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Let me be honest with you all
- my first attempt at GMing
K:DL was a strange one. I
won't go into details, but it
was quite far away from a
classic, slow-burner tone of
the official scenarios, and
more into the wild, pulpy,
shotgun-brandishing, demon-
slaying ride with (almost) a
happy ending. Don't get me
wrong - I dig and enjoy the
tones of creeping horror that
fill the Kult universe, but
what I wanted from that
campaign. .. was the thing
that got me into Kult in the
first place: Here the humans
- puny, weak, pitiful humans
- can not only dream of their
divine ancestry, but actually
get up there and kick the
eldritch horror’s ass! By
god, my players suffered, but
in the end they felt that
Justified feeling of spitting
into the devil's face and
waltzing away... And boy, did
they love it! The horror, the
seemingly unbeatable odds
were in fact... beaten!
Something that does (sadly)
not often happen in our real
lives.

Yhen Ryan passed away it was
something different. The
people who gathered at the
Kult: Elysium Discord server
(me included) were battling,
creating and living the
cosmic horrors on a daily
basis. VWe were gleefully
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discussing black magic,
cannibalism and demon
summoning, but none of us was
ready for what happened to
our friend. Even though I
didn't know Ryan too well,
the whole shock of seeing his
last messages and realizing
he won't be coming back is a
pure horror. And it reminded
us of all the things we were
trying to forget with make-
believe nightmares and blood-
drenched storytelling. So
when Auburney asked me about
taking part in this memorial
project, something moved deep
in my heart. It was yet
another chance to tell that
0ld hag Death “go to hell!”

Ryan's demise won't break us,
it won't make us forget and
it won't make us stop
dreaming - even if our dreams
are shaded in dark colors
sometimes. I want you, dear
reader, to remember this when
you read through all of those
"little nightmares"” of mine:
Real horror always sits just
across the room from you, it
crawls underneath your house
and tugs at your kids’
blankets, but in the end, any
day you live, breath, write,
play, and think is another
"fuck you" to this
(seemingly) unbeatable
monstrosity. And this bullet
into its hideous skull...

It's for you, Ryan!
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“Those eyes, lips,

the silk of your hair..
YOouRll make a fine

addition..” He smiles as the
glass falls from Jour numbing hand and onto

the soft carpet. “...to my collection,” he
finishes, Just as you follow the glass to the
carpeted floor,

YQu check €very shop at the mall before
Night. There's Just tha creepy antique
Its door is Still open but th

found. Yoy step in, lighting
flashlight, when all

closing for the
toy store left.

you, the store

With them er, leaving you alope
2 hn.
Bullets don’t work, Jo
This village is blessed.
God protects us!
open
when the doOTS

normallyhe emerald that
The space
ne astror}
chines brigh
to screams.
laughter ©

them over the

nis new god:

3 irl walks througp
ﬁhéogﬁ%lgmemorial alone. She
reads the names of_fallent-
veterans with a slight latin
accent. When she leaves{ e
buried dead start to stir.

Y find is death, Among the
lated corpses sits g single nakeq man, holdi
mp in his clutches. @ 5 e Pagr

We were riding on this train f
or
And a Mman has to eat_” =
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The o0ld han in
fgr out intg tgetree
wilds was long
forgotten, When the
chemicals from the
nearest factory
reached jts roots,
however, new corpses
began to show uo;
Q?ngingbfrom the
ee’s bran i
in the olqg g?;:.llke

The man in a
butcher’s apron
throws a hunk of
bloody meat on a
freezer floor. “Eat
up!” he barks. The
sound of the closing
door is muffled by
the loud scratches
of frozen nails and
clattering of sharp
teeth.

The knight bows
efore the angel
s?atue, its chest
gierced by the Sword
ood drips from th :
wound in Stone ang e
?npo his heaq, The
£night Slowly takes
OFf his helmet anq
fills it with bloog
52? grfcess is :
infullx
he can wéifiow’ REt

e burning WOE. Fene salts

dles ar :
intact.. Blessed S& : u forgot them: Ly
aﬁick! What dgliou mean’aﬁg tne creature they harb
them, the can
step oub of the ¢

Naked old hags dance and
make love before the
abandoned church in the
far reaches of rural
Russia. When the full
moon rises, they fall on
their knees before the e
autistic albino boy Py
bound to Saint Peter’s
Cross.

“One 1itt ;
good to ggs brick ang you’ re

: sa
her little patgjngherOctor to

“\hat else do you wish,
oh my Lord?” asks the
woman, dropping onto her
knees near her dead
children. The angel
before her doesn’t
answer, but directs her
to the last bottl ot
bleach with its
eyes. e

This is exactly why she
became a coroner. She
saws off the top of the

skull and pushes her =

dead madman's brains.
Sigils carved into his



into the hole dug under one of

4 s the ba .
e PR iy = The excavator continues

the construction site corners. :
its job and soon the hole is no more. “nat was it you

dropped in there?” You ask, sharing your last cigarette
with him. “Oh, isn’t it obvious? Tt was a newborn to ;
guard the pbuilding site, of course!” answers the mayor 1in

a cheerful tone.
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You yell at the guy, hasn't he had enough
yet? He’s lying in a pool of his own blood,
half of his bones are probably broken. So why
is he laughing?? Why is his blood.. black? Why
doesn’t he just die?

“Daddy, there’s
s a monster und 2
ig{;&gieygur ¥3ungest. “He's ggtmgob:?é
g “Hand. I see a slight movemeétS i
s, Ietsays not to tell you, but I’;nder
i toﬁight ell her that she can sleep in o
e and ghe gleefully runs out of tur
fuckér s how did this blind one-handed 5
5 manage to escape the cellar again?

You spot an incident along the highway. Two
bodies lay atop each other in a pool of blood.
M The crushed car’s lights flicker in the dark.
When you stop to help, or at least call an
ambulance, one of the victims twitches, stirs,
and starts crawling towards you. He hisses as
he drags his limbs across the asphalt.

Before leaving the bunker, o A
you help your 1ittle son % C§G§QEPWrepched
with his gas masks. One * et the disappears
\ for his face, another for Sartt helforest, you
fncck . " what dis ?tb;:aWOEder .
€€ £ n \
The first thing ygu

See back hOme”‘)

You realize now that it was a bad idea to steal that idol
from the museum. None of the seedy pawn shop owners in the
city want to take it from you. UWhen you fall asleep with
this damn thing on your nightstand, your dreams take you
to a lonely island deep in the Pacific Ocean. The idol is
there too - naked people gather on a cliff and throw it
into the sea. Shortly after the idol disappears under the
waves, one by one they follow it, Jjumping to their death.
You wake up in a cold sweat, and the only guestion on your
- mind right now - how to get rid of this damn thing?
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__ She always loved Squeezing her pimples. Little
guilty pleasure of her.

When the doctors forbna it
She found a way to indulge her “hobby”. The girl in
her basement, the one

tied to an old water pipe?
Oh, only fast food and coke on her diet now.

i 1ls in
st wails and.how
Therggg as workers 1in vellow

ouse &
jackets tear down her old h g

ill the hole where }ts
andbgéement used to betwizg
concrete. She knows thad e
bones are still there, anuntil

won’t stop screaming
somebody finds them.

Now listen, ma'am, and listen well.
I’m not fond of the idea to stick
these coffin nails into your child’s
palms either. But I'm afraid I've got
no other choice if he keeps climbing
the walls like that.

*This factory was built o
. n the
Simple laborers like you a i
3 ey nd me!”
protest.leader cries. Little did he kﬁ?ﬁ
Ehat it was truye - they are still down
here, ang they are not happy with all

this ruckus.

backs of

We hid from the ,
daylight in a small ﬁ
cave. Me and my good, 4
reliable friend. I s
blocked the cave’s .
mouth with a huge
boulder and went to
sleep. The first thing
I saw when I woke from
my long, comfortable
slumber, was my
friend's skeleton
still clawing
desperately at that
boulder.

I’°m a fairy you
know! Do you
believe 1n
fairies, child?
Of course you
do! Now invite
me in and show
me where your
parents sleep!
" We’ll play a
little prank on
5 them!
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Jhen the ship emerged

iﬁe deep fog, there was no _ Sl

one on board. No one, : % ; knocked on

except for one comatose e, . E glass anq T

madman, curled up on deck. iy LU her in. Tpg

The circle of salt around ek r shattered

him served as protection, ehind her back,

the ship's last waX caqdle :

oy frozenf?gngériﬁglin

i h flick

allviezg§uﬁind- o It’s so dark in

i N W4 here. Why the hell
didn’t they Jusp;_
cremate me like T
told them to?

She lost her baby in

car crash, his l{ttletgggy
gut from her womb and placed
i a waste bin at the
morgue. In her dreams
something speaks to her. All

ﬁhekneeds to bring the ba
ack i ; . .
words?s to repeat certain : events. They

She still rememb were all dead
that stran e ers .
Wares o & hant when she when I fouq%é

b and she just z ]
help but whisper ghemucan - them

Don’t be silly!
Of course thi

: : movie is not
by r3; B 73 @M based on r

i i hen she was
arasite found its way inside h§r, wher
Eﬁimging in the lake near her vgc%ﬁloihg;bégidFrgig
i water are good for the baby, : S
zzgazgie followed her bloodstream and found the child.
Something tells me her labour will be a fast one..

sne wanted to dance
all night longs
the dealer gave h

e el
: what she aske
To their horror he spe knew what she was

; : at’s
et or e B e toBe
Bites DY o, row £ vt o o
! e Snakes mus%l j_ght. Her heart ma
not liked what tg:y Eave stopped with;

tasted. By the t hour, bV

=4 . t the firs .

He made it out, they tuat wast b gLl
ere all dead for hex by IR




She crawled out of her
grave that night. “Come
back socon,” said the
darkness behind her
“tle’ 11 be waiting..”
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The only way blood can
splatter like this is if the
murderer uses a really big
knife. Yeah, Jjust like this
one you’re holding right
now. Can I see it?



She believ
skin would 1

her.
;gu agree with her.

They went into
the sewers just
as they were
if ordered. The

y guard dog was
down there,
tangled in web.
Spider web, they

es that your
ook better
You hate that

We drowned t

on, baby, go hug your

C?giher, 1 know he stlnk§%
but the embalmer wasn

available this late.

When rioters broke into
the El Presidente’s
mansion all they found
was the tyrant’s shed
skin, his bloody
footprints leading to a
broken mirror and
crimson letters written
on the wall nearby - “1
will be back”

ne guy in the water

assured the
chief, swearing
none of them were
drunk. There was
another web
cocoon near the
dog too, and that
one was much
bigger..

The door C
your paren

whispers
so sweet,

on

for the holidays,

pight?

4

7 f a
ollector. uasg + much o

hassie. Now I sit 1n'the cgrgig
of my room, gun 1in hand -
half 2 bottile,of wh1§key lnthe
stomach. Still drinking 2

other half. The kitchen fa?gi
is dripping, and evegy'fugﬁl1g

drop seems to scream I'm §0A
; in his damn volce.

1oses behind
ok Yourd

an
2 yo?{ou smell

Hilde.
cther 1look

Why
S0

.




i ¢ill everyone on
e curi: Wi}ieyéone it already
toshe sold the chse to
flection, holding the
n the mirror.

"Don’ t worry -
that photo Xou gave
and it works." The idio

i i is own re ¢
n't realize h : fle
aid camera, was plainly visible i

The monster says
nothing - just
Smiles and opens its
long coat before

There were no
treasures in the
chest, just the

you. The darkness curled up
beneath hides a remains of the
thousand Screaming previous

souls, trapped the
Same as you will Dbe,

treasure hunter,
That, and his
nail markings..

i i ittle dirty and
eturned in the morning. A 1i t !
go%oi more hungry. That was the third time 1

buried it.

“Answer me, or I will torture the person in the next
room,” he said. I couldn’t help but laugh - I’ve got
no friends, no relatives, no one I care about.
What’s some stranger’s suffering to me? Then came
the pain, Overwhelming, Sharp pain so horrible I
could not even scream. “Looks like the guy in the
next room said the same,” he replied.




Late at night driving down an unnamed highway,
you decide to rest at the cheap motel. Don’t
worry =- there are no roaches there. The owner
feeds them to his possessed daughter, locked
up in a cellar.




When the sun disappeared Wwe prayed day and night
for it to come back. On the fourth day God heard
our prayers - the sun appeared on the horizon and
guickly climbed to its usual midday place above
our little village. The heat was unbearable, but
we still celebrated its return. It’s been four
days now, and it hasn't moved another inch.

So what exactly do you think
frggggs”you mad, my deaf
calmly. on ? tpe doctor asks
hea& I e patient lifts his
months angrszgitgir§t Fime o
incomprehensible iggﬁingsgis
the doctor joins him.

5 & 'VA‘ 1 o

3 The sight
have a ChoicefStarld its mys ghted

Snly the blind
. ere neve
teries, but, well, thgy do

He checked nhis rifle,
polished nis military
xnife and went to sleeps

Th
xnowing that tomorrow s:yrgadside dig
was the day he would mileHsll - 106
finish off that insect ito SS , didn’{
worshipping pastard for : To what qig
good. When the police You expects

opened his apartment
dbor a week later, none
of them could hold their
stomach. Who could've
known roaches Were able
to turn a man into

this. ..

You knew the
desolate tru rumour - a highway sl
ck sto 4 Y slasher, st .
as you parked yourpiépStlll’ you weren alking the

'
£ t too worri
0dds that there wepe twoogfayiﬁgrt rest. UWhat wer;eghe

i a
Eligos watched bemused 2as the student continue
painting %er complex ward. Perhaps her fate.wou}d not
“nave been sealed, had she paid more attention 1n ?eg
geometry studies. The pentagram was Jjust croox€
enough to let him step through.




“Enjoy the stew, darling,”
said the old lady, swiping

what was left on the cutting
board into the pot and finally “Am
letting her granddaughter‘s aS?SI dreamsnos
stump &O- i;m dp am; thfg tﬁn
‘lde - ; g 3 e
Softlr' thlng ans;};e
er’s

C«1f 1 die, pefore 1 wake - 1 pra¥y the
' [ord my soul tO take.” 1 heard him say 1t
¥ right pefore going to sleep. S© you s€e,
nonorable judges 1 only made sure his
wish came true.

@ His therapj

€ apist ha

\ agg tg steel himgefgld
bullfe:ndDup’to his
was the stzgls shotgun

raz) oth chick Yyou X
ﬁ ?)Yalui lc':lad éo%\ehow gotten 2 nold of the ‘gegidto
agoguc. She
° gtform at its center. Yqu
ut neither aiad

the nearby syn
tied me to the pla )
ason to complaln, b

in the darkness.

What might a man sS€€ on the open 1
sea? Stranded on a raft, with no move ting .
place to look but the endless ha tm,ex_nt, Angs Spottin
sky, the infinite deep, and the loVedélllep inS?Pplng into
Jistant horizon where the two fear how they inct. He
meet, what comes to his mind? His When they Screamed i
worries of food and drink may Y saw him,
pale to the thoughts which pay
him visits and keep him company
out there. Death comes only when
he accepts that he 18 not alone. Tnat dude gave me
‘ 10 grand for a drod
a¥ of my plood 2‘%‘&;

to take that deal.



Baby witches should be careful which occult
books they pick up. While the text may be too
laboursome for them to read, the text might
not think the same of them.
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The attic was off limits to guests. Their
guestions about it remained unanswered. Rohan
didn't feel like explaining how his friends had
gotten used to his scent, but might not
appreciate strangers visiting them.
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oL r to open YO
o over and ove sical

You were tO%% see beyond t@gdgﬁywondefsv
a-third.eye:,er the world's hi No one ever
and dlicﬁave seen them a;ﬁhr third eye,
Now yo 7 to close had.
taggSZuygzsgg}ately wished they

and

SO Eorry! T know, I know = I left
you behind and I shouldn't have, I
needed to get home, though. You.know
my dad would've beat me bloody if I

was late. I didn’t think you'd just
stay down there.

ur consciousness lives in your whole
your brain. After a while you lose the
Y to scream, struggle, or in fact do anythin

s really, but you still.. What do Jyou call it?
Survive? Exist in there Somewhere. When the worms
start feeding on what remains of you can
ery nerve yet devoured,

It turns out vo
Just

She sings lullabies
to me, my dear, b
dear mother.. I P
her out of her
misery, yet she 2
still sings to m
every night.

Truman
% ghf masturpigea
tub, ki
o ey’ 11 be

ge't, welr
in a

1if
= that your
Afriﬁdset unexpectei’dog
in ¥ 2

loved one.

vhat comes
forced.tgtO Don't worry about v
you, I'lg H

3 9
is, right?
Can't be worse than thi
after.

murderers were rated
. He always thought you haq to

€e duration., All his attempts at

introducing a “victim per minute active” column into

the article were blocked by Wikipedia editors, He
free time for arguing

€ had a lot of
d nuclear
bower plant. Be

€ during his shifts at the
Sides, he'd been toying with another
dea for about as long..



An old lady in Vaxjo moves
from one house to the next,
each year a new home. No one
knows why, but the families
who move in after her might
nhave some stories. She smiles
and waves when you pass her,
but leaves her old dens cold
and unwelcoming.

without sounding too torn up
leather

» 'd
the boss sal P

o i back int his enormou

about it leaning bacx into C £ 1

t «ye have only one available position.
fessional and

office chair,

33 both of you are equally pro :
R éee no other way...” He motions to the end

determined.. I :
of the table, where two paseball bats await your

decision.

We thou i
ght it wa i
burns. Entire sqsaggdéizgon

“prime Minister, sir. / AL oy
Please. There has to be COllaoJ oo fast. They
some otheF way.” The : aPOun&ssg on the roadJ
secretary's gaze is locked gargled ae Stuttered ang
on his finger, hovering and shotagross radio comm
over the_red button. Oh, R hemselves to S
sweet child. We tried other safe i Ne agony. We we
ways - the chipping, the drive Zslde the tank, 0231
mark of the beast, the 5G and get ay, flee the ba d
psy—waves,.even that ; ; anywhereSOmewhere else 28
dreadful virus. Humanity is days a else. That Waé
Jjust poo stubbgr?f, Only left t§g°tge’still haven't
now, in the bl}nA1ng red show up evenﬁn More bodies
light of the silo, she S ry day. Some ar
manages to catch a glimpse think thes?g’ but I don't 5
E Y're alive

of the prime minister’s
black onyx horns.

ttle boy why he was
s beast, he
his uncle sat

1t was difficult explaining to the 1i

with them. They were hunting some dangerou
knew that. Once they reached the black oak,
‘ d tried to put it simply. The creature they
oved the scent of virgins. The boy was told not
to complain about the ropes which bound him - they

wouldn't hurt for very long.

ggzigize’finglly reaches the

E oo grsf;}ed'up body. He doesn’t

e inch - he simply op i
lde as dozens of biac% R

butterflies
3 r emerge
inside him, Fina%lyfgﬁzethe MRS




& Something §
‘ iNg isn’t rj
¥ The fetus shouldg}%ht!
have teeth! It
_shoglqn't chew on it
umbilical corq! ¥

ﬁ Please, bleed on the
n to complete

L scree
,‘ the registration
process.

Future sight j i

blessing,glz';sai e

Sggogfortable feeling
ching a man . ¢

who will be dirggzlslGCted

There’s a place where
all murdered children
Not heaven nor

£o.
11 - a cages 1o S e
xeep their wrath of %223;213 for the deaths
sealed away from the thousandsn Eé ?undreds of
living. gnow when°he,lieg§ta§gu
ext, and where. You kﬁﬁw

how to get there.

Each night new scratches appear on the windowsill of
the lonely cottage in the woods. The old man draws a
new pentagram on the wall, but he doesn't have much
more blood to give. He hopes, brays, that he'll die
before the forest makes its way inside.

I 2.

ofk;ggrygudwant the parasites, as you call th

money, I Soﬁ:tyggab% hear you, you have a loteg% e

the you can pay me. Y '

Theyngmint from the Great Conclave ofogrcan E match
nt the parasites to stay in ave Vorms.

“It’s so lonely in here, dear..” My voice was
trembling, but I managed to hold back the
tears, Jjust for a little while. *“Stop calling
me, granny, you’re dead!”. Silence.. Her voice
comes through again. “7 just wanted to give
you directions, dear. I heard you’1ll be coming

over tomorrow night.”




Drink your juice, honey. The police 4
will be here soon, and we don’t -
want to leave you behind when the
mothership takes us.

rts
s she sta
S o cr%yaoants, CTEUS
unzigitgil 1# “Naybe,” slrslg
i :?s, “put then agaénaom”
e o was digging m X

"Three nuggets of wisdom for you, kiddo. First
- there is an afterlife, after all, Heaven is
real! That was the second one. The third?
Well." Your uncle's grin widens, skin cracking
at the seams. "You're not in heaven, "

live, anyway,
11l show You how to
do it Properly!

aid

i daddy. .. you sal
tﬁ:i that thing can t
hu;t us. Why are you
rying?” “1 didn’t ia¥
cit CAN’T hurt us, a?e
usually our tea;i 55 | oani
to satisfy it. e S e :
enougz on your knees and miled et T moﬁ?n
- . et , the reflection
start fucking cry s R
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I got used to being
the last man alive,
Put my guarq down,
That's what they had
been waiting for..

1 € in its claws the 1j
Sa;t? Wedwon?” asked the woman

swered, exhausteq, “But we'il :
t before the e

S0.” The man

hree more to give i




the least. Rea

at midnight,

Initiation into his cult was byzant
d the Bible aloud backwardss

prostrate pefore the W
and kiss the Fremont Troll. No on€

xnows from where he got the idea,

ine, to say
ax figure of Barack Obama

but judging
nd raving, it really did work.

by his giggling a

ﬁinally! Your parents are asleep!
ow turq on the gas and we’ll be'
best friends forever!

Iae:la){ I
A /
hurt you,

doeSnl t
want t
the meat, °

Suffering Spoils

“Let me go!
about this!

here?”
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The robed and
down at the ¢
ner. “Who do

1 won’t tell anyone
Not even my parents!’

masked woman smiled

hild she held before
you think brought you



Your internet connection seems to
be unavailable! Please reconnect
and click Retry to resume.




