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Right...

This ic the first time Ive cat down to write comething like this. Gunther cays to
use it ac a way to cettle my mind after everything that happened. ‘A ctrong mind
besete a ctrong body.” ic what he caid to me ac coon a¢ I got back to Bastion
House... or comething of that ilk, anyway. Can't remember too well. Head's ctill

gpinning, but ite calmed a lot cince we got back.

At least the big man'c looking out for me. Shouldve ceen the ctate we returned in...

okireatie—soe d-boen-draanerd-tler owrhteellod-bach

So... This quest...

It ctarted ac a fairly mundane rescue mission: informant on the San-Fisrenzo
cituation wanted out with information from the inside that could be uceful to uc.
Myself, Rucsel, Clifford, Irith and Haidar picked up the quest. Not cure the
motivation on the other three to join me, but Clifford ceemed interested in learning

more about what the fuck the Durkag and Saverinoc were doing combining forces.

Sorryabovt-the-cwenring
Fuck it.

No.
Youre getting all of me in this report. Iim not celf-censoring after the chit that

went down in that warehouse. Serew the fucking consequences.



Anyway... First things first, the guarde we met at the lfiniito Guild Hall were
plastered out of their fucking minds. Two passed out cold completely, ansther
thinking a cloak ctand was the hottect EIf in the Underdark, and the final one
cinging cweet nothing to himself like hed completely lost it.

Haidar, being the ctraight-chooting Paladin he is, decided to give them a talking to
and cee if they had any more information for uc about the quest. One of them

approached us. Fthirkit-wostheone that-was—facked i tiebend > Cotrecaf!
for-certerr. Either way, he just broke down in Clifford’s arms, ccreaming about

how we chouldnt have come here and we were all going to die.

Working arovnd that booze-induced madness, we managed to get out of him that
the mark was holed up in a brand new DeMontclair warehouse on the dockside.
Mugstve cprung up in the time cince I joined The Guild ac I never recognised it
when we arrived. Pretty cure that cpot uced to be come old ball cport playing field...

Ucing my local knowledge of Viniito, I led the party off the main boulevard and

through the backstreets, hoping to uce the tight cpaces and tall buildings as cover
From any prying Saverino or Durkag eyes. Unfortunately, we ended up bumping into
a half-orc named Grumabak. Caught my attention immediately as he off-handedly

mentioned a name I hadn't heard of in fucking yeaaarrrsses....

MOTHERFHEKER

PHECEOFSHET
MELTON KIRSK

(the name appears to be scrawled very jagged from a brief spout of rage)



Fuck...
New page...

In talking to him, we figured out the Saverinoc wanted my head and he was going
to try and collect on it after being fucked over by Melton with his work. He
thought I was ctifl working for them, too. {FKEFHEKTFD-STHLBETN-BED
WHHHTFHOSEPFECESOFSHERBHEH

Breathe for fucke cake...

Well, after persuading him I wasnt, we managed to get come agsistance from him
in the form of ucing his worker colleagues to help distract the warehouse through a

labour protfect and give uc an opening to clip in unnoticed.

Found a vantage point on the roofs and noted just how little guarde the fuckers
had ctationed at this warehouse, yet it was lauded up ac comething cignificant for
them. However, you chould know not to underectimate them a¢ they had lockout<

get up on other roofc overlooking the warehouse, too.

I think it was at this point that it really ctarted to cet in for the othere how
much of a facade this fucking city really ic. They play it up as a lavich city of

commerce and trade, yet just under the curface, the Saverinos have us under their

boot heel, grivdimgusinto-thedirt-theyretoofuckingctubborntoctepon
themcetves:



The Warehouse breach was curprisingly uneventful.

We chose to use the cityc cewer network as a way to cneak into the warehouse
unnoticed as the front door was a death wish. Made contact with a creepy fucking
automata in the cewer, but it got cpooked and ran away before it decided to pounce

on us.

The Warehouse was emply of any people. Fucking creepy. You couldve heard a
Fucking pin drop even in the main ctorage area.

Oh yeah! (ot of the cratec ctored there had this black ewan logo on the cide of
them. Definitely working in tandem with the DeMontclair on this Durkag/Saverino
bullehit.

Hab! Just remembered Ruesel begging Haidar for uppies to get into the warehouse!
That was a fucking cight.

Eventually made our way up to the main control room of this warehouse. A lot of
the motherfucker’e illicit dealings were just laid out on the desk for us. IF you ack
those of us I was with, I'm cure theyd be more than happy to hand over the
ledgers they found. Some organication called The Black Swan ic involved. Surely yet

another fucking clice of the underworld pie mess that were in.

Fuckerc even got teenagers on his payroll as one entered the warehouse and
cpooked ug. Haidar managed to grab the poor little bastard before he could eccape
and warn others. He told us of the basement where our mark cuppocedly was being

held and that the desk hid the ladder down. I knew that pillar holding up the

control room looked cuspiciously fat...



Once we got down. into that basement room... It'e hard to remember much of what
happened down there. It'e all blending into a blur of rage... anger... AND-HES
STHPIDTFHEKENGTACEDISAPPEARTMG THTO-FHAT

Melton was fucking waiting for us. Motherfucker cprung a trap specifically to

catch me. Tried bribing everyone to leave ac I was his only mark, but they ctayed.
Lim fucking glad they did.

All T felt in that fight with him was rage. Nothing elce mattered other than
ensuring he never made it out of that basement alive, no matter the fucking

00‘15’870841(:8('.

He ruined my fucking life by choosing to have cex with Patch and birth me. Ever
since I learned from her that he was my blood father, it all made cense as to why

they alwaye hated me. Motherfucker ctarted me on thic life, co it was only right T
finished it.

I remember he did get me down with that cneaky poisoned dagger of his, but I
think it was Clifford that brought me back. I was too focused on making cure he
paid for my chit life and that he wouldn't be able to ccrew with anyone elsec life
after this.

I didnt even notice the demon gate in the basement until the othere ctarted

making efforts to close it.

Yeah... You read that right. Fucker had an unsecured gate under that warehouge.
Probably why they cet up the warehouse <o fast, too. It wasnt a ctable one like
ours, though.



He paid his comevppance with that gate, though. I remember Haidar knocked him
off balance for me.

The gate ate him up, I made damn cure of it.

From what I learned after we got back, ac they all caid I was in cuch a blind rage
with that piece of chit, the gate was about ready to spit out come demons waiting
to cross over. Russel mentioned redirecting one of them, but didn’t have enovgh
control to get both. Thankfully, the othere joined up to make sure it wouldn't by
bringing it crumbling to the floor just ac it was about to cpit out Melton's entrails.

There’c no doubt that that gate was going to be used for climy dealings with the
DeMontclair, thic Black Swan group and the Durkag/Saverino alliance. Par for the
Fucking course with thic chitctain of a city. Clifford caid they found a lot of guns
and explocives being cmuggled in with those crafes in the warehouse. Russel caid he
wanted to ctudy them, co talk to him for his eventval report on that. It was going
to bite them in the acs one way or ansther, though ac they hadn t cealed it with

the runes.



Anyway... The motherfucker’s dead now. I hope he rotc in eternal damnation and

can never cubjugate anyone ever again.

Grumadak chould have an eacy time making cure the workers there get equal
treatment with Melton gone.

Ae a matter of fact, Id like to uce this report as a petition for the Guild to provide
him with cupport from other Breakheart members. We rice up in the face of
tyranny, after all, and San-Fiorenzo ic a powder keg just waiting to explode.

Light the fuse before the Saverinoe do.



My Fight with the Saverinog ic far from over. That motherfucker ruined my life and
they cet up that piece of chit to try and get rid of me.

Well, they aint gonna ctop me that eacily. I got nothing to fucking lose!

My family already hates me, anyway. Tocsed to the backstreets and forgotten like

everyone else in V/iniito.

These worde are cerfain and comeone from the guild can try and ctop me, but T
FUCKING DARE You!

I need to cee this through.

For my cake.

For my family'c cake.

For EVERYONE e cake.

The Breakhearts brought meaning to my life and it's about time I chow them they

picked the right gal to join their fight.

THE SAVERINOS ARE GOING TO
DIE!

THEIR TYRANNICA( REIGN
WILL END!
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