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Welcome to the new issue of Explosive Runes!
As you may have noticed from our cover, this happens to be the
13th issue of our august publication. Since the number 13 has
long been associated with bad luck, many people avoid it. We,
on the other hand, are gamers, and thus we have perversely
embraced it.
That’s right, our 13th issue is all about luck, misfortune and most wonderful of all - curses. It’s a theme you’ll find throughout these pages, whether it’s ways to use curses and luck-related magic in your campaign, stories involving characters who’ve
felt the sting of a curse or even a huge list of nasty new curses
to unleash on your unsuspecting but doubtless deserving players.
As always, don’t forget to check out the Rumors in the Tavern
section found in the following two pages for a snapshot of
what’s happened and what’s going to happen in our community
here on the Web. If you look closely, you might even find a way
to get a leg up on the competition in the upcoming Iron DM
contest.
So, open an umbrella indoors, crack that mirror, spill the salt, let
a black cat chase you under a ladder and sit down to enjoy the
13th issue of Explosive Runes!

Roll ‘em!

Nimlos
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Rumors in the Tavern
News and Events from our Community

The Crystal Ball
A Look into the Future

Outplay Results
Iron DM might be fine for those who like to sit behind
the screen, but what about the players out in the noman’s-land in front of it. Finally, there’s a contest to see
just who exactly is the best player. Who can craft the
best character, most deftly handle diplomacy, who can
out-fight and out-survive the
others to claim the title? Who
can Outplay everyone?
Needless to say, the competition in Outplay has been
fierce and the results will
soon be in. Keep an eye on
the Announcements page to
see which of the contestants
has come out on top.

original adventure. When the dust settles, only one will
be left standing.
As always, participants will be given a list of required
‘ingredients’ in crafting their adventure. Loyal readers of Explosive Runes can get a sneak peek at one of
the ingredients by heading over to check out our “100
Curses” article in this very issue.
Which one of the 100 is an
ingredient? Well, that we can’t
tell you.
Sign-ups for Iron DM will begin
in the fall. Spots fill up fast, so
keep an eye on the Announcements page of the site or you
may be stuck on the sidelines
this year.

Iron DM

CSEA

It’s one of the biggest events
of the year here at DnD
Online Games, and it’s starting up soon. That’s right, the
Iron DM competition returns
with its 2011 edition. A small
group of brave participants
will go head to head to see
who can create the most
interesting, challenging and

The Community Supporter
Exclusive Adventures are going
strong and getting stronger.
If you’re interested in taking
part, please visit the forum
by clicking here. As the name
indicates, these games are
available only to Community
Supporters.

Community Supporter Appreciation
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Community Supporters are one of the backbones of DnD Online Games. Not only do they enjoy a variety of special privileges, their annual contribution is a big part of what makes all this possible. The following people are
those who have become Community Supporters or renewed their membership since our last issue.
Aethera, Ajivani, AlwaysCivilMike, AncientOrder, Anodyzed, Carmac, Cassius, Chalille, Chekken, Chrystrom, Cleokatrah, darthcharon, Diakron Revistan, dirkoth, Elfman6, Elucidus, Elwen, Erdrick, Finch, Gargleblaster, Gath, GLM,
goplayer7, Grogg Tree, Inimity, Jocularity, Laveris, Lord Snow, LoveBug, Malikane, Numen Wraith, Prometheus,
Redrum, reivision, Ricochet Jones, roguelikedev, sepheris, Sifer, Skryptik, Spikelema, Still Pond, syberpuppy,
Syllander, Tangler, Terinthalas, Toad, Tpasq98, Ulfgar Bloodcrier, Vort, Wolfman, Xernoc, Yuul, zedebee
Join their ranks! Click here to find out more about being a Community Supporter!

The Trophy Case
Who’s Won What and Why

Hall of Fame

Post of the Month

One of our biggest annual events around DnD Online
Games is the annual selection of games for the Hall
of Fame. Competition was as stiff as ever as nearly a
dozen long-running, high-quality games went through
two rounds of elimination to select three new members of the prestigious Hall of Fame.

One of the newer contests on DnD Online Games is
the Post of the Month contest, which continues to
highlight some of the finest work by site members on
a monthly basis. Be sure to keep an eye out as we get
closer to the end of the year, when a single winner
from the monthly contests will be crowned Post of
the Year - the finest single piece of work by any site
member for the entire year.

At the end of the voting, the three games left standing
were:
Dark Sun, DMed by Birched and mountainbound.
Not All Who Wander Are Lost, DMed by Elwen.
Sabre Squadron, DMed by KevinFipps.
The links above will take you directly to the game - all
three are more than worth the time to read.
To find out a little more about the games and the DMs
behind them, be sure to check out Grogg Tree’s interviews with the winning DMs in this issue of Explosive
Runes.
The next Hall of Fame contest doesn’t begin until next
June, but it’s never too early to start thinking about
nominees. Maybe next year it will be one of your
games acknowledged as the best of the best.

The most recent Post of the Month winners are:
The winner for April was HughtheHand.
The winner for May was mountainbound.
The winner for June was Greaven.
Clicking on the name of any of the winners will take
you directly to their winning entry.

The Practical Fighter
Frequent Explosive Runes contributor D.H. Austin
(Terquem) has just published his second novel, The
Practical Fighter. This is the second book in his World
of Hamth series, following The Accidental Cleric,
released last year. If you’ve enjoyed his work here, be
sure to pick up a copy.

5

be self-sufficient. Either if the party splits up, or someone falls in battle, or what-have-you, no player wants
to be entirely lost if one key person falls. But as a DM,
the world doesn’t have to be set up that way. Not everything has to do *everything.* The librarian might be
smart, but doesn’t have to be able to give the PCs all
the information they’re looking for on any subject; the
gang of thugs probably wouldn’t think to bring a cleric
with them; that new magic item doesn’t need to be
the perfect solution to every problem you might have.

When you’re writing in school, the last thing you want
to do is get an F, but if you keep on obsessing over it,
it’ll happen. The route to success is to remember you
can do it, and focusing it on that. In writing professionally, it’s quite the opposite; you want to focus on your
Fs as much as possible.
Specifically, three of them; Flavor, Focus and Format.
My name is RonarsCorruption, and I’ve been a Dungeon
Master for over ten years, here to give you some tips on
how to make a great game, and how to run it smoothly.
Those three Fs are not only important in writing professionally, but in writing good, memorable and interesting
adventures. I’m going to touch on each of these, and
explain why they’re important.
Flavor. Flavor is likely the most obvious tool you have at
hand as a DM, and basically it means you should make
things interesting. But there’s a certain threshold of
interesting you need to give to every element of your
adventures, not just the story or the villains. Every item,
every dungeon, every NPC should have something interesting to it, a burst of flavor that makes the entire setting pop. You want to have swords crackling with energy
and hunchbacked gravediggers, not +1 longswords and
guys in graveyards.
But just as easily as you can add too little flavor, you can
add too much of it. Like any good element, you have
to use it sparingly or two things will happen - you’ll get
tired of writing essays on every Joe NPC the PCs meet;
and the game will get bogged down in the wordiness
rather than playing smoothly. Aim for one item of flavor
for everything you add to the game, have a list of NPC
traits (haughty, smelly, huge-nose) and just give them to
the generic fellows the PCs come across. Use an adjective when describing a magic item - just one. A little
flavor can go a long way, and adds a lot to the world
when you spread it out.
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Focus. It’s a hallmark of D&D players to always want to

In the world, everything should have a specialty. Enemies have roles, magic items have intended uses and
NPCs have areas of interest, and it’s important to not
have things branch out within themselves. if your NPC
is too useful, you’ll never get to introduce another one
to do something different. If the magic item gets used
all the time the PCs will never replace it with something that might grant a bigger bonus. Focus each item
in the world to one small list - or one specific thing that it should do, and stick to it. It’s both more realistic
and gives the players a broader view of the rest of the
world they’re forced to go look at.
Formatting. When you’re writing adventures for yourself and your friends, you might not think formatting is
that important. You’re the one who’s going to be reading it, after all. But even if you’re not trying to make
it professionally, that doesn’t mean you should write
all over the page. Have a format that you stick to - all
enemy stat blocks should look mostly the same so you
can look things up quickly in battle, for instance.
Formatting is also important when you’re trying to
write a complex plot, or a lot of NPCs or a setting with
a lot of small sections. Every time you have to stop to
look for something because it’s in a different spot, you
lose time you could be having fun playing. It’s not like
it won’t happen occasionally anyway, but not trying to
avoid it is silly. Keeping a consistent format is also good
for writing things faster - you’ll know all the information you use regularly, you’ll know if you forget anything, and you’ll be able to fill in all the holes without
having to look everything up every 20 minutes.
Keeping an eye on your Fs is important, and remember that F isn’t for failure. Make lists of what you use,
keep one handy during play and things will always go
smoothly. And you’ll have fun doing it.

100 Curses

by A.C. Gogolski, Lushmoss,
Nimlos & RonarsCorruption
The dusty whisper of a just-disturbed tomb. The dying
rasp of a mortal enemy. The crackle of pages in an old,
forbidden book. The shriek of a witch. The rustle of
tree branches in a defiled elven forest. These are not
just staples of fantasy role playing, they are the voices
that bring curses.
It seems as though the curse has fallen out of favor in
gaming. As much as anything, the simple mechanics of
the Bestow Curse spell are to blame. Generic penalties
on rolls or simple reductions in ability scores are, well,
boring. It’s an inconvenience at best, one easily remedied by the friendly cleric at your side or with a quick
trip to the nearest temple. A curse should be something more annoying than realizing you’ve run out of
milk and have to go to the store.
With this in mind, in honor of the theme of our 13th
issue, we asked a group of Explosive Runes staffers to
create a total of 100 new curses. Sick and twisted people that they are, they came through in fine fashion.
Thus, we present to our readers 100 different curses to
use in their campaigns, each with its own symptoms,
its own effects and, often, its own unique cure. The
method of the curse’s delivery, naturally, is left to the
DM’s own vivid imagination.
The curses are divided into three groups: Trivial,
Troublesome and Tragic. The first consists of curses
that, while surely not pleasant, will not cripple the
cursed character. The second category is significantly
more potent, the kind of curse guaranteed to make
an adventurer’s life more difficult on a daily basis. The
third, Tragic, speaks for itself. These are the most potent curses, the kind that result in disfigurement, death
or worse if not broken as soon as possible.
We hope you enjoy them.

Trivial
1: Bane Mark: An offensive phrase, rune, symbol or
word appears on the forehead (or other part of the
body) of the victim in blood red. Its precise meaning
changes in the mind whoever looks at it, but the offensive nature of the mark persists. The victim receives a
-6 circumstance penalty to Charisma-based skill checks
against someone who can see the mark (Intimidate
might be an exception to this penalty, however). Worse

yet, the victim cannot see the mark in
any reflection and may not understand
why those deals have suddenly turned
sour. Entering an area where a Zone of
Truth spell is in effect removes the curse.
2: Blinding Shadows: When did it get so
dark? Everything around you seems dim,
and light around you is considered one
step lower than normal. Bright light is normal, normal
is dim, dim is total darkness, and normal darkness is
considered magical. You can remove this curse by having Daylight cast on you.
3: Bob: It amuses gnomes to curse their fellows with
infuriatingly short names. The victim of this curse
knows his/her name only as Bob, and can only introduce and refer to himself/herself a-such.
4: Born Every Minute: The victim of this curse is unable
to see through even the most poorly constructed falsehoods. Completely credulous, he takes virtually anything he hears as absolute truth, suffering a -15 penalty
on all Sense Motive checks.
5: Caustic Markings: Once cast, this spell causes an infernal tattoo to appear on the body of the victim. If the
body temperature of the character reaches the point
that he or she begins to sweat, the ink of the tattoo
drips and becomes caustic. This deals 1d3 acid damage to the character for every round he or she does
not find a way to maintain his or her temperature. Five
applications of holy water, followed by a Bless spell,
removes this curse.
6: Cramp: You can’t stop spasming and twitching. You
take a -2 on all d20 rolls, and a -6 on all Reflex saves so
long as you are cursed. This can be removed by casting
Cat’s Grace.
7: Crooked Enchantments: Magic twists and warps
around your body, never quite staying where it should.
Each day, make a DC 20 will save for each magic item
in your possession, including weapons and armor. On a
failed save, any magical functions of that item will not
work for you for the entire day. Magical weapons and
armor are still masterwork. You can remove this curse
by creating a cursed magical item.
8: Curse Magnet: Three times per day, you can touch
a creature and suppress the effects of any curse they
are affected by for one hour. However, doing so causes
you to remain affected by that same curse for one day,
starting immediately. This curse can be removed only
by two castings of Remove Curse.
9: Disrupting Cloud: Do you hear that buzzing? Everyone within 15 feet of you takes a -4 penalty to Listen
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checks (or a +4 if the check is to detect you) and concentration checks. This curse can be removed by having
someone casting Silence on you.

have your dearest friends beat you with a cane of sassafras until you reach 0 HP, or finally realize you’re not
a gnome (whichever comes first).

10: Drow Nettirw: A favorite curse amongst students
of magic to cast upon their fellows, this spell causes
the victim to write everything in a mirror image in all
languages he/she knows. Attempting to write normally
takes twice as long, or only half again as long with a
successful Concentration check (DC15). Reading from
such a text also takes twice as long or merely half again
with a successful Concentration check (DC15), unless
they have a mirror to reflected the words.

15: Grump: You take every situation in the wrong light,
and say exactly the wrong thing. You suffer a -6 to
Charisma. A prince afflicted with the Grump curse once
tried to pay a compliment to the Elven King’s daughter:
“You’re almost as pretty as a human whore I once slept
with. Of course your nose is too pointy and your chest
is flat, but you have nice legs and you’ll never be fat. I’d
probably propose to you if you and your father weren’t
so bloody full of yourselves.” The only way to be cured
of this curse is to not speak for ten days. If you take a
vow of silence, you must pass a Will save, DC 10 each
day, to ensure you don’t accidentally mutter some
nasty comment. Magical means for silencing you during this period may not be employed.

11: Easy Does It: You suddenly lose any desire to hurry,
taking your sweet time with whatever you do, slow and
methodical. In combat you act as if under the influence
of a Slow spell, but don’t mind all that much. In addition, your normal movement rate is halved as you stroll
along sniffing flowers and enjoying the scenery. To cure
this curse, you must run exactly 26.2 miles, and then
pass a CON check, DC 15
12: Gaggle of Cats: This curse is usually laid upon
people who are particularly cruel to animals, and is a
favorite of witches. You are surrounded by a troupe
of six cats who are constantly meowing and getting
underfoot. You can’t sit at a table without them trying
to jump on your lap or steal your food, and in combat,
their “affections” beneath your feet present a constant
threat. Each round, the DM can roll a trip attack against
your CMD, using a +2 modifier for the cats. For every
cat killed in an untimely fashion, two cats return the
next day to take its place. To remove this curse, you
must learn to genuinely love every one of the cats.
13: Gift of Gab: The victim’s voice, tone and manner
are the kind that belong to the sleaziest merchant in
the bazaar. Even when ordering a pint of ale in the tavern, he sounds as though he’s trying to unload a fleabitten, swaybacked donkey as a thoroughbred. More
naive listeners may actually warm up to him, though
more astute people will be put off by him. The victim
of this curse receives a +4 bonus to all social skills
(Bluff, Diplomacy) when dealing with characters with a
Wisdom below 10, and a -4 penalty to such skills when
dealing with someone with a Wisdom of 10 of greater.
The DM should enforce this curse in role play.

8

14: Gnomery - You grow to Large size proportions
(incurring benefits and penalties as appropriate), but
believe you are a Small size gnome. The curse requires
that you dress and speak like a gnome. Behaviors may
include (but are not limited to): wearing a pointy red
hat, donning clothes that are several sizes too small,
using irritatingly long sentences, pretending to cast
illusions, obsessing over nonsense and hiding in the
shrubbery. The only known cure for this curse is to

16: Intemperance: Every liquid the victim drinks affects him like alcohol, leaving him a choice between a
constant state of intoxication and a constant state of
thirst (with all penalties associated with either condition). A Remove Curse spell only partially alleviates the
problem: normal beverages still affect the victim like alcohol, but alcoholic beverages do not. To end the curse
permanently, a Remove Curse spell must be cast on the
victim, who must then abstain from drinking anything
at all for three days. Thereafter, he must abstain from
all alcohol for a year, or the curse returns in full force.
17: Nightmares, Lesser: These dreams just won’t stop!
You cannot get a sound sleep. You are always fatigued,
and require two more hours of rest than normal to
recover spells or similar abilities. This curse can be removed by being knocked unconscious into a dreamless
sleep for at least eight hours.
18: Prismatic Spots: The victim’s skin is covered with
spots that glow in a rainbow of colors, causing him to
give off light in the same radius as a candle. Unless he
finds a way to cover himself head to toe in thick cloth,
using the Disguise or Hide skill is impossible (no roll allowed against opponents that can see).
19: Rhyme Time: The victim speaks only in rhyme.
Unless the victim is a bard, any spells with a verbal
component require a Concentration check (DC 10+spell
level) to cast, in addition to any other Concentration
checks the circumstances may dictate. This curse also
makes it difficult to use the Disguise skill (-5 to all
checks) if the victim must speak. The DM should enforce this curse in role play.
20: Rose by Any Other Name: To say the victim of this
curse stinks is to give the word too little credit. His
body constantly exudes a singularly repulsive odor of

the DM’s choosing (garbage on a hot summer day, sewage, carrion), which is detectable out to a range of 50
feet. A single casting of Eagle’s Splendor by a caster of
12th level or greater is enough to cancel the effect.

crying. A character under this curse suffers –2 to Move
Silently and Charisma-based checks, as well as a –2
penalty to his or her Will saves. Trying to cast a spell
with a verbal requisite suffers a 10% chance of failure.

21: Secret Keeper: You’ve started keeping everything
to yourself. Any time you want to speak to any other
creature of character, you must make a DC 14 Will save
or find yourself unable to speak to that creature for
one minute. This extends to all forms of communication, including writing and telepathy. This can be cured
by having Shout cast on you.

27: What you need...: Once per day, an invisible assailant kicks you in the behind. The kick comes with no
warning, but typically happens at the worst possible
time, such as when you are in the middle of a difficult
negotiation or a battle. You suffer 1d3+1hp damage
from the kick, and a -4 penalty to any skill or combat
check made that round. The
attacker leaves as soon as the
kick is delivered. To remove
this curse, you must catch the
invisible stalker (treat as creature of the same name) in the
act, and successfully kick it.

22: Spectral Chains: Others
cannot know what burdens I
carry. The cursed is laden with
unbreakable, ethereal chains
and weights. The victim treated as Slowed for as long as
the curse persists, but gains
a +4 miscellaneous bonus on
attacks against incorporeal
creatures. This curse can be
broken by Bull’s Strength.
23: Stumpy: There’s a reason
why you don’t insult dwarven
spellcasters about their
height. With this curse the
limbs and neck of the victim
shorten, restricting reach and
speed: His reach is reduced
by 5ft. (to a minimum of 0ft.),
and his land speed is halved.

Troublesome
28: Babel: The victim of this
curse becomes unable to
communicate in any language. Spoken and written
words come out as gibberish,
languages based on hand or
body movement seem like
palsied shaking, even telepathic communication yields
no results. Additionally, he
is unable to understand any
attempts by others to communicate with him, with one
exception: the victim and the entity who laid the curse
upon him are able to understand one another perfectly. This curse can only be cured by kissing a Consecrated stone that has had a Tongues spell cast upon it.

77.
Annihilation
Communication

24: Tangled Mess: Your hair seems to be alive, and it’s
not very happy with you. Your hair is constantly, and
deliberately, obscuring your vision and distracting you.
All creatures are treated as if they have partial concealment from any attack you make. This curse can be
removed by shaving your head.
25: Tongues: To the victim of this curse, all languages
sound alike. He doesn’t gain the ability to speak or understand any additional languages; rather, he becomes
unable to distinguish between the languages he knows.
If he speaks both elvish and orc, for example, he’s just
as likely to respond to the elven sentry’s challenge
with a string of guttural orcish grunts. This curse can be
ended with a simple Tongues spell - provided the caster
doesn’t know any of the languages the victim knows.
The curse has no effect on characters who know only
one language.
26: Weeper’s Wilt: A tormenting curse, this hex instills
a deep sadness within the victim and causes him to
weep and sob continuously. This often leads to true
depression in the victim beyond the magically-induced

29: Bardothropy: The foulest of curses to the victim,
friends and foes alike. Before the victim can act in a
combat encounter, he or she must sing a small ballad about the battle ahead for one round (Full-Round
Action). He must also make a Perform check at a DC of
10: upon failure, the victim suffers a –2 penalty to attack and AC for putting on such a bad show in the eyes
of some unseen audience. Any attempt to act otherwise leaves the character stumbling over his own feet
and hands and babbling incoherent nonsense.
30: Blessings of the Bodhisattva: This “curse” makes
you completely non-violent. You cannot abide harming any other creature, living or dead. Your alignment
becomes True Neutral, and you cannot willingly take
any action that would endanger another being. To be
free of this curse, you must be transported to another
dimension where people worship something called

9

“Technology.” While there, you must watch 1,000
hours of something called “television” to adequately
re-desensitize yourself to violence.
31: Blinding Rage: Any time you experience an emotionally heightened state, such as fear, anger, or any
kind of excitement, you go blind! The temporary
condition lasts for 1d4 rounds, and only occurs once
per encounter. To remove this curse, you must learn to
meditate and control your anger. In game terms, this
entails taking at least one level as a Monk or Psion.
32: Bodybender: Every day the victim of this curse has
his bones warp painfully and bend away in unusual directions. Each day the character takes a –1 reduction in
Dexterity for six days, in addition to other side effects:
inflexible metal armor no longer fits on the body after
the second day, all Speeds are reduced by 10ft on the
fourth, and is unable to wear boots, gloves or helmets
on the sixth day.
33: Book of Memory: This spell requires a diary or
journal of the victim to be in the caster’s possession
during the casting. Ripping a written page out of the
journal causes the victim to lose that part of his memory recorded in it. Such torn pages become magical in
nature and difficult to destroy. Although the victim may
recover the pages and will instantly know the handwriting as his own, the actual memory is permanently
lost unless the victim eats the page.
34: Burning Summons: Your body has been shifted a
touch too far to the plane of fire, and everything feels
hot. Whenever you cast a conjuration (summoning
spell), all summoned creatures gain the fire subtype,
resist fire 5, and vulnerability to cold. More pressingly,
for each creature you summon, you take 1 fire damage
each round until they are dismissed. You can remove
this curse by traveling to a cold-aligned plane.
35: Chaos-Struck: Whenever anyone rolls to hit you,
they may roll twice and take the higher of the two
results. Whenever you make a saving throw, you must
roll twice and take the worse of the two results. You
can remove this by rolling two natural 1s at the same
time.
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36: Child’s Mind: Your body remains its current age,
but your mind reverts back to a four-year-old’s. When
helping your companions storm a castle, you can’t
resist saying, “Look, Ducks!” and then splashing off to
play in the moat. You love your horse more than your
friends, but must be reminded daily to feed the animal.
You demand that someone read to you at night, could
use a nap (though you’d never admit it), and get cranky
if someone doesn’t serve you three meals a day, plus
snacks. In addition, you have a great love for making
rash decisions without thought for possible conse-

quences. To be cured of this curse, you must endure
the University of Minnesota Spankalogical Protocol.
37: Cosmic Stare: Something is watching you, from
*up there*. Fear or fact, there’s something in the sky
coming to get you. Whenever you’re outdoors, you
take a cumulative -1 fear penalty on all rolls per round,
maximum -10. The penalty goes away after one hour of
being inside. This can be removed by anything that can
remove insanity.
38: Cutting Of Strings: Prepare to feel uncomfortably
aware of your tendons. This curse distends them and
lets them droop from the flesh, exposing them to damage. If the victim takes damage, there is a 10% chance
that she will drop anything that she is holding. Attempts to disarm the victim receive a +2 circumstantial
bonus, and any spell with a somatic requisite suffers a
10% chance of failure (stacks with Arcane Spell Failure
percentages from armor).
39: Demon Flatus: This embarrassing curse prevents
you from controlling your noxious emissions, which are
frequent. Every ten rounds, your curse loudly makes
itself known, simulating a Stinking Cloud spell which
lasts three rounds. You yourself are not affected by the
debilitating effects of the curse. To eliminate the problem, you must eat a strict diet of yogurt and blueberries for six months.
40: Dancing Feet: The victim of this curse can only
move by dancing; only if he stands still can he stop,
and then only until he moves again. This curse makes
Move Silently almost impossible (-15 on all checks).
Additionally, the rhythm of the movement is obvious
to opponents, who can take advantage of it with a +2
modifier on all attack rolls against the cursed character.
Ironically, it can only be removed by casting Irresistible
Dance on the victim.
41: Demon Snares: Who left that thumbtack there?
Tiny extraplanar creatures have decided to play a nasty
prank on you. Whenever you make for than a 5ft step
in a round, you are considered to be passing through a
square containing caltrops. You can remove this curse
by catching the demon playing a trick on you, and defeating it in combat.
42: Dire Homophobia - An irrational fear of objects related to your gender consumes you. If you are a male,
you can no longer touch or interact with phallic objects
(swords, maces, pickles, towers, etc.), even if they are
only remotely phallic. If you are a female, the same
applies, but to yonic objects (such as doorways, cups,
caves, tunnels, etc.) instead. Treat appropriate objects
as if under an Antipathy spell. To be cured, you must
don a Girdle of Opposite Gender, which will cause its
own set of issues, but will free you of your curse.

43: Divine Visions: You can see the future! You are
assaulted with visions of the future, both immediate
and distant. At any time, you can choose to roll two
dice instead of one, and take the higher of the two
results. You must then take the lower of the two results
in place of the next time you would roll the same dice.
You can remove this curse by rolling two natural 20s
simultaneously.
44: Doomed: Oh, oh dear. Any d20 roll resulting of 5 or
lower is treated as a critical failure, and any roll of 10
or lower is treated as an automatic failure of any task it
was intended for. This curse can be broken by Wish or
Miracle.
45: Dumpty: Your skin congeals to form a hard surface
over much of your body,
giving you a -2 to Dexterity.
This eggshell-like membrane
can crack easily, and you must
take care not to trip or get
injured. You take double damage from bludgeoning attacks,
and triple damage from falls.
In addition, you suffer a -2
to Charisma, due to a growing affinity to chickens. To be
cured of this curse, you must
have the following spells cast
upon you in the same day:
Consecrate, Bestow Grace and
Stone to Flesh.

and your skin tingles. Everything you do just hurts.
Whenever you take lethal damage, you also take half
as much non-lethal damage. This curse can be removed by soaking in warm holy water for at least one
hour.
50: Eternally Ill: Get over that cold already, would
you? You are constantly affected by a disease. Every
time you pass your saves to remove a disease or have
it removed by a Remove Disease or similar spell, you
are immediately afflicted with another new disease.
This curse can only be broken by Wish, Miracle or an
equally powerful spell.

82.
carry that
weight

46: Ectoplasmic: You’re
having trouble holding onto
things. Your skin, clothes,
even your armor and weapons have a slippery ectoplasmic coating. Every time you miss with a melee
attack, you must make a DC 15 Reflex save or drop
your weapon into your opponent’s square. This curse is
lifted by washing in holy water.
47: Empathic Battery: why are people so mean to one
another? Any time any living creature within 10 feet
of you takes any lethal damage, you take the same
amount of nonlethal damage. This curse can only be
broken by Remove Curse.
48: Emperor’s New Clothes: The victim of this curse
cannot stand the feeling of any material touching his
skin. Any clothing of fabric, metal or hides causes a
terrible rash to spread across the body, resulting in a
temporary loss of two points of Intelligence and four
points of Dexterity. The lost attribute points return 1d4
hours after the offending clothing is removed.
49: The Enchantment of Suffering: Your bones ache,

51: Existential Fears: You are
overcome with doubts about
your existence, and the very
nature of existence itself. Do
you exist truly? What is the
purpose of existence? Who
are you, deep down? These
and other thoughts plague
you night and day. You only
sleep 1d3 hours a day, unable
to heal naturally, consumed
as you are by “Big” questions.
For every week of angst (in
the Heideggerian sense), you
lose 1 point of CON. Only a
Wish spell can free you of this
curse. Then again, if you have
access to magic this profound,
wouldn’t you rather wish to
know the answers to your
deep questions, instead of
simply requesting a cure for
your curse?

52: Firestarter: Upon a bare touch of a finger, the victim of this curse causes objects and people to catch fire
(see Catching on Fire rules). On flammable articles this
is an extremely dangerous curse, and as the afflicted
is not immune to the flames he causes he cannot
hold anything without suffering burns (1d6 damage).
Creatures that have Fire Resistance are immune to
this curse, and any spell or magical item that grants
the victim Fire Resistance suppresses the effect for the
duration of the spell or effect.
53: The Gambler: The higher the stakes, the better.
Whenever the victim has the opportunity to engage in
a game of chance, he must succeed a Will save (DC20)
or do so. This includes everything from a game of cards
in the tavern to drawing from a deck of many things. If
the stakes are financial, he must wager 10 percent of
his total wealth (or as much as he’s allowed to if the
gambling establishment won’t cover so large a bet).
The curse is lifted when he either doubles his wealth at
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the time he was cursed, or when he is destitute.
54: Gray Edges: There is no black and white in morality,
only shades of grey. You cannot be healed by positive
or negative energy damage, instead you take halfdamage from both energy types. Natural healing works
normally. You can remove this curse by taking at least
10 points of both positive and negative energy damage
in the same round, after modifications.
55: Head-Fall-Off: Upon the casting of this curse, the
victim’s head comically falls off of his body. Technically,
a minor portal between the head and the neck of the
victim has appeared, thus physically severing the two
but keeping them tied at the cut. As such, the head is
still required to breathe, eat and drink normally, and
can speak. A head is Tiny with an AC of 7, and shares
hit points with the body. To successfully reattach the
head to the body, the head must be placed onto the
stump and a Regeneration spell must be cast followed
by a Remove Curse or successful Dispel Magic spell.
If Remove Curse is cast without a Regeneration Spell,
then the closing portal actually severs the neck, killing
the victim (a Will save in this case is allowed.)
56: Heavenly Tempest: Will the sun ever come out?
Wherever you go, it is always raining, snowing or
somehow precipitating, which may cause floods, avalanches or other environment-related issues. This curse
can be removed by casting Control Weather, though
doing so negates the spell and causes the weather to
become violent for 1d4 hours, as appropriate for the
season and area.
57: High Sacrament: And he said, eat of my flesh, and
drink of my blood - but you don’t think he was speaking this literally. Any food or drink you attempt to eat
becomes raw, uncooked flesh and blood of the same
species as yourself. You must make a DC 15+1 per day
Fortitude save or be sickened for the entire day. You
can remove this curse by attending an actual sacrament ceremony and receiving sacrament.
58: In the Dark: The good news is you have darkvision.
The bad news is you only have darkvision. The victim of
this curse is blind in any circumstances that don’t allow
darkvision to function.
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59: Klutz - You’re incredibly clumsy. If you weren’t such
a danger to your friends, they’d probably find your situation amusing. You suffer -6 to all Strength and Dexterity based skill checks. In combat, you are ineligible for
threatening critical hits (even on a natural 20), but deal
normal damage to yourself on a roll of natural 1 or 2.
The secrets of removing this curse are locked away in
the Manual of Quickness of Action. Only by reading the
manual can you remove your curse.

60: Law Zone: Laws are there for a reason. You find it
incredibly difficult to disobey any written or spoken
command given to you. Any time you are given any
command, consider it a Suggestion spell with a save
DC of 15. Lawful creatures cannot be affected by this
curse. This curse can be broken by casting Break Enchantment, or by casting Quest or Geas.
61: Light-Dependent - Your body requires light like
other people require air. During full sunlight, you function normally, but must remain in the presence of a
light, such as a fire, torch or other illumination, during
the night or when underground. Failure to perceive a
light source results in Suffocation. To cure this curse,
a Daylight spell must be cast upon each of your eyeballs, simultaneously. During this time, you must call
upon the Elemental lords of Sun and Fire, and beg they
release you from their sway. Diplomacy check, DC 15.
Those who succeed are blinded, but free of the curse.
62: Like a Book: Your thoughts are no longer your own.
Instead, you are afflicted with a one-way connection
with all nearby intelligent creatures. Treat as permanent psionic Mass Missive, but with a range of 20’.
They can read your thoughts and pick up on your intentions, but you can’t access theirs. Dispel Psionics DC 20
can remove this curse.
63: Mad Jack McMad: Your ego is out of control! At the
DM’s discretion, any time you attempt to make a rational decision (whether it’s to eat breakfast, or initiate
an attack against an enemy goblin), the DM can require
you to roll a Wisdom check, DC 15. If you fail, you must
do something irrational instead (such as declaring that
breakfast is the devil’s work and vowing to slay anyone
who would eat oatmeal, or whipping out puppets to
win over your goblin attackers with some little skit).
The cure for this curse is having your head dunked
repeatedly in a bucket of vinegar which has been
enchanted as though it were holy water. This must be
repeated each night of the full moon for a year.
64: Mana Battery: My home is your home, my mana
pool is your mana pool. Any time any creature casts a
spell within 100 feet of you, instead of burning one of
their own spell slots, they burn one of your spell slots
of the same level, or higher if you have any uncast
prepared spells or slots for that level. This curse can be
lifted by having any single other creature burn through
all of your available spells in a day.
65: Mana Inversion: Some days, you just feel drained.
A serious curse for spellcasters - rather than gaining
spell slots for a high statistic, they instead lose them.
When cursed, the character immediately loses all spells
prepared in bonus slots (or that many spells, if spontaneous) as well as the same number of their normally
available spells. This curse can be mollified by gaining a

spell slot or a point in casting stat.
66: Nightmares: The victim is haunted by horrific images in his dreams, which constantly interrupt his sleep.
Achieving a full night’s rest is impossible, which in turn
makes memorizing spells impossible and exposes the
victim to all other penalties from being unable to rest.
67: Polarization: Your body exhibits a strong, anti-magnetic field. You reach for a metal spoon, and it slides
away from your hand, your breastplate floats an inch
off your chest -- if it wasn’t for the straps, it would fly
off your body. This curse makes it very difficult to hold
objects with significant amounts of metal in them. To
grasp a metal object (less than 100 lbs), and retain your
hold on it, you must make a STR check each round, DC
13. Failure means the object slips your grasp and flies
10’ from you. Picking up an unsecured metal item is
impossible. To be cured, you must swallow one iron
pellet a day for one week, and allow it to pass through
your system. The iron must then be smelted into a ring
and worn on your hand for an entire year.
68: Saint’s Sacrifice: You bleed and bleed - but everyone else seems to stop. Every time you take damage,
you take 1 cumulative bleeding damage. By applying
this blood to any other creature, that creature gains
fast-healing equal to your bleed damage until your
bleed damage is healed. You can remove this curse by
being granted fast-healing or regeneration.
69: Sight by Touch: This curse fuses the victim’s eyelids
and produces miniature eyes on the tips of the character’s fingers. The victim must always have one hand
free to be able to see what’s going on or else effectively be Blinded. Gloves and Gauntlets would also blind a
character if worn on both hands. The increased number of eyes does not provide a bonus to Spot checks,
and because humanoid brains aren’t designed for all
around vision, pointing fingers and hands in different
directions from one another is disorienting and provides no advantage.
70: Ten Gibbering Banes: The voices in your head have
got company! These ten voices are malicious spirits
bent on your destruction, and cause you constant distraction. Take a -1 distraction penalty on all dice rolls,
and each time you enter combat make a DC 15 will
save or become confused for 1d6 rounds. You can only
remove this curse with Remove Curse.
71: Transfiguration of Darkness: You are melting into
your own shadow. Whenever you find yourself in an
area without at least normal light, you gain one negative level for each step below normal light at the end of
each round. You can remove this curse by remaining in
an area of bright light for 12 consecutive hours.

72: Venomsink: Even the tiniest insect bite seems
to leave huge welts. You automatically fail all saves
against poison effects. This can only be cured by Remove Curse or Break Enchantment.
73: Warded: Is this circle closing in? You are treated as
summoned outside of all alignments for the purpose
of any protection or magic circle spell. Specifically, you
are unable to enter or leave any Magic Circle spell, and
all targets under Protection spells receive the listed bonuses against you. You can remove this spell by having
someone cast two opposing Protection spells on you
over two rounds.
74: Warp Disjunction: You’re never where you mean
to be. Whenever the cursed character would be moved
by a conjuration (teleportation) effect, the character’s
destination is always one-step worse than normal, as
Teleport, always at least off-target. This applies even to
effects that would normally have no chance of failure.
The curse can be cancelled out by landing less than
10% of the distance to the correct location.

Tragic
75: Abject Silence: Ah, quiet. The only sound you can
hear is your own voice. You automatically fail listen
checks, and receive a -4 penalty on spot, search, hide
and move silently checks. You can remove this curse
by being very, very quiet for an hour, at which point all
the sound that you would have heard arrives at once,
dealing 1d6 sonic damage for each hour you had been
cursed, to a maximum of 20d6.
76: The All-Consuming Grave: Every day, you feel a
little more dead. Each day you take one negative level
that persists until the curse is removed. If you die from
negative levels, you become an undead creature as if
raised with create greater undead. You may remove
this curse by being buried alive for one full day.
77: Annihilation Communication: And they said darkspeech was hard. Some dark entity has taken up residence in your tongue, and you cannot speak anything
except for the hideous language of the damned. Every
time you say anything, everyone within 10ft of you,
including yourself, that can hear you takes 1d8 negative
energy damage and 1d8 sonic damage. This curse can
be removed by not speaking for one full week.
78: Beastly: The victim of this curse either grows an
entirely new animal-like appendage or an existing body
part is replaced by such an appendage. For example,
the victim might grow antlers, or his nose might
become an elephant’s trunk. There is sometimes a
slender silver lining to this curse, as the new or altered
body part may have some use (an elephant trunk is
prehensile, after all), but anyone meeting the victim is
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likely to assume he is demonic and react accordingly.
This curse can be lifted with a Limited Wish.

priest must cast Bless upon you, while a wizard casts
Reduce Person (no save required).

79: Beastly, Greater: As Beastly, but one week after the
first change, another body part changes to an aspect
of the same animal. For example, the victim who grew
antlers may have his hands and feet replaced with
hooves, leaving him unable to wield weapons. Every
week, another body part will change. After 1d6+6
weeks, the victim’s transformation into an animal will
be complete. This curse is lifted with a Wish or Miracle.

83: Creeping Doom: Plants around you wilt and small
animals flee in terror. Wherever you go, things die.
Each day, at least once, the DM determines a nearby
target, who must make a DC 18 Fortitude save or die
instantly. This curse can be removed only by Break
Enchantment, Miracle or Wish.

80: Beastly, Greatest: The process is similar to Greater
Beastly, but the victim may find himself changing into
any creature, not necessarily
just a normal animal. Every
week, another body part will
change. After 1d6+6 weeks,
the victim’s transformation into a new form will be
complete. Unlike Beastly and
Greater Beastly, the victim’s
mind changes along with his
body; by the time the process
is finished, his identity has
become that of the new form.
This curse can be lifted with a
Miracle.
81: By My Own Hand: Over
the course of 1d6 days, one of
the character’s hands gradually start to grow numb and
blue. At the end of that period, the hand comes under its
own power and immediately
starts to strangle the victim (see Suffocation rules) .
The hand can be killed by dealing an amount of damage equal to a quarter of victim’s hit point total to it
(AC 9). Once the hand is “killed”, the victim is returned
control and feeling over his mutilated limb: there is a
75% chance that has been damaged so severely that
any attack or skill check made with that hand suffers a
–2 penalty, even when recovered or Cured. If the victim or allies attempt to “kill” the hand without dealing
permanent damage, then they suffer –4 to their attack
rolls, and the risk of permanent damage is only 25%.

84: Deathly Silence: Let us never speak of this again. A
magical rune of silence appears on the forehead of the
victim, and prevents her from conversing or communicating information about a certain subject, as decided by the caster upon spell
completion. Should she do so,
she is immediately assaulted
by cruel spider-like lightning
from the rune and must make
a Fort Save (DC 14) to resist
being struck dead. A less severe version of this curse only
deals 1d6 subdual damage on
a failed save.
85: Die Verwandlung - You
change into a large beetle.
You retain your mind, but
can no longer communicate
verbally with others. Psionic
powers are still accessible,
and spells may be cast if you
have the Natural Spell feat.
You cannot attack physically,
except using the normal attacks of a giant boring beetle.
This curse can only be removed if you are thoroughly squashed by a Huge size
creature, or otherwise trod upon by a greatly enlarged
shoe. The change back to your original form leaves you
at 25 percent of your total HP.

90.
heart stopped
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82: Carry that Weight: Every day, you roll 1d10 and
gain that many pounds of fat, suffering normal encumbrance penalties for the extra weight. When you reach
maximum heavy load capacity for your STR score, you
can no longer walk. Characters afflicted by this curse
will die in a number of days equal to their CON score.
To eliminate the problem, you must recall one hundred
indulgences that you’ve committed in the past, and
recite them before a high priest. Upon completion, the

86: Dryad’s Curse: The victim of this curse immediately
becomes bound to the nearest tree, becoming Tree
Dependent just as a dryad, though he initially gains
none of a dryad’s other abilities. Over the course of
1d4 weeks, the victim changes into a dryad, at which
time all dryad abilities are acquired (the victim retains
all other abilities from before the transformation). This
curse can be lifted with a Limited Wish or greater before the transformation is complete. Afterward, it will
require a Wish or Miracle to undo.
87: Earthfoe: The very ground seeks to swallow up the
character afflicted with this curse. When the victim’s
feet touch earth, the soil beneath the character turns
into thick liquid mud, up to a depth of 4 feet. Such mud
solidifies in a minute.

88: Flesh of Ooze: Your skin feels like it’s melting off
your bones. Each day you take one point of Strength,
Dexterity and Constitution damage, but gain or increase your DR by 1/-, until you die when your flesh
pops and falls off your body in a gruesome puddle. This
curse can be resolved by casting Flesh to Stone - which
returns you to normal, though ability damage remains.
89: Forever and a Day: Your hair didn’t used to grow
this fast, did it? You’re aging supernaturally fast! Each
day, you increase in age by one year, gaining bonuses
and penalties as normal. This aging cannot be reversed.
This curse can only be removed by Remove Curse.
90: Heart Stopped: Each day, you must make a DC 13
Fortitude save or die, as your heart stops beating. You
can remove this curse with Limited Wish or Miracle.
91: Hot-Blooded: So long as the victim of this curse
remains calm and peaceful, he suffers no ill effects.
However, as soon as he enters a situation of high
stress (such as combat), his blood begins to heat up.
He suffers 1d6 points of heat damage the first round
of combat, 2d6 the second round, and so on, up to
a maximum of 10d6 damage per round. This curse is
ended if the victim takes more cold damage than heat
damage in a single encounter.
92: Impersonal: The character no longer feels at home
in his own body, like his soul is just an unwelcome
guest. Spells with the range of Personal no longer can
affect him, and any attempts to Raise Dead or Resurrect the character automatically fail. Attempts to
possess the victim’s body receive a +2 circumstantial
bonus. A Wish or Miracle spell removes this curse.
93: Lifeline: The cursed character is now life-linked to a
zero-level NPC. If the NPC dies, so too does the character. It falls to the DM’s discretion whether the cursed
character (or his enemies) know who this NPC is. This
curse can only be lifted with a Wish or Miracle.
94: Lightning Rod: Each day when you go outside,
there is a 10% chance that a storm will be attracted
to you. When storms do occur (and you are caught
in them), you must make a Reflex save, DC 20, or be
struck by 1d2 lightning bolts. All characters within 10’
must also make the save at the time of the strike. Each
character struck suffers 4d6 hp damage. To remove this
curse, you must completely encase yourself in a nonconductive material, such as rubber, and beg the gods
of the sky to annihilate you. If you survive the storm, a
priest may then cast Remove Curse, DC 16, to cure you.
95: Sacrifice of the Winds: Winds whip and whirl
around you, taking your breath away - literally. Whenever you would be hit by a ranged attack, your breath
rips itself from your body and deflects it instead. You

take no damage from the projectile, but instead must
make a DC 11 constitution check or begin to suffocate.
96: Target: From the moment this curse is bestowed,
every enemy of the victim knows his exact location at
all times, as well as knowing generally what he is doing
(walking, sleeping, eating). This curse can only be lifted
by casting Mind Blank on the victim twice in a day.
97: Typhoid Mary: The victim of this curse is immune
to all diseases, magical and mundane. However, anyone who comes into direct physical contact with him
is exposed to a virulent disease (the DM may select
one or choose at random from the list in the Dungeon
Master’s Guide). Dispelling this curse requires a lengthy
and expensive ritual, performed by an elven cleric of at
least 10th level, under the light of a full moon.
98: Unknowable: What? Each day, you gain a culmative
-1 penalty on all skill checks, as you slowly forget what
you knew about them. When your penalty equals the
highest number of ranks in a skill you have, you take
one point if Int, Wis, and Cha damage each day. You
can remove this curse by studying in a library for one
hour per point of skill damage you’ve received.
99: Watched by Ravens: An ominous omen of a
doomed soul, the victim of this curse suffers the eerie
deathknell of craven buzzards. Each day after the spell
is cast 2d10 ravens (to a maximum of 60) arrive in
close proximity to the victim, perched where they can
safely watch him. They are constantly aware of the
victim’s presence, and able to flock to his general area
even if he manages to slip by their gaze. If eaten, they
provide little nutritional value and any attempts by the
victim to enchant, persuade or befriend the creatures
automatically fail. If the character should ever become
Helpless, the birds immediately attack, eating the poor
victim alive. There is only a 25% chance the ravens will
attack the afflicted character if he is asleep, and rarely
more than half a dozen will strike in that instance.
100: Woodsie’s Ire: Reserved as a cruel punishment to
those who threaten the Fey, this curse turns the victim’s skeleton into living wood. The wood feeds off of
the character’s blood and nutrients, slowly deforming
and warping the body of the unfortunate victim. The
curse afflicts the victim in three stages before settling
down. After 1d3 days, the character receives –2 to Str,
Dex, and Con. Another –2 penalty to each stat occurs
2d6 days later. Finally, over the course of 1d3 days
parts of the victim’s flesh start to break open as buds
and branches burst through towards the sunlight. Barring a Wish or Miracle spell, the only way to dispel the
curse is by having a Fey creature cast Remove Curse on
him. Spells that distort wood can affect the victim, and
he takes 4d6 damage (Fortitude save against the spell’s
DC for half) if such a spell is targeted at him.
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group to apply them, though they can sometimes be given out by a powerful priest or cleric
of an order. The ‘sanctioned’ always feel an omnipresent sense of dread associated with these
curses, to be given time to repent as the curses
grow stronger and stronger before crushing
whomever was unlucky enough to receive it.
Pelor might lay a divine sanction on someone
who stole a holy symbol from one of his temples.

Curses: Foiled again
Curses are one of the many ways you can punish players for doing things they shouldn’t be doing. Whether
they’re breaking your rules by being a smart-aleck to
the king or the rules of your campaign-setting, like
plundering the tomb of an ancient hero, they’re breaking a rule and the character needs to be reeled in. Of
course, sometimes breaking those same rules is exactly
what needs to be done, so curses need to be handled
delicately for them to have a noticeable effect on the
game world and not upset your players overly much.
It seems obvious to match the crime to the punishment, but in times it’s difficult to justify a minor lord
having the power to lay a curse that can actually cause
a problem for a 10th level PC. Or a 15th level one or
even higher. Below is a list of several different flavors
of curses that will let you still play with all the same
groups of dangerous and horrible things, without
needing to add an extra justification to why this 6th
level expert was able to curse that 9th level rogue for
robbing him.
Judgments
Judgments are powerful magics set in place to allow a
king, prince, lord or baron to enforce the laws of the
land where it is not unknown for lawbreakers to be
able to summon a titan to attack the palace. They are
bound in place by either court wizards, high priests or
even by a ritual the lords are able to perform themselves. They almost always leave a physical mark on the
‘judged’ that can be removed only by a similarly long
counter-ritual.
Prince William might judge a raider who has stolen one
of his favorite horses.
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Divine Sanctions
Divine sanctions are curses put down by the gods
themselves, often without even their direct intervention needed. Temples, even ancient ones, often have
curses automatically laid upon those who attempt
to rob them. Sanctions do not require any person or

Witches’ Hexes
To witches, warlocks, demons and other evil
beasts, laying curses is one of their most powerful abilities. These curses are usually doled out
by a nefarious spellcaster with a cackling laugh and a
wicked point; or even might take effect on their death
in the form of a spirit rising from the body to glare one
last time at the creature to take the curse. The ‘hexed’
creature almost always feels the curse immediately,
though unlike most other curses hexes tend to get less
powerful over time, their worst effects taking place
almost immediately after being laid.
Cranayax the goblin shaman might hex the adventurers
who attacked her tribe when they burst into her hut.
Words of Power
Mundane curses are in every language, representing
things either important to or detested by that culture,
and no society in fantasy is without their own. Even
the simplest peasant can lay a curse through a word
of power - though such a mundane curse might be as
little as a -1 to a single roll. Those that study the power
of words know with the right conviction, even stating
the name of a god could lay a terrible curse on someone. The effects on the ‘cursed’ creature vary widely,
typically rarely knowing they are cursed until days or
weeks after the event, but always suffer a string of
generally bad luck in addition to whatever curse the
speaker laid on them.
Phyllis, the wench at the tavern, might speak a word of
power to curse the man who was being rude to her all
night.
Hauntings
The dead are likely even more vengeful than the living,
and raiding the wrong grave or killing someone in a
terrible way might have the spirit haunt that person
to take revenge. The ‘haunted’ characters usually have
bad dreams alongside other effects of the curses, and
depending on the spirit out for revenge the haunted
might find themselves cursed over and over again even
after removing the curse normally. To remove a haunting, the spirit itself needs to be mollified, either by
destroying it or putting it safely to rest.
Magister Fellinara of the ancient Imperium might
haunt players that steal his book of rituals.

Hall of Fame 2011
Interviews by Grogg Tree

What makes for a great game? Sure, the players have
the ability to role play and created a story that is great.
But where would that story be without the world created by the DM? Recently DnDOG’s community got
together to nominate and vote for their favorite DMs.
After the days had passed, three games stood out as
being milestones against everything that the others
stood for. These are our new Hall of Fame games and I
have the exclusive first interview with the DMs involved
with each.

Dark Sun
Interview with mountainbound, Dungeon Master
mountainbound’s Co-DM, Birched, was unavailable for
the interview.
How long have you been DMing and what sort of
experiences do you have with various editions/
systems?
When I was 13 I purchased “the red” 1st Edition box set
so I could get dice -- there was nowhere else around to
get those funny dice in those days. My DMing experience started not long after, when 2nd Edition was new.
I ran some stand-alone Dragonlance adventures (with
my new dice) and learned the ropes – rules were easy,
putting up with players was the hard part. A year later,
TSR released the Psionics Handbook and their Dark Sun
setting, and I was smitten. The idea of using mental
powers rather than spellbooks seemed so fresh and
interesting. I ran Dark Sun and Ravenloft modules over
the course of the next few years, and then took a break
from D&D until after I finished college. Around that
time I developed a good set of friends from work who
liked to game, and with them started up a homebrew
2nd Edition campaign that lasted several years -- this
was where I gained most of my DMing experience. I
moved on to quench my role-playing need online in
2006, DMing the continuation of my homebrew campaign (the Ringlabor) using 3.5 rules. It wasn’t until
Birched and I were crafting house rules for Dark Sun
that he suggested using Pathfinder. Despite Pathfinder
having no official psionics system at the time, we
decided to run with it for core rules.
The invigorating part of this game is that we’re running

the original 2nd Edition Dark Sun modules as
our campaign structure, updating them
on-the-fly to Pathfinder, incorporating Psionic
classes from Dreamscarred Press, and tying in
various guidelines from the 3.5 Psionic Handbook. We’ve even incorporated a rule or two
from 4e - all with a several house rules for
good measure. It’s a hodge-podge, but thanks
to my co-DM Birched – who has an incredible
mind for game balance and mechanics – it all
seems to work together.
What was the initial idea for this campaign? At its
most basic level, where did your inspiration for this
adventure come from?
I wish I could take credit for the Dark Sun setting. I
always loved psionics, and the idea of playing in a gritty,
hopeless world. Dark Sun takes the standard fantasy
elements, like halflings or magic, and gives them a
sinister twist – turning friendly hobbits into cannibalistic tribes, and magic into the force that’s desolating the
world. I enjoyed DMing Dark Sun as a teenager, so after
several years gaining my stripes as a PBP DM, I thought,
why not revisit Athas?
Did you ever expect to end up in the Hall of Fame?
When I put out the feeler for whether people were
interested in Dark Sun, there were very few psionicsfriendly games available. In fact, many DMs were
downright hostile toward psionics. Even though I’m
more of a DM than a player, I wanted to play a psionic
character. So after discovering that there was indeed an
audience for Dark Sun (and psionics), I made a general
request for a co-DM so that we could take turns running the five core modules. When Birched volunteered
out of the blue, I was thrilled. That was the first auspicious moment along the way. The second was when we
began looking at the applications, and found so many
strong players. They’ve been a dedicated crew from the
start. I can’t say I expected to end up in the Hall of
Fame, but with the devotion to the game shown by my
group, and the great attention to character detail that
they consistently brought, the bar just kept getting
raised.
Obviously, any Hall of Fame game is special. At what
moment did you realize you had something remarkable on your hands?
Dark Sun is a remarkable setting. People expect privation, hardship and death. The 2nd Edition rules even
advise having each player use two characters, because
one will inevitably die. When they signed on, each
player was already aware of the brutality of the Dark
Sun campaign. In a sense, people were prepared to
suffer. Then, about three weeks into play, each character had all of his or her belongings stripped, and they
were forced to work as slaves building a pyramid. I
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think it was that point that the players began to realize
how unfair the campaign setting could be. Nobody saw
any of their stuff again; and that was the first of many
examples of how miserable life could be in the Dark
Sun world.
My wife once asked what this “Dark Sun” adventure
was about, and I told her the characters were currently
trying to reach brick-making quotas, a thousand bricks
a day, slaving under the sun on a giant ziggurat. “And…
that’s fun?” she asked, incredulously. Yes, remarkably!
But I knew long before that, that the game we were
playing was different.
It’s the characters who make it
remarkable, and of course,
what makes these (incredibly
well-textured) characters
come to life are the
players. Zebedee, who
plays a wildling Halfling, has developed his
own complicated set
of phrases and a tribe
mythology to make
them internally
consistent. Peter172
plays a bard, and has
belted out more than
one impromptu song
for the group, always
driving deeper levels of
character interaction.
Elfman6 plays a dour druid
who, during one delicate encounter, resorted to an incoherent scream,
which was taken up by the rest of the party,
and eventually the enemy NPCs as well. Athasian
diplomacy at its best. Peter and Elfman’s characters
competed for a love interest in one of the NPCs, which
made for several juicy exchanges as well. TheChuck
plays the group’s obligatory Half-Giant, and plays him
masterfully – dim and brilliant at once. He is bonded to
Elucidus’ character, an elven rain cleric who has a
surprising cruel streak. Last, Birched provides the
psionic muscle – and weighs all his options with
amazing care. I’m lucky to have a group like this.
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Name some special moments from the game that
stick out in your head (be it a challenging fight/puzzle
for the players, some level of RP that was amazing,
etc.)and why?
Something that is possible in PBP, but not so easy in
tabletop, is dividing the party. As long as you have a
group of active posters, you can have multiple storylines running at once, and there’s a lot more at stake
when you’re suddenly in a party of two, rather than

one of six. Players bond quickly in these situations.
We’ve used this often in Dark Sun, even playing
out-of-character characters: at one point the players
each got to role-play high level gladiators (Rikus and
Neeva) during the great games while their real characters were in the bleachers watching. The encounter
that stands out most to me is something that wasn’t in
the module. In the midst of an escape attempt, the
characters were roped into herding a ten-ton hungry
lizard (mekillot) to the arena. Handle Animal checks
were never so critical. Besmirched in mekillot dung,
the characters had almost succeeded when they
realized an important NPC (and love interest)
was about to be locked in the arena
with the beast. It happened late in
the adventure, and was made
powerful by the many concurrent character and
adventure plots and
storylines that were all
unfolding at once. Of
course, I would be
remiss if I didn’t also
mention the conclusion of the first
adventure, when the
party was being
drained one ability
point from every score,
every couple of rounds.
TheChuck’s character was
so close to death that I’m
pretty sure there was some
sleep lost during those few
days.
Now that the first adventure is through, I’ve
handed the DM reins over to Birched, and am enjoying
a few months “relaxing” as a character myself. The
second module, Road to Urik, is rich in intrigue, and
we’re all looking forward to Birched’s handling of
post-Freedom Dark Sun when he returns to DnDOG at
the end of the summer.
No game can make it to the Hall of Fame without a
good DM and good players. What criteria did you use
to select the players for your game?
I look at how long a player has been on the site, how
they interact with other players in their other games,
do they show enthusiasm and attention to detail in the
application thread, are they helpful or are they knowit-alls, etc. Most important is their writing sample. I
read through applicant posts looking for brevity,
description and good style. Above all, I seek abundant
character-to-character interaction. That means intraparty dialogue. Characters are journeying together,
they need to talk to each other. That’s how players

learn the true personalities of their characters, and it’s
how the group bonds. Players in the Dark Sun campaign
do a lot of chatting with each other, a lot of arguing.
And whenever someone opens their mouth, someone
is bound to disagree. Friction within the group makes
for a lot of “real” interactions that are exciting for
everyone. Of course, it takes an experienced player to
pull off anger and frustration when the object is another party member, but these guys do it well – it’s all
strictly in character.
If you were to give one piece of advice to a new DM,
what would it be?
Read the “Ten Tips for an Awesome Game” article I
wrote for Explosive Runes #12! In lieu of that, simply
remember that, though players might call you boss (or
sir, or even God), you are working for them. People play
fantasy games to feel powerful and heroic … to have
fun. It’s the DM’s job to ensure everyone is getting what
they came for.

Dark Sun Player Feedback
What can you tell us about the game that makes
it stick out in your mind as deserving of the Hall of
Fame title?
Elfman6: Honestly, the other players. Right from
the word ‘For’, there was a sense of professionalism
and one-upmanship to match that first post in sheer
quality. mountainbound served the meal, but without the efforts of everyone involved that gourmet
could have just been slop.
TheChuck: I think the best part of the game is the
vividness with which the world is displayed. The
DMs and the players all contribute to this. Dark Sun
is grim and gritty and that fact pervades itself into
every post. Whether it’s simply mentioning the glaring sun or the desert sand, or adding in rich descriptive detail, it’s there and it makes the game feel
more real and provides a great background in which
to set the PCs’ struggles.
What do you feel are the DM’s greatest attributes
(intriguing plot, detailed posts, etc.) and why?
Elfman6: mountainbound writes amazing and
amazingly detailed posts regardless of what side of
the ‘screen’ he is on. Always a pleasure to read and
always leaving me wanting more; mountainbound is
one of those people who just get it.
Birched writes more succinctly than mountainbound, but still manages to paint a vivid image while
throwing the majority of us into situations that are
outside our realm of expertise, character-wise. Even
those characters that are perfectly suited seem to
be challenged which can be a very hard balance to
maintain.

TheChuck: Given that the plots are from modules
I can’t give credit to the DMs for that, but I can
give them credit for building a world full of believable NPCs with valid motives and personalities, and
always providing plenty of descriptive meat in their
posts. It is also difficult to provide good motivation
in a world where almost everyone is out to just survive, and those who stand out are often punished,
but mountainbound and Birched both do excellent
jobs of keeping our characters hooked and driven.

Not All Who Wander Are Lost
Interview with Elwen, Dungeon Master
How long have you been DMing and what sort of experiences do you have with various editions/systems?
I started playing in Advanced Dungeons and Dragons,
2nd Edition. A friend of mine showed me the Complete
Book of Elves and I fell in love with it. I started DMing
during third edition’s heyday, and I made the switch
over to 4th Edition when it came out. As an undergrad I
lost all my gaming friends and so I had to teach my new
friends how to play RPGs. I started a weekly Star Wars
Saga game that went on for 14 levels until the semesters were over.
What was the initial idea for this campaign? At its
most basic level, where did your inspiration for this
adventure come from?
The initial idea came from a 3rd Edition game I had
once DMed, which had never been finished. I wanted
to go back to the campaign world to see how it would
look 40 years later, with the old heroes having retired
without completing their quest. That game was inspired
by an old Mongoose Publishing Adventure called The
Drow Wars. The inspiration for the twist I took came
from two sources: The old Dungeons and Dragons
cartoon from the ‘80s (that was in reruns when I was in
grade school), and the numerous “What Race and Class
Are You?” quizzes I’d seen online. I wanted the PCs to
be themselves, but different enough that they’d want
to try to get home.
Did you ever expect to end up in the Hall of Fame?
Honestly, not at first. However, when Nimlos suggested
last year that he’d nominate the game when it was
a year old, I thought it was pretty likely. The people I
picked to play in this game are such stellar writers that I
knew I had something of quality on my hands.
Obviously, any Hall of Fame game is special. At what
moment did you realize you had something remarkable on your hands?
Early on in the game ... probably in the first page.
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Seeing them role play waking up in their new bodies I
knew it was going to be an incredible game. I remember sometimes I would be able to just sit back and not
post anything as the DM for several pages, because
they were just role playing amongst themselves, cooking their evening meals and doing mundane chores.
When a DM can just watch the group role play without
constantly throwing plot hooks at them, you know
you’ve got a good group.

even Shadowrun. It is hands down the best resource
for GMing I’ve ever read. I used so many of its ideas
on cooperative story-telling and world-building. I don’t
care if you think 4th Edition is the worst thing to happen to Dungeons and Dragons since World of Warcraft,
you will find something in the DMG2 that will improve
your game. You’ll get more out of reading the first two
chapters of that book than any other advice I could
give a new DM. I cannot recommend this book enough.

Name some special moments from the game that
stick out in your head (be it a challenging fight/puzzle
for the players, some level of RP that was amazing,
etc.).
Taliren’s ‘almost date’ with a roguish bard made me
smile. The characters waking up for the first time (and
Gwenn discovering she had a demon in her head).
The scene where the characters all had similar nightmares that played off their deepest fears. I think my
favorite moment was when the characters gave the
Chaos Shard to Aryon to study ... then several levels
later returned to see what he’d discovered and found
him twisted and warped by the Far Realm’s corruption. The battle where they had to kill him was one of
my favorite scenes, because of how tragic it was. He
was a mentor and provided comic relief, it was as if
someone had killed Wash and Shepherd Book at the
same time ... Sinfort’s death was also very memorable.
I was really impressed with how well and enthusiastically the party played through the vignette, since that
was an experiment in storytelling. However, I think my
favorite moment in the game is yet to come. There are
a lot of big reveals that I’ve been hinting at for months
that will make the party go ‘woh’. I’m hoping a second
read-through will be like watching a Christopher Nolan
movie the second time: Seeing all the little inconspicuous hints that suddenly make sense given the context
that you didn’t know the first time seeing it.

Not All Who Wander Are Lost

No game can make it to the Hall of Fame without a
good DM and good players. What criteria did you use
to select the players for your game?
Every player I selected at first was someone I had
either been in a game with or had DMed in a game I
had played in. I knew they were good role players, and
the DMs were also invited because I think DMs should
always get first priority to play in games, since they
put so much work in their own games. I didn’t care so
much about system knowledge (indeed I had to do a
bit of convincing to get Nimlos to try 4th Edition again).
I’d rather have someone who is an excellent writer and
knows little about the rules than the inverse.
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If you were to give one piece of advice to a new DM,
what would it be?
Read the Dungeon Master’s Guide 2 for 4th Edition.
I don’t care if you play Star Wars Saga, Pathfinder, or

Player Feedback
What can you tell us about the game that makes
it stick out in your mind as deserving of the Hall of
Fame title?
lcg16: I think it’s the quality of the writing and the
willingness of the players to immerse themselves
in the experience. The game embraces the clichés
quite heartily, but spins them all every which way
from Sunday. It’s an examination of both the players
as well as their characters and delves into their motivations for playing D&D at all, and, in some ways, for
playing on this very site. You see discussions of iPods
and samurai come alongside those of Sehanine and
eladrin. Also, the persistance of all the players and
the DM in doing their best to participate, even when
there were shaky periods and demands on their
time.
And one final thing...It’s 4th Edition! It’s a little
depressing to see a site with the name DnD Online
Games have such startling difficulty generating quality games of the current edition of the brand that it’s
put up in its name, and honestly, I hope this game
making it in there helps change some of the general
mindset towards the edition.
Zeppo007: The things about Not All Who Wander
that make it deserving of a Hall of Fame win are
as follows. Firstly Elwen took the basic concept of
“You as D&D Characters” and threw some interesting wrinkles in. We had to take a quiz to find out
our race/class combo. Then we rolled a d100 to find
out our gender. The rolls were biased to some races
having a greater chance of being female with others
having a bias towards the male side. So we have
males trapped in female bodies and females trapped
in male bodies. This has led to some interesting role
playing moments.
What do you feel are the DM’s greatest attributes
(intriguing plot, detailed posts, etc.) and why?
lcg16: I think its Elwen’s willingness to try new things
with the game, and learn from others. Her recent
Vignette thread is an example of that, and I believe

she pulled it off brilliantly. The plot, is of course,
fairly original, and it’s another example of learning
from past experiences, as some of the major NPCs
are basically people Elwen has DMed in the same
setting years before. And she makes sure to involve
everyone in the role play, even the usually shy character I have. That, and Elwen is very understanding
of her players when there are issues...
Zeppo007: The way Elwen rolls out the mystery of
why we are in this world is masterful. She gives us
just enough info to allow us to work the story so it
makes sense for our characters. A good DM only
goes so far though. The other players are fantastic.
Nimlos plays Taliren a female half-elf rogue. His
characterization of his struggles to accept not only
that he may never see his family again, but that he
is now an attractive girl range from gut-wrenching to
hilarious (Sometimes all in one post). girlplay plays
a human warlock/ardent hybrid named Gwenn. Her
character doesn’t have any gender-bending problems, but she does have to contend with the dark
force that she draws her power from. Also it seems
she has a marriage proposal that she might have to
deal with. lcg16 plays Kerya a male elf seeker, being
female herself in real life has led to some uncomfortable situations. Currently Kerya is dealing with a love
interest that wants to reconnect. Finally we have
Erdrick who is the newcomer to the group and the
site. As the only “native” in the game (i.e. not playing himself) he faces some challenges of being an
outsider. The interplay between the other characters
and him have been great opportunities for us to do
some great role playing.

Sabre Squadron
Interview with KevinFipps, Games Master
How long have you been DMing and what sort of experiences do you have with various editions/systems?
I started DMing back in college, running D&D 3.5 Edition in Eberron. Wow, that was about eight years ago.
I have also run several games in D&D, Star Wars D20,
Shadowrun, Exalted, Hunter, D20 Modern, Werewolf,
Hero System ... wow I am a dork.
What was the initial idea for this campaign? At its
most basic level, where did your inspiration for this
adventure come from?
The initial inspiration for the Sabre Squadron game
was the X-Wing novels by Michael Stackpole and Aaron
Allston. I liked the idea of pilots with various commando skills. Especially given previous games that became

too repetitive in mission profiles. I wanted a concept
that could go anywhere and do anything.
Did you ever expect to end up in the Hall of Fame?
When Hall of Fame was introduced, someone pointed
out that we had the longest running Star Wars game on
the site. It is possible that it is now the longest running
game in any genre on the site. But I never expected any
recognition. This game could not survive without truly
dedicated players. Anodyzed, Ultimatum, leksy, masternate, Magistrate and most of all SyberJedi deserve as
much credit as I do for this game’s longevity and quality.
Obviously, any Hall of Fame game is special. At what
moment did you realize you had something remarkable on your hands?
Life throws curveballs. And when I caught a particularly
vicious one, I stopped posting. When I came back to the
boards, I found my players not only waiting for me, but
they had kept up in my absence. That was when I knew
I had something special.
Name some special moments from the game that stick
out in your head (be it a challenging fight/puzzle for
the players, some level of RP that was amazing, etc.)
and why?
In a game this long-lived there are too many great moments. Pilots flying into the hangar bay of enemy ships.
Ground missions to Corellia with high-speed landspeeder chases. Dozens of off-duty moments where
they simply played their characters in all the humor and
camaraderie that goes with being in such a squadron.
No game can make it to the Hall of Fame without a
good DM and good players. What criteria did you use
to select the players for your game?
I looked at the characters that were presented to me.
I wanted an eclectic mix of personalities with varied
backgrounds. For this game to have a chance at being
interesting, the characters had to feel real, have fears,
weaknesses, shadowed pasts, prejudices. That’s what I
based my selections on.
If you were to give one piece of advice to a new DM,
what would it be?
There are a host of resources out there for running a
good game, and coming up with campaigns, adventures
and encounters. My advice is this, encourage cooperation and interaction between the players. The real fun
comes from the characters.

Sabre Squadron Player Feedback
What can you tell us about the game that makes
it stick out in your mind as deserving of the Hall of
Fame title?
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Magistrate: This game has always been about the
characters. We inhabit the galaxy and are affected
by, and can influence, events within it. But the story
has always been about the people. And those stories
never get old.
Solomon777: The best qualities that I can attest
too for Sabre Squadron is the ‘online demeanor’ of
everyone. You can see, no, that would be the wrong
expression; you can feel the way all of the game’s
entities, DM and players alike, are on the same page.
This expression is my opinion, but the way everyone
conveys character actions and phraseology works
toward one end…a great story. The player or casual
reader can see they are all ‘real’ fans of the Star
Wars story.
Syberjedi: It has a lot to do with how long it has
lasted - intriguing plots and a GM who is willing to
listen to ideas that his players have and run with
them if he thinks they’re good. Sabre Squadron has
managed to capture and maintain the feel of Star
Wars. Though we’re into the Expanded Universe and
what would be in the timeline known as the New
Jedi Order, Kevin has diverged us from following
those novels, and still has not lost the feel of what
Star Wars is. He has maintained an excellent mix of
role playing and roll playing.
Ultimatum: Variety. This game has had starfighter
combat, ground missions, hostage rescues, chase
sequences. It never gets boring.
What do you feel are the DM’s greatest attributes
(intriguing plot, detailed posts, etc.) and why?
Magistrate: Kevin’s greatest asset is his ability
to weave strands together. We have run across
plots, power groups and individuals multiple times
throughout the life of the game. And it always feels
like there is a greater tapestry being woven together behind the scenes. And we get to alter those
threads.
Solomon777: I haven’t been part of Sabre Squadron
for long, but I did do some homework before choosing who to join. Sabre Squadron struck me because
it had some history. Attention never wavered astray
for too long and the all of the folks possessed true
enjoyment of being part of the Star Wars galaxy. I
love that in a game.
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Syberjedi: Kevin comes up with excellent ideas and
isn’t afraid to adjust for things when his players
manage to derail the plot by accomplishing something completely unexpected. He’s not afraid to get
his players involved in plotting the direction that the

game is going to go. He doesn’t randomly kill off PCs,
unless their players have vanished from the game.
On the other hand, Kevin is not afraid of killing off
the characters of active players. He gives warning
that the characters are heading into something that
could very well kill them if the dice rolls go totally
against them.
Ultimatum: The DM’s greatest attribute is his willingness and ability to improvise. We go in unexpected directions, and he lets us chase those ideas
through.

Rescue Mission
Part 2 of 2
by Dirkoth

“I can’t tell, Mud,” Zea said. “But they are hurt, and
they need us even more now. We best be going.” Zea
took a long pull at her waterskin, offering some to Asha
after her drink. Mud followed her example, draining
half a skin in his drink. Zea was glad she had taught him
some basic magic, how to create pure water and food
for a small group each day. It relieved her of the effort,
and allowed her to expend her mage energy in other
useful areas. The complex spells and rituals of greater
magic were well beyond him, but in their few years of
travel he had learned a half dozen simple spells to
make life easier for them.
Midafternoon brought the scent of the ocean breeze to
Zea’s nose. The land under their tread had been drier
and higher for the past sun mark, and she knew they
were close to the coast. Stands of needle-trees marked
the edge of the horizon, their tiny needle-like boughs
blowing gently in the breeze. They formed a living
border, edging the open grass with a tall hedge of dark
green, separating it from the sandy dunes beyond. The
trail they had been following had not twisted or curved
since the marsh faded underfoot, being set directly for
the nearest stand of trees on the horizon.
“We must catch up, before they take to the sea.”
Knowing that running on her small legs was not her
strength, Zea moved towards Asha and grabbed onto
the dog’s harness. Swinging up easily onto Asha’s back,
she urged the huge dog forward. Mud hurried along
behind her, his huge strides eating up the distance
almost as fast as Asha.
Zea’s plan was to slowly approach the beach she knew
was ahead, and carefully plan a rescue of the women.
As with most plans, it failed immediately. As they
neared the stand of needle-trees, a scream rang out,
carried by the wind, followed by the cursing of a man
and the thick wet sound of a blow being struck. Zea
started to slow Asha down, but Mud cried out “Princess!” and raced through the thin woods, bursting onto
the grassy dunes and sand beyond. He was gone before
Zea could stop him.
Zea could hear him crashing through the leafy boughs
and short sea grass. She knew he would appear
practically on top of the raiding party, probably surprising them by his outburst. So much, she thought, for the

element of surprise. Zea lept from Asha,
pulling the tendrils of magic about her.
“No plan survives its birth,” she thought,
“we’re in the thick of it now. We are
going to need help.”
She arrived on the beach just in time to
see Mud toss a bandit nearly headfirst
into the sand behind him, and two more
approach the big man with sabers drawn.
The nearly seven feet of muddied young man stood
yards away from the remaining bandits, shouting “Stop
that. Don’t hurt the princess!”
Quickly counting the three engaged with Mud, Zea
could see five more bandits on the beach, armed with
daggers and swords, with crossbows slung across their
shoulders. That made the odds 8 to 2 in favor of the
enemy, a well armed enemy at that. Not great odds,
and now they had lost the advantage of surprise as
well.
Two of the bandits were busy with the captives, being
responsible for the slap and scream that brought Mud
on top of them. They were attempting to tie them into
a beached shore boat, one of two floating oddly in the
sand and water just below the tidemark. Two of the
women were struggling vainly, one having been
knocked to her back into the boat already. The shore
boats obviously came from the ship drifting half a
league away, at the edge of the reef.
One man grabbed a woman harshly, and lifted her off
her feet. Kicking and screaming, she flailed against him
in vain, and he practically slammed her onto the seat
of the longboat. A hard slap from the man’s fist
knocked the last woman off her feet and into the floor
of the boat. Another raised fist, threatened in their
direction, quieted them quickly. Their struggles diminished, and the first man began wrapping the ropes
around a boathook, moving rapidly to secure them into
the boat. The other climbed into the rear of the boat
and swung his crossbow into place, covering the
women and the spread of beach before him.
Glancing quickly towards Mud, she saw he was facing a
small circle of three men, one rising slowly from the
sand. His size and greater reach was giving them pause
for the moment as he feinted towards one, then the
other. That left three bandits for Zea to contend with.
Not impossible odds for her, but not good ones either.
Three to one was not her favorite game of chance, but
one she hoped she might survive. Her first action was
to cast a summoning spell. The extra help it brought
could make the difference.
She cast the spell, releasing the energy from her mind,
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forming a summons to the spirits for an ally. It would
take several moments for the spell to be answered and
a summoned creature to come, she knew, moments
she could not waste. She immediately readied a second
spell, albeit of far less power. Drawing her weapons,
she sprinted towards the captives. The three bandits
heard her shout, but lost a valuable second of time
looking at her, then Mud, then back to the diminutive
woman dashing across the sand towards them. Zea’s
second spell completed, she focused the energy onto
creating a dazzling, sparkling force that raced across
the metal of her two swords. Blue electrical sparks
arced between the blades, with crisp audible pops and
snaps. It was all for show, but only Zea knew that. To
the bandits, her blades had to look deadly and magical.
Zea glanced at Mud, hoping for the best. Mud was
huge, and strong as most oxen. He was also well
trained as a warrior, but it was never certain he would
remember his training in a brawl. His first victim rose
unsteadily, searching the sand nearby for signs of his
weapon, lost in the first attack. The other two men,
blades in hand, spread further out, and circled him
warily, trying to surround him. They moved slowly,
staying out of the reach of the bigger man’s hands.
Mud stood in the center of them all, eyes narrowed in
concentration, his large hands holding tightly to his
sword and scabbard.
Mud suddenly moved, and gripped only the hilt of his
great sword. He swung it in a fast arc across his body,
snapping his wrists at the last moment to send the
sword scabbard flying from the blade. It hit the first
swordsman directly in the chest, catching him by
surprise. A loud cracking sound echoed across the
beach, over the muted sound of the ocean waves.
The bandit sat heavily in the sand, breath gasping for
air as his wind was knocked from him. Zea smiled
broadly; it was a trick she had taught him. Mud’s
scabbard was weighted at the end with iron, several
pounds of it. The additional weight didn’t bother a man
of Mud’s strength at all while being carried, but it
added an immeasurable impact to the force of it when
thrown. The bandit swordsman just experienced the
effects of catching a war hammer directly with his
chest, an unpleasant experience to say the least. The
fleshy cracking noise upon the scabbard’s impact told
her the man had one or more broken ribs and would
be likely out for the fight.
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Her own opponents hesitated as she approached, still
torn between duty and fear. They glanced one last time
at the other battle, then at the captives to their right.
That second was all the delay needed to bring one of
them to death, as Zea’s curved saber blade slashed
across his stomach, flipping blood into an arc across

the sand. The bandit fell forward, hands gripping his
guts as they leaked onto the sand. Zea immediately
moved into the area he had occupied, taking the battle
to the enemy.
Zea planted her foot in the soft sand, and twisted her
body tightly. In her other hand, her ocera, a miniature
version of the gnome saber she wielded in her other
hand, with the cutting edge on the inside of the
weapon, caught the other bandit’s blade and twisted.
It wasn’t enough to disarm him, but it was enough to
let her saber slip in under his guard, and slice into his
thigh. He grunted and swung again, slashing ineffectively at her smaller form.
The third bandit slashed at Zea with a long dagger,
scoring a cut on her back as she moved out of his line.
A soft popping sound behind him, barely audible,
signaled the arrival of the summoned spirit Zea had
called at the start of the fight. A ghostly white wolf
stood for only half a moment in the warm sand,
orienting itself to the need that had summoned it.
Then, it immediately leapt onto the back of the second
bandit, savagely tearing at his neck. Face down on the
beach sand, the bandit had little leverage to move the
savage beast from his back. He rolled over in the sand,
tossing the animal to the side, but before he could
recover his wits, the beast attacked again. In seconds,
his life was over, bled out on the sand like his compatriot earlier. The wolf shook its head savagely once and
then eyed the other bandit moving in front of Zea. Its
powerful legs coiled under itself, it moved forward to
engage. Suddenly, a loud “snick” sounded, and a
crossbow quarrel blossomed in the beast’s white chest.
A second one followed a moment later, fired from a
bearded bandit guarding the women. No blood appeared from the spirit wolf, but it slowed, then
stopped, and wavered unsteadily. Then, the beast fell
to the sand and disappeared, the spell dissipated by
the damage taken.
Zea warily circled her last opponent. From the corner
of her eye, she saw one of the bandits reloading his
crossbow, struggling to lock the arm in place. The soft
footing of the beach sand made it difficult to get
purchase and leverage for the feat. A second bandit
was shouting to the others, and struggling to push the
boat further into the surf. Zea moved around on the
sand, feinting with her saber and then defending with
her ocera. Her small size gave her an advantage, she
knew. She was a smaller target, and thus harder to hit.
To her, everyone else was a large target, and relatively
easy to find opening and vital areas on. Circling again,
she put the bandit between her and the shore boat, in
case the other bandit managed to load and aim his
crossbow. It wouldn’t do to be shot in the back by one
while being skewered on the blade of another.
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Her opponent attacked, pressing forward after her
feint, thinking he saw an opening. Zea parried easily,
sweeping past his guard and stepping forward. He
lunged past, over her head literally, as she darted
through the opening to his side. With a back hand, she
sliced at his calf with her ocera, the inside sharpened
edge of the reverse saber slicing into his muscles and
tendons. He fell with a scream, leg muscles severed to
the bone. He would not be rising again, forever. She
knew from experience that the man would bleed out in
seconds from the severed artery in his leg. Dismissing
him as a threat, she moved forward towards the boats
with the hostages.
Mud shouted, and Zea turned to see him beating back
his two opponents. Their sabers made harsh ringing
sounds as Mud’s sweeping blows beat them back. The
bandits were tiring already, much of their energy spent
merely absorbing the tremendous blows being taken
by their blades. Mud swung through them again. Then,
almost impossibly quick, reversed his blade arc and
brought it back through. The look of surprise on the
bearded face of his opponent was frozen in time as the
edge of Mud’s huge sword severed the man’s head
from his body. It hit the sand seconds before the
bandit’s own body fell nearby.
The crossbowman succeeded in arming his weapon,
and fired at Mud, the larger target. The bolt buried
itself into Mud’s side, below his chest. Just the fletchings remained outside, caught on the strips of leather
in Mud’s armor. Mud grunted in surprise, and his last
opponent took the opportunity to stab with his saber
towards the big man. Mud swung his sword and caught
the blade, blocking it downwards, where it slid into his
massive thighs and buried itself. Staggered, Mud
screamed in pain and swung his fists upwards, heavy
sword hilt catching his foe under the chin, lifting him
off his feet and knocking him backwards into the sand.
The bandit lay there crumpled, jaw broken, blood
draining from his mouth.
“Hold!” the bandit in the boat shouted. “Hold or I kill
the maidens.” To emphasize his point, he pointed a
loaded crossbow towards the women in the boat. “I
will kill her, and the other, if need be. I really need only
save one for payment.” Zea gave him credit for tactics,
and knowing that his remaining crew was woefully
outclassed in a fight. She credited him with being the
captain of the party, if not worthy of a ship.
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Mud hobbled forward, but stopped at Zea’s command.
“It’s okay Mud. We will let them be for now. You are
hurt. Tend your wound.” She stepped towards the
boat, and the bearded man pointed his newly reloaded
weapon at her. “Stay,” he warned. She stopped,
respecting his accuracy and the deadliness of the

weapon.
“Let them go,” Zea said. “You cannot escape. You will
never make your ship,” she pointed to the galley in the
harbor, “and most of your crew is dead. Do you really
believe the three of you can make the ship?”
She stalled for time, using the moments to gather
magical energies around her again. She had never
summoned a sea creature yet, but she had to try.
Something to stop the boat was all she had left. She
could swim, barely, but not fast enough to catch a boat.
Besides, she knew there was no tactical advantage to
catching a boat held by your enemies. There was no
way to take it.
Mud grunted, and gripped the saber still buried in his
leg. The huge slash across his thigh was bleeding freely,
but the flow of blood was already slowing down. He
pulled, and with a wet sound, the saber came free.
Another gush of blood followed, but slowed to a trickle
almost immediately. The upper, more shallow end of
his wound was already healing, slowly mending itself
as he stood. The two bandits at the boat paled slightly
as they watched.
Mud’s last victim moaned softly. Blood dripping from
his broken mouth, he began crabbing his way across
the sand towards the boat. His eyes never left the sight
of Mud, saber dripping blood held lightly in one hand,
massaging his injured leg with his other. By the time
the man had backed into the gunnel of the boat, Mud’s
wounds had stopped bleeding.
“Impressive,” the lead bandit said, nodding his head
towards Mud. “But still, I must be leaving, me and my
remaining crew. Atur, help Janos into the boat,” he
directed the healthier bandit. The crossbowman, Atur,
Zea now knew, carefully handed a loaded crossbow to
his injured partner, who carefully aimed it at Zea.
The leader spoke again. “We have our prize, and you
are welcome to what you can get from them,” he
indicated his fallen comrades. “I am sure there is some
gold in their pouches for a battle well fought.”
“I can’t let you leave” Zea said. “Not with the ladies.”
She spread her hands wide, weapons drawn but down.
She watched the crossbowmen carefully, waiting for a
slip in concentration. Out in the sea, among the waves,
she felt the power come in answer to her call. Somewhere out there was a spirit beast, summoned to help
her. What it was, she wasn’t sure. Spirit beasts always
took the shape most needed for the situation, but
since Zea had no idea what animal would be most
needed here, she couldn’t guess what form her spell
might take.

“Don’t we want prisoners?” Atur asked. “These two
would fetch a nice price at the markets.” He finished
helping his wounded comrade in the boat. Janos
moved to the aft seat, and began locking in oars.

enough, they locked their oars into place, and began
rowing. As they passed the breakwater mark, dozens of
yards off shore, the lead bandit smiled. “You will never
make it, little one,” he said and lowered his crossbow.
“We win.”

“These two?” the leader answered. “And how do you
expect to take them prisoner? There’s three of us, two
of them, and 5 dead bodies on the sand. You like those
odds? Are they better now than when we had them
eight to two?” He spat into the water in contempt.
“Hell, Roger buried his sword right into that one, and
he’s healed up already. He’s got a bolt in his guts and
still standin’. How do you plan to capture them?” Not
waiting for an answer, he continued. “These two won’t
try anything ‘cause they know we will kill the ladies if
they do.” He looked at Zea on the shore for confirmation, and inclined his head in a mock bow.

“Not yet” Zea said to herself, watching the waves
intently. Just then, her silent command to her spirit
beast was answered. Ghostly white tentacles rose up
from beneath the boat, each as long as a man and as
thick as a tree. The first one grasped the side of the
boat and wrapped around an oar and oarlock. A
second reached the wrist of a seated man, wrapping
itself firmly around it. Two more tentacles flailed in the
air, reaching for contact with the other men in the
boat.

“Push off,” the bandit ordered. Janos grabbed an oar
and began poling away the boat. Atur began pushing
the boat into the surf as well, shoving until he was
waist deep in the surf before crawling over the side
himself. He sat in the middle of the craft and rapidly
assembled an oar in the lock.

“Now Mud!” she said. “Get to the boat!” Zea moved
into the waves, diving into the foam and stroking
against the tide. She struggled for only a moment
before Mud ran through the water easily, grabbing her
small body by her soaked clothing, and moved further
into the surf. He carried her easily in his hand, striding
into the waist deep water, pushing against the breaking
waves.

The lead bandit shoved his hostage to the seat in front
of him, and sat. He kept his weapon aimed towards the
captives, tied in the front of the boat. “Don’t try
anything,” he raised his voice over the surf. “I can still
kill one,” he indicated, “faster than you can do anything.” The two crewmen bent themselves to rowing
the boat into the waves. Zea watched as the boat
slipped into deeper waters.

Zea glimpsed the boat tilt drastically, unbalancing the
crew, who scrambled to stay in place. Janos shrieked
through his broken jaw as a second tentacle joined the
first to grip him fiercely. His cries rose in pitch as he as
lifted from the seat, and carried over the side of the
boat to disappear in the blue waters.

Zea had moved into the waves at the edge of the
beach. The ocean broke against her small frame, each
wave nearly knocking her over. She felt out along the
lines of magic she had cast, searching for her spell’s
power to have formed. It was frustrating to her to have
to let them slip away.
“Badger?” Mud said. “We can’t let them take the
princess.” His voice rose. “We have to stop them!” He
stood ankle deep in the ocean, big knuckles cracking
with nervous energy.
“I am working on it,” Zea said quietly to her friend.
“Just be ready to grab the women and get them to
safety.” Mud moved up beside her, and she steadied
herself on his strong form. Waves waist high to her
were barely to his knees. She noted absently that his
thigh was almost healed, pink flesh running in a thin
scar beneath the gash in his pants.
Sheathing her weapons, Zea watched the boat ease
into the waves, the two lesser bandits poling away
from the beach. Once they reached waters deep

The leader fired his bolt into the white terror rocking
his boat, then grabbed for his sword. Atur stabbed at
the tentacle reaching for him, spilling black ichor across
the boat. The tentacle weaved back, searching for a
new path to attack. Hacking at the tentacles pulling the
boat’s side, the bandits fought against the pull of the
creature. The sea churned as the boat rocked in the
beast’s grip. The women screamed as the boat rose
and fell in the waves. Zea could hear the cracking of
wood as the creature tore the boat apart.
In seconds, the boat split apart, dumping the bandits
and hostages alike into the frothing waves. The tentacles rose once more above the wave crests and then
splashed into the water, wrapping around each screaming bandit, and dragging them under. The ladies
screamed as they struggled against the chains holding
them to the boat, splashing in the sea to keep their
heads above the water.
Mud abandoned Zea to the waves, and swam strongly
to the boat. Zea followed behind, paddling weakly in
the tide. Mud’s side bled again, as his exertions reopened the wound around the bolt in his ribs, staining
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the water briefly with bright red streamers. Reaching
the remnants of the boat, he grasped the chains in his
hands, and pulled. The women jerked towards him as
he reeled them in closer to the prow of the shoreboat.
Sputtering and coughing, they grabbed for purchase to
his shoulders and to the remnants of the boat itself.
When they were all holding tightly, Mud ripped at the
bolt holding the chains in place to the deck. Tossing in
the waves, he anchored his feet against the flooring,
and pulled. His head disappeared under water, as Zea
swam franticly towards them. The boat prow disappeared as well, pushed down into the ocean under his
feet. The women floated weakly, swimming as best
they could as their flotation and salvation disappeared
under the waves. Long seconds passed without signs
from under the waves. Zea paddled closer, cursing the
tide and her tiny body.
Finally, gasping for air, Mud surfaced. His lungs full of
air again, he beamed at the women around him.
“Princess,” he said to the entire handful of bedraggled
women before him, “You are free again.” He held the
chain bolt in his hand, pieces of the wood deck still
attached. He motioned with his head to the shore.
“Grab me, I will swim.”
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Half an hour later, everyone was warm and dry on the
shoreline. Zea’s magic had driven the water from their
clothing, and dried the worst of the ocean from their
skin and hair. The rest could wait until they had transported back to the guild halls through the gate. Mud
had healed the worst cuts and bruises on the women,
under the watchful eyes of the baroness. Rescuer or
not, she watched Mud around her two maid servants
like a hawk watching a field mouse, Zea thought.
They finally gathered near the shelter of a needle tree
to begin their journey home. Zea pulled a bone white
ivory rod from her pouch, and checked one last time
on the party. Mud hefted his backpack, heavier now
with the gold and silver from the bandits’ bodies, and
weighted down with the best of their weapons for
barter. Zea patted her own pouches, fuller now as well
with coin, and scratched Asha’s chin.
“Ladies?” she asked. “Are you ready to return home
again?” At the unanimous nods of the group, Zea
triggered the mage rod, and a glistening white doorway formed in the setting light of the sun. “Well then,
after you.”

Curse of the Dragon
Hamrynthad
by D.H. Austin (Terquem)

Poxdrab the barbarian moved across the broken stone
floor of the subterranean temple with his great axe,
The Baneborn of Woelingore, held in front of him, both
hands nervously tightening with every step making
sure he had the best grip possible. The dragon was
somewhere among the fallen pillars and blackened and
scorched remains of the mighty temple of the dark god
Fisglad. His long quest was soon to be at an end, the
village would have its revenge, and he would still the
ache of his loss now and forever.
“Where are you Beast? Show yourself and face your
death!” Poxdrab snarled through his beard.
A mottled grey, clawed, and enormous foot crashed
down only inches in front of Poxdrab. With the spring
of a panther he darted to his left and spun to face
his foe. The dragon was larger than he had expected,
perhaps twice the size of a Ythrax jungle beast, or
four times the size of an elephant. The dragon’s many
faceted eyes reflected the barbarian’s own grimacing
visage back at him, but without hesitation, or fear, Poxdrab swung the great axe down slashing at the scales
of the dragon’s foot. Its roar of pain filled the cavern,
threatening to shake loose the very stones themselves,
as it heaped curse upon curse on the barbarian.
“#%$k^!g bastard! What the…Oh man that stings, Holy
$#@& ow, ow, ow,” Hamrynthad bellowed. The dragon
began to hop on its hind legs shaking its forepaw up
and down holding fast at the wrist with its other front
paw. “Eye yi yi, crap, what did you hit me with you
d^$k! Aw #%$k me. Is it bleeding? I can’t look, is it
bleeding? You are such an ass,” the bellowing grew
lighter as the beast collapsed onto its rump and began
a slow hissing trying to control its breathing.
Still cursing the dragon went on, “Owie mama, it just
won’t stop throbbing. What did you do that for you big
^$%t head? What did you stick me with anyway? Am
I going to need a shot? Are we talking infection here?
Son of a bitch!”
“Look,” Poxdrab said. “I told you when I came in here. I
shouted it out real loud. I wield the Baneborn of Woelingore; it’s a rather well known axe. Can’t you see the
glow? Duh!” He finished, holding the axe with his right
hand and gesturing at it with his left.

“I thought you said ‘Howdy its Norm I’ve
got your boar’. Norm is a friend of mine.
He pillages the flat lands east of the
Pinelock River. He owes me a boar. It’s a
long story. But man, I didn’t expect to get
dissected today,” the dragon cried.

“You’re not crying are you? Hey I don’t
need this ^&%$ Hammer. You knew this
was goin’ down the minute you roasted the herd. And
my God, for Crom’s sake I did not dissect you… Yet! It’s
just a little cut. Suck it up dude. I’m not slaying no pussies today” Poxdrab snapped.
“Oh, screw you, Barbarian. Can’t even talk without using double negatives,” sneered the dragon.
“Hey could you just cut out the potty mouth, really.
This was a temple you know. Sure a temple of pure
unmitigated evil, but I am sure they had some fairly
high standards of protocol,” said Poxdrab as he put the
axe head to the ground and leaned his elbow on the
long handle.
“Oh look who’s all fancy talk. Protocol, oh I am impressed. But hey, no seriously, is that thing clean?” Hamyrnthad asked. “I’m not current on my tetanus. Oh,
and you don’t happened to have any of those healing
potions? You know which one I’m talking about? Tastes
like cherry, good buzz. Come on man help a guy out.”
“Look I ain’t fool’n around here. I’m dead serious.
You’re goin’ down,” Poxdrab said and readied the axe in
both hands again.
“Whoa, whoa, whoa, just chill out all right. Chill, I mean
it. I didn’t toast anybody’s herd. I was out this morning
fishing in Otto’s Lake and I saw the whole damn herd,
every one of them, doin’ just fine over in Dog Holler.
So you know,” and the dragon held out its injured foot,
which had stopped bleeding, right in front of the barbarian’s face, “I think this was a little unnecessary, and
way over the top, *&^ wipe.”
“Seriously?” Poxdrab asked, incredulously.
“Seriously, dude, get a clue. I eat that much red meat
and I would be so gassy the EPA would fine me more
than they did that time I accidentally took a dump in
that protected watershed. No dude, go check it out
yourself. I’m straight up on this I swear,” said Hamyrnthad as he rolled onto his belly holding his head with
his good paw, “So like I was say’n. Healing potion, got
any?”
“Can’t use those anymore, a new charter was adopted
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by Barbarian’s local 219,”
Poxdrab said as he began
walking toward the cave
entrance.
“No *&^%, really, that’s
tough. No potions, wow,” said
Hamyrnthad.
Poxdrab reached inside of
his imitation wolf pelt tunic,
drew out a thick collated
document and tossed it on
the floor behind him, saying
over his shoulder, “Yeah it’s
not so bad. We kept boots,
belts, shields and weapons,
but most of the flash-bang
stuff went away. Oh and
you’re probably going to
want to read article 16 right
away. Treasure rights have
been completely overhauled.
Arbitration board approved it
in March, so deal with it.”
Hamyrnthad could not
believe what he was hearing. They changed treasure
rights? He scrambled across
the ground and began flipping through the document
on the floor. There it was in
black and white. It was true.
He roared at the barbarian,
“Curse you barbarian bastards and all that you hold
holy!”
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The Book of DOOM

by Sourcebook Staff and jj_wolven

Luck has always played a major part in role playing
games, from the roll of the dice to the Luck domain
our clerics tap into (to the other players sometimes).
We have two spells from Book of DOOM (Sourcebook
Project) that give you a bit more control over luck, as
well as two optional methods for including Luck in your
games.

Luck Points
Our own Admin Toad offered up some memories of
tabletop rules for Luck that he used back in the day.
We took his rules and added a few optional twists to
them.
I devised a homebrew rule/aspect of our D&D
game back in my tabletop days:
Luck Point - at the beginning of each tabletop
game session, every player is allotted a Luck Point
(we used over-sized plastic quarters). Anytime
throughout the game, a player could spend their
Luck Point to have any dice roll of the player’s
choice rerolled - including those of the other
players and even the DM. Skill checks, attacks,
damage, HP rolls for leveling... anything. Depending on my mood (at the beginning of the session
it was declared), either the second roll would
be kept no matter the result or the player could
choose which one to keep. We even did crazy
things like you could ‘steal’ another player’s Luck
Point if they left it laying around or what have you
- and the DM wasn’t excluded from the thievery.
Imagine the player’s frustration when they go for
their Luck Point after a Critical Hit by a monster
and they can’t find their coin - until they see me
flipping it in the air nonchalantly.
Admin Toad`

If you want to shower your players with luck, consider
implementing these lucky seven rules in your game.
1. At the beginning of each game session each
person, including the DM, gets a Luck Point.
2. For PbP gaming, a Luck Point is granted per DM

rule; suggestions include after a battle,
each morning, once per week, every ten
pages, every 150 posts.
3. Luck Points do not carry over to the
next session/period.
4. A Luck Point can be spent to force a
reroll of any dice roll of anyone.
5. A Luck Point can be spent at anytime.
6. The results of the second roll must be kept.
7. A Luck Point can be used to force a reroll of
someone else’s Luck Point reroll.
If that isn’t enough, you can always try to give
them more to make an unlucky thirteen rules
to choose from...
8. Optional: A Luck Point token can be stolen. If
not noticed within 10 seconds, the Luck Point
is transferred to the new owner. (Tabletop
only)
9. Optional: A Luck Point cannot be used to reroll
another Luck Point.
10. Optional: The DM can change if the reroll must
be kept or if you get to choose which roll to
use.
11. Optional: Gain an extra Luck Point every session by maintaining a CS account at DnD Online
Games.
12. Optional: Earning Luck Points- After rolling a
Natural 20, you may elect to reroll with a -1 to
the roll to gain a Luck Point. You must take the
result of the second roll.
13. Optional: Earned Luck Point carry over to the
next section..

Luck Scores
In my own games, both online and tabletop, I have
implemented a houserule that I often use to determine
chance happenings...does the store happen to have
the right type of weapon, do the ‘right’ people happen
to pass you by in the street, etc.
Make a Luck score for your character. This will be used
occasionally to save your butt.
Luck score = average of all ability scores;
Luck Modifier = modifier for the score, calculated like
other ability modifiers
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Luck Roll = 1d20 + Luck modifier + character level +
named Luck bonuses;
EX: Bob: Fighter 2: Str 14, Dex 12, Con 16, Int 10, Wis
14, Cha 8
Luck = 13 = (14+12+16+10+14+8)/6
Luck roll = 1d20+3 (+1 for mod +2 for levels)
If Bob had Divine Favor cast on him, he would receive
an addition +1 to the roll due to the fact that the spell
provides a luck bonus.

Luck Spells
The Kiss of Lady Fortune
System: 3.5 DnD, PF
Level: Luck 1, Brd 1, Sor/Wiz 1
Universal
Components: V, S
Casting Time: 1 standard action
Range: Medium (100 ft +10 ft/level)
Area: One Target
Duration: 1 min./level
Saving Throw: Will negates (Beneficial)
Spell Resistance: Yes
The spellcaster gives probability a tiny little twist
in the favor of the target.
For the duration of the spell, when the target
would experience a Critical Failure they instead
experience only a Failure. This negates the effects of Fumbles, Critical Failures, et cetera. If the
character would have dropped or broken their
weapon, they instead merely miss the attack.
Special: The Heighten Spell metamagic feat gives
the additional benefit of raising the dice result
that would set off this effect. For example, if
this spell is prepared as a 3rd level Wizard spell
instead of a 1st Level Wizard Spell, then all rolls
with a natural result of less than 3 are treated as
though the target rolled a 3.

The Evil Eye

System: 3.5e, PF
Level: Luck 1, Brd 1, Sor/Wiz 1
Universal
Components: V, S
Casting Time: 1 standard action
Range: Medium (100 ft +10 ft/level)
Area: 1 Target
Duration: 1 min./level
Saving Throw: Will negates
Spell Resistance: Yes
The spellcaster gives probability a tiny little twist
against of the target.
For the duration of the spell, when the target rolls
a natural 1 on a twenty-sided dice it is automatically considered a failure. On systems using Critical Failures, the roll is automatically considered a
Critical Failure with no confirmation roll required.
If a character would have only missed the attack, they may instead break their weapon for
example.
Special: The Heighten Spell metamagic feat gives
the additional benefit of raising the dice result
that would set off this effect. For example, if
this spell is prepared as a 3rd level Wizard spell
instead of a 1st Level Wizard spell, then all rolls
with a natural result of 3 or less are treated as
though the target rolled an automatic failure and/
or Critical Failure.
Normal: Skill checks do not automatically fail on
a roll of 1. In some systems, an additional roll is
required to confirm a critical failure.
Note: This spell is of particular use with 3rd party
systems and house rules that use Critical Failures.
by GleefulNihilism

by GleefulNihilism

The “Book of DOOM: Dnd Onlinegames Official Manual” is the official sourcebook of dndonlinegames.com, created
through the DNDOG Sourcebook Project. The Book of DOOM contains optional materials that have been submitted by
the gamers at DNDOG, discussed/balanced by gamers at DNDOG, and voted on by the DNDOG Soucebook Staff, also
consisting of gamers at DNDOG. We’d like to thank everyone who contributes to our Sourcebook, recognized at the end
of each of their submissions, as well as the current Sourcebook Staff (jj_wolven, Makenshi, TheChuck, aerondor).
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If you would like to contribute to the DNDOG Sourcebook Project, you can submit your custom options in the Public
Submissions Vol. II thread.

Princess in a Bottle
by Hallstadt

Cat-eye Jack savored the ale as best he could, considering how light his purse was and how heavy his head
felt. His latest misadventure had cost him every coin he
had - and it had nearly cost him his life. It turned out
that the so-called “notorious Camyrian thief” he had
been hired to kill was in fact a powerful prince. Even
worse for Cat-eye, the prince’s guard had anticipated
an assassination attempt and promptly arrested their
sovereign’s would-be assassin. Though Cat-eye had
talked his way out of the gallows, he was forced to
pay a hefty fine. So here he sat, at what was probably
the poorest ale-house in the poorest city in all Lanyr,
piqued and penniless.
“At least I’m in good company,” he thought, as Ragruk
clapped his massive stony hand on his back. Somehow,
Ragruk had picked up on Cat-eye’s foul mood. He could
be surprisingly sensitive for a half-troll, Cat-eye mused.
He could also snap a man in two with his bare hands,
Cat-eye reminded himself, smiling for the first time in
several days.
“That’s better, mate,” Ragruk smiled a giant grin, revealing his large, rocklike teeth. “At least you’ve got a
friend to buy you an ale!”
Cat-eye chuckled, “And another one, I hope. It’ll take
more than a pint to make me forget my lot tonight, I
fear!”
In response, Ragruk slammed another silver on the battered oaken bar. The barkeep frowned at the noise, but
after one look at Ragruk’s massive frame, he kept his
mouth shut. He scooped up the silver and, moments
later, returned with a decanter of ale. As he placed the
container before them, he kept his head down, avoiding eye contact. They probably don’t get too many halftrolls in the Bloody Buckler, Cat-eye thought to himself,
amused.
He was halfway through his second tankard when
he noticed the stranger watching him from a corner
table. Cat-Eye first caught sight of the dark-clad form
reflected in the polished shield that hung on the wall
behind the bar, and he had the disconcerting feeling
that the man, whoever he was, was looking him right
in the eyes. Cat-eye nudged Ragruk and whispered
in Thieves’ Cant, the secret language of ruffians and

rogues, “Don’t look now, but someone’s
watching us.”
The half-troll’s gemlike eyes widened in
surprise, “Where?” he responded, also in
Thieves’ Cant.

“Here.” The voice was neither Cat-eye’s
nor Ragruk’s - somehow the stranger
had heard their whispers from across the
large, crowded room, and evidently, Thieves’ Cant had
done nothing to conceal the meaning of their words
from him.
Cat-eye turned to regard the man and placed his hand
on the hilt of his dirk. This bar was a rough place, and
Cat-eye had learned an outlaw’s caution. His profession
had made him several enemies he knew about, and
dozens more might lurk in the shadows, unseen, their
sharp blades gleaming.
“No need for that,” the stranger spoke in a low, hissing voice. His voice carried across the room so that it
sounded as if he were standing right next to them. “I
seek your services, not your skull.”
Cat-eye shuddered, but it was more the stranger’s
bearing and the sound of his voice than his choice of
words that put Cat-eye ill at ease. And though he could
not see the stranger’s face, Cat-eye could feel the
man’s eyes upon him.
“Join me,” the stranger spoke, indicating two open
seats at his table.
Cat-eye looked to Ragruk, but the half-troll merely
shrugged, clearly waiting for his friend to take the lead.
“Rhia’s fortune!” Cat-eye proclaimed at last as he rose
from his barstool, “If you can pay me enough, consider
my services at your disposal!”

Cat-eye and Ragruk joined the stranger at his table.
The flimsy wooden chair creaked in protest beneath
the half-troll’s hulking weight, but Cat-eye ignored the
sound, focusing instead on what he could make out of
the stranger’s face amidst the shadows of his hood.
“So,” Cat-eye began, hoping his cavalier manner
masked the strange uneasiness he felt in this stranger’s
presence. He could not put his finger on it, but something about the man struck him as unearthly, almost
ethereal, insubstantial, as though he might suddenly
melt into the shadows that wreathed the tavern’s
poorly lit common room. “You said you seek my ser-
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vices? What know you of my ‘services’ then, and pray,
tell how you came about such information?”

enough. Cat-eye did not need to see the shimmer of
gold to know the bag’s contents.

“There is no time to dawdle over such inconsequential
matters,” the stranger’s eyes caught the light, glinting
beneath the hood. “A most valuable treasure has been
stolen. I need you to get it back.”

“So where did you say this ‘treasure’ was?”

Ragruk scratched his enormous head with his equally
enormous hand, as Cat-eye assayed the stranger pensively. “Well, I’ll need to know where - and what - this
treasure is before I agree to anything. And I’ll need to
know what you can pay us. But before we get to any of
that, there’s something else I must know - why me? If
you won’t tell me how you have come to know whatever knowledge you have of me, then at least tell me why
you have chosen me for this task.” At the moment he
needed any coin he could get, and this stranger’s offer
was the only opportunity in sight. He might just have
to take this job, even if the one who offered it seemed
more akin to the shadows in the room than to those
who peopled it.

From the dark street below, Cat-eye Jack surveyed
the slender shape of Lord Camberwell’s tower, which
gleamed like a shaft of silver in the moonlight. He
whistled softly to himself - he had quite a climb ahead
of him.

The stranger hesitated for a moment, then said, “Surely you know that you have some renown among … shall
we say, ‘less affluent’ citizens of this realm?”
Cat-eye Jack gave no indication to confirm or deny the
stranger’s words. After a moment, the stranger continued, “You are an expert at obtaining things from even
the most guarded and gated places, are you not? And
there is talk, also, of your ability to recognize objects of
… special value.”
Cat-eye Jack unconsciously straightened the eye patch
he wore to conceal the glass eye that had earned him
his name. Ever since he’d first worn the odd crystalline orb with a design like a cat’s eye swirling within - a
treasure stolen from a sea-hag’s cave - he’d gained the
ability to see things others could not. When he looked
upon magical artifacts, such as those that the great
mage-kings of ancient days made (and the inferior
copies made by their modern day counterparts), he
could see a faint glow, as if such objects gave off their
own light. Some magical artifacts were practical and
benign - like the cat’s eye Jack wore - but others were
stranger and more malevolent. In light of the man’s last
words, Cat-eye felt certain that the “valuable treasure”
of which the stranger spoke must be some sort of
magical object. He cringed inwardly. More often than
not, magical objects meant trouble. “How much coin
might you be persuaded to pay, up-front, for this little
venture?”
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Cat-eye Jack was sure the stranger smiled beneath
the hood as he produced a pouch the size of his fist
and laid it upon the table with a clink. The sound was

Lugging his grappling hook and coil of rope, he approached the tower yard. An iron gate at least twice
his height surrounded the sumptuous grounds within.
Statues of mythical beasts and legendary heroes
adorned the yard, and fragrant plants perfumed the
chill night air. Here at the postern gate, he spied no
guards, but only moments before, as he snuck down
the quiet street, he’d seen two men armed with
halberds and clad in iron plate mail posted at the
tower’s front entrance. Taking a final look to be sure
he was not risking discovery, Cat-eye waved a hand
three times above his head, a signal for Rugrak who
lurked some sixty paces away, waiting, watching for
the signal with his night-seeing eyes. This night was not
the first time the two had practiced this method - Cateye scouting ahead, moving stealthily into a safe and
unseen position while the larger, noisier Rugrak trailed
at a distance, relying upon his superior night vision
to keep his companion in sight and to spot the signal
when it came.
Rugrak trundled toward the gate noisily - stealth was
not among his strong suits. But Cat-eye had known
none other capable of what Rugrak did next. The half
troll laced his fingers together, held them out so that
Cat-eye could easily place his foot upon them, and
hoisted him over the spiked iron gate. Cat-eye landed
almost soundlessly in the soft grass on the other side.
Rugrak backed away, taking up a hiding place in a nearby alley. The two had argued for a while, but Cat-eye
had convinced the half-troll to stay behind, since he
was certain that stealth and a fine touch would serve
them best on this errand. Rugrak had resisted at first,
wanting to join Cat-eye in his search for the artifact,
but the half-troll finally agreed to stay behind, knowing
that his friend was right in what he said: there was no
way that Rugrak could infiltrate the tower undetected,
and to fight the entire complement of the duke’s guard
was a risky proposition, even for the two experienced
warriors.
So Cat-eye would slip within the tower to seek the
artifact alone. The stranger had told him the object he

sought appeared to be an ordinary green glass bottle.
The stranger had remained stubbornly vague regarding
what it was that made this particular bottle so valuable he was willing to pay a hefty sum of gold for it
- five gold dragons up front and twenty more once the
artifact was in his possession. But the man’s reasons
mattered little to Cat-eye, so long as he was paid, and
paid well.
Putting aside thoughts of gold and the feasts and finery
it would purchase, Cat-eye twirled his grappling hook
in a tight circle until it gained sufficient momentum,
then released it and watched in satisfaction as it sailed

through the air and hooked firmly with a solid clank on
a crenel at the tower’s top.
He waited the span of a few heartbeats for good
measure, to insure that no unseen sentinel had heard
his grappling hook. Then, satisfied that he could make
the climb unnoticed, he grasped the rope firmly between his hands and began scaling, moving swiftly and
smoothly, like a spider ascending a strand of web.
About two thirds of the way up the tower, some forty
feet above the ground, Cat-eye spied a small, unshuttered window. Peering within, he saw a small chamber,
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sparsely furnished and illuminated by an oil lamp hanging from the ceiling. Cat-eye swiveled upon the rope,
out of view of the window - this looked to be a guard’s
post, and if the burning lamp was any indication, the
chamber would not be empty for long.
Sure enough, moments later Cat-eye heard a man’s
voice, a gruff baritone grumbling about the chill in the
air. Cat-eye considered his options: he could overcome
the man by force, thus gaining entry to the tower, or he
could search for another way in. From past experience,
he guessed that the treasure he sought was locked
away in a room somewhere near the tower’s peak, so
this entrance might not prove his best option in any
case. On the other hand, it sounded as though the
guard was alone, and from what Cat-eye had seen of
the room within, it appeared to have no open doors or
windows through which he might be seen to enter. Cateye ceased his deliberations suddenly when he heard
the sound of splintering wood followed by a howl of
pain and an unsettling gurgling noise from somewhere
within.
Cat-eye risked a peek to see what had happened.
There, within the tower, a shadowy, four legged figure
crouched over a fallen human form. The dog-thing
had ripped the man’s throat out - his dead body still
twitched grotesquely as blood poured from his wound,
gathering into crimson pools upon the cold stone floor.
But the true horror revealed by the flickering lamplight
was the creature itself. Basically canine in aspect, there
was something ghastly and uncouth about the thing.
Its proportions were not those of a normal dog, nor
even those of their wild wolfen cousins. The head of
the thing was overlarge, but the jaws in particular were
disproportionate to the rest of the creature. The size
of its maw, and the way the dagger-like teeth within
glistened in the lamplight gave the impression that the
thing’s sole purpose was to feast upon living flesh. Its
fur was jet black, but lacked the wholesome luster that
a black dog’s might possess. Instead, the thing’s coat
appeared dull and wretched, as though it were composed of shadows and filth. As he witnessed the grisly
scene, Cat-eye realized that the thing had not seemed
to see him yet. It was too busy sating whatever dark
urges compelled it to feast so fervently upon the fallen
guard.
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Jack swiveled his body out of view of the window
once again. An icy terror shot through him. He’d seen
monstrous creatures before - man-eating plants from
the jungles of Khung, giant spiders who dwelt beneath
the Camyrian sands, hoary giant folk of the northern
steppes - but never had he felt the uncanny revulsion
he felt as he watched this unearthly hound gorge itself
with such passion and greed upon the unfortunate
guard. Fighting back fear, he steadied himself and

risked another glance through the window. The creature was gone. The only proof of its existence was the
splintered wood of the chamber door, and the ruined
heap of bones and tattered flesh that had once been
the guard.
Murmuring a prayer to Rhia, goddess of luck, Cat-eye
swung himself into the chamber. Once inside, he
padded to the room’s only exit with expert silence and
peered out the door into the hallway beyond. Torches
burned from iron wall sconces illuminating the chamber sufficiently for Cat-eye to see that it was empty.
Swift and silent as a fox, Cat-eye slinked down the
corridor to the open door at the opposite end. As he
poked his head out the doorway, he spied a grand
stone stair, spiraling both above and below him. His
task would take him up to the next floor, or the one
beyond that, where he hoped to find a treasure store
or vault of some sort. From what he knew of nobility
- even petty nobility such as Lord Camberwell - vanity
required them to keep many valuables in their homes,
which sometimes proved a boon to skilled thieves such
as himself. Caution, however, required that such
valuables be kept well guarded and under lock and key,
which sometimes proved an impediment. And what of
the wolf-thing? Facing a handful of human guards was
one thing, but Cat-eye shuddered at the thought of
facing that fell beast alone. He drew his twin daggers
from his belt and glanced about anxiously, shaken by
the thought of the creature loose within the castle
walls.
After taking a moment to brace himself, and seeing no
sign of the creature, he hurried up the stairs. When he
reached a door, he noticed it was open, just a crack.
Had the creature passed through this way? It seemed
unlikely, but not impossible: perhaps the door had
partly closed again by a quirk of its design, or perhaps
a breeze had blown it nearly shut. As Cat-eye looked
through the narrow opening into the room beyond, he
saw no sign of the thing. He did, however, spy a large,
ornate door on the opposite side of the spacious chamber, guarded by two men bearing pole-arms and
wearing plate armor. “As likely a place as any I’ve seen
for a lordling to store his treasure!” Cat-eye thought.
“Now, how to get past those guards…”
In a sudden frenzy of shadow and blood, the dog-thing
reappeared. While logic told him it must have skulked
through the shadows of the chamber and taken the
guards by surprise, from Jack’s vantage point it seemed
to materialize before the men as if by magic. Now it
rent at their flesh with the same hateful ardor it had
shown mere minutes before as it gorged itself with the
meat of its first victim.

Cat-eye shuddered at the thing’s ferocity, but he also
recognized his fortune in its unexpected attack. The
guards were no longer an obstacle, one of them still
stood, slashing desperately at the shadowy form with
his glaive, but it was clear that the man would soon
share his companion’s fate as fodder for the devouring
jaws. Cat-eye quickly assessed the situation. If he
moved fast enough, he might make it past the thing
unnoticed as it occupied itself with its ghastly feast.
Murmuring another prayer to Rhia, and holding his
twin daggers at the ready, he bolted for the festooned
door. He turned its bejeweled handle and found it
locked. Horrorstruck, he turned to face the dog-thing,
but it still did not seem to notice him. It had knocked
the guard onto his back and now clawed at the man
mercilessly, splintering the wooden handle of his glaive
with its massive paw.
Cat-eye sheathed his blades and from a pouch at his
belt withdrew several slender metal shafts, each about
the length of his forefinger. Some were straight while
others crooked or curved at the end. Two of these he
inserted into the door’s lock, and worked frantically
while still the beast fed upon the last of the guards,
whose glaive now lay, broken and useless on the blood
stained floor.
Though it felt to Cat-eye as if long minutes passed
while he worked at the lock, he had the door open
within the span of a few heartbeats. The dog-thing still
was occupied itself with what was left of the unfortunate guardsman, but Cat-eye knew he had only moments before the thing was upon him. Rushing frantically, he entered the room to search for the green-glass
bottle. Ornate statues inlaid with gems and adorned
with gold filigree lined the chamber’s walls, and relics
of all sorts were scattered about the place. His ensorcelled eye detected no glow of enchantment on any of
the objects, and his panic mounted - would he meet
his end here, cornered in this chamber? Then he
spotted a cabinet near the rear of the treasure chamber with bottles of myriad shapes and sizes arranged
upon its shelves. He searched through the phials with
his cat’s eye, breaking his concentration only to glance
frantically toward the chamber door, where he could
hear the cracking of bones, and where he knew that
death lurked on shadowy limbs. At long last he saw the
faint glow of sorcery radiating from a large, emerald
green bottle with a gourd shaped bottom and a long,
slender neck. As he scooped the bottle (and a few
assorted portable valuables) into his sack, he thought
he caught a glimpse of something shimmering within
the green glass container, a radiance distinct from the
shimmer of magic. But he did not dare delay long
enough to examine it. He could almost feel the clamp
of those gigantic jaws upon him.

Cat-eye reached the door, fully expecting the thing to
be waiting there, its teeth bared, ready to devour him.
What he found instead was a relief: a circle of guards,
evidently alarmed by the sounds of combat, thronged
the beast, prodding it with their glaives. The goddess
of luck must be laughing this eve, he thought, a thief
glad to see the castle guard! But the feeling of relief
quickly gave way to horror, as the thing bowled several
guards over in a single strike from one of its massive
limbs. Cat-eye dashed for the nearest window. While a
fall from this height might injure him, it was preferable
to facing this creature that scattered armed and
armored men like children’s toys. As he raced through
the chamber Cat-eye could feel its eyes upon him, but
he reached the window in time, leapt onto sill and
looked down, bracing himself for a jump. From this
height, the grand statues in the courtyard below
looked no larger than his outstretched hand, and for an
instant his head swam with vertigo. Steadying himself,
he dove out the window, aiming for a soft patch of
shrubbery in the garden below.
He tucked into a ball and rolled as he landed, but even
cushioned by the undergrowth, the impact was enough
to wind him. As he regained his feet, a strange voice
distracted him from his discomfort. High and bell-like,
the voice warbled strangely, as if heard underwater,
“Careful! Ouch! What are you doing?”
Impossible as it seemed, the voice could only be
coming from one place--the bag he wore slung over his
shoulder which contained the artifact and his other
loot. Looking to the window above, Cat-eye saw no
sign of the dog. This brought him little comfort though,
as he recalled its surprise attack on the guardsmen
outside the treasure chamber. Still, the curiosity was
too much to bear; he decided to risk a moment to
examine the contents of his bag more carefully.
He withdrew the strange glass bottle. In its depths he
could clearly see the light he had only half noticed
before. Through his ordinary eye he could only make
out a subtle glimmer, like starlight reflected on water,
but through his cat’s eye, he saw a tiny, luminescent
form, unmistakably female and basically humanoid
save for its large wings. The tiny creature stared at him
peevishly from within the glass bottle. “Uncork this
prison at once!” She shouted in tremulous tones.
Cat-eye blinked, bemused.
“Are you deaf? Hurry! Surely enemies of the crown are
moving against me, sending their devouring hounds to
gobble me up! That witch will rue the day she captured
me within this bottle and sold me for crude earthly
gold!”

37

Cat-eye shook his head, bewildered. Whatever this
thing was, he had never seen its ilk before. It seemed
like a thing from a children’s tale come to life. But the
very real threat of the fell hound forced him out of his
daze and into action. Frantically he raised his hand
again to signal to his half-troll companion. Within
moments, the half-troll appeared and quickly flung a
rope over the iron gate. Cat-eye stuffed the bottle back
into his sack. Whatever the thing was and however
fiercely it protested, it would have to wait until he was
in safer surroundings.
Cat-eye climbed smoothly over the tower gate and
landed on the other side next to Rugrak. Just then, the
shadowy dog-thing bounded from the tower window,
landed soundlessly upon the ground, and clambered
toward the gate. All the while, the little captive in the
green glass bottle shrieked and shook her fist, demanding to be released. Just as Cat-eye and Rugrak turned
to flee from the terrible hound, a familiar hooded
figure emerged from the shadows of the street beyond
and held forth a bony hand. “Give me the bottle!” the
stranger cried as the dog-thing scrambled over the
gate.
Rugrak was often confused, but from the puzzled
expression on his craggy face, rarely was he so confused as in that moment, as the stranger reached for
the bottle and the hound came over the gate.
“First the gold!” Even in perilous moments like these
Cat-eye Jack’s roguish money-sense held firm.
The stranger tossed him a heavy bag of what felt like
gold coin, and Cat-eye responded by throwing him the
bottle, then drew his daggers and turned to face the
hound.
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But now that it had spied the bottle, the creature
seemed to care for nothing else. Ignoring Jack and his
massive companion, the creature leapt upon the robed
stranger, but not before the man was able to uncork
the bottle. The winged creature within swept into the
air upon diaphanous wings, trailing a stream of glittering emerald dust behind as it soared out of sight, into
the darkness. The stranger grappled with the hound,
clutching it by the throat with one hand as he drew a
shining blade from beneath the folds of his robes with
the other. The two locked in deadly struggle for long
moments, but Cat-eye stood watching, unable to take
action, as if he were watching two gods of legend - or
two demons - do battle. The relentless jaws snapped
on empty air again and again and the canine form
twisted back and forth, dodging blow after blow from
the stranger’s radiant blade. Finally the stranger landed
a blow squarely across the dog-thing’s midsection,
cleaving it neatly in two. The thing’s wretched jaws

continued to clamp mechanically as its head and
forelegs separated from its hindquarters, but the
stranger did not pause. He continued to slash at the
shadowy beast until nothing remained of it but ribbons
of shadows and dust. When he was finished, there was
no trace of the creature save a small patch of darkened
earth, easily mistaken for ashes.
Cat-eye Jack and Rugrak the half-troll stood stunned,
unable to speak after what they had witnessed. The
stranger removed his hood for the first time since they
had met him, revealing long, silvery hair and slender,
noble features. “From your faces I take it you wish to
know what has happened here tonight. I cannot give
you the story in full, but know that you have earned
the thanks of the fay folk, and more specifically, we of
House Aladyr thank you. A selfish and terrible woman
captured our princess, trapped her in that bottle and
sold her to Lord Camberwell as a curiosity.”
“But, that dog…” Cat-eye shook his head as if waking
from a dream.
“Not all fay are of the same sort,” the silver haired
stranger smiled, “and just as your folk resort to treachery and murder for power, so too do some of us.
Suffice it to say that captivity made Princess Aladyr
vulnerable, and that her enemies seized upon this and
sent assassins after her.”
Rugrak and Cat-eye continued to stare awestruck as
the stranger donned his hood once again and departed
along the darkened street.
After a moment, Cat-eye slapped the half-troll on the
back. “Whatever this night has brought us my friend, at
least we have money for ale - and more!” The half troll
grinned, a stony, toothy grin, and the two ambled away
in search of mirth and merriment.

Adventure Hook:
One of the characters has a distant
relative, “Uncle” Tio, who sends word
about the disappearances, and invites
them to come and investigate. The
racial makeup of Vista Hermosa, where
Tio lives, corresponds to the race of the
character related to Tio.

El Queso Negro

An Adventure by A.C. Gogolski

In the hot and dusty southwest, grown men are being
abducted by hideous creatures and disappearing into
the desert. What sinister forces lie behind the strange
person-nappings? A certain cheese vendor holds the
keys to a scheme more pungent than his product,
nastier than a scorpion’s backside and hotter than a
jalapeño.
Suggested party: 4-6 characters, levels 5-7. DMs
may modify encounter challenges appropriate to the
experience levels of their group.

Dear ---,
Sadness has come upon my life. Your cousin Felipe
has vanished! Many people in Vista Hermosa
are disappearing, and everyone is worried. I have
heard of your adventures and beseech you to
come if you can.
I hope you are well and finding prosperity in your
endeavors. Give my best to your mother.

Rules system:

Love,

Compatible with 3.5 Dungeons and Dragons, and the
Pathfinder core rules. 4th Edition DMs may refer to the
conversion table at the end of the module. Information
on monsters and items not found in the core rulebooks
is provided below.

Tio

Adventure Summary:
This adventure takes place in three parts. The first will
require the party to investigate the kidnappings. They’ll
soon discover the disappearances are the result of the
hideous transformations of the villagers themselves.
Evidence will lead the characters to a shadowy vendor
in the market, who is actually a masquerading devil
selling a certain black cheese to the locals. When eaten
with tequila, its magic is activated, and the cheese
turns the person into a bearded devil.

Setup. The characters finally reach their destination:
Vista Hermosa. Read the following aloud:
The fertile hills of the country behind you soon
give way to a dry, dusty land. The remains of
ancient villas dot a few of the last small rises,
their earthen walls crumbling in the sun above a
sea of yucca and spindly scrub pine. Your throats
dry, and eyes weary from the bright day, you
finally spot a collection of low buildings against
the shimmering horizon. In this desolate country,
there is only one road, and only one destination:
Vista Hermosa. The town was once frequented
as a get-away by the wealthy, a place with good
weather, good food, and friendly people, all
bordering a breathtaking inland sea. Those days
ended long ago, when the lake dried up.

Once the characters make this discovery, they
must track the path of the transformed villagerdevils through the desert. The second part presents
several dangers of travel through a dry and hostile
environment in the summer. They will eventually
find their way to a strange rock formation, and there
discover a secret door to another world... More
precisely, a door to the 114th sector of the 7th layer of
hell: a place where devils are hard at work concocting
new ways to tempt, corrupt and recruit mortals. And
what could be more diabolical, more mouth-wateringly
irresistible, than fine cheese?

Allow the characters a chance to recollect what they
know of the place with a Knowledge (Local) check.

The third part of this adventure requires the characters
to navigate the strange laboratories of hell, battling
devils and rescuing the transformed villagers from
serving eternally as henchmen for a powerful overlord.

DC 10. Natural hot springs are a favorite place for
people to relax in the evenings, to soak the dust
from their bones, eat tapas and chat. Tapas are small
portioned snack foods that could be fine cheese,

Local Knowledge about Vista Hermosa
DC 5. The inhabitants of Vista Hermosa are known for
their love of extravagant food and strong drink.

39

smoked salmon, ham, olives and so on.
DC 15. Vista Hermosa was once on the edge of a warm,
emerald-blue lake, called Lago Azul. Local legends say
that, during one particularly hot summer 500 years
ago, the once-beautiful lake began to boil. In the
matter of a few weeks, only a barren desert remained.
DC 20. The local constable is a raging drunk who hasn’t
been able to keep the peace in many years – not that
he’s had to, since up until recently, Vista Hermosa has
been a peaceful place.
DC 25. Few venture out into the desert – it’s commonly
known as Arena de Mar, the Sand Sea, but those who
have wandered out in the wastes call it something else:
Del Diablo País (the Devil’s country) because of the
heat and sinister creatures said to inhabit it.

Part 1: Vista Hermosa
Meeting with Tio
Encounter. Once the players are ready to enter the
town, read the following:
As you approach the small city, several children
from outlying homesteads sprint off in the
direction of town, racing to be the first to bear
word of visitors. So it is that when you finally
pass the gates of dried mud, hung with cattle
horns and tattered flags from festivals long past,
you begin down the long center road, taking in
the wary stares from women wrapped in bright
blankets, and men with sombreros low over their
eyes, when you hear a shout of welcome.
A smiling man with a face like leather waves to
you with a sun-browned hand. It’s Tio, and he
looks relieved to see you. In a few minutes, you
are led back to his small villa, sipping cool water
from a porch overlooking the desert. His young
housekeeper, Jaunita, serves a tasty platter of
dainty finger-foods as you listen to old Tio speak.
“You’ve come not a day too soon,” he begins.
Worry lines his face. “There is no one left to
protect the people, all the men are disappearing
– the last of the young men disappeared just
yesterday. I am one of the few left, and I’m too
old to wield a dagger! Look, my hand is shaking.
If I was a drinking man, I’d be at the bar trying to
calm my nerves.”
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Role Playing. Tio is old and scared. His own son Felipe
is among the men who have vanished, but he’s too frail
to go into the desert to look for them. He can provide
the characters with one or two pieces of information

on the disappearances. Depending on the nature
of their questions, choose Tio’s responses from the
Hearsay chart.
The characters can stay at Tio’s villa for free for the
duration of their trip to Vista Hermosa. Other than
Juanita, his young housekeeper, he lives alone. Should
the players question Juanita, provide them with one
piece of information from the Hearsay Chart.
Conclusion. The characters should have enough
information to begin poking around the village, looking
for clues about the disappearances.
Out and About in Vista Hermosa
The characters now have a chance to meet the local
populace (what’s left of it) and ask questions.

You set out from Tio’s pleasant home, braving the
heat of the day. The dry dusty ground scratches
beneath your boots as you scan the ramshackle
dwellings along the main road. In the distance,
the desert stretches endlessly on, white beneath
the sun. The lane winds southward, toward the
main collection of houses that compose Vista
Hermosa. Women with sun-darkened faces stare
at you as you pass. With almost all of the men
vanished from the town, the afternoon is quiet
– a stillness broken only the high buzz of desert
cicadas.

Hearsay Chart
The tid-bits of information below range from complete
fabrications and gossip (1-4), to more meaningful leads
(5-10). Of course, it is up to the characters to decide
which is which.
If players ask a directed question, use the most
appropriate response, or simply roll to start providing
hints.
1. The old dune witch poured something in the
well last fall. I seen her do it! She’s hated the
men of this town all her life, ever since the
mayor kicked her out for practicing her dark
magic! You might ask him to tell the tale,
but he’s been turned into a devil himself!
(The truth: the dune witch does hate the
mayor, but she had nothing to do with the
disappearances.)
2. Disappearances? I say men are looking to sow
their wild oats in that burlesque house on the

far end of the desert. They’ll be back someday.
(The truth: that burlesque house burned down
five years ago. Most in town know this, but are
grasping for theories at this point.)
3. An explorer came in from the desert a few
months back. He carried a strange piece of
metal – looked like a large key. Claims he stole
it from the side of a mesa in the desert. Can
you imagine? He didn’t fit in here though,
so he left before the winter. (The truth: An
explorer did arrive carrying a key, which he
stole from a devil in the desert. The door
is now posted with guards, until the key is
found.)
4. Oh, I wish the marketplace was bustling again.
There used to be a dozen peddlers with a
dozen different specialties. Pickled artichokes,
herring from the sea, olives, spicy dumplings
– you name it, there was a merchant who sold
it! Now almost all of them are gone, except
produce lady, the relic seller and the cheese
dealer. (The truth: all the “exotic” merchants
are gone, except the cheese seller.)
5. All the men, and a few women too – they’ve
cursed themselves. It’s what happens when
you drink too much tequila. Liquor turns you
into a beast, and now the devils are coming
from the wastes to take them away. Now just
the preacher, Tio, the cheese dealer, and a
few old men remain. (The truth: this is an old
wives’ tale, but has some truth, since only men
who drink have disappeared. Those who don’t,
like Tio, are unaffected.)
6. Merchants come and go in the marketplace,
but I say they’re all cheats! Two gold for a
wheel of cheese? I admit, it’s the best cheese
I’ve ever tasted, but it’s robbery too! Between
you and me, I say it’s a scheme for the greedy
merchants to take money from the women
while the men are away. (The truth: Two gold
is too much for cheese, but then again, it’s very
good cheese.)
7. One minute we were drinking tequila, laughing
and eating tapas at Señora Torres’ tavern.
The next, this huge thing appears right out
of nowhere, with eyes of fire, a long writhing
beard of snakes, and purple skin. It was awful!
The other men tried to catch it, but it tore off
east before anyone could grab it. When the
dust had settled, Señor Martinez was gone
– taken by the beast! (The truth: Martinez
wasn’t taken, he himself turned into the devil.)

8. The people of Vista Hermosa love good food
and good drink. It’s why we allow so many
strange peddlers into our market – we love the
finer things. But now that most of the men are
gone, there are less mouths to feed here, and
the best merchants have left. You can still get
good food, like beans and rice, from Señorita
Sanchez – she’s been here all along. She don’t
take kindly to strangers though. (The truth:
The people do love good food, but Señorita
Sanchez is one of two sellers left in town. She
enjoys not having any competition, but is not
at fault for the disappearances.)
9. The village priest, Padre Morales, requests
that everyone go to church every morning,
to pray for the men to return, and make us
repent our sinful ways of drinking and eating
good food. If you don’t go to church, he says
you’ll be next! (The truth: Morales suspects it
is the men themselves who are changing. He is
also correct to suspect that the lifestyle of the
villagers is behind this.)
10. “Just like the padre insists, I pray every
morning for the men to return, and I even pray
for those people who refuse to go to church…
like that cheese seller, and the dune witch
out in the wastes. We must be kind, even to
heathen non-church goers.” (The truth: the
cheese seller is worse than a heathen, but the
dune witch might provide some aid.)
Let the players view the map of Vista Hermosa, and
decide where they wish to go.
After questioning Tio, there are seven obvious places
to go in and around town.
Merchant – the relic seller, Señora Ramos
Merchant – the cheese seller, Señor Diaz
Merchant – the food and goods dealer, Señora
Sanchez
The Priest – Padre Morales
The Dune Witch – Señorita Vargas
The Tavern Owner – Señora Torres
The Well
Merchant – the relic seller, Señora Ramos
Encounter. Señora Ramos hasn’t made many sales of
late, and is more eager to sell than chat. She will be
kindly disposed to talk, however, if the characters
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A portly woman wearing a bright scarf welcomes
you into her shop. Glass bangles hang from the
ceiling, catching bits of sunlight and sending it to
float across your faces. “Can I interest you in a
new waterskin? No? What about a nice sombrero
to keep out the sun?”
purchase something from her. She has a decent
selection of potions and wondrous items. There is a
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25% she has one of any wondrous item costing 3,000gp
or less, and a 50% chance she has one of any potion
costing 300gp or less.
If specifically asked, she will reveal that she purchased
a key off a wanderer from the desert. The man was half
mad from the sun, and wanted to be rid of the key and
away from the town as quickly as possible. He said he
took the key from a man with the wings of a bat on his
back. She feels the key is cursed, and will part with it
for a mere 10gp.

The key is large, almost a foot in length, and is made of
iron. The handle is fashioned in the shape of two bat
wings.
Señora Ramos has a perception modifier of +4.
Conclusion. If the characters buy something, Señora
Ramos will be willing to share one piece of information
from the hearsay chart. If the characters spend more
than 1,500gp, she’ll share two items.
Merchant – Cheese seller (Señor Diaz)
Encounter. Señor Diaz lurks in his cheese shop, a devil
in disguise. Diaz has only a handful of hard cheeses
to sell. He will push the party to try his “signature”
produce: el queso negro. The cheese has a dark, bluishblack color, and smells intriguing. If the characters
linger, Diaz will give them free cheese.
If the party first assaults Diaz, or shows him the Key
purchased from the Relic Seller, the cheese seller will
attack, using a Fear spell to scare the party out of his
shop. (Will DC 15). If that fails, he will resort to using
his innate Baleful Gaze attack.
A perception check, DC 16, will reveal a secret door in
the floor.
A crude set of stairs steeply descend into a dank cellar.
There, wheels of el queso negro are stacked beside a
squat desk. On the desk sits a bowl full of some shining
water.
The bowl functions like a magic mirror that allows
two-way communication with other devils on the 164th
level of Hell. The command to activate it is “Odio.” If
the party can manage to use the bowl, the devil on
the other side will not enter into conversation, but
will instead be alerted to Diaz’s possible demise. If this
happens, a devil is sent to patrol in the desert when
the party nears the mesa.
In one of the drawers to the desk, an envelope with a
crude note and map is found. The language scrawled
on each is Infernal.
El queso negro: serve with Tequila. After they change,
they’ll find their way to us in the desert.
The map provides a rough sketch of landmarks in the
desert, which the improved Lemures use to find Vista
Hermosa.
Role Playing. Diaz’s only motivation is selling more of
el queso negro. He will merely grunt if asked questions,
and kick the characters out if they push too far. Since
the village is a convenient testing ground for new,
devilish creations, he will not initiate combat against

the party or risk blowing his cover unless there is no
other choice.
You walk down a set of steps into a dingy shack
that’s partially set into the ground. It’s dark and
cool, and the stench of cheese assaults your
noses. In the corner sits an overweight man
wrapped in a heavy blanket, thick hands crossed
on his chest, a wide hat covering his head. He
appears to be asleep. Many wheels of cheese
hang from the ceiling, and flies fester upon
several.
In brief conversation, Diaz may note:
“This is the finest cheese in the land. Goes very
well with tequila.”

Señor Diaz
Devil, Grasos (Fromagi) CR 4
This devil looks like a sweaty, grossly overweight
man, though closer inspection reveals slitted eyes
and snake’s tongue.
HP: 4d8+8 (25hp)
AC: 16 (+3 Dex, +3 Armor)
touch, 13 fat-footed
Initiative: +3
Speed: 30ft (6 squares)
Base Attack: +4
Attack: Shortsword +1 (1d6+4 1920/x2)
Full Attack: Shortsword +1 (1d6+4 1920/x2)
Space/Reach: 5 ft./5 ft.
Special Attacks: Spells and Baleful Gaze, see
below
Special Qualities: Darkvision 60 ft.,
Saves: Fort +4, Refex +4, Will +0
Abilities: STR: 16, DEX: 16, CON: 14,
INT: 10, WIS: 8, CHA: 6
Skills: Spot +5
Feats: Alertness, Weapon Focus, Dodge
Skills: Perception +5
Spells: 3x a day: Disguise Self, Sleep, Charm Person, Fear (Will DC 15)
Special: Baleful Gaze – Each round, a Grasos devil
can direct its slitted eyes upon a foe, channeling
2d6 hp of negative energy damage. Fort save DC
13 negates. A character that succeeds his saving
throw against a Baleful Gaze is immune to further
gaze attacks from that particular devil.
Equipment: Shortsword, Studded Leather
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Consequences of eating el queso negro and drinking
tequila.
The cheese radiates faint transmutation magic if Detect
Magic is used.
It takes about 30 minutes for the magic to activate,
after both are mixed. A character must make a
Fortitude check, DC 14. Failure means he quickly
changes (only takes 2-3 seconds) into a Bearded Devil,
and is under a compulsion to run into the desert.
Changed men know intuitively how to reach the mesa
and will not attack anyone, unless provoked.
Bearded Devil CR 5
This seething devil is naked, its beard twitching
well below its waist. It springs forth and races
toward the desert.
HP: 6d10+24 (57)
AC: 19 (+2 Dex, +7 natural)
12 touch, 17 fat-footed
Initiative: +3
Speed: 40ft
DR 5/good or silver; Immune fire, poison; Resist
acid 10, cold 10; SR 16
Base Attack: +6/+1
Attack: 2 claws +10 melee (1d6+4)
CMB +10; CMD 22
Space/Reach: 5 ft./5 ft.
Special Attacks: Beard
Special Qualities: Compulsion, no other Devil
abilities yet
Saves: +9, Ref +7, Will +3
Abilities:
Skills: Climb +13, Intimidate +7, Perception +10,
Sense Motive +6, Stealth +11, Spot +5
Feats: Alertness, Point blank shot, Rapid Shot
Special: If a bearded devil hits a single opponent
with both claw attacks, it also lashes at the same
target with its spiky, filthy beard. The victim takes
1d8+2 points of damage and must succeed on a
DC 17 Fortitude save or contract devil chills. The
save DC is Constitution-based.
Devil Chills: Disease—injury; save Fort DC 17;
onset 1d4 days; frequency 1/day; effect 1d4 Str
damage; cure 3 consecutive saves.
Equipment: None, changed devils are naked.
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Conclusion. The party may or may not figure out the
connection between Diaz and the kidnappings … or
transformations. If the party doesn’t figure it out
immediately, allow them to visit other sites in town,
and speak to more people. When you feel the time is
right, you can stage one of the mini-encounters below.

Getting the Characters Back on the Trail
•

While visiting the tavern, you may wish to
have one of the patrons partake of the black
cheese with a bit of Tequila – and suddenly
change before everyone’s eyes. If this happens,
the party may be able to follow the changed
villager all the way to the mesa.

•

You may have one of the characters spot
a shadowy figure making its way through
town at dusk, disappearing into the cheese
shop, even though it is closed. The figure is a
lemure, wrapped in a heavy cloak, delivering
a shoulder-full of cheese. Lemures used to
deliver cheese are slightly improved, with an
Intelligence of 6, and a body less malformed
than their cousins. Otherwise, use the standard
statistics for lemure.

•

If the characters don’t find the underground
chamber at the cheese sellers, the Dune Witch
will deliver the map to them, claiming the
spirits of the desert brought it to her.

Merchant – food and goods (Señora Sanchez)
Encounter. Señora Sanchez can help turn suspicion
upon Señor Diaz, since she doesn’t like him. He’s the
only person in town who refuses to barter with her,
and what’s more, she has seen shadowy figures coming
and going from his establishment at dusk.
The party can buy simple foods here: peppers,
tomatoes, beans and corn.
Role Playing. Señora Sanchez is an ornery old woman,
jealous of the other merchants who once sold exotic
foods in the market. She is the oldest woman in the
village and is proud of her simple fare. She only sells
local produce from a garden her aged husband tends.
She isn’t fond of Señora Ramos, the relic seller, but has
a special hatred for Señor Diaz.
You approach an open-air stand in the midst of
several abandoned stalls and merchant shops.
A wizened old woman swats flies from the
tomatoes, peppers and corn arrayed before her.
“Welcome señors and señoritas! I am Señora
Sanchez. My chilies are the tastiest in town – I
have good, honest food here, not like that fancy
cheese or those other no-good merchants. Good
riddance to them. I say: Simple food for simple
folk!”

She’ll willingly give a piece of information from the
hearsay chart. If the party is struggling, Sanchez will air

her suspicions of the cheese seller.
Conclusion. The party can continue searching the
village.
Priest – (Padre Morales)
Encounter. Padre Morales has seen one of the men
change into a devil, and is trying to convince the town
of this fact, but so far, few want to believe their sons
and husbands have turned into hideous creatures.
The preacher does not know for sure that there is a
connection between the cheese and liquor, but he feels
strongly that it is the sinful lifestyle of the villagers that
has brought this curse down upon them.
Role Playing. Morales is a small, nervous man. His lack
of presence could be why the villagers choose not to
listen to his warnings. He does not offer any rumors
from the hearsay chart. Instead, he tells the party the
story of what he saw.
Morales is a small man with a scarce beard.
His hands are always wringing his long robe
nervously, and his voice has a slight stutter.
“Are you the adventurers come to cleanse this
village of its curse? It’s their own fault: the sinful
combination of drinking and eating fine food for
so long! Go back to the old ways – beans and
corn, milk and water!” He lowers his voice, “None
of the others believe me, not even Tio, but one
night I saw his son Felipe stumbling home, drunk.
It was late and I was returning from visiting one
of my parishioners. Felipe… he changed! It’s not
kidnappings I tell you: the men of this town are
cursed to become monsters!”
Conclusion. Morales is a Lev 3 LG Priest. If the party
acts kindly towards him, and seems to believe his tale,
he will willingly see to their wounds, bless water, or
perform other services within his means.
Dune Witch (Señorita Vargas)
Encounter. Señorita Vargas lives out among the dunes,
about a half-hour walk away from the village. A giant
scorpion protects the land around her mud house.
When the party gets within sight of her home, the
scorpion will dart from its burrow and attack.
You leave the sandy lanes of Vista Hermosa
behind and head along a track, north-west,
leading into the desert. Cacti and razorgrass line
the seldom-used road. After some time, you spot
a tiny structure of baked mud upon a distant dune
– the witch’s home.

As soon as the party leaves the trail, a giant scorpion
will creep from its burrow, and attempt to attack the
party from behind.
Role Playing. Vargas has no love for Vista Hermosa –
especially its mayor (who has already turned into a
devil), since he drove her out of town years ago. She
has seen the devils running into the desert, and can
point the party in the general direction.
After the party defeats the scorpion, Vargas appears in
her door, waiting with a wand in her hand.
A woman with long, salt and pepper hair stands
at the doorway of her mud-brick dwelling, a slim
wooden wand in hand. She raises it menacingly at
you as you approach. “What do you want here? I
got no time for trespassers abusing my pets.”

If the party explains who they are (she is friendly
towards Tio) and what they’re doing, Vargas will warm
to them quickly. Though she does not particularly care
for the village that cast her out, she knows evil when
she sees it, and is willing to help the characters solve
the mystery. She can give one piece of information
from the hearsay chart, plus the following:
“Si, I know about the fiends. I see them running
from yon village at night, fire in their eyes. They
do not carry men though. It is the men who are
cursed. Yet they run to the ones who caused their
torment. I can sense it. The cause of the curse be
in the village, but the source is there,” she points a
ringed finger out across the sandy wastes. “In the
desert.”

Conclusion. If one of the characters happens to have
been changed into a devil, that player may opt to play
Señorita Vargas for the duration of the adventure. In
addition, if the players are at a loss as to where to go
in the desert and did not find the map, Vargas can
reveal the map to them, claiming that the spirits of the
desert blew it through her window. She knows it has
something to do with the disappearances, and if the
party treats her kindly, she can help them along.
Senorita Vargas: Lev 6 Sorcerer, Fey Bloodline. Wand of
Lightning (6 charges left); Ring of Protection +2; Robes
of Arcane Heritage.
The Tavern Owner – Señora Torres
Encounter. Señora Torres owns the only local drinking
establishment. Like Padre Morales, she too feels that
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it isn’t that devils are kidnapping the men, but that
the men are changing into monsters. But since so
many changes have occurred in or just outside of her
business, she’s afraid of drawing attention to herself.
Role Playing. Torres is a woman just past middle age,
who lost her husband to a wasting sickness six years
ago. She is slim and flirty, but puts business before
pleasure. She will not incriminate herself or her wares
at any cost. She will provide the party with one or
two pieces of information from the hearsay chart,
preferably a few of the more outlandish claims, listed
among the lower rolls.
You approach the open-air tavern and see a
slender woman chatting with one of the locals.
When she sees you come under her roof, she
breaks off her conversation immediately and
exclaims: “Ah, the wanderers come to investigate
our misfortunes! What better way to put the
hardships of the road behind you than with a sip
of tequila and a bit of bread?”

The Well
Encounter. The well is near the middle of the village,
and has an old rope tied to a bucket sitting nearby
in the dirt. The well provides water for all of Vista
Hermosa. The well is about 40’ deep, and has about 3’
of muddy water at its base. Characters who investigate
may find 45 coppers in the water, as well as a mudencrusted mace +2. It was dropped into the well long
ago by a fighter who swore off his vengeful lifestyle for
the peaceful life of Vista Hermosa.
Role Playing.
A young girl draws water from the old stone well
in town. Every day, children and women come
to collect muddy water from its depths. The girl
moves aside and looks on wonderingly as you
inspect the stones and peer down into the wet
darkness below. Shyly, she says: “Sometimes
people toss coppers in there. I hope one will come
up when I bring the bucket up, but none ever do.”
Conclusion.
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Conclusion. If the party thought they had a clue
coming into the tavern, they should be secondguessing themselves coming out. Torres will refute any
connection to alcohol and the “kidnappings”, and will
deny any knowledge of monster appearances near her
tavern.

The party may gain a bit of hearsay from the girl, and
investigate the bottom of the well. The water is safe to
drink and has not been poisoned.

Close of Part 1
At the end of Part 1, the group should have enough
knowledge to be ready to head out into the desert. If,
after using the strategies outlined in the Señor Diaz
section for leading the group to the cheese seller, they
still have no good clues, you can stage someone eating
el queso negro, drinking tequila, and changing right in
front of them in the tavern. In this case, refer to the
“Trailing” sections of Part 2. Otherwise, if the party
follows the map, the directions of the Dune Witch, or
their own hunches, they can attempt to pick up on the
trail of the last devil that has fled Vista Hermosa.
Part 2: Arena de Mar
Arena de Mar (the Sand Sea) was once a large, shallow
lake, but long ago it dried up and is now a desert
wasteland. It will take the party at least two days to
reach their destination: The Red Mesa. To illustrate the
harshness of desert travel, play through two or three of
the encounters listed below, as suits your party. If the
party loses their way or needs help, be sure to stage
the Desert Explorers encounter.

supplies as well. If the Survival check is passed, they
travel on the right course for 4 hours, but if it fails,
they waste four hours finding it again. If they fail three
Survival checks in a row, they become lost, and must
wander hopeless in the desert for an entire day. When
you think they’ve had enough, run the Desert Explorers
Encounter to put them on the right path.
Cinder Wolves
Encounter
The sounds of night chirp and buzz around you –
millions of crickets and sand locusts, screaming
their incomprehensible songs in the darkness.
Enjoying a respite from the day’s heat, you are
gazing up at the stars when you think you hear a
different sort of call, distant and on the edge of
hearing.
Perception check by anyone on watch, DC 12. Success
means a distant wolf’s howl is detected, and another
answering call is heard as well.

If one of the characters happened to change into a
devil, or they were witness to a change, the group
can use the changed person to lead them through the
desert and to the Red Mesa. Changed people have no
great desire to attack, but instead are compelled to
reach the Red Mesa as quickly as possible. In this case,
refer to the Trailing portion of the encounters below.
The devil moves quickly and has no need for water or
rest throughout the day, so characters will need to find
a way to keep up or find a way to delay the devil.

The wolves will attack in three rounds without warning.
There are eight total, but they will flee after the first
four are killed.

As the party proceeds into the desert, read:

Encounter

The sound of your boots churning through the
dry sand, the merciless sun, and the stark plains
leave you with a desolate feeling. Tall spindly
yucca, and ugly clumps of stiff agave dot the
rocky landscape, offering no shade, and no
food for wanderers. Overhead a vulture soars
against the blue sky, and tiny lizards bob on some
nearby rocks. You wonder again at the wisdom of
trekking into the desert in the heart of summer,
but there is no turning back now.
General Note: Tracking
Require a track check, Survival DC 17, to pick up the
cloven footprints of the devils who have fled from
Vista Hermosa. You should plan to require 2-4 Survival
checks per day.
The party needs to stay on track or risk being lost in
the desert. Be sure to keep track of food and water

Trailing
After this encounter, the party must make a Perception
or Survival check, DC 17 to pick up the trail of the
fleeing devil.
Heat Wave

The day drags on and with every step the
temperature seems to rise. It’s not yet noon, and
the heat saps your strength, fogging your head
and playing tricks with your vision. Over and over
your thoughts drift to your waterskin, which is
already feeling too light for comfort.
In severe heat (above 110° F), a character must make
a Fortitude once every 10 minutes (DC 15, +1 for
each previous check) or take 1d4 points of nonlethal
damage. Characters wearing heavy clothing or armor
of any sort take a –4 penalty on their saves. A character
with the Survival skill may receive a bonus on this
saving throw and might be able to apply this bonus
to other characters as well. Characters reduced to
unconsciousness begin taking lethal damage (1d4
points per each 10-minute period).
A character who takes any nonlethal damage from heat
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exposure now suffers from heatstroke and is fatigued.
These penalties end when the character recovers from
the nonlethal damage she took from the heat.
Trailing
If the party needs to rest, they must make a Perception
or Survival check, DC 17 to pick up the trail of the
fleeing devil.
Sandstorm
Encounter
A sandstorm reduces visibility to 1d10 × 5 feet
and provides a –4 penalty on Perception checks. A
sandstorm deals 1d3 points of nonlethal damage per
hour to any creatures caught in the open, and leaves
a thin coating of sand in its wake. Driving sand creeps
in through all but the most secure seals and seams,
chafing skin and contaminating carried gear.
Clouds appear overhead, and the wind begins to
pick up throughout the day. Soon your skin grows
raw and red from the near constant abrasion, and
your eyes sting from the wind. A storm is gaining
strength, and there’s no telling how long it will
last.
The storm will last 1d4+2 hours. A Survival check, DC
19 may reveal somewhere to gain shelter from the
sandstorm. Otherwise, the group must brave it out in
the open.
Trailing
During and after the sandstorm, the party must make a
Survival check, DC 20 to pick up the trail of the fleeing
devil.
Escaped Lemures
Encounter
This encounter would work well just after or during the
sandstorm. A group of lemures has somehow escaped
from the Red Mesa and is wandering the desert –
taking shelter from the sun in a shallow canyon.
The sands shift and blow around you as you wind
down into a slight depression in the land. Dead
trees twist and cling at sun-bleached boulders
that overhang from the sides of the small canyon,
with deep pockets of shade beneath. Though the
area is desolate, the large rocks offer some rare
shade and relief from the elements.
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A Perception check DC 16 will reveal a slight but foul

odor, though don’t specifically request this roll for it.
There are six lemures huddled in a nearby shallow
cave, unmoving in the darkness. An approaching
character beating a DC 16 on a Stealth check can
peer into the overhang, spotting the lemures before
they spot him. Failure means they’ve been alerted to
something approaching, and will charge as soon as the
character appears in range, gaining a +4 to initiative.
A roiling wave of flesh gushes at you from the
darkness. Amid the fatty surge wriggle halfformed limbs and dripping, tumorous faces. If
these are men, they suffer a fate worse than you
have yet imagined.
Desert Explorers
Encounter
If the party is facing challenges in the desert, allow
them to meet with this group of peddlers taking a
short-cut through Arena de Mar. Use these NPCs to
provide good information about how to get to the Red
Mesa, and drop hints about what’s to come.
From out of the distant shimmer, you see a shape
slowly moving. Blocking the sun with your palm,
you realize that it’s not a heat illusion, but a real
wagon pulled by a pair of mules. There are two
men sitting up on the bench, though the wagon is
covered, so there may be more people inside.
Cladio and Juan are two rug merchants who thought
they could save time by cutting through the desert.
Juan is an accomplished ranger, and has so far enabled
them to keep their bearings, but their route took them
past a strange red mesa a few days ago, and they’ve
been hastening away from it ever since.
Sample dialog:
“Thought we could save some time by coming this
way, weren’t prepared for the heat though.”
“Strange things happen out here in the wastes.
We seen some mighty odd folk roaming the
desert. Beards like snakes I tell you!”
“There was a big red mesa that we passed a
day or so ago, to the northeast, been trying to
get away from it. Something big was perched
at the top of it, though we couldn’t tell what it
was. That, and there were some awful looking
characters roaming around that area. Weren’t
natural.”

Cladio sells rugs. He is in possession of a Carpet of
Flying, which can bear 800lbs. He will ask 70,000gp for
it, but could be persuaded to part with it for half that
price.
Part 3: The Red Mesa
In this part of the adventure, the characters must
access a large mesa in the middle of the desert. Upon
entering, they step foot into a hellish laboratory run
by devils called Fromagi. The Fromagi are always
concocting new ways to corrupt people, and el queso
negro is their latest invention. Their current problem
is that they recently discovered that, a week after the
transformation takes place, the mind of the person
changed reverts back to its former self, leaving a man
in control of a devil-body. To the scientific Fromagi, this
is only a temporary setback, and they are busy trying to
correct the problem.
In the meantime, the citizens of Vista Hermosa are
locked away in several cells. The characters must
defeat the devils and discover the antidote that will
enable the villagers to revert back to their original
forms.
Approaching the Mesa
Encounter.
If the party looked into the magic mirror, the devils
beneath the mesa have been alerted to their approach.
Two Gaav have been set to patrol the area, destroying
anyone who would venture too close. Anyone in the
group may roll a Perception check, DC 15, to spot the
Gaav amid the other vultures.
Some time ago you spotted a large, squarish red
stone formation rising a few hundred feet, far out
into the desert. The tracks seem to be heading
in the direction of the mesa, and the sheer size
of the rock makes it easy enough to keep your
bearings. As you get closer, you notice a number
of turkey vultures circling overhead, and nearer
at hand, spot a path that’s been beaten into the
sand… a path leading directly toward the red
mesa.
If the characters follow the path, it will wind its way
toward the huge mesa, ending in a shadowy alcove.
Read the following.
The beaten path tracks up toward the base of
the towering red rock, and finally disappears
into a shadowy cave hidden among the boulders
scattered about the area.

The characters find the cave is shallow, only 20’ deep,
but they’ll need a light source to see adequately inside
it. At the far end stands an ornate iron door with a
large keyhole. If they acquired the key from the Relic
seller in town, they may use it here. Otherwise, they
will either need to make a Disable Device check, DC 28
to open the door; or, just as they are leaving the area
to look for other entry points, another Gaav will exit
the door, carrying an exact copy of the key with it.
Conclusion. They characters exit the desert and enter
the red mesa.
Inside the Mesa
Once the characters step through the door, they
unknowingly step into the 164th sector of the 9th level
of Hell.
The Staging Area
Encounter.
This dank area is where they Fromagi pile their
completed product. A few improved lemures lurk
nearby the odorous cheese, waiting to be sent out on
another delivery. Like the cave outside, there is no light
in this room, granting the lemures concealment.
Role Playing. The lemures are slightly more intelligent
than their normal brethren. If not slain immediately,
they will flee into the next area to alert the Fromagi of
intruders.
You feel a waft of cool air brush over your faces
– a nice change from the oppressive heat of the
desert. But with this air comes a dank and heavy
stench. Being slathered in the jam between
the toes of a hill giant might be preferable to
breathing in the vapors here. Gagging, you look
around to see great stacks of wax-dipped cheese
wheels. Some have fallen over and cracked, and
are now covered with a foul-looking mold.
All characters need to make a Fortitude Save, DC 12.
Failure means the character is nauseated for as long
as he or she is in the Staging Area (as Stinking Cloud),
while characters who succeed are immune to the
disgusting smells of the Staging Area.
A Perception check, DC 20 will alert the characters to
slight movement among the broken cheese piles. Three
lemures will surge forward. After one round, two of
them will turn to retreat to the lab.
Conclusion. If the lemures succeed in alerting the
Fromagi, the devils will quickly summon a cheese
elemental out of their discarded experiments. If no
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lemures escape, the party has a chance to sneak up on
the lab and attempt to infiltrate it unseen.
The Lab
Encounter. There are three Fromagi hard at work in
this diabolical cheese-making lab. The smell is equally
intense here, and in the corner is a huge pile of
discarded product, broken glass beakers, a dead cow
and other discarded implements. For combat, use the
statistics for Fromagi listed above.
Any character who failed their Fortitude Save in the
Staging Area must roll another Fortitude Save, DC
12. Failure means the character is nauseated for 1d4
rounds. Characters who passed their previous save do
not need to roll, though all players should role play
their reaction to the smell.
The devils are engrossed in writing down notes, taking
measurements and churning milk. If stealthy, the party
may be able to sneak past them and investigate the
other areas, or plan their attack.
If they spot the characters, the Fromagi will attack
using their Baleful Gaze and Fear effects. If the party
has not been sufficiently challenged, feel free to
populate the lab with 1d4 more Fromagi. In addition,
one of the devils also holds a Summon Elemental scroll,
and will use it immediately to summon one of the
rarest and most diabolical creatures known: a Cheese
Elemental.
Role Playing.
The light of several chandeliers illuminate this
large chamber, providing amble light above the
various tables that dominate its center. It appears
to be a lab of sorts. There are smoking vials,
dripping bottles, and hundreds of feet of tubing
connecting several vats, kegs and funnel-drained
condensers. The stale of rancid milk and foul
cheese assaults your nostrils anew. In a far corner
is a small mountain of discarded cheeses, broken
glassware, unusable scientific equipment, and a
festering cow’s carcass for good measure.
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Three fat men wearing black coats are hard
at work scribbling notes, measuring liquids,
or carting buckets of curd between tables
haphazardly spaced around the chamber.
Occasionally one of the men barks words at the
others, but the language is a foul as the rotting
pile of cheese in the corner. On a large platform
in the middle of the room a monster is bound – its
eyes are lined with fire, and a long writhing beard
of snakes curls out from its purple face. It turns
its head from side to side, struggling against its
bonds.

If any of the characters speak Infernal, they discover
that the Fromagi are speaking about their problem:
The new soldiers that they are making with their
cheese have regained their minds. The Fromagi are
working hard to develop a concoction that will force
the minds of the villagers to recede and turn them into
full-fledged devils.
Players may realize from the description that the devil
on the table fits the description of the monster-type
that the villagers were turning into. In fact, the bound
devil is none other than Felipe, Tio’s son and cousin to
one of the party members. If the players are spotted,
Felipe will shout a warning and provide any help he
can. A character can cut the ropes binding Felipe, or
break them with a Strength check, DC 25. If freed,
Felipe will fight against his captors. Use the Bearded
Devil table.
What Felipe Knows.
The devils have been trying to build their ranks by
preying on the people of Vista Hermosa. For several
months, they’ve been selling a cheese that turns
people into hideous devil-warriors. The changed
villagers instinctively run off into the desert, seeking
the mesa, and a gateway into Hell. However, after
about a week, the effects of the cheese begin to
wear off, and slowly the minds of the villagers return.
Unfortunately, they remain devils in body, however.
The Antidote.
Felipe does not suspect that there is an antidote to
the transformation. The players will need to search
the lab or interrogate the Fromagi working there.
The Fromagi’s attitude is Hostile. Inspection of the
tables will turn up a sheaf of paper written in both
Infernal and in Common. It describes the process
and ingredients used to create a potion, called Jugo
Morado, which can change the villagers back.
Secret Door: Equipment Storage
A Perception check, DC 28 will reveal a secret door
at the north end of the east wall of the Lab. This is
an equipment chamber, and has 100 doses of Jugo
Morado, along with 12 casks of tequila, scientific
supplies and 1d4 alchemy-related wonderous items or
potions of the DM’s choosing.
Conclusion. The players may be able to sneak out of
this area without being seen, or enter into combat.
There is a secret door to the east (mentioned above),
and doors on the north and south walls toward the
east side of the room. The door to the south is locked.
One of the Fromagi will have the key to this door, or a
Disable Device check, DC 25, can open it.
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Cheese Elemental CR 6
This rotten mass of spoiled cheese hails from one
of the farthest planes. More putrid than a pit
fiend’s lower GI issues, and insane beyond reckoning, the cheese elemental seeks to smother its
victims in a wash of foul misery.
HP: 5d10+10 (35)
AC: 18 (+2 Dex, +6 natural)
11 touch, 16 fat-footed
Initiative: +0
Size: Large
Speed: 20ft
Base Attack: +5
Attack: Slam +2 (1d8+4) Any character hit by the
cheese elemental will find items made of nonmagical materials beginning to corrode.
CMB +4; CMD 9 (can’t be tripped)
Space/Reach: 5 ft./5 ft.
Special Attacks: Putrid corrosion. Any melee hit or
engulf attack deals 1d6 acid damage and the opponent’s armor and clothing dissolve and become
useless immediately unless he succeeds on a DC
20 Reflex save. A metal or wooden weapon that
strikes an ebony cube also dissolves immediately
unless it succeeds on a DC 20 Reflex save. The
cube’s acidic touch deals 20 points of damage per
round to wooden or metal objects, but the ooze
must remain in contact with the object for 1 full
round to deal this damage.
Special Qualities: Noxious smell. Any character in
melee range (within 10’) must make a Fortitude
save, DC 12, each round. Failure results in that
character fainting from the intense stench wafting
off the elemental. That character is unconscious
for 1d3 rounds.
Saves: Fortitude +9, Ref +5, Will +5
The Infernal Stair
Encounter. This room represents a portal to other
levels of Hell. The Fromagi may be able to explain how
to operate the stair. Otherwise, characters may make
Arcana skill checks, DC 30 to comprehend its use. It is
up to the DM to decide how exactly it works and where
it leads. Following the stair can be a hook to future
adventures.
Role Playing.
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This room has an angry glow to it. Its walls and
floors are barren stone, bathed in a red light. At
the far end is a wide, circular stairway. Flames
and heat radiate from the level below, and cries of
anguish echo from the level above. The steps are

wide, cracked from the intense heat. After a
few moments, the stair twists and coils, and a
whoosh of fire crackles out from them. Now the
stair is oriented differently, and an evil-looking
purple light slants from both above and below. An
infernal voice is shouting something from another
level that chills your blood. Where ever it may
lead, it’s clear that there is some clever trick to
this stairway.
Conclusion. This is a dead end – or the beginning of
new adventures, depending on what the characters
decide. Either way, the DM will want to usher them
back to the task at hand.
Cell Room
Encounter. The villagers are being held here. The cells
to the north and south of the room hold villagers
who, like Felipe, have regained their minds (though
not their bodies), and are terrified at the prospect of
being Bearded Devils for the rest of their lives. The cell
to the east holds more villagers, but these are more
recently changed, and still have a 1d4 days to go before
remembering their former selves.
The antidote works equally well on both types of
changed villagers. A true Bearded Devil guards the
prisoners. If the party has had an easy time so far, add
another. For the guard(s) use the standard Bearded
Devil monster statistics, rather than the slightly
modified statistics found in this module.
Role Playing.
You walk down a short tunnel to find a room
full of devils. That is, devils behind bars. A quick
glance shows at least fifty hulking, purple-skinned
devils with snake-like beards, huddling behind
the bars of three large cells – one to the north,
south and east. Only one of the devils is free.
When this devil sees you enter, it snarls, its whipbeard flailing about its face. Leveling its glaive, it
menaces forward.

After the guard is defeated, the characters may
find keys to each of the cells on its body. Read the
following:
The demonic guard falls to the floor, keys on its
belt clanking against the stone. A cheer goes up
from many of the imprisoned devils, and you’re
showered with shouts of praise and thanks. “Save
us, por favor!” “Get us out of here!”

Ask the players to roll a Wisdom check, DC 15. Those
who succeed notice that the devils in the east cell are
not cheering.
The characters must be careful here not to release the
devils on the east wall before giving the antidote. The
men (and a few women) of Vista Hermosa are able to
inform the characters about what has happened to
them – changing after eating the cheese, being driven
into the desert by an insatiable urge to find the red
mesa, and eventually regaining their minds, to the
frustration of the Fromagi.
Conclusion. The party should try to provide the
antidote to all the devils. Those devils who don’t yet
have their former minds back will drink or eat anything

thrown into their cell, so administering the antidote
will not be an issue.
If the characters have not yet found the antidote, one
of the villager-devils can hint at seeing the Fromagi
administer a blue liquid to one of the devils to change
them back into their former self once again (before
again administering the cheese and tequila).
Adventure Wrap Up.
The party must find a way to lead 80 villagers back
through the desert with little food or provisions. There
is plenty of black cheese and tequila to go around. The
cheese is safe to eat and can be used as provisions for
the return trip – though the party should by now know
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enough not to eat it and drink tequila.
You are free to role play the trip back to Vista Hermosa
taking advantage of unused encounters from Part 2,
or simply skip ahead to the triumphant return of the
party.

Tio is overjoyed to have his son back. The mayor of
the town, who has just returned from the desert as
well, declares the party honorary Protectors of Vista
Hermosa. The group is welcome to stay for as long
as they want for no charge, with the town at their
disposal. In addition, they will each be awarded 500gp,
and a minor magic item of the DM’s choosing.

4E Remix

El Queso Negro
conversion by Zeppo007

The 4E conversion is meant to allow 4E DMs to use
this adventure with little additional work on their
part. Each important rules section of El Queso Nergo
has been translated into 4E mechanics, appearing below in the order they appear in the adventure itself.

Part One:
Local knowledge about Vista Hermosa should be
changed to a History check for 4th Edition.
Cheese Seller changes: Perception check should be
raised to a DC 22. Note should be written in Supernal.

Bearded Devil Level 6 Skirmisher

Standard Actions:
Short sword • At-Will
Attack: +15 vs. AC
Hit: 1d6 + 6.

Medium immortal humanoid (devil) XP 250
HP 70; Bloodied 35
AC 20; Fortitude 18; Reflex 16; Will 16
Speed 5
Resist 15 fire
Initiative +7
Perception +10
Darkvision

Double Attack • At-Will
Effect: The devil grasos makes two short sword attacks.

Standard Actions
Claws • At-Will
Attack: +11 vs. AC
Hit: 2d6 + 5 damage.

Cause Fear (fear) • Encounter
Attack: Close burst 2 (targets enemies); +11 vs. Will
Hit: The target is pushed 3 squares and is immobilized (save ends).

Beard spines (poison) • Recharge 5 6
Attack: +11 vs. AC
Hit: 2d10 + 5 damage and 5 ongoing poison damage
(save ends).

Str 20 (+9) Dex 16 (+7) Wis 8 (+3)
Con 14 (+6) Int 10 (+4) Cha 6 (+2)
Alignment: evil

Str 18 (+7) Dex 15 (+5) Wis 14 (+5)
Con 14 (+5) Int 10 (+3) Cha 11 (+3)
Alignment: evil; Languages: Supernal
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Medium immortal humanoid (devil) XP 1,750
HP 344; Bloodied 172
AC 24; Fortitude 21; Reflex 20; Will 19
Speed 6
Resist 15 fire
Saving Throws +5; Action Points 2
Initiative +9
Perception +8
Darkvision

Devil Grasos Level 8 Solo Soldier

Baleful Gaze (necrotic) • Recharge 5 6
Attack: Ranged 10 (1 target in range); +13 vs. Will
Hit: 1d10 + 7 necrotic damage and target is dazed
(save ends).

Languages: Supernal, Common
Equipment short sword, leather armor

Giant Scorpion Level 7 Solo Lurker
Large natural beast XP 1,500
HP 320; Bloodied 160

AC 21; Fortitude 19; Reflex 20; Will 18
Speed 6
Saving Throws +5; Action Points 2
Initiative +12
Perception +4
Standard Actions
Claws • At-Will
Attack: +12 vs. AC
Hit: 1d10 + 7 damage and the target is grabbed.
Double Attack • At-Will
Effect: The scorpion makes two claw attacks.
Triggered Actions
Stinger • At-Will
Trigger: The scorpion grabs a character.
Attack (Immediate Reaction): +10 vs. Reflex; the scorpion stabs out with its stinger.
Hit: 1d4 + 2 damage and 5 ongoing poison damage
(save ends).
Str 16 (+6) Dex 20 (+8) Wis 13 (+4)
Con 16 (+6) Int 4 (+0) Cha 10 (+3)
Alignment: unaligned
Languages: none

Senorita Vargas, Level 6

Eladrin, Sorcerer
Build: Storm Sorcerer
Spell Source: Storm Magic

Final Ability Scores
Str 13, Con 12, Dex 15, Int 13, Wis 10, Cha 19.
Starting Ability Scores
Str 13, Con 12, Dex 14, Int 11, Wis 10, Cha 16.
AC: 17 Fort: 14 Reflex: 15 Will: 20
HP: 49 Surges: 7 Surge Value: 12
Trained Skills
Perception +8, Arcana +11, Insight +8, Nature +8,
Diplomacy +12
Untrained Skills
Acrobatics +5, Bluff +7, Dungeoneering +3, Endurance +4, Heal +3, History +6, Intimidate +7, Religion
+4, Stealth +5, Streetwise +7, Thievery +5, Athletics
+4
Feats
Level 1: Arcane Spellfury
Level 2: Oncoming Storm

Level 4: Focusing Spellfury
Level 6: Echoes of Thunder
Powers
Sorcerer at-will 1: Lightning Strike
Sorcerer at-will 1: Storm Walk
Sorcerer encounter 1: Pinning Bolt
Sorcerer daily 1: Howling Tempest
Sorcerer utility 2: Absorb Storm
Sorcerer encounter 3: Thundering Gust
Sorcerer daily 5: Thunder Leap
Sorcerer utility 6: Lightning Shift
Items
Magic Wand +2, Magic Cloth Armor (Basic Clothing)
+2, Amulet of Protection +2

Part Two:
Tracking could be presented as a skill challenge or a
succession of two or three challenges: Complexity 2
(6 successes before 3 failures).
Primary Skills: Endurance, Perception and Nature
Perception - DC 28, doesn’t count for a success or
failure, but can add a +2 to another character’s Nature check on success.
Endurance - DC 24, two required each round. Failure
causes each character to take 5 damage.
Nature - DC 23, to track fleeing devil.

Cinder Wolf Level 6 Brute
Medium elemental magical beast XP 250
HP 96; Bloodied 48
AC 18; Fortitude 19; Reflex 17; Will 18
Speed 8
Resist 10 fire; Vulnerability 5 cold
Initiative +3
Perception +10
Low-Light Vision
Traits
Combat Advantage
The cinder wolf gains combat advantage against a
target that has one or more of the cinder wolf’s allies
adjacent to it. If the cinder wolf has combat advantage against the target, the target is also knocked
prone on a hit.
Standard Actions
Bite • At-Will
Attack: +10 vs. AC
Hit: 1d10 + 4 fire damage, or 2d10+4 fire damage
against a prone target.
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Str 20 (+8) Dex 11 (+3) Wis 15 (+5)
Con 26 (+11) Int 6 (+1) Cha 12 (+4)

Attack: +14 vs. AC
Hit: 1d6 + 9 damage.

Alpha Cinder Wolf Level 6 Elite Controller (Leader)

Str 24 (+10) Dex 9 (+2) Wis 14 (+5)
Con 14 (+5) Int 10 (+3) Cha 11 (+3)
Alignment evil; Languages Supernal

Medium elemental magical beast XP 500
HP 152; Bloodied 76
AC 20; Fortitude 19; Reflex 17; Will 18
Speed 8
Resist 10 fire; Vulnerability 5 cold
Saving Throws +2; Action Points 1
Initiative +3
Perception +10
Low-Light Vision
Traits
Combat Advantage
The cinder wolf gains combat advantage against a
target that has one or more of the cinder wolf’s allies
adjacent to it. If the cinder wolf has combat advantage against the target, the target is also knocked
prone on a hit.
Standard Actions
Bite (fire) • At-Will
Attack: +12 vs. AC
Hit: 1d10 + 4 fire damage, or 2d10+4 fire damage
against a prone target.
Fire Blast (fire) • Recharge 5 6
Attack: Burst 1 (All creatures in burst); +9 vs. Reflex
Hit: 1d6 + 4.
Str 20 (+8) Dex 11 (+3) Wis 15 (+5)
Con 20 (+8) Int 6 (+1) Cha 15 (+5)
Heat Wave: Endurance checks instead of Fortitude
saves, DC for Nature or Perception checks should be
20.
Sandstorm: DC 23 Nature check to find shelter.

Lemure Level 7 Soldier
(five or six for adequate challenge)
Medium immortal humanoid (devil) XP 300
HP 78; Bloodied 39
AC 23; Fortitude 19; Reflex 16; Will 17
Speed 5
Resist 15 fire
Initiative +4
Perception +10
Darkvision
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Standard Actions
Claws • At-Will

Gaav Level 6 Skirmisher
(six to eight for adequate challenge)
Medium immortal humanoid (devil) XP 250
HP 70; Bloodied 35
AC 20; Fortitude 18; Reflex 16; Will 16
Speed 2, fly 6
Resist 15 fire
Initiative +7
Perception +10
Darkvision
Standard Actions
Claws • At-Will
Attack: +11 vs. AC
Hit: 1d6 + 9 damage and target is grabbed.
Spear • At-Will
Attack: +12 vs. AC
Hit: 1d8 + 8 damage.
Noxious breath (poison, zone) • Encounter
Attack: Close blast 3 (all creatures in blast); +9 vs.
Fortitude
Hit: 2d6 + 4 poison damage and target is dazed (save
ends).
Move Actions
Carry away • At-Will
Requirements: Three or more gaav grab a target.
Effect: Gaav can move their speed carrying target.
Str 18 (+7) Dex 15 (+5) Wis 14 (+5)
Con 14 (+5) Int 10 (+3) Cha 11 (+3)
Alignment: evil; Languages: Supernal

Part Three:
Stinking Cloud +12 attack vs Fortitude. On hit target is
weakened (save ends).
Thievery check instead of Disable Device check.

Cheese Elemental Level 8 Elite Brute
Large natural beast (blind, ooze) XP 700
HP 212; Bloodied 106
AC 21; Fortitude 21; Reflex 19; Will 18
Speed 3
Immune gaze; Resist 5 acid

Saving Throws +2; Action Points 1
Initiative +6
Perception +5
Tremorsense 5
Traits
Noxious Fumes • Aura 2 Characters starting their
turns within the aura are weakened until the start of
their next turn.
Standard Actions
Slam • At-Will
Attack: +11 vs. Fortitude
Hit: 2d6 + 3 damage, and the target is immobilized
(save ends).

Engulf (acid) • At-Will
Attack: Target one or two Medium or smaller adjacent creatures; +11 vs. Reflex; automatically hits an
immobilized creature
Hit: The target is grabbed, pulled into the cheese
elemental’s space, dazed and takes ongoing 11 acid
damage until the grab ends. When the grab ends, the
creature that was grabbed shifts to a square of its
choosing adjacent to the cube. The cube can move
normally while creatures are engulfed within it.
Skills: Stealth +11
Str 14 (+6) Dex 14 (+6) Wis 13 (+5)
Con 16 (+7) Int 1 (–1) Cha 1 (–1)
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