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Drip. 

Drip. 

Drip. 

The Emperor looked on as the blood fell from the young girl’s lifeless 

body. He traced the flow of blood from her slashed throat as it ran down her 

dangling arms to drip from her fingers. The girl, barely a teenager, was 

suspended by her feet above an intricate pattern of arcane symbols. On the 

ground beneath her, a blood mage chanted. He knelt, his bald head bowed as he 

continued the incantation, with the girl’s blood dripping onto his naked body.  

Other blood mages stood around him, one to each side and a third behind. 

Their mouths’ moved in concert with the one in the centre, each lending their 

power to the ritual. 

The Emperor’s cold eyes fixed on the splash each drip made as it struck 

the central mage’s prostrate form. After so many centuries of life, he barely 

noticed the girl who sacrificed her life for this ritual. It was the blood, not the 

girl, which was important. She was a means to an end, a resource to be used to 

further his goals.  

A summoning of this nature wasn’t common. But circumstances dictated 

that drastic measures had to be taken. The time was at hand for him to take what 

fate had decreed would be his. He needed allies, and the realm below offered 

him exactly what he needed. 
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The torrent of barely understood words ended. The prostrate man raised 

his blood soaked head. The mage’s were eyes inky pools of darkness that stared 

directly at the Emperor. All three Blood Mages surrounding him fell to their 

knees and bowed their heads in supplication.  

Only the Emperor remained standing, staring down at the other-worldy 

presence now living behind the blood-soaked man’s eyes. 

“Why have you summoned me?” The voice was deep beyond possibility, 

seeming to come from the very floor of the chamber. 

“Know your place, Shadenkath,” the Emperor said. His voice remained 

confident and calm. 

The creature narrowed its eyes, looking at the emperor closely. Its head 

cocked to the side as it sniffed the air. A moment later, it let out a startled breath 

and immediately lowered its gaze. 

“Forgive me, my lord,” it said with a slight quiver. “I did not recognise 

you in this guise.” 

“You would do well to learn respect. I am not known for my capacity for 

compassion.” 

“As you will it, my lord.” 

“You are needed,” he said after a long period of silence. “My armies will 

be ready to move by winter’s end. In the meantime, Rathmore must be 

cleansed.” 

“So soon?” 
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The Emperor nodded. “By next year, Del Mord will be a smoking ruin. 

Rathmore will be mine, and all of Illara will be open to me. You are to hunt my 

brother’s tainted kin.” 

“I thought Carabin was handling this duty?” 

“Carabin is dead.” 

“I am, as always, your faithful servant.” The creature raised its host’s 

eyes. “And what of this vessel?” 

The Emperor sighed. “Take it.” 

Primal hunger mixed with glee crossed the possessed mage’s features. 

His eyes rolled up into his head, and his body contorted itself into impossible 

angles. The unfortunate man writhed as his body was consumed.  

The Emperor watched as the demon joyfully savoured its prize. The 

man’s agonised screams filled his ears, but, as with the girl, he remained 

unmoved by the spectacle. Shadenkath was a worthy servant. These lives were a 

small price to pay for his obedience. All things came at a cost, but the Emperor 

was rarely the one who had to pay it. 


