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Chaos is an arrow and its truest number eiht

Eight the Jign.f that foint the w;y eigﬁt the fatﬁ.f to tread
€

Eight th'immortal avatars each beart mortal yearns to know
Eight the forms of change and power, eighe the number of this verse
The Father is the ﬁrst gf ei‘gﬁt, be who with the Titans swam
Who is each and all and always, to whom we seek ever to return
Who with the Seven calls to us, we bis children trapped beyond
Seven are bis [yu[ Dukes, who command our whims amgfat&

First to hnow the Lure of beauty, the Lm{)’ of the Elies
She who compares, tallies, bides ber ime upon the wall
She who desired for berself one of the gods’ great balls
Who drew herself to power craving ugf before ber eyes
She :?eaﬁ; the ancient truth hnown well among the wise:
Nothing bas true value unfil compared with all
We ber fierce disciples bear ber solemn call
Kuulima levels out our chances and grants to us our rivals’ cries.

Feed and grow

Do nof cease fo {}ge
Observe no limit to indu

?mce
Know that all will submit to be devoured
Never grudye the satiation of the great God Akaan
A Remember He ‘g[ories in His ;[igqguremmt, His birth curse
Honour His primal pledge to consume every beantiful thing in creation

Cover not your mouth, for it dishonours the Lamprey; praise Him with  your feast.

Scorned Vanadra is Hell’s Fury - praise!
Clench your fist and feel ber burn - shout!
Her ﬁre touches each true beart - rade.’
Kindled by the Primal Spurn - il
Goddess beard our enslaved cries - fight!
we are the boundless crimson 6de - end!
No longer chained bencath reptiles - smite!
The mortal crime we won’t abide - die!
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She watches.
Etema@’y, Her black eyes Eknow eternity.
Ancient, timeless, Nukuja stalks the eons, witness to the first awaﬁming and to the final doom
Her knowledge stumbers like an endless ocean
our goﬂexs comprises evezytﬁi from the Locust to the owl
Her mt‘gf;y slumber shakes the worldstone, Her vigif ignies the stars
She inspires the faithful to wait, seck the true sincerity of potience, and attend Her while...
She watches.

Hail to the Prince of Pride, the matchless Morning Star
Lord of all who  yearn to rulte, the one we call Savar
Higﬁest éing among the gocfs Savar once sou‘gﬁt to reign

'I‘E_e)/ cast Him out and so unto the Father’s side be came

Now are there none who dare ;fen_y His majesty and mt;g&‘
The bane of wméfin‘g.f tvewaﬁm, friend to all who sech His [i‘gﬁt

Hail thee, Savar, we who are not wo gf sneer

Guide us to @/ fromim{ land and et them bow to us in fear.

Born of pure desire
The Father for the Mother
Lust tears at Her Veil,
cibaresh seeks to
Recreate that primal spark,
Lord of all [igﬁfning.
His pleasures man

His fulfilment unmatched - and

Transgression sublime.

We march to the beat of the one truest drum
Our god knows the worth of your body and soul
Su‘gufag takes and be never gives up
We come to collect and to fevy bis toll
Collector first sought mortal souls for himself
Feared 6/ the 3043 of the great Realm above
His form can be found on  your coins gofc{ and bronze
His first greatest joy and bis one truest love.

—The Eightfold Testament
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.The Ocean and the Rivers of Power speakable glory for they who know their own
mind. The conjurer who dares to walk such a

The Father is the highest, the purest principle of path is called mad, evil, inhuman, but they do not

this universe. Understanding his essence means hearken to the worthless slurs of the enslaved.
achieving the power to manipulate reality and,

therefore, dominate life. Where human and elven While those Warriors following the Seven
religion is nothing but spiritual weakness and  ggwers of Chaos strive to gain immortality gifted
decay, Father Chaos is the avatar of ultimate di- by approving gods, a conjurer achieves their
vinity from his realm beyond the Veil. power by negotiation and force of will. A true

conjurer is more than a mere mortal, and the
Mastery of the Veil's full power is beyond

daemons are their company. Alone in the

any mortal. To overcome such earthly dark, they commune with the myster-

limits, the conjurer should negotiate ies of the Seven Rivers of Know-

with the higher spheres of the Le- ledge, and their Infinite

gions, the true embodiments servants, who whisper at

of the Father, his seven their ear of the terrible,

names of power: Gods
the foolish call Dark.

wondrous possibilit-
ies behind the Veil.

And within them: a thousand Many are the glorious

over thousand nuances of power, whisperers in the ocean of the

each embodied in a principle, a Father, and many are their forms

smaller deity or supernal called dae- and natures, for they are Legion. The

mon. Each a stream adding to a tributary - mortal struggles to grasp the true meaning
lesser daemons swept ‘up in the flow of the of Infinity, a holy word, and the incautious con-
greater, themselves joined to one of seven mighty jurer may be undone by the Legions’ sheer di-
rivers, and each river merging into the Father's versity and scope. Their shapes are endless, from
unspeakable ocean of power. For a daemon’s free- liquid darkness to creatures of pure sensation,
dom and will is proportional to its power,and each  from incarnations of the deepest mortal desire to
strives eternally to command those below while the worst nightmare, from common beasts to un-
gaining independence from those above. speakable and disgusting masses of rotting flesh

and blood. Each form fascinating and unique,
The conjurer's ambition, strength and willpower troubling and sublime.

are the keys to the forbidden knowledge of the
Veil. Forbidden to the weak, but a source of un-

The Book of the Infinite Legions 10 Daemon Legions




The words I hereby present are the Gospel of the
Seven Names themselves, the instructions to ac-
quire their powers, to conjure their servitors, to
comprehend the Veil and to conquer the Earth.
Beware, for death awaits the weak, and failure
brings madness, self-destruction and unimagin-
able sufferings.

The Ways of Entering and Leaving

There are three ways that a daemon may enter
the Mortal Realm.

The first is the Way of Nature. As the currents of
magic flow around our world, so the Veil thins in
some places over time, and in rare instances, be-
comes so weakened that the waiting Legions can
push through of their own choosing. Hence we
see the sudden ap-
pearance of beasts or
armies, especially in
times of natural tur-
moil, following storms

or wildfires - though the
Mother quickly repairs
her Veil after such events.
Daemons loosed in such a
fashion are freed upon the
world, and a dangerous proposi-
tion for a conjurer seeking aid. Many

are the ignorant who, not knowing that daemons
are sent by the Seven and the Father, have come
to believe them a natural disaster akin to disease
and famine, even supposing they are a scourge or
punishment sent by their own gods.

The second is the way of Summoning. This is the
Way of the conjurer, for a ritual correctly made can
form a channel for a daemon to pass the Veil, to be
set upon its own path until its magical sustenance is
exhausted. Such daemons can be called to bargain
with the conjurer for power or knowledge, or even
bound by the strongest and shackled to their will.

Such dealing is fraught with peril for a mortal mind,
for daemons are fickle and devious, and seek to undo
ambition by its own folly. But a successful negoti-
ation is worth any risk for a determined conjurer.

To summon a daemon of the Legions, from a prince
to the lowest soldier, three elements are crucial.
First, the call of a summoner certain and resolute
of heart. Many are the incantations and ritual prac-
tices used by conjurers to clear their minds and
welcome the Father's servants. The only indis-
pensable component of such practices is the sin-
cerity of will with which the ritual is conducted.
Second, the provision of raw resources with which
a daemon can construct its physical form in the
process of materialisation. Brimstone is the most
common and important element, but others can be
supplied at the summoner's discretion - though
only the purest mater-
ials are likely to affect
the form taken. Third,
and most crucial of all,
a sacrifice should be
performed to grant the
energy necessary for the
daemon to manifest. The
higher the status of the vic-
tim, the more tempting and
gratifying to a potential summon-
ing. Lords and nobles, alchemists and
thaumaturges give access to most powerful spirits
beyond the Veil. But any sacrifice is sufficient for a
simple ritual, provided it is a sentient being cap-
able of true fear, awe and madness. For it is terror
that is the call for a daemon to follow.

Massive sacrifices for the glory of the Legions,.
such as a whole battlefield of corpses, are natur-
ally the highest form of offering, granting the at-
tention of the most powerful princes, heralds and
dukes, along with their retinues. If such an opera-
tion should be conducted where the Veil is already
thin, an entire army could be conjured.

The Book of the Infinite Legions
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Beware, for even a small daemonic battalion with
a greater daemon at its head is an unendurable
ordeal for the unprepared, a jump into perman-
ent madness for some - but a vision of splendour
for the superior conjurer. Whole armies of
trained soldiers have fled at the mere sight of
such a force - and yet larger daemonic incursions
are inherently limited by the quantities of raw
magic they require to sustain their existence
within this realm. For no daemon can endure
here when the magic resources of its environ-
ment are spent. A full army of daemons can rarely
last longer than a few cycles of the sun - but oh,
what it can achieve in such a time!

Finally, the third Way is that of Possession.
Whether summoned or naturally arriv-

ing, a daemon can sometimes

seek - or be compelled - to
enter a body already ex-
isting in our realm, in-
stead of creating its
own. It may be a per-

son or an object, as in

the stories of dae-
monic weapons that
speak to and influence
their bearer. In possession, a

daemon requires much less magic to

continue its existence in the mortal realm, often
residing undetected for years or decades.

These, then, are the three ways of entering. So
too are there three ways of leaving. Either the
daemon depletes its magic, or it is intentionally
exorcised by a conjurer, or its manifested body is
slain by a warrior. In each case, the daemon itself
returns across the Veil against its will, and it can-
not walk again into the material world until it
has recovered enough energy. For incarnation is
as costly to a daemon as it is rewarding. Its phys-
ical form is left within our Realm - the remains
often toxic, and prone to rapid decomposition.

There is a fourth Way to destroy a daemon, and it
is a heinous Way the details of which I will not
disclose in these pages. But there are in this
world certain methods and powers - rare and
poorly understood - capable of ending not just a
daemon's body but its very spirit, so that it is
gone forever and in every Realm.

Chaos Ineffable

We do not know for sure why the forces of the

Dark Gods seek to enter our world, for the inter-

pretation of Chaos is far from unambiguous. Ever

they attempt to follow the will and spread the

word of the Seven Flowers, itself a mysterious

and changeable gospel, and to encourage mortals

in the practice of the Seven Living Vices

that they hold dear. But equally

the Legions often seem to

pursue bloodshed, dis-

cord and destruction

for no clear purpose

- perhaps it amuses

them, or they de-

light in all things

random, fearful and

chaotic. One clear goal

often stated is simply the

destruction of orderly societies,

unacceptable in the eyes of the Father, and the

undermining of social structures and systems of

power wherever they are encountered. Greatest

of these, of course, are the great nations of the

mortal races, against which the Dark Gods are
forever locked in struggle.

—From “The Book of the Infinite Legions’, a
grimoire composed by Georges Sybellicus, BMag,
MDiv (Hons) (Eicht) ‘fons necromanticorum’,
Astrologus, Magus Secundus.

The Book of the Infinite Legions
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'"Twas in the third year of the reign of our liege that
[ set mineself upon the Questing Path. I followed
custom, and sought out a foe of legendary puis-
sance to vanquish in the name of the Lady, the King,
and our beloved realm. The prey I hadst selected
was the Daemon Knight Atmok, champion of a glade
in a far away land where the Veil was thin, who had
laid forth verily a challenge:
duel him, and win the blade of
white gold from upon the
stone. [ laughed at this piti-
able bribe as [ set upon mine
quest; neither wealth nor
mystical trinkets had any
claim upon my soul. [ am a
Knight of Equitaine; slay-
ing the enemies of the’
Lady is its own reward.

The dusky moors and
wild forests © presented :
some scant challenge, but none ;

that could surpass mine skill. Thus I

came to the blasted clearing of Atmok.

The trees were felled clear, cloven by the blade

of the daemon. The ground was black with the
ichorous ruin of many a bold challenger. Death
dwelt in the breeze, and all was silent in the glade

where no beast nor fowl dared tread.

“Daemon,” I cried, spying my foe. “Daemon, thou
art trespassing in these sacred woods! By the
Lady, thou shalt perish!” And with that cry upon
my lips, I charged.

i Jof

14

Mine was the initiative. Mightily I struck, shielding
mine approach with the crest of my forefathers, -
and for moments, I thought the battle o’er swiftly.
But I had not felled my foe; his blade had caught an
angle, deflecting my stroke and leaving my guard
weakened. Ne'ertheless, I was saved; brilliant light
swept from my pendant, and the counter-stroke
endangered my life no longer.

Blow for blow we went, but
e’er | was overmatched and
saved by grace, not ability.
The Daemon Knight pos-
sessed skill most surpass-
ing, and I could not match
him. In one final, desperate
pass | mustered all mine
strength - and the demon
struck the blade from my
hand with a flick of his

v wrist. Grace or not, I knew
_~~ mine life was his to take, my body
~ desecrated with ichor like the chal-

lengers before me. Long moments passed.
Then, af last, he spoke.

“Passable,” said he. “Caravanchian overtones, yet
exhibiting a fine guard. You have some potential.
Study the blade in earnest, and we will duel again.”

This mercy struck me harder than his weapon
ever could. My quest was but a game to this veils-
pawn, my life a prize he did not desire. Upon my
knees, I crawled away in shame.

Daemon Legions



Other foes did I dispatch, but ne’er did I forget
the Daemon Knight. A full cycle of seasons
passed, and I could stand it no longer. I returned
to the glade to face my vanquisher, hardened by
battle and sharpened by will. No longer would I
rely on the Lady’s grace, trusting rather to my
own valour and sturdy shield. I fought as fiercely
[ could, yet once again Atmok was the victor. Once
again [ was let loose into the world.

Defeat I refused to know, and I redoubled mine
training, and redoubled it again. [ learnt the ham-
mer from the Dwarves and the rapier from prel-
ates of Reva. I swore I would let no trick of
weaponcraft escape me, that ne’er again would
my skill fail me. That none would be my better.

To the dread forest I returned for the third time,
confident once more, rebuilt from the defeat I had
suffered in body and soul. Forgetting the oath I
had already taken, I swore a new pact upon my
sword: [ would know victory for myself and none
other. The battle that rang out that day was testa-
ment to my training, a day of swordcraft and skill
worthy of the tongue of the greatest minstrel.

[ struck his blade from his hand. [ pushed him
back. I bellowed: “Thou art beaten, fiend! I
am the better man!”

Atmok laughed, and too late I recalled
this was no man.

“Thou dost laugh?” [ inquired, in
sudden hesitation.

“I have won. Won you away
from your weak goddess,
and forged you into a worthy

Knight of Pride. Look at

your blade, apprentice.”

And even as he disarmed me with his dagger, I
saw he was right. For the white gold sigil upon
the sword spoke my heart’s truth: that nothing
mattered save my own prowess - and no mortal
could instruct me better.

And the light of the Morning Star filled mine heart.

—From ‘The Lay of Sir Ectomor’

Daemon Legions



Omen of Savar

e Jourval of Leovora Dimitrio
Ao, collected, extructs, (tor 3lst, 962 AS.

The days are getting [ongen ( feel wy work (s a«cmasm?[y fidile. TO/day ( arrived too late again. [ found éw@es
Sybd[éws dead. in Wis loborutory Wis intestines spdkd over carfl halk ma/i(mys. My weeks of {mc/cing sy
dealmgs around. the mﬂaye of Hosen have come to vothing. (f (o kwowm it was Sybdliaxs who was rzspomséb[e, (
weuldd, have redeubled. wiy efforts. Miceli wanted. him for questioning wore than anyore.

(Mﬂaftewpffam[laftmdefadsoftmmmm

The cottuge recked. of SW ( Fullad the o across iy vose and
woth i it wade [itte diffrence. Due to the wony locks and. bolts
on the deor; | was forced to pry open e iron bars over a wWindow,

entering with the Orb of Al-Sabar held. ready in cast its powers o
willification were Wd. But the house was enpty andl QM hut
for the draught areated. by my ngress.

(nside was a cave of arcane wonders. Alchewiical appartis ittered. the mbletaps, some still gemfly /icmémg or
hxbbll)/g over pr'Mk Hlawes. Farchwents inked. in Sybelléw,s's imperious hand. were strewn wustily like hay. A swall
homuwadus qibbered. in o cage, using a huvan skull as a Ferch. The body itself - or wost of i = [ found. in a
cellor dug into e Sonnstabl loa, thick with the swoke o quttered adles. The wals, floor and. cei[&«y were
decorated, with weetilous runes of the Dark Gods. He still cltched a gigontic cak=bound. tome With Wis one
revaivivg hovel in te F/ace where Wi quts had. been. (¢ was soaked with blood but [ took & anyway = wuch of
it can still be read, avd [ will endeavour to transcribe what [ can in these poges.

Ve whs vo time to inestigate further [ ws only ust bebind. whuterer Vs becn unleashed. The celar deors
tat led up into the ganien had. been hacked to plects, add [ followed. the trail of dewmstation up into the
auside world, strungely quiet, where some huge, bndish creature had. clearly escaped. and stormed. into a nearby
pse. ( folbowed its path for abaut a wile before [ reached. a dark and. isolated t&wzple. A cude image d the
Goddess of Humamiy was etched. into the stone above the deor; which stood open, swimg(yg in the evening air

1
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Darkvess had. already fallen as [ pushed inside, a bright st of mwml&j;ht Pmdmﬁng a high window andl wsting
Judows aurvss the altar: The place was lovg abandoned, uivevs. Weeds grew between the stones. Everything was
still, silent. [ woticed one l?lawt on the walls was smwldmhy, 9[0w1)49 with the embers of dagwonfire beside the
ashy Fn'm‘ d somefmtg‘s claws. [ Peered doserr A shadow shifted. ever so s@hfly.

( lea;)t forwarts and. downnards, ml[(mg bebind. the wbsid altor as a huge, siaus am <lashed. at wee from the
hadowss. A roar echoed. all aroud. Without pousing, [ activated the wiviaturised Fis‘éols wnder my sleeyes and. fired
two shots into the thing that was charging wre. (t splc't my ears with wother bellow — this ove caused by the. pain
from the abramelin ol with which ( wated my auition. As it staggered tack nto the beam of mwnliyht, [
quspec. (¢ was half crimson and. doven—heofed, at least seven feet tall. My wtind. wos immediately filled. with
wiewories of avother vight, [0147 o, andl a similar aiopa/itm spied. through oleander blossoms.

This beast was wot the same. The red streaks in its black hide were the 9[0W of helfire, which couldd be glimpsm

inside when it gpened its wouth. (¢ was tall and lordly but vot as heasily sscled. as the wivion of Vavadra that
slew my wother: Still, it had. wore than sufficient power to lay low a battalion of Lwy?m'al infantry. ( realised. that
( hadd surprised. i were it wie — or else. [ would, vot have survived. even s lovg as { hod. [ regaived. iy senses
and. imediately kvew what st be dovee.

Your wajesty” [ begon, drawtng vty silver huvtivg dagger while rummaging in iy cloak with wy other havd. tis
wost unlike the ambassadors of Sanr to attack ot of darkness. Avd quite unvecessary in this wse, [ assure you. (
submit Mf[(myly to yaur superior station. Hattery weuld. be my 0mly recourse for sz‘a[ling this weature, o hgher
daewion of Fride. [ romembered. dark, whispered lessons of the naweless fear they calledt an Owen. ( Placed e
short swont on the altar; holding up may ewply hond. to onfirm my worts.

(¢ craved. its bng body forward, susfmws[y, the tll spi/tzs of its dianmond. crown 9[(141.‘049 in the woons Wsﬂy radiance
Creel,' it breathed, avdl. its wice wos the quiet power of the furvace.

[ wwy?léed, lowering a ke to the hanl stove, rewembering yow [ had belt at o differont altar; [wl? o0, when [
sWore mys&[f to—

The /\’apers of the Vell," it cried. [n horrer; [ realised the /vemdanf with my orders emblem had. fallen loose from
my cloak os [ lowered, my head = and e beast had. seen it. [ Luged. into wy deep Pocket where [ kept the Orb,
it the daewion of Fride was much faster: The breath was kvocked. from wy &mgs as it kicked we onto my back and.
lp[aced a hge heof on my chest with a weight like an awil. [ was pinved. The Orb had. rolled. {zmz‘alésafgly out of
reach, wder the rim of the altar: Th/am#'ul& my enemty hadk ot noticed. .

Yo are e lowest wretches of s sorry Realom,” stated. the creatir, loking ot wre uwder s foot with e disgust
and, radsion of the wost suf?em&ws @m‘m duke. You seek to hinder the umgc‘apf)able wmight of Sanr< (¢ s
laughab[e. Wy and wwpletdy Fafhettc.“

D S 2
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Then kil wie, worm!" [ bied 4o shot But ( could ba/e[y breathe, and, my wice was [t wore than g Whisper:

There will e athers! We il lzep this world free of your {4 vo watter e wst!"

Yo dare~'

BN B i b S i

You think ycuk S0 wighty hut youre noz‘h(hy wore than a il pA//thy wiings from flies. Soull vever krow be
worth, fiond!" :

What<)" A o o white flume streaked. from its waw g # sceamed. at wy insults. "l wear oy sin as a
i L) b
 you ting cetin! (¢ reached, donn and hauded. we up with pne hand. around. wy weck, ol s lun=hlack
P, you ting 4z Ly iy
face inches from wine, its hot stanch waking e - (t drew back it other am, brandishing its claws ¢ wigke
Sle i

feot on s st e i vot ot et as | et s ot oy { g beon bl to size ry o, 0
dagger from where [ g Placed. i on the altyr »

» USHng sensation ~ ot of aiy et o rm/c‘iy itself ( eperienced. once wore the
sicfzn(my fce&'ny o the wiverse bending, sﬁa‘my as, n an instwrt, all the wiagic in the vidnity was sucked, inty
e contruption. The busst, on the otper s of the altar; howded, cen were wrgently. (ts bmbs comudeen, and it

awvss the \Vell, [ saws 4 chdﬁ'ny alm SWeep aurvss its face. )444714;1‘ arvegance was restored, and, for the briefest of
flastes, [ sans e wachivations of @ walolont wing begin to fowss upon wee. The werest curge of a swile touched
s lps, freezing my oo, even as i e, ity Hackess,

%aldy Wolbled, back uty it reyu/ar shape, and. the worlt was alm once wore. | realised. ( hc;d been haﬂmy my

breath. Were it wot for e kee/oers' artefact and. e dloent J swiprise, there is wo doubt | wodll, fuge been Just
aother casua[zy i te etorval war against darkwess.

Omen of Savar

Rare_f}/ the most obscene or m}&marixﬁ creatures in a daemon host, the Et;gﬁeg
ensissaries of Pride are a[wys the most co[c[_[y t‘em_')sli@. T@l command suc
@ sense of superiotify am[_,ﬁ'o}y Jom: ion that most mortals cannot Eet% but

studying the grimout g cower it their presence.| ;ﬁ‘ﬁeir cc‘;imn‘g is said to berald ternible m%‘mlb,”
i / Gl 2N uperstition devived from the carnage they leave in dheir
Sypellicus corpse Ao e 2 : a[tgmgg this may. gefa j#éﬁ‘.(m Ve from Wg ' X = .
o yfwms Yt seem to writhe . pulsate wake, 1 form, an can);i{; is tall, reqal amé 5um¢motd; its fem. powe
andl. the sec ble passages on sUUps of unauestionable. Oﬁ‘ﬁh if s g ‘hm‘ gf ape q:zmaﬁs 2 ‘g%:mf M’g& [0"3
it on i 7 S M ; imperious crown. They are
s et descriving the daewons he tails and almost /[wgy{,q s. re:emfﬁ:g .5 tperious 0!{;[ _Zm :
Hadkoret. po s oar—ordusinstc e Trough o o ? do ot pay full atin
et tarest in the £oi shing Eerms in any :
fthy interest in pumisoing /,,W_
im0 betrays an wnbea 7 .
W'Wﬁmich of ythe inforwtion seews Very N
su&]eaf, m thS yotes here

wseful, andl [ will include some a
ab!fﬁ with the other extracts e

wy wider investigations.

m w[laﬂMQ in




August 33rd

The sacrifice today mewled especially pitifully. I
hurried the ritual, cutting the jugular with my
golden knife. The room filled with a familiar vor-
tex of magic, as the brimstone and other ele-
ments | provided were accepted up into my
new-summoned creation, a Glory of Savar. Awe-
some and majestic. His great aura filled the room
and I fell to my knees in thanks. Then he was
gone - away into the city. [ pray he noticed me.

- O 4
August 34th

Yesterday’s summoning was a serpent from the
waist down. The one before had hooves and mighty
wings. The only common element in each Glory is
its blazing crown. [ have seen how they struggle to
impose their authority on each other when they
come together. Last month I was present when
Savar’s Omen came to us and compelled his lesser
brethren to attack the temple. They had wanted to
burn the barley crop instead, but their hands were
forced by will alone. This is true leadership.

—o:-\)_m—o-
Serember 5th

Tonight I hunted successfully for fresh stock. I

caught one alone in a faeces-smeared alley near the

cattle market. She didn’t have time to scream before

[ had her. The other I found unconscious behind a

tavern. This city is so rotten that depraved wretches
fall like spoiled fruit from an overladen tree.

Blazing Glory

Serember 29th

[ had to kill three of the livestock in the cellar. I
have no more scraps to keep them alive while I
wait for the brimstone that was promised several
weeks ago.

=4 C % D

Tandemar 11th

Glories attacked the palace yesterday. I read it in
the Gazette. I wish I could have seen it as they fell
upon the guards. The paper claimed that they
failed to reach the inner chambers, but I know
the truth. Now the sheep of this city will learn to
fear the dutiful servants of Savar.

C ¥ e

Tandemar 17th

[ fear to leave the house. The agents of the state
are everywhere. Eyes always watching. I no
longer trust my suppliers. [ wish I could meet
with Brother Richemont just one more time, but
his instructions were clear.

(% e

Tandemar 35th

This city’s degeneracy is a stench I cannot escape.
[ loathe it. So-called citizens who claim to love
Sonnstahl spend their days inebriated and rutting
in their own filth. Have they no dignity? No Pride?

Daemon Legions



November 1st

[ thought I saw men in dark uniforms following
me down Copper Street. | turned into an alley
and ran until I was sure they were gone. Hours
have passed, and yet my heart still pounds.

A

November 24th

Sacrifice tonight unsuccessful. Still not enough
brimstone. I yearn to gaze upon a Glory once
again. My failure is agonising.

U SN AT
Ullos 6th

They are coming. They have found this house. I
think I can see them through the curtains. They
have taken Brother Huygen, I am sure of it. They
do not show themselves to my eyes, but I can feel
their gaze upon me.

E VN 7221 -
Ullos 10th

This room is dark all day. At night I venture into
dirty streets, caged by soot-stained brick, wan

lamps reflecting muddy puddles. The smell “alone'

makes me retch. All of it - it all needs to b
yet still they come for me. '

Brutes tagre to do batele,
Large, imfeﬁouj‘s‘a

mm:onu?ﬁonf at ve e

the Datk Gods a[;ﬁe

Ullos 25th

Oh Savar, my love for you burns like the flames of
the Realm Beyond! Thank you, thank you for
sending Brother Richemont to me before the end.
His promise that [ made you proud echoes in my
heart for eternity. Accept me into your glorious
presence but for a moment, I beg - unworthy as [
am. By the edge of this golden knife, I give myself
finally to you!

—Parchments found on a corpse
in an Aschau hovel

t’mffe fess powetful

G s " 2 iiais )
0, ved 01 oS
versions f tﬁg : eralds ascend; 23;

[emﬁ%
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or several months [ journeyed through
F Equitaine, which led me one evening to sojourn
within the safety of a village. It was quaint, and even
now I stand by that first impression, although I re-
call a strange figure bustling away as [ arrived, bent
and hooded by a black cowl. Thinking little of it, I
rented aroom, and enjoyed the firstfeather
mattress I had felt in weeks.

On the morn, [ ventured out -
my prize was the quiescis
fola, whose petals are
said to be a remedy
against the shakes. Out-
side, I was met with an
odd marking on the
temple of the Lady, like a
crudely rendered mural. A
with
dispersed

long, curved line

jagged
along its border like teeth. I dis-

triangles

missed the event as mere vandalism -
bored youths trapped in their tiny village.

I returned hours later with botanical samples to
test. In my absence, a nobleman from Guénac had
stopped with his retinue for the evening. He
threw a feast for the town - no doubt a show of
his own wealth and prestige. I joined in the celeb-
ration. Ale flowed freely, and the townspeople
likely enjoyed one of the heartiest meals of their
lives. I admit, with some embarrassment, that
sobriety fled far from my mind that night.

P — o —4

[ slumbered into the late afternoon of the fol-
lowing day, skull pounding like a drum. The noble
was making preparations to leave. [ planned to

~.amend my hangover with breakfast, though I no-

ticed that the townsfolk were slaughtering live-
stock nearby. The image surprised me for a
moment, as the cattle were surely vital to

their

. already being prepared, their

prosperity. Meats were

savory smell reaching for-
ward and pulling me to
join by the nostrils.

It is difficult to describe

the hungerTfelt. [t was as

if a beast lay within,

gnawing at my soul to eat,

eat, eat! I ate. So did the

townsfolk. When the food at

the tables grew thin, the cry

went up for more, and further

slaughter followed. Within hours, not a

single animal was left alive - not even the horses.

Hounds were loosed to find rats, and then the dogs
themselves were consumed.

As the feast continued, the ale flowing like a tor-
rent while food ran low, tension began to rise.
One fellow shoved me to the floor, demanding
that, as an outsider, I contribute my own share. I
hurried away, but I felt his anger myself. Why was
the food gone? The elders should be providing; I
wanted to eat, needed to feed.

Gluttony
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Fights were broken up, and as the ale stopped
flowing the folk dispersed to their homes, no
doubt intent on raiding their own larders. I no-
ticed some desperate fellows gorging themselves
on horsefeed as I retreated to my room.

On entering, I realised my mistake. The sample!
Its petals were dry and brown. The plant had
died exceptionally quickly, but there was nothing
to blame but my own negligence. In addition, I
realised sleeping would be difficult, what with
the frequent shouting I heard from surrounding
homesteads. Gathering my tools, I left eagerly un-
der cover of night.

My goal was to collect another sample, test it
quickly, and get on my way. My quest was com-
pleted before noon, as [ knew now where to
look.

Returning, I felt the stench before reaching
the first house of the village. I could see the
bodies, which didn't shock me so much.
But the smell. Like spoiled seafood mixed
with faeces. It was thick, almost a fog.
After clearing out the contents of my
stomach on the road, I inspected a body
closer. It was rotten, as if it had been
there for weeks. How had de-
composition taken hold so
quickly? Now that I was
closer, I could see the other
townsfolk - crouching, bent
figures consuming their pu-
trid companions, a devilish
light in their eyes and a
ruby stain on their lips.

[ rushed to grab my pos-
sessions, and left immedi-
ately. [ passed the temple
mural on my way out,
seeping with fetid liquid,

Gluttony

like puss from a wound, staining the walls of a
once-holy sanctum. Walls that appeared to pulse
- less stone now than flesh.

It has been three days since I escaped that place.
Still I sense its aroma of suffocating decay. The
thought of food disgusts me. Every meal conjures
the scene so vividly that I can’t help but fear [ am
there again. [ struggle to eat at all. May the saints
preserve me.

—Found on the body of Professor André Russicci,
having starved to death in his quarters at the
University of San Pietro
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Somnsthl, | fownd. tather Micel; deep n Nis weditations. The Wlamasfery was wusua[/y guid, with wost of my brothers
ad. sisters of the Order aither anRy on missions or ensconced. in privte é‘amm?, The grey stone doisters seewed. wore

drmrythane//zn

When tather f'm[é, saw we, [ saw it his Proyers had. dove [t to soothe his uwnease. | L’mm&diafe/y began by %Dobyésa/ry
for my failure 1o secure the testimony we had seught from Sybellicus. He waved, we o with a disinterested, g,

1 dautt there is much we could heve learved. from @ wind, g5 far gove as that ol waniac," he said. T ych tme with the
meraury mpours, | suspect. “

Mcrfua//y Wis grimaire is provivg wost usefd~" ( started,

i werry about at. | need. your attation on a new wiissign,”

Of curse, tather'

Soure wot 909 to like it. Wee bean egeged. by the Fatrician of Zalps."

[ flnched ot the wame, and,  ft wy face darken, 1t [ dignt speak

( bvow your fam’/y was in conflict with="
7%76}/ ae not my fam@ " said, éud/y "l am pkdycd b the Kez/?ers of the Vel [ will go Whafeuzrawy (s WA
[ couli see #he Pl in His eyes, and stared, rcsaéa‘e/y at the wall bebind, i,

( worry abadt you, you know, hie said, acgl},csﬂufy Wi assock. All the time. But i yow are sure you want this /ab, You should,
ride at once. The Babrician is in a state o some agttation. (¢ appears a daewon killed. bis son.'

lndeed? Avd. be wishes we b s/ay the veast< The Orb of Al-Saar wil tike wany days ¢ recharge, so [ will eed, o
know what wiwer o~

No, he wats you to find, the person whe unleashed, it He wats o Wzsz‘gaz‘on"

D ST el N [N
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[ did not want  be alone with my dreawis, sp [ rody ﬂnuyh the n'ghzﬁ [ was y/azi the dartuess blinded we a [andszgoc
Whose famﬁ'ﬂn’iy may have been to oy U ty bear By e time the sun rose, [ wps amfmh/o the qates a Zalos, 4 ady o tm j
thousand, souls Daspde [Lblhy nearby as a child, ( fiad, yeyer been here before,

Miss Dimitriow,” came 4 mpid/y approachivg wice. Thak you for oting. [ am the Batricins persoval attondant gyl seuretury ‘
Cassia Sarki. (ot we ke you o i, tfym are. readly. (ts...i is an fromgysy  hae you.'

[ nodded. The wom seemed. Gimid and, some gt awestuck. Hop /oafumed heir wiade e self~constious a my own unl'éwyzf
locks, andt. { &pi my comd ragsed, \Wp pessed. down bm/o orriders ang up grond staircases in sifonce, (4 4 far off 180, sovieene
was P/ayiny te durichord,

e

The Btrician WS in His sons hembe; where the body hy lite 4 W auvss the fine arpet, covered, by a white sheet, touslog,
by wind that cae z‘hrwyh a /wye ole in the wafl The vwan bag Wis face buried, i Ns hands, it by looked, up as we entere,
then stood, gt Dowed,

The Orter of 11 kee/;ers (s sworm ézgp e world.in alace," e satch stiffly abwost ymWﬁhy With emotion, [ beg you, he{p J
. e right the sulss of Justice. [ bued, son. He stepped. towards e s 4 tear rolled. down pis cheek and his wioly bedy shook.
He hissed, fis final Wonds, ba/e/y le control Vis ics 1 wust bave Jic murderer”

[ heli, tis gz He turved, angd lft the room
withad avother wond, | loked. 45 Sprty

@Zryﬂmy is as yew fownd, ##2"
lndeed.”

Then ( stuall be/o[n at once.”

[ went szfz‘/y to the body dmwzh/a ok the S Ll
bedsheet t ryeal 4 o raled and aw/npéd form with deep qashes aumss the chest { beut 4 tspect the wowds, wihich showed,
(e signs of béed[yg it were y/m‘esgug& suppurativg. ( suiffed,

Thats the strange Ying 7}75}/ all abwdoned, theiy Posts. We 't fing, any ove of thew,"

;@a//y.?“ ( rased. an &yebrons and, then pointed. The crontype ame in fhrm/ah the deor, which wiegns i# was unleashed. within the
lace. Howe every oo scarched. Detain everyone wih was g, e bulding yestorday ayepive, I they bavent...sbwtone their posts."
17 ey i Y yestervay evening 24 i

Ys sir: Uy, wiaam,” said 4 secrztary meeéél. What will you do<”

I a daewion hunter: (g 909 1o hunt the dasyon"
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( advnced, 1o the far wall of the reom, where wind. was coming through e gaplng Vole that had. been swshed. stroight

§
thrwyh the stone and. wiortar: Traces of dark green it (ay splattered around. the carpet and furviture. [ had. a 9wd idea what ?
[ was in for; and. [ didnt like it With a /eaio [ followed the esit Path, sp[ang into the woat beyond. { waded onto the ‘
further bank and. set af through the troes. The Falace was on the edge of the dty walls, and. beyond. the wieat was snwply ;
cowntryside. Seon [ found. wiat [ was Ml’ny for a grovary. 2._
T agerseers and.farwbands swarwed,around. e Shattered, barn e avts. [ ceuld. see at a glavee. that the foor stored. within ¥
Which way? [ shaded at someone nearby. ?

i
Over there, e replied. 'But there aint much to see.’
[ ran to the P[ace indicated, a walled orchardl. [t was a sorry sigt. Most of the trees had. been fm‘al& consumed, leauiny }

[t wore than slonder trunks where once great ushels of oranges, olles andl [wfy greenery Jadl been. What was left wos
covered. in great, qoopy hucketfils o the green substance. [ had. seen in the Fn’mcés chamber.:

ot

"Vou wiissed, the show!” cackled. a woice at wry o An ol weman was habbla«y up to e

"You saw S [ asked.

Lol 3 R

"Yu}?,“ she grinned. “Huge, like @ wiama bear, it wos. Great big arms ke shovels, and the rest of & was just a wadh By
sZLmy Vole with lots of teeth. Wauddnt stop eativg, eating everything. Took oll the grain = yeafs werth! Tock the ol orchard,
been here since wy gmmdmatha"s time. Took Charlie, too, when he tried to stop & Just picked. om up wnd put hom in it

wauth, swushed. hm up = speas shieli. avl. all. Nothing left to hury the big idiot." §
Tats a lot of slome,” [ commented, with a gesture. & imagine ¢ was quite e désplay ;
That's n’ghi,“ she said, with strange 9[5&. "/Q/pt getting bigger; stronger. finally the bugger just purst! Never seen anyone do that ‘

beﬁpre...“

The om[y creatures that do are the wost FoWerful daewons of Glettony. The Avrasic used. to combat them by putting slaves
in their j)afh to be sacrificed. wntil its own appetite destroyed. it ( dread to Hink who would unleash such a wonster: At least
vow [ kvow what heppered to the Falaw quards. :

The crone and. [ stared. at the scene
of demstation.

Daewens is bod, busivess, she said, finally. Maw ef A£Mn

First and om[y one lve ever seen in all way "These monsters come £o the mo al mfr;ifivi > '

years. Sumna. preserve us. Whot is s ol giant, mindless brutes a great fleshy mass ftemffl R <715 They are

world. wming to7 arms. Some seem [ike fears o : ki ”R“”f‘iﬂgﬁort begs and 5u‘ge
ﬂmoqﬁﬁous §Lobs of eelatine that co o sy ;M‘g yHwors, oy -‘imf_[y

[ looked. at her on_[y feature Comm 4 - ” g ncfs / :5? force of htger. The

"Damned. if | bnows [ said. g e i J“f’"’j mﬁce.

T e *@-W’Mm‘@%
o R - e TN B A A :
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here is a tavern in Santa Genoveva where the

barman wears tinted lenses to hide his eyes. On
slow nights, if they tip well, he is known to amuse
patrons with small feats of magic. The tavern is
sought out for its tolerance, attracting every sort of
customer - mercenary soldiers, religious pilgrims,
seekers of fortune and knowledge. You'll find ogres
and dwarves in there, and even the goblin-like du-
ende, a native species that usually keeps to itself.

The only people the barman will not serve are
those suspected of affiliation with the Dark Gods.
One night after a late-running town carnival (an
almost daily occurrence in Destria), | was at the
bar when an unremarkable couple ordered drinks.
The barman, who calls himself Librén, was about
to turn to the casks when he noticed small inked
symbols under the newcomers’ wrists. I saw his
jovial expression turn to stone, and I thought there
was a spark behind his dark glasses. He had them
both dragged from the bar and taken straight to
the authorities, where they admitted under ques-
tioning to working for a cult of Akaan.

It was months later that the tavern was attacked
by daemons. Corpulent, revolting insects the size
of a man, flesh rotting from their fat bodies, hov-
ering impossibly on tiny wings that filled the air
with a deafening hum. The place was well-atten-
ded that night, and many of the patrons were
armed. A terrible fight ensued, with the creatures
proving as lethal as they were hideous. Each one
that was felled by a sword or club released
streaks of black ichor over the unfortunate war-
rior who felled it, burning their flesh with a smell

"D-r.rl"'l'v"v""'ll"”"'l' ”v""""'!H"'"'vn.v'r'!'r"-r.
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that made me retch as I hid under a table.

Suddenly even this meagre shield was wrenched
away and one of the hellish flies was upon me,
stinger-first. | was certain of my doom, but at
that moment Librén himself leapt out, covering
my body with his own. [ saw him remove his dark
glasses, and a great bolt of searing fire seemed to
speed from his very face, incinerating the on-
coming daemon so completely that not even a
drop of its poisonous innards touched the floor.

His eyes were smoking as he replaced the bifocals.
He dragged me to a back room and bolted the
door. My mouth was agape. He fetched a pouch of
purple-black powder and inhaled a thimbleful
through his nose.

Soon, troops arrived to despatch the last of the
daemonic incursion. None but I had seen Librén’s
own daemonic powers.

“This body is not my own,” he confessed, breath-
ing hard. He went on to explain that he was a be-
ing from the realm of the Dark Gods, who had
possessed this man as a vessel many years
earlier when he was summoned in a confronta-
tion much like the one we had just survived. I was
stunned by this revelation.

He said he was in hiding - but not from people. In
the Immortal Realm, where his formless mind
had been exposed to the great mass of daemon-
kind, there was free will only according to his
own strength.

Bloat Flies
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The greater daemons could compel their weaker
brethren to do their bidding, and there was no
way to resist. In the Mortal Realm, Librén found
escape. The publican of Santa Genoveva was so
pleased with the independence he discovered
away from the Legions that he determined never
to go back. This is a very unusual decision for a
daemon to say the least, but for him freedom was
more intoxicating than any of the beverages he
served. He had even been able to source charged
darkstone, which for years he had ground up and
consumed to make sure he never exhausted the
magic he needed to remain in this body:.

As | prepared to make my shaken way home, I
turned to the man who was not a man.

“I'm astonished,” was all I could think to say.

He smirked.

“Do you think I'm the only one in this Realm?”

—Memoirs of Pablo de la Rue, daemonologist

..



hite dust covered my skin and coated my service. Did you hear of the tentacled fiends un-

lungs as the trudge continued into the leashed east of Avras? That was me!”
isolation of the Barren Mountains. Yet for all the
weight of the iron chains binding me to my fellow “We know who you are,” said the warband’s
prisoners, I knew it was lighter than the stone I leader, dispassionately. “Follow.”

would haul in the mines.

My journey continued into the mountains. My
The prisoner in front of me stumbled, and shackles were broken, but I did not know if [
the line was forced to pause. Imme- was free. | was certainly no less

diately, the slavemasters were weary.' Finally, we came to a

upon us. The foreman ~ dark entrance carved into

raised his whip to punish the rock of a narrow
the offender’s weak- canyon. There was an
ness, but the stroke overpowering smell of
never came down. In- camphor, and I felt my
stead, our captor body sink into a deep,
gasped, and fell dead lightless pool.
with an axe in his
back. A large dark

shape stood over him,

When 1 woke,‘I was
alone under a grove of

-

and more were coming cedar trees on rich soil. The
through the raised whi/te'/ dust was gone from my body
dust. Men and women in huge and I felt fresh and invigorated.

armour: Warriors of the Dark Gods.

“Abomination,” came a voice like needles. I

The other prisoners trembled in fear, but I was  blinked as I saw Mother Safak from the convent
elated. A true Warrior never Kills a slave - they’re step out from the trees. “You have succumbed to
more likely to set her free. My joy only grew when the sins of the flesh,” she continued, “and the
I saw the sign of Cibaresh etched on their chest-  Goddess will cleanse you with holy fire from the
plates. inside out.”

“You have come for me,” I said, after they had I turned and there beside me was a man. His blue
slain the remaining guards. “We are allies under  eyes gleamed from a face of radiant beauty, and I
the Tempter, greatest of the Seven. I have not ran my fingers over a naked torso ridged with
taken your pledge, but I have spent years in his muscles like taught steel.
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[ looked into those eyes for long minutes. I kept
looking as I spoke again to the glaring figure of
Mother Safak.

“You must have followed me here after banishing
me to a life of slavery. And still you seek to judge
me. [ do not remember being with this magnifi-
cent man - all [ know is that I desire him with
every atom of my body.”

I rolled over to straddle him. I felt the Mother Su-
perior’s eyes in my back as he took me. It made
the pleasure burn with joyous rebellion.

[ looked down, and forced myself to see the real-
ity I already knew to be true. This was no man,
no Mother Safak, and there was no grove of
cedars. The vision faded, and I was in a
room of exotic drapes and rich incense.
The thing beneath me was a daemon of
purple skin and yellow cat’s eyes. [ smiled,
and it purred back.

“You passed the test, mortal. Pleasure with no
shame. Cibaresh welcomes you here.”

The creature showed me the many delights of
this haven beneath the mountains. There frol-
icked people of every different race and species,
alongside a small number of visitors from the Im-
mortal Realm. Those who were not in the throes
of rapture seemed content, and peaceful.

“I can stay here? This place is real?” [ asked, feel-
ing tears come to my eyes.

“All we ask is that you spend a few months each
year in the world outside, so that you can bring
others to know the Tempter’s joy. After that, this
place is very real. It is yours to do with as you wish.”

So that is why [ am here among you. To spread
the good news of the Lord of Lust.

Q)

We no longer have to fear the judgement of the
gods. There is no reason to submit to a world that
demands we reject our truest desires. We need
not live entire lives without pleasure. All it takes
is the courage to seize that which you want, and
return the embrace of Cibaresh.

—Report to the Inquisition of words spoken by the
so-called Devil Woman of Tyrolia
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Courtesan of Cibaresh

ltar 35th

[ feel sick with eshoustion. My wind. is spent from resisting the tenplations of dartvess, yet [ feel wm/od/ed b
recont. these weweries before they fode. [ have a swall room ot the Dama‘my Stallion in Civissiva, a prospereus
dty of verthern Glauca, and Zalos primary econowic ril

[ came here on information suﬁ?[éed to wme by Cassia Sarki, the Fatricians attendant, who brwyhf word, that
o serving women ot the Falace had. been FL'V”"“Y bromistone for dark: rituals, and. had confossed, under
questioning o be/mythg to a certain Onder of the fgdszmz/.

The waber of dazmon-sywpm%swg alts in \Vetin bas beon growdng these lost years, and. this was ove ( did not
recoguise. [ consulted, with wiesbers ad my own sect, who pointed we towardls Civissiva. [ antered, the by under
dartoness, and. it was ot hard o follow the signs. Civissina is wnder the thumb da brudt, the werciless Doye
Girolawo, wiose s patrel the streets, enforce curfons and extort /}uia}o/emm'y tues from an overburleved.
Fopxlaﬁom There are whispers ad papular reolt, Yaugh the Dege hus Qudkd oll eforts so far Yot still People il of
0 serel udie Yut is preparing o stie from within the very heart of the dy. My athers have turved. 1o the
Dart Gods for aid, as the weak aﬁn/aysda when they have vo other recaurse to strength

In @ certin toerm, { fuwd o tusement Gttt e to @ frgation N ;’ K
wtacomb. A dart and, ﬁmbad[my doorway was warked, by a reugh
é’fmg/e on the lintel. ( hefted. a torch and, prssed. through
/mmedmfc[y [ felt my skin /on'aé//; with a struge fover: 5014451%@
7/eamed for an instant in the corver a iy vision and. [ ahsﬁmfwdy
ducked. and fired, wy Wnsi-ﬂsto[ into the dartvess. [ heard. te shot
whistle anty into nothing. ( spun agatin, drawdng my sword, as (
yliwy?sed a shape f[my auvss the tofchl[yht at L'm/%ssib[e speed. |
thaught there was the sound. of inuvian /auyhfe/f wore like a
snécém’ny insect.

"Whos there!” came o ay in the dartvess. Hurriedly ( etinguished fii
my flawe and. ducked. into an aleove. Cultists were approaching down the

corridor: Wey used. their own torches to search the shadows, it failed. to find wmy hiding p/ace, Just as (
thought ( had. eimded. thew, all the bairs on my arwis and. weck stood, up again with vaweless fear: There was
something alowgside wie in the dartness.

(S .o
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Al of o sudden [ was hoisted of my feet by a PoWa’ﬂc( claw and. fﬂmy down before wy pursuers [ decided: not
b resist when [ saw the brude that had exposed. we. A wll, unearth[y prince of Cibaresh, its face an ewotionless
wask, its borrfically ebmgated limbs endivg in 7[5amimg lemyths of what leoked. like steel, shaped. like strange claws.

(¢ was a Courtesaw, and. the wltists were servig it. [ was deomed. Th/ey aived, wie and ook we to the large
caver they employed. as a buse of operations. All around. were the dying victims of whatever deproved. debuuchery
tis "Onter o the Egudatmzf " sacted. [ was taken to ther leader; a white=robed. womon o ﬁfty SLers
whst eyes SWam with gelden wercury.

‘r\ ¥
"Did you like my wmpamwn.?” she begon. Her wice %
% ‘t’ . 4

was oddly hollow. “Beaudif, isnt hed Avd he seems e ’@f\ £
to like these wtacombs. S

“( loathe all beings from the Lathers realm, and all who
consort wWith them in the Mother‘s,” ( spaf. "o serve
devils who seek omly the destuction of aur worll. ’

Lol Yo are so sure of your reality that you fail to se
what is before you. [ serve vove hut the 9nzat
Ez/q?tef himself. :

Boalisation dawned. " You... ya)re 2 daewon of Lust, arnt
you? Vou have taken this womans bodly. Sou have
violated. her uay-"

“Calm wasa(f, wortal,” said the thing that vsed e
womans wosth. ”My borrowing of this form is consensual. The vessel welcomed we Bssession of a human body
permits us to stay much lovger in the Mortal el

[ 7mu/{eat “Vou sent assassins to the Blace of Zalos. Th’ey unleashed. o Maw of Akaon. V\/hy,?"

“Zalps.. said the arature, thwyhﬁ”u[ly‘ “No, [ dont believe we hove any F[ans there. Why weultl we care about
aother ity when this one (s s0 1pe for rebellion?

“(t does not watter [ said. “You canviot be tusted. { will free mysdfamd expost. o Sour it will ve purged, and.
Civissiva will be swed from your ol

Courtesan of Cibaresh
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by contsion. ¢ was oy gy ey were ot being ot 1t g for: The daeson urcelf stopped. to adise the
nirses on wiatters of wiedication,

“The browédye o the lwmerts/ Rl is wnifoll,” e Commented. (1 another amber [ sqs oot being arwed,
and. trained, ”7%75}/ ame to us for ad, and we responded. \We are /orepwwy his aty to }%hz‘ aatnst it Ppressors. :

o, et et e i, btore my s Yo ek the sy, o s Reabon! s i belp thes
People wnless it ity your enl scheyes!”

seek the destructipn offh'sv%aﬁ/n, Mme/e/yan end to s onter: \Wherayer there s power; We@hr_‘ & Wherer ther
stucturzd é‘uﬁqy, We widenmive it W worship the ety of chovge and, wphean!. Tt s why we come here, gyl why
we il hﬁﬁ? these Peo/?/e RO that which, shackles thewy,”

My own sbackss were rmoved. and | wye
pemiitted. t retypy back z‘hmtyh the
atcombs. At the door ¢, the autside
werld ( glanced, back peol of
Crihloht stuod. the Courtrgy, |

Shvered. ot 4 spmdf}; Unsectoig

borror: (¢ stured, pyl With miany

sets of &es.

Toworrow ( return 4 Zab;. [
wn coninced. that those [ et
z‘aday have vot Consplred, in the
murder of the Plince, bt
somehows | feel tat th storm
oting to Cigissing yst be

it Courtesan of Cibaresh
s bestial,, often andr ;, these merciless denizens

2

9 in bodies and
/1 Grong of batele with tall, thin bo
of the Lust God's barem. “i e B i jii o and 6o lags and mostly
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Aegis and Blade was the first of many mercenary
companies | was to work for in those heady

days of my youth. The company itself had just re-
turned from a contract for the Republic of Santa
Marika, and was recruiting heavily for its next cam-
paign. It was there that I signed on. I chose it in part
for its fame, and in part because of the great di-
versity of temperaments and peoples in its ranks. I
was determined to test myself in whatever situ-
ations fortune would offer me, and among
whichever peoples. Only then would [ become the
man who would be worthy of sweet Amelie’s favour.

This next campaign, it transpired, had been
called in haste by the Protostratikon of Myra, to
deal with the rebellion of a regional Kommis.
Normally, this would have been handled without
difficulty by the local forces, but according to sur-
vivors, the Kommis had made a pact with the
Dark Powers. Myra's standing forces in the region
were insufficient to the threat. Several settle-
ments had been razed, and their peoples

scattered by the time our ships landed.

When we met the enemy in the field, I was sta-
tioned with the reserve, set to aid whichever part
of the line showed weakness.

This a standard stratagem of the Iron Crowns,
and sensible commanders everywhere. Our line
was ready and the men grim as we awaited the
clarion, but it was never to sound.

A small force of the enemy had flanked our line
entirely, moving faster than any company of
horse. I say this as one who has seen the speed of
elven knights first hand. These terrors of hellish
tooth and claw tore into our ranks, their weapons
alive, turning and cutting in ways no mortal blade
could move. They would tease our troops out of
position and proceed to cut them from every
angle. To these assailants, it was all a blissful
dance, flawlessly choreographed. The daemons
writhed from partner to partner with flair and a
practiced gait. Veterans of a score of battles, as
tested as the steel in their hands, fell to these liv-
ing nightmares. Wounded, yet living; the dae-
mons wished to savour our downfall. They stayed
their hands from Kkilling if they could instead
cripple. But worse still was the way they laughed
throughout, like a courtesan’s giggle, arousing
and infuriating. Some dragged our fellows,
noosed by neck and limb, to the rear ranks where
their struggles ceased, and their bodies became a
red ruin.

How could I win out, when men such as these
had failed and fallen?
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Their skill at arms unique. Their speed unmatch-
able. Any defence was futile against them - and in
that, I found my salvation. I screamed and threw
myself into the fray, surrendering thoughts of
parry or dodge, simply swinging my halberd
wildly. If [ missed the foe, so be it, but [ would not
chase. I would not let myself be goaded or tricked.
And my screams would banish the laughter and
their whispers from the corners of my reason, in-

sistent and unwelcome.

This too would not have been enough but for the
Captain’s personal cavalry arriving to relieve us.
Our regiment exhausted, and our standard lost,
we were left in disgrace. I looked as though I had
been dragged naked through a nettle bush. Worse
than this, in the days that followed, I could not
keep my mind from returning to images of those
dreadful sirens and their impossible grace. For
many months, at the sound of every laugh, my
blood ran cold in memory of them.

—Captain Andrea Barbiano,
‘The Tools of the Trade’, 948 A.S.



! alau: We Highborn don’t admit it, but it is my

belief that we are corrupted by the Seven
more frequently than the traitors of the West, than
our primitive woodland cousins, and even than
the lesser species. The Arandai, when we fall, fall
most often into the arms of Savar. It seems
that Pride is our greatest vice. And yet I
believe the true guiding star of our
people is not Savar, but Kuulima.
The Fly. Ever-watching. Com-
paring. Judging its own
worth by that of others.

Cudaleg: I did not ask for a his-

tory lesson, nor a lecture in

darkest heresy. Come to the point, //
/

Doctor. /

/
/

Dalau: Of course. I merely wish' my ac-
tions be understood. I was sent te.these

knew my skills would place his own career
prospects in jeopardy. [ was supposed to serve
out the next century or so monitoring the health

of humans and elves here in Sagarika. I did not
mind. [ have spent my time engaged in a fascinat-
ing study of disease. Humans here are among the
most blighted by sickness of any in the world. But
they do not blame their overcrowded cities nor
their lack of sanitation and medical supplies.
They blame the Dark Gods. According to their
folklore, every sickness is sent by a daemon. This
is nonsense, of course, but it is known that some
daemons do carry diseases or even spread them
intentionally. I wanted to see how far the Dark

Gods really could be held responsible for' the
poor health of this sub-continent.

[ found little supernatural involvement until I began
investigating one of the most extraordinary hu-
man diseases, which they call leprosy. This
degenerative plague was not contagious

to elves, though we have shunned its
sufferers. | believe [ am the first
and only Highborn to have
entered a leper colony.
There I found the diseased
humans openly worshipping
Kuulima, safe in the knowledge
that no one would come to stop
\‘\them, and indeed I found evidence

th\at daemons dwelt among them. It

is orﬁy natural for the afflicted to envy
the pro\‘s\perity of others. The Lady of
Flie{s,teaa'{es us that cultivating this feel-

Cudaleg: I repeat, we do not need to hear
your apostasy. That your mind has been cor-
rupted is clear, but tell us, if leprosy cannot be

| contracted by elves, how has it infected you?

Dalau: Do you like it? I find the effect fascinating.
My features sprouting new growths or wasting
away altogether. The patterns: random, exquisitely
entropic. Did you know that I no longer feel pain?
Nothing can hurt me - not steel or poison or fire.
Just one of the Goddess’ beautiful gifts. Her
creatures devised a way for the disease to be

passed to me, where Nature itself had found none.
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Cudaleg: Why would you allow this?
Dalau: It's simple. | was jealous.
Cudaleg: Jealous of what? Of whom?

Dalau: Of the beauty of others. My colleagues and
companions were always fairer than I. More grace-
ful, attractive and lovely. I even envied some of the
more nubile humans, their fine skin and long hair.

Cudaleg: All this, because you were not content
with your own beauty?

Dalau: [ am not ashamed of my desires.

Cudaleg: But if it was beauty you craved, why
blight yourself with this horrific disease?

Dalau: Oh my dear friend. The disease is not for me.
[ was already too ugly - there was no hope for me.
No, the disease is for you. I offer it gladly, that every
elf in this fortress may know Kuulima'’s caress. Once
the Fly has touched you, you will lose that which I
envied, and I will be at peace. That is her primary
command: if [ cannot have it, no one can.

Cudaleg: This is preposterous! You mean to in-
fect us with leprosy?

Dalau: The strain I carry is contagious to all of
elvenkind. It will spread quickly. Soon all of you
will become truly hideous.

Cudaleg: The monstrous pleasure you take in
your own madness is fooling no one, Doctor. You
were arrested at the first sign of disease. You
have been quarantined behind thick glass, and
when this trial is concluded, you will be executed
and your body burned to ash.

Dalau: And neither does your arrogant air hide
your fear, false Judge. [ welcome my own fate, for I
am grotesque. Simply know this. Leprosy is incub-

ated in the body for many years before symptoms
begin to show. I have been doing Kuulima’s bid-
ding much longer than you realise. Hiding among
you, working and dining with you, sharing your
food, your water. Frequently touching you. Most of
you are already long infected - I see in your face
you know I speak the truth, oh yes. It will not be
long now before you see the signs. And when they
come, be sure to thank our Lady of Flies!

—Transcript of interrogation, Her Majesty’s
Court at Acsagrec
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The Circle of Kuulima was a panoply of icono- No great daemons these. Their image constantly

graphy and imagery. | witnessed representa- altered, reflecting a lack of will. They chattered
tions of relics from Vetian religions of our own times, and bared teeth in our direction, an animosity
alongside artefacts of pantheons long dead and bur- clear to behold. But their attention was on my
ied. Banners and statues of all nations adorned ar- guide - at no point did they adopt his armoured
chitecture spanning dozens of cultures. It gave an visage, and their eyes never left him as they
impression of a museum in Sonnstahl, containing snarled. A sneer curled his lips as he stared down
items from myriad civilisations, or else a wealthy those creatures blocking his path, as though he
merchant’s home, bedecked more for spec- would simply stomp them into the

tacle than any sense of elegance. ground should they fail to part.

The way ahead crossed a gilded In a wave from the back of the

bridge, surrounded by plinths crowd, the fluctuating fig-
displaying helms of all ures suddenly fixed, tiny
shapes, each sundered by a soldiers of humanoid
blow which would have laid form, with skin of shim-
the wearer low, be they elf, mering silver. Then, like
man, dwarf, orc or any other fish before a predator, they
creature. Beneath this glitter- scattered in all directions,
ing span a river flowed, the li- disappearing from view. In
quid within bright green, verdant their place stood a being of dis-
and sickly. Yet no true water ever concerting appearance. A gilded
bubbled and hissed as that brook did. breastplate of Destrian design was

coupled with a gleaming Qassari shield,

As our feet reached the start of the arch we were resplendent with heraldry of Kuulima. A helm like
confronted by a horde of chittering daemons, that of a highborn elf was topped with a plume of
clambering out from under the bridge and array- white hair draping down to an engraved gorget.
ing across its span, blocking our path and

snarling. Each moment their form shimmered The daemon itself appeared almost human, yet
and changed, as they adopted aspects of my ap- no human ever possessed such proportions, save
pearance: the robes | had donned that morning, in a sculptor’s nightmares. Its head appeared
the bronze pomander gifted to me by the Sage overly large, features exaggerated, with eyes that
Werdin, the sturdy boots [ purchased on the ad- burned like torches and a sharp-toothed smile ex-
vice of a cavalry officer years past. tending far wider than should have been possible.
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Its skin was a bright argent, rippling with strange
muscles and seeming to meld into its armour. Even
the weapon it bore, a Sonnstahler greatsword of al-
most absurd scale, seemed an extension of itself.
All these incongruous elements should have looked
ridiculous, the strangest of chimeric creatures, but
[ was left with the sense of an imperious presence.

None of the hesitance of the lesser entities was vis-
ible here; this daemon was assured and unflinch-
ing. It stood upon the bridge with complete
self-possession, sword held indifferently propped
on the ground. Only the intensity of those eyes
gave the lie to its idle stance. I felt utterly immater-
ial to this impasse, as my companion bristled un-
der that scrutiny. Moments dragged out, the air
seemed to crackle with intensity, and both parties
subtly flexed limbs and hefted arms.

The moment was broken as, almost simultan-
eously, each gave the smallest of nods, and spoke
over one another.

“Betrayer.”
“Deceiver.”

As though that was all that needed to be said, the
Deceiver stepped from the bridge, and stood at
ease, the way ahead clear. Passing close at hand, |
took in more detail, observing the panoply of ad-
ornments covering that bizarre form. Grasping
hands crossed with sigils and crests - with the
dominant motif of a daemonic fly. In silence we
crossed, and travelled the Circle for some time
before I dared disturb the hush.

“You serve the same master as the denizens of this
plane, unless I miss my mark. Yet there was no
love lost between the guardians of the bridge and
yourself. Are daemons not the allies of Warriors?”

Moments passed in contemplation before the an-
swer was given, during which time we passed a
series of buildings. Each aspect of every structure
seemed to reflect a different style of architecture,
a cacophony of conflict which seemed ready to
crumble any moment.

“You ask questions without simple answers, though
it is right you should comprehend. You know of the
value placed upon personal freedom by those who
choose the Dark Gods. It is well known and why the
Warriors will always find fertile ground among the
oppressed and exploited. Among daemons, it
seems autonomy is an accomplishment of the
powerful, or perhaps a reward for the favoured.

“On the other hand, Warriors expect and earn that
freedom from the very moment they swear, from
their first steps on the Paths, while some daemons
will never know its sweet taste. Meanwhile, dae-
mons already possess that for which Warriors
strive: immortality and a place close to the gods.
You might imagine those contrasts can rankle.”

The Betrayer considered for a long moment be-
fore continuing:

Kuulima's Deceiver
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“Yet I serve the same master as that Deceiver. There
is a commonality to our natures, and we may find
ourselves parties to the same causes in the Mortal
Realm. [ even respect its prowess. I know that if we
were to battle, it would find the best of my nature
and turn it against me. The better [ am, the better it
becomes. Such a being is worthy of recognition.”

We continued in a contemplative silence, finally
coming to behold one of the strangest sights I
would witness in my time here. It took long mo-
ments to process what I saw: oddly bifurcated
forms gradually resolving into the shapes of
people, split down the middle as though
sundered by some wicked axe.

These were no corpses left for carrion - eyes
blinked at me from each half of the bodies, and
lips moved, seeming to form my name. I stepped
closer, all the while trying to ignore the viscera of
that terrible wound. A croaking whisper greeted
my ear, bubbling through welling blood.

Kuulima’s Deceiver

“Beware... Those who would sow division in life...
here find their sins visited upon them... Would
that I had never..thought to breed discord
between brothers... Forsake me now...but forget
not...we live the Hell we make..”

Shuddering, I left the unfortunate soul behind
me, but renewed my scrutiny of the Betrayer,
wondering what had brought him to swear his
soul to Kuulima. By our journey’s conclusion, I
would know more of my enigmatic guide.

—“Part V - Deceiver Détente, Unity and Division”
from Circling the Abyss by Nazario Calegari
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When [ arrived. back at the court of Zalos, Frince Damiien was in wiid~tirade. The son of the Fatrician and younger
brother of Nikos, the muunder victim, Dawtien (s a Vot=blooded, noblewian, kwown for Wis tewper. His father listened.
from Wis weoden throne w4th o resignation that was clearly habitual, while te son pacedt back and. forth.

& vaugh of ths ivaction! " he roared. “We have been attacked. by aother /(047d0m/ mey have struck us in our very
howe! We wust respond. with il strowgth of arms father, let we lead. our army to Civissiva. We will aush the
Dege and. the rebellion he has perwitted to fostar within bis walls, and we will esact vegeance on whichever
bastand. megml thought they could, strike at the House of Zalos!

The Batrician considered, bim for a few woments. Without z‘ak(my Wis eyes

2 e \f) / ‘».
) e Efﬁ Ae . o Wis son, he responded;
/2«*:":"‘*” B Ww

a“:: s “And. what do the ke&pers of the Vel have to say about the
charges leveled. at our bng—féme al/y?“

(¢ was several woments before [ realiseo. he was addressing wee.

r ( stepped forward, and lowered. my heod.
e
__x@: “[ can find vo comnection between the aime ommiitted. here and
e 4 m T (*“ ]
o % the rebels of Civissiva. [ do ot believe they are your enemy.

There was a series of qusps around. the room. All eyes swivelled, back to Frince Damien.

“What?!" he bellowed, face cimson with ﬁuy “This is what you get from a aumbl{hy onder Yt bmy 20 lost
ay real power to serve of protect us. We have i on geod. authoridy Yt villains from the Onter of the @u&/avfem[
infiltrated. the Fa[ace. We all know they came from Civissina. Aud. vow this so~called. &yem‘ of the Vel devies a

connection!

“ was vot perwiitted a chance to question these villains myse/f, i if they do belomy to the Onler; they were vot
sent by Civissina. :

Yo dm-"

“Quict! ravg out the wice of the Fatrician, who seewed. to have recovered. a (ittle from Wis all-consuming 9n'ef.
The court will adjourn. Clearly we must seek further information before we junp o any rash acts of war:

Mageblight Gremlins 44
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"o~ Dawtien Wos dzar[y incensed, but he wonaged 4o restrain himself, fakMg o deep breath and spea/ctl«y again
in o somewhat wore weasured. fashion. “father The Keepers of the Veil have clearly fuled. to capture or een
ddemtrfy my rothers wurtlerer Yo would, never deny Nikos wiat he asked. = why did you teat him so muh
better thon="

He was interrupted. by series of loud. poppivg counds, like Truandavese firecrackers.

“lut dowm! ( yelled, diving at the Pince and knocking him to the grownd. His rage turved o termor when he
saw what hao just wiissed Wis head. A dozen tiny rotund grem(ins, wo wore. than a feot or two in height,
—oomied ot of thin i, ricocheting arond. the room and. acamulativg together in e cntre of the floor: Cackling
il/l/l/’?%h[y they awarweed. towards the throne, brandlishing sharp daws and. teeth. At first ( fhwght they aimed
o the Tatrician, i fact they were headed to e figure ot s side the ossistt, Cassia Sarki, who shrieked

1s she tried. to bat them away with her papers.

( drew way huting dagger and, charged e hellish aritters, f&;«my ot their s and slices as [ hacked. them
a’owt, one by one, Pu[[(mg them off my Vair and. anms where they 9Lbbered wnd howded. Seon [ was assisted in

the ﬁyht by Dawiien, who f&my Vimself between Sarti and. the daewions ande aWkWardfy <ashed. at them with

2 swortl, that was wuch teo lomg avdl heavy for the task. We would, have been in considerable dovger were i not
for the fact that the creatures attontions were vot foused. on the Frinee or myse[f

“Misions of /(Wliwm,“ ( saidt, when they wee all slain at last. ”7#75)/ appear suddenly auwss the Ve, needing
very (ittle wiagic to waterialise, seeking to atch ther prey s,

Those Fresemt st Mdz—ey&d
looks at each other:

Mﬂgefft;gﬁt Gremlins

somehow em[mﬁn;‘g '_ & thei s fish M;ﬂf’?’?m‘ﬁ'ﬁ borns, but also

r
i wicked gti
pursuit of death, They are notable for dei '[ of L tefté and fg[egfu[
magic ’ infm.(é;(yjm ef £oin Lo "' i ‘.‘"‘. !rv mﬁin
SpadeNG Lor SN 4 e tal in
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J esh had his nose in a mug when the traveller “Come on Marv, | paid my tab yesterday!” a regu-

walked in. The man eased into a nearby seat, lar was complaining.
flicking water droplets across the bench as he
waved to the barkeep. “If you don’t got the coin, you don’t get no beer,”
growled Marv, darkly.
“Working up to a storm,” muttered the stranger to
Jesh. He passed the keep a gold coin, marked by Jesh turned back to the newcomer with an apolo-
an ornate gate on one side. Marv, the barman, getic shrug, and noticed the ring on the latter’s
eyed it closely before returning a beer. finger. A simple wooden band with a polished

iron head, probably worthless but

Jesh turned to face the man. clearly ancient. A signet ring

There was a tiredness in his was a strange sight in a place
eyes, like a weathering of like this. Important folks
the mind, despite his usually ate elsewhere.
jovial air. He sipped his
beer, before cringing. They sat for afew mo-
ments, a silence hanging
“You serving me betweenthem.
water, keep?”

“l used to live near

The barman scowled, taking the mug and re- the northern coast,” the traveller started, sensing
filling it from a fresh casket. The man suckled the the need for an explanation. “I had the good for-
new pint, unfazed by the attempted con. tune to inherit a wealthy estate.”

“Good day, friend?” ]eéh asked. It wasn’t often Jesh raised his eyebrows. Now he was eyeing the

that the bar got visitors, and rarer still that Jesh man’s stained cloak and ragged gear. The
was in a mood to talk. stranger shifted in his seat.

The man hummed in agreement. “Aye, and better “I don’t fully understand how I got here either. I
now. Feel like a weight's off my shoulders.” keep turning it over - and it comes back to the

trader. Bigwig that used to do business with my

Jesh turned at the shouting to his left. father, very rich man, once upon a time.
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About a year back he turns up at our manor look-
ing just like I do now. In rags.”

Without turning his head away, Jesh raised his
hand for an ale, sensing his was empty. *The keep
held out his hand. Only then did Jesh turn - Marv
never made him pay before the end of the night.
But he was too invested in the newcomer’s story
to argue. He paid, and bid the man continue.

“The merchant gave me a coin - just one - in ex-
change for a night’s stay. A simple request. But
that coin... It sounds foolish, but somehow it
called to me. I hardly noticed as the trader left the
next morning, though now I think back, he
seemed so happy and free, glad to be gone.”

The man sighed deeply at this point, and a tremor
entered his voice.

“From that point on, I became... Someone else.”
Jesh saw the stranger’s knuckles turn white. “The
fear gripped me - the fear of losing anything. The
estates were mine, and nothing was going to take
them from me. I grew ruthless, and my business
prospered. I would sit long nights counting great
stacks of gold. And the people starved because I
would let nothing leave my coffers. But I did not

care.”

The man took a slow, sickly swig of ale, his eyes
shut grimly.

“I pushed up prices, cheated my partners. It was
only right they should pay a premium, I thought.*]
needed the gold more than they did. It wasn’t long
before there was no one left to trade with. The fi-
nal straw came when..” His voice trembled.
“When I disinherited my son. The mere thought of
anyone taking what was rightfully mine, even
after my death, it made me sick. I lost everything,
as quickly as I had gained it. They rose up against
me, but in my madness...I struck down my son.”

The man hid his eyes, and Jesh knew better than
to prod any further. Eventually, the traveller
raised his head and sculled the last of his beer,
standing as he did so. He straightened his coat,
moving to leave.

“What happened to the coin?” Jesh asked. The
man stood, framed in the doorway against the
hissing rain.

“I just paid for that drink with it,” he confessed.
“I'm flat broke.”

They both looked at the barman in the shadows
among the barrels, face like stone, eying his cus-
tomers suspiciously, while his fingers worked
counting coin faster than I'd ever seen. The
stranger gave one last sigh of relief, and shut the
door behind him.

—From ‘True Tales from My Time in Sonnstahl’
by Hilaire Cellob
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Miser of Sugulag

ltar 36th (cont)

We wtll ride to war!” doctorert, 41 Fatcian, booming theugh the comidors,

"An excellent dedsio;l, father cried, Prince Dawiien, striding dtter Wi, " will load o amy & a great
uicz‘ory./ (¢ is about time yow showed. the sawve faith in we as yeu aﬁ/vays had, in dear depm‘ed Nikos."

[ burried. ¢o ['54/7 up. ”My lord, you wust reconsider: Just this woriing, you were urging caution in this-

»

“The time for caution ended. when the villains of Civissiva sont wore daewions inty iy howe! Once we
take the by we will reot thews ot once and for all!”

"l do net think anyone in Civissing is responsile for these attacks,” ( said ‘I believe it is 4 set=up. [n
fact, ( do ot think Your son was killed, by a daewon at ol -

What?!" crie Dantien and. the Btricin swdiameazs& /i'na[/y stopping in their tracks. We had Just
emeged into the barracks and muhthy grounds, where mps were. formed, up readly for m?ecfwn. (
considered. the twe epectnt faces turved. we.

“1¢ was a daewon o 6£dfomy Yt rapaged. z‘hrbuyh your pa/acc and landls at the time of Frince Nikos
death. And yet we found, his body with vothing bt a few slashes auss the chest Such a daewion weuld,
wever leare its victim unconsmed, ~ 44 Juards and. peasants it claimed. wmvished completely. ¢ is tue
the body had. traces of hromtium, W Hat is easy enough to find. and. p/anf for anyone with a prssing
/éno‘w{edge of daevon—tind, My lord, ( believe e daewen was a cover: Your son was assassivatel, by a
wortal agent. .

There was o pavse. as father and. son both boilss, with rage. H’na//y the Batrician splittered. his response.
I Civissiva bas st assassins against wee, that is all the wore rason for war!”

He would, vot liston o further entrentis. [ wis dismissed. fromr service.

D S e D
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Acrver st

[ breathed deeply of the warm swvwer ar when [ returved. 1o the mll(mg hills of Oenolyws Menastery so familiar \
dfter all these years, and. 0 the very damiber where [ bad. first been set upon s frustrated. wission. |

“( have fadled you once agac’m," ( said, bowing my Jead. " ( have failed the Onder: After a/eryth)/xg you Ve dove for

wie. Grovt we ponance, o that ( wmay atone.

“Come here, o, said father Micels. [ thought e would, bave wee bneel, bt instead. e ambraced wee. | was
swpn'seot at the warmith and comort o Ws btg arwis around, we, bethy mys&lf for the hopckgs wave of 9mt£tud£
andd, hild-like {mmgwlbfy they brought. He heldl wy eulders and. looked we in te eye.

“When we fowmd you, daewions had. taken euzrythll/ty from you. [n your lomg years d traiving, [ have watched as you
turned. ywrself into a fearless warrior who couldl ﬁyhf back. You work vow to preserve the integriy of our werld,
it [ fear we fwgaf to teach you to preserve something wore iportut still: the little 70”[. What wlee is the ability
to slay daevons if you have st the invecence they strie 1o take from ym? The time for perance. is over These
were rituals to woke the 70‘[ o wowon. Now you must find a way to ke the wowan o whole person again
Only you. walk that poth Tell e again e outh you took.

"

[ stred ot him, ad. fought o keep vy wice steady.

“lama /(apef o the Vel," [ said, so[ewmly. “lama quardian of Mother Coswos. [ keep her defonses so that
the father way vot innde her sanctidy. ( will have vo ged, vo vder bt she. [ wall resist is incursions wherever
they are foud. for the eterval. purdy of the Mortal Reabm, ( Jull vot st

“Such nohle smﬁmm‘s,“ he sighed. “But (ve always felt the oath doesnt leave. enough space for sﬂwg)[e oy Faridy avd
sanctity are all very well, bt fhejrz vot wuch good if ya,ﬁre iiserable the whele time, are they P

[ codlint hdp it swille at Wis humble wisdom. ( s[epf da]?[y that wight in w1y old cell, bt [ was awoken before
dawin by the sound. of suramss.

{ joined. seweral acolytes runmivg dowin the corrider and. into the woin courtyant. Shivering in the colil ight air; we
tried 1o work eut what was Wrong. The space Wos teo /aﬂ]e for our torches to wake any differance to the suﬁ‘ocaf(ng
darkmess. :

Suddmly wother sceam broke the vight, andl. there wes a 7reaf aushing sound from the inner chambers. Rah(ng

towarts the huililing, we sar/ part of the roof w[la?se, and. then a. portion of the stars vished as something huge
reared. up from the wreckage. There was an awfill sbx}m?, suckivg sound, tarvidle stench of decay v & wooning

that sheok the earth.

O i
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“tts a Miger!" cted someone. “The Collectsy i«

N e
“hther!” | gosped. ( ran at the best,
o //- which was already Veatng itself tomars
us = aug, anay from Micelis quarters. (s
£ stupendous halk b, hean Poisoned by
te obsessive greed. inty something pestilent,
1%
% i 2 co2ng ad, m‘éerél repugnant.
g4 %\1 = 5
Tk
o A /'gmrm shouts from the wore expertenced.
: : | { i warriors t fall tact, ot had. MW Wit ¢y

realise that any assadlt from we would b useless
ainst that odiovs wall of flosh and pus that coul,
absorb a direct Wit from 4 ca&;w[z‘ witheudt bﬁhﬁny. [nstead, (
leapt over broken beass ang masonry ulting over the centurms wy
S before i cadld. rach we wigh s 1%y grasping hands. t the ruefog wevastay air ~ intentionally fepe
free of as wuch ambient magic as possible ~ the Miser fag (tte access & the sustenance it required, for activid
wd, it was kz‘hwya’a As (i hoped, & irored. wie. and. followe the others aut ity the flelds, wher they would K'ee/?
&% at bay witil it used, up the last lpcal gL and returved. bock aurvss the sl

[ went directly to where Micols 100 had been. [ wais 1oy (ot My heart stopped. dead. The shots of my brothers
and sisters, the complsive groing of the Miser - off that faded. 4 nothing as ( stwed. ot the cmwp/ed, broken

poss
&lﬂﬁig, tfeir
tyfmr fo

e docmo

L

ey o i LT a




Acber Yth

[ was tracked. for days by wiivions d Suyulayi blpated, fwfu[f%f eatures that slithered. and. squirwed. with inexorable
tenacidy There were vo wore giant Misers, bt the swller hoarters were vo less mpellamf wd. deadly. My Pisz‘ols were
all bt ustless against them, and. while [ was able 1o awidl or distract the wajoridy wore Wrz’yy[ed through the Vell.
Soveone had set the forces of Greed. against we, v they were oming 1o collect my soul.

8 they wanted. we gore, it was beause [ had been on the rc'yhi Faz‘h, back in Zalos. [ kvew that [ had o opfwm bt
to continie way iuestigtion wti  hod founo. the tue billr - indeed, [ Hirsted for range. With the hoarders ever at
my back, ( went vorth, to Civissiva, where [ was certain the Zalosi army would. be encanped. When [ reached. the
aty ( could, see may assumptions were correct. The stwdands of Zalos surrounded. the dty walls. A great siege ws
almdy wndernay andl. the two sides had begzm afierce exchayge o firearwss. The aféackMy forces were abmdy swarming
up the walls on lodders, and. seewed. to have the adumntage.

[ leoked. closer at the wals. Tz;my surprise, the Dogés standards had.
been rewoved. from the qate, rzplawd by crudely daubed. #wmglas.
Realisivg that the raplidion had. alreadly seized. the ity [ saw a
way to by myseﬁ[ some time. [ hid my Dlack cloak and. stole a
twic from a fallen Zalosi won-at-arms. [ ma/tyled among
the ranks waiting o join the assault, and. seon enough, [ heart.

o v

AITUND B ¢

the sureaming [ had espected from the rear of aur position.
The hearders had. come for wee, and. vow they were aﬁ‘acﬂmg
the soldiers in the nay.

(j;f'x

: ”M

¢ iLﬂ s The sudden appearance of daewons threw the Zalosi anmy nto
i nfision. As the tide of battle turved, [ pushed. forward towants the walls

while my retreating “omrades streamed back pust we. Um/%rﬁmaidy my luck was nunwing out. The wien were mpédly
flee[mg from the daewions, and. a kind o path forwed. in the ranks, along which [ could. see the hoarters comivg, their
flesh shivering with the antidpation d my dewise. [ was Wmed against the gates Yewseles, which were locked. and.

barred.

Just then, [ felt a Powaful force above. [ looked up, andl there on the wall [ saws the elderly sorceress [ had wiet in the
wtacombs. She lookedd. into my eyes. [ didd not know if she was still possessed, it she was pa’forma/g dark yagics
with awnzing confidence and. skl

K S o3
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At the tauch of ber sl%llg, e daewons halted. mey begon to shake and s, wd. fivally they became enraged, 4
fIM9M9 thewselves on the nearest victims s if they were loyal to Vanadra, vot Sugalag. The Zalosi sueams
redoubled.

The 94155 opemed with the sowmd. of heavy
bolts being drawn pack, and [ was stized

by the defenders and. Fulleot %rwgh. The Ho
lost thing [ saw before they closed. again These [m“gf daemons ?f 5 ) “r&rj

was o womertary §lpst of o dark Jﬂtgm;g uff{y e ime and writ : thei v
figuee. (¢ stood. at P hack of e isation, some esertlble tvot a5 fity go ¥y m é;im;nfé

Zalpsi anmy, ams raised. to the
heaens. At His sgn, the daemors
sfaplped agoin, s@éwtimg(y Fafa[ysed,
wd, then their ertire bodies cozedd
andl wished. into the <ail below; like
sails in a dyng wind.




ne summer while I was with the Vanhu, I trav-
O elled with officials sent by King Nyatsimba to a
distant village to take a census. It was the first at-
tempt at organising the tribute system into an ac-
countable form of taxation, back in the early days of
the new kingdom. The villagers were resistant to
being counted, and their witch doctor encouraged
them to mock and jeer at us. He was clearly a spiteful
fellow, used to being the head man and displeased
by his tribe’s recent al-
legiance to the King.

The King’s representa-
tives were led by a distin-
guished older woman.
She was an imbongi,
which is a type of bard or
preacher, a keeper of his-
torical records and oral
storytelling. [ had heard her
recite the sacred list of an-

cestors at official rituals. She

told her companions, including myself, to wait out-
side the village, until the locals were ready to see us.
I was amazed at her calm and confidence, and I
asked how she kept herself so peaceful. Didn’t she
want to rage at her treatment by the witch doctor
and the villagers? Didn’t she want to see them pun-
ished? In response, she told me the following tale:

Long ago, there lived a lion who was never happy
with the way things were. He used to complain
about everything in his life, and he could always
find someone to blame. One day, he was walking

through the savannah when he met a cockerel

with red eyes and a red crest.

“You seem sad,” said the cockerel. “What seems to
be the problem?”

“Nothing is as it should be,” said the lion. “I love to eat
fruit from the trees, but the monkey who fetches it
for me has not been bringing me enough to sate my
hunger. I want to have
more children, but the
golden phoenix has not
granted me birth of any
offspring for many months,
and I have only one cub. I
want to have friends to hunt
and play with, but just a
handful of hyenas come to
laugh with me. | should have
more than this.”

“You are right, great lion,”
said the cockerel with the red eyes. “You deserve
more. | can grant you the power of the red god-
dess, and she will give you what you want. Or, if
she does not, then she will give you the power to
punish those who are keeping good things from
you. Does this sound pleasing to you?”

“Yes. Tell me what to do,” said the lion.
“You must kill me and cut out my heart. Take it to

the mountain top and place it on your tongue. For
seven days you must sit and focus on your anger.

Then the red goddess will show you what to do.”
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The lion did as he was told. After seven days on the
mountaintop, he ate the red-eyed cockerel’s heart,
and he knew what he must do. He came down into
the savannah and he found the monkey.

“You have wronged me, monkey,” said the lion.
“You did not bring me all the fruit from the tree
that I desired.”

So saying, he killed the monkey and ate it. From
that day forwards, he received no fruit at all, and

was forced to eat only animal meat.

Then he found the golden phoenix that lives in
the jungle.

“Golden phoenix, you have done me great in-
justice. You did not make me fertile, and I have
birthed only one cub.”

So saying, he killed the golden phoenix and ate it,
and he was never fertile again. Afterwards, his
cub soon died and he had no more children..
From that day forwards, he was forced to mate
with the lioness to bear his cubs.

Finally, he met the hyenas at the watering hole.

“Hyena pack, you have treated me with great dis-
respect by refusing to be my friends. So few of
you have come to laugh and hunt with me,” said
the lion.

So saying, he killed many hyenas and ate them.
From that day forwards, the remaining hyenas
became the sworn enemy of the lion, and the lion
was forced to hunt alone.

The red goddess came to the lion and said, “You
have done well, for you let your anger guide you.”

“I have less now than I had before,” said the lion.

“But those who treated you badly have suffered,”
said the red goddess. “And that is all that matters.”

And she gave him a garland of red hair for a
mane, as a symbol of her favour.

—From ‘Adventures in Taphria’, :
by Eric Tombstone.

Daemon Legions



J t was during the third month plying my trade
Iacross the Sultanate of Qassar, when my
erstwhile companion and translator Raashid and
[ were quenching our thirst at an inn in the town
of Halban. Among the patrons of this small estab-
lishment were several soldiers; we’'d noticed
patrols along the road and knew the army was
camped nearby. Everyone seemed on edge.

“Dark powers are abroad,” Raashid explained.
“Where? In Vetia?”

“I mean, they roam the lands. The people say that
a creature has been seen across the desert sands.
Nomad camps found deserted or burned. A dark
name is whispered.”

“What name?”
Raashid glanced around the room and leaned closer:
“Shayteen,” he whispered. “A daemon of rage.”

“Ah. Like a djinn?” I said, referring to the supernal
beings known to dwell wherever the Alihat trin-
ity was worshipped. Their magic had even been
harnessed by the Qassari army.

“Similar, but much more fearful,” said Raashid.
“The djinn are born of the desert’s fire. The
shayteen is born of the smoke. The djinn serve the
Three Goddesses, glory be upon them. The
shayteen serves only one goddess. The Adversary.”

My eyes widened, but something in his tone pre-

vented me from asking further questions.

Days later, after trying once more to find an audi-
ence in the souks of Halban’s labyrinthine med-
ina, [ was approached by a young woman with an
anxious expression.

“She wants you to follow her. She is afraid,” Raashid
translated. I nodded. This smelled like a good story.

She took us through the maze of narrow alleys to
a warehouse. Behind heaps of jumbled exotic
merchandise, there was a trapdoor in the dirt,
hidden beneath a rug. The woman would go no
further, but pointed fearfully at the symbol. A
series of crude lines depicting a face full of anger.

A staircase led to a small, windowless basement.
I carried a lamp, the flame dancing across red,
soot-stained walls. There was a heavy smell of
sulphur and charcoal. Dark red cloaks were fol-
ded on a bench, opposite a table arranged as an
altar. The object of worship was all too clear.

“A cult of Vanadra,” I whispered. “Why was this
brought to me?”

Raashid looked truly terrified, but he kept his

composure.

“You're a foreigner. If she reports it, she could be
suspected or even arrested.”

“So I should inform the army?”

Vanadra's Scourge
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“Not the army. They would only persecute the
townsfolk, guilty or not. We should bring this to
the temple. The imams will know what to do.”

The mysterious woman had already left as we
emerged. We hurried to the grand temple, an im-
posing shape against the sunset. Raashid bade
me remove my shoes before entering. The space
inside was amazingly serene and peaceful. I ad-
mired the intricate beauty of the decoration
while Raashid spoke in an urgent tone to a cleric.

We were ushered into an office with three desks.
Behind each sat a bearded man in white robes.
The central imam smiled warmly.

“Please, what have you come to tell me, Vetian?
You may speak your own language. | have dealt
with enough crusaders to understand you.”

[ told them briefly what we had found, though I
admit [ may have added more literary flare than
was required. The expressions of the three
priests hardened.

“This is very serious news,” said the talkative one.
“We will investigate at once. We are very grateful
for the report - please be assured that this evil
will be stamped out immediately.”

He smiled, eerily, and somehow his words were
not as comforting as they were intended. Raashid
and I left, returning towards the inn for the night.
We never made it. As we turned into an empty
street there was the smell of smoke. Deep chant-
ing could be heard from unseen sources.

“Shayteen..” I heard Raashid breathe, his face
white. And then he was sprinting away down an
alley. Before I could follow, something struck me
in the back.

When [ woke up, my body seemed to be on fire.
Unsteadily, I realised this was because [ was lying
on the burning sand of the desert, under a high
sun. There was still smoke in my nostrils, and the
overwhelming smell of brimstone.

“Ah. I am pleased you have woken. You forced us
to hasten our plans - it is only fitting you see this
yourself.”

I recognised the voice before my bleary eyes
could blink away the sand. It was the well-spoken
imam. He and his two colleagues now wore crim-
son robes, vivid against the harsh yellow sea that
stretched all around us. In the far distance I
thought I could see the walls of Halban. But more
immediately concerning was the terror in the
eyes of the young woman who was tied to the
makeshift altar. [ recognised her as the one who
had shown us the cultists’ meeting place. If only
we had known that the very priests of the town,
the spiritual leaders themselves, had been cor-
rupted.

As I looked into her desperate eyes, the leading
imam stabbed her in the heart with a crescent-
shaped dagger. The three of them were chanting
something terrible in their native tongue, their
voices rising in intensity and anger. I almost
passed out again as my stomach lurched from the
sudden accretion of magic in the vicinity.
Sickened and horrified, I watched as the woman'’s
body, as well as jars of substances arranged
around the altar, were dissolved by a vigorous
magical maelstrom. Smoke and sand whirled into
a miniature hurricane, within which something
vast and red began to glow. I glimpsed horns,
cloven hooves and huge black wings. [ wanted to
run, but my eyes were fixed, my face burning with
the ferocity of the desert’s wrath incarnate.

Vanadra's Scourge
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Before I could see the full form of the brute, I felt
rough hands drag me onto another surface. [ real-
ised I was to be the next sacrifice. Behind me I
heard snorting and stamping of something bes-
tial and impatient. There was the sense of vast
power barely contained. A hound desperate to be
loosed on the hunt.

“Our glorious Scourge needs a weapon. Take
comfort knowing your death summoned the liv-
ing scimitars used to cleave this Realm in twain.”

Towering icons of sinmering 104e &
world s the reapet "5‘"}'&, 4
corded -mscles ,
hough auiped with 1
Tmmortal. Reabm i
horrifying objects b
b
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I saw the knife raised above me, the sun’s blind-
ing reflection turning the world white. Then I
heard a grunt. Blinking, I saw the length of an ar-
row protruding from the imam’s chest. Out
across the desert, a battalion of horse archers
was advancing with the banners of the Sultan.

The other priests were already running. [ stared,
awestruck, as something huge and scarlet blot-
ted out the sun, rising through the air on great
wing beats. It landed in the thick of the fray.
Squinting, I saw the Qassari soldiers assault the
beast, but the more blows they landed the more
viciously they were devastated, as it issued an in-
credible roar that split my ears even at the great
distance between us. Horses and humans flew
like broken dolls from its tremendous fists. I
do not know how the fight concluded - my
mind filled with the sound of approaching
hooves and I looked up as a rider hefted

me onto his mount.

“Raashid,” 1 said, before losing con-
sciousness. “You came back for me.
You saved me from the shayteen.”

—From the Diary of Samuel le Pepin,
professional pilgrim and storyteller

vanadra’s Scourge

o Gestial fuurys Nomadra’s Stoutyes STV the
. q' described as peligerent mountsinis of
; doross the on eathety wings.

ty g to moul feser crates of ¢
; - mortals - some of these

and talon,
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Brazen Beasts

Acber 6th

tather Micel; is gove. (¢ has taken all [ have Just o wiite those wenls again. Cuery day the pain i wissing him
grows shw}%f . wiore débd[iz‘afa«y, it with it grows my deterwivation to find. the one whe teok him.

[ recall @ servvon e gave, when [ was still vew in Wis service. (¢ was the story of how he lost his partuer and
dosest friend. on a wiission in Wn’a. A local sorcerer wnleashed. stawpede of brazen beasts - unsfappab[e,
Mbm’ny wiachives fuelled. by Helfire. Miceli said that i was on/y ofter they slew Wis comrade that he found. the
strngth to defeat the sorcerer in revenge. His lesson was that the sins on which the Dark Cods prey even Wrath,
wn be weapons in the hands of te @hzfews‘

That: servion has bmy P/ayed on my wiind. [ too have known the prin of loss at the hands of VVanadra, and. hae felt
her hot ﬁcry iy veins. [ feel it vow when [ tink of Miceli, and of wy wother, whese final words till ring in
wy ears, te/&hy wie 1o be brave. [ wust net fail her now:

[ am a quest o te @w‘/atm{ Rupldion, as it vow alls iself, ananpped. in the former pa[ace o te Daye. 7h/ey
rescued. wee from the hearders, hit [ do vot bnow if ( should lond. them my own support. [ wst adwiit, this is a
aty that has ot seen rebellion since the time of Bettivi in Butsfreddo, yet it seemss to be wmavagivg the ap//veam/
adiirably Casualties were winimal during the uprising, and. an extraordivary wamber of the inured, have wade full
recoveries. The ditizens have formed. an efficiont and wfied. interion governwient that s ﬁu‘r[y distrihding resources
and. coordiating the defence against Zalos - for the siege continues

Aud everywhere there are daewions. Many are tue wanfestations, summoned, by the ritual exeudion of crimivals
and, saboteurs, (mézdmy a wiighty warbeast of Vanadra. lured. by the sacrifice of the Doge himself. Pe/ha]os it is the
same wanner of devil encentered, all Hose years ago by Micel;, @L’/—ng ske rises from its crivson F/azfes a
armour; like steam from the Wide of a Prehigéanc behewoth, its heoves sz‘awyo(uy with er/y contained. Wrath.

There is not enovgh wiagic to sustain all these creatures at once, so they f/(ny thewiselves at the enewnty Geops witil they
are slain. Others have taken bodily possession of the townstolk, who weliowe them for their talonts and knau/ledye.

Ove of the possessed. (s the woman in white, the sorcerer who saved. we from the doewions of Greed. and. who [
last encountered. in the catacombs. She came to my chambers this evening, and. the daewon o Cibaresh within her

spaéz to we.
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“You see vow how (itdle you real[y kvow, do you ot she said. ;
“l am not ashamed. to thank you for aiding we, | rz}?lied. |
“l am /D[eased o hear it. Pm’ﬂaps we will see tat gratitude turn to action”

"l am ot a soltier of Civissina, and. [ am vot in your )
devt.” We locked eyes for seweral wowents. “But it (s true

that we have a common ey, Brazen Beasts

“Indeed,” she swiled. “How aurious that way spies tell we The slaves of Vanad, the Adversary, are abways furious.
The movtal worldf entiges them. ‘They materialise in the shape

the Fatricion believes we killed. his son, andd that you were .
of giant stampeding engines of war, not dissimilar to earthly

the very aent sent to find the killer’ " a :

karkadan, 5uf ""' i enetgies and. bellish machinery.
I ol Him o are ot the alprits. He weuld. vet lstan to These avatars of Bloodshed are 5o sinale-minded in thyir
I'éaSOVl,"

pursuitof tirde tﬁzt it is bard to tell whether they are feast
: nowgn of .course to o daemon there is [ittle
“l see. Do you think he would, listen to evidence? A v ings of

“What do you pro e

The womamn sighed, andl. her /{'Qald gold. eyes seemed. tired.
“We are besieged. We anmot wntinue to bring aid from the
lwwortal Realm forever: Our suﬁ?lc'es will wot lost the
wonth. The lives of all the ctizens here are at stake. Our
only hope is that Zalos calls off is attack. 3

“Youo want we to convince the Fatrician

you are not Wis enewy. X

[ want you to finish your wlission, k&&P
And | belive you want it teo. “




Y t was my third week on the steppe and I was
Iincreasingly doubting my ability to keep evad-
ing the ogres, orcs and beast herds that roamed
this region. But the Tsuandanese map held true,
and finally I found the strange rock formations
that it showed. There, in a crevice between two
almighty boulders, I spied a spiral of smoke.

[ approached the little hidden cottage nervously,
clutching the talisman my brothers had given /'
me when I embarked on this mission. /

Everything hinged on this. The first step

was to not get killed.

“You're perfectly safe,” came a mys-
terious voice from inside the

house. “You’ll be wanting tea.”

The door was opened by a

about
old,
strange pink patterning across her skin. Her

woman, forty

years with a
eyes were a bright shade of the same colour, and
she wore grey robes.

“You're the sorcerer, aren’t you,” I said, forgetting
my manners. “Did you foresee my coming?”

“I heard your footsteps on the path, if that's what
you mean.”

A little dazed, I found I was already inside the
one-room abode and there was a cup of some-
thing spiced and warm in my hands.

“So what is it? You want to serve the Dark Gods?

Be my apprentice? Kill me and take my recipes?”

“I want to know about daemons,’ I stuttered. “Is it
true you lived among them, in the Wasteland?”

“Ye-es,” she said, carefully. “In my younger days.
. Taught me my love of corrupting order and un-
dermining nations, that sort of thing. Haven’t
been back though. It's not a nice place, if
you're thinking of going. Look what it did

to my complexion.”

“We -~ my brothers and I - we know
how to summon a daemon. But
we want to know how to con-
trol it. We've heard stories...”

“Control it?
Whatever for?”

“Um. The infinite knowledge of..you know, the
Immortal Realm. Wealth and power beyond ima-
gining? We have this grimoire, you see...”

“Let me guess, you all wear hoods and meet in
poorly lit cellars.”

“Sometimes, [ suppose-"

“It never ends well, I'll tell you that for free,” she
said, staring into her mug. “You summon a Pride
daemon, you make a deal for power, first thing
it’s going to do is, it's going to slowly drain your

sanity and start you on a self-destructive spiral.
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Summon a Greed daemon, you’ll be drowning in
gold - literally. Envy daemon will make you
stronger than your neighbour, but only cos you've
both lost everything to your other neighbour.
Classic daemon school of bargaining.”

“Surely there must be a way. If we’re careful...”

“l know what I'd do. I'd summon a Sloth daemon.
Tell me, how do you feel right now?”

“Feel? Excited, I suppose, since I finally found you-"

“No, I mean your body. What is it telling you?”

”

“I'm a little peckish. And glad to be off my feet.

“There you go - you're tired. We all are. Every day,
it's just one weary slog after another - am I right?
Now, your basic Sloth daemon is going to grant
you knowledge and then sap your desire to use
it for anything. But to me that’s a pretty positive
outcome, considering what happens to most
people who haggle with daemons. I always
thought the Nukuja lot were the happiest
cultists out there, when it comes to pure
contentment. They know what they want,

and what they want is nothing. The power

of not caring - now that’s a power really
worth having. That's a power with style. |
swear, all the other gods secretly admire
Nukuja. She’s got a good gig, just sitting

back and watching everyone else fret. My

kind of gal. And you know the best bit?”

“What,” I said, in horrified fascination.

“She’s never tired. She always sleeps well.
And that's a trick worth learning. Of
course, the Sloth cults don’t spread quick.
But if you find one, talk to some of people
who worship there - if you can get them to
talk. Or open their eyes.

You'll see what I mean. Those are some real, hard-
core believers. There’s no question they’ll outlast all
the rest of us. And if you do end up summoning a
Sloth daemon, you'll see their powers are no joke
either. If they don’t move a lot, ask yourself why. It’s
because they don’t need to. They’ll liquify your flesh
with a blink. Good listeners, too, if you have some-
thing to get off your chest. Sure I can’t get you to
pledge your immortal soul before you leave?”

—From ‘Memoirs of a Former Follower of the Dark
Gods’, by Sobolevsky Vladislavovich
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Acrber 8th ;

The possessed. woman led. we to tuwels that would allow wee 1o leave the aty. Before [ left, she qave e a
wurious Weoden box, i&//my wie 1o use & if [ was in doudle.

Once again, | found mys&é" riding through the vight towanis Zalos. When [ arvived. in the tomwn square, a
row. hod. already formed, thaugh the sun had. ot yet rsen. [ son Larved they were waiting to witness the ﬁ
tial of the Falaw servants who had a//eyedly swmmoned. the Maw that killed Frince Mikos.

There are fow as/%cfs o my werk for which ( am y/ad to be a wowan; the art of désyuise (s one of them.

Domn[ny e pusart gar of the locals, ( was able to enter the Jaihouse where the condemmed. were being held. 1
Te quards did not think twice of my assertion that ( was bringing their last weal in the basket [ held, and.
showed. wee to the el !

They were ed by two older women, their faces wiinkled, and. stoic.
E/ ocupled by

i suppose. they called you witches, . said, handwy them the bread. [ had. brought. “lés aﬁ/t/ays easy to Hawe

a wowan.
méy teok mry oﬁ[emg and. began 1o eat, baém? at wme susptams/y

“lw bere o find. the real killer' [ contined. “Soweone in Zalbs is p[ayzhy with dark forces, and. [ need. 4o bnows

who.

"Were the real killers,” wiumbled one, chewlng the bread, as if it were poison.

“Thats night. We are witches, " said the other: { considersd, Y situation T%Tey were dearly protecting someone.
“ see. Then you wont wind. L‘e[ﬁny wie how you sumvoned. a greater daewon o 6Mz‘ony. :

Wey looked at each other: “We conducted a ritual. With brimstove,’ said ove, caudiously.

“And you must have used. vewt tails and, bat giz=artts too, ol said, keepfng my face dead[y seriovs.

”y—yas, ; sald the woman, nerveus now/ [ s[yheat

a3
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“Ladies. { bave o erience hunting daesons and, ey thisers. Jou two wouddng buow a daewion if it
2R 7 By

dragged. you auwss the Vsl | swear that vo ove will bnow | wps er bere. [f you an tell we anything about

e drawmstinces of Brinee Nikos dewise, it cauly hté? sae wany (es, !

Mindes loter [ wis onmy way o the palace. The women g revealed. that Mibos angd Dantien, the Zlys;
vty o
rinces, had, been arguing in the lattors s the vight of the murder (t was not to leave vy invocont
P arguing guarters the wip easy my
formants ¢y iy fate. ( oftred 4 break them free of the Prison, bt they were committed, ¢, their own

Sl disquised, ( broke inty the palace chabers the way ( had. once lft - though the 9aping hole in the wall
wade by the Maws vow covered, wiy wass. [ huried, 49 Daiions rooms, i /wyz, 1ehly decornted space
appeared, wwp[efe/y bwocent wntl [ woticed the seuffs in the floor abm/oswle a carpet that cvered, o trapdeor: As
soon as ( heaed. the floorboanys open, [ was enyufed by a sick, dzzzy(hy sensation: the familiar fee/aqy o a
wiortal body's raction o an area of concontrate, wagic. [ forced, the }97 tfrom wy wiind, and. the nausea o my
stomach, and. lowered, myself dowin the long ladder inty the callyr below

A s[ny/e fﬁaém’uy torch it the grimy stone vt The space was vot unlike that ( had, found, beveath the hose
ad Sybellicus. The apparetus of sorcersys practice and. daewonclegical ritual was afl arsung, [ had. 2o steel myself

“Leovern,” e groaved, bt he was no émyer my brother: He was tather Micel;, his body bent and. broken, one
weak havd, outstrotcheg, tonands e, p[ead&«y. His wice was laboured, pa'ufu[ “The time for perance is over:
OM/y you can walk the path 3

[ was ﬁz[&hy. [ was in the wid. Visions, Peple, wewories from my past suirled, around, we throwgh the utter
Hlackvess. Augd there, ot the e, the thing that chawwelled 4 abyss itself. A tll ting, part wan, part
wdture, with o face [ a great ond of death, [eamhy ona carven staff, ks body Cocconed, by ragged. wings, it was
perfwié/ still within the waelstong: the very eye. Aud it gazedd right at wee

[ will shows you what Yo Wish o see, : it said, withodt movlng s beak, in a wice that echoed, z‘hrwyh
eleriy "o this Prison, [ chserve all ings. ;
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Dawmien responded. Yt Nikos lacked byaliy 4 is own kin. Seon the hot Yool o te princes flew opmly as they
drew swerds. Dantien slew Vs brother with a great <lash auross the chest. He wllapsed alomgsc'dt the cwrpst, -

weeping. Then he Medufasa new presenct witered, the reom. | ol ot see who & was, (

it [ knew her

identidy in w1y heart. She woulil cover the arime by bas{ng a great daewon, vot the first she had. summoned. with
ber trawendous powes; using Yot sentanced. to exeation in the Falace cells as the ritual victims.

([ awoke with a gasp-
N\
“Ah, there you are. The Sentinel has releasedd. you, ( st b{;‘ NN }’QX
,, @@% ; @’kj;
said a human wice vearby. ( hope it showed you O > &K'

] ”C;} i
something warvellevs. ‘g "? ?:& § ja
lba&dwwi{WasMam,orala/yeshedofsome é‘) J % B 5
bind. The air was cold. and [ could. see threugh e .:f;é k-%f ] ® ¢
weoden plaks that it was vight. [ coultl vt know how = v

i ;f»)’ e
muchﬁmg/hadlosffoz‘hedamnofﬂaﬂlwnfamd P\ N 4&\ X 2
within the orb. o - b @ ;\fj

% gl S
{ b beon cptured, ted firmly and uvdled.in  sitng Vo A2
Posbﬁom in a cover of this rewote abin. [ couldd see my
aptor in the slats of ch‘mg mwm[ighf that Pma&”ated the é\ ) Ea 6 a

dark space.

“Sarki,” whispered. “( lnew you were wore than you seemed, eer since the Mayeb[ight e for yau,”

“And yet you did. nothing to stop we, because. you knew you could. net. Already [ have ended the power o the

/(uf?efs of the Vel A Their dewise will be iLfi[latMg 4o ohserve. Ha Abe

( s?ou'm‘ed at the strange sworts of Zaugm‘v that esaped as she spo/cz. Sarki was the Tatridians attendant, bt
e bad. transformed. She wore now a fbmy grey rebe that [ recogised from the Zalosi mage who had. so

wwpr%emswdy cntroled. the Greed. doewons at the siege
of Civissina. Her features were contorted. with parsysms

of amuseent and. wiovia.

Sentinel of Nukuj

The dae
e daemon [ovds of sloth prefer not fo  joint their Frothers in i

thich
9/: az ff: njzz T@f are watchers. It is said dheir ink Black,
4 s on t‘ﬁ; alyss. Their gamsly bodies and. Jafﬁ

s zfmfr themselves over “5AEA ¥

"OF course, [ am dlisaﬁ)omd that my Miser didnt end
you Pa’somal[y 2s it was weant to. But that (s vo
watter: You will wake o potent saurifice to wy wasters.
Sadly howeser, that will have to wait. ([ hove a ity to
ofter to them first, hah. [ hope you find. these
accommiodations contfortable. Ha ha ha. :

possible. T5ozg£ f;owe :’:;Tf’}.ftﬂjf-;; using as [itdle eneryy as

o,

memiesfém’m[; 1, but bay # V.

of magic and dhe

unparalleled spellen /

with 4 time-st:




..That same year, the tribe of locundi in the

province of Upper Varalia grew enraged at the
tribute forced on them by Galenus, a first-rank
centurion. Having first demanded hides of the
Iocundi’s cattle, Galenus had increased the tithe
to include lands and finally slaves, at which de-
cree the chiefs rose up and the garrison of three
hundred Avrasi was cut to pieces.

Galenus, having taken refuge in flight, sent word
that he was besieged in the forest by the massed
forces of the locundi, and that he believed they
were turning to Dark Powers to take their ven-
geance. Lucius Alypius, propraetor of Varalia In-
ferior, dispatched the legionary veterans, as well
as picked auxiliary infantry and cavalry. Having
found a ford in the river, the legionaries came
upon the locundi in the rear, quickly dispersing
them through the trees.

But the very next day, Galenus found the locundi
regrouped upstream. Their attitude had changed
significantly, and their army, though numerous,
seemed strangely still and watchful. It was later
reported by survivors that the barbarians had
been inspired by the stories of Cacophrax in Ges-
sia Minor, and had turned to the Goddess of Sloth
for aid. For there among them came the pilentum
gigans, a mighty construct devoted to malaise
and despair. The legionaries were struck down
by a living fog of hopelessness, and those that
stood and fought were crushed beneath unstop-
pable wheels.

Galenus was forced back across the river, and the
lands beyond were abandoned for many years.
The locundi name, and that of their goddess, thus
became famous in Varalia, and the consuls kept
the losses a secret at home, not wishing to alarm
the people in Avras.

—Explicitus, Annals (approx. 1,000 B.S.)

st I e

14

Walse?

Time slowed and stretched as I entered the Circle
of Nukuja, as though the air itself congealed.
Lethargy settled upon me, like a chill in my
bones, until I slumped under the weight of
apathy. Even the Betrayer, so certain in his ac-
tions, appeared to hesitate and falter beneath
that terrible burden.

Before us, the source of our listlessness would
soon become apparent, as forms emerged from
the gloom of that place. Trees of myriad shapes
dotted the landscape, stunted things, their trunks
and branches gnarled, knots and hollows giving
the impression of faces drawn in anguish [...].

Hope Harvester
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Turning, I was confronted by a [tree] which was
larger and more menacing than anything else in
the thicket. It loomed over the Betrayer and I
both, unmoving, yet it had not been there
moments before, I was certain. I would later
come to know the Hope Harvester in the shapes
it takes in our world. Always lumbering beings,
yet to be near them is to risk life and limb, for it
takes energy from its victims, then their lives.

Spurred into action, I dragged the Betrayer away
from his reverie, and away from that mournful
forest. As we drew near to leaving this place of in-
dolence, we walked alongside a plain of burning
sand, where desperate souls were driven to walk
in endless circles, with no respite from the sear-
ing pain save to move continuously.

—Excerpts from “Part IV — A Forlorn Forest,
The Betrayer Dreams” - from ‘Circling the Abyss’
by Nazario Calegari




Throughout the long history of the secret art of Greed on dies Atei etc.). This system is both among

summoning demons, many of the greatest mages the most straightforward and dependable of the
and researchers have established symbolic cor- numerous such systems [ have encountered.

respondences and classifications of daemons to : ; ;
—From ‘On the work of the heretics and their

enforce their evocation techniques. For though 2 S8
- - daemonic masters’, by Mikhail Psellus

each daemon has its own unique harmonies and
resonance, an understanding of their various

similarities and potential groupings could grant Daemons can be divided according to their rank
better results in ritual. within the legion. The higher the rank, the
E crueler the sacrifice required. The

According to the Sagarikan master
of the dark arts, Dasa Guptha,
who wrote the famous On the

greatest hordes are commanded
@ by Dukes, which are the most

powerful sons of the seven

Conjurer’'s  Secrets  (“Jaa- flowers of Chaos. Only the

» . 0
doogar Ke Rahasy”), daemons most experienced conjurers

can firstly be divided in two . W can attempt to look for an-

kinds: those with their nature swers from them, for they are

inextricably tied to a Dark God, dangerous even for an entire

and those with their nature being conclave of masters. They can

neutral. In addition, he claimed that F I grant enormous powers and deep
a certain portion of the greater legions knowledge, but the price to be paid is of-
was able to switch its loyalty from one Dark God ten unthinkable.
to another - usually the less powerful daemons.
Whether these daemons are intentionally inde- Next are the Legates, patrons of the passions of
pendent from the gods by exercise of their will, or  the mortals; it is said they can grant love, hate, au-
they are too weak to be worthy of higher atten- thority and whatever kind of emotion if properly
tion - or, perhaps, they are loyal to a more secret  mollified by fulfilment of the favours they ask.
agenda of the Father - has been debated through
the millennia. Then come the Centurions, that have infinite
power over matter. According to tradition, they
The venerable Guptha's resulting eightfold classi- can turn lead into gold, water into wine, rock into
fication matched each daemon to one or none of living flora, and they can even teach such powers
the gods, in turn affiliated with its icon, its colour, to the conjurer if sufficiently pleased with the
and with a day of the week on which it was sup- pain and fear of a proper victim.

posedly best to summon (Pride on dies Primus,

Classifications of the Legions 70 Daemon Legions




Lastly come the Soldiers, the infinite multitude of
common daemons with countless shapes and un-
speakable voices. Do not underestimate their
power, for even a lesser daemon is far stronger
than the will of an unpracticed magician. While
they do not generally grant specific magical
powers, nonetheless they are the key to access
the superior spheres of the Legions.

—From “The Book of the Infinite Legions’,
by Georges Sybellicus

The seven flowers of Chaos correspond to seven
underground doors that are opened to access the
Yurt of Darkness, where their Father speaks.
Seven are the true hours of the night, and during
each a Door can be reached, and there access to
the daemons of that level can be found. From each
door a specific kind of demon will enter the world.

—Zengmya, of the ogre Sky Mountain tribes,
as recorded by a prisoner

Each daemon enters our realm by joining with one
of the twelve primal elements: Air, Water, Fire,
Earth, Light, Darkness, Wood, Iron, Gold, Bone,
Ichor and Crystal. Not only its shape but its spirit
and nature is intrinsically linked with this guiding
element. Interwoven and adjacent to this tax-
onomy can be observed a system of thirteen at-
tributes and abilities, within which every daemon

body can be ordered: Humanoid, Bestial, Chi-
meric, Reptilian, Non-Skeletal (also called "Li-
quid"), Projective, Aquatic, Shapeshifting, Winged,
Intangible, Super-limbed (also tentacled), Magic-
ally Proficient and Titanic. Within this twelve by
thirteen matrix, a precise measure of every other-
worldly form may be approximated.

—From “The Art of Madness and Enlightenment’,
by Sin Tsu Fu, (Tsuandanese outcast)

These wild spirits are called looking in specific
directions, them being North, West, South, East,
Upward, Downward and Inward. While the first
four kinds of spirits are easier to call and control,
those coming from the higher, lower and inner
spheres of existence are also the most feared, and
able to either kill or make mad the summoner
witch himself. They can appear with the strangest
shapes, reading into the mind and seeing the most
hidden fears and hopes of those calling for them.

—Tsula nu Ala, Taphrian magician, as recorded by
Equitan explorer Pierre Lestoneaux

Classifications of the Legions
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With my sincere thanks to the faculty, I seek to offer insight into a controversial and complex
subject, and one that is rarely discussed in Vetia. Daemonology. [pause for noise to settle down]

My question for today is simple: which paths of magic are practiced among the Legions, and why?

Some might ask: why are daemons, born of raw and primal magic, limited in their use of Immortal

power in our own Realm? But think - we as beings of matter can hardly claim to be masters of all fields

within this world. No more can daemons operate freely in the natural sphere.

o | e oo | Afrﬁy‘w‘ A
‘%——-—M Vemhel

Witchcraft

After the Battle of Hulgrad, survivors reported
feelings of judgement and shame. They spoke of
strange visions and of creatures that seemed to
look deep within their souls. Yet at this very insti-
tution, Herr Doctor Machelberg has taught that
only wayward women are able to practice witch-
craft. A true wizard will tell you this is nonsense.
Like all magic, it can be learned by any motivated
mage with an affinity and the correct training, but
it comes much more easily to a daemon. Where
mortal witches might sense the thoughts and feel-
ings of their victims, playing on their supersti-
tions, a daemon focuses these same powers on
one of the seven vices on which they so love to
prey. I myself have felt the touch of a minion of
Greed, and known its Evil Eye in my mind, forcing
me to resist its visions of great wealth.

Daemonic Magic
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Thaumaturgy

While a daemon loses the unfettered freedom of
the Immortal Realm when it enters our world, it
does not entirely lose its umbilical connection to
its masters. This has been demonstrated by Pro-
fessor Anselus, whose experiments with the
Keepers of the Veil showed that the energy lost
by a true-slain daemon resonates briefly across
all daemons of the same kind, wherever they
may be. What this shows is that daemons remain
at least partially connected across the Veil, and
are able to draw directly on the power of the
gods they serve. Any thaumaturge will recognise
this as the ideal state for practising the "arts of
the divine", as they call it. We know that the
powers of Thaumaturgy manifest in different
forms depending on the deities from which they
draw. From my observations, the mages of the
Dark Gods produce flames of rainbow hue, as
well as particularly violent forms of madness.

Daemon Legions



Evocation

A skilled evoker must become a nurturer and
binder of souls - that small spark of Immortality
possessed by every mortal. The magician can play
these souls like strings by using their true names -
for daemons, this is a most joyful pastime. [ have
seen them cackle and cavort when they achieve it,
though it does not always come easily. They train
themselves to focus on one "string" in particular:
the one between a person's soul and a Dark God,
forged by pact and sealed on death. My experi-
mental research suggests that even where no pact
is made, this bond always exists as a potentiality,
and its manipulation can produce dreadful results.
According to the esteemed Prelate Jungfrau,
among daemons these powers appear physically
like swirling vortices of deep black tendrils that
grasp tirelessly at their victims.

Daemonic Magic

Divination

It is clear how the three Paths so far mentioned
lend themselves to daemonic practice. But the un-
holy supernals are also known to practice a fourth
form of spellcraft. [ refer to Divination, the magic of
foresight, and I believe I have, at last, a theory to ex-
plain its common use by daemons. This theory was
devised from close reading of texts attributed to
those who claim to have visited the Realm Beyond,
protected by the favour of a god.

Such texts are very few in number, and I rely primar-
ily on the so-called triumvirate: Maria of Icante's
voyage to the Halls of Sunna, Publius Morgilius
Varo's quest to rescue his dead father, and the jour-
ney of Nazario Calegari through the seven circles of
Hell. All three speak of the Immortal Realm as highly
changeable and shaped by the will of its denizens -
this is well known. But they also provide many ref-
erences to visions generated by the maelstrom it-
self, claiming to have glimpsed things in this ocean
of magic - historic and current events, as well as pre-
sumed images of the future. It is here that we find
our answer to the problem of Divination. Daemons
have spent eternity in a Realm where that which will
come to pass can be read in the very substance of the
land, for those with the skill to read it, or the pa-
tience to acquire such a skill.

—Transcript of lecture by Professor
Gerhard Daschner at Aschau
University before it was halted
by a student protest against
heretical teachings
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Your Excellency,

Forgive me, for | write to tell you of my failure; the
death of your son remains unanswered. Truthfully,
the fact that [ can write at all is nothing short of a
miracle, though not one for which I am sure I am
grateful.

It was mid-afternoon of the second day of the
hunt by the time we had cornered our quarry,
having pursued her deep into the Almere Forest.
It was a hard slog through the undergrowth, but
with the help of Kirmakh'’s hounds we closed the
distance. The murdering whore had taken shelter
in the remnants of a long-abandoned tower,
whose decaying exterior belied the sturdy nature
of the refuge. She must have heard the baying
hounds, as we found the ancient door barred -
still stout despite its age.

Our attempts to gain entry proved futile, for we
had neither axes nor ram to break down the door.
Eventually, after much hammering and cursing,
the reeve bade his men stand down and surround
the structure. Our mark's headlong flight must
have left her without food or water. All we
needed to do was wait, using the dogs to hunt our
own dinner. While the others set up camp for the
night, secure in the knowledge that there was
only one way out of the tower, I enjoyed a thrill-
ing twilight chase through the trees that man-
aged to fetch a large boar. I silently thanked
Kirmakh's flawless training of the bloodhounds,
proceeding to prepare and roast the game.

Hellhounds

74

While it was the dogs' howling that rang in my
ears as | fell asleep, it was their whimpers that -
woke me in the dead of night. Rousing ourselves
from beds of leaves and dirt, we found the glade
suffused with the stench of brimstone. Weapons
were drawn, for Kirmakh's prize purebreds, so
eager the night before, now cowered and whined
at an unseen presence. A pair of shapes moved in
the dark, circling us just beyond the firelight. The
passage of these creatures made not a sound as
they slid through the undergrowth, but low
growls rumbled in the darkness, filling me with
utter dread.

At some unspoken signal they leapt towards us -
great canine brutes, covered in black fur, with
jagged teeth protruding from elongated snouts
and eyes that smouldered with unholy fire. In but
a moment, they had crossed the distance
between us, their snarling jaws closing on two of
the reeve's men, seemingly fearless of the blades
of their victims. Biting and tearing, they immedi-
ately overcame the hapless fieldhands, before
turning to the rest of us. Kirmakh’s dogs were
yapping and jumping, frenzied with fear; one
look from their hellish, blood-stained kin caused
them to turn and flee into the trees. The rest of us
followed suit. I stumbled madly in the direction I
believed was homewards, branches whipping my
face, my panicked, ragged breathing failing to
drown out the gruesome cries of those behind
me as they were caught, one by one.
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Three of us made it to the ferry at Naumbriick,
and we swam as far as we dared downstream in
an effort to lose our scent. Yet when we emerged,
exhausted, onto the riverbank, the awful beasts

were waiting. One of my companions fainted on

the spot from fear; the other was already being
ripped apart as I flung myself back into the water,
clinging desperately to a log, knowing I was fol-
lowed the whole way. It wasn't until dawn broke
and I came to the open fields of Marchschlag that I
dared to hope I had escaped. Even now I cannot
shake the feeling I am watched and pursued at
every turn.

[ understand if my failure precludes me from
continuing any longer in your service. Please ad-
vise how you wish to proceed.

Your loyal servant,
Joel Aberbach

—Letter intercepted to Count von Becker
of Wechslau




Marty cultures bave confused dhe Plague.of daemons swich, 5, ever-present threat of e undend, and
lemures fave only added to the confusion. The name is taken from the Ayrasi concept of vengeful spirie
of unburied cotpses, also seen in the mythic _;[migrgfomu{m the Jotun Peaks. Such restless wights are ot
strictly daemons - unlike lemures, supemals d gnifest inzfmt variety of forms, often appearing

as sickly or deceased mortals, confound; aly simily tg!n?ni* d gﬁods& and zombies with 4 Jreyor
Jreenish bue. 1n otfer cases they tabe bodfies with.no d; mﬁo;é atall &c&g\m’rg shapestifting mutants of
Slesty tumours dhat some bave n Lesser g{h ed, e B

iments of the

In either case, their my al ared;  fatall 14 Serve as embod;

inevitafility of death

e, SRS
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Titanslayer Chariot

or infernal reasons Lnown on.fy to ieself, this [iving engine frofefs
its soot-belching way info batilz, seeking afways the largest and most

fearsome enemiss. 1t tarives on the fﬁnf[gfté\ea&mpg&uff 4

vl fuels withn 6 indecipherafle consruct < mae o
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steppe. T5 cont gty bad o
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Acrcber &fh (cont)

Daewovic aid. [ have always despised. tose that sought t. [ called, thew weak, selfish, Mﬂ{)«g to bring horror into te
Realwm of Mether Cosmos withaut regant for consequencss Daewons an gront ternible powers, b the price s :
always tzo great.

[snt i<

{n Civissiva [ had. seen daewions and. Feople Wark(my ﬁﬂya‘her ¢ create a world free from tyranny. Was it Possa’b[e that
the Mertal and. lwwertal Realms cauld, sometimes want the same fhimg.? Could it be that daewons are not the evil
of eur depictions, bt rather an unal(ymcd instrument of change, o be used. by wortal werts for good. o e

( was alowe, bound. by iron chains in a shed. where vo ove would, fd wee. [ knew there was vo altervative My ﬁ'ngers
felt for the item given to we in Civissina, which (4 stored. in a hp pouch. (¢ was a rich weeden box inscribed. with
e ruwes of the dark gods. [ did not kvow esactly what it contained, it [ krew it was my only hope. to avoid e fate
o becoming the next sacrifice o fuel the wiad. schewies of Cassia Sarki. [ also kvew that by using &, [ was ﬁmal&
Joining the ks of te desperate wony who have called. for daewenic aid.

( wianaged. to wilntch the lid, and imediately [ sensed. the releasa‘
of the creature that had. been trapped. within, A wercurial shape
arranged. itself before my eyes. (¢ floated. mysferms[y above. the
ground, [myth of vistous, /'guc’d substance, avathewa to wortal
physics, constatly f(omg and. changing. Limbs sprouted at w/t[bédy
potuts, each endivg in a grey flawe. [ recoguised. the Dart Fire. This
was an eidolon, one of the least wndersteod. forms that have been
identified among the infivite daewonic multitude. Tﬁey are said. to
be mrdy found. alove, as this one was.

for wany woments it sgudched and, ebed L'wpaﬁswaly before we,
assessing wie with eyeless judgeent. Finally it reached. aut a n’ﬁ)lthy
tontacle and. | felt the jet ad inky Hlawes take wee. | had. heart. of this
trial by fire, it the stories cauld vot prepare wee for the horror: (
felt my <oul consumed. in the white lan of a dying stor:
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- e, when in fact they had he{ved

[ felt ey elewent of wy psychic being pu[/ed apart by talons and. shredded. mera'lessé/ for a wiillowicm. [ folt iy brain
shrivel to an ashen husk and, fall /iyhtz’y through my vostrl to the dusty floor where it was dewured by an eartpworm, and.
[ was the worm, doowted. to burrow dark tuwwels from vowthers ¢ nathing for etervity. The darkvess que way ¢ a red
@hf and. the. colil, touch of rain on my shaders as [ stared. at the burving rewains d my chilghood. howee. The flaes
thykd with the red. ide of the thing that wurdered. my wother 7%75}/ mchy[ed with the blossoms of the hush in
which [ lid. Aud. then they mt’ny/ed with the whole werld, witil ( floated, uszeré/ alove, in an endless prison o red fire.

When ( ﬁ'ma/ly aweke, [ was still alove.
[ vomited. ile, sick with esdustion
and Mya; overcome by the
sam'iy-fcsﬁmy visions [ had

endured in quick succession. But

the ropes that bound. wee had

burved away. The eidolon st

have believed. the flames weould, end

we greatly. [ bad, survived. the #rial

andl. hadl emerged with a new

certaivdy ( would, vo lowger countenance
coperation with daewons. The mystery
Vad. been soled. Now was the dime

for action. [ /wshed mys&[f up and. found.
an ol iron crowdbar in a corver o e
shed. [ stuwmbled, into the weods beyond.
[ followed. the trail of singed. tree trunks
witl [ found. the errut didolon that ( had
permiitted to enter the Mothers beadifd
Realwn. And. [ bashed. it with the wetal bar
witil i stopped. squirming.
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Auber lth

( rode for Civissiva like all the doewors of Hell were behind. we ~ when in fact they were ahead.

[ had abandoned. my'dwfies for too [omg. { bad ot seen what was in front of way eyes. [ had risked the sl of -
an entire dity for_ the sake of a few (nflwy fawurs. ;

Long vefore. [ reached. the walls of Civissina, [ saw it. Ferbaps four foet tall v Dlue ke a ducks & 5;>mdly
limbs convected. to a Pot-bd[éed torso, abeve which an elfen head grinned. two rows of needles.

( ignored. the sucbus as it ackled at way determination. More of its brothers and. sisters appeares. alony the
road, each ids own twisted. wriant on e same el form — some with wore than one head, others with
strange fins or spives al@my their back. Their wambers gew witil they were a great owd. dlaweuring [ike cats at
the dty qates. e Zalosi soldiers, wieanwhle, hod. retreated. to a wore distant encampment, and [ could see
their sentries watching vervously.

( entered, Civissina. through the souret tunnels (d been shown. The cify was far from the encouroging enclave of
cwpa’atwn it had been days mew The bodies of victims from the swmmoning rituals rotted. in the streets,

" the seont m(uylmg with air thick with brimstove. The sowds of chanting, punctuated by the occasional. seream,

could. be heart from wiony o the heuses and. W[& Fearfl eyes watched. we from the shadowss, and strange
shapes could, be seen in the markztplace and colonmades where once the Peaczful inbabitants had. walked. Now
that it was endircled. by daewors, net wen, the dty walls bad, been abovdoned, defences left wnmanned.

[ hurried: to what had. once been the Dﬁgés palace. [ foundd. the ol wowon stricken on the floor of ver
dambers, Pleod flawl)/g from dozens of deep slashes on her body. Syceui, sattered from the reom as [ entered,
chittering 9(eeful/y at their handiwort.

“No, ( said, mardhing owards her. " do not Ipmxmf you o die You cannot let the city destroy itself. There is
waork to be dove. :

Mot flecked. with Hleod, the womon griaed beveath her 7(blcd eyebal[s
"Bt the destuction. she breathed, with diffcully.”..its s0 bendifl!

Yo are vot wad, you showed we yow”sdf. Yau seek an end. 1o ortler; wot windless suﬁ[a’my./ ( dick what you
asked. [ found the /orwf b show the Batrician. [ cn convinee him o join s,

e b PR IR bt i ey et
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my failures, saying that armies

But she only swiled. wore bmad[y and. she leoked prst wie o sowe vision beyond.

“The Btrician is alrzady slain by ove of his owin. One who has seen what [ an see, who will Jotn us to bring the 7&1.‘1‘5/[“9
gbn’es of cheos to your Realwm. On! (s <o beadifil!

[ watched. as the yo@en wlour faded. and. her oyes J
becawe human once wore. Bud they were :

umma(/m?, and, unsee/hy.

[ fled. for the thind. time [ fawd
les@f rdumbxg in shame and. defeat
to Oeolyes. The wonastery was
being rebuilt after the attack, and,
the Keepers were ewen woore

Wushed. and. concerved, than vsual.
Tl elders did. ot Hawe we for

from Mym and. Sata ng[m

were already on the way to purge
e vorthern provinces o ths
infestation. But [ bnews they weuld. come
too late. Somefhahg would, need. to be dove
to save Civissina before they arrived. - and. (
feared. for Zalos too, if Sarki were to tum
her energies in s direction. [ krew [ wust
igrore the counsel of patience. [ was the .
on[y hepe o endivg this before all was st

[ retrieved. the itows ( had come for; and
returved. agoin to the road, clad. once

wore in the heod. and. clook of a kee}aer

Succubi | o

tB ove with grace and swiftness rarely seen 7
Ts:; j:oiffe)kt;”éft& , "’ eVt u:gﬁm agmﬁmg, succubi can tear e
;Zrmgﬁ b of Joes with fiig l I{mfy,/fomfm .{mf nmbers, o;tt 3 = e
o f ﬂfffﬁf o tﬁ‘ey/(i P :\' /‘ ely prgy afa . : ,3% i w

. - ‘ : <A f - exactl tﬁe;ethmts
maﬂurgygfc \ ,}:\ - \ ned MJ; i bave
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Tmps are 4 famcufar_l}/ broad mtego!y gf Jaemon tﬁutsfans tiny bomunculi ol the way to man-sized
elementals. Known by mm}y 70 ‘maddening fiesi qf Volshaya to the man—mtmg
rabishasas-of Sagamku t5 4 most often as ¢

creatures present in almost

fmtscomf[etemfé qﬁ‘ iy

Most%esgfm? @ d prefer.to ai ange, fiti /10 c_»- bolts from
(imbs or orific \2 e scholars bypott - ch these creatures e,htﬁn?_y
arso. M_ymm r Jeraets, Uses ot imps were ie tﬁe
Realm’s de
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T5£.f£ frmﬁtar.f gf 153 net5mvor[¢{ CW Wﬂ(ﬁﬂg fﬁfﬂgﬁ fﬁf air, [1& ﬂgt‘ ﬁgoa‘m monsters

of & decpsen realm, Taking 4 @@aﬂgy of forms, part fish and ot sexpent, their
movement makes no v i ff;t'[ theycome, float;

' Daemon Legions
83
Veil Serpents



\ /ou heard about the Pride of Santa Regina? I tain’s nowhere to be found. The men draw their

was on the ship what found her drifting. It’s guns and shoot up the village. They kill a bunch,

all true. Blood and corpses everywhere, rigging but most of the tribe run into the trees. There’s
torn to shreds. Only one man left, hidden himself nothing else to do. They still have the gold, so
in a barrel of black powder. Wouldn’t stop shak- they take it and move on.

ing. Said he was hunted by the armies of Hell.

Said they were coming for him. Said there was Well it gets to twilight and there’s a scream from
nowhere to hide. the back of the line. They turn to look, and one of

the guys is on the ground, gurgling blood through
We gave him some grog and eventually got the big hole in his neck. There’s a swish

him to stop mewling. Told us this grand through the trees - they think they see

tale. Said he’d been in the jungles
of the South. There’d been a
company out of Aguadulce.
They’d found a city with
these big step-pyramids, out

in the Wrathful Mountains.

Said the savages there have a

something big with wings - and a
sound of mad laughing.
Someone says it’s a pteradon.
Another says that’s not a
pteradon, that's a giant
vampire bat. But our guy -

he knows there’s no bats or

big posh kingdom or some reptiles that cackle like that.
nonsense - had so much gold
they didn’t even see the value. There’s another scream - now

another guy has been impaled on a

They were heading back to their ships, branch half way up the side of a tree. A
all laden with treasure, when they’d found a couple of men shoot blindly into the jungle, for all
small village. Just a bunch of huts, really. They the good it does. Soon they’re running for their

stop for chow with the locals, all with feathers in lives. About half the company gets picked off all
their hair and strange marks on their bodies. gruesomely, and still they can’t see the flying
things that keep attacking and retreating.

Our man doesn’t like it. He and most of the crew

want to move on, it feels off. But the captain is in [t gets so bad they’re forced to drop the treasure.
high spirits about the loot, and he takes a fancy to Finally they make it to the shore. They reach the
avillage girl. He tells the men to make camp. Next Pride of Santa Regina.

morning, they wake up and there’s this terrible

stench of rotten eggs. They find the girl smiling,

all covered in blood, holding a knife, and the cap-
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They look back at the trees - no sign of the creatures.
They raise anchor sharpish and head for Arcalea.

He said the daemons came again the first night at
sea. He's certain that the witch girl unleashed the
fiends of Hell against them. Called them “furies”,
like from the myths - said they come to punish
wrongdoers and they never give up the chase.
Said they’d killed the whole crew. There was
nothing to shoot at in the dark. Just the sound of
wicked laughter all around. He’d hopped in a bar-
rel and stayed there for days, half starved and

reeking of piss.

We took him home on the Dawn Star, and some of
the lads tried to ask where he’d dropped the gold.
“West” is all he’d say. Kept turning his head in
every direction. The third day aboard, a flock of
gulls passes the ship. He picks up a cannonball
and jumps over the taffrail before anyone can
stop him. How’s that for a story, eh?

—Overheard on the docks of Port Roig
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Threshing Engine 86

Acrber U th

Wit reached Civissiva, a swarm of daewions had. 9afha’ed"wwmd a [wye e before the qates. A stench of sulfuric decay
inflised. the arena. [ grey rebes, Sarki paced before her qibbering audience c&xtch(ng a curved bufe already watt with the dried blpod.
a y&s*terdqy‘s victims.

Frince Dawiien was tied. to the pyre His head. dregped, bruised. and. Dloodied.

“Yau loved Wi, once!” [ ried, stepping forwant. among the streeching, cozing daewions. A/Ways keen 1o prowote conflict, they
seemed. wiore. than wdlmy to allow wie 4o confront their wortal leader: Sarki looked up with a swarl; ( could, see there was very
little of her forwer wiind. still intact. “You only swwmmened. the Maw of A/cazm to Wide the evidence of Wis fratricide. You did it out
of love! Can you not reca[[/?”

Vacam‘ly e sorceress looked. from we to te shackled, prince. There was vo flicker of recoguition. She began to suutch at her own
body, restlessly lombs tutthing = a clear sywptom of addiction to power Hor aitation grews fratic, desperatz. | Keapt forward.
and. kocked. the dagger from bher hands with my own Vlade, ust as she had raised. it aguinst the Frince. Hawlrhy, she turved. a
face of pure wialice towards wee, and the werld blurred, as [ was struck head. over heels by a sorcerous last.

“You wish 4 ﬁghz‘ wie? Me?!" roared the wage, as ( manaycd & }w// myself pting, to my feet. “(, who have been granted.
FoWers beyond. your wwaymmg/ [ who command. the Lé?wms

There were screams, far off. We both looked. to the distamce, where something was demstating a squad. of Zalosi soldiers. [
7/L'Wpsed 2 whirlwind. of demstation, agaist which surely o wortal coddd stand. = and. i was approaching our position with
wicanny specd. Sarki was cack[u«y, wiore Miyhfed than ever:

The assembled. daewions purted, and. there e a great engine a WW[M? blades, wanned. by wore o te sucwhi. Des/m‘e the
Hur of winy woving panfs, te effect it Fma&xced was siwple? a/zryﬂriwy in (s Faih was churved. to fmymemfs.

The contraption of death sped. towarils we, and. grashing, baying creatures followved. bebind. i, all at her command. [ took a deep
breath and., faced. the appmac&m? deom, dey an item from my cloak

“The Orv of Al=Sabar is a wost ingenicus device, " wsed, as [ saw my enemy‘s expression dhange. “l¢s operation s udterly
scwp[c andl. yet s construction alwost Lwy?ossw[e b fathom. [t is said Al=Sabar comp[afed just three in his lifetinve, though this
is the omly one known o have. survived. 77 Kee/?ers bave protected. it for qenerations. [ like to think it is a ytff from our Mother.
She tells us Be brave - noWandfbmuzr

The Jum(my blades were /usf ymts away as the Orb actimted. There was a wioment of temendous silence, and. then a Wrmc/n’ng
sensation, like the whole world tudsting araund. a. pluot in wy honds.

When, [ looked. again, we were alove on the field. The threshing engine was qone, abng with all e devizens of the lwmortal
Dawtien reomained. unconstious on the pole. Avd Sarki was sturing arownd. in stupefaction.
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Yol o think [ are aboet a few dozen daewvons?

[ can scommon an army in an instant! Eren nowy
they feast on the wiinds and soule o te lc'm?.

/ on the other side of Yt 7a2fé, ;
| Youie lost, so~called daewion urter! Our victory is inevitable! 7 ;

Onee again [ was on the recelving end o a maym/ attack. ( had tiwe ¢ raise the st o iy cloak, woven with warding evergies, hat
still [ was knecked, onts my back. The face of the sorcersss leowed. above wie, darien

ing aguinst fheyrz/vsé); and. [ cried ot as her heot
ame down and. crushed. the /m'ce/ess Orb of Al-Sabuar pleces. | sunmmoned, what courge [ had left.
“Cassia Sarki, of Zczbs,l

= began, my wice weak. You. are hereby Judlged an enemy of the Mortal Realn. Yo wall-"
'/Ema/yh./ [ am the waster of this Realm; wy dowtivion of the Vel is at hand! Die!"

A rod of white fire appeared. in her hands. ?f’e/?mny to strike, she raised. thew Vigh above ber head, which were a wast a pure
madness,

This Reabn is undler wy protection, and. you are wiaster of nothivg, & whispered. Your sontonce s death,

With a?znﬁ’e dick, [ wilocked, e Pc'sz‘ol ( fepf primed. on wy right wrist. As it spruvg forwand, [ pu[/egt the tigger; and [nsfami/y
Sarki fell dead, a tall threugh ove eye.

Threshing Engine
5 | ) 3 . jic contraptions can
usuallly pulled by

¢ flends, these hellish

Hurtfing across the ﬂe&i i
decimate encmy troop

il el ol o,
cBariotsﬁg‘Eem e i many '

and with & great
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Large, chittering creatures wigh 4 rudimentary exosheliton,” these Jreakish “Fends” are fast and
t‘em.')sfirg. Unlike ofber dpemons wéa {egﬁ to kill Jor its own sae; these centaut-scotpion monsters
bebave Like 4 deadly mackery of puppies - riendly, excitafll and despernte for attention, but afso
[etﬁa[fy Jan‘gerou.f.éf_'r‘in%fitg, 1y responsi other thes

love, ot rm[i.firgfi‘ﬁeir v the. sharpmess of } ;ﬁiw
movin, they ook f; ?f Y \ j[
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Maty ¢ commanding officer fias come to fear the marching footfall
of the n.tyrmitfons among the disorienting shirbwind of the less
disciplined Legions that swrithe alongside them. “Their sinewy forms
sall, the bactlefields in. regimented attalions, wich musles like

iron tﬁg are the bane and irror image of i

warriors, even brandish

iron weaponry. 0

soldiers, tﬁougﬁ some

elements fike Eoov% %& tong

Their bebaviour is ot
bees, since they ext led abili
single fighting unit allowing arge their foes with infamous
ffectivencss. Theit Hoodshed, and the occasional red cofouring of
iy bides bas caused amateur daemonolog '
serve Vanadra, when in fact their beb
caleulated than wrathful (and Black, pigmentation is more
common).  Additionally, iy idons o1 exacting
negotiators, owing t0 their intensely
if you can separate & single individual
become confused and iuch easier to manipulate.

Myrmidons
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Acer /5th

2 “How can [ find. the strength to carry o wiites Sybellicus in the margin of Wis growire. “(tis not just the teplation
d power = ( must resist nothing less than Y inevitadle. 774&)/ will destroy eerything. :

The Civissina disaster did. not end with Cassia Sarki. Frince Dawiien rewains teo ill to lead his /oeop[e. Alter wying :
hm from the sacrificial /90/5, [ carried lim to the Zalosi encampwent and. saw that he was cared. for The soldiers
were tarrified. Only a fraction of the anmy was still encamped, the rest having been lost to desertion. [ called. the
rewaiving troeps to Dawiiens tent andd. begged. them to Velp wee sae those who stil lived in Civissiva, saying it was
chanee to wenge the wrongs dove to them by the sorceress. But [ was wet by grim faces.

“Plnse, | tried again. “I commet lose any wore. 771&}/ have taken 10 WIM from we a(rwty. ;
Stll there was silence. Em[ly a [wye, weather-beaten soldier stepped forward.

“No wore doewons. (Es too wuch,” he said. Avd. there were nods.

“Civissiva isn't ur pmbkm, " caid avother: “We want t 9 bowe."

‘r
¥
! There was nothing ( could. do. [ watched. as they began to Fack up what was left of the anp. émdgllagly [ returved 4o
the tuwwel entrance o Civissiva. [n Y dartwess [ thaught [ saw blurred. creatures, umnatum//y fast, and. heard. chittering
l\ all arouwd. Onee [ ewerged. into the dty & was wo better The eyes o te pea}ale were torwented, pu[[zd by some
‘E PoWerfu[ foree, cowy%[[ad b harm themselves and, others. The cbles were wet with blood. Nowe listened. %o my
a entreaties. 7715}/ were lpst in priate prayer Daewions mekd ey which way, k(l[c‘my sometives for fw, sometimes
E encourging the humans in their dark, wiiserable pursuits
i
5.
}

“(¢ is a vision of z‘himys to come, / ‘ame a wice by my side as [ watched the sceve from te battlements. There before
wie was o warrion clad in anweur of dark feathers; o tall and batdle=hardened. form. He turved bis black=scarred face
towards we. “This is the Hell on Earth that was prowtised. (¢ is comivg. g

Aud there in s hands grew longth of urvished. bronze, and. from its top a Vleak and. ragged. boner Hlewy and. on e
sackeloth was inseribed. a siuyle cha/(y symba[ o the lufinite.

{ [ heard. afterwards that when the arwies of Santa &704“ and. Myra arvived, there was nothing for them to save. The

whole ddy was burved. in pwiﬁ'catwn. But [ rewewber vove of i for ( was lst then in the yrzm_‘ banwer that rgopled
t in the erivg breeze, wswding auvss the oy witdl i Vocked. od the sunset, blocked. all the /Lyhf o this world and. filled.
i{  mty wiind, with the wid.
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When ( aweke, days later; [ had been healed. by the skill of the keef%rs. [ bnew there was still work to be dove.
Sarki had. acquired. far too wuch power to gﬂcﬂy ~ it was beyond the il of any morta(_mage., No one couldd
wnleash so wany daewions in so short o timte. She was dearly being fuelled. by someove, or something. Tomorrow

([ emburk on a guest b find the e villain

( have. vothing left 4o lose.




The legions of the Dark Gods descend upon our
realm like a tempest. Their larger hordes can
rarely be sustained for long on the comparatively
scant magical resources of this world, and yet their
coming is remembered for generations. Tales are
told of the most powerful and devastating dae-
mons to stalk the mortal lands, standing out by
their spectacular deeds or by sheer force of will
from the infinite cauldron of the daemonic throng.

Drawing on my decades of research and inter-
views, I will here describe several of the most
notable daemons through history, and the coali-
tions they assembled. Since the essence of such
monsters escapes back across the Veil when

their physical forms are destroyed, these recog-
nisable individuals may return several times -
over the arc of the ages, acquiring many names
and titles and building up fearsome renown.

Lesser daemons derive much of their identity
from the more powerful creatures they are com-
pelled to follow, and these notable Dukes of Hell
have been particularly effective in crafting potent
symbols and iconography to shape the forms and
natures of the legions they command. In such a
way can they impose their dominion over the
chattering maelstrom of daemonkind.

—Captain Urs Bodeker, Iron Legions of Myra

e

Banners of the Legions

CACOPHRAX
THE ENTROPIC

Cacophrax was a greater daemon of Sloth that decim-
ated the Avrasi empire in ancient times. Half griffon
and half alligator, it was said to be the size of a barn
and yet it could float effortlessly over battlefields, dis-
solving people and buildings simply by looking at
them. Cacophrax led a cross-pantheon coalition of
daemons who all took abyssal black colouring, and
their symbol was a spiral. The Avrasi historian
Ptolemus has argued that Cacophrax was responsible
for the famous and very mysterious disappearance of
the Legio IX Destrana, and the loss of its eagles.
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THE GILDED GIANT

This mythic creature, loyal to Sugulag, never took ma-
terial form in our realm. Instead, the legends tell that
it possessed an enormous golden golem the size of a
Northern Jotunn. The statue was supposedly built by
eastern dwarves before the united dwarven empire of
the Golden Age, using techniques now lost to history.
When it came to life, it brought minions across the
Veil, which took similar metallic, mechanical forms,
attending under the banner of an anvil. Its sole pur-
pose appeared to be the raiding of gold, which it
would haul away for unknown purposes. There are no
records of the Gilded Giant from the Ages of Ruin, but
in A.S. 788, reports reached Vetia of a giant statue that
destroyed the Infernal citadel of Khazabkek on the
Blasted Plain. Further details were repressed by the
local dwarven Overlords.

FOLOY
THE SKULLBRINGER

Among the legions that have appeared at times of nat-
ural upheaval, Foloy is often prominent. The name is
given by the ogres, who he decimated in the wake of
the Inferno cataclysm - his best remembered mani-
festation. A giant red brute with horns, hooves and
two living axes, Foloy is feared around the globe as an
avatar of the Earth’s rage, though there is nothing
worldly about Vanadra’s Tempest, as the elves call
him. His followers are usually frightful, even by dae-
monic standards, coming with tentacles and every
freakish form, always after earthquakes, eruptions,
tidal waves or ferocious storms. His sigil is a skull with
a blindfold across the eyes to represent the universal

nature of Wrath's justice.
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QUETZATOA
THE DEVOURER OF THE DEEPS

Resembling a monstrous hermit crab, Quetzatoa has
never twice manifested with the same shell, but its
enormous claws and belly are unmistakable in the an-
nals of daemonology. Some say its lair is found be-
neath the tainted waters of the Shattered Sea, but
sightings have been reported throughout the world.
Leading piscine forces on seaborne attacks, the De-
vourer of the Deeps is a terrifying legend among sail-
ors, seeking to consume any mortal that dares cross
its ocean domain. Those who drown are said to feed
its insatiable hunger. Loyal to the God of Gluttony, the
Devourer's horde is extremely diverse, but all aquatic
in appearance, and its barnacle-encrusted emblem is

acrab's claw.

TERGON
THE PATHMAKER

A hero in the tales told by the Warriors of the steppes,
the Omen named Tergon Khan is known to have led
great coalitions of both mortals and daemons against
Tsuandan in centuries past. In the Tergonead, an epic
poem, we read: Where he walks, light shines in his
wake. [lluminated are his footsteps, and illuminated are
we who come behind, bathing in Savar's glow. Thrice
has he walked our world, gaining glories each more il-
lustrious than the last. When he returns, grant that we
may follow his golden tread, leading us unto majesty,
and raise up the standards that point the way.
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SCAROK
THE MAGNANIMOUS

A titan of Envy, Scarok's regular form is that of a drake,
with scales that shimmer like a kaleidoscope. Her maw
is ever curled in a knowing smirk, and she arrives at-
tended by myriad reptilian forms that shimmer and
scurry in her aura of self-adulation. She avoids open
confrontation unless she is defied; instead, she seeks to
corrupt the minds of the wealthy and powerful, visit-
ing kings and merchants in secret, tempting them to
look towards their neighbours with jealousy. It is said
she watches the ensuing battles from above, cackling
at the bloodshed. Her symbol of a forked tongue pro-
vokes both awe and fear among the dread elves, for she
has come often to Silexia, but she is also known in Vetia
ever since the Wars of Spite (355 to 378 A.S.).

AKKA ZONO
THE PUPPETMASTER

Akka Zono has most recently appeared in Sagarika, but
there are many legends also from Qassar and the Kogh-
inan. Sometimes called the Sultan of Lust, it has a goat’s
head surrounded by many arms. While the devout have
often described Akka Zono as the cause of evil thoughts
and carnal desires, according to my sources its true
function is not to create lust but to satisfy it, by manipu-
lating the objects of affection into agreeing to the de-
praved proclivities of the naturally lustful. Many noble
leaders have fallen to its wicked forms of persuasion
and methods of control. Those who resist successfully
often find themselves confronted by cohorts of de-
formed abominations, resemblin;g overlarge children
or animals with human faces, bearing Akka Zono’s ban-
ners marked by a vertically bisected circle.
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e SJoyrna of Gregor Foskos,

SKeeper of the Veil

Acrober 25th

Cister Dimitrion has atways been a lone wolf, so T was pleased she accepted my offer to accompany
fer ont her Latest mission. Before his death, Father T)iceli begged me to look after her, a task made
almost impossible é)/ fer refysal to tell anyonte what she was do[/zg or where. This time, T will be by
e side. CWe have all been worrying. Leonora has barely slept or eaten since Civissina fell, and
fer right hand. is a sickly grey colowr. from nse of the Orb of AL-Slthar. She myst not be allowed to
continye on her path of self-destryction.

- -_gjﬁf

PR .

Our first stop was Zalos, where L eonora lead e to the hiddden basement in Which Shrki practised
fer evil arts. e obsidian ball containing the Sentinel of Nukyja was still on its pedestal. Leonora
took it int e hands and entered a kind of trance. T watched over her, for thirteen honrs, meanhile
oversceing the destyyction of the workshop’s other artefacts. CWhen she awoke, she flung the black orb
on the flagstones, where it smashed, and T felt a powerful presence vanish back across the Vel

”\7\/\01”1‘/1,- " she said, darkly.

W began a trek into the “White Movntains, leaving the horses with a dywayf trader when the
way becante too steep. Our cloaks are magically infysed to protect us from spells, but they did little
against the chill of the great Connstahl SPass. Finally, leading me to the summit of an isolated crag,
Leonora stopped.

st -;m—n-——-‘,.—r_."lww""“"‘“""-‘,—Wﬂmrl

“This is where she came,” she whispered.

B

$here was a temple there, although it fardly deserved such a nane. Tt was a cryde stone fovel, long
E abandoned, with a symbol over the linte! Z did not recognise.
{i o (We searched thoroughly all around, byt conld find no further clyes. Nevertheless, if was growing

Epilogue 9

i i il

Daemon Legions



dark, so we collected what firewood there was and canped inside. L eonora took oyt a book, thick with

creased and folded pages, and began to write. E}’?}//&Wlﬂg her example, 7 decided T would éegz'//; diary
of my own, and thys have penned these words.,

Aerober 27
This diary was an ill-omened choice. L eonora is gone; I have failed Father Nficels, |

Z ke in the night to see fer framed against the stars in the doorway of the temple, fer back Jaintly lit
by the embers of the fire. T had the sense of the most malevolent presence I have ever known. I heard a

powverfyl voice as if it were the centre of my being: rich, sonoroys, and wnmistakably, feminine, echoing }
aroynd the small stone space. {

“So this is the jowrnal of Leonora Dimitrion,” the ynseen presence chyckled, and T heard the rystle of

papers. Leonora stood wnmoving, and T was paralysed by horvor. “THow e///zg//z‘em’//g. Q/ou see L
mych, young one.” X

e mowntain wind whistled through the silence. {

“$oo much,” came the woman’s voice agair, suddenly angry . ”@m have guessed at my intentions and
How yoy have byt one choice. Join me or die.”

e silence continyed. .\

“Z see you are trying to Jight e, just as yoy see that sych attempts are fytile, And wnnecessary. e
conld ryle this world together. Sk was weak. She allowed herself to be consymed by insanity much
sooner than I hoped . Civissina was byt the tip of the spear. Shrely you did not think my ambitions
would be so limited 2 Ty next target is somewhat more extravagant. SHave you ever been 1o the City

Mﬁlmﬂ[zy? g
(Inother payse, before the avfyl voice spoke for the final tine:

"1t is time to make your choice. Tn tine, you will learn to see things as T do, when T send forth the

Legions against Avras and you comprehend what  can achieve. O, you can die here, alone and
Jorgotten by gods and mortals alike.”

Now the silence was yrbearable. SHill 3.eonvra did not so ek as twitch. Shddenly, the eternity was
extinguished by a mighty bolt of lightning that speared for an instant through the night sky, tyrning the

deathly scene to blinding wiste. A great chunk of rock boomed gff the moyntainside above ys, and T was

knocked 1o the grownd as the very earth rombled all around me, and the stones of the small temple began

to fall . When all was quiet once more, T nanaged to pysh my way ot of the rybble, niivacyloysly /
uharmed byt for a_few scratches, and T gazed around the lonely mosntains. Fere was no sign of

Leonora or anyone else. FAnd et there, flyttering meekly. on the dirt of that godsforsaken peak, lay her
Jonrnal.
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THE 9™ AGE

FANTASY BATTLES

DAEMON LEGIONS

The hellish agents of the Dark Gods lurk unseen behind the thinnest
of barriers separating our world from theirs. Enemies of every mortal
power, they are merciless and single-minded, appearing in every
hideous form, an endless writhing throng of horror. Submit to the
summoning ritual, and test your sanity before the Daemon Legions.

The 9™ Age: Fantasy Battles is a community made miniatures wargame.
All rules and feedback can be found/given at http://www.the-ninth-age.com/
All recent changes are available at http://the-ninth-age.com/archive.html
Copyright Creative Commons license: http:/[www.the-ninth-age.com/license.html



	Cover
	Credits
	The Dark Gods
	The Book of the Infinite Legions
	Pride
	Omen of Savar
	Blazing Glory
	Gluttony
	Maw of Akaan
	Bloat Flies
	Lust
	Courtesan of Cibaresh
	Sirens
	Envy
	Kuulima's Deceiver
	Mageblight Gremlins
	Greed
	Miser of Sugulag
	Hoarders
	Wrath
	Vanadra's Scourge
	Brazen Beasts
	Sloth
	Sentinel of Nukuja
	Hope Harvester
	Classifications of the Legions
	Daemonic Magic
	Hellhounds
	Lemures
	Titanslayer Chariot
	Eidolons
	Succubi
	Imps
	Veil Serpents
	Furies
	Threshing Engine
	Clawed Fiends
	Myrmidons
	Harbinger
	Banners of the Legions
	Epilogue

