
BETWIXT THE CROWNS: ACOLYTES OF THE ABYSS 
PROLOGUE 

In the days before man, the world was empty. A black gloom spread across 
the land as infinite as imagination. Then suddenly, from the darkness, hailed the 
Great Maker, who brought forth the light, a single spark of ember in his hand. It 
burned with an immense power that illuminated the world, casting away the 
shadows for eons to come. In the time that followed, man was born, created from 
the ash of that single ember, ushering in the Age of Light.  

But as time passed the Maker grew displeased with his creation. Man had 
become too selfish and wicked, defying the Maker’s wishes, eagerly succumbing 
to worldly pleasures. Spiteful, the Maker moved to punish man by casting the 
world back into darkness, abandoning it for a millennia.  

What the Maker could not foresee, however, was that man would adapt to 
the dark. Like clay, the dark reshaped man, twisting, contorting, and changing his 
essence, giving rise to numerous malformed creatures: creatures of the shadow, 
known as dark dwellers.  

The first to embrace the dark was Malus, the Ancient One. A grotesque 
figure that used the shadows to empower himself; Malus conjured up a world of 
ghouls, demons, and the Vrykolakas who served him. 

After an eternity passed, the Maker returned, restoring light to the world 
and unveiling Malus and his underlings. Displeased, he ordered Malus to 
surrender his power and let the light once again thrive. 

Malus refused, and a Great War ensued that divided the world in two: one 
of light and the other of shadow.  

The war raged on for decades. Eventually, the Maker defeated Malus, 
casting him and his minions away into the abyss. With Malus gone, the Maker’s 
light once again restored the land, transforming those who hadn’t truly forsaken 
the him back to their original form. 

Humanity was given a second chance at existence.  
As a sign of trust, the Maker bestowed upon man the first ember to keep 

safe. For as long as the ember burned, it would repeal the dark and keep Ancient 
One trapped in his tomb...or so they hoped.  

Malus, though, would not be so easily expelled. Throughout his centuries in 
exile, he grew in strength, allowing his dark dwellers to slowly slip through the 
void.  



The first to journey beyond the void was the Vrykolakas Urius. Cursed and 
willed by the Ancient One, Urius wandered the earth in search for the Makers’ 
ember; the key to opening the void and releasing his master.  

Despite his curse, Urius grew weary of following his master’s orders, 
wanting to forge his own path. His will eventually grew strong enough to break 
free from the Ancient One’s control.  
With his newfound freedom, Urius’ travels led him to an isolated kingdom, where 
he'd use his dark influence to seize the crown for himself.  

Meanwhile the Ancient One, furious, swore vengeance on his former 
acolyte. He sent others in his place to kill Urius, but it was to no avail.  

Even centuries after his betrayal, Urius stands tall, thinking himself divine 
and now rules with an iron fist. All the while still being tormented by the cries of 
his former master, forever seeking a way to be released from his prison. 

Anxious, Urius can't help but think that, perhaps, in those painful cries lay a 
warning that mankind’s return to the dark was inevitable.  

When only darkness remains, there will be no shadows cast, but we 
ourselves shall become the embodiment of evil. 



 
 


