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Arannoch


Position: 2nd [of 7] (1 failed core, this world, 3 gas giants, and 2 ice worlds)
Star Type: Yellow Dwarf  (Spectral Type G4)
Gravity: 0.95
Atmosphere: 0.9
Moons: 2 (one large, one small captured asteroid)
Rotation/period/axis: 25.5 hours / 371 days / 17 degrees
Water/Land: 37%/63%
Sentient Life: Yes
Sentient Races: (All standard Gaianar races)

Arannoch is a relatively dry world of vast scrublands, ancient, weathered mesas, and sandy deserts. Its seas are large, but often relatively shallow, though filled with an abundance of fish and other life, which perhaps compensates for the often-empty and seemingly desolate stretches of land that reach to the horizon. Arannoch is a land of endless roads, far-off cities, and forgotten ruins, all beneath a sky that is heated by the blazing sun by day, and yet chilled by the winds at night. It is a world of extremes, where only the hardy survive. And yet, despite the hostile environment, life flourishes on this world, though it is not dense or plentiful, but it is persistent and can be found in all but the most remote and sun-baked deserts.

Many centuries ago, it is said that Arannoch was a far more lush world, and it’s lands grew green and rains fell plentifully, and the world was like that of a tropical jungle. But then the Godswar came upon this remote world, as the gods of Good fought the final battle against Sarkophka, the Undead Lord of Plagues. It was here that the defeated god made his last stand, and it is on this world that his tomb lies buried in the wastes, nearly forgotten by all. Centuries past, the tales became myths, and even they gradually faded, crumbling like the mountains of this now-cursed world.

After that war, the land is said to have changed… perhaps the stories are only that, but the legends say that Arannoch soon lost its lush forests and verdant fields, only to have them replaced with brushland and deserts. Many scoff at these tales, saying that there is no way a world could change so drastically in such short order, and most pay no heed to the older men and women who whisper of the way things used to be or even of the Godswar itself. 

Now, life on Arannoch is more difficult, yet still flourishing where it can. The desert can be merciless, and the rains never come as often one would hope, but those who are wily, cunning, and skillful can make a good life for themselves on this world. Trade flourishes, large wars are generally unknown (though border skirmishes and highway raiders are a matter of daily life), and science is beginning to rise amid a culture steeped in superstition. In all, life isn’t too bad on this little desert world – legends of a greener age excluded, of course – but far too few even recall the name of the horror that lies buried on their world…

Game Rule Information

Arannoch is a classical adventuring world, though it is based loosely upon the Arabian Nights in the more desert-filled regions, while the rest of the world is somewhat more conventional. Much of the culture is adapted for life in a savannah or desert-like environment; while the majority of the world is not a desert, a good percentage of the land is either desert or brushland. The main exceptions are the relatively lush meadows, forests, and swamps that grow where water is plentiful, and the colder mountains and polar regions, which are still rather dry. As expected of such a world, rain is not as common as on other worlds, though when it comes, it can be anything from a drizzle to a downpour. Near water, cooling morning and evening mists are often found, and some life has adapted to take advantage of this water source just like here on Earth.

In short, for most of the world, true winter, with freezing temperatures and snow, never comes, and summers are hot and dry, with afternoon storms bringing rain now and then. Most rainfall comes during rainy seasons, which vary with the location, though winter and spring are most common, and the sky is clear most of the time, save for the morning and evening mists near water. Probably the most common weather events are thunderstorms, dust devils, and the ever-feared sandstorms in true desert lands.

While cities are quite common, the nomadic life is also very prevalent and not considered at all strange - you follow the rains, water, prey animals, or employment. Caravans and open-air markets are the most common form of commerce where one can find almost anything. This world has a respectable amount of magic of all power levels, which compensates for the lack of a technological era in its past. 

Cultural and Racial Notes

Almost all of the standard Gaianar player races are available to be played on Arannoch, though with some minor differences: 

Humans: Same as in Gaianar and most game systems, though more adapted for desert life with darker skin and greater heat tolerance.

Dwarves: Most live in the mountains and low hills, though they can also be found in the deserts as well. Most Dwarven Kingdoms have a ruling council of elders with a king or queen. The title of monarch is inherited in most cases, although the firstborn does not always get the title - the council of elders determines which of the children of the current monarch is most suited to inherit the throne. While this can prevent incompetent leaders, it also means the process is vulnerable to corruption and bribery. Dwarven culture is generally lawful and organized, and focuses on practical matters. This is not to say that Dwarves don't have fun and enjoy themselves, but they won't let entertainment and leisure get in the way of what they need to accomplish. While they are not as numerous as humans and have much smaller areas of influence (mostly isolated city-states throughout the mountains), they can lay claim to many advances in technology, particularly in armor, weapons, and metalworking. They are also very skilled at constructing fortifications, as can be seen in their cities and towns, all of which are in some ways a fortress.

One unique group is that of the Dwarven traders and nomads that travel the world far from their homelands. These Dwarves are usually more chaotic than their kin, or perhaps feel that they don't fit into the rigid Dwarven lifestyle. As a result, they leave their homes and become travelers. Many are merchants, though hunters and adventurers also participate in the nomadic way of life. Dwarves have been proven particularly well suited as merchants since they are generally considered honest (for good reason), keep their contracts, and have good skill at crafting items to trade and appraising goods. Note that many Dwarves have short beards or are clean-shaven on this world. 

Elves: The Elves of Arannoch live deep in the forests of the land, as isolated as possible from the problems of the world. While many Elves live in small cities and towns, they are more likely than any other race to live in very small communities, or even as small bands of nomads and wanderers. This is not surprising due to the often fickle and unpredictable nature of Elves, as well as their love of travel, seeing new places in the world, and of experience new things. While Dwarves are long lived, Elves can live far longer, and unlike Dwarves, Elven culture places far less focus upon duty, labor, and keeping busy on practical matters. As a result, Elves have plenty of time to experiment with all aspects of life. While some say this makes Elves lazy or unreliable, that is hardly true. Some Elves may spend centuries accomplishing little, while others have contributed more to society than entire cities over the course of their lives. The choice, however, lies with each Elf - there is very little social pressure in the loose-knit Elven culture. Each Elf is encouraged to find his own path in life. The only key social expectations are that of preserving knowledge and not being close-minded. The first is to maintain the centuries of knowledge and learning that the Elves saved after the end of the Godswar and right before the world plunged into a Dark Age, and the second is to prevent the stagnation of their culture. 

Because of their relatively low population and tendency to be isolated from cities and high population areas, many in Arannoch believe that Elves are either extinct or a vanishing race. While this is not true, Elves do have very little direct political influence outside of the areas around their cities and towns, and while many of them wander, they are not found in large numbers outside of more rural and wilderness settings. While they may not be numerous or have amounts of territory or political influence, they do have vast amounts of knowledge considered lost by many. The Elves, wisely, are very selective about with whom they will share this knowledge, since they do not wish to meddle in the affairs of the world, and knowledge can be used for evil as well as for good.

Fey: Beings of energy and light, the Fey can be found everywhere in Arannoch, though they have no true kingdoms, towns, or unique regions of influence. This is not surprising, due to their chaotic and whimsical nature. Many tend to inhabit the sunnier, desert regions, since their love of energy in its most raw forms means that they tend to be "solar powers" and they will go wherever there is sunlight and warmth. Fortunately, Arannoch is a sunny and warm world, so Fey are numerous and quite happy here.

Changelings: If the Fey love Arannoch for its sunlight, the Changelings mourn it for the scars left behind by the Godswar. Much like the Fey, the Changelings have no true territories or cities to call their own, but for different reasons. Many Changelings have realized that there are only two ways to recover from the horror of the Godswar, which they felt worse than any other sentient race because of their empathic nature - either leave Arannoch completely, or to go out into the world and try to make it a better place. As a result, many of the more powerful, wealthy, or influential Changelings who could escape Arannoch after the Godswar have already done so; most of the rest are wanderers who travel the lands, seeking to change the world for the better. As a result of this, Changelings are less common in Arannoch than on Gaianar, and those who stayed behind are more likely than usual to be willing to make sacrifices to better the world.

Werecreatures: Relatively uncommon, these beings are the results of strange magic and mutations caused by the aftermath of the Godswar. It is also said that misuse of certain magical devices, particularly those that allow for teleportation or shapeshifting, can also create Werecreatures. 

Most Werecreatures live along the fringes of society in small bands of the same species. While larger cities tolerant and even accept Werecreatures, granting them the same rights and treatment as other species, small towns and villages may not be so forgiving. In frontier country, Werecreatures may be considered troublemakers, horrid mutants, or beings cursed by the gods. In the worst places, they may be banned from towns or attacked on sight, although such paranoid close-mindedness is thankfully rare. Still, this type of treatment is well known among Werecreatures, and thus many either live on their own in small groups in the wilderness or take to the larger, more tolerant cities, and try not to be too obvious about their nature.

All of the common kinds of Werecreatures exist in this world, though Werebears are somewhat uncommon and only found in the more forested regions. Also, Werejackals are very common in the desert regions - same game stats as a Werewolf, but a jackal is better suited for a desert world than a wolf and fills the same niche as a wolf. Also, all werecreatures have magical origins instead of technological since Arannoch never had a lost age of technology, unlike Gaianar. They are also better integrated into most cultures than on other worlds, at least in larger cities, but prejudice still haunts them in the more remote areas of the world.

Constructs: Technological Constructs do not natively exist on Arannoch, and none have ever been seen. Magical Constructs are not at all uncommon, but few have any real degree of intelligence. Sentient Constructs are unheard of - such a thing would be a singular event in the world's history, unless it traveled from another plane to reach this world.

Character Classes and Combat

All of the main character classes are present on Arannoch, though the Paladin and Cavalier are less focused on mounted combat and rarely wear heavy armor for obvious reasons. However, non-combat skills with mounts, such as camels, can be very useful in this world even if you aren’t riding them into battle. 

The one main change to character classes is that of the Gunslinger. Firearms do not exist on Arannoch, though primitive explosives are becoming rather common. As such, the Gunslinger character class should either be removed from Arannoch campaigns or changed so that Gunslingers neither gain any benefits from firearm’s use, nor have any restrictions to only use firearms. In short, they would be the essence of Law, but would use whatever weapons they want to use. Another option is to bring guns in from other worlds, though such a thing would be very uncommon.

Aside from the Gunslinger, the character classes work as they do on any other world, though obviously adapted to a desert environment. Heavy armor (Platemail, half-plate, or any other such “tin-can” of armor) is rarely worn because of the heat in the desert regions of the world, and because of this, heavy armor piercing weapons are less common, while faster cutting and piercing weapons are favored. Metal is plentiful on this world, and there’s no shortage of scrubby growth to build forge fires with, so a metal weapon is often more common than a wooden one. Good, straight wood is somewhat harder to find, so bows and arrows are used less frequently than more reusable ranged weapons, such as throwing axes, throwing daggers, shurikens, and so on. There are some advantages to wood, however - the dry climate preserves it for years, and an archer with a longbow (if he can afford one) can wreck havoc across the vast, open plains since he can see his enemy from far away. 

Classes focused on spiritual powers work much the same way as they do on Gaianar with no real differences, save for the fact that magic is more woven into everyday life on Arannoch, and thus they are viewed with somewhat less fear.

Religion and Politics

All of the major religions on Gaianar exist on Arannoch, with several additions. There are minor religions, all of them shaman-led, based upon the Four Elementals: Earth, Air, Fire, and Water. These religions will revere a certain element and the elemental spirits associated with that element (they will be detailed later.) 

Superstition is not at all uncommon in Arannoch, despite the gradual advancement of science, but many such stories are based in fact, even though the one telling them may not be aware of the truth. 

Politically, Arannoch is very diverse. Democracy exists in some places, though sultans, kings, or other such rulers rule most of the small kingdoms that make up the world. In most cases, a council of elders or other advisors offers their guidance to the ruler, and it is not uncommon for at least some of these councilors (called viziers) to be elected by the people. Elections, however, are rather informal and are held at odd times, usually when a council member must step down (or when people want him or her to be removed from power), or when a potential new council member is powerful or respected enough to challenge another for a seat on the council. Corruption is no worse on any other world, and ranges from being commonplace in large cities to being relatively rare in small towns.  

Women have equal rights in many areas of the world, though they tend to not seek positions of political power quite as often as the men. On the other hand, they claim positions in religious establishments somewhat more often then men do, so many high priests are female in Arannoch. However, in the most backward areas of the world, “might makes right,” and women’s rights may not exist, slavery of men, women, and other races might be acceptable, and so on.

Elemental Spirits

Amid the dunes and scrubland, powerful spirits walk the lands of Arannoch. These quasi-immortal beings are aspects of the primal elements of the land, which are said to have been given life by the magic that suffuses this world. Whatever their origin, they are ancient beings of considerable wisdom and great power. Though they consider themselves above mere mortals, such feelings do not prevent them from interfering in the affairs of others, sometimes for good intent and sometimes for ill. Perhaps most disturbing is that all of these creatures are shapeshifters, and as such can rule whole kingdoms without anyone being the wiser.

Game Rule Information: All Elemental Spirits have a lifespan of 1,000+ years unless slain. They do not need to eat, drink, sleep, or breath, and they are immune to all standard poisons and diseases. They can assume one humanoid or animal form per hit die, though they cannot make themselves into exact copies of another being. They can remain in this form indefinitely, and though the form is not an illusion, it will register as magical. While in another form, they retain all their abilities, though some may be less useful in an alternate form.

Defeating an Elemental Spirit: If slain and not then bound within a magical prison (such a the classical magical lamp or jar), an Elemental Spirit will return to the world of its defeat after 10 years have passed per hit die of the Elemental Spirit at the time of its defeat. Note that creatures of greater Angelic or Demonic status can kill an Elemental Spirit outright without binding or imprisoning it. One advantage that is useful to have against an Elemental Spirit is to know its True Name. For this reason, Elemental Spirits always use false names and often refer to themselves by unique titles, such as: The Granite Dao, the Marid of the Azure River, or the Djinn of the Dark Hour. 

Basic Elemental Spirit Starting Point:

Hitdice: 10d10 (Constitution bonuses to hitpoints are very common)

(Juvenile Spirits start at 5 and earn 1 hitdice per 10 years until maturity at 10 hitdice.)

Batch: 9

AC (in native form): 5 (Can wear armor of any sort despite magical flames, frost, etc.)

Saving Throws: Same as a 10th level creatures, with good saves in all classes.

Speed: 50 feet a round

Attacks per round: 2

Parries per round: 2

Basic damage: Claw / Claw = 1d6 + 4 each, or Slam = 1d10 + 8

Stats: Assume all stats start around 16 and vary them for the individual. Then, factor them into the above starting stats. Add character levels afterwards.

Efreet: Creatures of Fire, these beings are living infernos. They appear as stately humans with skin of molten brass, bronze, or black lava, and their hair is that of fire. They are cruel and destructive beings, and cannot be trusted. However, they are skilled at using trickery and guile to obtain their goals when raw destructive power will not suffice. 

All Efreet are immune to fire and have the Flame Touch template from the Tome of Champions. They can also use the innate ability Produce Flames at intensity 4 at will. Finally, Efreet usually have levels of Shaman with fire-based abilities, though they may also have Barbarian or Warrior levels. These levels stack upon their base abilities detailed earlier. They can also fly at their movement speed.

If freed from a prison from which the Efreet itself could not escape, it is bound to grant 3 Wishes (per the standard rules for a Wish in Gaianar) to the one(s) who freed it. However, Efreet are evil creatures and WILL attempt to warp the wish, though the negative consequences are generally not immediately obvious. This bond lasts for 1 year.

Djinn: Elemental Spirits of the Air, these beings are made of whirlwinds and thunderstorms. They are capricious, highly chaotic, and are master pranksters who delight in mischief, though they tend no more to good than to evil. However, when the need arises, they can set aside their apparent immaturity and become great allies or frightful enemies. Djinn appear as humans of attractive, yet powerful, builds, though they may also appear in a hybrid form with a human torso with naught but mist or clouds below. 

All Djinn are immune to electrical effects and have the Storm Touched template from the Tome of Champions. They can also use the innate ability Summon Whirlwind at intensity 4 at will. Djinns usually have levels of Thief or a similar class, and may have levels of Shaman with electrical-based abilities. These levels stack upon their base abilities detailed earlier. They can also fly at their movement speed. 

If freed from a prison from which the Djinn itself could not escape, it is bound to truthfully answer any 3 questions asked it by the one(s) who freed it. This bond lasts for 1 year. 

Dao: Elemental creatures of the Earth, Dao are as stubborn and focused as the rocks and sand from which they are formed. They are strictly lawful in their actions and beliefs, and thus appear as unwavering as the mountains themselves, though they tend no more towards good than evil. They rarely meddle directly in the affairs of mortals, instead often working towards far-off goals that may take many years to achieve. Dao appear as muscular humans with skin that seems to be made of stone. 

All Dao are immune to acid, bases, and other caustic attacks and have the Stone Touched template from the Tome of Champions. They can also use the innate ability Summon Boulder at intensity 4 at will. Dao may have levels of Warrior, Ranger, or Shaman with Earth based abilities, and these levels stack upon their base abilities listed before. They can also pass through unworked earth and stone at their movement speed. 

If freed from a prison from which the Dao itself could not escape, it is bound to recover 3 lost items or treasures from the earth and reward them to the one(s) who freed it (GM determines the suitability of the request treasures). This bond lasts for 1 year.

Marid: Elemental creatures of Water, Marid are creatures of life and beauty. Usually good aligned, though tending equally towards law or chaos, Marid are symbols of the greatest gift in a parched world - that of life-giving water. Marid appear as strikingly beautiful, though powerful, humans with skin the color of water - blue, green, or somewhere in between. Their hair is usually pale green or white. Marid are fond of aiding travelers who are lost in the desert and are often credited for bring needed rains to the lands.

All Marid are immune to cold effects and have the Frost Touched template from the Tome of Champions. They can also use the innate ability Summon Fountain at intensity 4 at will. Marid may have levels of Priest, Protector, or rarely even Cavalier or Paladin, and these levels stack with their base abilities listed before. They can also swim without any hindrances at their base speed. 

If freed from a prison from which the Marid itself could not escape, it is bound to recover 3 lost items or treasures from beneath the sea and reward them to the one(s) who freed it (GM determines the suitability of the requested treasures). This bond lasts for 1 year.

Jann (Genie): These are the weakest of the elemental spirits, and are actually formed from all four of the primary elements. For this reason, they have no primary alignment, and can be found in any mix of good or evil, law or chaos, or even neutrality. They appear as attractive humans with little to no hint of their exotic origins, and they use this fact to their advantage, for though they are the weakest of the elemental spirits, they are the ones most likely to interact with mortals, for good or for evil.

All Jann can use any of the Elemental innate abilities at intensity 1 at will. They can also fly at half their base speed. Finally, they can be found with levels in any character class.

If freed from a prison from which the Jann itself could not escape, it is bound to grant 3 Wishes (per the standard rules for a Wish in Gaianar) to the one(s) who freed it. The alignment of the Jann determines the outcome of the Wishes. This bond lasts for one year.

Summary

Arannoch is a world of magic and mystery; a world of brushlands and deserts that faces both the glaring sun and the cold night with stoic endurance. It is a world where the strong and wily survive, walking amid the sands and deserts where angels, demons, and elemental spirits still tread the earth. And, to many, for all of its flaws and dark past, it is home.

A Thousand Days of Darkness

Sarkophka was defeated.

The God of Plagues had fled the combined fury of the True One and his divine allies, escaping to a distant planet orbiting a forgotten star - the savannah world of Arannoch. There, amid the lands turned to dust by the dark lord’s withering presence and beneath a sky that was seared black with malice, he made his last stand against the armies of righteousness.

But his own allies had betrayed him. Scaxathrom had turned his back on him, Illuthiel offered only enough aid to keep his word, and the Crystal Mother, Mistress of Lies, lived up to her name. Each of these evil gods hoped to gain the powers of the Lord of Plagues once he had be defeated, but he would not grant them that satisfaction. 

The battle was brief by the standards of Heaven, and soon enough, the huge corpse of Sarkophka’s mummy avatar lay broken and charred amid the bodies of thousands of mortals - both good and evil - who had bravely or foolishly chosen sides in this conflict. 

At last, the forces of Light approached the withered form that lay covered in insects and disease, horrid creations of the black blood of the fallen god. Only two tasks remained: binding Sarkophka forever, and hunting down and destroying every one of his followers… 

The demon ran with all of his failing strength, racing over the sands with inhuman speed. His claws kicked up dust behind him, and he felt the grit-filled wind as it stung his scaled hide. No beast of this world could catch him, but that mattered little, for he was not fleeing from mortal hunters. Rage contoured his face, and he cursed at broken promises and lost dreams of tyranny, for he had seen his Master fall in battle. And now, he who had once been Sarkophka’s lieutenant and a king among both mortals and demons ran through the wilds like some madman or exile, fleeing from hunters who only days before could not have hoped to challenge him in battle. Soon, the armies of Heaven would be upon him - he didn’t have much time.

He darted around a corner and past the rock-strewn base of a crumbling hill - and straight into a pack of astonished soldiers who each were garbed in the armor of the legions of Heaven.

Smiling wickedly as the men reached for their weapons - they were far too slow to have a hope against him - the demon realized that perhaps he had a bit of time to spare…

With a sickening crack, the last man’s skull was split in half, and the demon reveled for a moment in the beauty of the deaths he had caused, licking the blood from his claws and basking in the fear and horror upon the faces of his victims.

A flash of white fire filled the air, and he spun around to face his next enemy. 

Before him, stood the mighty figure of an angelic knight, carved of light and power, and clad in armor that blazed brighter than the sun of this desert world. He stood slightly taller than the demon, but commanded far more respect and awe. His wings stretched out behind him, like gossamer filaments of blue-white light, sweeping the dust aside as he quickly landed on the barren earth. But his face was unseen, for he wore a gold and silver helm that appeared as a featureless and mirrored mask. The angel drew out a sword of fire and approached the demon without saying a word.

Hissing through his fangs, the demon spat, “Haradriel… So I see Heaven has sent its foremost lackey after me - how disappointing! Surely, they could have spared someone a bit more worthy of the challenge than the Faceless Judge!”

The angel replied in a voice of thunder, “Your words mean nothing, Melochar. Your Master is dead. You shall now join him.”

With that, Haradriel leapt into the air, sweeping down on the demon like a bird of prey. His sword struck the beast, and there was a blast of white flames across its scales. Melochar cursed and attacked the angel with his steel claws, each black with corrupting magic, and sliced into the golden armor, leaving behind corrosive acid that could dissolve flesh in seconds.

With another powerful swing of his sword, Haradriel struck home, and the demon fell back, steam rising from his seared flesh where the purified blade had bit into him, and then stumbled and fell to the ground.

“Mercy, oh Faceless one - Mercy!” Melochar cried out, but the angel did not hear him as he loomed over his prey, sword raised upon high to deliver the killing blow.

But the fallen prince of the God of Plagues was no fool - he only needed a moment to regain his strength and to cast a spell. In an instant, a cloud of demonic locusts was summoned forth from his outstretched hand, and the greenish-hued, otherworldly insects - each the size of a man’s fist - swarmed upon the angel.

Haradriel retreated, dropping his sword and wrapping his wings about him, as the hell swarm tried to devour the spiritual energy that allowed him to take form in this world. A few of the vermin split away from the swarm and instead fell upon the corpses of the dead. With impossible hunger, they stripped the bodies to the bone in less than a minute, and then turned their attention to one of the soldiers who was not yet dead. They made a slower meal of him, savoring the flow of blood and his gurgling screams.

Laughing with malice and dark mirth, Melochar picked up the angel’s sword, and the blade began to melt in the monster’s acid claws. “Well, now, Haradriel - you don’t seem so high and mighty now, do you?” he mocked. “Perhaps you should retreat to your empty halls of Light and leave the mortal world to those who understand power and who know enough to use it!”

Again he laughed, but then his smile fell away, for the hell swarm began to die off - as the insects struck the angel’s wings, they began to glow and were soon charred to a crisp. They fell to the ground in a rain of burnt husks and ashes.

Melochar took a few steps back, just as Haradriel pulled forth a long-chained flail with a spiked ball that glowed like a star. With a long swing, he hit the demon in the jaw with an uppercut from the flail, staggering him, and then swept the monster’s feet out from under him on the second swing.

“It ends here, demon.” Haradriel stated.

“You are wrong, fool of Light!”

He then began to cast another spell, but the angel merely stated, “Fleeing to another world won’t save you. Your powers came from Sarkophka, and with his death, your powers will fade as well. I will track you to every world you flee to, until you haven’t the strength to run, and there you shall be destroyed.”

“Pawn of Heaven,” Melochar laughed, black blood trickling from his mouth, “You do not understand!”

There was a crackle of energy around him, signaling the use of a teleportation spell, but when it passed, he remained, and it seemed as if nothing had happened.

“Your spells have failed you, servant of evil.”

“Wrong, arrogant one! I cannot save myself, but I can save my Master!”

“He is dead, and even your scheming cannot bring him back.”

“Still you do not understand! I have sent away his sacred texts, and copies have been scattered across the void! Even I do not know what worlds they have been sent to, but it doesn’t matter - when they are found, my Master shall return!”

Haradriel noted that Melochar’s words were true, for the scrolls he carried with him - the unholy texts of Sarkophka, had suddenly vanished.

“Now do you begin to see your failure, Faceless One? My Master is only dead so long as there are none to worship him. I am the last, but there will be others after me. When the texts are found, there will be those who understand the nature of power who will read them and being to worship my Master for what he is, the God of Plagues. On that day, he shall rise again!”

Haradriel moved closer, twirling the flail for a finishing strike.

“Kill me then, oh wise one. It doesn’t matter! You have no way to find the texts, for they are hidden from the forces of Light! There shall be a thousand days of darkness - one on each world when my Master’s sacred texts are found!”

Before he could speak again, he was silenced by a crushing strike from Haradriel’s flail. 

The angel sighed, and turned away from the corpse, which had begun to smolder with greenish flames and ooze acidic black blood upon the ground. Choking smoke rose from the charred mess, a final insult to the world that had suffered the last battle of the Godswar.

Haradriel then removed his mirrored helm, revealing the face of a young man who had begun to grow old before his time. Years of battling against Sarkophka’s minions had taken their toll, and now, just as he had hoped the war had ended, one last spiteful act threatened to undo the peace for which so many had fought and died. 

He looked up to the sky as the evening came, and thought about the countless stars above. Each jewel that glimmered in the growing dusk was beautiful and full of hope of other lives, races, and civilizations… and each was potentially in peril by the lost texts of Sarkophka.

“I shall undo this crime you have committed, Melochar,” Haradriel whispered, “Even if it takes me eternity.”

Centuries later, in a forgotten corner of the world of Gaianar…

“Oh, would you believe this?” the Indigo Librarian of Ex-Libris called out to his companion. “Another tome of some long-lost religion of evil!”

“You know, it always troubles me when you say things like that, Sam.” replied the Orange Librarian guardswoman. “You just sound too excited about such a thing.”

“Come now, Ryana, surely you must appreciate the benefits of gathering knowledge?”

“I leave that for the Librarians of other colors. If you ask me, books such as that should be left where they are found, if not destroyed!”

“But it is important to know what’s in it so that we might understand where it came from and those who worshiped this lost god.”

“Whatever you want - I’m just not going to let you get yourself hurt again,” Ryana stated. “If you want to spend your time reading lost books of forgotten doom, that’s fine by me. Just don’t wreck my day by sharing them with me.”

Samuel was no longer listening, and was instead carefully removing the lock from the large, black-leather bound tome that bore the Seal of the God of Plagues. He was known to have a bad habit of opening things first and discovering traps later, and Ryana was torn between keeping near him to offer aid in case a trap did go off and getting to safety to avoid the latest explosive consequence caused by her friend so that one of them might survive to get help. When you travel with an absent-minded adventurer like Samuel, risking getting blow up is just part of the job. Though she did care about him, Ryana had to admit that the constant risk of being blow apart was starting to get on her nerves. Fortunately or unfortunately, Sam never really worried about such things until it was a bit too late.

“Hmmmm… no sign of any traps on this book. Quite odd. I guess it can’t be that important…”

With a Click, the lock was undone, and Samuel began reading through the pages with a mix of interested and bored amusement, as if he were skimming the book at Ex-libris’s bookstore before buying it.

“Yes, yes… very interesting… Yes… hmmm…. Well, that’s rather depressing… Hmmmmm….”

Ryana asked a question she probably didn’t want to know the answer to, “What does it say?”

“Oh, the usual things… Destroying the world… unleashing plagues… summoning bugs that eat people alive… Mummies and how to become one…”

“Nice.”

“Hmm? Not really… It’s not that nice at all. Frankly, it gets rather depressing after that point.”

“You mean AFTER the part about destroying the world?” Ryana asked with amazement.

“Oh, yes - after that. But it’s still a very interesting find. Apparently, there was once a god known as Sarkophka, who was the God of Plagues, and he followed the usual plans of evil, with the goal to take over the world or destroy it. It seems he really didn’t care which… Strange that the book should be written in our tongue - I don’t see how that’s possible since it seems far older than our modern language.”

Ryana expressed a nagging thought, “It’s almost as if somebody WANTED us to find it. The book was easily found amid all the rubble of this ruin, it had no traps upon it, you were able to open the lock with far too little effort, and now we discover it is written in our own language. Sam, I think we’d best leave that book behind!”

“Nonsense! It is just good fortune - that’s all! Today has been a very lucky day for us, but it is getting late. Let’s head back to Grey Birch and I’ll have this tome shipped back to Ex-Libris for more detailed study.”

Ryana shook her head, ran a hand nervously through her blonde hair, and took a long look at the evil tome. She shook her head, and stated, “Fine, but I want that book out of our possession as soon as possible. If - or should I say when - something happens, our friends in Ex-Libris will be able to handle it. I don’t want anything to happen to you - er, us, um - you know what I mean.”

Sam shrugged and retorted, “I don’t see why you worry so much, Ryana. It’s just a book. What can possibly happen?”

Later that night…

Greez the Merchant (also known as: Greez the Traveler, Greez the Slick, Greez the Weasel, and a few other unprintable names) pulled out of the town of Grey Birch, laughing to himself. 

“What a couple of fools! Those two Librarians haven’t a clue! Pay ol’ Greez enough, and he’ll do anything, dontcha know? But I never expected that much gold just to carry a moldy old book back to the City of Learned Idiots! Ha!”

There was nobody else around, save for Greez’s two mules, but that didn’t deter the sleazy merchant from continuing his not-quite sober banter.

“Aye, they seemed rather disappointed in me, as if I couldn’t take care of a silly old book. I’s told them that I’s the best Grey Birch had, but that’s ‘cuz I’m the only one’s they have! Ha! But that’s what you’s get if you’re dumb enough to go lookin’ for old books in old ruins near a pit like Grey Birch! Not much choices, you know, and you’ve got to take what you’s got! Of course, I’m the best they’s got! Ha!”

One of Greez’s mules looked back at him, with a pleading look in his eyes, almost begging the grimy traveler to be quiet.

“Well enough, I say I’ve done, and a fat load of gold for me! I’ll spend this on booze and wenches, and maybe get me one of those fine flaming swords - a mighty nice thing to have…”

Greez’s meandering thoughts were cut short by a loud moan, followed by shrieks and hollers of inhuman voices. For a long moment, there was silence, as if all the birds and beasts of the night had fled. Then, cackles and moans echoed through the air, drawing closer and closer…

“Ah, curses! Undead! I’ve killed enough of these things in my years!” Greez stated to nobody in particular. Oddly, he seemed to sober up quite quickly, and even his speech was no longer uncouth as the threat of death loomed over him.

Greez leapt from his wagon and pulled forth a pair of silver maces. Though the merchant wasn’t pleasant company and valued gold too much, his fighting stance made it clear that he was a skilled warrior.

With a long groan, a zombie shambled forth from the woods, green-grey flesh dangling from its bones. Its empty eyes stared at Greez, and it began to shamble towards him, clawed hands outstretched.

“Oh, shambling corpses - what fun!” Greez muttered, and he tumbled in under the zombie’s reach and shattered one of its legs with a splat! The zombie shrieked in pain as the silver touched it, and then it fell to the ground as its broken leg gave out. Flesh scattered everywhere, but the creature pulled itself along with its hands, trying to bite at its attacker.

“Why can’t you stink-bags STAY DEAD?!”

SPLURT! The zombie’s head exploded under the impact of a mace, and Greez swung around with the same motion, backhanding a looming skeleton in the face with his other weapon. The skeleton’s head shattered into a cloud of bone shards, and the pathetic creature began to circle aimless, its hands trying to feel for where its head had been. Another good mace hit took it down.

One of the mules bleated in pain as a zombie raked it with its claws, trying to rip off enough flesh for a good meal.

“Dang it! I paid enough for those mules as it is! I ain’t buying another set! And I thought I didn’ need Undead Insurance on them!”

Greez turned to head back to aid the mules, but an unnaturally strong arm grabbed one of his hands, and he felt stabbing pain as a zombie bit into his shoulder. He cried out, and swung his mace over his back, smacking the zombie with a solid enough blow to force it to let go. 

The creature chewed its meal slowly, as if savoring the taste of living flesh. Greez winced in pain, realizing that he was also going to need to spend money on a good healer when all of this was through. In retribution, he struck at the zombie again and again with his maces with long, brutal swings, noting that the undead creature seemed supernaturally enchanted in some way. Thankfully, it was still stupid, if not slow. Gradually, the impossibly durable zombie began to falter, its swipes at him coming less frequent, until it finally lay on the ground in a broken heap.

“Alright! Now to kick their arses for harming my mules!”

But the Undead were gone.

“By the gods, where the heck did they go?” Greez wondered aloud. Only the sudden silence of the night answered him.

He went back to inspect his wagon, noting that the wounded mule was still bleeding and, judging by its shivers, would also need a healer’s attention soon.

“Curses… I guess I’ll have to head back to Grey Birch… And they thought I was mad for hiring a healer to keep watch over that stupid little town! And - hey, where’s the book?!”

Indeed, the tome of Sarkophka was gone, carried off into the night by the Undead. Somehow, they had been drawn to it, and retrieving that book was far more important that merely slaying the living.

“Son of a - now I won’t get paid! This hasn’ been a lucky day for me, it seems… ugh…” Greez began to mutter again as he turned back to Grey Birch to seek healing.

Several months later, in a hidden temple of Scaxathrom…

In the center of the stone chamber, a prisoner was held, his hands and feet chained to the floor. Around him in this prison stood various implements of torture - a well-used rack, an iron maiden that was still caked in fresh blood, a wall of hooks, and various other devices better left unmentioned. In this prison of the Scaxathrom’s unholy faith, the accused were typically caged for weeks at a time, being left to think about the torture devices around them and how their soulless captors would soon use them in creative and sickening ways.

Though many had perished in this dungeon below one of the great Scaxathrom temples, this prisoner was different from all the others. He was not an outsider, a human sacrifice, or a random traveler or adventurer - he was a Scaxathrom High Priest, or at least he had been until stripped of his title a few weeks ago. And yet, he seemed completely unconcerned about his imprisonment, caring little for the attempts of his captors to break his mind and spirit. None could deny that he held unshakeable faith in some higher power, but none wished to think of that implication.

He heard approaching footsteps from outside his cell, and soon the locks clattered and the steel door swung wide as three black-robed figures stepped into the room. 

Two were guards of the Scaxathrom faith, and they wielded spears tipped with venomous poison derived from vipers. At their head was the new High Priest of this temple, and he bore an unholy symbol of Scaxathrom. His hair was long and white, and he had tattoos of vipers upon his arms and neck. 

The prisoner looked up, almost bored with these visitors. Though clad in rags, his hair shaved off and his skin scarred with countless lashes from his tormentors, he still held an unnerving dignity and a strength of presence that was enough to give even the High Priest pause.

After a moment, the High Priest spoke, “Ireshtal, you have been accused of treason by the High Priests of Scaxathrom. The texts of the false god ‘Sarkophka’ were found in your possession, as were the mummy wrappings used to take upon the form of a priest of his false religion. Furthermore, our informants caught you attempting to convert members of the truth faith of Scaxathrom to your foolish religion of mummies and plagues. Next, you were found…” 

“Enough!” Ireshtal replied. “I know the charges, and they do not matter. I no longer worship your god, fool. Sarkophka is my master now!”

The High Priest grinned, and turned to the other two, saying, “He has confessed! With his own words, he has condemned himself! He shall be executed at midnight tonight! But first, Ireshtal, I must burn off the mark of the Viper. We shall not allow a traitor such as you to die with our lord Scaxathrom’s symbol upon your cursed body.”

The High Priest pulled forth a branding iron, and it glowed red-hot. He advanced upon the prisoner with an evil smile on his cold features.

Ireshtal began to chant words unfamiliar to the High Priest, but he laughed in reply, stating, “Fool! We have studied the spells cast by your acolytes, and we suspect that the Crystal Father, or perhaps another god, is granting them. But praying to Sarkophka will do you no good, for we have taken precautions against any spells you might cast. Mere cantrips of a god of drunks and delusional drug addicts will not alter your fate!”

As the High Priest raised the smoldering iron, Ireshtal began to call out the name of his god, begging for mercy. “Sarkophka! Sarkophka! Sarkophka!” he chanted.

And, from across the vast distances of space, the God of Plagues answered him.

A cloud of locusts appeared in the room, swarming over the High Priest. He screamed in pain, waving the branding iron about in a vain effort to beat back the insects. His body twisted and shuddered as the insects burrowed into him, eating him alive from the inside out. Then, his mouth hung open, letting loose one long wail - and then locusts buzzed out of it, exploding from his eyes and ears as well. In seconds, the High Priest was reduced to bones.

His two guards looked on in horror, and then turned to run, but it was no use. The Hell Swarm was upon them, and they barely escaped the prison cell before suffering the same horrible fate.

Ireshtal laughed with inhuman malice, and the chains that held him weakened, rusted, and snapped into pieces. He stood up, dusted himself off, and then strode across the splatter of blood and bones that were all that remained of the High Priest. 

He walked through the still open doorway, looking down the dark dungeon halls. There was no sign of any other guards, or of the Plague Swarm. One of the walls was smeared with blood across its long length, and bones were scattered everywhere. It seems that the two guards died in an even more painful and messy fashion than the High Priest, if that was possible.

Ireshtal laughed again at this, finding merriment in such suffering, and the demon Melochar would have been proud at his utterly inhuman nature. For how horrible it is when those without souls continue to walk the earth!

The new servant of the God of Plagues turned back, picked up the skull of the High Priest to keep as a reminder, and then retrieved the branding iron as well, for it seemed to be a weapon that, when heated, would inflict a level of pain and suffering that would impress his new master. He then departed the dungeon, escaping into the night-cloaked woods, seeking new victims and converts.

Deep below the earth on the world of Arannoch, in a tomb that nearly all have forgotten, there was a thunderous CRASH, and the earth trembled. People in the streets of cities and towns were tossed from their feet, and they muttered curses and oaths, while nervously wondering what had happened, for the earth rarely shook, and never this violently.

Within the lost tomb, the silver and adamantine coffin that held the mummy-corpse of Sarkophka’s avatar turned black with corrosion. The dozens of enchanted and warded chains that held the coffin suspended above a magma pool in the center of a cave were blasted with dark magic, and several of them shattered and turned to rust. Below, the fires of the pit erupted, filling the lower parts of the tomb with lava. 

And on the world of Arannoch, a great evil began to spread…
Arannoch Geography and Locations

Main Terrain features:

Great Sea: The largest ocean on Arannoch, and the one that lies clearly near the center of the map. This huge sea contains more water than the other two seas combined. Weather varies greatly across this sea, and storms are not uncommon in the warmer latitudes. Many humans have built cities, towns, and fortresses along the banks of this source of life-giving water.

Longtide Bay: The long, narrow bay near the southern end of the Great Sea.

Sea of Storms: This small, but stormy tropical sea lies near the equator and is rather storm tossed from tropical heating clashing with cold winds that blow down from the North Sea. Still, despite the storms, many make their homes along its banks.

North Sea: This is the large sea that stretches from temperature latitudes to the northern polar regions. The northernmost part of this sea is called the Bay of Ice, the only place on the planet where sea is easily found in the winter.

Crater Sea: The small sea in the lower right part of the map that was formed by an impact crater millions of years ago. This shallow, peaceful sea is surrounded by verdant forests.

Whitewater Channel and Whitewater Lake: Connect the North Sea to the Sea of Storms. This passages is rather rough in places, with dangerous rapids, so sea travelers must be careful.

The Long March River: The largest river on the world, this connects the Great Sea to the Sea of Storms, passing through the Marshland Sea.

Marshland Sea: A rather soggy-shored sea that lies along the Long March River. Some suspect the Sea was formed as water accumulated in low-lying areas from river flooding. In any event, the Sea is known for its bogs and marshes that are scattered around its edges.

Coldfog Sea: The cold, northern sea that is near the upper left edge of the map. This sea never warms up that much, and is known for its cold and fogs. Thankfully, sea ice is still rare here.

Lake of Stars: Human translation of the Elven name for this sea, so named for its reflections of the stars at night. This calm sea is more of a large lake, and lies deep in forested, Elven territory, south of the Coldfog Sea, and over the mountains.

Green Sea: Lies East of the Lake of Stars, this sea got its name for the algae and sea weeds that give it a green color along its banks in the summer months.

Sea of Hope: This sea lies south of the Lake of Stars, and was given this name since it is last large body of water before one enters either the Wildlands to the west or the mountains that lead to the Great Wastes to the south. In many ways, civilization begins or ends here, and beyond is wilderness.

Storm Shield Mountains: Large, roughly East to West mountain chain in the left part of the map, which shields the southern regions from cold air and possible storms.

Great Barrier Range: Huge mountain chain that runs North to South, with the Riftlands in between. The Barrier Spur is the small part of the chain that helps form part of the wall of the Riftlands. The main part of this range is home to the largest mountains on the planet.

Cinder Range: The rather volcanic mountain range in the south, with the large bulge in the center that has multiple volcanoes.

Broken Peak Mountains: The far southern chain in the wastes that is ancient and ruined; some say these mountains were destroyed in the Godswar.

Snowfell Mountains: The small northern chain in the left part of the map that is hostile because of the brutal weather – beyond it lays the northern end of the world.

Greencap Range: The small mountain range that is surrounded by forests on the right side of the map. So named for the lush forests that climb as high as possible up its peaks.

Guardian Hills: The barrier between the Great Wasteland and the forests beyond. This range keeps the desert at bay.

The Great Wasteland: The vast, southern desert that stretches from the temperate zone to near the poles. Many terrible things lurk here…

The Riftlands: The desert between the mountains in the Great Barrier Range. Nadir, the dark city of the Overseer lies at the northern end of this bleak wasteland.

The Polar Desert: A cold desert that lies to the north and east of the Snowfell Range. Note that this desert is cold most of the year, and only becomes more tolerable in summer. However, it still classifies as a desert because of its low rainfall, thanks to weather effects created by nearby mountains, and the presence of sand dunes within its boundaries. Strangely, these dunes are often covered in frost or even snow in the winter.

The Forgotten Lands: The large, lost, and rarely visited desert south of the Cinder Range. This is a bleak and isolated place, and few find any reason to travel here.

The Wildlands: The collection of hills, deserts, canyons, and other wild features near the western edge of the map. Gilgoran the Warlord rules this area and keeps a rag-tag army of barbarians and raiders at his disposal. Not much else lives here.

The Gates: Magical portals that connect the world. Each Gate is linked to every other Gate, but very few still understand how the gates work. From what has been learned thus far, touching the runes on the stones in a certain order will open a Gate and link it to another Gate; all that is needed is for the user to discover the right sequence of runes. The length of time the Gate remains open is variable and based upon residual energy – using a Gate too often in a short amount of time drains its powers, reducing the amount of time the Gate will remain open. Maximum time is usually 1d6 x 10 minutes, followed by 10 minutes of recharge time. Failing that incurs a –1 penalty to the length of time the Gate remains open for the next use, and this repeats until the minimum amount of time of 1 round (6 seconds) is reached. However, legends hint that before the fall-out from the Godswar, the Gates could remain open for hours at a time, and indeed the Gates were used to transport armies for the last war. But after the fall of Sarkophka and the breaking of the world, the Gates have lost much of their power.

Angelspire: City of Haradriel's Ascension and home to the most powerful figures of good-aligned religions on the planet, forming the Stewards of Arannoch, the city's governing body and an informal council that discusses matters of importance to good and neutral religions on Arannoch on a weekly basis. Religious figures of all good-aligned religions are very common here, and neutral religions also have a home here. Evil is extremely rare in this holiest of cities.

This city is surrounded by fortresses and other cities and towns, and lies on the shores of the Great Sea in the southern hemisphere, on the banks of a north-flowing river on the outward jutting peninsula that is north and east of the ones that guard the entrance to Longtide Bay.

Nadir: A dark, corrupt city, in the Riftlands between the two spurts of the Great Barrier Range. Ruled by a tyrant, this city exists far enough from law that most powers can do nothing about it. But as its power grows, everyone will be threatened. Signs point to the tyrant trying to determine how to use the Gates to his advantage to move supplies and armies to strike his foes... It is said that the city was corrupted when its drinking waters ran black with the blood of the Demon Prince of Curses, Melachor, who was slain by Haradriel at the end of the war.

In the center of Nadir is The Pit, a vast crater and fortress in the earth, where the walls are lined with turrets and black spires, and the earth is mined for metal for weapons of war. Slaves, beasts, and everything horrible can be found here. In the Tower of the Overseer (a large tower on the flanks of the vast, mile-wide crater) the Overseer, the Lord of Nadir, lives and prepares for war.  

City of Shadows: A ghostly city of vast tombs, gothic towers, and crumbling buildings that is not of this realm but wanders between the planes, only appearing at night and only in places far from civilization. It is said that this city is composed entirely of lost souls, but that is not completely true since mortals visit here in search of treasure, trade, and secret lore. While the City's residents are Undead, they seem to behave very similarly to mortals and even look similar, if not a bit pale and ghostly, but there is no denying a sense of gloom, unease, and unearthliness that fills the City on the long, moonless nights that forever fill its streets with darkness. 

What is particularly strange is that time passes in the City at an unpredictable rate relative to the outside world. The City only lasts 1 night in a given location before it vanishes, thus ejecting the living from it. Once this happens, they will find that an additional 1d6-1 nights have passed since entering it. This temporal shift only occurs if a living being spends an entire night within the city. Leaving early will prevent this from occurring, but it is difficult to tell time in the City. After about 1 hour, Perception Checks will be required at -2 (with an additional -2 penalty for each hour that has passed) to determine the amount of time that has passed. Note that the inhabitants of the City are of no help in determining the time since they perceive nothing but endless night and their perception of the passage of time is different - hours take longer for them, but the amount is never consistent.

Note that a living person may attempt to remain in the City upon being ejected if they wish. Doing so requires a successful Willpower Check after each night. Success indicates that the person is taken with the City to its next location (which will be somewhere on the side of the planet that is currently in night). This can be used as a very effective form of transportation, but there is a potentially very dangerous price to pay.

After a mortal has successfully resisted be ejected from the City once, the Willpower Check to resist being ejected grows progressively more easy after each night, effectively gaining a +2 bonus after each night. After 6 nights have passed (giving a +10 bonus to the Check), the next time the person attempts to leave the City at any time, he must make a successful Willpower Check or be prevented from leaving the City for that night. These Checks become progressively harder, gaining a -2 penalty on the Check per night, and only 1 attempt may be made per night. Once the victim has failed to leave the City after 12 days total (imposing a -10 penalty to the Check), he is converted by the City to an Undead ghost. While the change is immediate, the victim may not fully realize it for several days or weeks as he or she is gradually converted into a citizen of the City of the Shadows. The end result is an Undead being with little memory of his former life and who simply lives and works in the City of Shadows. It is believed certain magical items and spells that ward off Necromantic effects can resist or even prevent this fate from occurring, but such items are rare and often not completely reliable.

The City is undoubtedly a dangerous place since it is full entirely of Undead of all varieties, but a strange sort of law is maintained the closer one gets to the black, burnt-out Spire at its center. There, the Undead walk the streets, generally leaving each alone and not bothering the living. Skeletal guards keep the peace, but the law becomes less and less effective the farther one gets from the Spire. Far enough out, the City is nothing but a lawless land of Undead. Nobody knows how large the City is, though it is roughly circular in shape, but true lawlessness can be said to occur after traveling 10-miles in any direction away from the Spire. 

The purpose and origin of the City is unknown. It has no known rulers and no seat of power. The Spire itself is said to be nothing but an empty ruin, full of charred bodies that have long since been looted of all valuable items, but no one is certain if the whole Spire has been explored. The most likely theory is that the City was originally used for trade between various places on Arannoch and perhaps throughout the planes, but something went horribly wrong, leaving the City as a shell full of Undead and lost to randomly wandering from one place to another through the night.

Tomb of Sarkophka: A huge fortress city mostly lost beneath the sands somewhere in the Great Wasteland. It's defenses were composed of 3 great walls of stone: one facing outwards to protect it from raiders, and two facing inwards, to protect the citizens from whatever horrors might have arisen from the Tomb of Sarkophka, which lay deep underground in the center of the city. Only soldiers, mercenaries, and foolhardy adventurers ever dwelt here for long, and the city itself was short-lived. The desert rose up against it with blinding sandstorms and huge dunes that crept across the lands like great beasts. After a century, the city began a sharp decline as it became almost impossible for supplies to reach it. Two centuries after the fall of Sarkophka, the city was lost, and the dunes had swallowed it. 

Few people, if any, still know where the Tomb of Sarkophka lies, save for a few unfortunate fools who have stumbled across it in the desert, and of them, only a handful have returned, each driven hopelessly insane. It is said that the towers can still be seen above the vast dunes, though others say that the city now sits bare, amid rocky wastes and crumbling cliffs. And still others speak of an endless sandstorm that surrounds the place, appearing out of nowhere and blinding its victims, and then vanishing in an instant, leaving them standing there before the horrid city with the way behind them lost. The only two clear things in common from all of the tales of madness is that the city's physical shape is mostly unchanged, save for many centuries of wear, and that the city is home to many horrors that have broken the minds of its victims. 

But the true answer may never be known, for no organization or kingdom has been foolish enough to send anyone to the Tomb, assuming anyone could be convinced to risk their life, mind, and very soul to reach that cursed place. Given that Sarkophka himself has not risen from the Tomb, most of Arannoch is content to leave well enough alone and assume that the Lord of Plagues is still imprisoned.

The Sunken City: A vast, wrecked city that lies now mostly sunken into turbulent water of the Sea of Storms. Though some still know which island of a long chain contains this city’s ruins, few visit it, fearing its curses. Ever fewer know that it is the prison of a powerful Dao, who still lies sleeping, not dead.

In its days long before the Godswar, this city was host to legions of evil, led by a destructive Dao. The Earth spirit's conquests eventually came to an end, and in a tremendous battle that broke the city, a powerful Marid imprisoned the Dao in the stones deep in the heart of the city's keep. With the Dao gone, the city collapsed into the waves, and its population was mostly drowned in an instant. The dark towers and minarets still stand above the waves, and when the tides are low, much of the city is accessible to the brave and the foolish.

No one knows what lurks in this city, though the huge cost of life and the evil that once dwelled there has supposedly left the place cursed. Not only has the true name of the city been lost, but also all travelers avoid it, and to see its shattered towers is considered a very ill omen. There is much truth to this, for the Dao still lies beneath the waves, biding his time in his stone prison.

Arannoch Organizations and People

The Templars: A loose organization composed of Paladins, Protectors, Cavaliers, and all other Holy Warriors of good-alignment who journey in small groups (a few warriors and somebody with healing ability) through the world, fighting evil. They are based at Angelspire, but have fortresses throughout the lands. To be accepted into their ranks is a great honor for any aspiring hero of the Light, though only those who are both very holy and very brave are allowed into their organization. Note that character class is not a limitation to join the Templars, though clerics and holy warriors tend to have an easier time meeting the requirements.

The Stewards of Arannoch: This order of divine casters of good-aligned gods is seated at Angelspire and is a bastion of hope, wisdom, and enlightenment for the entire world. Interestingly, the Stewards’ system of government is that of a true democracy, where every voting member has an equal say. Fortunately, only those with great wisdom and virtue have the opportunity to become a Steward, thus all members can be counted upon to vote in the best interest of not only Angelspire itself and its surrounding lands, but in the best interest of the world as a whole. 

The Stewards only extend membership to neutral and good-aligned divine casters who have proven to be wise, strong, compassionate, and willing to make sacrifices when the need arises. In most cases, only good-aligned casters can become voting members of the Stewards; most neutral-aligned members and good-aligned members who have not yet proven themselves are called Wards of Arannoch. Once they receive voting rights, they become Stewards of Arannoch.

The Council of Magi: A council of high-level primary casters (arcane casters, or Necromancers, Mathematicians, and Wishsingers, depending upon game system) The Council is composed of 12 arcane casters who vote on issues about once a month, and is ruled by 3 of them who currently are: an Neutral Evil Necromancer, a Lawful Neutral Mathematician (Wizard, Conjurer), and a Wishsinger (Sorcerer). Other powerful figures wait in the wings, competing with each other for to obtain higher power. The Council is a very powerful body, and their reach is long, but they often waste much time on internal political struggles, which compromises their effectiveness. Usually, their actions result in Lawful Neutral to Neutral outcomes to maintain the balance, partially since individual Council Members work against each other, and partially because maintaining the current situation is all that the Council can usually agree upon. However, a major threat would move the Council to act, and if a single Council member were to rise far above the others in power, he or she would be able to direct the actions of the Council.

The Council of Magi rules over the Mage's Guild, although they rarely have any direct influence in the affairs of individual Guild members unless those members are particularly powerful or troublesome. The chief advantage of joining the Mage's Guild is that it grants more credibility to a spellcaster since some governments are very wary of destructive magical effects. Members who prove to be dangerous to the public with their abilities are dismissed from the Guild for 1 year or until they can redeem themselves, whichever comes first.

The Council of the Magi can meet at any time and at any place, and they communicate meeting information via spells to each other. However, they do have a well-hidden and unknown fortress tower on the southern shores of the Coldfog Sea, near vast forests that protect them from harm. Here, great artifacts and storehouses of knowledge are kept, though few know of the existence of the tower, and it is believed that no one has every successfully attacked it or stolen from it.

The Shipwright's Guild: A large, world-spanning guild of people who make ships for living, although their other, more sinister, goal is to try to dominate trade on the seas. This places them in conflict with the Tradesman Guild. The Shipwrights are skilled at constructing ships, but use this knowledge to control those who get to buy and use the vessels they build. Note that this guild often operates in a somewhat shadowy mode - its existence is known, but it doesn't broadcast it to the general public. Also, many Thieves and others of ill repute exist in its ranks, using the vast amount of wealth the Guild controls to increase their own power. As for an overall power structure, none save for those high up in the Guild know exactly who is in charge. The further up the chain one goes, the more shadowy the operations and the more suspect the people are who are involved. While the organization is not evil and does not necessarily corrupt its members, evil types tend to be drawn to the power and wealth that come to those in positions of power, and the temptation offered by such positions is great.

The Tradesman's Guild: A large, world-spanning guild of tradesman, merchants, and other people who produce, buy, and sell products. They have a hand in the major economical affairs of most large cities and towns, and they are always seeking to expand their influence. Unfortunately, they are in competition with the Shipwright's Guild, which is focused on dominating travel on all waterways, in part by controlling who gets to buy and use their ships. This has led the Tradesman's Guild to consider alternative methods of crossing long distances, including some way of using the Gates. Note that this guild sometimes operates in a shadowy mode, though not to the same level as the Shipwright's Guild. However, their plans regarding the Gates and other such methods of travel are cloaked in secrecy. Much like the Shipwright's Guild, the Tradesman's Guild is full of Thieves and others of ill repute, who use the Guild's wealth to increase their own power. As for an overall power structure, none save for those high up in the Guild know exactly who is in charge. The further up the chain one goes, the more shadowy the operations and the more suspect the people are who are involved. While the organization is not evil and does not necessarily corrupt its members, evil types tend to be drawn to the power and wealth that come to those in positions of power, and the temptation offered by such positions is great.

The Bloodwolves: A dark and shadowy organization of powerful assassins, thieves, and other evil beings, this organization has influence in many Thieves Guilds, as well as the Shipwright's Guild and the Tradesman's Guild. Their intents are unknown, though certainly evil, and few, if any, can name even one of their members with certainty. The Bloodwolves hunt down talented individuals who are both obedient and lacking in morality, and then recruit them for their dark plans. Note that there is no world-spanning Thieves Guild, though local organizations of outlaws and characters of ill repute do exist in many places. However, joining one such Guild rarely confers any benefits once you leave that Guild's territory, unlike joining the Tradesman's or Shipwright's Guilds. On the other hand, Thieves Guilds are a good place for true outlaws to seek other like-minded individuals, despite the risks of associating with such people.

The Elemental Order: The oldest of all large, world-spanning organizations on the planet, this Order grew greatly in size and scope after the Godswar. The Druids, Rangers, Barbarians, and Shaman that make up its ranks fought against the corrupting influence left behind by the God of Plagues and the war itself. While some say that they failed as Arannoch became more desert-like over the many centuries, it is arguable that the situation would have been much worse without the unified efforts of the Order. 

Over time, the corruption has been relatively contained and stabilized, and though the Order would like to cleanse Arannoch completely, this is not possible for their power has waned over the years and only a greater deity could completely remove the effects of the God of Plagues. For now, the Order is content to keep an eye on the world, particularly the wilderness areas and those places most blighted by Sarkophka. 

The Elemental Order is a very loose-knit organization that meets rarely and has little direct influence in the lives of most of its members. The four heads of the Order (one for each element: Earth, Air, Fire, and Water), only meet sporadically throughout the year, mostly at times of crisis. Most members themselves have little participation in the politics of the group, which are somewhat limited. Aside from meetings of the Order, most members freely follow their own pursuits and agendas, which are allowed provided they don't seek to harm nature. The heads of the Order serve for as long as they wish or until voted off by their three other colleagues. In most cases, they may serve anywhere from 5 to 10 years, though serving as long as 20 or 30 has not been unheard of over the years.

The heads of the Order are all Druids or Shaman, each with an element preference of the four primary elements of nature. A persistent rumor that has continued over the years is that several of the more powerful members of the Order, including several heads of the Order, are actually Elemental Jann (Genies) in disguise. Unfortunately, it is difficult to prove this since the heads of the Order have always been very reclusive, meet in secrecy, and have plenty of warding magic to prevent meddling or investigations. Even if the rumor is true, the plans of the heads of the Order are still unknown, though they seem to generally take little interest in having much direct influence upon the world.

Sarkophka (diety): The Lord of Plagues, this dark god was once a mighty force in the multiverse, conquering worlds and slaying millions in his wake. Only the combined might of many good deities was able to defeat him, but a price was still paid; his corrupting influence turned the world of Arannoch – the world of his last battle – from a land of lush grasslands and jungles to a world of savannas and deserts. His tomb still lies somewhere amid the drifting sands, and still he seeks an escape from his imprisonment.

Melochar (demon prince): The Demon Prince of Curses, this foul creature led Sarkophka’s armies and is responsible for countless atrocities committed in the name of his vile master. When Sarkophka was slain, Melochar lost much of his power and was later destroyed by Haradriel and thus banished back to the Abyss for ages. But it is unlikely that he was forever destroyed in that conflict. Melochar is also responsible for spreading the teachings of Sarkophka across thousands of worlds with one last act of defiance against Heaven itself. Even if the Demon Prince never again rises, his legacy of evil shall endure for ages to come.

Haradriel (archangel): An Archangel of the Host of Heaven and the guardian of Arannoch. When Sarkophka fell on this world and corrupted it, Haradriel remained behind when the Host departed, traveling throughout the lands, hunting down and destroying evil wherever he could find it. Once it seemed that evil would not win the day, he departed Arannoch, beginning his quest to hunt down and destroy all the lost texts of Sarkophka. The city of Angelspire was built upon the place where he ascended, and it is said that his presence still watches over that most holy of cities. However, Haradriel himself has not been seen in many decades, and many wonder what became of him. Is he still searching for the lost texts, or did he fall in battle on some far-off world? No one knows…

Saint Elizabeth (human): The first Steward of Arannoch, she was a powerful healer and saved the lives of many wounded and dying warriors and priests during the last days of the Godswar. Haradriel appointed her as the first Steward of Arannoch, and instructed her to choose two other worthy mortals to form a council in Angelspire. They would watch over the world in his place, offering guidance and wisdom, but never ruling as mortal kings, for such is not the way of true leadership. Legend has it that upon her death from old age, Saint Elizabeth ascended into Heaven, untouched by corruption. A temple on a hill near Angelspire is built to honor this event.

Saint William of the Sword (human): One of the two holy mortals chosen as a Steward of Arannoch. Saint William was the first of the Templars, and fought many battles after the fall of Sarkophka and the ascension of Haradriel to bring peace to the world and to drive out the horrors created by the Lord of Plagues unholy presence. During one battle against powerful Undead, Saint William is believed to have perished. No one saw him die that day, but he never returned from that battle. Some say that he still walks the lands, a ghostly warrior, seeking to destroy evil wherever it may be found. 

Saint Everett, the Scholar (human): While Saint Elizabeth tended to the wounded both in body and spirit, and while William battled evil, Saint Everett focused his life’s work upon collecting and preserving knowledge as well as advancing science in both magical and non-magical realms of study. Gifted with foresight, he knew that a Dark Age would fall across the lands with the aftermath of the Godswar, and so he sent about making Angelspire a beacon of light and civilization so that when the rest of the world finally rose up out of darkness and ignorance, the knowledge that existed before the war would still exist. As for his fate, Saint Everett foresaw his own death, but took no action to prevent it; he died defended his library from mercenaries sent to steal a tome of forgotten lore. Angelspire mourned his loss for many years, and the library in that city was later rebuilt into an even more grand structure in his honor.

Katrina the Historian (Changling): One of the current Stewards of Arannoch, she is in charge of the library of Angelspire and strives to fill the role left beyond by Saint Everett ages ago. Thought she sometimes wonders about her place in history, many would say that Saint Everett himself would be very proud her.

Glenrion the Warder (Elf): Unofficial head of the Stewards of Arannoch, he spends most of his time watching over Angelspire and taking care of any issues within the city. Though Haradriel did not wish the Stewards to rule, this role has been thrust upon them to some extent over the years, for many look up to them for guidance, thus their words carry weight in matters of government as well as outside of it.

Kyle the Bold (human): Current leader of the Templars, he is getting on in years and does not adventure much anymore. He is best remembered for confronting the armies of Crucian the Zealot, the former leader of the Templars, and defeating him, despite overwhelming odds, and thus banishing him forever from Angelspire and all surrounding lands.

Thergal the Smith (Dwarf): A hero among Dwarves, Thergal was an old Dwarven smith whose best years were behind him when the Godswar came upon the lands. He lost his sons and daughters early on in the war, and without any offspring and unable to fight himself, he prayed for a death worthy of a Dwarf, though he feared he would simply fade into old age and be forgotten. 

Salvation came to him, for his prayers were heard. He was granted tremendous skill with crafting weapons and armor – tools to avenge his children and to free Arannoch from Sarkophka’s armies – and soon was arming whole armies against evil. His crowning achievement was reforming Haradriel’s sword after it was destroyed in the last battle with the demon Melochar. He lived for many years after the war, creating countless items of wondrous power and sublime beauty. The last weapon he forged was the King’s Hammer, second only to Haradriel’s Sword in power; this unassuming weapon was crafted in more traditional Dwarven style, however – simple, but effective. It is believed his soul still lives on in that weapon, or so the Dwarves say.

Lucien the Dark (human): A powerful Necromancer who is one of the three lead members of the Council of Magi. In person, he is rather cold and somewhat aloof, but he seems generally harmless; this is far from the truth, however. Lucien is believed to work with many dark and evil organizations throughout the world, but his power is great enough that no one questions him on the matter. The other members of the Council of Magi do not wish to start a full-out mage war, so few have thus far stood in Lucien’s way. Those who have tend to vanish or end up reanimated as zombies, though he dares not challenge Lady Aluessiel or Tolorius in battle.

Tolorius (human): The most powerful member of the Council of Magi, Tolorius is a wise and relatively old caster with tremendous skills and depth of knowledge. He is particularly skilled in conjuring, summoning, and illusions, and prefers more subtle approaches to hostile situations than some of his peers, many of whom are prone to apply overwhelming force far too often. For these reasons, he perceived by many as nearly untouchable, even by those who would be his peers, and now only old age seems to be a threat to him. 

Lady Aluessiel (Elf): She is the third of the voting members of the Council of Magi, and she the most powerful Elven spellcaster known, though it is rumored that her father holds even greater power, but few know of his location or if he still lives. She works in constant opposition to Lucien the Dark, and the two have nearly come to blows in the past. She sees him for the evil creature that he is and feels that he should be destroyed or broken, regardless of the cost; only Tolorius’s disapproval prevents the Council from erupting into outright war. 

Gilgoran the Warlord (human): A relatively recent arrival on the scene of powerful figures in the world, Gilgoran has united or conquered many of the tribes in the Wildlands. His purpose and ultimate goals are unknown, though his destructive and evil nature is feared throughout the region. What is more perplexing is how he obtained such power in such a short amount of time. Some say that they knew him years ago, when he was merely a strong warrior in a small tribe. But then he was banished to the wilds for atrocities. Years later, he returned, clad in hellish armor that burns with its own fires and leading a small army. He crushed his former homeland and killed every last person there. Since then, he has been a looming threat in the Wildlands.

The Overseer (unknown): The dark ruler of the corrupted city of Nadir, this foul being has lordship over the fortresses, battlements, towers, and slave camps that fill The Pit, the vast scar in the earth in the Riftlands created by endless mining to produce weapons of war. Few have seen the Overseer in person and survived long enough to tell anyone in the outside world about him; he is usually described as a somewhat twisted and warped creature physically, clad in black, with commanding presence that can force obedience even if words are not spoken. Nothing more is known of him to the outside world, save for his endless preparations for some far-off great war and his gradually conquering of most of the Riftlands.

Crucian the Zealot (human): The only Steward to ever truly fall from grace, Crucian was overcome by his desires to destroy evil, and eventually his own self-righteousness was his downfall. All of his known followers were either slain or imprisoned, and he alone escaped, though banished from his homeland. It is believed he died in the wilderness, still fighting the demons he perceived in everyone aside from himself.

Inhilicon of the Gales (human): The Elemental Lord of Air, and a ruling member of the Elemental Order, Inhilicon is believed by some to be the most powerful of the current four rulers of the Elemental Order, but this has never been proven. His origins are shrouded in mystery, though it is rumored that he began his ascension as a powerful Druid or Shaman, eventually gaining enough power to gain a position in the Elemental Order. Inhilicon’s agenda is as impossible to predict as the winds themselves; he is working towards some far-off goal, but few can say what this is. In person, he is unpredictable, aloof, and potentially very dangerous, but there is a method to his madness, but the wise don’t risk discerning it and provoking his wrath.

Balthen, Stone Son (Dwarf): The Elemental Lord of Earth, and the ruling member of the Elemental Order, Balthen gain his position by defeating the previous Elemental Lord of Earth, an evil, corrupted sorcerer who had gain his powers from a dark Dao years ago. Upon defeating the sorcerer using his own mastery of the Earth, Balthen was quickly promoted by Inhilicon to the new Lord of Earth. No one – not even Balthen himself – knows why such an unusual event occurred, but the new Lord of Earth has made the best of the somewhat strange situation. He is a wise, honorable, and courageous Dwarf, and is far more of a warrior than a spell-caster. In truth, his natural skills with the Earth seem out of place in him, for he had no formal training in magic. 

Teranivel, the Lady of Fire (Elf): The Elemental Lord of Fire, and a ruling member of the Elemental Order, Teranivel is the next youngest of the current members of the Order, though she has still served for a respectable number of years. She is still young by Elven standards, and as such is somewhat hotheaded and impulsive, which is appropriate considering her skill with the ways of Fire. While she doesn’t always think her actions through before acting, she generally works for the good of her people and the world in general. However, she is very dangerous when enraged, and asking about her past is sure to anger her. It is believed that she was banished forever from the Elven Kingdoms after her natural skills nearly burned her homeland to the ground. 

Voldra, Queen of the Sea (human): The Elemental Lord of Water, and a ruling member of the Elemental Order, Voldra could be considered an old crone of the sea. The oldest member of the Order, and perhaps the wisest, she holds considerable power, though rarely exercises it. Voldra is seen as an equalizer in the Order, keeping the younger and more power-hungry members in check. In person, she seems to be tired and worn by her years of service, but she has by no means been worn down by her duties, at least not yet. 

Some random names to be used in the game:

Arabian Names:

Ras Barid, al-Jammin, Ahdahar, Ras Abusul, Ras Bamad, Shabeida, Shaaif, Bihah, Babeida, Wadi al-Astara, Mamar, al-Maaif, Khasim, Ahsim, al-Asia, Abdlat, Sulamoon, al-Jazeed, al-Shamoon, Abu Sularim, Shasim, al-Shaziz, Wadi al-Nasam, al-Ahla, Aksim, al-Mubeida, Ras Shalima, Sharayyah, Khadar, al-Sulajib, al-Aabib, Madidar, Abu Madimoon, al-Sulalima, al-Jammad, Abu Kithsul, Abu Aaif, Ras Aksam, Fahah, al-Madimal, al-Aslima, Ras Madimad, Khatisam, Ras Fahah, al-Jammal, Ras Asmin, Ras Jamzeed, Namad, al-Jammoon, al-Aarim

Western Names:

Noland, Theresa, Ophelia, Beatrice, Virginia, William, George, Andrew, Charles, Malcom, Penelope, Isabelle, Xavier, Henry, Reginald, Lawrence, Charles, Zachary, Bartholemew, Francis. Charolette, Georgina, Regina, Stephen, Lori, Kyle, Alex, Henry, Regina, Jasmine, Vladimir, Sarah, Terrence, Hariette, Elizabeth, Lawrence, Everett, Noland, Othello, Francis, Maureen, Cherise, Georgina, daughter of Kyle, Beatrice, Eleanor

Elven Names:

Nenrean, Dîndor, Elbeuial, Númdor, Hadroth, Lagigion, Akalllos, Númdor, Fëandain, Rorion, Dún-úya, Lagiriand, Aldbor. Amroth, Adûëa, Adûmil, Ananor, Túrring, Angerúya, Dún-dain, Belegion, Angerthas, Aigbor, Lagibor, Nennaic, Rúëa, Girroth, Aiguial, Rúreth, Húror, Angeruial, Celethas, Celebor, Nenëa, Gilthúya, Sûlin, Aldabor, Aldauial, Dún-reth, Aglarond, Erethas, Akallabêth, Númin, Gilthbrimbor, Fëanthas, Angerbor, Nenëa, Elbeoniel, Beledain

Dwarven Names:

Reimack, Oriia, Urdlond, Nuradbere, Nalola, Baridred, Yurbkara, Gloribjyr, Vonaim, Ferwynn, Ovvir, Glorgynd, Nurair, Felfrai, Duristen, Thabek, Gimfsten, Hargya, Gloraric, Araunn, Ermalk, Dormgak, Dolagan, Duergim, Nurfral, Azdann, Glorur, Durvdris, Barikren, Therest, Helfhild, Urnialyr, Nuribir, Vonzre, Baridtryd, Fallmric, Yurvin, Glanerl, Dareblyr, Bofmil, Weraddar, Elbias, Falashar, Valmcral, Gimkas, Odred, Valoa, Morimtek, Whurtia, Azjyr  

English Towns: 

Summertable Abbey, Goodwood Fel, Chesford-under-Rocksley, Lonmoor Carr, Rockflower, Newborne, Pulland, Rockkirk, Winterport, Mid Ringwick, Oxham, Northmoor Carr, Rottingmarsh, Sible Brickthorne, Eaststow Abbey, Kingtable-under-Sandhurst, Somerflower, Combthorne Hills, Chedmoor-on-the-green, St. Athanasius, Ringthorne-under-Longhurst, Wildon Commons, Winthorpe Burrows, Chipflower, Warspil, Glyndechester Hills, Wootthorne, Carr, Rockstone, Great Chadon, Horsecastle, Brickcliffe Abbey, Oxworth, Goodingham, Summerfield-by-Brickmarsh, Westchester Flats, Kingwest-on-Dove, Badport Burrows, Steeplebridge, Ringkirk Burrows, Timbercote-on-Forsa, Mid Buckleigh, Mid Wootsend, Northport-upon-Nadder, Oakwick-on-the-green, Timberstoke, Westflower Commons, Newwey-on-the-Argideen, Rottingkirk, Farmmouth Abbey, Ravenwey Abbey

Locations (generated randomly, so mix and match words to use this part):

Lodge rock, zephyr tunnel, hungry lurker moor, slave pike, willow broom grave, peak wastes, plantation castle, turquoise reed park, silver flats, bronze tree temple, root wave creek, wise rider spring, sleepy king grave, gods cauldron, wastes river falls, tall pool, gypsy heath, pine spear arbor, ridge castle, brave barrow, red flats, domain rapids, druid arrow, ranger brook, blood throat estate, bald enchanter fen, commons bridge, centaur mouth, hickory horror stream, purple wyvern commons, high fountain, angel crag, columbine rapids, yellow perch lake, cranberry rock, friend river falls, columbine arbor, marina cistern, ivory mushroom marina, hawk pond, grey throat den, sharp outcast stream, pear forge, dawn sage shrine, blueberry tower, pirate marsh, peach ridge, beryl cliff, green crest, zephyr arbor

Evil Places (generated randomly, so mix and match words to use this part):

The Ruins of Creeps, Temple of The Creep, Bru-hinda's Haunted Oracle of Screaming Wealth, Demona's Chapel of Green Silence, The Creep's Tainted Smithy, Zatha's Chapel, The Lands of Pallos, The Palace of Yellow Filth, The Fen of Metallic Marrow, Bog of Porase, The Valley of Ice Horror, Denab's Cave of Clamorous Filth, The Battle of Clammy Doom, The Yellow Owls' Holy Halls of Gushing Scourge, Peak of Trickling Sores, Disappointment of Black Blasphemy, Desert of Karapac, The Lich's Scented Fells, Tribe of The Mummies, The Valley of El Disu's Mummies, Pass of The Beholders, Chapel of Weeping Torture, Louran's Haunted Trials of Trickling Scourge, Smithy of Haunted Filth, Ruaker's Crypt of Golden Din, Hill of Carza

The Woods of Wailing Bones, The Creature's Burning Steeple, The Beekeeper's Black Marsh of Trickling Pacts, Xirag's White Hill, The Yellow Owls' Battle, The Horde of Demons, Territory of Animals, The City of The Fetid Demon, Duram Clan's Sinful Hole, The Tomb of Frigid Pestilence, The Demon's Frozen Tunnel of Red Chaos, Temple of Clammy Fear, The Oracle of Invincible Scourge, The Watcher's Torturous Impasse, The Demon's Fells, Tunnel of Sidina, Palace of Louran, The Swamp of Torturous Alliances, Mountain of Murac's Creatures, Mountain of Clammy Terror, Den of Carza's Devils, El Disu's Unmerciful Dwelling, Tomb of Yellow Pacts, The Lake of The Ogres, The Church of Immaculate Torment, The Goblin's Crater, Fells of Red Horror, The Cave of The Visicount's Beholders, The Trials of Burning Despair, Fields of The Wraith, Tomb of The Creatures, Denab's Wretched Den of Unimaginable Silence, Ruins of Weeping Torment, Fells of Pallos' Wraiths, The Cove of The Legions, The Lands of Fiends, The Fiend's Bog, The Cove of The Blessed Legion

