


STR HP AC MOVE LIGHT

strength hit points armor class movement rate encumberance
DEX INIT TOUCH AGE MED
dexterity initiative armor class young adult encumberance
CON.,, EX, 0  CHATFOOTED  HEIGHT  HEAVY
INT FORT CMB WEIGHT LIFT
intelligence fortitude combat maneuver thin for race overhead
WIS REF CMD GEAR - LIFT
wisdom reflex maneuver defense carried weight off the ground
CHA WILL CONC TOTAL DRAG
charisma willpower concentration if carried push or drag
SKILLS hive |
dex 2
appraise int 4
cha 0
climb str =]
int 1|3 | 4
diplomacy cha 0
dex 2
fly dex 1 3 2
int 1 3 4 2
intimidate cha 1 3 0
wis 1 2
spellcraft dex 1 3 4
wis 2
stealth dex 2
cha 1 3 0

FEATS & FEATURES




USKWOOD, NIDAL

Pale moonlight filtered weakly through the canopy of
trees overhead as Nikita Vicci ran as fast as her six
year-old legs could carry her. Behind her, the hollow
sound of the mastiff's baying carried on the wind,
warning all their fellow Uskwood beasts that they
were on the hunt.

Darting around the black silhouette of an immense
tree, the young girl tripped over looping roots before
tumbling down into a steep ravine. Up in a flash, her
flight continues without interuption, her reflexes
honed throughout her short lifetime here in Nidal.

Scrambling up an embankment, a quick glance to her
rear showed the glowing blue eyes of her pursuers,

pacing her. Two of the shadow mastiffs, easily the size
of a large man, ran along the top of the ridge to either
side, while another chased her within the ravine itself.

A quick burst of speed carried her up one wall, barely
in front of the slavering jaws of the hound. Dodging
around another tree, she slammed head first into a
wall of black leather and spikes. Staring up into the
eyes of a nightmare, Nikita felt the blood trickling
down from her newest wounds as consciousness fled.

She’baat Vincere’ waited for her hounds, measuring
up the diminuitive form of the girl at her feet. Despite
the young girl’s frantic nightmares, She’baat had no
intention of killing the Scarzni child, nor of even
torturing her. No, tonight’s hunt was all business and
once completed, the hunt for pleasure could begin.

Her beasts came slinking up, two standing proud, the
third in the back, its tail between its legs. Her chain
whip lashes out, scoring the beast along it's flank. “No
biting you fool! Don’t harm the merchandise!”

She'baat turned as servants ran up to collect the child.
Leaning back in her carriage on the return trip to
Pangolais, she cursed the need to turn over her latest
charge. The urge to torment the young girl, to scar her
both physically and mentally, welled up like a tide
from the dark recesses of her heart.

Abandoning the carriage before the House of Pain on
the outskirts of the city, She'baat ordered the girl be
turned over by the servants. The urge, the need, to
hurt the girl was almost overwhelming but release
was just a few steps away. Opening the mammoth
doors, screams rose to greet her, sounding like a
symphony of pain to her exhausted ears.

PLANE OF SHADOW

The kyton sacristan returned from the Kuthite temple, his
latest aquisition, a silent human girl, at his heels. Exhaust-
ed, the child tripped every few steps, each fall eliciting a
whimper as the chain’s barbs dug into her neck. After
each fall she would rise and attempt to walk more
carefully, more slowly. Each time, he would give the chain
a small tug, generating another whimper, and usually
another fall.

The jealous sacristan cursed his luck that he would need
satisfy himself with these minor tortures. The child was
destined for Lord Sugroz, the Voice in Screams, for his
own private experiments. Unlike She'baat Vincere’
however, the sacristan understood that denying the need
to cause the child pain was itself a form of pain, for him.
As the mortal She’baat was also beginning to learn,
whether his own or the girl’s, pain was pain, and could be
enjoyed either way.




Nikita Vicci




BRANDERSCAR
PRISON

“Nikita Vicci, we, the Mitral Council of
Talingarde, find you guilty of the crime of
Blasphemy!

No mitigation can possibly exist, no
circumstance or excuse, that forgives one of
your nature. Your very existence is a sin
against the god Mitra.

Your trial for the crimes of Extortion,
Bribery, Arson and Attempted Murder are
hereby invalidated as these lesser crimes do
not justify your breathing our fair air for
even one mote day.

You are to be taken forthwith to the Prison
of Branderscar where you will be kept for
the absolute briefest period of time before
you are to be scourged, your skin flayed,
your wounds sown with salt and then
burned at the stake.

It is our custom to end sentencing with the
statement, "May Mitra have mercy on your
soul” Understanding this to be a clear
impossibility on your account, we instead
draw satisfaction in knowing that your soul
is bound for Hell and eternal torment.

Remove this abomination from the
courtroom!”

Either you have defamed the great god
Mitra or you have

been found guilty

of worshipping one

of the forbidden

deities.

Punishment:
Death by burning

Benefit: +2 trait
bonus to
Knowledge
(religion) and

itis a class skill for
you.




LVL WITCH SPELLS

0 Dancing Lights Creates torches or other lights
0 Detect Magic Detects all spells and magic items

0 Light Object shines like a torch

Whisper conversation at distance

0 Read Magic Read scrolls and spellbooks

0 Spark Ignites flammable objects

Touch attack fatigues target

1 Shocking Grasp 1d6/level damage (5d6 max)

1 Mage Armor Gives subject +4 armor bonus




