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Beyond the world of man lie secrets of a swirling,
ever-growing universe and an enigma older than the gods.
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— INTRODUCTION

No creature has more mystified man than
dragons. No creature has had more books written
about it, more fables or more legends detailing its
mythic past. For a beast that never existed, this is
quite a feat.

Stories of dragons exist in every culture. Around
the world, dragons are beasts to be feared, the myth-
ical extensions of some powerful or vile emotion. In
the West, dragons are the embodiment of greed,
destruction, and power. In the East, they are wis-
dom, luck, and fortune. In fantasy gaming they are
forces of nature, malevolent and terrifying,

But you knew that, didn’t you?

You knew that because you've read all about
dragons. Again and again. So much effort has been
spent defining these beasts and their habits that we
couldn’t possibly break new ground.

Could we?

Well, if you're reading this book, then you know
it's big. You must know we're talking about
something here, right?

What you hold in your hands is a handbook; help
for understanding the greatest myth of our time.

But.

We didn’t talk about the myth. We didn't spend
page after on the underlying symbolism and the
mythic subconscious. Oh sure, it's in here. But we
wanted a new approach.

So we wrote a handbook for hunters.

This book details the possibilities within the
cosmologies of dragons, the myth, the history, and
the world that once existed when dragons ruled. We
didn’t want to presume that dragons can only exist
one way in your campaigns. History is not mal-
leable, but the truths can be distorted in such a way
that the facts are far from true. This book illus-
trates the possibilities and sets nothing in
stone.

But it is first and foremost a rulebook,
and we didn't want to forget that. We wanted
to provide players and GMs with a book they could
use. Inside you'll find out what to use a*dragon's
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eyes for and the best time to remove them from the
dragons head. You'll read about their hunting
patterns and what distinguishes a Brass from a
Bronze. Lastly, you'll read about new prestige class-
es, new feats, and new magic to
help fight against the greatest
of foes.
We hope this book
instills your players
with a sense of
dread and your
campaigns with
a new level of .
excitement.
Enjoy.
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FROM WHENCE LEGENDS COME

SECTION ONE:
FROM WHENCE LEGENDS COME

END OF EONS

I'm flying.

The sky is endless. There's nothing but blue above and
below, with occasional wisps of white. The sun breathes
its warmth upon me as I soar through the heavens.

I realize, suddenly, that I am dreaming. It has been
uncounted millennia since any of my kind could simply
frolic like this, without fear of attack from each other or
inferior races, underfoot and unimportant. I embrace the
dream, chasing the clouds and dancing within the infinite
azure.

Dreams are rare beasts these days, and 1 savor each
precious moment.

I am ascending quickly, fluidly, when I catch a wiff of
a scent. I recognize it. I try to ignore it. Too quickly, the
skies fade and I open my eye.

The world is hazy, colors smeared upon one another as
I awake from my slumber. I curse my luck — only a few
months of sleep. I'll be lucky to drowse off again for
another few years. The stench fills my nostrils.

Men.

I blink away the sleepiness. I did not get to be this age
by underestimating these soft things. I quietly chant the
preparatory magicks, all the while listening to their idiot
stumblings. They always think they're so quiet.

I hear the scraping of stones, and a cry as someone
falls. Really, to fall for a simple pitfall? Why would chil-
dren enter my cave?

Magic glows, lighting my lair. The light is magnified
through glittering piles of coins and a shimmering kalei-
doscopes of gemstones. My trophies still hang along the
wall (good, I think, at least this time I didn't wake up to
find myself robbed blind like 1 did two decades ago).
Closer, now, I can hear them fighting their reanimated
predecessors. 1 smell blood and smile, only to hear the

unmistakable sound of skeletons collapsing under their
own weight.

They have a cleric.

Hmm. Clerics are always tricky; easy enough to face
on their own, but when they hide in the rear ranks, they
heal their companions, drawing out the battle. The
inevitable.

As they tread nearer to my lair, I hear one chanting to
unlock the seals on my doors. Sorcerer or Wizard? Oh,
how I love to destroy my bastard cousins.

From the sounds and the scents, they have six left. One
cleric, one spellcaster, probably a rogue, to disarm the
traps I've placed upon my treasures, leaving three war-
riors of some sort. A well-rounded group.

I didn't get to my age by underestimating these
subraces, but these mammals will not live the night for
disturbing my sleep.

The door opens, and a belch of flame sears one. He's
still alive — barely — but he won't be helping his fellows
for some time. The others rush over his charred form,
hoping to press some imagined advantage, while the
cleric remains behind to heal their fallen comrade.

Two of their warriors flank me, slashing at my under-
side with enchanted blades. The blades dig deep. 1 feel a
twinge of pain, but not as much as they'd hoped, and a
single magic missile spell is all that it takes to remind
their wizard that I've faced better tactics than this. Their
wizard felled, the fighters press the attack further.

Wait.

Two fighters, one dead mage, one other maimed, and
one cleric... Where is the rogue?

My distraction costs me. One of the fighters cuts deeply
into my hide, and I can no longer afford this fight. I swat
him aside, stunning him, and again blast the door with a
gout of flame, killing both the cleric and her charge.

I lean down to eye level with the remaining fighter.




“So, you would dare to do combat with your betters,
then? Very well, 1 will sport with you. Make your strike,
little fleshling.”

I rear up, expanding my wings to fill the whole of the
lair. His eyes grow wide, and his mouth opens and shuts
unintelligibly. He drops his sword and runs.

I smile and strike, gently catching him with my jaws.
I toss my neck back, throwing him upwards, and open my
mouth as he falls, swallowing him quickly.

My amusement over, I turn to the remaining ﬁghren
He is still heaving harshly, trying to regain his feet, when
I place my hand over his chest, and press down slightly.
He screams well, as though born to it. I release the pres-
sure, and glance around the room.

“Your companions are dead, little rogue, and even now
my traps reset and my servants slink closer. Your inept
gambit is over now, and was done before you ever even
dreamed of robbing me of my treasure. Step out, now, or
your friend will not die until I bore.”

I imagine the little man is considering his options —
on whether I shall keep my promise. He should know bet-
ter. His escape will certainly fail. Lacking an alternative,
the human steps forth from the shadows to my right
flank.

With a simple slap of my tail, he is gone, and I turn to
my remaining captive.

“You woke me up.”

The man peeks out at me between my fingers, con-
fused. “What?”

“You woke me up. 1 won't get to sleep for years,
because of you. I'm desperate for some entertainment
now. Tell me, what made you and these corpses decide
that you could best me?” 1 relax my grip slightly, hoping
that the creature will calm enough to talk.

“We... we heard of a reward.”

“What reward could possibly match the riches your
friends died amidst?”

“There was more... Haragon, the wizard... he said
that if we killed you, we'd be heroes.”

“Did he mention what you would be if you did not kill
me, or did that thought escape your small pitiful minds?”

Sweat creases his forehead. A sickly, dirty scent raises
in my nostrils.

“No. We knew we might die here. But we knew we'd

FROM WHENCE LEGENDS COME

die for a good cause — the destruction of your kind.”

“Oh, heavens. Is that what you thought? No. Your
tiny weapons have harmed me. But, it will take only a
few hours to recover.”

“Finish me, then, beast. I tire of your gloating. Send
me on to my re—"

“You're a paladin, aren’t you?”

“What?”

“Knight of the church, defender of the people, suppoit-
er of truth and courage. Paladin. You are one, are you
not?”

“Yes, and my brother knights will avenge me.”

“How frightening. How many are they, and how much
more skilled than you?”

His lips shut. He won't talk now. No paladin order
with any real skill would let such a weak member attack
a dragon, so they are young and probably few. Still, I tire
of this... this constant droning, this endless series of
incompetent attackers.

I remove my claw.

“Go. Tell them to leave, and not to return here again.
You will not be welcomed here, and the treasure is not for
you. Do this quickly.”

The paladin does not hesitate. He drags his friends off;
and once he is out of my sight, I ignore the scraping of
their remains against the floors of my lair. Already, my
bones feel heavy, and my eyes weary... sleep beckons, but
not the mere slumber I endured before.

Not yet, though. I must ensure that everything falls
into place.

I look out over my hoard. Endless glistening coins and
gems. Perfect works of art elder than the humans them-
selves. Magical trophies, some so powerful that they alone
could have bested my invaders.

Whatever did I collect all this junk for?

I shake my head, and fly upward, through the ceiling
of my mountain lair. The resulting avalanche will bury
my treasure, and the distortion of the mountain will hide
its location still further. I do not care.

I raise myself to the heavens, and gaze upon the world
as it is. Broken. Warped by my ancestors and the men
who overthrew them.

Such a waste...



I take wing to the castle, to the golden one, my ancient
foe. It is only right that he know.

The stone castle rises implausibly from the clouds
themselves. It is surrounded by storm giants and other
servitors. All are trained to die before letting me pass.

They fulfill their training, and I all but collapse the
door with my first knock.

He rises from behind the walls, perching on a tower
and glowering down at me. Myishtul spilled forth from
his egg when I was still young, but we've faced each other
often since. He slew my last clutch of hatchlings and the
only mate I've ever had. I do not blame him; it is a
vengeance I gave him twice.

“What do you want, evil one?”

“Nothing. I'm leaving.”

“What?"

“I'm done. I'm tired.”

There is silence. I see I must explain.

“I'm tired of fending off stupid humans. I'm tired of
waging an endless war with you that neither of us can
win. And I'm tired of pretending that any of it matters.

“Those human vermin will undo everything we've ever
done with our lives. Whether I will it or no, these
humans will never stop breeding, never stop coming.”

My old foe raises an eyebrow. “So that’s it, then? You
give up?”

“Something like that. I'm ready to move on.”

He looks at me now, as if I were a gentle thing he'd
harmed.

“You want to go to the bone orchard then?” he asks
with a sigh. I can hear the finality of his words
and 1 know he wants to know more. I also know
that the thought has engaged him, too.

“I do. You told me that you'd gone there once
before, to gaze upon the bones of our forefathers.

Where is it?”

He looks out over the bodies of his ser-
vants.

“All you had to do was ask. Was this really
necessary?”

“No.” I snarl and plums of smoke escape my
throat. “Answer the question.”

He closes his eyes, either from fury or resigna-
tion.
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“Fly into the heavens. Give in to your despair. You will
fall where your fathers did.”

“Should I assume that you won't be joining me?”

“No. There is much left to be done.”

“And less than you think. Good morrow, cousin. I wish
I could say that it has been interesting.”

Again, I climb, leaving the world below. I aim towards
the heavens, and flap my wings so hard that I feel my
bones creak in protest. I climb higher, and the clouds are
far below me now. The air is cold and thin, and I know
that, were I to exhale my flames now, they would fail to
light.

Still I climb.

The blue of the sky darkens, and 1 see the tiny pin-
points of the stars. Higher, and the sky itself peels away
into night. I extend my limbs into the darkness, basking
in its glory, and for a single, beautiful moment, the cos-
mos embraces me as its lost child.

And then I let go.

I fold my wings tightly about my body as the wind
whips my face and tail, and I look down and see the val-
ley. 1t is perfectly circular, and overflowing with bones.

How far have I flown?

How old are we?

What will happen to me now?

I close my eyes, and curl about myself. Any moment now.

My flesh peels away from heat so great that not even I
can withstand it. The wind wipes my bones of gore, and
my bones collapse among those of all the dragons before.

And in my dreams, 1 fly.
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THE PAST

From the dawn of time, they come. Before the
human cities, before the wandering orcish tribes,
before the great dwarven halls, before even the
elven forest kingdoms, they were old, these true
rulers of the world. They are the first living things
and some say they are older than the gods.

Dragons.

They are the eldest race known, predating even
the strange, alien Outsiders from other planes. They
are greater in size than the giants, more powerful
than nations, and wiser still than some gods. Great
heroes quest to overthrow them or gain their wis-
dom, while great villains plot with or against them.

They are dragons, and they are the heart of magic.

They are terrifying, these great, powerful mon-
sters. To the lowliest peasant or the greatest master
mage, a dragon is no mere quest, but a colossal force,
whether ally or enemy. All men fear the day these
mighty beasts will band together and conquer all.

Little do they know...

THE DRAGON WARS

It was a mere ten thousand years ago that the
dragon armies raised their heads as one. The
strange, alien deities of that era stood back to watch
as metallic dragons fought against their chromatic
brethren, staining land, sea, and sky alike with
blood. The dragons had slain the other old races
with ease, or else driven them to other planes, and
turned upon each other. Already, there were rumors
that the chromatic dragons had slain the neutral,
elemental dragons to the last, as well as tales that
the metallics had bred with the furred races to pro-
duce new warriors. In the shadows of their terrible
lords, the subraces gathered and plotted.

Nearly fifteen thousand years have passed since
the dragons first united as a force. Theirs was the
first true empire, with metallics and chromatics per-
forming duties befitting their caste. Even the oft-
forgotten neutral dragons held sway, guiding all
towards their common destinies and soothing the
natural friction between their brethren. With their

combined might, they banished or destroyed all
major threats to their power, and reigned supreme
for an eon.

What changed is a matter of conjecture. Few
scholars are even aware of the Dragon Wars, and
fewer still have the resources to study them. Even
those rare dragons who speak regularly with the
younger races confess (or feign) ignorance.

The theory with the widest acceptance is this: the
dragons were not alone in either power or ambi-
tion. A legendary dragon known as the Ivory
Emperor led both chromatics and metallics against
any who could challenge the dragons' supremacy.
Those races which did not flee before the draconic
horde died. Even now, there are cruel, old things
sleeping in the far planes, awaiting a day when the
dragons will be few and fractious enough to die
beneath the heels of their defeated enemies.




At last, however, the dragons were alone. Nothing
remained but barely-intelligent subspecies and sim-
ple beasts. The dragons had won the realm, but not
without cost — the Ivory Emperor had fallen, mor-
tally wounded, during the final battle. The metallic
dragons had claimed that a chromatic had attacked
him from behind; both sides petitioned the elemen-
tal dragons, and the verdict was that neither side
was worthy — only the neutrals.

The Draconic Empire split, with Ysthine the
Gold, Hth of Flame, and Sraug the Red leading the
factions. The first casualty was the neutral armies,
whom Sraug blamed for blocking his ascension, and
any remaining elemental dragons have long since
hidden themselves away from the wrath of their
brethren. Soon after, both remaining sides lost
whole breeds of kin, and the chromatics withdrew
to plan.

That was when the metallics struck their greatest
blow. They had secretly bred with the young races
in attempt to create large armies for fodder. Though
the half-dragons led the armies, they were rare and
easily discovered by the chromatics. The chromatics
attempted to match their foes with their own breed-
ing plans, but found themselves outdone by cen-
turies of hidden effort. Rather than face extermina-
tion, they surrendered, all the while quietly plotting
their foes’ eventual destruction.

To discuss the terms of surrender, each caste of
metallic and chromatic dispatched their greatest
champion to a range of mountains. There, even the
defeated chromatics found themselves bathed in the
pampering of the metallics’ servants, the very sub-
creatures they had bred with. Lulled by their own
pride, the dragons met to discuss the division of
their world, and never once guessed that the slaves
would be the masters. The half-dragons combined
their talents with their less-gifted kin, and trapped
the lords of each dragon caste in powerful artifacts,
Prior to this, not even the half-dragons had revealed
their skill at magic; the knowledge that mortals
could wield such powers cowed even the dragons,
who took centuries to grow in magical might equal
to what their children learned in a mere decade.
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Still more shocking was that even the non-sorcer-
ous humans could learn magic, and eventually sur-
pass the might of the dragons themselves.

Forced into submission by this singular act of
magical might, the Draconic Empire fell, with each
dragon departing to their own ends. The metallic
dragons, shamed by their actions, vowed to aid the
young races in the future, while the chromatic drag-
ons vowed revenge for their usurped power. Many
of the eldest dragons departed, whether longing for
atonement, disgusted by a world ruled by mortals,
or simply tired of the conflicts. These elders flew to
the farthest realms of the world, and simply died —
the earliest beginnings of the famed dragon grave-
yards.

DRAGON DEITIES

With time, Dragons grow in might. Powers in the
dragon wars were great, but those that survived
grew to the power of deities. Dragon lords are much
like the dragons themselves — greedy, insular, and
relatively contemptuous of or amused by lesser
creatures. The favored weapons of all dragon deities
are inherent, natural weapons; PCs find these to be
unarmed strikes. Dragon deities expect little other
than offerings of gold and other treasures, as well as
obeisance when addressing the cleric or other wor-
shipper. Clerics and other servitors of dragon
deities are rare in the PC races, and are most com-
monly found as draconic cults near chromatic lands.
Summoners often worship these deities, however,
and there are more draconic clerics who are sum-
moners than who are not. There is one prominent
dragon deity for each major draconic alignment;
there may be others than those mentioned here, but
few deign to speak to mere mortals. No known dra-
conic deity shows favor to a neutral worshipper; as
such, the worshippers of each of these deities share
their masters’ alignments.

Linial the Adamantine

Patron of gold, silver and bronze dragons, and
those allied with them, Linial is unique among the
draconic deities, favoring paladins more than sum-




THE LEGEND OF GRELIG SHEVIK

450 years ago I slew the last great Brass Dragon,
Myul'Alishtor Karakan. From its eyes I made soup and
from its heart a stew. From its tongue I wrote this legend.
From its blood, I made a bath that I would always be clean.
From its hide I cut armor fit for a king, And it’s brain... its
brain I boiled down into an oil, soaking my new mail in its
fluid.

I, Grelig Shevik of Bak'nishgar, feasted upon the great-
est treasure of my time and none can take this from me.

Years passed and I was seen as a hero and a warlord; a
prince and a champion. My reputation was greater than I,
and everywhere I went, people flocked to hear tales of my
deeds.

Great they were. Very great.

Time passed simply. Easily. No challenges remained.
All that mattered was my glory.

Until one fateful day when everything changed.

I woke. Donned my armor, as I did each day, and
strolled out upon the earth.

Something stirred inside me. Something was different.
My body called out to me. Pulling me, driving me north.

Over mountains and rivers, forests and valleys. The jour-
ney carried me and I, like a child, followed the call. I never
questioned what drove me; never questioned where I went.

Cresting a mountain, my eyes filled with a vision I
will never forget. My prison lay before me, but I was too
naive, too innocent to know any different. A valley so
deep, so vast, I could not see it all at once,

Bones.

Dragon bones.

The rumored graveyard. And there I stood gazing with
the eyes of a child. All of my glory and pomp did not com-
pare to the sight before me. I, for all I knew, was the only
human to ever witness this — standing on the vista of an
impossible legend. I choked back the tears to no avail.

But it did not take long for the fears to set in. Why
was [ drawn here? And what awaits?

An answer came quick enough as I was greeted by the
graveyard's guardian, a Brass Dragon, twice the size of
the one I killed. His gaze struck me numb and I was par-
alyzed with a fear I cannot describe. Smoke filled my face
and tears, my eyes.

I will not bore you with the details of my decade-long
discussion with the previous guardian of the graveyard,
but my curse for destroying Myul'Alishtor Karakan and
feasting upon his heart was to take his place.

It has been 450 years now, sitting upon a great pile of
bones, guarding the dead from an unknown enemy and
an unseen hate.

I am weary and my body yearns for rest.

It will be another 600 years before another dragon

comes to take my place, so that I might rest among the
dead.

moners. Often depicted as a steely dragon coiled
around a fortress, Linial is also the least active of the
draconic pantheon. Supplicants must seek her out,
and in so doing prove their worth both in thought
and deed. Her realms are Good, Law, Magic, and
Protection.

Sennin the Wild

Primarily favoring brass and copper dragons,
Sennin was the first of the draconic deities to real-
ize that the mortal races were something other than
fodder. Sennin attempted to protect them from the
machinations of his sister, Linial, but was driven
mad in the process. Though Linial has since recant-
ed her ways, she still blames herself for Sennin’s
fragile mind. Sennin’s worshippers view him as a
tiny dragon, barely larger than a hatchling, with a
single, pure ruby that he guards with his life. His
realms are Chaos, Good, Luck, and Magic.

Artios the Ascendant

The absolute lord of blue and green dragons,
Artios still wishes for nothing more than absolute
mastery over all creation. He blames Aairisis for the
destruction of the neutral dragons, whom he
believes would have eventually backed the chromat-
ics. Though his servants are fewer than any of these
other deities, made up almost solely of the descen-
dants of his dragons, he rewards loyalty well and
freely. His holy symbols depict him as an enormous
blue dragon whose wings and arms enfold the
world. His realms are Evil, Law, Magic, and War.

Aairisis the Destroyer

The most commonly-worshipped of the draconic
pantheon, Aairsis was the lady of the red, black, and
white dragons, the dragons who led the charges
during the Dragon Wars. It was through her will
that the Ivory Emperor died, and it was she who
gave the command to destroy the upstart neutral
dragons. She freely gives her favor to anyone who
truly fears her and her kin, and her cults are nearly
universal. Drawn as a dragon bathing in the blood
of the world, Aairisis’ realms are Chaos, Evil, Magic,
and Trickery.




Sorcerers and Dragons

Though the dragons were surprised by the sor-
cerous members of the younger races, it was not
necessarily because of the simple existence of sor-
cerers, though that is the theory many scholars
favor. Mostly, those distrustful of sorcerers suggest
that if dragons were capable of breeding with the
young races to produce sorcerous offspring, other
races of similar power and age, such as Outsiders,
could do likewise. Still others point out that that for
every sorcerer who claims draconic heritage, there
are five others born to families with no history of
the art whatsoever.

NEUTRAL DRAGONS

The dragons of the elements did not completely
die out, despite what the others think. Several left
for the elemental planes, or sequestered themselves
far from their kin, either in the eastern and south-
ern lands or in the remotest areas of the world. Such
survivors are quite likely still alive, having no com-
punction to allow themselves to die, and no impe-
tus to war on their brethren — not because of any
peaceful tendencies, but rather lack of care. Though
they departed the battlefield personally, they did
not wholly abandon it. When the metallic dragons
bred with the young races, so, too, did the neutrals.
Unlike either the metallics or the dragons, however,
the neutral dragons paid close attention to their off-
spring, carefully slaying those with ambition, and
breeding them for specific results.

When the Dragon Wars ended, the neutrals qui-
etly carried these plans through their intermedi-
aries. The dragons of the elements quickly decided
that evil subraces would best sabotage the young
races’ empires without revealing their hand. Hydras
are unquestionably powerful, kobolds and
troglodytes prey upon the
edges of civilizations in
every realm, and the
lizardmen druids quietly
await the day when their
masters will call upon
them to restore the balance.
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THE TIME OF MYTH

Though the young races were successful in seiz-
ing power, it was not without cost. At first, the half-
dragons and sorcerers ruled side by side, before the
sorcerers eventually decided that their half-dragon
kin were too much like their ancestors. Soon after,
the sorcerers and wizards turned upon each other,
then were themselves overthrown by mundanes.
Finally, the young races drew ever more insular, dis-
daining the others and eventually abandoning the
alliance in favor of keeping their own company.
Through several small wars, most of the knowledge
shared among the young races was lost. The elves
were the first to realize the value of the lost lore,
and desperately used their greatest magic in
attempt to excavate it, only to find that not even a
wish or miracle could conjure up these mysteries.
From the fall of the dragons to the distant past, the
Age of Myth is a period known primarily through
retold legends and occasional scraps of millennia-
old scrolls. Not even their most faithful subjects
knew anything but the vaguest truths from this
time.

AFTER THE WARS

Following the loss of the greatest of their number,
many elder dragons quietly turned their attention
away from the worldly realms, and allowed them-
selves to die in peace — the earliest basis for the
famed dragon boneyards. Others, particularly the
favored of Artios, attempted to rally the dragons
once more, only to fall to either their brethren or to
powerful mortal heroes.

Among the metallic dragons, the quiet consensus
(primarily backed by the gold and silver dragons,
perhaps feeling some guilt about their previous
manipulations) was either to quietly observe the
mortals, or to actively aid the worthy in the ascen-
sion of the young races. Many paladins and rangers
found allies among these dragons, particularly
when the chromatic dragons reared their heads.
Others, particularly the silver and copper varieties,
grew still closer to the mortals, breeding with them
on occasion. Many powerful sorcerers use this leg-
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end not only as “proof” of their superiority to oth-
ers, but as claims to nigh-divine rights to leader-
ship.

The chromatic dragons, having lost first to their
metallic foes, and still more gallingly to upright
beasts, were less enthusiastic about their retire-
ment. Almost all of the chromatic dragons decided
to settle upon outright rule of their personal terri-
tories, while others did their best to bedevil mortal
and dragon alike.

No dragon has led an army of its fellows in mil-
lennia.

PLAYING DURING THE
— DRAGONWARS

YOUNG RACES

For ease of description, the term “young races”
applies to any of the PC races, as well as humanoids.
This term is not exclusive to dragons; immortal or
long-lived races such as Outsiders and exceptional-
ly old undead also refer to any race younger than
ten thousand years as young. Campaigns set during
the Dragon Wars will likely be short, furtive affairs.
PC race technologies are low, roughly equivalent to
the Bronze Age, and there are no major settlements




other than the Draconic Empire’s outposts. Some
classes, most notably wizards and fighters, are rare
(if even available), and sorcerers openly displaying
their abilities risk exposing the plot to overthrow
the dragons.

Some player races are dramatically different —
the elves would not have lost the Drow yet, for
instance, and the stigma associated with half-orcs
might be nonexistent. For issues of balance, dis-
courage half-dragon PCs.

RULES

Banned Classes: None, though DMs may wish to
restrict the number of Fighters, Wizards, and
Sorcerers to one per party, as these classes are new
to the younger races at this time. Sorcerers are like-
ly second- or third-generation descendants of drag-
ons, and few in number, while wizards must survive
on the rare copies of spellbooks or scrolls at the time
(though they may, of course, choose to plunder
dragons’ lairs for such items). Fighters represent an
armed, organized, well-trained force in a time
where barbarians are far more common, and as such
either serve hidden outposts, or the dragons them-
selves. DMs should encourage multiclassing over
into the wizard and fighter classes, however, as the
story progresses.

New Classes: None, but Draconic Gods are avail-
able to clerics.

Technology: Bronze Age.

Weapons have a —2 attack and damage penalty
(minimum of 1 damage), and armor which relies on
metal (studded leather or better quality) has -1 AC
bonus. Objects made of inferior materials have —2
Hardness, -3 hit points, and -5 to their Break DC.
Literacy is rare in these times, and the only written
languages are Abyssal, Celestial, Draconic, and
Infernal.

The rebels employ a rudimentary code based on
double entendres, homonyms, and bastardized words
from the above languages; at present, the humans
teach this “common” tongue to the young races’ pop-
ulations, and it may convey simple, written com-
mands (no longer than a four-word sentence).
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ANTHEM

On the furthest edge of the Kingdom of Dra'al, in
neutral territory, lies the largest outpost human
hands have ever made; it is called Anthem. It was
made with the hopes of extending the hands of
friendship to the other races, and avoiding further
bloodshed amongst all. While primarily funded by
the human kingdom of Dra'al, the other races have
all donated funds. Even the Urandak (dark elves)
and the Gorig (dwarves), who have fought many
vicious wars in the past, put aside their differences
to contribute to Anthem. The large outpost holds
500 civilians and soldiers, growing each day from
new arrivals looking for a new and better future.
Sadly, this has created poor living conditions in the
shantytowns that surround the outpost, and those
who cannot find legitimate work turn to crime.

Since the outpost is in neutral territory, it was
decided by all involved to allow each non-human
race to have an embassy there, with Anthem's
Commander Maven acting as the human representa-
tive. An advisory council was formed to settle any
disputes between any of the races before they
became violent. Since the last Urandak-Gorig war 8
years ago, when the dwarves managed to drive back
the powerful Urandak spellcasters, tensions have
been high between the two nations. Currently their
two ambassadors have been at each other’s throats,
both literally and figuratively, while the lesser races
cower from their wrath, afraid to be caught in the
crossfire. The ancient Malwyrn (high elves), after
nearly defeating the humans in a brief war 4 years
ago, providedthe most funding to Anthem. They, in
turn, hold an important seat on it’s advisory council,
and all seek their ancient knowledge for guidance.
Then the dragons came. A contingent of half drag-
ons, known as the Anal'lishak, came to Anthem last
year, and left an ambassador of their own. He is a
mysterious one, always wearing a mask over his face
and keeping to himself. He only consults with
the Commander and other ambassadors on rare
occasions.

As of late, Commander Maven has had terrible
dreams of something dark and sinister just on the
horizon. All he can see is an evil yellow eye, and
great wings flapping in the night. Cold sweats and a
sleepless night always follow these dreams. All that
Maven knows is that a war is coming. A war to end
all wars. Some call it a day of judgment.




Though many argue that any dragon of even five
hundred years is a legend in its own right, dragons
disagree. Though there are powerful dragons, wise
dragons, and cunning dragons, a dragon's first
instinct is to hide its true level of power, the better
to trick its foes into underestimating it. Some espe-
cially crafty dragons use the reverse strategy, draw-
ing upon illusory or polymorphing magics to pre-
tend to a greater age. Furthermore, the relative
seclusion that most dragons prefer prohibits their
greatest from being truly legendary.

Even legends have their own heroes to admire.

GLACIARUM MAGNUS

White dragons are the runts of the litter.
Everyone knows that.

Everyone except Glaciarum Magnus, that is.

Ancient beyond reckoning, Glaciarum lies in the
heart of a mountain far to the north, frozen from base
to peak. So far as anyone knows, he emerges only
once every few years to fill his belly (feeding often on
the frost giants that hound his children) and spends
the rest of his time in quiet contemplation.

Alas for the world, his contemplation is on how
to raise his kind to supremacy over all creatures of
the globe. He has lured more than one eager young
red to its doom, carefully enticing them to make a
reputation by killing the ‘king of the whelps.’
Glaciarum has made his reputation on their bodies.

Canny and careful, Glaciarum doesn’t trust to his
power alone to protect him. The gods know how,
but Glaciarum has enchanted two frost worms
(with average statistics) into guarding his moun-
tain at all times. He also has a number of warning
wards at each possible entrance, each with its own
nasty side effect when triggered. Worse, he seems to
have used his enormous magical knowledge to
enhance his own breath weapon by experimenting
on (and in one case, eating) the worms. All people
within his territory live in dread of his occasional
foraging trips... and in utter terror of what he
might be planning.

Finding out what Glaciarum is up to is another
matter. His arsenal of anti-scrying spells is impres-
sive, and he’s savvy enough not to leave many clues
to his more immediate intentions. So far, he’s con-
tented himself with killing enemies of white drag-
ons, terrorizing the local humanoids into obedience,
and watching the antics of the short-lived races.

So far.

(Statistics can be found in chapter 4)

MORPHUS AGUARAN

Dragons patrol the sky, people the land, but under
the waves, a different story is told. The oceans were
completely unprepared for an ambitious, imagina-
tive dragon. With a combination of cunning, diplo-
macy and raw power, Morphus Aguaran rallied an
army of kuo-toas and overran a merfolk city. Over
the next year, her power grew, and merfolk,
locathah, and sea elves fell before her. For the past
century, however, she’s been content to rule what
she’s taken and the kuo-toas satisfy her needs and
desire so in turn she defends their kingdom.
Morphus is happy to indulge their delusions most of
the time, but occasionally one decides that bowing
to a dragon is sacrilege and must be dealt with.

Despite the fact that Morphus remained content
with her holdings for so long, the other undersea
nations don’t trust the ‘mercy’ of something so ruth-
less and powerful. Many attempted to kill Aguaran
and free her legions of slaves, with locathah, sea
elves and merfolk all staging their own attacks.
None returned, and several of these attempts result-
ed in Morphus teaching the appropriate bordering
nation a “lesson in manners.” Their desperation
even led to an alliance, as several of the greatest
heroes of all three races banded together to bring
Morphus down.

(Statistics can be found in chapter 4)

APERTIS

About forty years ago, a dragon from distant deserts
attacked the greatest of the human kingdoms. Roaring
in fury about how mere humans had driven him off
(apparently with magic beyond that known else-




where), he attacked the capital mercilessly. He even-
tually fled from the nation’s heroes, but not before
kidnapping the king’s youngest daughter.

Since then, this sadistic monster has struck again
and again at outlying villages and nearby
elven outposts. It seems that he destroys
for no reason other than to strike
terror into weaker beings, and he
kidnaps beautiful women from
both human and elven com-
munities. But worse still,
Apertis chooses these
women not merely for their
bodies, but their hearts —
he always seeks out the
most courageous, or the most
kind-hearted, or the most artisti-
cally gifted. His victims are
always good of spirit and mild
of nature.

Despite this, his caution out-
weighed his greed. He nearly died
taking the princess forty years
ago, and now avoids the center
of the kingdom.

Today, the current monarchs
are terrified. Their eldest daugh-
ter has become renowned far and
wide for her noble heart, her grace and
beauty, and her gift in all things musical.
She is beloved by the people and the
champions of the realm would gladly
give their lives for her. Apertis could not
want a more perfect prize.

The royal family offers a reward of
100,000 gold pieces in treasure and
magic to the heroes who slay the mon-
strous beast. Already, the smell of sulfur
grows increasingly common in the capital,
and sudden gusts of wind arise mysteriously on
cloudy nights. Apertis’ hunger will soon override
his cowardice, and the kingdom refuses to sacrifice
another princess to his appetite.

(Statistics can be found in chapter 4)
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KAHSTYLLAN

There are some names that even heroes speak in
whispered, awe-struck tones. Some legends cross
generations and even the ages. For as long as anyone
can remember, as far back as all known records go,
one such legend is known to heroes in direst need.

That legend goes by a single name:
Kahstyllan.

Kahstyllan is a magnificent bronze great
wyrm the size of a small keep. He has
watched the humanoid races since his
youth, as the elves first coaxed magic
from the land and humans turned
sticks into spears. He saw them reach
heights of nobility previously unimag-
ined to dragonkind, and depths of deprav-
ity that could turn a red’s stomach. He
observed as they formed societies, cul-
tures, and civilizations, eventually remak-
ing the world in their image.
When evil forces began to threaten all that
their courage had built,
V% Kahstyllan knew that he had
watched for long enough. An
uncertain group of heroes gath-
ered to stop a pit fiend with an
army of undead monsters, and he
appeared to them in many guises.
Kahstyllan carefully guided them, aiding
them in their quest, albeit with knowl-
edge and hope only. Soon the fiend
revealed its blue dragon ally, and
Kahstyllan knew the time had come to act.
As the gathered heroes battled the fiend
and sent his army to its rest, he fought the
blue for a day and a night, finally driving her
@x off to the south. He admitted to the role
he had played, making a point to remind

them that the real triumphs were their own. After
giving them his name, he flew home. Though he
never saw any of them again, he remembered the
heroes and their courage with reverence.

That reverence returned manyfold. Kahstyllan's
name joined the legend with the names of those




other heroes. And when a wizard-king with the
Shadowstaff began a quest to conquer all before
him, the adventurers who opposed him sought out
Kahstyllan again. Again he aided the younger races,
evil fell and legend grew.

Today, heroes revere Kahstyllan like a god. Though
he rarely appears more than once in a century, he has
been advising heroes for so long that collections of his
advice and the tales of his own adventures fill vol-
umes. Mysterious yet approachable,
supremely draconic but surprisingly
human, Kahstyllan is a bedrock
of reliability in the eternally
uncertain world of the
adventurer.

Kahstyllan is a guide
and teacher, not some-
thing for adventurers
to kill for treasure. If

approached  with
respect, he provides
questioners with

(cryptic) advice on
nearly any subject. [f
If they threaten {4
him, he simply
teleports them away.
Anyone insane enough to
attack him tastes repulsion
gas before being spirited
away. If injured his light-
ning breath reduces the
strongest warrior to noth-
ing. It is foolhardy to engage in
military tactics with Kahstyllan.
Every civilization owes its existence to him at least
twice over.

Kahstyllan also tries to avoid providing his allies
with anything more than information, but if he
feels the necessity he can provide nearly any minor
magic item. He may cast spells on them (rarely any-
thing more than a cure spell) and otherwise provide
small advantages that he feels are appropriate.
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MARITI BRIGHTBLADE

Not all legendary dragons can challenge the
power of the gods. The fame of some spreads far and
wide due to courage, charm, luck and quick wits.
Mariti Brightblade, a heroine with a laugh as ready
as her elven identity’s blade, is one such legend.

Though she's formidable in her natural form,
she’s become quite an impressive fighter in her
elven shape as well. Gifted with mithril armor that
melds into her scales (enchanted to do so if using

the optional “armor bursting” rules), she also
wields a falchion that grows with her,
which she uses to deadly effect in elven
or draconic form. Mariti is very brave,
sometimes to the point of recklessness
even by draconic standards. She rel-
'\ ishes combat in her elven form,
R though she has no love of death and
: will allow an enemy to surrender
in nearly any circumstance.
. More than anything else,
f’i] though, Mariti loves adventure!
/ Like many, she’s become nearly
] addicted to the excitement,
the rush of victory, and
~. the grateful smiles of
those she's helped. Her
combination of courage
and enthusiasm has con-
tributed to her growing
reputation nearly as
much as her many
devastating victories.

Mariti, it turns out,
is one of the deadliest
warriors in the world. Her dra-
conic fighting abilities have been
enhanced by her martial training, and

the combination is daunting to anything short of an
elder dragon. Her minor magics don’t hurt, either,
considering that she can use a wide variety of
divine spells along with her arcane arsenal.
However, this eager young lady has accumulated
a lot of enemies in a short time, although to date her
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skill and raw power have been enough. Sooner or
later, though, one of her many powerful enemies
will catch up with her.

(Statistics can be found in chapter 4)

— FROM THE HEAVENS

The power of dragons is not checked by the
ephemeral world. Powers beyond the flesh lie at the
corners of the universe. Ancient energies, older
than thought are known only by those aged enough
to understand their value. Some dragons have
tapped this power, drawing spirits into the mortal
realm, widening their sphere of influence. Others
command respect and worship is expected, if not
demanded. Across the world, mortals worship the
most powerful and ancient of beasts hoping to
someday claim a small piece of their power.

VERITAS

Dragons are an ancient race, with perhaps the
oldest culture in the known world. Dragons sym-
bolize power, magic, and mystery, so it should not
be difficult to imagine that they do not worship as
other cultures do. Dragons hold three beings above
all others — three divinities of terrible might and
glorious beauty. Some whisper that these three are
the first of the draconic race, the embodiment of the
great beasts who worship them. Others believe that
they are merely legends of a time long past.
Whatever the truth is, let us proceed with what the
scholars and sages tell us, and then move on into
the realm of speculation and extrapolation.

DRAGON COSMOLOGY

When the world was young, before humanity and
the other mortal races existed, primordial waters
covered much the world. There were three beings of
immeasurable beauty and vast power: the
Leviathan, a powerful creature that stirred the seas
with his every movement; the Oracle, who flew the
skies with a myriad of sparkling colors radiating
from her beautiful wings; and the Behemoth, a mas-
sive creature fueled by a feral rage. It is believed

that the Leviathan spawned the aquatic dragons
and dragon kin, creating generation after genera-
tion of creatures in his constant trek through the
depths of the sea. The Oracle and the Behemoth met
at the edge of the sky, upon a great mountain that
long ago vanished from history. From their union
came the metallic and chromatic dragons, the first
generation of the dragons we know today.

Dragons, ancient and young, rarely speak of their
myths and legends to those of what they consider
the lesser races. This could explain why so little is
known about their roots and culture. As long as the
dragons believe that they are the superior race,
keeping their secrets hidden from the lesser beasts,
we may never fully learn their secrets.

THE DRAGON TRIUMVIRATE

Arym-Ahya, the Queen of the Sky, the starry Oracle,
the Mother of Dragons, is the embodiment of all that
is good among dragon-kind. She soars the skies with
unwavering endurance, her massive wings carrying
her countless miles with a single, mighty beat.

Arym-Ahya is the most forgiving of the three
deities. She wishes well for all mortals, and takes steps
to ensure that the good dragons coexist peacefully
with other races. It is her goal to eliminate the threat
evil dragons bring to this peace, and to foil Ragoth-
Rhyx's schemes of domination and terror.

All metallic dragons pay homage to Arym-Ahya, in
one way or another. All dragons hold her in high
regard, believed to be the Mother of the race. Even
chromatic dragons are forced to show begrudging
respect for her power and wisdom.

In her natural form, Arym-Ahya resembles a
mammoth, feathered serpent. Her scales glimmer in
the sunlight, reflecting bits of platinum, gold, silver,
and bronze. Her feathers form a massive rainbow of
colors — reds, greens, blues, and yellows — a daz-
zling array of the entire spectrum. Arym-Ahya's
eyes are perhaps her most spectacular features.
Their depths reflect an agglomeration of power
which gives them an iridescence of allure and supe-
riority.




Nhym-Nadaal, the King of the Sea, the Leviathan,
is the undisputed ruler of the depths. A colossal
mass of scaled flesh, he endlessly prowls the dark
waters of the Seas, lording over his territory with
immeasurable power. It is said that Nhym-Nadaal is
a force of nature — amoral as the tidal waves or
hurricanes at his command.

Nhym-Nadaal is content with his watery domain.
His worshipers come to him in search of knowledge
and wisdom, but find that their lord remains dis-
tant. Nhym-Nadaal’s designs, if he has any, remain
a mystery.

TYPICAL CLERIC OF ARYM-AHYA

Gold Dragon Female (Old): CR 20; SZ G;

HD 29d12+203; hp 391; Init +0; Spd 60 ft.,

fly 250 ft., swim 60 ft.; AC 34 (+4 size,

+28 natural); Atks Bite +39 melee (4d6+14); 2
claws +39 melee (2d8+14); 2 wings, +39 melee
(2d6+14); tail slap +39 melee (2d8+14);

Crush +39 melee (4d6+14); tail sweep +39 melee
(2d6 +14); Face/Reach 20 ft., by 40ft., by 15 ft.;
SA Fire Subtype, water breathing, polymorph self,;
SQ: Bless, damage reduction 10/+1, luck bonus,
geas/quest, detect gems; SV Fort +23, Ref +16,

Will 23; Str 39, Dex 10, Con 25, Int 24, Wis 25,
Cha 25; AL LG. Skills: Alchemy +22, Bluff +23,
Concentration +22, Diplomacy +23, Gather
Information +23, Intimidate +23, Intuit Direction
+23, Knowledge (arcana) +23, Knowledge (drag-
onkind) +23, Knowledge (history) +23, Listen +23,
Scry +23, Search +23, Sense Motive +23, Spellcraft
+23, Spot +23, Wilderness Lore +23. Feats: Dodge,
Mobility. Sorcerer Spells (6/7/7/7/7/4):

0 level: arcane mark, dancing lights, daze, detect
magic, disrupt undead, ghost sound, light, mage hand,
read magic; 1st level: charm person, jump, magic mis-
sile, shield, silent image; 2nd level: alter self, blind-
ness/deafness, melf’s acid arrow, mirror image, see invis-
ibility; 3rd level: dispel magic, fly, haste, water breath-
ing; 4th level: charm monster, illusory wall, poly-
morph self; 5th level: cloudkill, teleport. Cleric Spells:
6/6+1/5+1/4+1/4+1/3+1.
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Ragoth-Rhyx, the Behemoth, the Mad Prophet,
the Father of Dragons is the embodiment of the
dark, bestial nature of dragons — feral cunning,
potent strength, and iniquitous rage. He lies within
the belly of the earth, a hateful, mad creature bent
on destruction. From his mouth spew dark tidings,
whispered truths best left unheard.

Ragoth-Rhyx has a dark soul. In his mad, seem-
ingly mindless rages, he threatens his followers and
enemies alike. He is a true beast whose taste for
destruction in unparalleled. The dragon priests who
do his bidding seem infected by at least a hint of his
insanity. Those who devote their lives to him
become increasingly mad over their years of service,
and ultimately lose their minds. If Ragoth-Rhyx has
a grand scheme, even he does not know it fully.

Scholars believe that while these three deities
have interests in many domains, they are aloof and
seldom interact with divine beings of other pan-
theons. The dragon gods take interest in, and to
some extent govern, the lives and realms of their
followers. They seem content to allow the human
pantheon to deal with humanity, the elven pan-
theon to deal with the elves, and so on. Dragons are
a solitary race and this is reflected in the divinities
they worship. The dragon triumvirate rarely inter-
relates as each has its own agenda, one shared only
with their most devout followers.

DRACONIC PRIESTS

Dragon priests usually worship one of the mem-
bers of the Triumvirate; rare exceptions worship
other sources of divine power. Dragon clerics and
priests are few, and usually unrecognized as such.
They usually are not members of an officially
ordained order or structured religion; there is no
formal hierarchy or structure for worshiping the
Triumvirate. They wear no elaborate holy symbols
or badges of office; they simply channel their divin-
ity's will through their prayers, each practicing
their faith in a highly individualized and personal

manner.
For example, the chromatic dragons show respect
for the Behemoth with great displays of strength
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and viciousness. Metallic dragons often seek insight
from the Oracle with offerings of wealth and beau-
ty. The spawn simply live their lives as they believe
the Leviathan would, offering little in way of trib-
ute or praise. Dragon priests live their lives howev-
er they wish, as long as they uphold the ideals of
their chosen divinity.

All of the deities require some sort of service from
their spiritual servants, even the Triumvirate.
Whether it is providing wisdom, settling disputes,
or simply providing a cultural example for others to
follow, deities expect something from their most
trusted followers for granting them their powers.

When creating a Dragon Priest for your cam-
paign, you must first choose a deity (presumably
Arym-Ahya, Nhym-Nadaal, or Ragoth-Rhyx), and
an alignment (usually mirroring your choice of
deity). Once you have done this, select two from the
following list of domains.

Arym-Ahya’s Domains: Air, Good, Healing,
Law, Protection, and Sun.

Duties of the Priesthood: Clerics are a central
and vitally important part of any society, even drag-
on society. Although these great beasts are solitary,
the clerics of Arym-Ahya are the closest thing to
spiritual leaders they have. Arym-Ahya's priests are
expected to uphold the tenants of Good and lead by
example. They are prime examples of the virtues
and strengths of dragonkind. These priests tend to
mediate disputes among their people, and pro-
nounce judgment in many cases.

Nhym-Nadaal’s Domains: Animal, Chaos,

Magic, Strength, Water, and Travel.

Duties of the Priesthood: Nhym-Nadaal's
priests are rare. No two are alike, nor are their
duties. They tend to be utterly unpredictable,
spreading the word of their faith as they travel the
seas like nomads. When including one of these cler-
ics in a campaign, detail the beliefs of the individ-
ual cleric and assign his duties in support of those
beliefs. Nhym-Nadaal is the most lenient (or uncar-
ing) of the Triumvirate.

Ragoth-Rhyx’s Domains: Death, Destruction,
Evil, Fire, Trickery, and War.

Duties of the Priesthood: Ragoth-Rhyx’s
priests revel in their dark ways. They live for the
chance to sow the seeds of war and destruction,
meting out death simply because it is within their
power to do so. These clerics can be counted among
the most violent of dragonkind. They lead harsh,
unforgiving lives, usually burning out long before
their prime.

TYPICAL CLERIC OF NHYM-NADAAL

Dfrapn Turtle Male: CR 13; SZ H (aquatic);

HD 12d12+60; hp 138; Init +0; Spd 20 ft.,
~swim 30 ft.; AC 20 (-2 size, +12 natural);

Atks Bite +18 melee (4d6+8 damage),

2 claws +13 melee (2d8+4 damage);

SA Breath Weapon, snatch, capsize; SQ: Scent,

fire immunity; SV Fort +13, Ref 48, Will +9; Str 27,
Dex 10, Con 21 Int 12, Wis 20 Cha 12 AL N. Skills:

Ltsten + 8 Search +6; Spot +18. Feats: A}ertness,
B%md»ﬁght, Cleave, Power Attack. Cleric Spells
6/6+1/5+1/4+1/4+1/3+1. --




DRAGONS AND SPELL DOMAINS

It has been noted that many of the most powerful
dragons are but one step short of the gods.

That one step could be hurdled with one addi-
tional element — worship.

In many fantasy worlds (including virtually all
such worlds played using the d20 Systen™), gods can
grant their worshippers power. While the cleric
class covers this basic ground, 3rd Edition now uses
one primary method to distinguish between clerics

TYPICAL CLERIC OF RAGOTH-RHYX

Red Dragon Male (Old): CR 20; SZ G;

HD 28d12+196; hp 378; Init +0; Spd 40 ft.,

fly 200 ft.; AC 33 (+4 size, +27 natural);

Atks Bite +36 melee (4d6+10), 2 claws +36 melee
(2d8+10), 2 wings +36 melee (2d6+10), tail slap
+36 melee (2d8+10), crush +36 melee (4d6+10),
tail sweep +36 melee (2d6 +10 damage);
Face/Reach 20 ft., by 40 ft., by 15 ft.; SA Fire
Subtype, locate object, suggestion; SQ Damage
Reduction 10/+1; SV Fort +23, Ref +16, Will + 21;
Str 31, Dex 10, Con 23, Int 18, Wis 19, Cha 18;

AL CE. Skills: Alchemy +20, Bluff +18,
Concentration +21, Diplomacy +23,

Gather Information 423, Intimidate +23,

Intuit Direction +21, Knowledge (arcana) +20,
Knowledge (dragonkind) +23, Knowledge (history)
+20, Listen +23, Scry +21, Search +23,

Sense Motive +23, Spellcraft +23, Spot +23,
Wilderness Lore +23; Feats: Dodge, Mobility;
Sorcerer Spells (6/7/7/7/7/4): O level: dancing
lights, detect magic, ghost sound, light, mage hand,
mending, prestidigitation, ray of frost, read magic,

1st level: change self, charm person, color spray, mage
armor, summon monster I; 2nd level: arcane lock, levi-
tate, mirror image, see invisibility, web; 3rd level: fly,
haste, invisibility sphere, protection from elements;

4th level: dimension door; lesser geas, polymorph other,
polymorph self, 5th level: cone of cold, dominate
person, permanency; 6th level: antimagic field,

flesh to stone. Cleric Spells:
6+1/5+1/4+1/4+1/3+1.
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of different gods — spell domains. There's every
reason that dragon gods should be able to grant
these powers, since the majority of spellcasting
dragons can also cast divine spells, and all such
dragons have access to domains appropriate to their
alignment, element and natural tendencies.

The most obvious method for designing a mythos
and determining spell domains for a dragon that
has reached godhood is to decide which type of
dragon it was before ascension. In the case of black,
green or white dragons, use the dragon’s alignment
and powers as a basis. For example, if Glaciarum
Magnus (see the Legendary Dragons section) were to
reach divinity, his clerics might have access to
Chaos, Evil, Knowledge and Water domains.

If a desired domain doesn't exist, it's possible to
create one. Designing a spell domain requires some
care, but the spell levels are an inherently balanced.
The granted power shouldn’t be more beneficial
than other domain types. Returning to our example,
Glaciarum’s powers are better suited to ice than
water, so his clerics can cast spells from the new Ice
domain.

Ice Domain

Sample Deity: Glaciarum Magnus

Granted Powers: Immunity to natural cold.
+2 to all saves against magical cold and ice effects,
and the supernatural ability of evasion against
those same effects.

Ice Domain Spells

Ray of Frost.

Endure Elements. Endure cold or fire only.
Resist Elements. Resist cold or fire only.
Wall of Ice.

Ice Storm.

Cone of Cold.

Otiluke’s Freezing Sphere.

Finger of Death.

Summon Monster IX. Summons a mature
adult white dragon.

W o100 = W -

There's also the possibility of truly primal dra-
conic gods, celestial creators who formed the cos-




mos from their divine breath and so on. These celes-
tial dragons would have vast, cosmic domains.

—  DRAGONCUITS

Given the power and majesty of these magnifi-
cent beings, it is easy to understand why humanity
and many other mortal races have come to worship
them. Dragon cults usually develop around particu-
larly powerful beasts that have settled in a particu-
lar region. Chromatic dragons attract orcs, goblins,
kobolds, and other dark-natured races. Metallic
dragons attract more kindly races like humans,
elves, and dwarves. The spawn of the Leviathan
attracts widely varied creatures, almost exclusively
of an aquatic nature. These cults tend to be as
diverse and individual as the magnificent beings
they center on.

When making a Dragon Cult for your campaign,
begin by choosing or creating a legendary dragon, a
creature so powerful he lacks only the belief of a
single mortal to elevate him to demigod status.
Several options are described in the Legendary
Dragons section of this book and in the
following Dragon Cult.

Next choose the being's first wor-
shiper, most likely a loyal servant. In
many cases this servant becomes the
high priest of his newfound deity,
and spreads the word, recruiting
more followers wherever he goes.

Once these elements are described,
select a setting for the lair or temple,
the number of current followers,
alignment of worshipers, and the
domains of the new divinity. Make
new domains if necessary or draw from
any published in Evil or elsewhere. Put
these items together with an interesting
history and you have created a functional
cult like the one found in the following exam-

ple.
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THE OBSIDIAN BROTHERHOOD

The following section details a dragon cult cen-
tered on an ancient black dragon. It can be adapted
easily to most any fantasy setting.

History

Thousands of years ago, a battle raged over the
peaks of the Jorru Mountains. Fehl-Ikkan, the
Obsidian Death, challenged Saryn-Serrus, an
ancient Silver dragon whose domain lay just beyond
the boundary of his own. It was a fierce battle, one
that took a heavy toll from the two legendary com-
batants. In the end Saryn-Serrus, wounded near to
death, shattered one of Fehl-Ikkan's wings. The
Obsidian Death plummeted to the ground and was
buried deep within the Jorru Mountains. So strong
was the force of impact, part of the range collapsed
and covered the crash site with an avalanche of
stone. The body of Fehl-Tkkan was lost.

Many years passed, and Fehl-lIkkan's followers
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VOGUL ARGOS, THE VOICE
OF THE DRAGON

Male Human Ftr7/Clr11: CR 18; Size M
(humanoid); HD 7d10+14 + 11d8+22; hp 115;
Init +4 (Dex); Spd 30 ft.; AC 14 (+4 Dex); Atks
+19/4+14/49 melee, or +19/+14/49 ranged; SV
Fort +14, Ref +9, Will +14; Str 18, Dex 18, Con 15,
Int 14, Wis 20, Cha 14; AL CE. Skills: Alchemy +3,
Appraise +3, Climb +13, Concentration +14, Craft
+14, Handle animal +11, Hide +4, Innuendo +7,
Intuit direction +12, Jump +14, Knowledge (nature)
+3, Knowledge (religion) +9, Listen +7,
Move Silently +4, Open Lock +7, Profession +17,
Scry +16, Sense Motive +6, Spot +7. Feats:
Alertness, Combat Reflexes, Enlarge Spell, Expertise,
Extend Spell, Extra Turning, Point Blank Shot, Power
Attack, Skill Focus (intuit direction), Weapon Finesse
(lance, light), Weapon Focus (longsword), Weapon
Focus (warhammer). Spells: 6/741/5+1/5+1/4+1/
341/141.

lost heart, one by one. Eventually, only one
remained, a dark-souled blackguard named Vogul
Argos. Vogul remained loyal and searched for a way
to find his master. He eventually found it, deep
within the underearth. Following a long-forgotten
underground highway, Vogul discovered that his
master had fallen upon an ancient ruin.

Vogul underwent the pilgrimage alone, answer-
ing the silent call of his master. He battled his way
through the underearth and the ancient ruin, until
he discovered his master’s presence. Buried beneath
a mountain of stone, the Obsidian Death lived. At
the back of a large cavern was the exposed eye of the
great beast and in another, its massive chest, and yet
another a wicked claw. Over the years, while in a
deep torpor, the great beast remained trapped
beneath the Jorru Mountains.

With his religious fervor renewed, Vogul went
in search of others to share in the pilgrimage.
He single-handedly resurrected the Obsidian
Brotherhood, swelling the cults numbers with
outcasts from other underearth societies. His belief
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and charisma were intense; he was able to recruit a
sizable group. Once gathered, they returned to the
ruin to witness the Sleeping God and begin rebuild-
ing.

Today, the ruins have been restored and fortified.
The Brotherhood expanded in size and branched
out. They take a strong lead in the local underearth
politics and extending their influence daily.

Hierarchy

The Obsidian Brotherhood is tripartite, with
guards and warriors in the lowest level, spies and
diplomats in the middle, and priests and black-
guards in the uppermost level. These levels are an
indication of status rather than social class, and are
not a direct indication of rank. For example, a high-
ranking diplomat has more influence and political
power than a newly initiated priest, despite belong-
ing to the second tier.

The Voice of the Dragon leads the Brotherhood in
all things. Vogul currently holds this title and
speaks with his master’s voice. The two have devel-
oped a telepathic rapport, similar to that of a wizard
and his familiar. Through this link, the two are
always in contact.

The Voice of the Dragon directly controls one of
the three branches of the cult. All of the black-
guards and priests report directly to the Voice. They
are charged with protecting their master and pro-
viding the cult with spiritual guidance.

Daius Rou, a renegade drow wizard and the first
supplicant recruited by Vogul, leads The Eyes of the
Dragon. This branch is dedicated to information and
misinformation; its members are spies, thieves,
scouts, and diplomats.

The Eyes of the Dragon provide the temple with
information about neighboring politics and activi-
ties. They rarely act directly or reveal their affilia-
tion to the Brotherhood; instead they relay infor-
mation back to the Voice and misdirect any investi-
gations or queries about the cult.

The Blood of the Dragon is comprised of fighting men
and women of all sorts, warriors, former mercenaries,
and soldiers. This branch is controlled by Kellus, a




brutal Minotaur warrior, and makes up the standing
army of the order. It is patrols the perimeter of their
stronghold and assaults any targeted domains.

The Ruins of Terre Dour and environs

The Hithermane Empire was buried in a cata-
clysm event thousands of years ago, but pieces of its
civilization remain. Deep beneath the Jorrus
Mountains lie the remains of Terre Dour, a long-for-
gotten Hithermane stronghold. Today, it is the
home of the Obsidian Brotherhood, and the temple
of their faith.

Once a bustling city, Terre Dour now serves a sin-
gle function, to protect the Sleeping God. Most of
the city remains unused. Only the few blocks sur-
rounding the Temple proper have been returned to
working order. The temple guards heavily patrol
these areas, for the ruin is home to any number of
dark creatures and subterranean beasts. Further,
they are aware that the drow have taken notice of
their activities, after interrogating several captured
drow scouts. The guards are openly hostile to any-
one who does not belong to the cult, and are alert
for any signs of attack against their people.

The surrounding area is comprised of hundreds of
natural caves, caverns, and passages. Some passages
extend away for miles. An ancient highway controls
the primary access to the Temple area; this wide
cavern is heavily fortified, especially near the
palace. Temple guards patrol the surrounding areas
in search of enemies, and in order to protect work-
ers who are excavating more and more of the city
each day. The high priest has ordered workers to
continue searching for new paths to the dragon's
resting form. No new sites have been found as of
yet, but the high priest remains hopeful, so the
work continues.

While the workers have been unsuccessful in
finding new paths to their master, they have uncov-
ered several treasure deposits; presumably ancient
reserves left from the time of the Hithermane
Empire. These reserves have proved invaluable to
the growth of the cult, allowing the Brotherhood to
establish a foothold in the underearth markets.
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DAIUS ROU, THE EYES OF THE DRAGON

Male Drow Wiz12: CR 13; Size M (humanoid);

HD 12d4+36; hp 65; Init +2 (Dex); Spd 30 ft.;

AC 12 (+2 Dex); Atks +8/+3 melee, or +8/+3
ranged; SV Fort +7, Ref +6, Will +11; Str 14,

Dex 14, Con 17 Int 22, Wis 17, Cha 10; AL CE.
Skills: Balance +6, Craft +20, Forgery +7, Hide +2,
Intimidate +4, Knowledge +16, Knowledge (arcana)
+20, Listen +5, Move Silently +2, Open lock +7,
Perform +6, Profession +15, Scry +7, Search +14,
Sense Motive +4, Spot +11. Feats: Brew Potion,
Heighten Spell, Scribe Scroll, Silent Spell, Spell
Mastery (invisibility, mirror image, ghoul touch), Spell
Penetration, Still Spell. Spells: (4/6/6/5/4/4/3):
0 level: arcane mark, dancing lights, daze, detect
magic, detect poison, disrupt undead, flare, ghost
sound, light, mage hand, mending, open/close,
prestidigitation, ray of frost, read magic, resistance;
1st level: charm person, chill touch, feather fall,
identify, mage armor, magic missile, tenser’s floating
disk; 2nd level: alter self, blindness/deafness, bull’s
strength, flaming sphere, ghoul touch, hypnotic pattern,
invisibility, knock, mirror image, summon monster I,
tasha’s hideous laughter; 3rd level: fireball, lightning
bolt, sepia snake sigil, slow, summon monster llI;

4th level: charm monster;, dimension door; fire shield,
fire trap, scrying, summon monster IV; 5th level: cone
of cold, greater shadow conjuration, hold monster, per-
manency, teleport; 6th level: analyze dweomer, chain
lightning, disintegrate, eyebite, programmed image.

Vogul believes that they have uncovered only a small
portion of the treasure buried in the ruins, but he
keeps this fact secret from all but his most trusted
advisors. One of the excavations uncovered several
artifacts from the Hithermane royal dynasty, which
leads Vogul to believe that the royal treasury is yet to
be uncovered.

The Temple has been built within an old palace.
Many of the rooms retain their lofty ceilings and mar-
ble pillars. It is within one of these halls that the mas-
sive chest of the dragon lies exposed, and also where
the Obsidian Altar is kept. It is upon this altar that
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KELLUS, THE BLOOD OF THE DRAGON

Male Minotaur Bbn6/Ftr6: CR 16; Size L;

HD 6d8+36 + 6d12+36 + 6d10+36; hp 200;

Init +1 (Dex); Spd 40 ft.; AC 15 (+1 Dex, +4
Chainshirt); Atks Battleaxe +26/+21/416/+11
melee (1d8+9), or +18/+13/+8/+3 ranged; SA
Rage 2/day, fast movement, uncanny dodge (can’t
be flanked); SV Fort +18, Ref +10, Will +12; Str 28,
Dex 12, Con 22, Int 10, Wis 16, Cha 16; AL CE.
Skills: Craft +9, Handle animal +11, Hide -3,
Intimidate +9, Intuit direction +11, Jump +13,
Listen +11, Move silently +1, Open lock +5,

Search +8, Spot +11, Swim +17, Wilderness Lore
+11. Feats: Blind-fight, Cleave, Endurance, Improved
Critical (greataxe), Improved Critical (quarterstaff),
Improved Critical (dagger), Improved Critical (flail,
heavy), Power Attack, Toughness, Two-weapon fight-
ing.

initiates fully join the cult, with a bizarre offering rit-
ual and a sacrifice to the Sleeping God. 2d6 temple
guards and 2d4 clerics protect this area at all times.

The Voice of the Dragon, Vogul Argos, maintains
his personal quarters in a spacious hall. In the back of
the room, where the ceiling has collapsed, a small tun-
nel winds its way up to Fehl-Tkkan's exposed eye. The
priest's daily meditation involves communing with
his deity, by sitting beside the exposed eye and chant-
ing in ritual prayer. It is here that he is granted his
spells, and given visions of the Sleeping God's goals
and plans. 1d4 temple guards and 1d4 clerics protect
this area at all times, and only invited guests ever get
to visit this holy place.

The final exposed portion of Fehl-Tkkan lies just
outside the palace wall. One of the creature’s hind
claws has pierced the ceiling crust, appearing to the
uninitiated eye as a massive stalactite hanging down
from the roof. This is considered a holy place, one that
is used by clerics for reflection and meditation. This
place is a site of pilgrimage for new initiates and full
brothers alike. Guards and clerics protect this area at
all times, and acolytes and other clerics are usually in

prayer.

While not ouright warlike or aggressive, the
Obsidian Brotherhood does have a reputation for
dishing out swift, harsh punishment to their ene-
mies. They maintain a primarily defensive posture
in underearth politics, but are currently focusing
their attention on expanding their borders beyond
the walls of Terre Dour. The cult has made several
key alliances that will allow it to extend its sphere
of influence well into neighboring territories.

One such territory is the Deep Gnome settlement
of Glitterhome. This settlement houses over 5,000
gnomes, and has been their ancestral home for gen-
erations. The cult wants access to the gnome mines
and their wealth of precious gemstones.

Another nearby territory belongs to the dark
elves. This openly hostile nation has dominated the
region for many centuries; they have systematically
removed all potential threats to their dominance
over the last century. While the cult is small, it does
not represent a threat to the dark elf city. If the
cultist population continues to grow as it has in the
last few years, however, it could pose a significant
threat in the foreseeable future. The drow have
started to watch the cultists closely, perhaps consid-
ering the best time to declare all out war.

Adventure Seeds

There are many methods for introducing PCs to
the Obsidian Brotherhood. A single cult member
dropped into a storyline or an adventuring party
discovering the ruins of Terre Dour while traveling
the underearth.

* An old friend of the PCs visits them unexpect-
edly one day. He nervously watches over his
shoulder, out the window, etc. When asked
about it, he replies that he woke the sleeping
god. The next morning they discover their man
in his room, murdered by one of the Obsidian
Brotherhood assassins.

* The PCs learn their oldest enemy has come out
of hiding allied to a mysterious dragon cult.




The PCs discover an ancient shrine dedicated to
Saryn-Serrus, an ancient silver dragon whose
sworn enemy is rumored to be living in an
underground temple, hoarding a vast treasury.

The PCs are approach by a wizened old sage.
He believes he has discovered the location of
an ancient ruin, one that has been lost for over
a thousand years — Terre Dour.

One of the PCs is kidnapped and held for ran-
som. The Obsidian Brotherhood has mistaken
him for an enemy operative, and is using him
to gain the upper hand on their competition.
The PCs must rescue their friend before the
cultists realize they have the wrong person.

One of the PCs has been cursed or geased by
a powerful spellcaster and ordered to find the
headquarters of a new rival, a member of the
Obsidian Brotherhood. The Player characters
must track the cultists back to Terre Dour and
then reveal the location to the mage.

The PCs find an ancient map that depicts an
underground highway and an ancient treasure
trove. They mistakenly follow the highway that
leads to Terre Dour, and must deal with what

they find there.

The PCs become entranced by a mysterious
public speaker using mind-altering magic to
gain more followers for Fehl-Ikkan. The PCs
must discover the ruse and break out of her
spell before completing their initiation
ritual and become permanent members of
the cult.

One of the PCs meets a fascinating woman
who becomes inexplicably involved in his life
and then vanishes suddenly. As he investigates
her disappearance he discovers that she became
involved with a mysterious underworld cult —
The Obsidian Brotherhood.
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The PCs discover an ancient Hithermane
artifact that teleports them deep into the ruins
of Terre Dour. Not only must they escape the
notice of the cult, but they also have to survive
the traps and pitfalls left behind by the
Hithermanen.

TERRE DOUR (TEMPLE)
Alignment: CE
1,500 gp limit
Population: 500.
Authority Figure: The Voice of the Dragon,
Vogul Argos.
Important Characters: The Eyes of the Dragon,
Daius Rou and The Blood of the Dragon, Kellus.
Others: Brothers, Cir6 (148), Acolytes, Clr2
(x 200); Temple Guards, War8 (x 2), War6 (x 50),
War4 (x 100).

Philosophy: Fehl-lkkan is obsessed with
wealth, power, and control, sentiments he chan-
nels through Vogul and the entire brotherhood.
The cultists are expected to dominate their sur-
roundings — through subterfuge, cunning, or
direct physical confrontation — until there is no
longer any resistance. Within his megalomania-
cal mind, Fehl-Tkkan wants nothing less than
world domination.

Goals: The Obsidian Brotherhood is taking
steps to control the underearth and from there
launch a campaign against the lands above. They
are not content taking the outcasts and refugees
of other societies. Fehl-Tkkan wishes to supplant
any other faith with his own and become the
only true divinity.

On a smaller scale, Fehl-Ikkan ordered the
cultists to discover the whereabouts of his
archenemy, Saryn-Serrus. His orders are to find
the legendary silver dragon, destroy him, and
return with the treasure from the creature’s lair.
Vogul Argos has dedicated his time to this, hop-
ing to impress his master and gain even more
favor.




WHAT LIES BEYOND

SECTION TWO:

TO TOUCH THE SKY

Dragon hunting requires a specialized set of
abilities. Dragons are, after all, some of the most
powerful foes adventurers face. Few creatures
match a dragon not only in terms of power but also
in the flexibility and range of abilities that a dragon
possesses. To deal with a dragon, an adventurer
must push his skills and abilities to their limit.

This section details new uses for some of the core
d20 skills. Most of these rules are designed to show
you how a skill can be best put to use against a
dragon, but a few simply increase the range of
options and utility offered by skills.

ALCHEMY (INT; TRAINED ONLY)

Normal Use: You can concoct powerful
substances by combining strange, often magical,
ingredients into carefully prepared mixtures. You
have a strong knowledge of various exotic
substances and have the training and tools
necessary to learn the properties of those with
which you are unfamiliar.

New Use: Organ harvesting. Your knowledge of
alchemy covers not only the properties and uses of
various magical substances, plants, and animals, but
also how to properly gather and prepare them. You
may make an Alchemy check (DC 20) to remove
useful glands, organs, and other substances from the
corpse of a magical creature. If you later attempt to
create an alchemical or magical item incorporating
the parts you gathered, you may deduct 10% from
the gp cost to make the item. You may also sell the
ingredients you collect at a price set by the GM.

For more uses of Alchemy, see the Dragon Alchemy
section on page 49.

BLUFF (CHA)

Normal Use: You have a gift for making the
unlikely or even unbelievable sound perfectly
plausible. Rational explanations for suspicious
actions come to your mind quickly, and you have
the oratory skills necessary to deliver your excuse in
a calm manner that avoids arousing suspicion.

New Use: Flattery. You not only know how to
make yourself look good in sensitive situations, but
you also have the ability to make others feel good
about themselves and about you. You may use Bluff
to heap praise and compliments on someone,
winning their trust and earning a temporary place
in their good graces. You may use flattery to
temporarily improve a person’s reaction to you as
per the Diplomacy skill. However, flattery only
works in small doses and for short amounts of time.
After 1d6 minutes, the target of your false praise
reverts to his original attitude towards you, unless
you successfully sway him with a Diplomacy check.

CLIMB (STR; ARMOR CHECK PENALTY)

Normal Use: You can scale cliffs, navigate steep
mountain slopes, and scramble up a length of rope.
With the proper tools and enough time, there aren't
many obstacles that you can't overcome.

New Use: Swarm huge monster. Walls, ropes, and
cliffs aren't the only things you can scale. When
facing a monster that is two size categories or more
larger than you, you can find purchase on the
creature and scramble up its side for a better shot at
it. Using the Climb skill in this manner counts as a
full-round action. Your Climb check is opposed by
the monster's strength check as it tries to buck you
off. To remain on top of the creature, you must win




an opposed Balance versus Strength check each
round. If you fail, you tumble from the creature on
its action, taking 1d6 points of damage and losing
your action for that round. While atop the creature,
all of your attacks against it count as if you caught
the creature flat-footed.

CRAFT (INT)

Normal Use: You are skilled
in a particular trade or art, such
as blacksmithing, candlemaking,
fletchery, or weaving. You have
enough training to make a fair
to prosperous living off your
skill, and often during your
adventuring career you find
yourself using your mundane
skills to work your way out of
a dangerous or precarious
situation.

New Use: Dragonsmithing,
Dragons are such legendary
and potent threats, and their
corpses are so large and often
composed of so many pieces
valuable to wizards and
alchemists, that an entire
trade has grown around the
disposal, preservation, and
sale of dragon parts.
Dragonsmithing is the art of
preserving dragon body parts,
refining organs and tanning hides for
future use in alchemical and magical
research. Using this form of Craft, a character
can use any craft skill if it revolves around crafting
items from a dragon's corpse. A character with 5 or
more ranks of Craft (dragonsmithing) gains a +2
synergy bonus when using any other Craft skill to
work with materials gathered from a dragon. A
character with 5 or more ranks in a Craft skill
relevant to what he attempts to do with
Dragonsmithing gains a +2 synergy bonus on his
Craft (dragonsmithing) check.

TO TOUCH THE SKY

DECIPHER SCRIPT (INT; TRAINED ONLY:
BARD, ROGUE ONLY)

Normal Use: You can break codes, translate
ancient writings and forgotten runes, and puzzle
out the meaning of a letter written in language of
which you have no knowledge.

New Use: Create cipher. You can create codes and
simple methods for encrypting written

messages. You must be able to speak
the language that you wish to
encrypt. You can create a
simple system to decode the

message with which anyone
literate in the encoded
language can use to
translate the missive.
Anyone  with  the
Decipher Script skill can
attempt to crack the
code. The DC to do this
is equal to the result of
your Decipher Script
check when creating
the code.

DIPLOMACY
(CHA)

Normal Use: You
J have the tact and
' charm necessary to

’ win the trust of

others. You also are
trained in various forms
of protocol and know all sorts
of trivia that can be extremely
important in certain social situations. You've
learned the proper way to address the duke, the
correct mode of dress for a reception dinner with
the local constable, and which fork to use when
eating the salad and which one to save for the main
course.
New Use: Draconic protocol. Your knowledge of
etiquette does not end with your native species. You
have learned the basic modes of conduct and




address that dragons express from what they view
as the lesser species. You know how to present
yourself to a dragon and what it expects from you in
terms of social obligations.

JUMP (STR; ARMOR CHECK PENALTY)

Normal Use: Through exercise and training,
you've managed to increase the distance and height
that you can leap through the air. This skill covers
not only raw strength, but the balance, flexibility,
and agility necessary to make lengthy jumps.

New Use: Leap into the saddle. With a successful
jump check, you can leap onto the back of a
quadrupedal creature and maintain this position.
Your Jump check must allow you to leap high
enough to clear the creature. Each round, if the
creature attempts to throw you from its back you
must beat its Strength check with your Balance
check. While on the creature’s back, all attacks you
make against it count as if you caught the creature
flat footed.

PICK POCKET (DEX; TRAINED ONLY;
ARMOR CHECK PENALTY)

Normal Use: You can steal items from others’
belt pouches or pockets and hide them on yourself
with drawing notice. You can also palm objects that
are left out in the open without others’ taking note
of your action.

New Use: Plant object. Just as you can secretly
lift an object from someone’s person, you can also
drop a small item no larger than a your hand and
weighing no more than a 5 pounds. On a successful
check, your victim is completely unaware that he
now carries the item that you have placed on him.
On a failed check, he notices the item and realizes
that you tried to place it in his pocket.

SEARCH (INT)

Normal Use: This skill allows you to find secret
doors, hidden treasure caches, and trick
compartments. You know the telltale signs of a
hollow space, and have some experience with the
typical construction used in creating hidden
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features. You have developed your eye for detail and
are good at picking out slight irregularities in walls
and other structures that often indicate a hidden
catch or door.

New Use: Stash item. Search allows you not only
to find hidden items, but it gives you the ability to
secret your own possessions out of plain sight.
When you attempt to hide an item, make a Search
check. The result of the skill check is the DC of the
Search check needed to find the item.

SPEAK LANGUAGE (NONE; TRAINED ONLY)

Normal Use: You are fluent in a language, and
unless you are a barbarian you can read and write.

New Use: Speak dialect. You have a working
knowledge of the particular usage and slang of a
language common in a specific region or time
period. In order to gain this knowledge, you must be
able to speak the base language from which the
dialect is derived and you must spend 1 skill point.

NEW FEATS

ANIMAL FRIEND [GENERAL]

You quickly form an empathic relationship with
unintelligent animals, relying on your natural
talent and charisma to form tight bonds with them.
In particular, you are extremely adept at handling
and training newborn creatures of all types, from
dogs to dragons.

Prerequisite: Cha 13+

Benefit: You gain a +2 competence bonus to
Animal Empathy and Handle Animal checks.

AREA OF EXPERTISE [GENERAL]

You have done tremendous amou