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Begin Your Descent into Space Ordiman

Step beyond the veil and enter Space Ordiman a universe of Horror and Role-Playing that dares to pull players into its shadows. More than a game, it is an intricate tapestry of stories, philosophies, and terrors born from the dawn of existence itself. Its mythology stretches back 13.8 billion years, to the moment when creation first trembled, giving birth to both light and the unspeakable horrors that now echo through time. Across its many volumes, Space Ordiman unveils the origins of the cosmos, the rise of ancient entities, and the unseen powers that continue to shape the fate of humankind.

Yet, for those who wish to embark without delay â€” to experience the thrill of the unknown without delving into the entire collection â€” there exists a singular entry point: Start Playing. This book serves as the beating heart of the Space Ordiman experience, combining the essential knowledge and tools required to begin immediately. Designed for both players and Game Masters, it distills the vast universe into one practical, complete edition.

Within these pages, four vital tomes intertwine to form the foundation of your journey:




The Last Years on Earth - Part I. The prelude to darkness. Discover the lore, secrets, and events that led humanity to the threshold of the unknown. The Rulebook

A complete guide to playing Space Ordiman, covering everything from character creation to the intricate mechanics that govern every decision and encounter. The Last Years on Earth - Part II

The playable core of the first great adventure a section reserved for the Game Master, where the story unfolds in full and secrets come alive. Creatures of Earth, Entities, Executioners, and Other Characters

A compendium of beings that dwell in the shadows: the entities, monstrosities, and enigmatic figures awaiting discovery or confrontation.




Together, these works form the essential gateway to the Space Ordiman universe. Within them lies everything you need to cross the boundary between reality and the unknown â€” where imagination and dread converge, and every choice can shape the fate of worlds.





BOOK 1: THE LAST YEARS ON EARTH – PART I




PREFACE


After years in which the universe of Space Ordiman was revealed in fragments — rulebooks, guides, treatises, and chronicles that gradually unveiled the backstage of the Cosmos and the secrets of hidden civilizations — what has long been awaited finally arrives: the first official adventure. No longer theory, no longer just concepts and descriptions of the world, but the moment when the entire construction takes shape and becomes a living journey, capable of placing players and narrators before the true abyss.


The stage is not a distant galaxy, nor an unreachable future. The setting is planet Earth, precisely between the years 2025 and 2030. Our world, so familiar and yet so fragile, has become the chosen battlefield of the creature known as Nocthyl. Beneath the veil of official history, far from headlines and speeches, it has established its dwelling here, infiltrating the dense regions of the human psychosphere, corrupting entire societies, and forging alliances with occultist and extremist groups that operate in the shadows.

These groups, blind servants of the creature, do not merely worship terror: they manufacture it. They fuel silent wars, foster crises, and spread fear as though it were currency. Their rituals and sacrifices are not folklore, but gears that sustain the presence of the entity on Earth. Nocthyl demands pain, and they produce it on a grand scale. With each atrocity committed, its influence expands, bringing the planet closer to a grim fate: the Great Reset.

This Reset is not a political or technological metaphor. It is literal. A cosmic and ritualistic event, designed to cleanse Earth of all we know, dissolving our history and our societies into a cycle of devastation that will open the way for a new order under the dominion of darkness. In this process, humanity will have no right to resist: we will be seized, dragged away by the entity Ordiman, taken as spiritual prisoners to a destiny even more incomprehensible and dreadful than death itself.

It is in this scenario that you and your group of players step in. Between 2025 and 2030, time becomes a fragile line, a short and decisive interval. Each decision made at the table, each bold action, each sacrifice of the characters may delay, weaken, or even prevent the inevitable advance of the Great Reset. This is not only a game of survival, but also of redemption.

There will be no second chances. The world you know, the Earth where you were born, breathe, and love, is about to become the altar of an entity from the Underworld. Your role, as a player, is not only to narrate heroic deeds, but to take responsibility in fighting against a force that transcends flesh and logic. Here, the line between fiction and reality blurs, because the sense of urgency is not merely narrative: it is part of the experience that this book proposes.


This is the beginning of the adventure, the first official step within the universe of Space Ordiman. If until now you have traversed guides, stories, and visions that only prepared the ground, now there are no more barriers: you are at the center of the game, and every page that follows is a call to courage.


THE CAMPAIGN


The Last Years on Earth must not be seen merely as an RPG of horror and mystery. It is a deep plunge into the abysses of the human condition, an invitation to walk through the darkest zones of history and the collective psyche. Here, fear is not an aesthetic resource, but a living force that shapes events, corrupts societies, and threatens the very continuity of humanity.



This Book of Adventures was conceived for much more than guiding a game session: it is an immersion into scenarios that weave together historical facts, forgotten myths, and occultist conspiracies, revealing an Earth that, between 2025 and 2030, has become the stage for the manifestation of an entity that should never have crossed the boundaries of reality. Nocthyl, the creature that in past eras was but a whisper, has now made its residence in our world, feeding on chaos and human suffering.


The campaign invites you, narrator, and your group of players to face this five-year period in which everything may be lost. Each session is a link in a chain leading to an inevitable destiny: the advance of the Great Reset, a devastating ritual that threatens to erase Earth’s history and deliver our species as an offering to the power of Ordiman. Time is running, and every choice made in-game carries consequences far beyond immediate survival: they shape the very psychosphere of the planet.

What lies in your hands is not merely a technical guide, but a map of the impossible. Here you will find descriptions of dense and oppressive settings, antagonists driven by dark ideologies, factions manipulating events from the shadows, and rituals capable of distorting the fabric of reality. At the same time, you will also encounter sparks of hope, points of resistance, and the possibility that your group’s characters may become the pillars of salvation — or the catalysts of final destruction.


The Last Years on Earth is, therefore, a unique experience. It offers not only challenges to intellect or courage, but also provokes questions about the very nature of humanity: how far would we go to save our world? What sacrifices would we be willing to make? And, if we failed, what fate awaits human consciousness when torn from its home and carried into the densest dimensions of the Cosmos?


CHAPTER 1: HIDDEN AMONG THE WARS

It all begins in the turbulent 2000s, amidst the chaos of the Second Congo War, also known as the African World War, a conflict that engulfed entire nations and left millions dead, wounded, and missing. This war, already considered one of the bloodiest in the history of the African continent, was marked by massacres, famine, disease, and atrocities unimaginable to any sensitive soul. Yet behind the destruction visible to the naked eye, something even more terrifying was concealed — a horror absent from military reports or newspaper pages.

Among the ruins of villages and the muffled cries of battlefields, priests of an almost unknown sect emerged, coming from Tanzania and crossing borders like shadows no one dared stop. Few had heard of them, and those who knew of their existence preferred silence, as though pronouncing their name might invite their wrath. These men and women did not come seeking wealth or land — they came to trade what should never have a price: human lives.

Whispered accounts spoke of macabre transactions: entire groups of people, kidnapped or sold, were acquired in closed lots of fifty, one hundred, or even a thousand individuals. The fate of these prisoners was neither slavery nor the army, but ritual sacrifice to a forgotten and shadowy god: Wombá.

In African tradition, Wombá is an entity shrouded in mystery, a name rarely spoken aloud. Described as a primitive and insatiable god, it demanded no temples or prayers, but rather the darkest fuel of the human soul: fear, blood, and pain. It was said that its essence fed on the terror of its victims and the agony of their deaths, making each sacrifice a spiritual feast. The devotees of Wombá believed that the greater the suffering, the greater the power released to honor their master, and so their rituals exceeded every boundary of human cruelty.

The horror was not only in death, but in the way it was prepared. Each ceremony was meticulously orchestrated, blending hypnotic chants, blood-engraved symbols, and practices so brutal that even the most hardened soldiers dared not linger nearby. Many believed the priests could tear the veil of reality, bringing Wombá’s presence into the physical world, and that the lands where the sacrifices took place remained forever marked, steeped in a silence and darkness no sun could dissipate.

It is in this setting, where the human and the supernatural intertwine, that the campaign immerses its players: behind the scenes of a real war, where the true battle is not merely for territory or political power, but for the very essence of life — for the survival of the soul against ancestral horrors that should never have been awakened.

CHAPTER 2: THE FORBIDDEN RELIGION OF WOMBÁ


At the dawn of the 21st century, the name Wombá no longer echoed with the force it once held. To the outside world, its followers — known as Wombaia — had become nothing more than fragments of legend, distortions carried on the winds of memory, shadows surviving only in whispers and rumors. Newspapers referred to it as a primitive cult, extinct for decades; academia classified it as folklore. Governments, eager to parade their triumph, proclaimed that the Great Witch Hunt of Tanzania had forever eradicated superstition.


That campaign, brutal and relentless, was a spectacle of blood and collective fury. Entire villages burned while men, women, and children were dragged into the squares, condemned without trial, burned alive before the frenzied applause of the masses. The delirious crowd cheered as if the pain of innocents was the triumph of reason. Official documents recorded the episode as a civilizational advance — the victory of order over barbarism. But the history written by governments is always a mask. And behind the mask, truth never dies.


The Wombaia had not been destroyed. It could never be destroyed. What truly happened was something else: it sank deeper, dissolving into the shadows like poison seeping into crystal waters. Among the ruins of incinerated temples and valleys littered with forgotten corpses, priests and disciples survived. They escaped the pyres, the spears, the bloodlust of the mob, and carried with them more than lives: they bore sealed manuscripts, symbols carved in bone, relics buried in clay vessels, and, above all, invisible alliances. For Wombaia was not a faith of outcasts: it had sympathizers among nobles, military officers, wealthy merchants, and discreet politicians. Men and women who would never publicly declare their devotion, yet who fully understood the value of what was being offered.



The cult was not a vulgar superstition, as its detractors insisted. Wombaia was a bridge, a secret path to a power no army could subdue, no law could domesticate. Those who crossed that bridge never returned the same. Power twisted them, yes, but also elevated them to a sphere where wealth, prestige, and dominion over the human mind became mere trifles. Whoever touched that flame never returned to the comfort of ignorance.



Over time, the sect abandoned any attempt to exist in daylight. Villages and temples were left behind, reduced to ruins erased from maps and memory. The survivors spread like a silent disease: infiltrating great urban centers, dissolving into the entrails of the underworld, hiding in forests no man dared to cross, or in caves where even light refused to enter. There, far from eyes and records, Wombaia was reborn, reshaping itself into something far more dangerous: a hermetic religion, secret, impenetrable to human curiosity.



No one could choose to become an adept. Wombaia accepted no requests, made no propaganda, built no temples with open doors. There were no preachers on street corners, no sacred books in libraries. Only silence. Heavy silence, and invisible signs deciphered only by the chosen.


And these signs, according to scattered testimonies, were not even human. Men and women reported dreams that did not feel like dreams, but mental impositions — faceless messages etched like scars upon their consciousness. Others claimed to have been approached in abandoned places — deactivated markets, blind alleys, forgotten cemeteries. There, unknown figures handed them strange objects: stones carved with spirals collapsing into themselves; eyes engraved in imperfect circles that seemed to watch; geometric symbols that, when stared at too long, began to move, to vibrate, as if they were doors pulsing for release.

Those who accepted the invitation disappeared. Not physically — at least not immediately. But ordinary life dissolved, like sand slipping through fingers. Families noticed the change: the vacant eyes, the growing distance, the sense that the person before them was no longer truly present. Then came the definitive absences. Abandoned homes, clothes left behind, beds untouched as if the body had evaporated. Their names, when recalled, were followed by silence and dread.

This is how the cult not only survived but strengthened. More than an organization, it became a universal shadow: no declared leaders, no borders, no records. Invisible, and yet palpable. A constant rumor, a presence echoing through the years, like an echo that refuses to die.


Long before the name Wombá echoed in modern times, long before the flames of the Great Witch Hunt sought to erase its memory, a seed had already been planted in the lands of Tanzania. A seed watered with blood, pain, and despair.


In the year 1030, when African kingdoms flourished in trade, wars, and traditions, one isolated tribe withdrew from known routes, living on the margins of cultural exchange. They were regarded as savages even by neighboring peoples, for their survival was not built solely on hunting or agriculture: they cultivated terror.

This tribe believed that fear was not weakness, but the purest form of energy. From childhood, they taught that screams and tears carried weight in the Cosmos; that pain was not useless, but nourishment for forces beyond human comprehension. Every wound, every torment, every slow ritual death was an offering to the unseen.

At first, their rituals were dedicated to primitive regional deities — minor gods tied to fertility, rain, or harvests. But something occurred in the year 1030 that forever altered the history of the tribe, and of humanity itself.

For six hundred consecutive days, sacrifices were carried out without pause. Children, enemy warriors, even their own tribesmen who failed in their duties were bound, flayed, burned alive, mutilated in endless ceremonies. The soil, drenched in blood, ceased to yield crops; black fungi and poisonous weeds infested the fields. The air grew heavy, suffocating, and the skies above the village remained cloaked in dense clouds, even when nearby lands basked in sunlight.


The collective despair reached such an absolute intensity that the very psychosphere of the region was torn apart. The screams and agonies reverberated through the invisible fabric binding human minds to the Cosmos, and from that fissure emerged a whisper not of heaven or earth, but of the Underworld.



That whisper had a name: Wombá.



But Wombá was no god as men understand gods. It was merely a convenient mask for something far greater: the Local Creature Nocthyl, an ancestral dweller of the densest layers of the Cosmos, forged in hatred and chaos from the lowest realms of the Underworld. Nocthyl required no temples, no images, no prayers. It required only one thing: suffering distilled in its purest form.


And that is what the tribe offered.

The first contact did not occur through physical apparitions, but within the mental-psychospheric plane. Priests fell into trance, eyes rolled back, bodies contorted, describing impossible visions: underground cities made of bone, seas of blood breathing like living organisms, and a colossal presence moving through shadows with infinite tentacles.

Nocthyl spoke through these visions. Not in words, but in sensations — pain, ecstasy, and terror fused together. It invaded the priests’ minds, revealed secrets no human should ever know, and demanded ever more violent sacrifices to solidify the bond.


It was in this period that the first symbols of the Wombaia cult were born: spirals collapsing into a black center, representing the abyss of no return; imperfect circles with open eyes, portals of ceaseless vigilance; and geometric patterns that seemed to vibrate when drawn in fresh blood. These symbols were not artistic inventions — they were vibrational keys, codes resonating within the mental plane to strengthen the connection with Nocthyl.


The tribe, once merely feared, became cursed. Neighboring peoples claimed to hear screams echoing through the forest at night, screams that never ceased, as though the sacrificed victims still cried beyond death. Hunters approaching the village reported visions of colossal shadow figures moving among the trees. Some went mad after a single night nearby, babbling incoherently in tongues unknown.


To the tribe, this was a sign of triumph. They believed they had opened a forbidden door: they had become the first human hosts of Nocthyl’s presence. Thus, the Wombaia cult was founded — not as a traditional religion, but as a pact. A pact forged not with benevolent gods, but with the eternal hunger of a Local Creature that, for the first time, had gained access to the human plane.



From this contact forward, the priests were no longer mere men: they became vessels of the Creature. Their mouths uttered dead languages, their eyes reflected shadows, their bodies bore burns that did not destroy but reshaped them. They ceased to be seen as human leaders and were instead called Oracles of the Devourer.



This is the root of Wombaia: born of extreme violence, nourished by human suffering, and forever tied to the psychospheric field of pain that opened the bridge between Earth and the Underworld. Since 1030, that pact has never been undone. It has only changed form, retreating into shadow when threatened, emerging when Earth bled — always fed by the same fuel: human despair.


CHAPTER 3: THE PRIESTS OF WOMBAIA AND THE SACRIFICES

The true essence of Wombaia went far beyond the bloody sacrifices, the offerings of torn bodies, or the chants that echoed through endless nights and the raw energy such acts generated. All of that was merely the surface, the necessary shell to open deeper fissures. The core of the cult resided in something infinitely more dangerous: the psychospheres of the mind.


It was in this invisible territory, suspended between the individual conscious and the collective unconscious of humanity, that the priests claimed to encounter not only Wombá — the mask of Nocthyl — but also a legion of entities that existed on the margins of reality. They were not gods in the human sense, nor familiar spirits. They were fragments of cosmic intelligences, remnants of consciousnesses inhabiting what the Wombaists called the Fissures of Creation: abysses where the fabric of reality had not been fully stitched, where strange forces could probe into the world of the living.


These entities did not speak. Words, after all, are fragile instruments, far too human to convey what dwells in the abyss. In the psychosphere, communication occurred through raw sensations: pure fear, overwhelming ecstasy, pain that seared the body without physical wounds, visions of impossible geometries bending the mind to the brink of madness. Some priests described the experience as “being burned from within while embraced by the universe itself”; others never returned at all, lost in catatonic states, unable to distinguish dream from waking.

For the Wombaists, true power lay there: to use the mind as a portal. The body remained in the physical world, motionless, often convulsing in trance, while consciousness was projected like a sharpened blade slicing through the veil between planes. It was through this cut that contact was made. No temples of stone were needed, no altars adorned with gold and incense. The body was but a vessel; the mind, however, was the key, the altar, the sacrifice, and the portal.

Upon entering this realm, initiates reported landscapes that defied natural law: mountains that breathed like living organisms, oceans of black liquid where colossal eyes floated upon the surface, spectral cities composed only of shifting geometric shapes locked in eternal patterns. Each vision carried with it symbols etched into the minds of participants — symbols that, when later drawn on skin, stone, or bone, vibrated autonomously as if they possessed life.

It was in this psychospheres field that the cult solidified its true identity. The priests ceased to be mere ritual leaders: they became Navigators of the Mind, capable of traversing the limits of human consciousness and bringing back fragments of forbidden knowledge. And every fragment came at a cost. Some returned blind, others scarred with wounds that had not been there before — burns and marks that emerged during trance. Many slipped slowly into madness, repeating phrases in forgotten tongues until the end of their days.


Still, to the Wombaists, madness was not failure — it was proof that the contact had been real. “Sanity is a prison,” they said. “Whoever loses it gains access to what common men shall never see.”


The psychosphere, therefore, was the true temple. There were no doors, no walls, only the human mind opened like a wound. Nocthyl, through the mask of Wombá, reigned in this domain, and each time an initiate dared to cross, the bond between the Underworld and Earth grew stronger. What began as isolated visions soon became a hidden system of communication: dreams shared among different individuals, identical symbols drawn by hands that had never met, prophecies whispered on distant continents that, once combined, revealed complete messages.


And at the center of this mental labyrinth, there was always a name, repeated as a forbidden mantra: Wombá. An entity that not only welcomed contact but provoked it. Many who ventured too close reported hearing Wombá’s voice whispering directly into their minds — exposing secrets they could never have known, revealing hidden fears, offering gifts in exchange for obedience. Others, more fragile, simply went insane.


In the eyes of the Wombaists, madness was no tragedy. It was purification, a sign that the mind had been touched by a force unbound by human rules. Some of the deranged became involuntary oracles, their mouths spewing words in dead languages, their bodies trembling as if charged by an unseen current.

It was said that through these psychospheres rituals, the priests could manifest inexplicable phenomena in the physical world: objects vanishing and reappearing, shadows moving on their own, walls breathing like living flesh, and even distortions of time itself — minutes stretching into hours or entire days collapsing into moments.

The religion, therefore, was not merely belief. It was a system of contact, a mechanism for opening doors that should never be opened. Every human sacrifice, every offering, every ritual was not an end in itself, but a means to strengthen the bridge between the psychospheres and reality. A means to bring Wombá closer.

And thus, though officially extinct, Wombaia became ever more dangerous. Invisible. Hidden. Feeding on secrecy, fear, and blood. Growing in the shadows of the modern world, beyond the gaze of the masses, yet ever closer to those who dared seek the impossible.

CHAPTER 4: ANCIENT CREATURES AND THE ORDER OF CHAOS


Ancient creatures, survivors of other eras, known in the secret manuscripts of Cosma as the Local Creatures. They were the last lineage of the natural beings of the Cosmos, living fragments of a time when matter itself was shaped by the vibration of the space it inhabited. Unlike the Hybrid Creatures — their direct forebears — who bore within themselves a stable and nearly unbreakable creative gene, the Local Creatures were profoundly unstable.


The Hybrids, by their very nature, were rarely corrupted. They carried within them a genetic harmony that kept them balanced, making them beings of elevated vibration, nearly impossible to degenerate into malice or decay. The Locals, however, were the opposite: plastic, endlessly malleable. Their essence was like a living mirror of the environment surrounding them. In spheres of high vibration — such as the realms of the Triquetosphere — they could become altruistic beings of radiant consciousness, ascending to levels nearly beyond human thought. Yet if they were born or molded in dense, hostile layers, they became abominations — low-energy beings, depraved in essence, distorted reflections of fear and cosmic darkness.

This duality made the Local Creatures both unique and feared. They bore no fixed destiny, but a constant oscillation between the divine and the monstrous, depending on the cosmic layer they inhabited. The deeper the layer, the more terrifying their form, the more unbearable their presence, the more abyssal their consciousness. They were not evil by nature: they were shaped by their environment, embodying the naked truth of the space they existed in.


What is most disturbing is that some of these creatures, rare and perilous, could detach themselves from the deepest, hidden layers of the Cosmos, emerging into intermediate regions and even reaching the Egiosphere — the plane of ordinary worlds, inhabited by developing civilizations. When this occurred, the reality of an entire planet could be transformed forever.


In young worlds, where species struggled to understand their own existence, such Local Creatures were worshiped as gods. Their mere presence altered the natural flow of life, impregnating the environment with a nearly tangible vibration. Primitive peoples, unable to grasp their true origin, built altars, erected temples, and devoted their history to the veneration of these entities. Some were remembered as benevolent deities, sources of wisdom, fertility, and light. Others as colossal demons, demanding sacrifices, spreading fear, and keeping entire civilizations enslaved to their will.

The manuscripts of Cosma describe these beings in rich detail — but always as a warning. For even when they appeared benevolent, their mutable essence could never be controlled. A single change in environment, a vibrational imbalance, or even the encroachment of denser cosmic layers could twist the creature entirely, revealing a darker, devastating face.

Records speak of entire planets that ascended spiritually under the influence of an elevated-consciousness Local Creature. These worlds flourished, becoming advanced civilizations capable of reaching the edges of the Triquetosphere in their search for evolution. Yet even more numerous are the accounts of civilizations annihilated by the fall of a corrupted Local Creature. In such stories, entire cities vanished overnight, consumed by rituals that fed the creature with their vitality. Whole peoples were reduced to servitude, offering blood and fear as tribute.

The most unsettling truth, however, is that the Egiosphere itself seems to tolerate their presence. As if, in the great balance of the Cosmos, it were inevitable for such entities to pierce barriers and manifest in inhabited worlds. Some cosmic philosophers believe this process to be necessary, a natural cycle of destruction and creation. Others, more pessimistic, claim it is nothing but the mark of Wombá — a reflection of the Great Devourer working indirectly, scattering seeds of chaos across dimensions.

And thus, between legend and record, the Local Creatures remain a terrifying enigma: mirrors of the Cosmos, capable of elevating or destroying, gods or monsters depending only on the place where they awaken.

CHAPTER 5: THE BEGINNING OF THE NEW CYCLE OF DARKNESS


At that time, as I said, in the year 2000, while Africa burned under the scourge of war, a singular event began to take shape in the shadows. A group of mercenaries, hired by forces whose names would never appear in official records, received a mission that seemed, at first glance, far too absurd to be true: to find a lost book, an artifact as rare as it was dangerous, known in the darkest circles as Ubabu Ukunta.


The name, whispered only among scholars of the deepest occultism, carried with it an almost mythical weight. It was not a simple ancient codex, nor a dusty relic meant to adorn the collection of some eccentric aristocrat. It was considered by many the Holy Grail of occultism, a key not only to knowledge but to raw power itself — power capable of altering reality and reshaping the destiny of entire peoples.

Collectors from across the world — wealthy men, influential politicians, silent generals, and even members of secret orders — vied in the shadows for possession of this book. But among them, only a few knew its true importance: within it were preserved ancient secrets, forbidden words, ritual formulas that could open portals between layers and dimensions, linking the human plane directly to regions of the Cosmos that should never have been touched.


The writings spoke of higher beings, entities endowed with consciousness and intelligence far beyond human comprehension, waiting on the other side of those portals. These creatures required no weapons, no armies to dominate. Their instrument was far subtler, and infinitely more dangerous: the Psychospheric Mental Plane. Through it, they persuaded, influenced, and even subdued entire populations. A single word whispered in dreams, an image planted in the collective unconscious, could lead either to religious ecstasy or to the social collapse of entire civilizations.


The mercenaries knew nothing of this. At least, not at first. To them, it was just another paid mission — though one with an exceptionally high reward. But those who had hired them — men cloaked in veils of secrecy and unknown intentions — knew they were sending them toward an uncertain, perhaps even fatal, destiny. For finding the Ubabu Ukunta was not a task for mere soldiers: it meant plunging into territories where reality unraveled, where every shadow could conceal an active ritual, and where the very air seemed steeped in the presence of Wombá and its echoes.

The book, so it was said, had been written by an order of initiates who lived centuries ago, men and women who, in feverish ecstasy, recorded their contacts with entities from beyond the Cosmos. Its content was encrypted in symbols incomprehensible at first glance, but once deciphered, they did not merely transmit knowledge: they invoked. The words were alive, vibrating in the air, as though they possessed a consciousness of their own. Reading the Ubabu Ukunta was not an intellectual exercise — it was a pact.

Those who dared to handle it unprepared were never the same again. Some vanished without a trace, swallowed by portals that opened only for them. Others went mad, their minds seared by the intensity of images and voices that did not belong to this world. And still others, corrupted by the promise of power, became servants of entities from beyond, carrying in their eyes a strange gleam, and in their words a conviction that drew entire multitudes into their thrall.

CHAPTER 6: THE CREATURE NOCTHYL

And this god, called Wombá by the peoples of Tanzania, did not gain notoriety through faith, promises of blessings, or daily miracles. His name spread like an echo of horror, tied to the unspeakable atrocities that marked the sacrifices made in his honor. Wombá did not accept simple offerings. He demanded pain. He demanded despair. His nourishment was not the body itself, but distilled suffering — the extreme vibration of human anguish. Every scream, every tear, every prolonged and cruel death was, for him, a banquet.


But Wombá was only a name. A disguise, a convenient mask so that limited human minds could conceive of something far beyond their comprehension. His true name was Nocthyl, and those who dared to utter it in deeper rituals felt immediately the crushing weight of summoning something that did not belong to Earth.



Nocthyl was not a god in the traditional sense. He was a Local Creature, forged in the dense and impenetrable layers of the Underworld, one of the darkest domains of the Cosmos. There, where vibration was as heavy as lead and time flowed in distorted currents, Nocthyl dwelled for millennia among colossal entities and other Local Creatures twisted by the hostile nature of that place. The Underworld did not give rise to life: it spawned aberrations. Creatures shaped by fear and destruction, each more terrible than the last, eternally contending for survival in a sea of vibrational darkness.


It was within this absolute chaos that Nocthyl was formed and strengthened. His instinct was to absorb, drain, and corrupt. For countless ages he remained confined to his own domain — until an event of nearly unimaginable proportions opened a passage for him: six hundred uninterrupted days of human sacrifices, carried out by an ancient people of primitive Africa.

During this period, entire villages were wiped out in relentless rituals. Children, women, warriors — no one was spared. The blood poured onto the earth until the soil became drenched and fertile only for fungi and poisonous weeds. The collective despair grew so deep that it altered the very psychosphere of the region. This mental field, the invisible fabric of human consciousness, was strained like a rope pulled to its limit, creating a vibrational bridge that reached into the Underworld.

It was then that Nocthyl discovered Earth. At first, as a mental projection, infiltrating the dreams and hallucinations of priests. Later, as a tangible spiritual presence, able to manifest through blood rituals, warping reality and imposing his will directly upon bodies and minds.

The effects were devastating. The population that carried out the sacrifices was not rewarded with prosperity, as they had believed. On the contrary: the corrupted psychosphere spread like an invisible poison, breaking social bonds and annihilating any trace of compassion. Violence consumed everything, turning neighbors into enemies, families into rivals, villages into battlefields. Hatred was so intense that, within just a few decades, that people almost entirely disappeared, devoured by their own destruction.


But Nocthyl remained. Once connected to Earth, he could no longer be banished. He became a cosmic parasite, seeking new points of contact, new groups willing to repeat the extreme rituals that nourished his essence. And so, over the centuries, he encountered different civilizations — always on the margins of official history, always in the corners where human suffering reached its peak. In each encounter, he was called by a different name, adapting to the tongues and cultures. Yet in the region of Tanzania, where his influence lingered most strongly, he was eternalized as Wombá.


Under this new name, his legend grew. He came to be seen not only as a god, but as an inevitable presence, a spirit haunting the land, demanding payment in blood. Entire tribes believed that denying Wombá his sacrifices was to invite drought, war, or plague. His influence became so deeply ingrained that even those who did not partake in the cult still feared his wrath, his shadow looming over entire generations.

Nocthyl, the devourer of the Underworld, had become Wombá, the blood-god of Tanzania. And his story, marked by horrors, was only just beginning.

Those who served in the temples of Wombá were not mere believers or blind devotees. They were individuals who carried within themselves expanded knowledge, granted directly by the god. Wombá fed them visions, revealed ancient secrets, and heightened their mental capacities so intensely that their very presence became magnetic. They spoke and were heard, they preached and were followed. They were capable of awakening both fear and fascination in equal measure, drawing multitudes who often did not even understand why they were compelled to serve. The more people submitted, the stronger Wombá’s egregore became, and the more sacrifices were offered.

CHAPTER 7: THE SACRIFICE OF 50,000 PEOPLE IN THE CONGO

In the great war of Africa, this power reached its peak. Wombaia priests, taking advantage of the absolute chaos of the conflict, began trading human lives as if they were merchandise. Shipments of prisoners, refugees, and innocents were bought and sold in clandestine auctions — destined not for slavery or forced labor, but for ritual death. Entire truckloads of people vanished without a trace, swallowed by the silent circuit that delivered them directly into the hands of the priests.


Among these men, one name stood above the rest: Kofi, a high priest whose reputation was feared even by his peers. Kofi was not merely a fanatic; he was a strategist, one who understood not only the spiritual power of Wombá but also his political and economic strength. He envisioned something far greater than sporadic sacrifices or lesser rites. He sought an act of such immense proportions that it would leave an eternal scar upon the psychosphere of Africa, and by consequence, upon the entire world.



His plan was audacious, almost impossible: to organize a collective ritual in which 50,000 people would be sacrificed in a single ceremony. Fifty thousand voices screaming in unison. Fifty thousand souls delivered to the devourer. A spectacle of horror so vast it would tear through the fabric of reality, opening a direct and permanent bridge between Earth and the Underworld.


The sacrifice, however, faced a monumental obstacle. It was not feasible to transport such a vast number of people to Tanzania, even under the veil of war’s chaos. Neither resources, nor logistics, nor the necessary silence would allow such a feat. It was then that Kofi made a bold decision: the ritual would be performed in the Congo itself, at the very heart of war, where death was already abundant and the world had already grown accustomed to the stench of blood.

The chosen site was not random. Kofi and his aides studied maps, consulted ancient manuscripts, measured the energetic vibrations of the soil, and followed signs left by centuries of forgotten rituals. The place had to be special, a point of psychospheral convergence where the energy of so many sacrifices could be absorbed and amplified. At last, they found the perfect ground: a region of dense jungle marked by ancient ruins, where even the air seemed to pulse with a strange rhythm.

The preparation was meticulous. For months, structures were erected in secret. Colossal bonfires, altars of black stone, symbols carved into the earth in geometric patterns impossible to comprehend with human logic. All financed by an international network of the powerful — tycoons, politicians, generals, and even hidden religious leaders — who saw in the Wombaia religion not just an exotic faith, but a tool to seize absolute power. To them, fear was the most valuable currency in the universe, and Wombá, through his egregore, was the central bank of that energy.

On the appointed day, the darkness felt heavier than ever. Thousands of prisoners, dragged like cattle, were gathered at the site. Some wept, others screamed, many simply stared into emptiness, too weak to resist. The air was saturated with absolute despair, and every tear shed seemed to feed the vibration of the place. The priests chanted in an ancient tongue, incomprehensible yet thundering within the minds of all who heard it.


The ritual took place in an abandoned coal mine, a site already scarred by darkness and human suffering. The perfect setting for such an unspeakable act. The subterranean space seemed endless, with vast halls of black stone, corridors echoing like a labyrinth, and ceilings lost in shadow. Into this abyss, 50,000 people were forced, one by one, until there was no return. The single remaining entrance to the mine was sealed with beams and stones, as though the Earth itself were complicit in the monstrous sacrifice.


When the last soul had been driven inside, the priests began the process. At the mouth of the cavern, they raised a colossal fire, fed without pause, day and night, for weeks. The flames were not merely physical: they were ritualistic, tempered with oils, animal blood, and symbols carved into ancient wood that burned with blue and green fire. The blaze roared as if conscious, and soon the mine’s entrance became an impenetrable barrier.

Inside, despair took form. Men, women, and children screamed, begged for help that would never come. Many turned on each other in madness, while others surrendered, awaiting death as a release. The heat swelled, the air thinned, and the once-deafening cries slowly dwindled into faint moans until, after weeks of relentless fire, nothing remained. Only ashes, shattered bones, and a silence that felt eternal.

But those present swore that physical death was not the end. During the ritual, many claimed to see silhouettes dancing within the flames, colossal shadows projected against the mine walls, as if unseen entities inhabited the space. The fire itself seemed to take monstrous shapes, while the air thrummed with a constant hum that made teeth chatter involuntarily.

And then there was the tale of the worshiper who went mad. One of Kofi’s own followers, upon witnessing the immensity of the sacrifice, broke under the terror. He screamed, convulsed, tried to stop the ritual, crying out that this was not human, that there was no glory in Wombá — only destruction. His collapse of faith was deemed unforgivable. The priests dragged him away and, without mercy, hurled him into the mine alongside the victims, sealing the entrance once more. They say his was the last voice to fall silent, echoing in desperate pleas until death claimed him.


Weeks later, the halls of the mine were no longer a mass grave, but an open portal. The vibrational density of that colossal sacrifice had been so intense that the local psychosphere shattered like fractured glass. Those who dared approach the site were seized by vertigo, nausea, and in many cases, terrifying hallucinations. Some swore they still heard the cries of the victims echoing on the wind, as if their souls had never departed. Others claimed to see black shadows with burning red eyes lurking among the trees around the mine. The very air of the region had grown heavy, almost impossible to breathe.


CHAPTER 8: THE TERRIBLE FATE OF KOFI

After a month in that hell veiled by the chaos of war, Kofi was preparing to return to Tanzania. He had fulfilled what he believed to be his greatest mission, and his mind already turned to the next steps: consolidating the cult’s power, spreading its influence, and preparing rituals even more devastating. Lodged in a discreet hotel in the Congo, he rested on a modest bed, surrounded by documents, maps, and ritual amulets.

But fate, as always, has its irony. On the eve of his departure, when the priest was already dreaming of new altars, his door was smashed open with a dry crash. Armed men, masked and dressed in unmarked military uniforms, stormed into the room. Before he could react, Kofi was torn from the bed, restrained, and gagged. The men were swift, precise, cold as machines. He was thrown into a vehicle and taken far from the city—no witnesses, no trace.

It was the beginning of something Kofi had never foreseen. A group of mercenaries, hired by unknown forces, had decided to capture him. They did not fully grasp the depth of the evil they held in their hands, but they knew well enough that this man was no ordinary being. He had become the living link between Earth and a creature from the depths of the Underworld. And now, in the heart of the Congolese jungle, the fate of Kofi and of Wombá’s cult was about to take a dark and unpredictable turn.

The next day, Kofi’s guards arrived at the hotel and found a nightmarish scene. The room was completely ransacked: broken furniture, bloodstained sheets, walls scarred with scratches that betrayed the desperate struggle of someone who had tried to resist. But what drew the most attention lay upon the table, as though left deliberately—a pair of human ears, still fresh, wrapped in a white cloth. That horrifying detail revealed that Kofi had not only been abducted but subjected to unimaginable torture.

The news spread quickly among his followers. Many believed he had been taken by Wombá’s enemies, while others whispered it was divine punishment for his reckless rituals. But the truth was far more calculated: Kofi had been captured by a group of mercenaries working for a secret French elite, composed of politicians and aristocrats who, behind the public mask of power and refinement, harbored a deep fascination with the darkest occultism.


These men sought not mere esoteric curiosities or spiritual thrills. They were driven by boundless ambition to control the invisible forces governing the planet’s psychosphere. For years, they had financed secret societies, sponsored occult research, and even launched expeditions in search of forgotten relics. And now, upon learning that Kofi was the bearer of one of the rarest copies of the Ubabu Ukunta, they saw the golden opportunity they had awaited for decades.



The Ubabu Ukunta was no simple ancient manuscript. Written in a language scholars called proto-cosmic, it contained rituals and formulas capable of opening passages between layers of reality, connecting the human world with dimensions inhabited by higher entities. More than that, its pages were said to contain instructions to mold matter, influence collective consciousness, and even manipulate the flow of time at specific points of the psychosphere. A book that, in the right—or wrong—hands, could alter the fate of entire civilizations.


The mercenaries had no personal interest in its contents. For them, Kofi was merely a target to be broken—a body guarding a secret. The torture was methodical, carried out in stages, with the patience of those who know that despair loosens tongues more effectively than pain alone. First came cuts, burns, and beatings. Then deeper wounds, near the nerves, designed to prolong suffering without killing him. And finally, the ears.


When the first was torn away, Kofi endured, sustained by blind faith in Wombá. He muttered chants, grinned through clenched teeth, invoked his god’s name to come to his aid. But when the second was taken, the human threshold shattered. Between screams and convulsions, he revealed the code to the vault where he kept the Ubabu Ukunta.


The French group had obtained what they wanted—not merely a copy of the book, but the key to unlock knowledge that had been hunted, hidden, and destroyed for centuries. Power that even Wombá’s priests feared to wield without proper preparation.


What they did not know—or chose to ignore—was that every page of the Ubabu Ukunta carried a curse. The book was not merely a repository of knowledge; it was a living being, impregnated with the consciousness of those consumed during the rituals that created it. Reading its lines was no passive act—it was exposing oneself to ancient voices that could drive even the strongest to madness. It was offering oneself as a doorway for something outside to enter.


And while the French celebrated their conquest, far from the jungles of the Congo, a new and sinister cycle was beginning to take shape.

Kofi endured more than any ordinary man could bear. The mercenaries, trained to break bodies and minds, found in him an almost inhuman challenge. For endless days, they dragged his mutilated body through damp chambers, bound him to iron tables, drowned him in murky water, and slowly seared him with glowing rods. His flesh was carved into deep wounds, his nails torn out one by one, and every scream was noted, as though part of a carefully orchestrated liturgy.

Yet Kofi, amid convulsions and hallucinations, still murmured chants in the tongue of the ancients—a mixture of supplication and madness that even made hardened soldiers frown. He spoke of Wombá, of hidden portals, of “breathing books.” His shattered mind still seemed the guardian of secrets greater than his own life.

On the twelfth day, when his body had already been reduced to more than ten broken parts—bones exposed, muscles shredded, skin hanging in tatters—the final human limit gave way. Amid groans that no longer resembled those of a man but of an animal hunted to exhaustion, Kofi revealed the existence of hidden scrolls brought from Egypt, written by scribes who had once served forgotten pharaohs, and which, he claimed, carried formulas to prolong life and transmute matter into invisible states.


Those words were received as treasure. The French group, who until then sought only the Ubabu Ukunta, now realized there was far more at stake. Lost books, fragments of wisdom buried beneath Nile sands, records never deciphered by modern archaeologists. It was as if every syllable torn from Kofi’s mouth was another key to yet another forbidden gate of history.


After his death, Kofi’s remains were not buried. They were scattered—bones cast into African rivers, flesh burned in discreet pyres, ashes dissolved into the wind. The French knew that leaving his body intact would risk disciples attempting to retrieve it for resurrection rituals. The priest had to be reduced to indistinguishable fragments, erasing any chance of return.


The Ubabu Ukunta, however, did not share that fate. It was taken to France in absolute secrecy, hidden not in public libraries or official collections, but in the hands of powerful families—aristocrats who wore flawless suits and spoke in assemblies, while in the shadows they nurtured a silent cult.


CHAPTER 9: THE NEW ERA OF DESTRUCTION

For decades, the book circulated through private banquets, lavish halls, and discreet mansions, shown only to carefully chosen guests. Those who dared to open it felt the weight of its curse: voices whispering in tongues that did not exist, eyes gleaming in the dark as if the pages themselves could summon presences. Many fell ill after leafing through its lines; some went mad. Yet none dared rid themselves of the manuscript. It was power. And power, no matter how corrupt, is never abandoned.


So it remained until 2015. That year, the heir who possessed the Ubabu Ukunta lived in Paris, in a 19th-century mansion filled with works of art, rare tapestries, and ancient statues. The man, wealthy and respected, led a life of appearances: art collector, philanthropist, discreet figure of high society. But beneath his house, secured by steel doors, lay the true treasure—the manuscript of Kofi.


On a cold November night, while he slept, an unknown group invaded the mansion. No alarm sounded, no camera captured the intruders. They moved with surgical precision, as if they knew every corridor, every guard, every blind spot. The vault was opened effortlessly, and the book, carefully wrapped in red cloth, vanished.


The next morning, upon waking, the man found his home in perfect order. Not a single object of value had been taken, apart from the manuscript. There was no forced entry, no apparent violence. Only a terrible emptiness, as if a part of his soul had been torn away along with the book. He filed no report with the police. He summoned no lawyers, nor hired private investigators. He kept absolute silence, as though reporting the theft would be signing his own death warrant. A year later, he died of sudden heart failure, alone in his bed. Some say his heart simply could not bear the weight of the secret. Others claim it was the Ubabu Ukunta itself that took him, demanding payment for decades of silent servitude.


But the manuscript did not vanish.

After its silent theft in Paris, the book slipped into the shadows of the European black market. It was never offered at official auctions, nor did it fall into the hands of art collectors or universities. It descended into the underground—into circles of power and madness where money mingles with blood pacts and promises of immortality.

CHAPTER 10: ØYSTEIN’S PLANS AND THE HORROR IN NORWAY

The manuscript was sold for an incalculable fortune to a man whose name had already become a whisper in occultist gatherings: Øystein Yngve, a Norwegian obsessed with attaining the divine. He was known as much for his fanaticism as for his mental instability. His eyes, always sunken and bloodshot, seemed incapable of blinking; his words, charged with delirium, blended philosophy with screams, as though he preached sermons to invisible entities.


From youth, Øystein believed he was destined for something greater. He carried a feverish conviction: to become a living god, an incarnation of absolute power ruling over men and spirits alike. This obsession was born when, as a teenager, he stumbled upon fragments of the Scriptures of Cosma—a nearly illegible set of texts that described the existence of “dimensions beyond flesh” and “hidden architects of reality.” Reading them did not simply open his mind—it shattered it. From that moment on, every gesture, every word, every ritual of his life was oriented toward one goal: to break free from the human condition.


Øystein never knew his father. Yet he spread rumors to feed his own legend, claiming to be the illegitimate son of a renowned Norwegian black metal musician who had died tragically—burned alive in a fire never fully explained. For the fanatic, this legacy was symbolic: he saw himself as the continuation of the pagan, anti-Christian rebellion that had scarred the Norwegian underground during the final decades of the 20th century.

His mother, in turn, was an even more enigmatic figure. A woman immersed in occult practices from youth, member of a secret circle active in Norway that blended ancient Nordic rites with formulas imported from the Middle East and Africa. She was said to be a powerful medium, capable of summoning visions in frozen caves, where initiates drank blood mixed with whale oil and cried out to forgotten gods. It was in such a setting that she conceived—not through human love, but during an obscure ritual offered to an entity whose name none dared utter.

According to Øystein, he was not conceived by chance but invoked. His existence was the result of a pact. He claimed to carry within himself not merely human blood, but the spark of an unknown god—an essence that would one day fully awaken. This belief shaped his entire identity, transforming him into the prophet of himself.

Despite his madness, Øystein never knew misery. He came from a wealthy family, heir to lands, estates, and fortunes passed down through generations. His wealth granted him a life without material obstacles: he collected ancient artifacts, financed archaeological digs in Greece and Egypt, purchased stolen relics from clandestine markets in Turkey and Syria. Each acquisition, to him, was another step toward his divine destiny.


When he finally held the Ubabu Ukunta in his hands, he believed prophecy had been fulfilled. He spent entire days locked away in a remote mansion on the Norwegian fjords, with no natural light, windows sealed with wooden planks, and only black candles illuminating fragments of space. He read the pages aloud, always accompanied by extreme music—distorted guitars and tribal drums recorded in subterranean basements, mixed with guttural chants.


It was said that in those first weeks, neighbors living miles away reported hearing strange sounds emanating from the direction of his property: something between an animal’s roar and a smothered thunderclap. Others spoke of reddish lights rising over the sea, hovering above the mansion as though the very atmosphere had been corrupted.


Øystein believed he stood at the threshold of transformation.
In his journals, he wrote that his veins “pulsed with liquid fire,” that his dreams were populated by giant figures handing him incomprehensible symbols, and that, at times, when staring into a mirror, he no longer saw his own face but “the visage of a nameless god.”


To him, the book was not merely a relic. It was a manual of ascension, a map to shatter flesh and assume divine form. Few dared approach him during those years. Those who did never left the same.

Øystein claimed he bore within his own veins the continuation of an ancestral evil seeded in Norway during the 1990s. According to him, his father and his companions—musicians, occultists, arsonists, all steeped in the fury of black metal—had not sought merely to shock society with burned churches or profane symbols. Behind the music and destruction, they performed secret rituals, gathering in ice-laden caves or shadowed forests where the silence was so deep it seemed to devour the soul itself.

There, amid black candles, animal bones, and spilled blood, they were said to have opened portals. Small vibrational breaches connecting Earth to lower layers—regions inhabited by dense creatures, twisted by the absence of light, ancient consciousnesses that had never known the sun. Øystein claimed these portals were never closed, only left in latency, like invisible wounds cut into the fabric of Norwegian reality.

He believed himself the natural heir to that legacy. To him, the music, chaos, and deaths of that generation were not mere acts of youthful rebellion, but the beginning of a call. His birth, during a ritual conducted by his mother, was living proof that Wombá had already marked his lineage.

But Øystein did not wish merely to follow in ancient footsteps. His aim was far more ambitious: to bring Wombá to Earth in both physical and energetic form.

Until then, only the African brethren, under Kofi’s command, had advanced rituals connecting the creature to the planet’s psychosphere. Mass sacrifices, blood spilled in abandoned mines, chants echoing like thunder—these had allowed Wombá to achieve two partial manifestations: mental projection and spiritual projection.

	Mental Projection: Wombá could penetrate human dreams, visions, and hallucinations. His presence could be felt as whispers, delirium, and inescapable commands, slowly corroding the sanity of those who dared approach. 




Spiritual Projection: Beyond inhabiting the unconscious, Wombá began crossing into the spiritual plane of Earth, taking ethereal forms that could be seen during rituals or in places heavy with blood and despair. Many followers claimed to have seen him, not as flesh, but as a colossal shadow dragging itself between worlds.


Yet Øystein knew these manifestations were only a prelude. Two main projections remained—the ones that would establish the entity not merely as a visitor, but as a sovereign over earthly reality.


The Physical Projection: would grant Wombá a tangible body, molded from Earth’s own density, as if built from human bone, animal flesh, and minerals torn from the depths. A body able to walk, crush, destroy, to interact directly with the living world.



The Energetic Projection: even more feared, meant the full incorporation of Wombá’s essence into the vibrational mesh of the planet. It would transform Earth into an extension of his dimension, a vast field where his laws replaced the laws of nature. With this, there would be no difference between layers: the psychosphere and the physical world would merge under his influence, making it impossible to escape his presence.


With these two projections complete, the creature would not be a mere visitor or shadow between dimensions—it would be a reigning entity, wielding all the power it already commanded in the distant, lightless regions where it ruled as absolute sovereign.


This was what Øystein sought. He saw himself as the mediator, the bridge-body between the sacrifices of the Africans and the full realization of Wombá’s presence on Earth. To him, his ritual inheritance, united with the power of the Ubabu Ukunta, was the final key to accomplishing what not even Kofi had managed to complete.


CHAPTER 11: CULT OF THE ABOMINABLE CREATURE NOCTHYL AND THE SECRET GROUPS

The plan of the Creature Nocthyl was clear, immutable, and cruel. From the very first attempts at contact—when it had only managed to project its mental and spiritual essence upon Earth—the next step was already defined: to reach physical and energetic manifestations. Only then could it interfere directly in the material reality of the planet.

This was no mere visitation or psychological influence. The physical arrival of Nocthyl would mean that the very fabric of terrestrial reality would tear open to mold a body suited to its vibrational density. It would not be human, nor animal, nor mineral. It would be a fusion of all elements: human bones stolen from desecrated graves, coagulated blood from sacrifices, subterranean metals ripped out by force, and a nucleus of energy so dense that the atmosphere itself would become unbearable for any living being.

The energetic projection, in turn, was even more terrifying. It meant impregnating the vibrational field of the planet with the essence of Wombá-Nocthyl, dissolving the line between the physical world and the psicospheric plane. The atmosphere, the waters, even human breath would carry its signature. There would be no refuge: every thought, every emotion, every dream would be pierced by its presence, like an invisible brand etched into the collective unconscious.


This dual dominion—physical and energetic—had a precise purpose.
The human race, once subjugated, would live in a permanent state of pain, fear, and despair. Wars would escalate, diseases would multiply, natural catastrophes would be provoked with precision to feed suffering on a global scale. Humanity would not die at once but be consumed like cattle, slowly, until the entire species was reduced to spiritual ruins and corpses.


Earth, in this state, would become fertile ground for a greater purpose: to serve as a gate for other Local Creatures of extremely low vibration. These entities, similar to Nocthyl, dwelled in even deeper regions, far removed from light. Without fixed form, they were cosmic predators, hungry for consciousness, driven by an endless pursuit of vital energy. Once drawn to the planet, they would find not only food but also a strategic point of expansion.


And the destination of that expansion was already mapped: the Egiosphere.
The Egiosphere was not merely a cosmic layer, but a vibrational ocean of ascending life. Worlds clustered there where civilizations were still taking their first steps in evolution—fragile cultures just awakening to science, philosophy, and spirituality. In those dimensions, vital energy was pure and abundant, yet the inhabitants were vulnerable: easily deceived, manipulated by apparitions posing as gods, prophets, or benevolent forces.



For predators like Nocthyl, the Egiosphere was perfect territory.
A hunt without resistance. Entire species could be enslaved through illusions, herded like obedient flocks toward the altar of energetic consumption. And Earth, once corrupted and devastated, would become the launching base for massive hunting expeditions.


The blue planet would cease to be a home. It would become nothing more than a grim outpost, a macabre stronghold from which hordes of entities would depart in search of new worlds to devour.

Human suffering, therefore, was not an end in itself but a means. Every tear shed, every life destroyed, every ruined society served as fuel to open the path for a colonization of shadows. The annihilation of the species was inevitable, but it had to unfold at a controlled pace, so that collective agony reached its peak intensity before the final collapse.

Øystein Yngve, in his madness, embraced this destiny not with fear but with devotion. To him, submission to the Creature was not enslavement but the opportunity for glory. He convinced himself that he was the mediator of the Descent, the chosen one who would lead Earth into total surrender. He believed that when Nocthyl finally crossed the thresholds of flesh and energy, it would reward its servant with a divine body, fusing him to the monstrous essence of the Creature.


He did not see himself as a victim but as an heir.
Not as a servant, but as the rightful son of an age that would be born out of destruction.


And under this belief, he began to devise rituals never before attempted, convinced that Nocthyl had no more time to wait. The planet was already ready, the wounds opened in past decades still bleeding, and the Ubabu Ukunta was in his hands, pulsing like an ancient heart that demanded to be read.

The preparation for the final manifestation had begun.

Øystein, though already in possession of countless grimoires, counter-magic manuscripts, and books of invocation torn from forgotten traditions and peoples who cultivated rituals in zones of lowest frequency, had never before held anything that could compare to what now rested before him. Ubabu Ukunta was not merely a compendium of formulas or incantations but a living artifact, charged with an ancestral potency that seemed to spill from the very fibers of the paper.

As he began to study it, his entire body transformed into an antenna. It was not mere reading: it was a pact of absorption. The words, when seen in sequence, ceased to be symbols and became vibrations that silently seeped through his vision, crossed his mind, and lodged in his pineal gland, as if each page were a precise blow to the center of his spiritual perception. Øystein felt the inner pressure, as though his skull were too small to contain what was expanding inside.

With each paragraph read, the voices intensified. At first, distant whispers, resembling the murmurs of assemblies in incomprehensible tongues. Gradually, the sounds became distinct—clear words echoing in his mind even when he closed the book. They were voices of ancient entities, some harsh and wrathful, others soft and seductive, all trying to guide him, all fighting for space within his consciousness. There was no silence; even in his dreams, the reading continued, as though the book itself lived and demanded continuation.

There were nights when Øystein awoke in darkness with burning eyes and realized he was seated before the Ubabu Ukunta, its pages open though he did not recall turning them. At times, his hands were stained with symbols written in black ink he did not know the origin of. At others, he saw blood discreetly seeping from the printed letters, as though each word were an open wound.

The book, patiently ordered from the Dark Web years before, was more than a forbidden artifact. It was a transmitter. It did not merely store knowledge but served as a direct bridge to that which lived beyond human reach. As Øystein delved deeper, he understood that it was not he who manipulated the book: it was the book that manipulated him, bending his mind, reconfiguring his perception, and preparing him for something greater.


The impact on his body soon followed.
Constant pains in his forehead, sudden fevers, muscle spasms, and a sensation that his spine turned rigid during certain reading rituals. Some close witnesses claimed to have seen Øystein with completely black eyes during prolonged sessions, and others reported that upon entering his room, the air felt heavier, as if one had to force the lungs to breathe.


The Ubabu Ukunta was not merely an object of study. It was a parasitic organism, and Øystein was its host. With each page absorbed, he became less human, more the vessel of a force that transcended flesh and spirit.

It was the beginning of an irreversible transformation.

Øystein, ensnared by the invisible current flowing from the Ubabu Ukunta, knew he could not remain just a reader. The book had not been made to be contemplated but to be activated. The voices that haunted him day and night no longer begged for attention: they demanded action. He felt, in every fiber of his body, that those pages cried out for blood, for fire, for flesh—as though the knowledge recorded there were only a key, and the door could only be opened by sacrifice.

CHAPTER 12: THE RITUALS AND THE TRANSFORMATION OF ØYSTEIN


The first ritual did not take place in public. Øystein locked himself inside his secluded residence, in a mountainous region of Norway where the cutting cold and the heavy fog seemed to conspire with his madness. In the damp, dark basement, he prepared a circle of salt mixed with ashes from human bones he had obtained from desecrated ancient cemeteries. At the center, he placed the Ubabu Ukunta, opened on pages that pulsed like living flesh, and around it he lit black candles made from animal fat mixed with his own blood.


The silence of the house was soon broken. The whispers that had once inhabited only his mind now echoed physically through the air. The walls vibrated, the air seemed to ripple, and multiple voices rose from every corner, as though hundreds of entities were watching him, commenting in languages human ears should never comprehend. The temperature dropped abruptly, forming crystals of ice on the walls, yet Øystein’s body burned with fever.

The ritual, however, was not without immediate consequences. Animals living near the region—crows, foxes, even dogs from distant neighbors—began to behave strangely. Crows hurled themselves against windows until they died, foxes convulsed in the snow, and dogs howled for hours, as if sensing the vibrational rift opening. Some locals swore they had seen dark, translucent figures wandering around Øystein’s house—humanoid forms, deformed, walking with disjointed steps.


His closest followers—youths who had been drawn to him through idolization of occultism and extreme black metal—were invited to witness. At first, they laughed nervously, believing it would be nothing more than another ritualistic performance. But as soon as they entered the basement, their bodies reacted before their minds could. Nausea, dizziness, stomach pains, and violent chills overwhelmed them. One, unable to endure, vomited blood and collapsed within minutes. The others remained petrified as Øystein, eyes rolled back, read passages from the Ubabu Ukunta aloud.


Every word he uttered seemed to displace the air. The candles flickered, their flames growing without consuming wax, and the light twisted into geometric forms that projected themselves upon the walls like living symbols. With each new passage, the atmosphere grew heavier, and a stench of sulfur and burning flesh spread through the space.

It was that night the first manifestation occurred. In the center of the circle, upon the book, a dark mass began to emerge—like liquid smoke writhing with a will of its own. It had no fixed form, shifting from moment to moment: at times a distorted human face, at times an animal in agony, at times an indescribable monstrosity. The followers recoiled in terror, but Øystein, ecstatic, drew nearer, letting the smoke touch his skin. Wherever the mist grazed him, his flesh seemed to necrotize for seconds, then regenerate, as though the book itself were reshaping him to withstand its influence.

The first ritual ended with a pact. Human blood was spilled—not by direct sacrifice, but from Øystein’s own body, as he cut himself in offering, letting the drops fall upon the open pages. The book absorbed the blood as if it were living tissue, and each drop vanished into the paper, amplifying the murmurs until they became deafening screams.

The followers, terrified, fled. Some never returned. Others, however, were drawn back days later, unable to resist the call that still echoed in their dreams.

From that first contact onward, Øystein was no longer merely a scholar or a madman. He had become a conduit. And with each new ritual, he deepened the Creature’s presence on Earth, bringing Wombá-Nocthyl one step closer to physical and energetic projection.

The country would soon begin to feel the effects. Unexplained deaths in remote regions, outbreaks of collective hallucination in small villages, even reports of disappearances without a trace—all became the backdrop for the ritual escalation intensifying under Øystein’s command.


After that first night, Øystein never knew rest again. The Ubabu Ukunta was no longer just a book kept in his home—it was a living organism, a parasite feeding on his sanity. The pages, once static, now moved when untouched, as if breathing. Sometimes, upon opening it, he found symbols different from those he had read the day before, as though the knowledge itself rewrote, adapting to the rhythm of its disciple.


The voices never ceased. By day, they whispered behind his ears, instructing him in hybrid tongues, mixtures of guttural sounds and cosmic chants. By night, they became choruses echoing through the halls, making the glass of the windows and the metal of the locks tremble. And Øystein no longer saw any reason to resist. To him, these were not hallucinations but certainty—the revelation of reality itself.

The second ritual was planned with precision. This time, his own blood would not suffice. Øystein needed something greater. In secret, he gathered nine of his closest followers—youths drawn by the magnetism of his madness and the fascination of the abyss. The promise was clear: to take part in an act that would change the world, that would open the gates of flesh to the true god.


They were led to a frozen forest, where winter tormented with endless blizzards. At the center of a clearing, Øystein drew a distorted hexagram on the ground, a figure extracted from one of the most impenetrable chapters of the Ubabu Ukunta. At each vertex, he placed an animal—crows, goats, dogs—all bound and in agony. At the center, upon a stone, lay the open book, illuminated by torches burning with bluish fire, thanks to ritual substances he had prepared.


The ceremony began with chants the followers repeated in trance, though few understood what they uttered. The words were not human, yet their mouths moved effortlessly, as if some invisible force manipulated their tongues. The air grew thick, and a dark fog began forming around the clearing.

Then came the sacrifices. The animals were slaughtered one by one, and the blood spilled upon the lines of the symbol glowed with unnatural brilliance. The ground drank the liquid as though parched for millennia. The cries of the creatures echoed with an inhuman prolongation, reverberations no ear should endure. Some followers wept uncontrollably; others laughed hysterically, as if possessed by something they could not contain.

And it was in that instant Øystein perceived the entity’s first conscious response. The torches’ flames surged into vertical columns, twisting into grotesque figures: faces with mouths agape in screams, eyes of fire, claws extending out of the fire itself. A wave of energy swept through the clearing, throwing the followers to the ground. Yet Øystein remained standing, his gaze fixed upon the center of the hexagram, where a shadow was beginning to take form.

The creature did not reveal itself in full. What emerged was only a fragment, a condensed spiritual projection. It was a mass of pulsating darkness, with shadowy tentacles spreading across the ground and coiling around the legs of those present. Those it touched collapsed in violent convulsions, foaming at the mouth and screaming in unknown tongues. One had his heart seized and died instantly, his body stiffening before the others.


But Øystein, seized by absolute ecstasy, fell to his knees. And in that instant, the voices ceased. In their place rose a single presence—clear, colossal, and overwhelming: Wombá-Nocthyl, speaking directly into his mind.


They were not words, but dense ideas, concepts seared into his consciousness like brands of molten iron:


– “You shall be my mouth on Earth.”
– “Your flesh will be the vessel of the abyss.”
– “Through your devotion, I shall open the final gates.”



Øystein wept, trembled, and laughed all at once. His body no longer belonged to him; it was a mere receptacle. He felt the Creature’s presence sliding along his spine, lodging within his pineal, expanding his perception far beyond human reality. He saw the world from above, saw the Earth as a sphere wrapped in vibrational layers, perceived the Egiosphere pulsing with life, ready to be invaded, ravaged, consumed.


The ritual ended in chaos. Of the nine followers, only four survived—and none returned to sanity. Some went completely mad, wandering aimlessly through the mountains; others vanished mysteriously, as if swallowed by the forest itself. Øystein, however, returned to his home with the book in hand and his gaze transfigured. Those who saw him in that time claimed his eyes were no longer human: in them burned a deep red glow, like eternal embers.
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