Bound to:
Donald MacArthur, sire

Weapon: Desert Eagle 5, 30, 3, 7+1

Weapon: Club (strength +2)

Class 3 Armor, Kevlar vest

Yes my dude is wearing a trenchcoat

Allies:

Police chief – I Used to be one of his top narcotics detectives in the 70s, worked under him when he was just the lieutenant of my district.
The other two are other old cop buddies.

Resources:

I live in a studio apartment in a converted factory. One boarded up window in the whole house. I drive some kind of ridiculous sports car that goes really fast and only seats two people. My money comes from my pension from the police department, which is supposedly going to my family but gets channeled into my bank account. Or something like that, does it really matter?

So yeah,

Gear carried:

Desert Eagle

Billy club

Blackjack

Lockpick thingy

CSI kit (powder for dusting prints, zip-lock bags)

Wallet

Equipment owned:
Computer

Feeding grounds:

Nightclubs

Vehicles:

Ridiculous sports car that seats 2

Haven: Studio apartment, converted factory. Huge, one window, steel door.

History:

My guy was a hard boiled cop in the 1970s. A Vietnam Veteran, he didn’t play by the books. He was the force’s number one Narcotics officer, and their most brutal. In 1978, Donald MacArthur, a powerful and influential Brujah, bit my guy as he was coming out of a police force dinner party and appointed him with the duty of hunting down his personal enemies. After two decades of service, MacArthur allowed my guy to step out on his own, but if he should ever need my guy’s service again I’m totally still indebted to him. My guy now considers himself a vigilante, the dark knight of the vampire underground. He focuses on policing the vampire world, but if he should see a mortal getting raped or suffering some other grave injustice he will usually take action. Although his intentions are good, his hard-headedness and love of senseless violence often drive him over the edge, and sometimes his hunches turn out to be false. He has in the past unwittingly hurt innocent people, even before he became a vampire. In 1976 he took down the Villalobos, a powerful Mexican drug cartel. However, their powerful lawyers were able to get the major players in the family acquitted of all charges. My guy has never been able to let this go, so if he were to encounter any of the Villalobos he would surely flip the fuck out.  
Age: 69

Apparent age: 37

Date of Birth: August 16, 1941

RIP: October 13, 1978

Hair: Dark brown, cropped fade
Eyes: Brown

Race: White

Nationality: American

Height: 6’3”

Weight: 215 lbs

Sex: Male

