
THE 
FIERY 
BLOOD

A gothic black metal setting of rebellion 
against Gods and Masters.



BREAKING THE 
SCEPTERS,   
   CRUSHING THE 
WANDS

But a few generations ago, the God-King arrived in the 
land of Nod, and on that day, when the Elysian Gardens 
appeared in the sky, the assault of Heaven began. The 
invading hosts quickly subjugated the peoples of Nod, for 
they possessed the secret of Fire and could unleash it via 
hand or flintlock. However, while the Cult of the Living 
Sun has managed to conquer the land and destroy its 
way of life, its crusade against the dark, the dead and the 
inherited is met with perennial resistance. On the great 
estates and in the deep woods, in the libertine cities and 
in the depths of the underworld, a black flame has been 
kindled in the hearts of the hopeless, and their fiery blood 
breeds rebellion. 

Soon they will go forth, and slay their masters, and may-
hap be slain in kind. The black flame, however, can never 
be quenched.



IN THE SKY
The Elysian Gardens of the God-King float gracefully, its symmetrical halls of marble and glass stretching into a well-ordered Maze, and from within the 
central spire, the God-King observes all that transpires. Each year, some dozens of girls and boys are kidnapped from the land of Nod and brought to the 
Gardens. What becomes of them, no-one knows for sure. Some say that the God-King feeds on their blood, others that they are converted to the hollow-
souled Perfects who guard the priests and the gentry. The guardian Angelii allows the northern wind to bear away naught by the scent of roses, sickly sweet.

THE WIND’S 
FOUR QUARTERS



IN THE TOWN
The booming, warm voice of the priest-magistrate decrees 
the gospel of the Living Sun, forbidding fornication and 
hedonism, necromancy and daemon worship, satirical 
tracts and lewd displays of music and theatre, as well as 
other seditious deeds, and with the aid of the Perfects, 
these are kept out of the sunlight. However, in the dark 
of night and the safety of homes, these and more are 
performed, as proud burghers and libertine pagans refuse 
to surrender their desires and traditions. 

To the towns, the Southern wind bears tidings of all 
events in Nod, as well as the consequences thereof. From 
the countryside, she bears a surplus of goods to be sent 
skyward, as well as bitter souls robbed of their lands, 
looking for honest but often finding dishonest work; from 
the sea, she bears trade and opportunity for both seditious 
and Sun-bathed; from hidden cellars, she bears forbidden 
tracts and letters of conspiracy; from across the bridges 
to the Great unseen conjured in necromantic rituals, she 
guides vengeful spirits to torment the sycophants of the 
Sun. Here is the hotbed of rebellion; here, the words of 
the priest-magistrate are challenged by both tradition and 
humanism; here, subjugation has not succeeded. 



IN THE COUNTRYSIDE
Long-time tenant farmer are evicted from their lands and 
village commons are being enclosed. The lords and ladies 
that commanded vassalage have been replaced by foreign 
gentlemen and -women of the God-King’s choosing, 
those rational and reasonable souls armed with maps 
and deeds, which grants them all and any lands that they 
wish. From their estates, they command the building of 
canals and water mills, the destruction of villages and 
their ways of life. The bailiffs, their knights and their 
Perfects roam the countryside and its forests, crushing 
protests and dreams, desecrating the tombs and temples 
of the Noddite mortuary cult and invading the great 
woods to slay the Children of Pan.

Those whose land have been stolen must choose between 
a life as a waged farmhand on the gentry’s estates or to 
spin the wool produced thereupon. Some still toil on 
lands that ought to be theirs by ancestral right; others 
are distant from them, but when the eastern wind 
brush past bearing a smell of swine, and sheep, and rye, 
the fire is awakened in their blood. Others still haunt 
the forests and roads of Nod, stealing, murdering and 
nurturing grudges. A few fight for the return of the old 
feudal bonds, but most seek justice, and justice means 
the breaking of the Golden Throne and this dream of 
Paradise burnt to ashes.



IN THE 
UNDERWORLD

The restless ghasts of the poor 
and dead, whose blood has 

watered the soil that they tilled 
and upon whose graves the 

thistles grow freely, howl and 
rage and plot their vengeance. 
The western wind carries their 

cries, and they sing in the 
rustling of leaves. Here, finally, 

they are outside the reach of the 
God-King and here, definitely, 
all that the priest-magistrates 

wish to eradicate live on, 
seething and biding its time.

In their darkened abodes, 
hidden from the watchful gaze 
of the Perfects, witches touch 
the mysteries of the black 
stars and commune with the 
spectres of the underworld, 
interpreting their cries, and 
providing mouths for them to 
speak through. This necromancy 
bridges the worlds of the living 
and the dead and bonds are 
weaved by oaths and starlight. 
Soon, these ghosts once 
forgotten shall scream their 
names from the depths of the 
dark valley and pour forth into 
the waking world.



DOWN THE SCORCHED PARADISE
The town of Baaten is in rebellion. When the 
priest-magistrate Davidius, who had been 
haunted by vengeful spirits for a fortnight, 
jailed the midwife Arabella Kollwitz on the 
charges that she had summoned these wights, 
the townspeople revolted and freed her. In the 
ensuing battle, the Church was torched and the 
Perfects of Baaten slain or apprehended. Priest-
magistrate Davidius has been put in the docks 
and news of the Baaten rebellion spread like 
wildfire throughout the land of Nod. 

Poachers and outlaws, rebel farmers and proud 
burghers, necromancers and the restless ghouls 
of the shire are all roused, as the story of Baaten 
ignite their blood. Now, the shire is in uproar 
and the Perfects and their troops cannot move 
without fear. Thousands take up the the rallying 
cry of Baaten, and dream of conquering the 
Paradise in the sky: 

»Break the scepters! Crush the wands!«  

One day, the flame of rebellion shall torch the 
Gardens. Shall the Baaten uprising herald the 
advent of that day, or will the fire be quenched 
this time? What will you do? 

YOUR CHARACTERS
• The Necromancer
• The Firebrand
• The Woodsman
• The Daemon-Spawn
• The Trader
• The Possessed

• The Freethinker
• The Outlaw
• The Were-Wolf
• The Ghoul
• The Knave
• The Orphan

• The Fallen Sun-Piest
• The Midwife
• The Vengeful
• The Rebel Leader
• The Treacherous Servant
• The Escapee



• A ship arrives in Baaten from across the sea, 
bearing gifts of gunpowder and flintlocks, from 
the sworn enemies of the Cult of the Living 
Sun. They offer to help arm and supply the 
rebellion, but demand as payment lumber from 
the millenial pines of the deep woods.

• The logging camp at Straczkot is under 
recurring attacks and sabotage from the fae of 
the forest, as the axes are nearing the groves 
where the cult of Pan perform their orgiastic 
rites. To guard the operation, four dozen 
servants of the Living Sun are dispatched there, 
armed with iron and steel, fire and light. 

• On winter solstice, the God-King, descends  
to Earth to perform rituals of cleansing to  
drive away the darkness and give birth to the 
new year.  

EVENTS IN THE SHIRE
• A young man, lost and afraid, turns up, speaking 

in a strange tounge. He claims to have escaped 
from the Elysian Gardens and tells ghastly tales 
of his experiences.

• Bailiffs have caught and tortured a dozen poor 
souls for poaching and for farming on enclosed 
land. As these Diggers have refused to reveal the 
location of their band, they are to be crucified 
along the banks of the Rosewater, their eyelids 
removed and gaze fixed upon the Sky. 

• The re-direction of the river Tolszik for the 
purposes of irrigating an estate, has required the 
flooding of the hamlet Arczen and the mortuary 
temples of Arczenwald. Having been disturbed, 
the ghouls, ghasts and goblins of the forest now 
roam restlessly, wreaking vengence on anyone 
approaching the cult site.

• The Lord of all Graves is visiting the 
family Treszt, who have long held power 
in the town of Gjoltz, to attend to the 
four mummified Patriarchs who still lead 
the family. The local priest-magistrate 
Paulos now threatens messer Treszt 
with fire and light if the family do not 
surrender the Lord to the Church. 
So far, the family has refused, and are 
awakening all their servants, whose 
bones are interred in the catacombs 
beneath the town.



DENIZENS OF NOD
Angelus. Hand of the God-King, being of light, guardian of 
Elysium, sexless, slavedriver. 

Artisan. Decent, guild-member (master or apprentice), 
forward-looking, orderly, Sun worshipper.

Burgher. Proud, traditionalist, entreched power-holder, 
enemy of the Sun, a family of living and dead alike.

Children of Pan. Daemonic, alluring, shifting, one with 
nature, blood magician; transgressing.

Diggers. Occupies enclosed land, embittered, communal 
ownership, martially adept, cultist of Pan.

Fae. Mischievous, cruel, vampiric, one with nature, 
handmaiden to Pan, blood magician; transgressing.

Farm labourer. Physically adept, robbed of their land, in 
close contact with gentry, hired by the year, prone to unrest, 
death cultist or Sun worshipper.

Fisherman. Hardy, communal, freethinker, pragmatic 
worshipper of every Power.

Gentry. Arrogant, parasitic, foreigner, devoid of passions save 
for torturing the unfaithful.

Ghast. Fleshless spirit, relentless, vengeful, immune to fear, 
bound to darkness; transgressing.



TRANSGRESSION REACTION TABLE
When transgressing the bounds between the realms of the 
living, the dead and of Pan’s kin, any character unable to 
maintain their composure rolls to see how they react to the 
experience:

D6

1. Terror 2. Existential dread
3. Fascination 4. Respect
5. Desire to possess 6. Lust

Ghoul. Restless dead, noble and impassioned, draws strength 
from necromantic rites and/or the flesh of the living, strong as 
four adult humans, immune to pain; transgressing.

Goblin. Clever, quick, strength in numbers, one with nature.

Knave. Landless and unskilled, new arrival, hungry and 
unscrupulous, inconstant like the moon.

Maenad. Frenzied, hedonistic, cultist of Pan, spawn of daemon 
and man, cannibalistic and orgiastic; transgressing. 

Midwife. Revered and persecuted, provider of medicine and 
advice, death cultist.

Militia. Martially trained, strength in numbers and hatred, 
weak to fear and terror, death cultists.

Necromancer. Revered, in communion with/mouthpiece 
of the spirits of the nether realms, torn between worlds, 
impassioned, death magician; transgressing.

Outlaw. Opportunistic, one with nature, fickle, moves unseen 
among the folk. 

Perfect. Hollow-souled, martially adept, relentless, immune to 
fear and doubt, weak to mind control.

Priest-magistrate. Fanatic, booming voice, power to 
command the undead, master of mobs, sun magician.

Revolutionary. Martially adept and/or firebrand speaker, 
organiser, conspirator, moves among the folk, enemy of the 
Living Sun.



Servant of the Living Sun. 
Traitors to the folk, spoiled, sadistic 
and violent, the parasites’ hounds.  

Tenant farmer. 
Married, owes corvée work to 
the gentle landlord or -lady, Sun 
worshipper, gives sacrifice to Pan.

Trader. 
Foreigner, opportunistic,  
bearer of new ideas, surveilled.

Were-wolf.  
Wild, nocturnal, one with nature, 
enemy of the Sun, cunning, in 
communion with the spirits of the 
Underworld; transgressing.
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