Factions
“All they have in common is crime — and saving the world.”

Nine Tiger Dynasty
Feature NPC: Khan Mai-Ling and Khan Tai-Tzu (“MAI-TAI”). 
“Welcome the sky and fear the waves, for the horizon promises strange things indeed.”
The fundamental source of all mysticism in China is the Tao Te Ching (The Way and Its Power), which has spawned thousands of factional belief systems. In the southwestern Chinese borderlands, within a literal fortress of cultural heritage, one such faction prepares a mantle of worldly power for a grand celestial inheritor — or two. 
Ages ago, Guan Gong Palace was reportedly visited by each of the Eight Immortals of Chinese myth, and a millenarian peasant cult formed around the belief that a Ninth Immortal would one day arrive to lead China’s people to ultimate glory. Early in the 20th Century, an egomaniacal warlord with grand aspirations seized control of the cult and manipulated its beliefs to build a vicious criminal army. Zhang Khan rose to power quickly, rooting himself firmly in his territory and taking action before anyone realized the threat he posed. He drove a wedge into the Cold War axis, frequently clashing with both sides of the polar struggle and earning a place for himself as a quiet but effective third super power.
Then, in 1986, the impossible happened: the Ninth Immortal was born, or rather, both of them were. Zhang Khan’s only daughters, Mai Ling and Tai Tzu, came into the world according to every prescribed sign save one — they were twins — but that was remedied easily enough. Recognizing his incredible opportunity, The Khan began preaching a new dogma. He held his daughters up as the true heirs to renewed Chinese glory at the head of an unstoppable army blessed by Heaven itself: the “Nine Tiger Dynasty.”
The Khan’s ruse attracted more and more devoted followers, and within a decade, he stood at the helm of one of the mightiest military powers on the globe. But there was more… Shortly after the twins’ births, the Dynasty’s legions began to exhibit mysterious abilities far beyond rational limits. The most diligent students — those most dedicated to the ritual and the regimen — possessed an uncanny martial “edge.” They ran faster, leapt farther, and hit with more force than recently superior opponents. 
Before long, The Khan’s “spiritual advisors” realized that the Dynasty’s legions were somehow channeling true mystic power — they were in fact “true agents of Heaven.” For good or ill, the twins’ arrival was actually somehow related to the Ninth Immortal prophecy. It’s unfortunate, then, that the girls want nothing to do with their inheritance or what it might mean for China, and the world.
Most young women worry about college, and boys, and leaving home. Then there’s “Mai-Tai,” the twin confluence of an unexpected mystic bloodline, and freelance trigger-girls at large. When anyone in Europe or Asia needs someone or something blown into pieces too small to identify, these two are the answer. Fearless and prone to explosive mischief, Mai-Tai accent their teenage rebellion with an endless stream of hot lead interrupted only long enough to enjoy the occasional C4 sunset. 
Zhang Khan wants to use the girls as figureheads of his villainous empire, and as is their honorable custom, they’re compelled to obey his wishes. He is, after all, their loving father. Privately (though not so quietly), the girls reject their scripted lives, instead opting to indulge in a little fun with daddy’s influence and money. They raid military complexes, steal Top Secret prototype gadgets, and flatten pesky superspies, never forgetting to break it all up with quick pit stops at the nearest rave for a chaser and a round of cage-dancing. 
Fortunately, the girls know how to fend for themselves. Trained from the womb by Grandmaster martial artists, they’re at the peak of their game, and have the sharpest reflexes their trainers have ever seen (that is, when their trainers see them anymore). Their martial edge is growing stronger by the day — far surpassing any possessed by their father’s underlings, despite their lack of ritual practice — and this “combat spark” offers them a decided advantage over opponents more than twice their age. 
Mai-Tai aren’t a force to be reckoned with, but rather avoided at all costs. The girls are rapidly gaining a dangerous reputation across Europe and Asia, and have attracted the attention of several watch groups, including the Shadow Patriots, the Krypt, and Banshee Net. Suspicions run deep that a new behind-the-scenes player may have contracted them, though the investigation is still unresolved. 

How to play The Dynasty
While the Dynasty’s name bespeaks tranquility, its methods are anything but. The most overtly violent of Spycraft’s Agencies, the Dynasty is a powerful combat force, but lags in other espionage arenas. Due to this weakness, the Dynasty seizes the initiative, deploying Agents quickly and in large numbers. It aggressively manipulates the Mission Queue, forcing its enemies into battle on its terms, and uses unmatched combat prowess to quickly eliminate enemy Leaders. This often compels enemies to keep their Leaders far from the field of operations, weakening them through intimidation. In this way, The Dynasty seeks to achieve victory before battle has even been joined.

Banshee Net
Feature NPC: Nathan Sparks (“BEDLAM”). 
 “The information superhighway isn’t anymore. It lost direction a long time ago, and now it’s just a big net trapping big knowledge. It’s the stuff that slips through that we care about. That’s where you find magic…”
Screaming into the 21st Century, this eclectic band of electronic outlaws seeks to topple the “Establishment,” hoping to promote change (because all change is good), abolish government (because all government is bad), and prevent war (because war is a government invention to promote itself and exploit its citizens). They are equal parts radical anarchist and unconventional reason, an organized force for revolutionary change in a jaded, turbulent world. 
“Banshees” are literal ghosts in the System, gone off the global radar years ago with their most public act of political defiance — the theft and full disclosure of several hundred pages of classified intelligence data about governments and people the world over. This event marked every Banshee an outlaw, and sparked irrevocable change across the globe. International relations are strained, economies waver, and sweeping political upsets trap governments in perpetual quagmires, leveling the playing field for new and old powers alike. 
It also prompted draconian anti-hacker laws and the creation of dedicated task forces to hunt down and arrest electronic terrorists anywhere in the world, forcing the Banshees and their allies to withdraw even deeper into their data lairs. But this is just where they prefer to operate, coordinating field teams with a secret parallel of the Internet that samples processing power from literally every machine plugged into the global network. Have you ever noticed how when you format a hard drive, there’s always a small amount of storage space you can’t access? They can.
Banshee Net is quite familiar with the Great Spy Game; some of its most influential members are drawn from the remnants of an abandoned CIA Cold War think tank. Their methods may look different from that of their classic allies and enemies, but the facts and figures, the identities and lies stay the same. Their specialties include detective work, event and biographical profiles, and mass media manipulation (which they jovially refer to as “opinion bombs”). 
Their most unique offering, however, is a process they refer to as “automated genius,” in which hundreds or thousands of them work in concert across the Banshee Net to offer up unexpected but highly useful facts and insights at just the right time. Much of this remarkable intuition is little more than an expanded “designer’s diary” of inside information about recent inventions — after all, the Banshees actually invented many things we take for granted today (and many things most of us never see). 
After their treasonous act of electronic espionage, Banshee Net joined the renegade spy movement known as the Shadow Patriots, with whom they safeguarded the planet for many years. The recent death of the Patriots’ founder, however, shattered its alliance and forced the anarchist hackers back out on their own once again. They now conduct an unrestricted war with a well-funded modern Inquisition, always searching for the means to realize their vision of a free-data utopia without borders, without nations, without strife. 
Banshee Net’s most prominent operative is the sardonic, quick-witted Nathan Sparks (codename: BEDLAM), a veteran of the original CIA program from which his movement grew. Among the most hands-on of his breed, Sparks never shies away from a chance to “stick it to the man” — he was, in fact, the figurehead force behind the Banshees’ dissemination of discreet government secrets. Unwilling to settle for the world in which he was born, Sparks’ every move is a calculated, if caustic, step toward a greater, unseen goal. He complains about the world a lot, but he never talks about the ideal in his head, almost as if he’s afraid that if he describes it, then it won’t come true. 
Or maybe he’s afraid that it will. 

How to play Banshee Net
Banshee Net is the least conventional and predictable of the Spycraft agencies. Where other agencies set out to achieve, the Banshees thwart. Where other agencies take refuge in secrecy, the Banshees expose. Where other agencies seek to advance their own agendas, the Banshees manipulate those agendas to precipitate enemy collapse. Banshee Net is the most defensive agency.
The Banshees possess weak Mission-related skills — Craft being a notable exception — and are hardest pressed to secure a Victory Point win. Similarly, they struggle to defeat enemy agents and leaders in a conventional offensive. 
But these weaknesses conceal the Banshees’ unique ability to finesse the game environment. By collecting substantial intelligence, manipulating economic concerns, and exposing enemy Agents and Leaders, the Banshees can quickly unravel an opponent’s plans, leaving the opponent open to invasive and potentially crippling follow-up actions.

Bloodvine Syndicate
Feature NPC: Emilio Thorne (“The Rose”). 
 “Own the face you wear, or someone else will.”
Creeping across Europe and South America for decades, the Bloodvine Syndicate is a cancer upon society that no one has been able to pin down long enough to cut out. Disguised as the illustrious Marino Crime Consortium, the Syndicate is the real political power in Europe, a ruthless union of faceless men and women with one true name — Emilio Thorne.
The Bloodvine Syndicate was not born, but rather forged by Thorne’s will, each of its leaders and principal lieutenants a mask the consummate grifter once wore himself. Thorne initially created these identities to escape the spotlight when he unexpectedly inherited controlling interest in one of the most powerful crime families in the world; they have since become his army, a vast chain of loyalists, dupes, and fall guys without history, and therefore without weakness. 
These latter day rogues operate according to their own set of bizarrely honorable rules, trading in favors and waging war with artful trickery. They live as their false fronts were born — in the spotlight, striving always to be the best of the best in everything they do. In short, they seek nothing less than ownership of the world in which they live, grand entrance by grand entrance and shady deal by shady deal.
Funded by a seemingly unlimited cache of stolen Nazi gold and blessed with immeasurable charisma and guile, the Bloodvine Syndicate is as close to modern royalty as they come, lording over “The Business” across two continents, and spreading its sickly-sweet influence to new venues by the day. Yet its legitimate enterprises are merely its skin and breath — its muscle is a nasty brand of hostile revisionist takeover. The Syndicate routinely undermines government and private organizations that might pose a threat to its power, coring them out and leaving them hollow neutered shells with no true power. Destruction is never the Syndicate’s goal, lest new opposition rise in the victim’s place. Neither does the Syndicate wish to control the opposition, for that would dilute its strength. No, it is so much more appealing to leave the order of the day intact, but impotent, concerned only with the lowly surface criminals, so the mighty may walk free, unimpeded. 
The Syndicate’s list of victims is long and impressive. INTERPOL long ago lost track of all the important criminals, focusing its attention solely on the few careless killers and low-rent thugs without the Syndicate’s protection. The many bitter skirmishes raging across Europe are just turf wars that no one will ever be allowed to win, or even end, forever preventing any rise to local power outside the Syndicate’s ranks. Maps and currencies are left in flux. Statesmen govern without names. 
The world may not be the Syndicate’s oyster, but it won’t be served up to anyone else, either. 
Beyond the menagerie of lies his creations have become, Emilio Thorne enjoys his newest and favorite guise, that of “The Rose,” international playboy dilettante with a hypnotic personality and undeniable charm. Yet behind the façade, Thorne remains a blank slate, a man without a past (at least, that he discusses). Suspicions range the gamut — that he might be runaway royalty, a well-trained spy, or even a bored stage actor with too much time on his hands.
All that’s known for sure is that the Rose is an unparalleled con artist who’s lived off of counterfeit kindness and manufactured gratitude all his life, and that his hunger for conquest extends well beyond the boardroom and the back alleys. The Rose lives for the hunt, always aiming higher than the next guy, and always taking home the trophy. He’s faster, sharper, and less morally challenged than his competition, and he’s not afraid to use his gifts without compunction. He’s seduced fortunes from grand misers and thawed the hearts of the most coveted ice queens in the world. 
When it comes time for Thorne to hand The Rose identity off, someone will have very big shoes to fill.

How to play Bloodvine Syndicate
Although weak in combat and still a bit naïve about espionage operations, Syndicate Agents are often positioned to seize control of the shadiest depths and most glamorous heights of society. They learned long ago that the best way to defeat society’s rules and to keep their dark secrets hidden was to become society and make the rules.
Syndicate Agents operate best in packs, the abilities of the group far surpassing those of its members. Though initially limited, Syndicate Agents can face down any agency in the game when their numbers rise.
The Syndicate’s underworld connections grant access to the most sought-after Gear on the black market, and reliably compromise enemy Agents during Intrigue Missions.

Shadow Patriots
Feature NPC: Sir Richard Poole. 
 “Betrayal is impossible without trust, and we all know what spies think of trust…”
At the height of the Cold War, within the twisted halls of MI6, handpicked spies were groomed for special service and granted “Majestic” license — to take any measures necessary to keep the Cold World in check, defying international law and even killing when and where needed. The Majestics were knights of the espionage age, silent soldiers without recognition and fallen heroes without graves. 
After the fall of the Soviet Union, things changed. Wars became smaller and more intimate, fought by remote and spied on TV. Old relics were put out to pasture: navies were dismantled, ground force commanders were retired, and superspies — even the Majestics — were politely asked to leave the building, change their names, and start over. 
Very few Majestics went quietly. Most railed against their former commanders, threatening to expose their duplicitous intrigues unless they were reinstated. Others simply strolled across the street and signed up with the opposition. A select few tried to carry the torch on their own, without the support of the Crown. These last few were soon approached by one of their most vicious Cold War enemies, Colonel General Yerik Kolesnikov, who made a remarkable proposal — join forces across borders to form a new agency, free of national and political baggage, patriots to global security alone. 
Thus the Shadow Patriots were born, a union of East and West forged to meet the needs of an increasingly insecure world. Throughout the 1990s, the Patriots diligently pursued this cause, becoming the 11th-hour troubleshooters whenever the world was poised at the edge of destruction. In practice, they operated like a shadow justice, holding court over all within their view, including each other. Yet they were far from detached executioners, serving up murderous espionage from a distance. Most Patriots took great pride in their work, personally attending to matters rather than handing them off. Many were seasoned agents with decades of experience and far too much arrogance to leave a job to someone else, and all of them owned the arenas in which they played: champions of the Great Game, unflappable, undeniable, unstoppable.
The Patriots grew quite famous for their benevolent acts of mayhem, gaining worldwide recognition, some as saints, many as wicked sinners. This might have ultimately proven their downfall, had a lone bullet fired from a hidden roost not decided their fate instead — on March 20, 2001, Colonel General Yerik Kolesnikov was gunned down along the shores of Lake Ilmen, Siberia. This event rocked the Patriots to their core, as all its member factions fell back into their old ways, pointing fingers and casting blame. Within days, the modern organization was gone, splintered and forever scarred. 
The Majestics now try to keep the lamp lit, desperately clinging to the dream against all hope and against all odds. Leading this effort is “the most dangerous man in the world,” Sir Richard Poole, who is also known by a myriad of other names: “the Boogeyman of Broadway,” “the Devil of Whitehall,” and “the Liar of Lambeth.” Veteran of countless campaigns against evil, Poole is a paragon spy without equal, blending military discipline with unorthodox resourcefulness to doggedly outwit opponents on their own terms. Poole knows the deck is always stacked against him and plays his hand anyway, but he always keeps an ace or two up his sleeve, and isn’t afraid to play them when the chips are down. Quite the opposite, n fact — he’s feared and revered as a man without limits. 
A self-imposed loner, Poole has never found love, and even his friendships are in short supply, especially in the days since the Thaw, as his generation falls victim to age, neglect, and worse, suicide. The end of the Cold War stripped away his purpose, thrusting him into a barren, uncharted landscape he doesn’t entirely understand, and can’t bring himself to care for. But save it he will, because that’s what he does. 
And nobody does it better. 

How to play Shadow Patriots
Shadow Patriots are the very definition of superspies. They’re highly skilled, among the most Mission-capable in the Spycraft CCG, but such skilled characters are neither cheap nor plentiful, leaving the agency with scant ability to recruit or buy Gear.
The Patriots’ knack for having just the right skills for practically any Mission makes them a formidable force, even in small numbers. Patriot decks typically start slow and play conservatively early in the game, but once they establish themselves, they can soundly defeat any opponent on any terms.

The Krypt
Feature NPC: Alexandra “Alex Kole” Kolesnikov (“IRON FLOWER”). 
 “History never lies. People do.”
With access to profound scientific and philosophical secrets unknown to the rest of the world, the Krypt is a shadow cell within the Russian government, a cabal of strategists and spies that has guided the State High Command for centuries. Throughout the bitter decades of the Cold War, its operatives easily outdistanced all competition save the most skilled American and British agents — predecessors of the modern Banshee Net and Shadow Patriots. The Krypt elevated covert entry and silent kill techniques to a high art form — whenever the KGB needed to infiltrate any facility, no matter how secure, or quietly eliminate any target, no matter how well protected, the Krypt was its first and only resource. 
The best known of the Krypt’s Cold War offerings was a startling covert hitman codenamed: BEOWULF, who first exploded onto the scene in 1956, cutting a jagged line of grisly death across Europe. Agile, resourceful, and lethal with all forms of weapons — blades being his weapon of choice — BEOWULF racked up over 100 confirmed kills for the State before he was downed by a bullet fired from the foremost licensed gun in the British Empire, Majestic operative Sir Richard Poole.
Unfortunately, even the Krypt couldn’t prevent Russia from Communist collapse, and as the nation crumbled, the organization’s leadership scrambled to keep itself out of view. For the most part, it succeeded, though it had to destroy several of its command shelters and sacrifice far too many of its operatives in the process. The Krypt’s existence came out with Russia’s dirty laundry, but was quickly disavowed by its allies still in office. 
Chief among these burned allies was Colonel General Yerik Kolesnikov (codename: FOUNDER), who struck a deal with Sir Richard Poole in 1992 to form the Shadow Patriots, and later recruited the hacker radicals known as Banshee Net as an intelligence arm. This union lasted until 2001, when an as-yet-unidentified assassin murdered Kolesnikov and delivered his body to the authorities with details of the Shadow Patriots’ past deeds. This act branded the Patriots as terrorists, revoking their right to asylum and trial, and splintered the spy force into its component organizations once more. 
During the last three years, The Krypt has returned to its roots, focusing on fringe scientific development and expanding its stealth action unit, the Cadaver Corps. 
The Cadaver Corps’ foremost superspy is none other than Yerik Kolesnikov’s only daughter, “Alex,” a respected member of the renewed Russian Federation and Lieutenant Captain in the Russian Army — who happens to moonlight as a GRU cleaner and Krypt sneak. Sleek, silent, and deadly, Alex is a traceless specter, sneaking across even the most secure areas and leaving none the wiser. This is her talent. This is her gift. 
In her element, Alex is a whisper without voice, a hushed pause that promotes a sense of fleeting dread in those who draw too close. Only twice has she been spotted during an insertion, and both times the bodies of her observers were never found. For this is her second gift — swift and decisive ruin, the ability to reduce most enemies to quivering, senseless shells without warning, and without mercy.
Alex balances her complicated life with seemingly limitless ambition, a drive born of loyalty to the State in which she was raised, and to her father, whom she idolized as the greatest purity in her life. Her father’s death changed her forever, fracturing her delicate, ideal world and thrusting her into a hazy, dangerous place without borders, without roads. Pouring her grief into her work, she has become twice the force she once aspired to be, suddenly thrust into a whole new league of espionage glory.
Whether she will thrive or even survive here remains to be seen…

How to Play the Krypt
For centuries, the Krypt’s Agents have secreted away resources and manipulated world events — sometimes for profit, sometimes for survival. Their leaders have labored for centuries to preserve their power and pave the way for their rise to ultimate dominance.
Mechanically, the Krypt’s Leaders are the Agency’s focal points. While competent, its Agents are not especially skilled, and so the Agency’s challenges during play are heavily dependent upon the nature of the opposition. Sometimes the Krypt is the aggressor, and other times it’s forced to defend.
The Krypt accumulated an incredible wealth of money and resources during its long history, and its Agents are the best equipped in the game, bar none. This in itself can tip the balance of power, but it is The Krypt’s powerful leaders who provide the Agency’s greatest potential. With few particular strengths or weaknesses among its Agents, The Krypt is a flexible and resilient force of specialists waiting to be exploited by the Agency’s chief characters.
