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ROCKERBOY

If you live to rock, this is where you belong. As a Rockerboy, you're one of 
the street poets, the social conscience, and the rebels of the Time of the 
Red. With the advent of digital porta-studios and garage music mastering, 
every Rockerboy with a message can take it to The Street, put it in the 
record stores, bounce it off the comsats. Sometimes, your message isn't 
something the Corporations or the government wants to hear. Sometimes 

what you say is going to get right in the faces of the powerful people 
who really want to run this world. But you don't care, because as a 

Rockerboy, you know it's your place to challenge authority, whether 
in straight-out protest songs that tell it like it is, playing kick-ass rock 
n' roll to get the people away from the TV sets and into The Streets, 
firing up the crowd with speeches, or composing fiery writings that 
shape the minds and hearts of millions. You have a proud history 

as a Rockerboy. Dylan, Springsteen, U2, NWA, the 
Who, Jett, the Stones—the legions of hard-rock 
heroes who told the truth with screaming guitars 
or gut-honest lyrics. You have the power to get 

the people up; to lead, inspire, and inform. Your 
message can give the timid courage, the weak strength, 

and the blind vision. Rockerboy legends like Johnny Silverhand, 
Rockerboy Manson (for whom the Role is named) and Kerry 
Eurodyne have led armies against Corporations and govern-
ments. Rockerboys have exposed corruption and brought down 
dictators. It's a lot of power for someone doing gigs every night 
in another city. But you can handle it. After all: you came to play!

 ▶ Role Ability: ChARismAtiC imPACt

The Rockerboy's Role Ability is Charismatic Impact. With this 
ability, they can influence others by sheer presence of personality. 

They need not be a musical performer; they can influence others 
through poetry, art, dance, or simply their physical presence. They 

could be a rocker—or a cult leader. As they grow in skill, they can affect 
larger and larger groups and call on their fans for greater and greater 
requests of loyalty (Go to pg. 144 for details).

"my olD mAn tried to Do musiC bACk beFoRe the wAR. the CoRPs snAPPeD 
him uP, suCkeD him DRy, AnD sPit him out to die on the stReet. these 

DAys, it's DiFFeRent. i wRite my own lyRiCs, mAke my own ARRAnGements, 
ReCoRD it All myselF, then uPloAD it to the DAtA Pool. no CoRP neeDeD. 
they'Re not ChAntinG my nAme in GiAnt ConCeRt hAlls yet, but i've Got 
fans, AnD i Don't hAve to ComPRomise my messAGe FoR Anyone. Just 

like the oRiGinAl roCkerboy, my musiC's GivinG the miDDle FinGeR to 
eveRy PoweR-hunGRy suit who thinks they CAn Control the woRlD."

Forty, Rockerboy
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SOLO

You were reborn with a gun in your hand—the flesh and blood hand—not 
the metallic weapons factory that covers most of your other arm. Whether 
as a freelance guard and killer-for-hire, or as one of the Corporate 
cybersoldiers who enforce business deals and the Company's "black 
operations," you're one of the elite fighting machines of the Time of 
the Red. Most Solos put in military time during the 4th Corporate 
War, in a Corporate army, or in one of the government's current 
"police actions" around the country. As the battle damage piles 
up, you start to rely more and more upon tech: cyberlimbs for 
weapons and armor, bio-program chips to increase your reflexes 
and awareness, combat drugs to give you that edge over your 
opponents. When you're the best of the best, you might even 
leave the ranks of Corporate samurai and go ronin—freelanc-
ing your lethal talents as a killer, bodyguard, or enforcer to 
whoever can pay your very high fees. Sounds good? There's a 
price—a heavy one. You've lost so much of your original meat 
body that you're almost a machine. Your killing reflexes are 
so jacked up that you have to restrain yourself from going 
berserk at any moment. Years of combat drugs taken to 
keep the edge have given you terrifying addictions. There 
are few people you can trust anymore. One night you might 
sleep in a penthouse condo in the City, the next in a filthy 
alley on The Street. But that's the price of being the best. And 
you're willing to pay it. Because you're a Solo.

 ▶ Role Ability: CombAt AwAReness

The Solo's Role Ability is Combat Awareness. With Combat 
Awareness, a Solo can call up their training to have an 
enhanced situational awareness of the battlefield. When 
combat begins, anytime outside of combat, or in combat 
with an Action, a Solo may divide the total number of 
points they have in their Combat Awareness Role Ability 
among a number of combat abilities. If a Solo chooses 
to not change their point assignments, their previous ones 
persist. Activating some of these abilities will cost the Solo 
more points than others (Go to pg. 146 for details).

"why'D i Join uP? i wAs tiReD oF beinG hungry AnD poor. when militeCh oFFeReD 
me thRee squARes A DAy AnD A Cot, you betteR believe i siGneD uP. the FiRst Few 

ACtions weRen't bAD. the thiRD one went PeAR shAPeD. Don't know why, but they 
sent A squAD oF greenies AGAinst A bunCh oF Full boDy ConveRsions. Just two 

oF us suRviveD. AFteR the wAR, i took the new Chrome the CoRP meDiCs GAve me 
AnD went loCAl. tuRns out, when A City's blown to hell AnD RebuilDinG, theRe's 
Plenty oF Folk who'll pay FoR A CeRtAin set oF skills. GooD thinG i hAve them."

 Abril "Mover" Montella, Private Contractor
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"bARtmoss hAD it easy. he Got to Chill in A FRiDGe while his minD wAnDeReD All 
oveR the whole DAmn PlAnet AnD thAnks to him? i'll neveR hAve thAt FReAkinG 

luxury. to CRACk A system, i hAve to move my meat AnD JACk in on-site. suRe, 
mAybe i'll enCounteR A hellhound, but they Don't sPike my heARt RAte. i've 

Got the skills AnD the PRoGRAms to hAnDle those PuPPies. they'Re no PRoblem At 
All. you know whAt sCares me? ReAl DoGs. CloneD, ChiPPeD, AnD CybeReD to 

be nastier thAn Any blACk iCe. thAt's why i AlwAys Go in with FRienDs. they 
hAnDle the ReAl hounDs. i hAnDle the hellhounDs. symbiosis At its best."

Redeye, Netrunner

NETRUNNER

You're a brain-burning computer hacker & master of the Post-NET cyberverse 
in the Time of the Red. At three, your parents bought you an old Kirama 

LPD-12 cyberdeck with Zetatech 526 optical goggles (you were too 
young for interface plugs) and your life was changed. By fifth grade, 
you were already using REFRAME-G1s meta-programming to crack 
into the school district's system and change your grades. When you 
were thirteen, you shifted enough funds out of unprotected Trans 

United Bank accounts to finance your first neural interface 
plugs. You couldn't wait to run high and fast with the other gods 
of the NET—Bartmoss, Magnificent Curtis, and the rest. Then 
the 4th Corp War blew the Old NET apart. The R.A.B.I.D.S. 

made NET travel a suicide run; the Nodes were fragmented or cor-
rupted. But there were still places to run. You just had to go there and jack in 

the hard way. You traded in sitting on the couch for a Bodyweight combat 
bodysuit and Virtuality 5 interface goggles to mesh NET with Meatspace. 
The systems you cracked were smaller, but even deadlier. Now, you're 
really part of a team, with Solos to cover your back, Medtechs to restart 
your heart if the ICE gets you, and Techs to help you hot-wire your cyber-
deck for more speed and software deployment. Now, nothing can stop you. 
As an electronic wraith, you slip into the "hardest" mainframe systems with 
ease: stealing, trading, and selling their deepest secrets at will. The Black 
ICE may still kill you in the end, but until the ride runs out you'll be there, 
bare-brained and headfirst in the New NET.

 ▶ Role Ability: inteRFACe

The Netrunner's Role Ability is Interface. Interface is what allows the 
Netrunner to Netrun—to interface with electronic mind-modems (called 
cyberdecks) to control computers, electronics, and associated program-
ming. The Interface Role Ability also gives the Netrunner access to a 
wide suite of Abilities related to computer hacking and system control 
(Go to pg. 147 for details).
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"Just beCAuse the woRlD Got DiPPeD in Crap AnD hunG to DRy Doesn't meAn thinGs hAve 
ChAnGeD thAt muCh. liFe in this City still DePenDs on teChnology to keeP eveRythinG 
FRom GoinG Full-on Post-APoCAlyPse. AnD thAt meAns eveRyone DePenDs on me . iF youR 
blenDeR bReAks, ChAnCes ARe you won't see A new one At the loCAl niGht mARket FoR 
weeks. mAybe months. AnD thAt's AssuminG you'Re on GooD teRms with the loCAl 

FixeR AnD they botheR to invite you. meAnwhile, i'm heRe, ReADy to repair youR blenDeR. 
AnD youR AGent. AnD whAteveR else you Got. teChnoloGy's the lifeblood oF this City 

AnD me? i'm the beAtinG heart keePinG it FlowinG. At leAst in this neiGhboRhooD."
João "Torch" Barbosa alves, Owner of Torch's Total Repairs

TECH

You can't leave anything alone—if it sits near you for more than 
five minutes, you've disassembled it and made it into something 
new. You've always got at least two screwdrivers and a wrench in 
your pockets. Computer down? No problem. Hydrogen burner out in 
your Metrocar? No problem. Can't get the video to run or your interface 
glitching? No problem. You make your living building, fixing, and modi-
fying—a crucial occupation in a technological world recovering from 
a War that broke the back of the supply chain. You can make some 
good bucks fixing everyday stuff, but for the serious money you 
need to tackle the big jobs. Illegal weapons. Illegal or stolen 
cybertech. Corporate espionage and counter-espionage gear 
for "black operations." If you're any good, you're making a lot 
of money. And that money goes into new gadgets, hardware, 
and information. Your black market work isn't just making you 
friends—it's also racking you up an impressive number of enemies 
as well—so you invest a lot in defense systems and, if really pushed 
to the wall, call in a few markers on a Solo or two. You've fixed 
up tech for everybody from black ops Corporate samurai to Ms. 
Zepada down the block. No one's ever come back to you with a 
complaint but that might be because of the turrets guarding your 
front door. You're addicted to technology in all its forms and 
that's what makes you a Tech.

 ▶ Role Ability: mAkeR

The Tech's Role Ability is Maker. Using the Maker Role Ability, 
the Tech can fix, improve, modify, make, and invent new items. 
Whenever a Tech increases their Maker Rank by one, they gain 
one rank in two different Maker Specialties of their choice, including 
repairing, upgrading, fabricating, and inventing (Go to pg. 147 for 
details).
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"i've been FixinG whAt's broken sinCe i wAs younG. the FiRst time wAs when the FRont 
oF ouR kombi smACkeD into A biRD on the wAy thRouGh the los AnGeles Ruins. we weRe 

tRAvelinG alone, AnD my olD mAn, knowinG i wAs sensitive to thAt soRt oF thinG, stoPPeD 
the RolleRs AnD let me out to ColleCt the CARCAss. tuRneD out it wAs A live ReD-tAil 

hAwk. i sPlinteD its busteD winG AnD nursed it bACk to heAlth. mom sAw whAt i DiD AnD 
APPRentiCeD me to ouR PACk's healer. now i'm the heAleR. no, i Don't hAve initials AFteR 

my nAme, but i CAn still fix thAt mAnGleD ARm oF youRs. oR you CAn lose it. youR ChoiCe."
virgil "Redtail" Martinez

MEDTECH

You're an artist, and the human body is your canvas. You've got the best tools 
the Time of the Red can offer, and you know how to use them. If you're lucky, 
you got to attend one of the real med schools scattered around the wreck of the 
Old United States. And after the War, military hospitals were everywhere and 
the few doctors on the war front needed helping hands to hold down screaming 
patients and splice cyberware back together. So, maybe you learned that 

way.

And there's always an old ripperdoc or two out there who hearken 
back to that old science fiction story called The Bladerunner—not 
that old flatscreen vid, but the really old sci-fi book about renegade 
doctors who performed illegal street surgery in one of the first dys-
topian novels. Maybe one of those guys trained you. Maybe that's 
where you are right now, patching up the wounded, mending up 
the sick, and keeping the locals alive. For love, commitment, or 
maybe a just a fat payday on the side.

If you're really lucky, you've scored a berth in the local Trauma 
Team franchise. Trauma Teams are groups of licensed paramedi-
cals who patrol the city looking for patients. You operate from an 
AV-4 Urban Assault Vehicle, redesigned into an ambulance con-

figuration, and armed with a belly-mounted minigun. It's the best 
of the best—Trauma Team charges some heavy subscription fees 

to save its clients, and that translates into new medical toys, faster 
AV ambulances, and hefty salaries for the best surgeons around.

It doesn't matter how you got here. What matters is that you're 
here, on The Street, doing the job. And you'd be doing it no matter 

what the reason. It's what marks you as a Medtech.

 ▶ Role Ability: meDiCine

The Medtech's Role Ability is Medicine. With this ability, 
Medtechs can keep people alive who should be dead with 
their knowledge, tools, and training. In the Time of the Red, 
they are as much doctors as they are mechanics, caring for 
people who are often more machine than human. Whenever 
the Medtech increases their Medicine Rank, they also 

choose one of three Medicine Specialties to allocate a 
single point to: surgery, pharmaceuticals, or cryosystems 
operation (Go to pg. 149 for details).
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"useD to woRk FoR niGht City toDAy, CAn you believe it? fetChing CoFFee AnD toting 
CAmeRA GeAR like A GoDDAmneD PACk mule! FiRst shot i Got At A sCoop? some fluff 
PieCe on A CoRP PR stunt GivinG AwAy kibble to PeoPle who neeDeD ReAl FooD... i DiDn't 
beCome A RePoRteR to smile FoR A CAmeRA AnD Joke ARounD with A weAtheRmAn stRunG 

out on synthCoke. thAt's why i quit. now i'm in the aCtion: the shARP enD. i Run my 
own shoP, hunt Down the leADs, AnD bRinG PeoPle the news they ReAlly CARe About! 

iF you wAnnA know whAt's ReAlly GoinG on in the City, hit neveR blink news."
24/7, Reporter for Never Blink News

MEDIA

They're bending the truth out there. And you're going to stop
them. Someone has to do it. The Corporations used to rule the 
world. They dumped toxics, destabilized economies, and com-
mitted murder with equal impunity. The government back then 
couldn't even stop them—hell, they owned the government. 
But then the War came.

The War stripped away the facade and let us all know exactly 
what had been going on under our noses. And the people who made 
sure we all knew the score were the Medias. That's you. You've 
got a vidlink and a press pass, and you're not afraid to use them. 
You're a city-wide figure, seen nightly all over the Data Pool in the 
Time of the Red. It's not like the old days, when you had a major 
Mediacorp behind you; this time, you've gotta depend on your 
fans, your contacts, and your own reputation. But it's harder for 
these new Corps to make you disappear. So when you dig down 
for the dirt and slime the corrupt officials and Corporate lapdogs 
try to cover up, you can dig deep. The next morning, you can put 
the details of their crimes all over the screamsheets and vidscreens. 
Three or four times, the bad guys have tried to kill you—that's why 
your backup's a crack Solo bodyguard and you've got one of the 
top ‘Runners in the business digging through NET Architectures to 
back your stories. You have to be good, or else.

Your ‘Runner's just phoned in with a hot lead. You grab your gear 
and flag your backup. You're going to break those bastards. This time, 
for sure.

 ▶ Role Ability: CReDibility

The Media's Role Ability is Credibility. The Media can not only 
convince an audience of the truth of what they publish but also has 
a larger audience the more credible they are. Medias also have 
greater levels of access to sources and information; they are always 
in the know with their ears to the ground to pick up on rumors and 
information passively (Go to pg. 151 for details).
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EXEC 

 "iF you wAnt to make it in the neoCoRPoRAte woRlD you hAve to RemembeR 
the numbeR one Rule: stAy hungry. JACinDA hiDAlGo AnD ARtyom 

sokolov DiDn't mAke it to the toP by RestinG on theiR lAuRels. keeP 
DeAlinG, keeP tRADinG, AnD iF Anyone tRies to stoP you? break them. 
AnD iF you CAn't? FinD A wAy. Do whatever you hAve to Do. AlwAys 

hAve A PlAn to Ruin eveRyone you meet. thAt's the CoRPoRAte wAy. keeP 
youR best resourCes Close AnD mAke suRe they know you'Re on youR 

wAy to the toP AnD iF they toe the line? they CAn RiDe AlonG."  
Chanda Mishra, Rocklin Augmentics Executive

In the old days before the Time of the Red, you would have been a hard-
driven, fast-track MBA on their way up the Corporate ladder. Sure, it was 
selling your soul to the Company, but face it: the Corporations ruled the 
world. They controlled governments, markets, nations, armies—you name 

it. And you knew that whoever controlled the Corporations controlled 
everything else. But things changed when the largest Megacorps 

on the planet got into a major war that was equal to anything any 
real national governments could have thrown down.

Okay, so right now your life as a junior executive is any-
thing but easy. There are those underneath you who'd kill 
for a shot at your job. Literally. There are those over you 
who'd kill to keep you out of their jobs. Literally. And they're 
not kidding about the killing—every up-and-comer in the 
Corporation has their own Team of Solos and Netrunners 

to cover important pet projects. Last week, you led a mixed 
team of Solos, Netrunners, and Techs on a headhunting run to 
"extract" a researcher from a rival company. You told yourself 
you joined the Corporation to make it a better place—work 
from the inside, you said. Or just until you could start your 
own Corporation that would be...a little more honest. But now 
you're not so sure. Your ideals are a little tarnished and things 
are getting pretty bleak. But you can't worry about ethics 
now. You've got a report due in an hour, and it looks like that 
guy in sales is planning to ice your database for good.

You're gonna ice him first.

 ▶ Role Ability: teAmwoRk

The Exec's Role Ability is Teamwork. Just like a real corporate 
executive, the Exec builds a team whose members help them 
accomplish their goals, whether legal or not, morale permit-
ting. Team members have a visible job description (like secre-

tary or driver) but also have a covert roles (such as Netrunner, 
bodyguard, or assassin). Plus they get free housing and a nice 
set of clothes! (Go to pg. 153 for details).
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LAWMAN

 "listen, kiD, CAll us whatever you like. lAwmen, bADGes, pigs. we Don't CARe. the City's 
in shambles AnD eveRy DAy we see PeoPle PushinG bACk AGAinst the RebuilDinG. boosteRs, 

CybeRPsyChos, teRRoR GRouPs, the woRst oF the worst. i'm not in it FoR the GloRy AnD i'm not 
lookinG to flash my Gun AnD ACt like some biG shot solo. i took An oAth to keeP this City sAFe 
AnD i tAke thAt oAth seRiously. someone hAs to keeP the stReets sAFe so CiviliAns like you CAn 
wAlk to the mARket without tAkinG A stRAy bullet FRom the lAtest GAnG wAR. AnD thAt's me ."

Officer Suri "Cavalry" Navarro, NCPD

In the old days before the War, they only used to shoot at cops. Now you're lucky 
if you just take a slug. The Street is mean these days, filled with new drugs, new 
gangs, and new weapons that make a Minami-10 look like a kid's toy. But even so, 
you're out there doing what you can to Protect and Serve.

There used to be a big City Force, but most of the Old Guard in NCPD have 
been thrown out on their own to keep what peace they can. The ones who remain 
still take the Badge seriously; they work to keep people safe and make some 
kind of stand against chaos. Even if you'd rather just walk a beat, if you're 
a professional Lawman of any stripe, you're stuck carrying at least four 
high-caliber weapons, most of them full-auto types, wearing a Kevlar® vest 
that'll stop 850ft/lbs. per square inch—and often you're still outgunned and 
outflanked. Half the gangs were cybered up to begin with: super speed, super 
reflexes, could see in the dark, carried weapons in their arms...and that was 
before the War and the Fall of the Towers pumped a metric ton of milspec 
cybertech into the Night Markets. The other half of the guys on The Street 
are freelance Corporate mercs who used to have jobs during the War; 
hired to enforce Corp armies disbanded by the New United States' 
goon squads. Now they're the goon squads and you're trying to 
keep them under control too. Used to be the Corporate Cops had 
heavy weapons, full combat armor, Trauma Team backup, AV-4 
assault vehicles, and gyrocopters with miniguns. But the nice, clean 
sectors full of new office buildings and fancy restaurants—where no 
jacked-up psychopunk is going to ever go on a killing spree with an FN-RAL—
are mostly gone. Now you've got mostly burned-out buildings and abandoned 
cars, where every night is a new firefight and another great opportunity for 
a messy death. Or you might draw a Psycho Squad berth and get the job 
of hunting down heavily armed and armored cyborgs who've flipped out. A 
cyberpsycho can walk through machine gun fire and not even feel it, so a lot of 
the Psycho Squad become a bit crazy themselves; they load up with boosted 
reflexes, get some monstrously huge guns, and go hunt the cyborgs solo. But 
you're not that crazy. Yet.

 ▶ Role Ability: bACkuP

The Lawman's Role Ability is Backup. With this ability, Lawmen can call upon 
the help of a group of fellow officers, based on the Lawman's Rank and the 
conditions under which they make the call. This Backup is armed and armored 
based on their Rank (Go to pg. 158 for details).
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FIXER
 "think oF me As A middleman . iF you neeD A teAm oF killeRs, A new CAR, A RARe Antique? 

i'm youR mAn. PAyment? ColD hARD eb AnD mAybe A FAvoR heRe oR theRe. i'm suRe you've 
Got some tAlents some oF my otheR Clients will be inteResteD in. it's All one biG web 

AnD i'm At the Center. Just lAst week i took A RiDe Down to the CombAt Zone to PiCk uP 
A shiPment oF exPlosives thAt'D mAke the nCPD hAve A CoRonARy. tomoRRow, i've Got A 

meetinG At A niGht mARket to sell oFF A tRuCkloAD oF milsPeC hARDwARe to the iRon siGhts. 
i Don't neeD to know whAt they'll Do with them. like i sAiD. i'm Just the middleman .  "

Grease, Fixer

You realized fast that you weren't ever going to get a Corporate job or be tough 
enough to be a Solo. But you always knew you had a knack for figuring out 
what other people wanted, and how to get it for them. For a price, of course. 
Now your deals have moved past the nickel-and-dime stuff into the big time. 

Maybe you move illegal weapons over the border. Or steal and resell medical 
supplies. Perhaps you're a skill broker acting as an agent for high-priced 
Solos and 'Runners, or even hiring a whole Nomad pack to back a client's 
contracts. You buy and sell favors like an old-style Mafia godfather. You 
have connections into all kinds of businesses, deals, and political groups. You 
use your contacts and allies as part of a vast web of intrigue and coercion. 

If there's a hot nightclub in the City, you've bought into it. If there are 
military-class weapons on The Street, you smuggled ‘em in. If there's a 

faction war going down, you're negotiating between sides with an 
eye on the main chance. But you're not entirely in it for the bucks. 

If someone needs to get the heat off, you'll hide them. You get 
people housing when there isn't any, and you bring in food 
when the streets are blockaded. Maybe you do it because 
you know they'll owe you later, but you're not sure. You're 
one part Robin Hood and two parts AI Capone. In the past, 
they would have called you a crime lord. But this is the 

fragmented, nasty, deadly Time of the Red. So now they 
call you a Fixer.

 ▶ Role Ability: oPeRAtoR

The Fixer's Role Ability is Operator. Fixers know how to get things on the 
black market and are adept at navigating the complex social customs of 
The Street, where hundreds of cultures and economic levels collide. Fixers 
maintain vast webs of contacts and clients who they can reach out to source 
goods, favors, or information. Fixers can also source desirable resources 
and make favorable deals (Go to pg. 159 for details).
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NOMAD
 "PeoPle DiDn't useD to Care muCh About us nomADs. my FAmily CAme AnD went 

like the wind AnD PeoPle PAiD About As muCh Attention. hell, most times, iF Folks 
DiD tAke notiCe they tRieD to throw us out. but thinGs ARe different now. 

tuRns out, when soCiety bReAks Down, wAnDeReRs beCome useful . now PeoPle 
PAy us to move theiR CARGo AnD keeP the sCAvs oFF them. suits me Just Fine. 

theRe's nothinG like the freedom oF the oPen RoAD unDeR youR wheels. i've Got 
my bike, i've Got my gun , AnD i've Got my family. thAt's All i'll eveR neeD."  

 Racer rajavi, Aldecaldo Nomad

Years ago, the Corps drove your family off the farm. They rolled in, took over the 
land, and put rent-a-cops all over the place. But that was before the War. You 
were loners, homeless, until you created a Nomad Pack of nearly two-hundred 
members. Back then, your Pack was crammed into a huge, ragtag fleet of 
cars, vans, buses, and RVs roaming the freeways looking for supplies, odd 
jobs, and spare parts in a fragmented world. The Pack was your home—it 
had teachers, Medtechs, leaders, and mechanics—a virtual town on 
wheels in which everyone was related by marriage or kinship. But in 
the Time of the Red, your Nomad Pack has evolved. Your knowledge 
of roadcraft—of how to get between the safezones over the savage 
highways has allowed you to become the masters of getting 
people, supplies, and materials to a world that desperately 
needs them. Your cousins on the open seas have taken over 
the huge container ships and turned them into the Nomad 
convoys keeping civilization running. Your Deltajock fam-
boys keep the supply lines to the Orbital Highriders open. If 
it has to get somewhere and get there safely, Nomads get 
the job done. Your vehicles are well-armored and bristling 
with stolen weapons: miniguns, rocket launchers, and the 
like. Every kid knows how to use a rifle, and everyone 
packs a knife. Like modern-day cowboys, you ride the
hard trail. You've got a gun, a bike, and your Family, and 
that's all you need. You're a Nomad.

 ▶ Role Ability: moto

The Nomad's Role Ability is Moto. Whenever a Nomad increases 
their Rank in Moto, they have the option of adding another stock 
vehicle (with minimum specs) of their Moto Rank or lower to the 
pool of Family vehicles they have permission to use from the 
Family Motorpool or to make an upgrade to one of their 
current vehicles. Thanks to being around vehicles since birth, 
Nomads are also able to drive any type of vehicle with 
tremendous skill (Go to pg. 161 for details).


