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Uskwood, nidal
Pale moonlight �ltered weakly through the canopy of 
trees overhead as Nikita Vicci ran as fast as her six 
year-old legs could carry her. Behind her, the hollow 
sound of the masti�’s baying carried on the wind, 
warning all their fellow Uskwood beasts that they 
were on the hunt.

Darting around the black silhouette of an immense 
tree, the young girl tripped over looping roots before 
tumbling down into a steep ravine. Up in a �ash, her 
�ight continues without interuption, her re�exes 
honed throughout her short lifetime here in Nidal.

Scrambling up an embankment, a quick glance to her 
rear showed the glowing blue eyes of her pursuers, 
pacing her. Two of the shadow masti�s, easily the size 
of a large man, ran along the top of the ridge to either 
side, while another chased her within the ravine itself. 

A quick burst of speed carried her up one wall, barely 
in front of the slavering jaws of the hound. Dodging 
around another tree, she slammed head �rst into a 
wall of black leather and spikes. Staring up into the 
eyes of a nightmare, Nikita felt the blood trickling 
down from her newest wounds as consciousness �ed.

She’baat Vincere’ waited for her hounds, measuring 
up the diminuitive form of the girl at her feet. Despite 
the young girl’s frantic nightmares, She’baat had no 
intention of killing the Scarzni child, nor of even 
torturing her. No, tonight’s hunt was all business and 
once completed, the hunt for pleasure could begin.

Her beasts came slinking up, two standing proud, the 
third in the back, its tail between its legs. Her chain 
whip lashes out, scoring the beast along it’s �ank. “No 
biting you fool! Don’t harm the merchandise!”

She’baat turned as servants ran up to collect the child. 
Leaning back in her carriage on the return trip to 
Pangolais, she cursed the need to turn over her latest 
charge. The urge to torment the young girl, to scar her 
both physically and mentally, welled  up like a tide 
from the dark recesses of her heart. 

Abandoning the carriage before the House of Pain on 
the outskirts of the city, She’baat ordered the girl be 
turned over by the servants. The urge, the need, to 
hurt the girl was almost overwhelming but release 
was just a few steps away. Opening the mammoth 
doors, screams rose to greet her, sounding like a 
symphony of pain to her exhausted ears.

Plane of shadow
The kyton sacristan returned from the Kuthite temple, his 
latest aquisition, a silent human girl, at his heels. Exhaust-
ed, the child tripped every few steps, each fall eliciting a 
whimper as the chain’s barbs dug into her neck. After 
each fall she would rise and attempt to walk more 
carefully, more slowly. Each time, he would give the chain 
a small tug, generating another whimper, and usually 
another fall.

The jealous sacristan cursed his luck that he would need 
satisfy himself with these minor tortures. The child was 
destined for Lord Sugroz, the Voice in Screams, for his 
own private experiments. Unlike She’baat Vincere’ 
however, the sacristan understood that denying the need 
to cause the child pain was itself a form of pain, for him. 
As the mortal She’baat was also beginning to learn,  
whether his own or the girl’s, pain was pain, and could be 
enjoyed either way.

She’baat Vincere’



Matharyn, talingarde
The elegant sound of chamber music �lled the small 
square as couples whirled and spun, dancing the 
minuet. Like the dancers, the revellers on the outskirts 
wore �ne porcellain masks leaving their chins and 
mouths bare. The crowd of one hundred, mostly 
students and faculty from nearby St. Marcius’s 
Seminary and University were of the cultured variety, 
and �ne wine �owed like water.

Known as Varsill, this borough of Matharyn, capital of 
the holy nation of Talingarde, was populated primarily 
by artists, scholars and the bourgeoise. Small festivals 
such as this one had �rst begun some ten years 
previously, an excuse to drop high moral walls and 
relax with kindred spirits. The Church allowed such 
parties to continue, understanding that scholars and 
those of artistic bent needed some release outside 
religious observance.

Such understanding from the Church heirarchy was 
rapidly waning however as tales of drunkeness and 
casual sex began percolating throughout the city. 
Such came to a head during the festival three years 
past when the half-elven High Lord Barcan was 
revealed to be in attendance. Caught literally with his 
pants around his ankles, the noble lord was rapidly 
whisked from the borough by his personal guard and 
still denies rumors of his presence to this day.

Carriage service had been cancelled this year after the 
setting of the sun in an e�ort to limit non-Varsill residents 
from attending the festivals. This policy was partially 
successful in limiting the numbers of revellers, yet an 
absolute disaster in the long term health of the borough. 
Left to their own devices, and without interference from 
the other boroughs, both students and faculty procurred 
even more wine. The level of public drunkeness increased 
proportionally and rumors began circulating of private 
parties attended by scantily clad women of negotiable 
virtue.

Nikita watched as the Chair of Classical Studies chased 
three nude girls around the divan. The sixty year old man 
cut quite the comical �gure, his massive paunch resting 
atop tindertwig legs. Hu�ng and pu�ng, the ancient 
scholar �nally caught the youngest of the three, running 
half-heartedly like the others. A quick glance to Nikita 
was met with a slight nod as the older woman gave 
approval that the Chair be inducted into the inner 
sanctum. Retreating through the door behind her, Nikita 
strode across the room beyond to a door on the far side.

Sliding back the barred viewing port, the twenty year old 
madame checked the revealed hallway for tra�c. Seeing 
none, she passed through the door heading for the far 
end of the passage. Thick doors stood closed on each 
side, the sound of whimpers, cries and moans of pleasure 
coming from behind each.

Nikita Vicci



Branderscar 
prison
“Nikita Vicci, we, the Mitral Council of 
Talingarde, �nd you guilty of the crime of 
Blasphemy!
No mitigation can possibly exist, no 
circumstance or excuse, that forgives one of 
your nature. Your very existence is a sin 
against the god Mitra.
Your trial for the crimes of Extortion, 
Bribery, Arson and Attempted Murder are 
hereby invalidated as these lesser crimes do 
not justify your breathing our fair air for 
even one more day.  
You are to be taken forthwith to the Prison 
of Branderscar where you will be kept for 
the absolute briefest period of time before 
you are to be scourged, your skin �ayed, 
your wounds sown with salt and then 
burned at the stake.
It is our custom to end sentencing with the 
statement, ”May Mitra have mercy on your 
soul.” Understanding this to be a clear 
impossibility on your account, we instead 
draw satisfaction in knowing that your soul 
is bound for Hell and eternal torment.
Remove this abomination from the 
courtroom!”

Blasphemy
Either you have defamed the great god 
Mitra or you have  
been found guilty 
of worshipping one 
of the forbidden 
deities.
Punishment:  
Death by burning
Bene�t: +2 trait 
bonus to 
Knowledge 
(religion) and  
it is  a class skill  for  
you.
it is  a class skill  for  

The quick turn of a wall sconce at the end of the hall swung wide a 
hidden doorway, leading the young woman to her o�ce. Tossing her 
cloak onto the chair behind her desk on the far side of the room, 
Nikita stood for some minutes at the giant glass window covering 
one whole wall. Below, naked �gures writhed in ecstasy and pain. 
Nodding her approval, Nikita watched as the drunken Chair entered 
the room at the soft insistance of his new companion.

Nearly two decades had passed since the origin of this plan, 
although Nikita herself had only been involved in the most recent 
year. Hidden sites such as hers dotted the borough, �ve in all, with 
hers being the most recent. Such a post was a rarity for one not born 
to Kyton blood, yet it was a necessity here in Talingarde where the 
Mitral clergy could easily detect the wickedness exuded by even the 
lowest of the Shadow Plane heirarchy. While she had secretly wished 
to return to her own world, the young Avistani was well aware of the 
unlikelyhood of that eventuality.

Without warning, the sound of screams picked up, causing the 
young woman to quickly scan the room below for their source. The 
naked revellers below, far gone in drugged wine, had yet to notice 
the din however, and Nikita quickly turned to the door she had so 
recently entered. Sliding aside an eyehole, she just caught the white 
samite and steel armor of a Mitral Paladin entering one of the rooms 
o� the hallway. Cursing her luck, the fetchling knew her end had 
come. No escape would be possible for her, for her smooth grey skin 
marked her if ever she stepped beyond the con�nes of this house.

Reaching for her crossbow, Nikita prepared to sell her life as dearly as 
possible, taking up a position on the far side of her desk. Nearly an 
hour passed, and much of the din died down as the young woman 
tried in vain to keep the blood �owing in her legs while remaining 
below the level of the window behind her. The paladins had found 
that room twenty minutes ago, killing all of its inhabitants in shocked 
horror. It was too much to hope that they would fail to notice the 
glammered wall with its giant window, yet Nikita could not help 
herself.

The door across the room �ew from its hinges, careening over her 
head and out the very same window with a smash of broken glass. 
Stepping over the still burning carpet, High Inquisitor Solomon 
Tyrath himself entered the room, his �at stare immediately picking 
out the rooms sole inhabitant. A �at slap accompanied a speeding 
crossbow bolt, well aimed for the inquisitor’s head yet stopped by 
some unseen �eld. With no time to reload, Nikita stood as �ve 
paladins rushed into the room, swords raised.

Despair gripped her however as she was clubbed to the ground, one 
paladin’s pommel red with blood from the wound to her head. 
Consciousness quickly �ed, just as it had done so a mere fourteen 
years previously, though her captor could not be more di�erent.

“Sshh, don’t speak, my dear.” Standing above her, the High Inquistor 
looked almost concerned, an emotion clearly belied by his eyes. “We 
have special plans for you. There will be plenty of time for talking 
later, you have my word on it.”
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WITCH SPELLSLVL
Bleed
Dancing Lights
Daze
Detect Magic
Detect Poison
Light
Mending
Message
Putrefy food and drink
Read Magic
Resistance
Spark
Stabilize
Touch of Fatigue

Shocking Grasp
Enlarge person
Mage Armor

Cause a stabilized creature to resume dying
Creates torches or other lights
1 humanoid w/ 4 HD loses its next action
Detects all spells and magic items
Detects poison in 1 creature or object
Object shines like a torch
Makes minor repairs on an object
Whisper conversation at distance
Makes food/water inedible
Read scrolls and spellbooks
Subject gains +1 on saving throws.
Ignites �ammable objects
Cause a dying creature to stabilize
Touch attack fatigues target

1d6/level damage (5d6 max)
Humanoid creature doubles in size
Gives subject +4 armor bonus

0
0
0
0
0
0
0
0
0
0
0
0
0
0

1
1
1

       


