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alatine Lewin was good. Few knew of her, but thase who
¢ & @ did ensured she always had work. She had been Faceless
many times before, smuggling Eldar trinkets, silver devices
~of unknown origin, and even fresh Ork teef from battles along
the Stygies Cluster. The Faceless Trade never ended; the voracious
appetite for the outré and forbidden meant that there would always
be people like her to whet it.

Holthane had set up the job: a pickup and delivery. Lewin
was’t told the name of the final buyer, but that wasn’t unusual.
The pickup was at a forgotten asteroid at Port Aquila. If it had
a name, it had been lost long ago, along with its entry in the
Administratum records. Now it was just another rock drifting
amongst the millions that surrounded Diomedea Stella. In its
hollowed-out interior, exposed stone revealed massive carvings
that cast looming shadows in the arc-candle lighting. It reminded
Lewin somehow of entering an old, abandoned temple.

The meet went smooth. Lewin and her people had darkened
their voidsuit visors. Likewise, the drop men wore bodysuits that
left no skin exposed, their faces obscured by filter masks and wide
goggles. With harsh motions, as if unused to the grav-plating
below their feet, they opened a series of worn cases to display

i the collection. No one asked where the dozens of small, rune-
i encrusted items came from. Questions weren’t part of the deal.

i Lewin pushed her own case across the bare deckplating. One
' of the bodysuits swiftly spun it around, and then opened itéwith
a glittering, crystalline device. She had no idea what was inside;
but the contents illuminated the bodysuits’ angular forms with a

- soft, emerald glow. They seemed satisfied, so she motioned for her
' people to continue the transaction.
é Each artefact was removed from its container, thén carefully

E wrapped in thin, supple leather and packed into the small padded |
i chest Holthrane had provided. Even through her heavy gloves, she
could feel the texture of each item prickling her skin and rémaining
behind like a phantom weight. She’d hadéworse though, and knew:
better than to let others know that she dould feel'or see such things.
Valatine Lewin had known oddsight all her life, but had kept-it
carefully hidden and herself always on the move to avaidiinterest.
She had seen what happened|to those who didn’t.

Nobody said anythirig, which is exactlythow she liked it. Each
party took their cargo and left.

. T
ewin sttode pas't her destinationy,a side glance confirming
the gorrect habroomynumber” A few doors away, she
paused to Gl_iéc for\any 'fails. Kappex Orbital was huge,

2 : dwarting some of; the lesser Desoleum hives far below it, and filled
with people. This fag inta"its depths, though, the passageways
_ becameftustedyand ‘deserted. She pretended to study a battered
___slate while corperwatching for anyone. Eyeteeth, there had been
. enough problems on the job between the deaths and the worsening
oddsight, and she wanted this final handoff to smoothly end it.

4 Thedirst visions had started when their vessel departed Aquila.
Oddsight had surrounded her; she could see gigantic structures,
bigger than the cathedrals from her childhood. Nonhuman shapes
lived in the structures, worshipping deities so powerful that reality
bled. And they were all...old. Ancient. Stars had ignited and died
since then. She often had to push hard to get these to fade away:
. Nothing could be seen now but shadows of something rat-
like scuttling away at the end of the hall. Satisfied, she pulled up
olled layers of featureless synthskin along her neck to form
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her false face and held a small metallic disc to the door’s scanner.
There was a long delay, and just before Lewin began to seriously
worry, the heavy door slid apart in a grinding moan.

It was a barren room with a single table. A lone figure stood
inside, face and body thoroughly shrouded in dark crimson robes.
Mechadendrites writhed behind him, twitching like impatient
serpents. Her eyes couldn’t stay on the odd sigils he wore, jerking
her sight away as her hand would retreat from a ventinggplasma
line. She could feel his name like a scent drifting info her brain;

a smell of fresh burns mixed with rotted ploin fuit: Halbrel. A
dangerous name, one she was sure Was hot hers to know.

“Ah,” he said evenly, inhumanly. “Youripresence is welcome.”
He paused, as if completing 4 calculation, themcontinued. L was®
told to expect others as well, however.”

Lewin had to bagk out a harsh laugh at that, muffled by the
layers of synthskin. “Justyme4Nobody else made it> She didn’t
elaborate how they had'died. Few of theideaths had been as easy
as an Arbitrator shotgud blast, semething they all knew to expect.

Jorgal was the first; he had been staring at the chest during
the entire transit, then after they:dropped at Desoleum simply
pulled out his hand cannon and ate the barrel. Two more had
survived agsheetout only to fall under the unstopping tracks of
an inddstrial loaderyLast was Danerish, her strong proper hand,
the hardest man she knew: They had been navigating the orbital’s
bowels \whef he begdh crying softly, then dropped and vomited
up a shower of bone fragments and blood. There hadn’t been

~ anything leftvof his'face she could recognise. The rounded bone

shards looked familiar, though, like a memory of something that
hadp’t happened yet. That had left her alone to finish the job.

“I see” Lewin had no response to that, and simply placed
the chest on the hullmetal table. Halbrel flashed a wrist-electoo
over the clasp, which obediently opened. Lewin tried not to watch
Halbrel examine his purchases. One of his hands was a metal claw,

 each needle-like finger perfectly mimicking natural motion. The

other was human, but moved with the jerky, imprecise motions of
a puppet. She wasn’t sure which was the more disturbing.

Lewin turned away and tried to relax, but his name kept
tearing at her mind. “It’s all there,” she said. One hand near her
compact bolt pistol, she watched his blurred reflection in the metal
wall. Finally he closed the chest, and she slowly exhaled.

Halbrel spoke, calm as before. “This concludes our business.
You may depart.” Lewin turned back to face him, then stood very
still. A new oddsight overlaid him, something monstrous, pale and
tall and bound in smoking chains, its face leering and twisted. She
slowly backed out of the room, not daring to speak or look away.

Once the door closed behind her, she could finally breathe
again. It helped to think of the payment: an assortment of digital
weapons, several clips of bolt shells, an archaeotech auspex, and
other riches. Very nice, especially since it was all hers now: Push off
some debts, buy a few treats, take some rest. She certainly needed
rest; eyeteeth, she deserved some after this. Maybe then get some
work with Gholsken Hresk; she’d heard the Trade Sable might be
hiring below. Scuttle was that he was involved with double-deals,
selling Faceless items with his proper then using his sinister to
steal them back and re-sell them elsewhere for staggering profit.
That sounded good. She straightened a bit and walked with more
purpose down the passageway. Things were looking up.

Behind her, the oddsight flowed in her path as invisible,
shimmering waves in the air. It smiled, also eager for the future.
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" INTRODUCTION CHAPTER III:
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“A terror once banished from memory stirs again on a world of bones.”

~Ta’l Krynn, Desoleum Soothsayer ~ As they arrive on Thaur, the Acolytes are intercepted by Lord
Pyre, the world’s planetary governor. After winning his support (or
RGOTTEN Gobs forms the third act of a thematic trilogy ~ escaping his custody), they must make their way to the ceremony
of adventures, following Dark Pursuits from the DARK  to resurrect the alien god, which is taking place beneat
Heresy Core Rulebook and then Desolation of the Dead ~ prayer service for an Imperial saint. Once they mﬁﬁ t
from the Dark HEeresy Game Master’s Kir, although neither and enter the catacombs of Thaur, the Acolytes discover th
scenatio is required to play. In this adventure, the Acolytes pursue supposed alien god is in fact a powetful Daemon with a
heresies from the shadowy habways of Hive Desoleum to the link to the smuggled alien relics. They must ultimately di
~ solemn, bone-strewn shrine world of Thaur. There, they begin to the ritual to banish the Daemefi before it can,fu?lly mant
uncover the dark secrets behind a series of corrupted xenos relics  saving the world of Thaug from being plunged baek i into
being trafficked throughout the Askellon Sector. the darkness that swallowed its fofmer inhabitants. %
Each chapter includes Game Master guidance for experience ' ,
points and other rewards for the PCs, based on their actions and
successes in that part of the adventure. As it is very possible that not
all Acolytes will survive each encounter, either falling to horrible
wounds or even more horrible corruption, each chapter also
~ includes suggestions for replacement characters should players
wish to create new ones based on local settings and organisations.
This allows for new Acolytes to join the warband in a more fluid
manner, along with specialised abilities and knowledge that could
be invaluable in prosecuting current investigations. FORGOTEEN
Gobs includes sidebars with new character creation options that
players can use for fashioning such Acolytes along these lines.
Along with the main adventure, FOorGoTTEN GoDs also
contains adventure seeds and other suggestions fordfuttie
investigations. This allows the GM to run linked advéntures that
call upon the activities and clues uncovered during.this adventure,
and thus create a more expansive campaign of associated heresies
ranging even wider across the Askellon Sector.
ForGoTTEN GoDs is broken into thi€e chapters:

CHAPTER I:

STANDING IN THE SHADOW
P - — - — —

On intelligence from a contact in Hive Desoleum, the |
Acolytes track a group of smugglers carrying dangerous |
xenos artefacts tirough the harsh ‘wastes outside the hive to !
its main spagéport. When they discover that the smuggling
ring extends }i_zgll beyond the planetgand is in fact dedicated to
mugcling these relies back to their point of origin, a shrine e . "
~ world called Thatit; they must board the voidship carrying
the arte %A to_that planet:

: APTER II:
O THE WORLD OF BONE

" —

=

es continue their investigation aboard the ship and must .
deal with its captain, a powerful Rogue Trader who can both help
and hinder their efforts to find the smuggled relics. They soon
\E'z« discover a cult dedicated to the strange xenos artefacts, which plots
o capture the vessel once it exits the Warp and use the lives of |
- those aboard as a mass sacrifice to reawaken their sleeping alien
_god. The Acolytes must defend the ship and thwart this scheme
s the vessel arrives on Thaur.
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STANDING IN THE SHADO\W

his opening chapter finds the Acolytes m Hive Desoleum,
q (' one of the major population centres of the Askellon

4 r 5
_ Sector and a familiar location for those who have played
he adventures Dark Pursuits from Chapter XIII of the Dark
Heresy Core Rulebook 4nd  Desolation of the Dead from the
Dark HEeresy GAME MasTER’S KiT. The adventure begins with a
bizarre crime scene.in a lower hivedarea that calls for the attention
of the Acolytesf This offers a new lead on the traffic in tainted
xenos artefagts plaguing the gigantic hive city, a concern that has
vexed their Inquisitof for some time;

* This first parf of FORGOTTEN Gops is primarily investigative.
However, there até numerdus opportunities for violence if the
Acolytessehioose such routes. Acolytes with more subtle skills can

essfully navigate the events with only minimal bloodshed.
[deally, the members of the warband use a mix of these approaches
to achieve the/best results.
Because of this chapter’s investigative and open-ended nature,
many possible avenues to success for the Acolytes as
- they pursue their quarry Game Masters should remain open
to whatever ideas and plans the players can come up with, and
should be prepared to reorder the adventure’s events if the Player
Characters” actions make it necessary.

CHAPTER OVERVIEW
T i -

“Some will sell their very souls if they receive enough coin. But, to return
to the topic at hand, how much wete you offering for this delivery?”

~Gholsken Hresk, Sable Trader

he adventure begins in Hive Desoleum, with the Acolytes

investigating the scene of a violent altercation at the request

of Sanctionary Oath-Captain Kaytian Nils. The scene is
marked by several strange factors that led her to reach out to
the Acolytes. Confirming the Oath-Captain’s fears that something
unnatural and heretical is at work, the Acolytes follow the trail
of a group of smugglers from the scene and discover that these
smugglers are indeed involved with the corrupt xenos artefacts
that have been poisoning the hive. These smugglers are in fact
not importing them to the city; as others in the Faceless Trade in
proscribed items have done, but transporting them off-world. In
order to discover the truth, the Acolytes must follow the smugglers
onto a ship bound for an unknown destination.

The crime scene that the Acolytes find themselves i mvestlgatmg f
is the aftermath of a deadly encounter between smuggles of the
Trade Sable and cultists of the Callers of Sorrow:. The latter is
an expansive cult, with many dozens of sub-cults called “Strains™
throughout the hive. Its true numbers are unknown, and at any

EVEN AFTER DEATH, THE ALIEN CORRUPTS
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