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Almasti
By Amber Benson and Christopher Golden

It had been an unusually cold day even for Norwich, on the 
eastern coast of England—a day when the wind bit into 
exposed flesh, purpling lips and numbing fingers and toes. 

Now the sun was gone and only a pale sliver of moon illuminated 
the narrow roads that wound through the city. The temperature 
was well below freezing this night and anyone with sense was in 
bed, huddled under a pile of heavy blankets, trying not to freeze 
to death.

Peter Baker opened the door to the shabby cottage he shared 
with his young wife, Mary, and the frozen air stole the breath 
from his lungs. He shivered, the icy chill crawling up his spine, 
but did not stop. Quietly, he shut the door behind him and 
stepped out into the moonlit night.

He had walked barely fifty yards when he realised that he had 
misjudged the cold; it was not simply freezing, it was life steal-
ing. Lethargy was slyly sneaking up on him—he knew that if he 
surrendered to it, he would be done for. Part of him was more 
than willing to simply sit down on the hard frozen earth and let 
the cold consume him. It was only the image of Mary that drove 
him on. If he were to die, there would be no one left to look after 
his wife. As things were, he wasn’t a very good provider. Still, she 
would never survive alone. 

Mary was barely sixteen and had been cruelly mistreated during 
her time in the orphanage. Peter, only a few years her elder, had 
saved her from that life, but he had been out of work for weeks. 
There was no money and precious little food. He would not let 
his wife go hungry. He would die first. And that was what drove 
him on this freezing night. Peter was out in the darkness, scav-
enging for something to fill their larder.

His feet crunched on frozen grass as he skirted the walls of the 
city, walls that had fascinated him as a child. He had daydreamed 
about Roman centurions walking the length of stone and Saxon 
warriors carousing in the shadow of the city. Now as he passed by, 
he could reach out and touch that same stone.

A gust of wind rocked him backward, nearly blowing him 
off his feet. Peter shuddered, hugging himself against the cold, 
his teeth chattering. Another gust whipped through him and 
suddenly he was in the middle of a gale. His fingers grabbed 
the branch of a rowan tree, the only thing they could find in the 
confusion, and he was lifted up into the air, his body waving like 
a masted flag.

The frigid air leeched strength and reason from him, colder 
than any chill he had ever felt. Even in his partial delirium, he 
knew that this sudden wind was like nothing he had ever known. 
It simply wasn’t natural.
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A loud growl filled the air, blocking out even the roar of the 
wind. Peter shut his eyes, praying that the sound was only his 
imagination.

The wind stopped almost as abruptly as it started and Peter 
dropped to the ground, the tree branch still clutched tightly in 
his hands. Another growl sent spears of terror shooting through 
his heart. He swallowed hard, his throat raw from the impossible 
cold, and forced open eyes whose lashes had frozen together.

There before him—above him—was a man. Yet it was not a 
man. He recognised that even before the truth of it had reached 
his conscious mind. Dense silver-black fur covered its thick torso 
and too long arms left wrists hanging level with its knees. Its sole 
garment was a long piece of animal hide wrapped loosely around 
its thick waist.

Its skull was narrow, its brow and jaw prominent—jagged teeth 
as smooth and clear as ice reflected cruelly in the moonlight. 
Yet, it was the creature’s eyes that arrested Peter’s breathing. Its 
gaze was not dull like an animal’s, but keen with intelligence. It 
growled again as though it was intent upon imparting to him 
some vital knowledge . . . and then it was gone. With a wisp of 
smoke and a sudden gust of icy wind, it evaporated into the dark-
ness as though it had never been. 

Then the pain began—cold and sharp, stabbing into his flesh 
like the fangs of winter itself. It rendered Peter senseless almost 
immediately. His body shuddered and a scream escaped from his 
frozen lips. Then Peter knew no more.

r r r

The grand foyer at the entrance to Ludlow House—ancestral 
home to the Swift family—echoed with the sound of banging. It 
begun as a flat pounding, but then diminished as if the knocker 
were quickly weakening. Farris, the Swift family’s butler, felt a 
certain trepidation as he approached door. Still, in the time he 
had assumed his duties here at Ludlow House, he had come to 
expect almost anything on the other side of that door.

Boldly, he swung the door open to discover not some strange 
threat, but a wisp of a girl wrapped in a frayed shawl. It would 
have been better suited to an animal. Her eyes were wild and her 
lower lip trembled. She began to speak, but tears filled her eyes 
and only a sob escaped her thin, chapped lips.

r r r

William never knew how to handle hysterical women. They 
frightened him. And this girl frightened him even more so with 
her white, pinched face and clutching fingers. She held the hand-
kerchief that his sister, Tamara, had given her as if it were trying 
to escape her grasp. 

Tamara sat listening intently to Mary Baker’s story. Out of the 
corner of her eye, she caught William’s annoyed stare. Compas-
sion, not rudeness, was called for. She made a mental note to 
chide him when next they were alone.

She turned her attention back to the girl on their settee. 
Something terrible had come to Norwich and had murdered her 
husband Peter, but he had only been the first. The icy cold had 
returned night after night, with death blowing on the wind. Mary 
had neither work nor food, but had been offered sanctuary by the 
wife of Edward Wentworth, editor of the local newspaper. Mr. 
Wentworth had heard of her situation from the local constabu-
lary. And it was from him that she had first heard the name Lud-
low Swift. Wentworth had told Mary that Ludlow—William and 
Tamara’s grandfather—was Norwich’s only hope. Distraught as 
she was by the ill events in Norwich, the girl had been positively 
stricken by the news of Ludlow’s death. She thought now that 
the murder of her husband would remain a mystery and that no 
one could bring the terror in Norwich to heal.

“Don’t worry Mary,” Tamara said, soothing the girl. “My brother 
and I would never send you back to Norwich alone. We’ll accom-
pany you and see what we may be able to do to help.”

The tearful girl shook her head and gazed at Tamara. “But . . . 
your grandfather, he understood things like this . . .”

Tamara smiled. “And we do our best to carry on in his stead.”
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Everything has a beginning . . . 

Whether commencing small or signalling the end of something 
else, everything starts anew. At times, the differences between 
what was before and what is now are so profound that it becomes 
difficult to see the world the same way again.

So it was for Tamara and William Swift—the latest in a long 
line of Protectors of Albion. For years, they enjoyed privileged, 
yet unremarkable lives as the heirs of a banking scion in London’s 
early Victorian age. Suddenly, they found their grandfather had 
passed on, their father was possessed by a demon, and they were 
the only ones with the wherewithal to halt the resurrection of a 
Demon Prince. To make matters more unsettling, their only allies 
were long since dead. Such was the beginning of their story.

The Swifts would soon learn that supernatural threats were not 
new to the world. Protectors had been defending Albion for gen-
erations. A shroud had passed from their eyes—their destiny had 
become magic and struggle. Success was mandatory.

Without it, darkness could not be gainsaid. 

Let The Games Begin 
The following serves to shed light on role-playing and how one 

goes about it. Those privy to this information are free to venture 
to the chapters beyond. For the rest, heed these words. One might 
have perused the Ghosts of Albion dramatisations, read the books, 
or browsed the web site. Now, this exceedingly attractive book 
comes to call—a tome that calls itself a role-playing game. What-
ever could this mean?

A role-playing game amounts to shared storytelling. Several 
sophisticates gather to create a tale. In Ghosts of Albion Role-
playing Game, the setting is the Victorian age and supernatural 
elements—evil and otherwise—are commonplace. During play 
sessions, eldritch magic may be entwined with daring fight 
scenes, but so much more is involved. Unlike any other sort of 
game, a role-playing game grants the freedom to take the story, 
the characters—indeed, the entire setting—anywhere one wishes. 
The action occurs in one’s imagination; interactions between the 
characters tell the story. 

Chapter One: And So It Begins
The cold visitor . . . introductions made . . . a journey begins.
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