
a second alliance
Centuries passed, and among the

Deathlords, a status quo of moribund com-
placency again held sway. Each pursued his
own researches alone in his libraries and
laboratories. A few quietly grew their power
and influence in mortal lands. Most concen-
trated on cultivating their individual plans
for conquest without yet occupying the
shadowlands. Mortals barely took notice of
the few dark powers that came into their
midst. The Second Age was already a dark
time — few took notice of any one shadow.

Not long ago, the Neverborn approached
several of their living cousins, the Demon
Princes, and negotiated a bargain. The Yozis
agreed to teach the Deathlords to corrupt
Exalted Essences so that minions might be
fashioned to act as the Deathlords’ interme-
diaries in Creation. For their effort, the Yozi
Princes demanded a payment of 50 Solar
Essences for themselves.

The Neverborn ordered a second con-
gress of the Deathlords, the first since the
initial occupation of Stygia, and the
Deathlords decided upon a plan to retrieve
the Solar Essences from the Jade Prison to
satisfy their masters’ bargain with the Yozis.

The Jade Prison held over 300 Solar Es-
sences. After the Demon Princes were paid,
the remainder would belong to the
Deathlords to use in the creation of an army



of deathknights who could overpower all op-
position in Creation. No one — certainly not
the tattered remnants of the Dragon-Blooded
Host — would be able to withstand their
might. The Deathlords would finally have their
revenge, and the Malfeans would stand vic-
torious over Creation.

Unable themselves to travel to where the
Prison lay beneath the Inland Sea, the
Deathlords combined their knowledge and
sorcerous skill to construct a gigantic skel-
etal servitor, built from the combined bones
of several behemoths and standing 300 feet
in height. They dispatched their monstrosity
into Creation, commanding it to journey to

the bottom of the Inland Sea, to where

the Jade Prison lay. Once there, it was to
tear the cage open, catching the Solar Es-
sences as they fled.

But the servitor was too slow. Perhaps it
could not move so quickly underwater as the
Deathlords had believed, or perhaps other
forces moved to hinder its mission. What-
ever the reason, half of the Solar Essences
escaped and fled into Creation, desperately
seeking new hosts after their ages of impris-
onment. The skeletal servitor returned, and
when the Deathlords saw its failure, they took
the Essences and bitterly discarded their ser-
vitor, casting it back into the sea, where it
still haunts the wreckage of the Jade Prison.

The Deathlords paid their debt, relinquish-
ing 50 Solar Essences to the Yozi Princes,

unaware of what use they would soon
make of them. A hundred Es-

sences remained. These, they
divided amongst themselves.

The Yozi Princes honored
their bargain. They taught the Deathlords the
metaphysics of Essence and how to taint and
manipulate it. With their new knowledge, the
Deathlords withdrew to their laboratories and
perfected the arts of Abyssal Exaltation and
Abyssal taint. Soon, the first Abyssal Exalted
walked in Creation, with death riding in his
wake.


