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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, demonslaying 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.
When 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. We were gleefully

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 makebelieve nightmares and blooddrenched 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
old 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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A young girl walks through
the WWII memorial alone. She
reads the names of fallen
veterans with a slight latin
accent. When she leaves, the
buried dead start to stir.
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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
autistic albino boy
bound to Saint Peter’s
cross.
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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.
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“What 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 bottle of
bleach with its many
eyes.

This is exactly why she
became a coroner. She
saws off the top of the
skull and pushes her
fingers deep into the
dead madman's brains.
Sigils carved into his
brain tissue light up
like a Christmas tree.
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and starts crawling towards you. He hisses as
he drags his limbs across the asphalt.
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Now listen, ma'am, and listen well.
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palms either. But I'm afraid I've got
no other choice if he keeps climbing
the walls like that.
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I’m a fairy you
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tangled in web.
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drunk. There was
another web
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you. The darkness
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souls, trapped the
same as you will be.
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Dog returned in the morning. A little dirty and
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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.
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The attic was off limits to guests. Their
questions 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.

ur
and over to open yo
You were told over beyond the physical
third eye, to see rld's hidden wonders.
er
and discover the wo
them all. No one ev
Now you have seen close your third eye,
taught you how to y wished they had.
and you desperatel

I’m so sorry! I 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.
It turns out your
body, not just yo consciousness lives in your whol
ability to scream ur brain. After a while you lose e
, struggle, or in
the
at all, really, bu
fact do anything
t
yo
u
still… What do yo
Live? Survive? Ex
u call it
start feeding on ist in there somewhere. When the ?
yo
savor the experien ur carcass, what remains of yo worms
u can
ce through every
nerve yet devoured
.
She sings lullabies
to me, my dear,
dear mother… I put
her out of her
misery, yet she
still sings to me
every night.

uman
is like The Trsturbate
fe
li
ur
yo
at
ird - ma
Afraid th
ll a
pected, get we
Show? Get unex your dog in a bathtub, ki
be
l
in public, draw the ratings drop, they’l e
ce
ac
On
r to repl
loved one.
some other acto
forced to find n't worry about what comes
you, right? Do worse than this, right?
after. Can't be

For years Corey hate
only by victim coun d that mass murderers were rated
adjust for spree du t. He always thought you had to
ration. All his atte
introducing a “victi
mpts at
the article were bl m per minute active” column into
didn't mind — he ha ocked by Wikipedia editors. He
his point online du d a lot of free time for arguing
power plant. Beside ring his shifts at the nuclear
s, he'd been toying
idea for about as lo
with another
ng…

“We found
here.” The her body
put a smal detective
map. Then l X on a
another X he put
and anothe nearby,
another… r one, and

An old lady in Växjö 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
have some stories. She smiles
and waves when you pass her,
but leaves her old dens cold
and unwelcoming.

rn up
unding too to leather
so
t
ou
th
wi
black
boss said
“Sadly,” the ing back into his enormous e position.
bl
an
la
le
one avai
about it,
al and
“we have only
office chair, you are equally profession ons to the end
Since both of see no other way…” He moti ait your
determined… I where two baseball bats aw
of the table,
decision.
We thought it wa
burns. Entire sq s radiation
and way too fast uads died,
r.
si
,
er
st
ni
Mi
me
“Pri
collapsed on th . They
be
Please. There has to
around us, stut e road
some other way.” The locked
gargled across tered and
secretary's gaze is ng
and shot themse radio comms,
ri
ve
ho
,
er
ng
fi
s
hi
on
escape the agon lves to
“Oh,
over the red button. d other
safe inside the y. We were
sweet child. We trie the
drive away, flee tank, could
ways - the chipping, e 5G
and get somewher the base
e
mark of the beast, th
an
ywhere else. Th else,
psy-waves, even that nity is
days ago. We st at was
dreadful virus. Huma Only
left the tank. ill haven't
More bodies
just too stubborn”. red
show up every da
ng
ki
in
bl
e
th
in
now,
still moving, bu y. Some are
e
light of the silo, sh impse
think they're al t I don't
ive.
manages to catch a gl ’s
of the prime minister
black onyx horns.
he was
e little boy whyt, he
th
to
ng
ni
ai
pl
ex
as
It was difficult were hunting some dangerous be s uncle sat
hi
ey
Th
k,
.
oa
em
k
th
ac
bl
with
re they
they reached the
knew that. Once d to put it simply. The creatu told not
ie
s
tr
wa
d
y
The bo
him down an
scent of virgins.
they
hunted loved the t the ropes which bound him to complain abou r very long.
wouldn't hurt fo

The fire finally reaches the
magician’s tied-up body. He doe
sn’t
scream or flinch - he simply ope
ns his
mouth wide as dozens of black
butterflies emerge from the dar
kness
inside him. Finally free.

Something isn’t
The fetus should right!
have teeth! It n’t
shouldn't chew on
its
umbilical cord!

Please, bleed on the
screen to complete
the registration
process.

e where
There’s a plac
ildren
ch
ed
all murder
nor
en
av
he
go. Not
, to
hell - a cage ath
keep their wr om the
sealed away fr
living.

Future sight is a
blessing. It's an mixed
uncomfortable feel
watching a man get ing,
who will be direct elected
responsible for th ly
of thousands, hund e deaths
thousands. At leas reds of
know when he'll be t you
next, and where. Yo alone
how to get there. u know

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