to the Master, he wouldn’t have needed a spell to read it.  Even though she knew her Mentor was usually right, the story here...


“... and what if I told you it was all true!”  The Master laughed again, a deep belly laugh.


“It can’t be...” Maeven retorted but there was doubt in his mind.


“Oh yes it can...” He grinned. “What would you say if I told you that I did indeed tear apart the worlds and create multiple dimensions within our own so I could scatter the Keys to different Earths, that two of those Keys are in this very house... And that I did so to prevent the dark forces of our worlds from entering the Gate...”


Maeven and Monica glanced at the book and then stared at the Master... but neither said a word.



“Cedric Andrews, by the power invested in me by the United State’s Government, You are under arrest.”  The tone was commanding and steady, no hesitation and doubt. And the line was delivered by a man in a black bodysuit with a badge emblazoned across the left breast.


“Vigilance...” The second voice came from inside the museum. “I was wondering if they would send you or some other comic zero.”  A sinister laugh, followed the comment and Vigilance could almost hear the smirk behind the tone. “You know, you will have to come and get me... I won’t give up so easily.”


“I didn’t expect you would but you’re still under arrest.” Vigilance strode up the steps of the museum and barely ducked out of the way as a rapid barrage of energy blasts shattered the glass of the front door and impacted where he had just been standing... a stray blast hitting one of the police cars and putting a fist sized hole through it.  “Nice try Cedric, but you’re getting slow.”


“Please, please...” Came the sinister taunting voice. “Am I calling you by your given name?  Least you can do is give me a little respect.”


“As you wish Catalyst...” Vigilance smirked; he’d never thought Catalyst was the best name for a super-villain anyway.  He approached the door one more time, cautiously, waiting for that familiar sense of danger to tingle in his mind.  It wasn’t forthcoming.  He kicked out the last bit of glass, not that it could really hurt him, but the noise it caused might make Cedric fire a blast if he was waiting.  Nothing happened. Glancing in he saw that the museum was well-lit, vast skylights made sure of that. Vigilance muttered to himself. “So much for element of surprise...”


Having decided the direct approach was in order he concentrated a moment and blue flames began to lick around his hands, dancing blue light that had no heat or true flame.  Similarly his eyes pulsed with glowing blue light.


“I’m giving you one last chance to surrender Catalyst... I’ll give you till three... 1” Vigilance tensed standing to one side of the door. “2...”  He balled his hands into fists. “3...”


Vigilance dove and rolled into the building, even as another barrage of energy blasts flew past, barely missing his head.  He was on his feet before you could blink, and had spotted the villain on the second floor balcony. He reached out with a hand and blue light licked towards Catalyst, who ducked.


It wasn’t that the blast needed to hit, but he did need to see his target.  The light drew back and he ducked down a hallway, glad to be out of the open like a sitting duck.  He moved quickly checking doors as he went, finding a stairwell he headed up.  Peering out of the door on the second floor there was no danger warning, and no sign of Cedric.  He began a search reaching toward each door to open it; it wasn’t till the fourth door that he felt the familiar dangerous tingle.  He backed off and thought a moment, then with a mighty blow punched a hole through the wall beside the door. Blasts erupted through the plywood door sending it to shreds, and Vigilance spotting his opportunity extended a hand toward the stunned Catalyst.


Blue light shot out and encompassed Catalyst, and the blasts stopped. Vigilance stood in the doorway. “Catalyst, you know it’s over.  Without your powers, you’re no match for me. Even the cops could arrest you now.”


Catalyst looked at Vigilance, whose physique would put most Olympic athletes to shame.  He was a villain, but not stupid...He dropped the bag he was holding and swore.  Why did it have to be Vigilance?


As the police hauled Catalyst off to jail, Vigilance looked through the bag with the loot, inside was a small circular silver pendant with a diamond in the center.  It was being researched when Catalyst broke in to steal it... all that effort over such a measly trinket.  Vigilance shrugged, he’d never understood why anyone would break just laws... maybe that was what made him a hero.
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