Replaces the read-aloud text for Act 1a (starting on page 5).

This creepy shop contains myriad odds and ends, most bereft of any discernible use. A number of malformed creatures and creature parts bob in jars on a long, prominent shelf, a tiny fetal devil centered in this macabre lineup. The shopkeeper, a greasy-haired Varisian with a thin mustache, is conversing with well-dressed Qadiran businessman man in hushed tones as you make your way to the back of the shop. Once they spot you they both look up though the Varisian is the first to speak:

Ah yes, I see the Pathfinders have arrived. I’m glad Ambrus was able to lend a few of his new recruits to help me. Please come over and let me tell you what I... the Qadiran man gives him a look, I mean ‘we’ need.
Looking around as if to be absolutely certain no customers are browsing the aisles of knock-off Thuvian burial urns or supposed Azlanti porcelain, he begins again.

Well met. I am Guaril Karela and this gentleman is, Tra...
Trade Prince Aaqir al’Hakam of House Damaq Interrupts the Qadiran,  giving the party a respectful bow.

Guaril continues without missing a beat, A friend of mine has a warehouse near here and he received a parcel on behalf of me and my associate, but... there’s a problem. See, Master Gelbane had to leave town in a hurry and our shipment is still waiting at his warehouse.
I have tried to procure our goods though all my regular contacts but have been gotten nowhere, except buried in red tape. The Trade Prince adds in a frustrated voice.

See, rumor is my friend ended up in trouble with the law and the place was seized. I’m worried that once things get sorted out, the city will seize everything in the warehouse including our merchandise. My friend kept all kinds of things, from beer to nails, in that old pelican, but every now and then he stores something really special. This is one of those cases. There’s a big crate marked with three crows arranged in a triangle. Inside that crate is a smaller container with a few books and papers in it.
Those are the items that we would like you to retrieve for us. Before they are confiscated by the authorities and sold off to pay for that man’s debts.
You can help yourself to the rest of the crate. Honestly, anything else you want in the place too. Consider it your fee. Guaril adds with a greasy smile.

The world of business is fast paced and ruthless, much like life in the Society I fear. As such we, Mr. Karela and I, have found that working with Pathfinder Society has many benefits, for our organization, the Society, and those who wish to ally with us.
Dominance Through Trade! the Varisian chimes in with a smile. That's our goal, our Motto if you will. We help the Society with different things like getting information, transporting artifacts and teams without drawing too much attention, and financing expeditions. In Exchange, they allow us to use their resources to expand our little organization.
What do you say Pathfinders? Are any of you interested in joining this Exchange? Aaqir asks, While, unfortunately, we are sometimes forced to do work that is not entirely legal, all of our goals are legitimate. Some of the jobs we would ask you to do will be difficult, requiring cunning and subtlety, but I assure you the rewards will be well worth it.
So what do you say? Guaril asks as he puts out his hand to shake on the deal.
Replaces the read-aloud text for Act 3a (starting on page 12).

Good day to you, Pathfinders. I am Amenopheus, the Sapphire Sage, adviser to Master Salhar. I understand you were sent here to discuss archaeological permissions. Knowing this was coming; I spoke with Master Salhar at length on the subject. Master Salhar remains impressed by the Pathfinder Society, orating in their favor a handful of times in front of Absalom’s Grand Council, in fact. Due to previous relationships between him and the Society, Master Salhar has agreed to grant permission to the Pathfinder Society to explore his family’s vaults below Sothis. The only thing he requires is that you retrieve the map of the vaults from his own vault here.
Before you depart though, I must impress upon you the gravity of this courtesy Master Salhar is bestowing upon the Society. Osirion was the first great nation to rise from the chaos of Earthfall and at its peak it was the center of all learning, culture, and invention. The knowledge and advances that came from Ancient Osirion rival that of any nation past or present. We permit the society access to Master Salhar’s family vaults not so they may plunder its riches but so they can rediscover the glory of the past.
As ancient Osirion began to decline in its First Age, an order of sages formed to catalogue and preserve its wonders for a future dynasty. Unfortunately the order, as well as many of their secrets, were destroyed during the Kelish occupation a millennia ago. Very recently though the order has been reestablished and we seek to work with the Pathfinder Society. It is our goal to seek and preserve the wonders of old civilizations, such as ancient Osirion, so that we may disseminate that lore to modern innovators, sparking a new golden age of thought and advancement.
The Sapphire Sage’s eyes twinkle as he smirks knowingly, then he turns back to reading his book as though he had never been disturbed.

Replaces the read-aloud text for Act 4a (starting on page 15).

Aldor, you are dismissed. Close the door behind you and attend to your other tasks. She then turns her attention to the group. It’s always so incredibly adorable when I see a fresh-faced batch of Pathfinders. I mean, look at you scrumptious little teacakes. I could eat each and every one of you up. She stops and gives Maldrek a critical look, Well, maybe not you. Zarta points. I assume this isn’t a pleasure visit since most of you are terribly overdressed for that manner of occasion, so that must mean you are here for that trinket Valsin has been nagging me about. Seems I can’t get that man around these parts anymore, she gestures, sliding her hand down her body and widening the gesture to sweep out and across the room as if her home were a secondary thought. On the good side, he always sends me all the precious new recruits. 
As the paracountess talks, a cacophony of booms and crashes sounds from beyond the room’s west door. She sometimes pauses at an extended eruption of these noises before continuing with the conversation.
 I am sure you are all aware of my recent... promotion within the Society. It is now my responsibility to maintain order in the Vaults beneath the Grand Lodge of Absalom. Seek out other dangerous relics, and retrieve them for proper storage and research in the Dark Archive. Study and understand hazardous phenomena, and harness these occurrences’ power for the Societies benefit. Build alliances with like-minded organizations to learn their techniques—or steal these secrets as the situation dictates. Since I am still new to this position I am seeking others who can appreciate the work I do and to join me in my... activities.
