
1760s ERA INVESTIGATOR





Alexandre DeBois

Everyone assumes that your “rags to riches” success story is one of fame, glory and victory. You rarely exert 
the energy to correct them. They haven’t seen what you’ve seen… experienced what you’ve experienced… 
and they’ll never want to. 

You were born to a poor agrarian family from Western France. You didn’t have much, but you always had 
each other. Pulling plows, tending the cattle, cutting wood… you were bred to be strong. However, you’ve 
always loved plants. Your home never looked more beautiful than when your father put in you charge of 
the landscaping. Even the neighbors said so.

Your home couldn’t support an unnecessary mouth, so when you came of age, you enlisted in the military. 
They taught you to fight. They taught you to solider. Most importantly… they gave you a place to sleep and 
food in your belly. 

In your downtime in New France (Americas), you spent a great deal of time studying the new fauna. You 
went in a solider but returned to France a Captain. Despite your laurels, you’d seen things… things that 
you could never unsee. 

You retired to His Majesty’s Court in Versailles where you’ve served as a Royal Naturalist, a dream career 
in your waning years.
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Armond DePont

Oh, Armond… how the world has changed you. 

The fabled stories of a poet’s life that you once gorged yourself upon as a noble child growing up were 
exactly that: fabled. You dreamt of shaking off the bonds of etiquette and discipline… and prayed for the 
days that you could travel the world, meet new people, collect their stories and share them.

Your father warned on his dying bed that a poet’s life was not glamorous. Not only was it not glamorous, it 
didn’t pay. A career as a playwright paid a bit more and provided some notoriety, but still, it was hard and 
brutal work. It lacked true expression and more devastatingly, it was overly politicized. Too many earthly 
powers pulling at your strings demanding that you feed the people a meal that they themselves had pre-
pared. 

You knew where their nourishment should originate: God. You were a Jesuit. However, you knew you had 
to be careful. Jesuits were not well adored in these lands. So, you played your cards carefully. 

The King himself watched one of your productions in person and welcomed you into his presence to cata-
logue and describe the “life at court.” You hid your disappointment and distaste through smiles.  

After being appointed to court, His Majesty enacted the Jesuit suppression. This disappointed you im-
mensely, because you, were a brother among the Jesuit fold. You were called by God to serve the See of 
Rome, not Kings and men who pretended to be gods on earth. Just before you decided to leave court and 
go to Rome, his holiness tasked you with a new mission. You were to become a Papal Spy and report back 
to the See of Rome. 

You had to be careful, these are dangerous times for the faithful. Now, the Vicar of Rome
has ordered you to investigate this beast. His divine knowledge predicts that this beast is a spawn of Luci-
fer himself… summoned to this world to attack the faithful. IF this creature is summoned, you MUST 
kill the one that awakened it.
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Bridget Devereaux

You, and your twin brother, Gabriel, were born poor in rural France. Your village was raided when you 
were both about seven during the early conflicts before the 7 Year’s War. You were left destitute, orphaned, 
and alone. You traveled the countryside stealing what you could, hunting where you could, and avoiding 
the law. 

You came upon a cabin in the woods not far from the Italian border. You found a woman there… a re-
cluse… who took you in. She provided shelter, food, skills, and many other… comforts.  She taught you that 
the bond between you and your brother should be explored, expressed and enjoyed. 

She taught your brother how to track, how to stalk, how to kill. It was amazing how quickly he learned the 
craft and how astonishingly good he was at it.

She taught you the power of tarot, which you became increasingly fond of. The deeper you delved into the 
dark arts… the more vicious and efficient you became. 

Hunting with your brother is… intoxicating. Your cards give you wisdom, insight and direction. Once set 
upon their guidance, you and your brother are nearly unstoppable. 

When the witch died, you and your brother sought back into the world, exploring, tracking, hunting, and 
enjoying the many pleasures to be uncovered. Your skills brought you many contracts, many excursions, 
and have paid way for you to travel the world. 

Your notoriety has even been acknowledged by the king. Though you’ve never met him, he pays you well 
to travel, trap, kill and secure various beasts from around the globe. 
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Cesare Russo

You are an Italian, born in Firenze (Florence), to a noble family. From a very young age you were groomed 
in the practices of languages, soldiery, etiquette, and the arts. However, the ability to blend and camou-
flage effortlessly into any setting (social or otherwise) came to you… almost too naturally. 

Before you could set yourself upon a more… devious path, your father sent you to Paris to serve as a Mus-
keteer, an elite bodyguard force, to Cardinal Marzen. He hoped to better align you with the faith and to 
correct the path you had found yourself upon. Little did your father know that his excellency, the Cardinal, 
dealt deeply in nefarious practices as well. You two, are a vicious match made in hell, and ordained by God. 

He utilizes you as one of his favored assassins. Your signature is the locking garrote. 

Though stationed in Paris, His Excellency spends a great amount of time in the wealthy province of 
Gévaudan (with you, and others) at his side. He is very fond of this region and has several estates and con-
nections there (also, more than a few children who are well attended). You have several connections there 
as well, especially within the brothels there.
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Gabriel Devereaux

You, and your twin sister, Bridget, were born poor in rural France. Your village was raided when you were 
both about seven during the early conflicts before the Seven Years War. You were left destitute, orphaned, 
and alone. You traveled the countryside stealing what you could, hunting where you could, and avoiding 
the law. 

You came upon a cabin in the woods not far from the Italian border. You found a woman there… a re-
cluse… who took you in. She provided shelter, food, skills, and many other… comforts.  She taught you that 
the bond between you and your sister should be explored, expressed and enjoyed. She taught you to stalk, 
to hunt, to survive. You never imagined that you’d have such a knack, a talent, or such a thirst for blood.

She taught your sister the power of tarot, which Bridget became very fond of. The deeper Bridget delved 
into the dark arts… the more vicious and efficient a killer she became.

Hunting with your sister is… intoxicating. Her cards give her wisdom, insight and direction. Once set upon 
their guidance, you and your sister are nearly unstoppable. 

When the witch died, you and your sister sought back into the world, exploring, tracking, hunting, and 
enjoying the many pleasures to be uncovered. Your skills brought you many contracts, many excursions, 
and have paid way for you to travel the world. 

Your notoriety has even been acknowledged by the king. Though you’ve never met him, he pays you well 
to travel, trap, kill and secure various beasts from around the globe.
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Pascal Favre

You may have lands, an estate and some riches, but you will never be a noble. You will never be invited to 
court… save to be a spectacle. A heroic, though falsified story that even to this day is starting to die from 
memory. You fear, as your story dies, as will your fortunes.

You were a simple peasant gamekeeper for a Marquis in northern France. His lands were vast, and rich and 
beautiful. You’d been trained from a long line of recognized gamekeepers and you know your trade well. 

When the Marquis was away, you often shared the bed of the Marquise. The act brought you little pride, 
however, it at least secured your position in these lands. 

You kept a great balance within his lands. You faced your challenges, of course, but you always managed 
to make them seem a bit more exaggerated that necessary. Annnd in the event that your services started 
seemed irrelevant, you always knew how to “cause” a situation, and quickly remedy it. 

Still… the back and forth was exhausting. The universe soon gave you an opportunity, and you took it. 
Several farmers in the region complained for months about the vicious attacks on their livestock. Stories 
began to circulate about a heinous beast who attacked in the night. Some called it a giant wolf. Others a 
dragon. Some… a demon. 

How fortunate for you that you came upon his heinous wolf, snared in a trap set by another. It was wound-
ed and dying. You easily killed the wolf and with full control of the narrative, become the “Beast Slayer of 
Lyon,” “Savior of Lyon,” “Hero of Lyon,” and whatever else they wanted to call you. 

Sure… you lied. However, you secured your fortunes… at least until now.


