Codex: G
5 Room Dungeon

New York’s an interesting city. People have come from all over the world and have brought
their demons with them. Underneath the neon-lit current of the five boroughs is a restless
pulse, bleeding into the hustle and bustle of the city.

You're all street kids. You don't remember how or when but strange things have always
happened around you. The world bends to you differently, and for different reasons, you've
found yourself pushed out of your homes, away from families. Until Marcus. A man known
for his compassion, and complications. A demon slayer. A rogue. A narrow window into the
world of the supernatural. He cared for you like a father, and brought you together like
family. It's been over a year since his death, and this is the first time you've all been back at
the house.

[Introductions]



Room 1: Genesis
Marcus’ House

You step inside the large New York brownstone. The wooden floors are dusty. Tarp has
been draped over the furnishings. It's shabby, but impressive. It could probably fall a lot
further into disrepair without losing it's regality.

Marcus’ long time friend and lawyer is waiting for you in the study. Mr. Wynes has been in
court with the state for several months settling his affairs. He finally has the split of his
estate. “Hey kids, how you holding up?” He opens his briefcase on the table.

D20 for currency - He hands you each a small bag of golden drachma. You count _.

“The rest of your money is in your accounts, at Central Bank. | suggest you head there
before they close. Ask for Mrs. Langam, she’s been assigned to help you.” Just then his
phone begins to ring. “I have to take this. It's the green line to 57th. Here’s the address if you
need it.” He walks out of the room.

If any of you try to enter any rooms other than the main entrance and the study you feel a
faint swirling force push you back - There’s a protection spell on the house- I've countered it
for us, but it only goes so far. I'm a little rusty, heh. / It's been countered for these rooms, but
only for now. // Same old house, you don’t notice anything unsual. You look around a notice
small white lettering on the floorboards. Combat to break the protection spell triggers it.

You go to leave, but the door’s locked. The house is now eerily quiet.

The tiny white letters on the floorboards begin to lift up and swirl around in a vortex of blue
light. Crystals begin to form, until before you stands a large arcane golem with glowing eyes.
[You can’t quite translate the runes, but you're pretty sure it says something to the effect of
intruder alert.]

It lunges for (roll D6 to determine who gets hit.)

Golem: 20 HP - Does D6/2. attack damage. DC10+ to hit, DC/2 for damage.

When HP <= 10, roll D8/2 for attack damage. (2-3 actions is a turn).

-Swings it’s arms out, catching you with a heavy thud, knocking you into the wall.

-It pushes out a wave of purple light, it knocks you back.

-Sends out slivers of mana crystals towards you. Some of them bounce off. Some of them
don't.

-It touches the mana crystal on it's chest, drawing from it's power for attacks- that’s it's weak
point.

Blinding light shoots up to the ceiling, and the golem shatters into a fine dust. The runes fade
from the floor and you hear the front door unlock.



Room 2: Exodus
Subway Station

As you descend down into the subway, something seems off, but you can’t put your finger
on it. Your see your train start to pull in from behind the ticket gates. You’'ve never thought
about it before, but does the ticket machine take drachma? What would you like to do?
-Inspect: You see a flow of people, rushing from school, work. The web of lives, steadily
woven. 10-15: Some of their pockets look a little heavy. On the other side of ticket gates is a
toothless old peddler with a big grin. They shake their patchwork cloak and it jingles with the
sound of a tinkerers treasure.

15-20: You also see a small group of rats carrying a pizza box down the steps.

-attempt to buy a ticket with drachma - 1 drachma gets a ticket. You slide the golden coin
into the machine, and it spits out one golden ticket. Not really, it’s just a regular ticket.

-jump over the ticket gate (dexterity) if D10 or less, get caught. If unable to charm your way
out of the situation (D15), all goods confiscated. Once cop is alerted, anyone else attempting
this is caught unless they roll a nat 20.

As you go to get on the train there’s a figure slumped over on the ground. But that’s not the
first thing you see. It’s their wings. Long, white, blood stained. Angel’'s wings.

Inspect: To a normal mortal, Angels would all look the same. But you know better. This is a
Guardian.

>Approach: Their eyes are faint, and colorless. “The girl...” They whisper. “They want the
book...” They point past you onto the train. You see a man holding the doors open. “Oi,
Rico! Hurry up, you’re gonna miss the train!”

>Angel is unresponsive, but not dead.

>Get on the Train

You get on the train car. The stench is unbearable, and it's not normal NYC train car stench.
Still, it's a smell you're all familiar with. Demon.

Inspect: You look around and see a mix of passengers. Young, old, tired. 5+ Your eyes rest

on a little girl, no older than 10. Her arms are wrapped around her backpack, and her shoes

are covered in blood. 10+ Across from her, further down, is a figure. Black hoodie pulled low.
Or is it a cloak? 15+ You see a small white feather stuck to their arm.

[conflict starts - passengers panic, head for the other cars, running out - ]
Talk to the girl: My mom told me not to talk to strangers.

The demon gets up and starts to move towards you.
(roll D6 to determine who gets hit.)

Areshk: 30 HP - Does D6/2 if even, otherwise /1 attack damage. DC10+ to hit, DC/2 for
damage.
-It becons to you, and feel the warmth begin to leave your body.



-It hisses, opening it's mouth to reveal a set of fangs, which in turn open to reveal another
set, and another, each bloodier and blacker than the last. It has really bad breath / Flecks of
acidic spit land on your skin and clothes, burning.

-20 HP and lower: thick dark fog begins to spill out from under their robes, and you feel a
shadowy pull at your feet. /wrap around your ankles /

It's beginning to get harder to see. It's almost impossible to see. You miss/By sheer luck.
When HP <= 10, roll D8/2 for attack damage. (2-3 actions is a turn).

-The demon reaches and claws you, as soon as it pulls away the skin begins to rot.

-Insanity (roll constitution in defense). Requires 13+ to avoid. You begin to experience
visions too terrible to say aloud at this table. /The visions spread. The visions increase.

Says something in a foreign language - attempt linguist check (wisdom or intel) You
recognize it as a demonic language. An old one. 10+ something about the book, 15+ “this
book is mine” 20 - “the book of the damned is mine.” (book of the damned description)

As your final blow echoes, the demon lets out a bloodcurling noise- not a scream; not
something human. A noise to things without one, like nails on the back of your neck, or a
shadow in an empty house. They turn to ash under their robes, until you see but a few oddly
shaped lumps under the black cloth. The traincar rattles, windows filling with the sight of
sparks as the train car screetches against the tracks, eventually slowing to a halt.

“We have now arrived at 57th street.”

Robes: Constitution: 15+ Areshk’s Robes (Halves all damage from shadow magic.)
Search Ash: Heart of Darkness/Blood Rune - use HP to add to any roll (1 use)

You step out of the train and see no sign of the girl or the book. At a loss you decide to
follow the address card Mr. Wyles gave you back at the house. But instead of a bank, you all
find yourselves standing in front of a faded pastel sign. “Malibu Diner.”



Room 3: Ecclesiastes
The Diner

At the back of the diner you see a darkly dressed man sitting in a red booth.

“Have a seat. Took you long enough to find me. Even with GPS you mortals have such a
bad sense of direction.”

You look into his eyes and it’s like staring down two gun barrels.

He pushes a card towards you, face down on the table. “So the five of you, without any
provocation, derailed a train car today.” His eyes dart around, amused. “Any one of you brats
care to explain that”? [Fate card: Roll to see what the fates have in store for you.]

“Are you trying to provoke the Vulgata or are you just stupid?”

“If the Vulgata didn’t know about that book before, they absolutely do now. They'’re
swarming. And the last thing either of us want is more Vulgata.”

“But they’re not just here for you. There’s something you're not telling me.”

“You lived with Marcus, and you never came across the Vulgata? Never even heard o them?
You're pulling my leg.”

“The Vulgata are the Vaticans clean up crew. They don'’t like me, and they certaintly don’t
like you.”

“Really now, the smell of frying oil’s that thick now is it? I'm a demon.”

“Alright well go ahead and get it over with. The fate card. That’s the only way you’re going to
see where they’re going to be.”

INSP: You look around at the diner. The tables are empty and the menus smell strongly of
vinyl. In the corner you see a Jukebox. There’s a fly on the wall behind you.

Name: Azrael. My friend’s call me Al. You can call me Azrael.

ATK: His eyes burn into you as if you were a stack of dry paper. Your eyebrows begin to
singe. You feel a pit in your stomach the size of a grapefruit, and Azrael begins to glow like
the sun. First his eyes, then slowly spreading until you're all sitting in a convection oven.
“‘Apologize.”

INT: He’s a fate demon. Part of the curse of seeing it, means you have very little control on
it. "Well, well. We do know our history." Azrael was the angel of death, the angel that held
the scroll of the fate of humans. Interestingly, for defying god and not killing humans, he
became a “demon”, expelled from heaven for his disobediance. And now he’s on earth,
watching humans kill each other, and kill themselves, en masse. “And | think to myself, why
did I even bother.” “He didn’t even have to replace me. You've it done it for him.” Nuclear
warfare, Global warming- that didn’t come from God.

Fate Card: Roosevelt island, girl dark shadow lingering over her, red robes.

Once the card has been flipped, it's done. If you try to turn it over again, it turns to embers.
“Oh- and one more thing.” He takes a card from inside his jacket pocket. “If anyone else
wants to try their hand, | have a special card. This one doesn’t tell you your fate- it makes it.
Choose carefully.” He smirks. -2 - +2 group buff on all attacks for the next room.



Room 4: Romans
Roosevelt Island

You climb the steps up to the red tramcar ticketgates. If you've bought a ticket, you can
swipe it, if you haven’t you can buy one or jump over. If you fail this time the same police
officer approaches you. “You again?!” Take your money/items.

As the tramcar carries you to Roosevelt Island, swinging over the East River between
Manhattan and Queens, you hear the familiar tinkering of a peddler’s wares. His toothless
grin wide, and patchwork jacket jigling,

"lanterns that turn the dark to gold,

mutton stew that never molds,

copper tins, and twine unsold,

trinkets, treasures, sevenfold."

The tramcar pulls in to Roosevelt island. The tinkering gives you a knowing wink. As you
walk out you see a circle of crows flying overhead in the distance. The closer you get the
more you make out the sounds of panic. A small tree, freshly ripped from the ground flies
over you, crashing into a car on the street. A beast, 9 feet tall, with matted hair and shackles
around its legs towers of the terrified little girl from the train. The chains on it's legs have
been ripped apart like pieces of cotton candy. The beast turns to the group of you and
unleashes a deep gutteral roar.

35 HP - D8/2 damage, 15HP - D12/2 damage.

Amarok Demon - You try to make out his features but you can’t really bring yourself to look
at his face. Amalgamation of different creatures, bred for violence. A wolf, a bull, a vulture.
-Swings, throws a park bench, throws a tree.

You turn the corner where the girl ran and see three people in red robes, one of them
holding the book. Between them is a glassy portal. You hear a low voice “His eminence is
most pleased. We're connecting to the entrance as we speak. In nomine es spiritus sancti.”

You see the robed figures step one by one into the portal. It slowly begins to close.



Room 5: Revelations
Empire State Building

You step into the Portal, expecting to see Rome. But instead you find yourself standing in
front of none other, than the Empire State Building. You walk into the expansive marble
lobby. At the other end of the room, you see a secretary cheerfully typing away at a lone
desk. She answers the phone, “I'm sorry, the Devil’s not in right now. Can | take a message?
Mmm.” Her lipse purse as she takes down a note. Looking up she takes notice of you.
“You're late for your appointment. Right through those doors. “725, 5th Ave, I'll make sure he
gets your message.”

In the room behind her, you find a set of steps, leading down into a torch lit hallway. At the
end of the hallway is a room with an altar. The vulgata lay dead around you, and in the
middle of the room are 5 hooded worshippers standing around none other than the book of
the damned. They stop chanting, and their hoods turn to fixate on you.

Worshippers: 10 HP, D8 rolls for attack. Each one of your attacks is absorbed in worshipper
3. They can possess you. With any attack, roll D6, if you roll a 6, that party member is
possessed for as many turns as it takes for them to roll D1. You roll for their attack. Their
attack is randomized on the party.

Shadow magic for worshippers - if areshk’s robes, halves all damage

Shadow magic -

Insanity - your vision blurs for a moment, and then you see another worshipper step out from
the shadows, and another, and another, until you are completely surrounded. Take (x)
mental damage.

Chanting begins to grow louder, you feel your blood slowly beginning to simmer.

One of the worshippers pulls out a knife, slashing your skin. Your blood steams as it pours
onto the floor.

The last worshipper falls to the floor. Your blood begins to cool. The room brightens. And
your eyes are drawn to the large tan book.

-You open the book to find pages and pages of spells, runes, and sigils. They appear to
have been etched into the skin of the book in a dark red brown ink. (Aramaic, latin, demonic
languages) You notice that some of the spells cut off. Pages are missing.



[Closing]

The demons get the book, you get the book, you try to destroy the book, only to let it be lost-
as it relocates, per it's protection spell.

As the last of you fall, you fall into darkness. The Book of the Damned is in the hands of the

wicked, and with it so goes anyone’s chance of sealing the Devil back into hell and restoring
peace on earth.

The Book of the Damned, bound in flesh, written in blood. The only text containing the spells
to lock the Devil underground and close the gates of hell.

As you (method of destroying the book), the book begins to glow, and a second later in a
flash of light, it's gone. Not destroyed, gone. It seems Marcus’ house wasn’t the only thing
with a protection spell. Still, it's better than being in the hands of the satanists, or the vulgata.
And for now, God’s bloodline is alive, and so long as the city has veins, you’ll course through
it.

And for now the book is safe, though the same can’t be said for you. But God’s bloodline is
alive, and so long as the city has veins, you'll course through it.



