




















PART ONE

he first thaw was still weeks away, and Irusk mused
that once again the designs of the Motherland
would succeed because of the gift of winter. For the
SU[:IE}'IL‘T‘FI ](in[:’"(i()'[ns. 1'1(.’ [ni(i{”(.' [l'l(lnl]'ls (‘]{: [lTIT‘I'I()I‘Cn'S i(‘.‘\'
\\'il"llt‘l' were a 1iI'l1[.‘ o I-ll.llll ('I().‘:(’(I 1"1(' Sl)l]ltel‘s al"ld hll(](llf;
around the hearth to await spring’s warm release. The heart
of Khador was forged in ice though, and to her people the
biting cold was no more discomfort than a balmy summer's
(iat_\x [t was l'igl‘ll the strong :ahl)u|(| i'Ll|e this land |L‘!-.‘~t iht‘

Iron Kingdoms once again grow weak with complacency.

As his mighty army forged through snow and sludge, the

kommandant closed his right hand to feel the sharp edges
of the medal tucked within the palm of his leather glove.
Sixteen spearheads radiated from the medallion bearing
th‘ I{]-H.ll](]l'il” (ln\'”—il :iirlgl.]li_ll' |'|(']nn|‘ EE\"E“ to th’ I-‘lL'h.]
COITIITI;IH(]L'I' (_){I lhc L'“ti['c KI'[(I(IUI‘(LI‘I \'ll_ln_\' dli!‘ing a timL’ ﬂ{'.
conquest. Ayn Vanar had bestowed the accolade upon him
personally just prior to accepting her new crown during her
coronation as Empress of the Khadoran Empire —an Empire

Kommandant Irusk was building victory by victory.
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hearthfires in Fellig. Food and supply shortages resulting
g PPX £ g


































































lanked on both sides by Stormguard,
| King Leto Raelthorne stood pale and
»ﬁﬁmber \Vith d SL‘I'(}”'CO\’CI-Q(J L‘i!‘cll_‘t OF
gO]d,é?Err 1‘[15 Short. {‘!Ell‘l{' {\nd gr‘ﬁ‘_},-’-stl‘eakl;:d
hair- % a\\’ﬂited th(? C(J]'I‘l['l'larldt‘l' \’Vl‘l() ha({
responded at once to his summons. It had been
three days since the warcaster’s heated outburst
to his king, and the time had come for his lord’s
judgment.

Arrayed in battle armor, Commander Stryker
crossed the threshold of the map chamber and
passed through its vaulted archway. He met the
stares of the high chancellors of the Cygnaran
Royal Assembly, a congregation of Leto’s inner

circle, as he strode among them.

E\r’E[‘y man, State]‘_\" Lll'ld Str'ong in I"I.iS own
fashion, looked back at him with a grim
countenance. The members of the Assembly
knew the repercussions of this gathering but
gave away nothing from their expressions.

When King Leto spoke, his voice held an
undeniable gravity. “Your words to me three
days ago were like the slap of water from a great
wave, and [ will not deny it was startling. Yet it
did wake me, where [ found myself adrift at sea,
and near to drowning while [ slept.”

The king looked down for a moment. “When
Khador invaded Llael, our sister and ally,

they provoked my righteous anger. We have
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energy that can stun a cortex and render a warjac.‘k slow

and vulnerable to attack. Though his defensive mystical

measures are sparse, Darius can change a group of closely
packed warjacks into an immoveable wall ready to destroy

anything COI‘I’I}I‘Ig too ClOSE‘.

One of the most incredible abilities of the warcaster is
resurrecting the ruined machines at his feet. By extending
his will, Darius can urge his drones and himself into a
blur of repair and reconstruction that amazes any who
witness it, completely restoring even the most dilapidated
and bullet-ridden heap of a wreck into a fully functioning

warjack in mere seconds.

With Cryx tearing through the Thornwood,
Protectorate incursions cutting into Cygnaran
lands, and Khador’s bloodthirsty ambitions
of conquest, the talents and skills of Captain
Darius are about to be put to the ultimate test.
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Lord Commander Coleman Stryker
Warcaster

Captain E. Dominic Darius & his Halfjacks
Warcaster & Mini Warjacks
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Major Markus ‘Siege’
Brisbane
Warcaster

Major Victoria Haley
Warcaster

Thunderhead
Heavy Warjack







arrick  Voyle, hierarch of the

Protectorate of Menoth, stood

Il){)liing out OF t]-le EI‘!‘IhI"&LSlII‘e onto
the rooftops of Imer. It was Menoth's great
city — His will manifest in stone by the labor
of the faithful. He turned to behold the radiant
figure in the center of the room. “I like it not
to let you go.” Even his softly spoken words
resonated with authorit‘\-ﬁ

The Harbinger drifted in a pool of light that
somehow both emanated from her and was
eclipsed by her nubile form. The veil covering
her eyes and the white diaphanous garments
sheathing her body entranced the eye as though
she were a masterpiece of sculpture brought
to life. “One life means nothing to the Shaper,
even mine own.”

The mask of the scrutators covered his
face, but Voyle's chest was bare of his usual
ceremonial raiment. His leanly muscled torso
belied his age. Like his words, every graceful
movement suggested power and force in
motion. At a distance his tanned skin seemed
covered with the scars of the lash, yet those who
dared approach observed these scars were the
letters of ancient text, words in a lost language
writ impossib]y small in |00ping whorls.
[t was the entirety of the writ of the Canon










The appearance of the Harbinger of Menoth is the
single greatest religious event in western Immoren since
the discovery of the Canon of the True Law. Completely

infused with the glory of Menoth, she speaks the words of

the Creator of Man. A beacon to the devoted,
the Harbinger has reinvigorated and
unified the Menite faithful and set
a spark that threatens to burn

across the world.

"'C Gl. er c.ﬂc M&f\ofb +Ctj vesseo oA Cae-n. Cﬁjrou:,} we- fbe— Geaf’urﬁe-agﬁ
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—The Harbinger of Menoth to the Synod, 603 AR

In late 603 AR, three scrutators and a score of Knights
Exemplar arrived in a small village just north of Ancient
Icthier to meet a young blindfolded girl who had declared
herself the Harbinger of Menoth. She had seen a vision
of the Lawgiver who touched her forehead, instructed
her to speak His words to the faithful, and declared her a
vessel too holy to touch the earth. The Synod responded
by sending a score of Knights Exemplar to escort her to
Imer. As they traveled, word of the miracle spread and
whole communities emptied as people collected their
belongings, packed food and water, and set out to follow
the Harbinger. Nearly thirty thousand citizens camped
outside the walls of Imer as the knights escorted the
young woman inside.

At sunset the visgoths assembled in the Sovereign
Temple of the One True Faith and faced the young
§ oman foating slowly in the blood-red sunlight.
1out leave she described her visions and the
filled her. She wore the blindfold, she
see the world through her own
ﬂid emwhelm her mind.
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The devoted Grand Exemplar Baine Hurst
protected the Harbinger with his life, and
he was taken to task when Cryxian forces

ambushed them on a pilgrimage. Goreshade
slaughtered the Exemplar Knight where
he stood, yet Hurst's sacrifice allowed the
\ Harbinger to escape unharmed. Hurst's
“‘1' destruction at the hands of the eldritch
tore at the

abomination Exemplar

Knights like a jagged blade, but none

felt the loss as keenly as High Exemplar Mikael Kreoss, a
man who once looked to the elder knight for the guidance

and wisdom a son sought from his father.

The Knights Exemplar share a bond of the soul that
strengthens them as their brothers fall. Deep in grief
at the loss of Hurst, Kreoss quieted his mourning with
solemn prayer and countless hours of practice. Exhausted
by long days of training where he pushed his spirit to the
edge with prayer, Kreoss felt the call of Hurst's spirit
from beyond the gates of Urcaen. Kreoss
felt the strength of Hurst flow through him,
making himself ever more powerful. The
transformation seized Kreoss in rapture and

fortified him for the trials to come.

An emissary arrived soon after, and
the message he bore carried word from
Imer: Hierarch Voyle had chosen Kreoss
to ascend to the mantle of Grand
Exemplar to take Hurst's
place as the mightiest of
the Knights Exemplar

and seek revenge upon
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The Harbinger of Menoth

Warcaster

High Allegiant
Amon Ad-Raza
Warcaster

The Testament of Menoth
Warcaster
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The Avatar of Menoth
Heavy Warjack

Grand Exemplar Kreoss
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yn Vanar XI was resplendent in her

regal attire. Her head was unusually

bare of her crown, and a loose golden
net confined her long dark hair. A jc
plastron of extreme brilliance encirc
slender neck. It was draped overtop the crmine
mantle of her ceremonial red eloak, which was
pinned to the back of her long cote-hardie of
magnificently patterned silk. In her gloved
hand, resting against the crook of her right
elbow, glimmered a scepter of gold fitted with
rubies and red jaspers. She climbed the last of

the steps bringing her atop the great high wall
of Stasikov Palace at the center of the capital.

Animpressive gathering of nobles, dignitaries,
and wveteran warriors stood waiting atop the
wall and bowed deeply as she passed.

An extended balcony had been erected at
the center of this wall over the great gatehouse,
atop which was a dais to elevate the queen to
t]‘le sight of :he g.’—ttl‘l(‘l't‘.‘(_l ['hr('mgs }_)L‘[m-\', A
Sman llut il'i'1[1r‘L-SS|\'(: Ilt'nmrm“\' g tT'I_l hl‘m'il‘lg
geremonial standards lined the wall and
mcluded a long row of J ernauts towering
over the low battlement. She ascended the
stone steps of the dais and raised her hands
out to the people of Kor Simultaneously
in a synchronized display the warjacks
their axes and turned to her in salute.








































) BEHEMOTH
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The Behemoth was first introduced

to the Khadoran people during a

cc[ebl‘al'ion proc'.laiming

the Khardic

Empire.
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— Dahlrif Salvora to Kommandant Irusk at the Behemoth's presentation
Presiding over the ceremony was Empress Ayn Vanar XI,
the sovereign who transformed feelings of nationalistic
pride into a righteous mandate to reclaim territory stolen
from the Motherland. She watched along with tens of
thousands of loyal citizens packing the streets of Korsk
as the military might of Khador marched past them. At a
break in the parade, former Regent Simonyev Blaustavya
rose and with a clear voice presented the warjack as a gift
trom the kayazy to their new Empress. As the Behemoth
rounded the corner into view, a deafening roar heard

for miles rose from the crowd.,

First conceived over a decade ago as the

ultimate Khadoran

warjack, the Behemoth

exists mduy due

solely to the
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Forward Kommander Vladimir Tzepesci,
Sorscha Kratikoff Dark Champion
Warcaster Warcaster

Old Witch of Khador & Scrapjack

Warcaster & Personal Warjack



Behemoth
Heavy Warjack

Karchev the Terrible
Warcaster
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erminus rose from his throne of fused B
bone and iron as darkness gathered
around him like living smoke. Despite

his towering mass he drifted like a shade across

L1

Garlghast Island and left the echo of terror in his
passage. His winged silhouette was well known to

j all inhabitants of the outer isles. Both living and
”~

*f \\'El']{ing d(‘zh.| gr'ém[m] Iﬁ[n Lll):ﬂ)lL]lL‘ l_)i)L‘(]iL‘[]i_'L‘. -
j for none were more favored in the eyes of Lord

/ Toruk than Terminus.
In most of Drer Drakkerung, the heavy ground

in the Vale of Fron Golnog, the mist was a thick e ' J

!’ fog was ever-present. Not far from Terminus’

blood red rather than its usual pale hue and rose
to waist height. At the base of steep Kilven Rock, - ' \-‘
the mist bestowed an appearance of upper torsos

adrift in a sea of blood.

The lich moved through the red mist toward
[]'It' :;11;1({(_1\\' of a great crag m]d Lh[‘ !\\'i!-lted tower
atop it. The structure was seemingly composed
of numerous architectural si‘\'les. for Cryxian
stonemasons had rebuilt portions of the Orgoth
structure destroyed generations ago during the

siege of Drer Drakkerung.

1 Terminus drifted unhindered over a thick
wildwood of dead, contorted trees and gnarled
brush. The mistwaslower here, and ghastly totems

of black iron, rusty chains, and bone, skull, and
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\ — Lich Lord Asphyxious

\

For millennia Asphyxious has waited,

formulating in the dark recesses of his mind,

calculating, taking precise actions, and
planning in depths of intricacy no mortal
mind can fathom. Through unspeakable acts
of treachery, he has sought stations of power,
made holds upon the nightmare kingdom of
Cryx where none existed, and carved a private

empire of undeath out of nothing.

Using his inhuman contempt as a weapon,
Asphyxious has plied schemes luring others
deep into webs of intrigue unseen even in
visions and prophecy. Deneghra, wrought
with decades of exposure to his evils and

rendered an irredeemable malicious thing, fell

to her twin sister in battle only to be revivified as

an undying pawn to serve Asphyxious. Thinking she

had seen through his machinations, Skarre sought to

. v b
stop him when she sensed a nexus of fates that put her

own life in substantial jeopardy. This was his intent, for

she fled to her master, the lich lord Daeamortus, and

provided a sliver of evidence against Asphyxious luring

the vulnerable lich lord of Cryx into the open. Even

Goreshade relied 6n Apshyxious’ graces to keep him fat

on’' the souls of maidens and the lifeblood of tormented

slaves. The lich is like a black iron spider in the midst of

vast and terrible threads spun through eons into the dark

places beyond the soul.

Sa siibtle are his schiemes that his assassination of

Lich Lord Daeamortus was an unexpected strike.

Daeamortus . directed Cryxian efforts to gain a
foothold on the mainland along with Lich Lord
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Warcaster
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PART TWO

N rimson light rimmed the towering, west
*ﬁlcmg walls of Sul as dawn broke over
"'Immoren. Deployed under the cover of
ape _'Tight a.leng Caspia's bank of the Black River,
? Bmenrs of Cygnaran cannons adjusted for precise
meaﬂt points along the walls of the Protectorate
‘z’uyp At Suls base in hidden positions, teams of

mechanika storm rods

k&y targets surgically with an
nﬁ&e from the ‘%l(\!

eeks since Lord Commander

sald, s;;lese

re captured and replace ol with counter-

trators who reported false mformm
4 otectorate war ma%ters,Fmally M

e massive siege force could be positioned

of Cygnaran Spvmaster Re

without harassment from enemy observers,
Brisbane rolled out every gun in Caspia and
trained them on the walls of Sul.

The major examined the west bank of
the river. On either side a trio of Delenders
e Y. stoodreadyunder his control. Bevond them
stood a pair of journevmen warcasters

each commanding an additional pair
of Delenders. As far as he could see
: _ in the morning twilight, jack marshals

stood ready behind an iron wall ol
k2
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and sent several souls of Cygnaran
soldiers onto the afterlife in Urcaen
before turning the massive blade
upon an Ironclad and shattering it
in one fell blow. Nemo continued to
focus his efforts at disrupting and
destroying the cortexes of Karchev's
warjacks, but there was no effect. As
the other Khadoran monstrosities
caught up to their master, they
waded through the Cygnarans with
utter abandon. The warcaster-
machine wielded a power over his
battlegroup that did not depend on

his own constant influence.

The major ordered her troops to
fall back and manipulated the flow
of time around them to accelerate
their retreat. A gap opened between
the two forces allowing Nemo an
opportunity to send the Thunderhead
cannonballing toward Karchev. The
two giants grappled and fell to the
ground as they assailed each other with
t‘al‘-shelllul'ir‘lg blow after hi()\\'. [t was

at best a delay however, for the rest

of the Cygnus-bearing warjacks lay in
crumpled heaps about the battlefield.
They offered little more than simple
obstacles to slow the advance of the

red wave of destruction.

Cﬁt& e-ar("b 5}&(&\5 ToarT

O'F Warﬁac&(’ri&e—s, sbe-am
veaf’iv\s a\r\j' Gaﬂ'oe cries
sWe-ope-B‘ aroua& (’Be-'m.

As the Sword I\'nig}lts and
Trenchers pulled back to encircle
the two warcasters, a shot whistled

overhead ,1m pucled the grou ndwithout

explosion, and bounced several yards
toward the Khadorans. As they
neared the fallen shell, it detonated
in a massive blast that peeled armor
away Irom the heavy warjack chassis
and momentarily distracted them from
their pursuit. Moments later a trio of
dwarf-sized iron spheres scurried
across the battlefield on stumpy legs,
and each climbed over the wreck of a
Cygnaran 'Jack. With speed that could
only be explained by magic, the little
|'Ia||iiik‘ks bolted the battered war
machines back l'ogether and re:-stm‘(:(l
them to operation in little more than a

dozen breaths.

“Somebody call for a mechanic?”
a grull voice shouted from behind
them. Haley and Nemo both chanced
a glance to see the familiar Captain

Darius galumphing his way toward

o
r=nr=r:rﬁlar::s:s |













Nemo looked at the young major
and flattened his mustache with a
gauntleted hand. He had known Haley
as a wvibrant but brash warcaster,
headstrong but inexperienced. The
last few weeks, however, had shown
him a different side—one wizened
by exposure to harsh realities, more
strategic in her thinking, and less
given to spontaneous reactions. Little
doubt remained in his mind that the
words she spoke were not impetuous

assumptions but hard fast truths.

“I haven't too many good years
left in me, Victoria. How many more
chances might T have to get under
the skin of ol

Turpin?” Grinning

conspiratorially, the commander
adept turned to a Long Gunner
sergeant standing ready to march.
“Sergeant! Dispatch a message to the
warmaster. Inform him that Khadoran
blockades along the Bramblerut are
too entrenched for us to pass. We will
be forced to make our way to Fellig by
traveling westward through the heart

of the 'l‘hm‘n\\'mni."

Asphyxious stood at the base of

the Orgoth temple pleased with the

progress made by his legion of undead
laborers. Most of the structure was
unearthed though a terrace of rock
and dirt still flled much of the area
between the temple and the walls of
the excavation. At this point, what
remained to be completed was almost
purely aesthetic. The dark magics of
the temple were fully awakened, and
the lich lord's control over them had
been more than perfected. It was now
simply a matter of waiting for the fly

to come to his honey.

Through the closed iron doors ’

of the temple sanctuary Deneghra

stepped. In her newly embraced
alternate existence, she winked in and
out of the corporeal world at will —
walls and doors had little meaning to
her now. Her ghostly form solidified
before the iron lich, and she looked
up toward the dais held aloft in the
air by the great rune-covered spires.
“What now, my lord?” she asked.
She knew the temple was the means
by which Asphyxious would attain










The last to withdraw from the
fight with the Khadorans, Gorten
Grundback
Cygnaran soldiers driving his Rhulic

The

Grundback Gunners punched hole

pus}wd th |‘0ugf1 the

warjacks before him. squat
after hole through the hollow chests
of oncoming thralls. At the same time
the lumbering Driller set upon the
Deathjack, seized one slashing claw in
its vice-like grappling arm, and went
to work on the evil construct’s chest

with the massive mining drill. With one

arm still free, however, the Deathjack

raked deep gashes across the armored
front of the Driller, peeling away the
iron and exposing the inner chassis. It
was clear the dwarven jack would not

last long.

rl'lis \\‘EISTI'I il'i lI'I{_‘ bl[)(‘]ll_\‘

contract, Commander!” the
shouted at Nemo as he simultaneously
brought his hammer Forge Father
down upon the melon-like head of a
charging thrall, turning it to purple
paste. “You're going to owe me extra

for this!”

dwarl

“You get us through this and you
can name your price!” Nemo returned

over the clamor.

The dwarflaughed, clearly basking
in the heat of battle. “You must not
think very much of me, Nemo, or you
wouldn't have made such a deall”
Gorton continued to fight his way
toward their right flank alternating
between hammer blows and shots
from his double-barreled pistol until

he had cleared a path ahead of him.
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Constructing the Orgoth Temple where the climax of the Apothoesis story takes place was a huge and complex undertaking
involving many different people. After Brian Snoddy provided the atmosphere with his concept sketches, the modeling
studio quickly realized the enormity of the task ahead. Privateer’s resident terrain master Alfonso Falco broke the job into
manageable chunks and built a small-scale 3-D mockup at 1:6 scale. It would allow the team to gauge its shape and size without
committing to the final construction. More than 15 8'x2" sheets of insulating
foam went into this beast, and the detailed elements were sculpted and cast with
RTV resin moulds. Once built, Mike McVey used airbrushes, spray bottles,

and natural sponges to give it color. -

After nearly 5 months of challenging work, the impressive temple

(at over 150" tall at scale) speaks for itself.







'ER OF WAR

CAMPAIGN SYSTEM

Wi!h conflict raging uncontrolled, the borders
of western Immoren are divided not by
ancient treaties and compacts but by theaters of war.
Everywhere armies of men supported by columns of
steam belching-warjacks clash across the cataclysmic
[);lll]l_'l.lu](]_\' |h£{| hr‘.l\'tf come 1o {!L'I.lni_' ll'l(_’ Iit]'i({h‘(':lpt' l)il
[}1L‘ h't)“ I\.ing'(l{.)[“.‘h N(’\'l'l' })l‘t‘f”'L‘ }]iit; \\';”'L’.”‘i' })L‘t'n S0

total or the stakes so high.

CAMPAIGN RULES

The theater of war campaign is ideal for groups of
four players, each playing a separate faction, though play
with more or lewer players is possible. Please see Two
;lnd T[]l‘(_“_' Plill_\'er Campaignh ill‘\'{)Ll are [)]Cl‘\'i”g' \\'Illl'l 1L'SS
than four players or Team Campaigns for rules on larger

group play, both on page 136.

At the start of the campaign, each player chooses
one of the four factions: Cryx, Cygnar, Khador, or th:
Protectorate. ],lxll\'l'l'.\' must continue to pL‘;_\.' with the
faction throughout the campaign though thes

mercenaries .1|nng:§illc their faction forces i

The theater, of war L'aunpaign IS not
story. Instead it is a set of rules
theaters ol war all over weste
of war includes a campaig

rules tailored to the theas

-l-]'lE':!u:':!-‘ i

battle

i -."'].
alegic
ake attack

- will fight

e order in which

i 3 .
esolved is determined
ch !:Lt‘\ er ‘-‘.L'tn'n'll in l[IL'

rw ht) .‘ii_'i]l'l_'{] |hl‘ mosi

to declare his attacks.
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