GameCola D&D Podcast #1: Crystalis
When a story is retold, often times there are little details that change as time goes on. Though the beginning, middle, and end may remain the same, perhaps the hero gets a little taller after a few retellings, or the villain a little fouler. Most of the time these small details are insignificant in the grand scheme of the story, but under the right circumstances, even the smallest detail can alter the direction of an entire story.
You all know the tale of the Great War that nearly decimated humanity, leveling cities and transforming even the gentlest of animals into terrible beasts. You also know how the survivors shunned the technology that brought them to ruin, ushering in a new era of simplicity, prosperity…and magic. The lost art was rediscovered and embraced by many, and civilization began to flourish again under the leadership of wise magicians such as yourselves.
Yet even as peace returned to the world, a sinister plot was unfolding. A devious sorcerer began to realize how powerful he could become by combining his magic with the forbidden ways of technology. In some versions of this story, he is called Dragonia; in others, he is named Draygon (or “Dragon” or “Dray-GOHNE,” depending on your regional accent). Now, here is where the little details begin to make a difference.
Some storytellers will say that this sorcerer constructed a floating tower in the sky, one containing a mechanical intelligence capable of emulating his magical power. Other storytellers will introduce the tower as an aerial battle fortress—one of the last surviving technological creations of humanity—with the sorcerer racing to find a way to enter it and claim its power for himself. Regardless of its origin, the tower plays a central part in every version of this story: ultimately, the hero’s goal is to destroy the tower to return peace to the land.
There is another constant in this story: that a group of magicians determined to stop this sorcerer used their powers to create a series of elemental swords—Wind, Fire, Water, and Thunder, which only sort of counts as an element—that could be combined to create a mighty sword of elemental crystal (also somewhat dubiously qualified to be an element) called Crystalis (or “Crystalis,” depending on your regional accent). When the sorcerer hears of these weapons, and of the bracelets and balls crafted by the magicians to boost these swords’ powers, he seizes the weapons, scatters them across the globe after unsuccessfully attempting to destroy them, and strips the magicians of most of their magic. Thus, the stage is set for a new hero to emerge and finish the work the magicians started.
Yet, this struggle is not one that is well-developed in any account of the story. Did the magicians put up much of a fight? Were they taken by surprise? These are unimportant details in the broader scope of the story, to be sure, but…suppose we were to explore them. Suppose the magicians were aware that the sorcerer knew of their plans, and prepared for his arrival. Suppose it was merely a matter of seconds that led to the magicians’ defeat—that the sorcerer had arrived exactly at the moment of the swords’ creation, rather than a moment later when the magicians had their swords in hand. In that case, something as trivial as a sneeze could mean the difference between one outcome where the weakened magicians seek out a hero in hibernation to fight the sorcerer for them, and another outcome where the magicians have no need to seek out this hero’s help for they, themselves, defeat the sorcerer.
Zebu, Tornel, Asina, and Kensu—your story begins where this story divides. Wielding the four elemental swords, you are the magicians who have defeated the evil sorcerer. Yet his defeat is merely a beginning in disguise. This sorcerer led an empire—an empire whose tyranny you have resisted under the leadership of a man named Azteca—and though his empire may crumble without his leadership, it will not happen overnight—especially while the floating tower remains aloft. Crumbling empires and madmen alike will not rest until its destructive capabilities are in their hands, and even those with benevolent intent will inevitably repeat the mistakes of the past. No, the tower must be destroyed—and with the elemental swords at your side and a newly slain evil emperor at your feet, you’re feeling pretty good about the whole idea of destroying it yourselves.
Now, if only you could figure out how to get there…
For the last several days you’ve been traveling from town to town in search of clues about the tower’s current whereabouts. One would think a gigantic golden tower in the sky would be hard to miss, but you’ve heard rumors and testimonies that the tower seems to have activated recently, and has been slowly moving from one place to another, sometimes vanishing before people’s very eyes. Even if you can find the tower, there’s still the question of how to get up there—you may have magic that allows you to teleport and fly, but creating those swords and items drained a lot of your power, and magic has its limitations to begin with. Azteca has cryptically assured you that you shall find a way into the tower if you seek it earnestly—the man seems to know all this world’s secrets, but he’s always loath to share exactly what he knows and how he knows it.
At the moment, the four of you are seated around a sturdy round wooden table at an inn called Nadare’s. It’s a sort of outpost at the base of Mt. Sabre, a harsh and rugged mountain known for being the last place you’ll ever hear from some of your more adventurous friends. Nadare’s sells basic travel supplies and rents rooms at the kind of rates you’d argue about if you were anywhere closer to civilization. The food is good, the air is kept warm by roaring fireplaces, and the building itself, while solidly built with good-quality furniture inside, could stand to hire a maid; dust, dirt, and half-melted snow seem to be a permanent part of the décor.

You’ve been here for about an hour, and have just finished an early dinner—people are just now starting to emerge from their rooms and from outside to grab some grub. It looks like there’s a good mix of people here—somebody’s bound to know something helpful about getting to the next town, where to find the tower, and what kind of gear you might need. This is also a good time to discuss whether you’ll be traveling again tonight, or forking over more gold than you’d care to part with to reserve a room for the evening.

Before any of that, however, your waitress returns to your table with a spring in her step. Clara is an attractive young woman with cascading crimson hair and a smile warm enough to reheat that last bit of cold potato you’ve been poking around on your plate for the last twenty minutes. She looks around to all of you and asks, “Anyone interested in dessert?”
[Adventurers, go!]

NOTE TO DM: At any point during this adventure, Stom might show up. Depending on the situation, he can come bearing news or items, or can simply be an extra participant in combat. Whenever it seems appropriate, roll a d10—on a 10, Stom will appear. In most cases, Stom will leave shortly afterward to attend to more pressing matters, but he can be persuaded to stay with a DC 1d10+10 Diplomacy check.
Nadare’s:
People:
· Nadare is the proprietor of the establishment. He’s got slicked-back hair, gaudy jewelry, a big gut, and an even bigger ego.

· Bruno is a middle-aged man from the town of Brynmaer with an outrageously fluffy brown beard that makes the rest of his body look even scrawnier than it already is. He’s retreated here to get away from his insufferable in-laws who are visiting from out of town.
· Jin is a baby-faced young man with who’s grossly overdressed, even for this weather. He’s come from the village of Leaf to find a job, but he learned about something even better when passing through Brynmaer—he overheard a girl in the tavern telling her boyfriend about how she had made a lot of money from the stones on the Mt. Sabre.
· Eradan is a cocky old man who seems to believe he’s still the same age he was 40 years ago. He is the father of Nadare and husband of Rosara (his second marriage), and it appears that all the hair that used to be on his head has since migrated into a long, ugly, scraggly mess on his chin and neck. He takes frequent naps during the day and night so that he can tend to any customers who arrive while Nadare is asleep.
· Rosara does most of the cooking here and is married to Eradan, making her Nadare’s stepmother. She’s also the mother of Clara, and the resemblance is uncanny—they could be identical twin sisters, if it weren’t for Rosara’s gentle wrinkles and faded hair color.
· Frank is a sharp-featured young man who runs the shop. He’s wearing a gray helmet with tinted goggles strapped to them, and a matching suit of simple padded armor. Frank is friendly enough, but it’s clear he’s underappreciated around here—he’s the go-to guy who handles everything from belligerent customers to monsters who have wandered too close to the inn, and rarely gets any thanks for it…and definitely not any extra compensation.
Shops:
Inn – $50
Tools – Medical Herb: $60; Antidote: $70; Fruit of Power: $100; Warp Boots: $80
By the time you are done with dinner, it has already begun to snow lightly. Most people at Nadare’s will recommend you stay the night and wait for the snow to stop, but one or two people might recommend heading out now before it gets any worse, or else you might get snowed in for a day or two like what happened last week. Your options are as follows:
a) If you decide to set out tonight, the snow and wind will quickly become so bad that you’ll need to roll Endurance, Balance, and Spot checks just to avoid freezing to death or falling off the side of the mountain. Flying to the top will be a liability, so you’ll almost certainly need to stick to the tunnels. However, there will be a 25% chance that any monster you come across will be asleep.
b) If you decide to stay the night, it won’t be long until Nadare officially declares it’s too dangerous to go outside due to the snow, and locks the doors and windows. Not long after you go to sleep, there’s a loud noise outside that sounds like someone is trying to kick down the door. If you go to investigate, Nadare will be there in his striped pajamas, bunny slippers, and bathrobe trying to get one or two of the customers to go back to sleep; he’ll yell at you, too, if you do anything other than go back to bed.

Eradan is already be unlocking the front door, and the moment it’s unlocked, he’s knocked backwards as the door is flung open by a man who’s almost all torso, dressed from head to toe in some sort of flexible-looking armor. Bulky gray shoulder pads adorn his dark cerulean breastplate, and his arms and hands look almost more like tentacles that have sprouted out of his armor. His face is completely covered by a round mask of the same color and material, with a gray visor protruding over a dark slit in the mask through which he presumably can see. Thick black hair covers the rest of his head, providing the only hint that something human lives beneath the armor. Around the man’s waist is an ornate golden belt, seemingly more for added defense than to hold up his pants. Pearly white greaves and matching boots complete the outfit. As he strides through the doorway, you catch a glimpse of two swords sheathed in an X formation against his back.
You know this man—if he can even be called a man anymore. He is Mado, formerly one of the greatest warriors your resistance against the empire ever had. Emperor Draygon lured him and three others from your ranks—Kelbesque, a soldier; Sabera, a sorceress; and Karmine, a wizard—into a trap that clouded their minds and allowed them to be overtaken by the darkness within themselves. Since then they have served Emperor Draygon without question, leading his armies into battle and heading up all of the Empire’s major operations. Mado, however, was always a lone wolf—if he’s here, it’s almost a guarantee that he’s here alone. Which is still of little comfort, considering how treacherous and formidable he was before Draygon got a hold of him.
Nadare rushes to close the door before the snow and bitterly cold wind can reach any further inside, completely ignoring his disoriented father, who is growing visibly upset as he picks himself up off the floor with great effort. Clearly unfazed by the intimidating presence of Mado, Nadare steps in front of him and starts waggling his finger as he shouts, “Look here, you brute—if you want a room for the night, just knock on the door like everybody else—don’t go kicking down my doo—::urk::” Nadare is promptly cut off as Mado grabs him by the throat and lifts him off the floor and to his eye level.
“You seem to have lost my reservation,” Mado growls with a hint of amusement. “I’ll take your room for the night, then.” Nadare struggles for a moment, and then promptly stops, reluctantly raising his arm to point in the direction of his chambers. “Much obliged,” replies Mado, dropping him to the floor in a heap. Everyone present presses a little tighter against the wall as Mado makes his way to the room.

He pauses a moment as he walks by you. Without turning to face you, he says, “You’re not on my list, but you’ll be dead by morning if you choose to stay. I sleep much more soundly when my enemies aren’t plotting to kill me in the next room over. Consider this a friendly warning from an old colleague—you won’t be receiving another one.”
DM’s note: Mado is on his way to the top of Mt. Sabre to meet with Kelbesque to discuss plans for the Empire now that Draygon is dead. The two of them will then travel to the town on Evil Spirit Island where Sabera and Karmine are meeting, and will compare notes. Along the way, he’s scoping out various towns to see how they’re reacting to the news of the Emperor’s death (which most people don’t believe).
DM’s note continued: If the party stays the night, Mado will ambush them through their window. If they leave, refer to Option A above. If they fight Mado here, he’ll do a tremendous amount of damage to the inn by bouncing around everywhere, and he’ll flee through the window if he sees he’s been outmatched.

Mt. Sabre:
“Bleak” would be a good word to describe Mt. Sabre. Sheer cliffs and rugged stone in hues of gray and faint blue stand in stark contrast to the lush green fields just beyond the base of the mountain. Prone to snowstorms and avalanches, Mt. Sabre is hardly a tourist-friendly destination, but twisting tunnels within the mountain provide a shortcut to the waterside city of Portoa, making the mountain a valuable trade route for those who know the way and come prepared.

DM’s NOTE: Don’t forget about Stom!

Mountain Encounters (1d4):
1.) Lying on the ground is a battered young man with disheveled blue hair and blood running down his face and a stab wound through the back of his thick blue jacket. His name is Lar, and he came up to the mountain to strike it rich, after his girlfriend told him a story about making serious money off of the stones here. What he didn’t realize was that the Empire was setting up a mining operation here—he was chased and attacked by some guards, and just barely managed to escape them by rolling off the side of a cliff…for all the good that did him. He’ll be dead within moments unless you heal him. 15 XP.
2.) 1d2 imperial guards: 50 HP, +9/+4 melee, longsword 1d8+2 (19-20/x2), AC 14 (Leather Armor, +1 Dex), Ref +3, Will +4, Combat Reflexes, Dodge, Weapon Focus, Climb +4, Jump +2, Listen +4, Spot +4, Immune to Fire and Water, 25 XP, 8 GP.
3.) 1d2 blue squid plants: 40 HP, body slam 1d6+4 (Ref DC 17), AC 14 (+4 Natural), Ref +1, Will +4, Blindsense, Immune to Wind, 15 XP, 8 GP.
4.) Nothing.
The tunnels of Mt. Sabre are dimly illuminated by the eerie blue glow of the smooth rock walls; though you can’t see all that clearly beyond your immediate vicinity, you can tell these tunnels are likely man-made, considering how straight and cleanly carved they are. The tunnels are cold to the point where you can see your breath, and it feels drafty no matter how far away from the outside you are. The ground is mostly covered in dirt, with occasional bits of rubble from the walls and ceiling scattered about.
Tunnel Encounters (1d6):
1.) 1d2 Red Dragonsnakes and 1d4-1 Red Turtlepods:
Red Dragonsnake: 35 HP, +7 melee, slam 1d6+2+Poison (Fort DC 15), AC 13 (+2 Natural, +1 Dex), Ref +3, Will +4, Listen +5, Spot +3, Immune to Fire, 10 XP, 8 GP.
Red Turtlepod: 30 HP, body slam 1d6+2+Poison (Fort DC 17), AC 14 (+2 Natural, +2 Dex), Ref +4, Will +2, Blindsense, Immune to Fire, 15 XP, 8 GP.
2.) 1d4 imperial guards: 50 HP, +9/+4 melee, longsword 1d8+2 (19-20/x2), AC 14 (Leather Armor, +1 Dex), Ref +3, Will +3, Combat Reflexes, Dodge, Weapon Focus, Climb +4, Jump +2, Listen +4, Spot +4, Immune to Fire and Water, 25 XP, 8 GP.

3.) 1d2 blue rock monsters: 60 HP, +8 ranged, +10/+5 melee, rock toss/slam 1d6+4, AC 17 (+5 Natural, +2 Dex), Ref +5, Will +3, Immune to Wind, 35 XP, 8 GP.
4.) 1d6 red bats: 1 HP, +8 melee, bite 1d4, AC 14, Ref +5, Will +0, 1 XP, 0 GP.
5.) Dying young man named Clausen who heard about a get-rich-quick scheme from this girl in a tavern, and came to the mountain woefully unprepared. Dying of poison. 20 XP.
6.) Nothing.
If you reach the top of the mountain via the tunnels, you’ll come across a group of 2d4+2 imperial guards receiving orders about preparing their mining operation for the prisoners they’ll be using as slave labor. You can eavesdrop on them from out of sight at a Listen DC of 25 (anything less than that, and you’ll only hear parts of the dialogue), or you can sneak into the room and hear everything.

Unless you’re eavesdropping from around the corner, you’ll see the guards have two pushcarts filled with pickaxes, disgusting food rations, and grungy bedrolls, and all of them are wearing neatly polished armor with a faintly reddish-green glow—a seemingly thinner, more flexible armor than what the other guards have been wearing, with sturdy shoulder pads and enough extra material at the base of the beltline to flare out into an abbreviated skirt. At a distance, it looks more like a uniform than proper armor. The guards are lined up stiffly against the wall, almost like they’re there to be executed instead of instructed.
Standing before them is a man of impressive stature, covered from head to toe in bulky armor that looks like it’s been through every war in your world’s history—the coating of ceremonial green paint that had once covered the ivory-colored armor has been dented, scratched, and scraped away in several places, with only the occasional scorch mark or permanent bloodstain to defend the modesty of the pasty armor’s more naked patches. He wears a helmet adorned with horns that curve upward into sharp points, lending him the appearance of a sinister metallic minotaur. His boots appear heavy enough to kick down a door and take the whole building with it. You know this man—he is Kelbesque, another of the warriors alongside Mado who fell to Emperor Draygon’s influence.
As you approach, Kelbesque is finishing up his briefing: “…once the village is secure, send a messenger ahead to notify Karmine that it is time to prepare another round of ice walls to seal the prisoners in. Reinforcements from Goa have been held up by more storms on the Angry Sea, and according to the report from the storehouse guards, Sabera’s growing impulsiveness in the wake of our Emperor’s demise has depleted their entire supply of Warp Boots—something we’ll need to…discuss…with her once Mado returns from his errand in Portoa. All that means to you is that security on Mt. Sabre will be at a minimum until you return with the villagers, so make it quick—or you won’t have a post to come back to if those wise men go poking around these caves. Karmine had better know what he’s doing, because this timetable of his is putting our entire operation here in jeopardy. Now, make your preparations—you leave tonight.”
2d4+2 imperial guards: 50 HP, +12/+7 melee, longsword 2d8+5 (19-20/x2), AC 20 (Soldier Suit, +1 Dex), Ref +3, Will +3, Combat Reflexes, Dodge, Weapon Focus, Climb +4, Jump +2, Listen +4, Spot +4, Immune to Fire and Water, 256 XP, 100 GP.
General Kelbesque: 200 HP, +17/+12 melee, ranged scimitar 2d8+9 (19-20/x2), AC 27, Ref +7, Will +7, Fort +10. Stomp 3d6+4 all targets, DC 18. Immune to Fire, Water, and Thunder. 2032 XP.
Portoa Area:
When you emerge from the tunnels onto a small patch of grass struggling for its survival, you are greeted by a gorgeous view from atop one of Mt. Sabre’s higher peaks: below you, enclosed by Mr. Sabre and a few smaller mountains, is a verdant valley covered in a carpet of greenery with patches of fluffy trees here and there. You occasionally spy movement amongst the plants—a fleeting glimpse of something in flight, rounding the mountain, or a group of tall shapes lumbering into the trees. You hear the sound of a waterfall in the distance, and a gently flowing river cuts through the center of the valley. There is one obvious path into the valley: down the icy slope before you, which has melted somewhat into slippery slush.
At the bottom of the slope, the river opens up into a larger body of water—it’s hard to tell whether it qualifies as a lake, a sea, or part of an ocean, for it looks like the area was once very hilly and mountainous and then was flooded as the water level rose, leaving only a few ridges and plateaus peeking above the surface. In the middle of this body of water is what appears to be a series of small, interconnected islands upon which someone decided to build a town. The whitewashed buildings with sloping redware-tiled roofs are simple, but sturdy, built to withstand the elements. A wide bridge of wood and stone reaches across from where you are standing to the edge of town.
Tool Shop: Run by a sharp-featured young man wearing a gray helmet with tinted goggles strapped to them, and a matching suit of simple padded armor. He introduces himself as Frank. (NOTE: No relation whatsoever to the guy at Nadare’s, but equally underappreciated.)

Inn: When you enter, you hear a gruff voice call down the stairs, “I’m on my way!” A rather plump man sporting a flat-top haircut that cascades into a mullet plods down the stairs to greet you. His name is Raoul.
Armor Shop: A middle-aged man covered in grime waves at you as you enter, turning his attention back to the piece of metal he’s hammering. It looks like he’s wearing all the scraps of armor that didn’t make the cut for his saleable merchandise, cobbled together into a patchwork suit. He calls himself Garth.

Pawn Shop: A soft-featured woman with a dense mane of chestnut hair fanning out far enough to hide a small child in. She’s very motherly, married to Raoul, and named Arabel.
Eventually, a black-bearded town guard in gold-painted armor will come running up to you. Panting heavily, the guard says to you, “I don’t care who you are—you’ve got swords.” At this point, you notice large amounts of smoke billowing up from the palace. “I beg you, please help us. We’ve been attacked…” he gestures toward the burning building behind him, “…by our own queen.”
The front doors of the palace are blown off their hinges by a large fireball, and you see an elegant, sinister woman emerge from the smoke. Dressed in the finest fabrics the color of the ocean, and with cascading hair to match, the queen of Portoa strides across the bridge with an ever-growing grin on her face. Barely audibly, she says, “Now is the time, my children.”

All around you, you hear the unmistakable vrrrrrmph of teleportation magic. As the townsfolk begin to pour out of their homes to see what the commotion is all about, about a dozen figures appear in their midst, all of them barely human. They look like people…or rather, the impression of people. Backs hunched, dirt-covered arms outstretched, boots and clothing almost melted into their skin, barely any semblance of a neck to tell where the head ends and the shoulders begin, and faces whose identifying features have all but been sandblasted away, these monsters were perhaps human at one point, but the scent of rotting decay emanating from them would further suggest that their former lives are long gone. They linger for a moment after they appear, swinging their heads in a slow, broad sweep of the area, and then burrow into the ground almost as though descending in an elevator. A pile of dirt, grass, and rocks is all that remains where they stood. “I just felt something move under me!” you hear a voice shout out behind you amidst the screams of panic.
12 Zombies

96 XP, 64 GP
Poison, Blindsense, immune to wind, paralysis
30 HP, slash +12, 2d6+5+Poison (Fort DC 20), AC 18, Ref +4, Will +5

Sabera

2032 XP, 0 GP, immune to wind, water, and thunder

200 HP, 4 ranged fireballs +10 ranged 1d6+7 (18-20/x2), AC 20, Ref +7, Will +10, Fort +7.
Fire shield 2d6+7 damage Ref DC 18 on melee attacks

MP-drain web, Ref DC 18 or 2 MP drain/turn

Portoa, After the Battle:
Through the smoke of the burning buildings, you see her glide leisurely toward you. It is indeed Sabera, one of the fallen four whom you once called ally. Sabera is a tall, slender woman, though you wouldn’t know it from her attire—garbed in a floor-length cloak, dark purple with two thin bands of white running along the bottom edge, only her black sleeves and ghostly pale hands can be seen. Her head is adorned with the jawless skull of a particularly monstrous mountain ram, whose downward-curving horns have been dyed purple to match her cloak. Kelbesque would be envious. A round, dark gem has been affixed to the forehead of the skull helmet, matching the one on her thick, ivory collar. Almost leaking out from the sides of the skull are scraggly ribbons of jet-black hair, which provide a stark contrast to Sabera’s sharp, pallid jawline, which is almost all that can be seen of her face—a perpetual shadow cast by the helmet obscures her eyes.

Sabera’s cold, black lips begin to twist into a smug, crooked, yet somehow elegant smile. Over the hiss and crackle of the flames, and over the shouts and screams of the surviving citizens of Portoa, you hear her speak as you begin to regroup.
“Quite impressive,” she says with a slight nod. “I can see how it was possible for you to defeat my Emperor. You do possess great power…but power does not make one wise. I wonder…have you taken a moment to consider how you’ve been using that power?
“You seek what we seek—the floating tower. And why? To keep it out of our hands? To ensure that no harm comes to your people because of its destructive capabilities? Why, not even a week ago I was hearing reports of how you were training townsfolk to become soldiers, teaching them how to defend themselves and protect the ones they love. There were rumors of miraculous recoveries from injury and illness thanks to your magic. We even had a group of soldiers ambushed at their own ambush, thanks to some clever espionage that we’re sure you had a hand in.

“You were leaders. You were heroes. And now you’re abandoning the people who need you, just to gallivant across the continent toward something you don’t fully understand.
“Look around you—do you truly comprehend the consequences of your actions? Can you truly call yourselves wise when your first instinct is always one of self-interest? You destroyed an entire ecosystem to buy a pathetic metal plate that you’ll trade away once you reach the next armor shop! While you stood around retaliating at my zombie minions for attacking you, you allowed three innocent townspeople to burn to death, a crucial boatkeeper to be slaughtered in front of his horrified daughter, and a portly innkeeper to be sliced up like a holiday ham! Meanwhile, half the buildings in town are still on fire, and there’s no telling how many wounded I left behind in the palace. You’re questing after this tower to rescue your people from possible danger, but you can’t even rescue those in danger!”
She casually flicks her wrist to the side, launching a fireball at one of the charred townspeople who had been attempting to crawl to safety. “Make that four innocent townspeople.”
“Your greatest failure, however, is filling your head with all that knowledge, and never putting it to use. You know full well that I possess the magic of Telepathy and Change; my disguise should have been easy for you to see through, but you never attempted to look past the surface. I felt you intercept a fragment of my telepathic message to my comrades, but you never gave it any great thought. Even if I somehow escaped undetected, my zombie minions should have been a dead giveaway—whether by way of local rumor or magical assessment, you should have known that my monsters were not really monsters, but ordinary people who had been transformed into horrible creatures, and whose minds had been overtaken by my magic—a process that is easily reversible by your own magic, or by slaying the caster. I might recommend you start writing letters of condolence to their families…except that they have no families left, for you have murdered the entire population of the settlement on Evil Spirit Island, along with the entire population of the seaside village of Joel. Think about that when you go to sleep tonight in the charred ruins of the inn left behind by the innkeeper you allowed to be eviscerated.”
Sabera takes a look around, sighs in satisfaction, and then begins an effortless, backwards retreat, snaking back and forth until she is out of sight. As she departs, you hear her voice in your heads: “I would have been content to shake them up with a burning building or two. But you’ve done so much more for me, and I thank you.”

The surviving residents of Portoa huddle together, glaring at you in enraged disbelief. There is a loud crash as the burning roof of the armor shop collapses, but the people hardly flinch. They await a response from the so-called “wise men.”
[Prompt for a response if necessary.]

NOTE: At this point, the expectation is that the heroes will either (a) make their final mistake and be run out of town; or (b) apologize and help the town recover from the attack. If you ask about getting to the Angry Sea, Evans will tell you that there’s a secret passage behind the queen’s chambers that leads out to there. If you attempt to take the fisherman’s boat, it won’t budge—it’s enchanted so that it will only move when commanded by its master, who is now dead.
Secret Passage Behind the Throne Room:
The water here is deceptively deep, and the mere thought of crossing it without a bridge fills you with some sort of irrational dread. However, there appears to be a place up ahead where the river is a little narrower. (Arcana DC 16 or Geography DC 21: It looks the conditions at this spot are ideal for freezing into a makeshift bridge.)
Nothing of interest in the fortune teller’s booth except for a note that says, “Congratulations! You’re now a fortune-teller. The shop is yours. Thank you for inquiring within.”

The queen’s personal chapel on the other side of the river is very well-kept, and austere except for a bright red carpet running down the center of the room, and an white marble altar adorned with a wreath of some berry-bearing plant that’s a chilly, wintery blue. (3x Fruit of Repun.)
Around the corner you see a half-beached dolphin with a large gash running across its side. The dolphin is still alive, but barely; each breath it takes looks like it might be its last. As you approach, it begins squealing and squawking at you, which Tornel hears as actual language thanks to his Telepathy magic; even without expending any magical effort, he is able to sense an impression of the creature’s thoughts as it speaks, translating those thoughts into words.

NOTE: The dolphin explains that he’d heard a rumor carried to him by the waterways around Brynmaer about this mountain covered with gold, and on his way to check it out, was attacked by a large, armored man with a monstrous helmet and a sharp sword. He says he’s in terrible pain and asks if you have anything that can heal his wound. If you help him, he will spit up a Shell Flute and tell you that you can call him and his friends to take you wherever you’d like.
[When you use the Shell Flute, four identical dolphins arrive, with personalities similar to their riders. They are Larphin (Asina), Curphin (Kensu), Moephin (Tornel), and Shemphin (Zebu).]
Take 10 on your ride check. As you are traveling out of the cave, the chain on Kensu’s Love Pendant snaps, and the pendant quickly descends into the depths. If you go searching for it, you’ll discover a soggy sack filled with $2500.
Out on the open sea, if you haven’t discussed this already, the dolphins ask you where you’d like to go. Their ancestors had the wisdom to go into hiding when the humans began destroying each other, and the stories of what was witnessed have been passed down to each new generation—in other words, the dolphins can fill in most of the blanks you might have about the tower.
They offer you a few landmarks to visit: The lovely island of Joel, which has a quaint little village with wonderfully friendly people; the mysterious Evil Spirit Island, which holds many dangers and a small settlement of hardworking people trying to make the island more habitable; and a small island with a magical altar on it. There exists a powerful artifact, a particular statue made of gold, that, when placed upon the altar, allows someone to control the sea. Calming storms, creating tidal waves, and forming fountains of water that shoot hundreds of feet into the air are all within a person’s grasp there. Come to think of it, the man who attacked Shemphin was clutching a statue in his other hand…
Ridiculous Sea Battle:
An army of shaggy green sasquatches hitching a ride on a fleet of whirling medusa plants has come to throw axes at you. Grumbling and growling, it all sounds like noise to everyone except Tornel, who can understand their language: They are here to seek revenge for the Thundering One slaughtering their brethren. (They will exclusively attack Kensu unless anyone intervenes.)
Remember the ride checks when attacking! DC 15.
Sasquatches: 40 HP, +9 throwing axe 1d8+2 (19-20/x2), AC 17, Ref +4, Will +1, Immune to Fire, 25 XP, 16 GP.

Medusa plants: 30 HP, body slam 1d6+4 (Ref DC 17), AC 14 (+4 Natural), Ref +1, Will +4, Blindsense, Immune to Wind, 40 XP, 16 GP.

Special spinning slash attack: Ref DC 22, 4d8+15, followed by Balance or Ride DC 20 to keep from falling off.
Village of Joel:
The village of Joel is nestled comfortably on a flat, grassy hilltop surrounded by a sandy stone perimeter wall and the steep cliffs that comprise the rest of this island; the only view of the Angry Sea that you have from here is through the short tunnel behind you. Not that it’s much of a village—if two people were to step outside for a moment, it’d look pretty deserted, which is exactly how it looks now. Divided neatly into quadrants by the wide cobblestone paths that intersect at the heart of the village, Joel consists of three buildings and a small pond with a seemingly unnecessary water well next to it.

In the southwest quadrant is an inn, roughly the same size and construction as the one in Portoa, though not as well-maintained, and considerably less burned to the ground. Next to the inn rests a quaint little well with a quaint little footpath branching off from the main road, which forms a quaint little circle around it, some 30 feet away from the completely redundant well next to the pond. In the northeast quadrant is a simple item shop with a lovingly maintained flower garden out back (Search DC 15: amidst the flowers are the kinds of plants that are sold at the shop, in various stages of growth). In the northwest quadrant is a building even larger than the inn, possibly where the entire population of the village lives, with a slant-roofed wooden shed built into the side, topped with a lovely stonework chimney.

· Elder’s House: Nobody there.

· Inn: You won’t be able to sleep at the inn without an innkeeper (even if you do sleep, you don’t restore any HP/MP).

· Item Shop: The only person in town is a crazed, middle-aged man wielding a fluffy brown bunny rabbit. He’s hunkered down behind the counter, and will frantically try to sell you items at full price.

· Shed: The secret door is open, leading into a manmade tunnel to the lighthouse, where Mado is repairing the Statue of Gold. He will immediately retreat, rolling into a ball, heading back out through the village to the sea. He’ll pull out a comedic low-sounding shell flute and summon a dolphin of his own.

TIMING DEADLINE: 10 minutes – unless you went to the lighthouse, this will suddenly happen:
Listen DC 25 (if inside) or DC 15 (if outside): You hear a muffled “BOMP” sound from inside the shed. Suddenly, a large ball moving at high speed comes crashing out of the shed, rolling quickly through the village and down through the tunnel leading back to the sea. There’s no mistaking him—it’s Mado.

At the end of the tunnel, Mado seamlessly unfolds himself from his ball form and, in the same motion, pulls out a shell flute. [sound effect] Mere moments after he blows into the flute, a particularly nasty-looking dolphin with a scar on the side of its head emerges from the water and pulls up along the sandy shore. Mado backflips onto the dolphin, and without so much as a word to you, takes off to the west, in the direction of the floating tower that is now hanging a little lower in the sky than it was before.

NOTE: If you pursue Mado, he’ll spend a few rounds firing at you. Then Sabera and Kelbesque will pull up alongside him on their dolphins and join the fight. It takes 11 rounds to reach the island with the altar, where Karmine is waiting.

Karmine and Sabera must have the same tailor: Though he is merely a taller-than-average man, his spacious blue shaman’s robe gives the illusion that he’s a larger and more intimidating man. Mystical symbols are embroidered in white onto the flat apron he wears around the front of the robe, which is held in place by two broad, pearl-studded belts that wrap over Karmine’s shoulders and connect in the center of his back, just below where his long, greasy black ponytail hangs. Like his comrades, Karmine’s face is covered by a mask, this one resembling a skull with ceremonial blue paint along the edges. He wields a staff in his left hand.

The fight will continue there for a round or two as Mado tosses the golden statue to Karmine, who firmly places it on the altar, and with his hands on the statue, shouts to the Angry Sea, “I COMMAND YOU TO ERUPT INTO THE TALLEST FOUNTAINS OF WATER YOU CAN MUSTER, YOU PATHETIC SEA!!” With a ear-shattering rippling roar, the rough waters of the Angry Sea begin to swirl in several places, and then as far as you are able to see, twisting cylinders of water start to shoot into the sky at random intervals, reaching what must be a few hundred feet before losing cohesion and raining back down into the sea. Water is now spattering everywhere, making it difficult to keep an eye on your targets (20% miss chance for everyone).

Kelbesque shouts to the group, “TIME TO GO!” Mado blows his Shell Flute again, and the Finest Four rush to the water’s edge to leap onto the dolphins when they arrive. Sticking close together, they navigate toward the nearest patch of swirling water and wait for it to send them upwards.

Floating Tower:
The water spout pushes you at a breathtaking speed through the air as the islands below you start shrinking and the floating tower in the sky becomes impressively larger. The circular tower looks to have six golden stories, or layers, each one slightly larger than the one atop it, and a silvery dome as its base; it resembles a deadly dessert in a hovering bowl of doom. Each layer is alive with activity—blinking lights, moving staircases, and metal creatures of various shapes and sizes can be seen on every level of the tower, with some of the creatures flying in a patrol loop around the tower. The upper layers have openings that appear to be passageways into the tower interior; on the base of the tower, there are two rings of decorative holes running around the upper edge…at least, you hope they’re decorative, because otherwise they’re aimed at everything that might possibly approach the tower from below. The very base of the base is hollow, and the heat blur below it suggests that you’re either looking at the tower’s form of energy propulsion, or a very large weapon that is just beginning to heat up.
The water spout slows to a halt, and you are suspended for a moment just above the lip of the tower’s base. There’s about a 12-foot gap between where you are on your dolphin, and the edge of the tower. Spaced about five feet apart along the edge of the tower are small golden cannons mounted on thick silver poles, which all rotate and point at you as you approach, though they do not fire…not yet, at least. (Jump DC 24, or Use Rope DC 18, or use Flight magic to get across!)
With solid ground once again beneath your feet, you take a moment to scan the area for Draygonia’s Finest Four. Spot DC 20: It looks like they’re somehow made it to one of the upper levels of the tower already, though you can only see the signs of their magic, not they themselves; there is a swarm of mechanical creatures exploding with the kind of flourish you’d expect from your former comrades.
You barely make it five feet toward the center of the tower when you hear a mechanical voice appear out of nowhere: “PERIMETER BREACH. INTRUDERS DETECTED. INITIATING TRANSPORT TO INTRUDER HOLDING CELL.” (Will saves all around! Unless you get a natural 20…)

There is a blinding flash of white light, and you suddenly feel like your body is being pulled in a thousand different directions at once. When the light subsides, you are standing in a small room filled with complex machinery; it looks like some of the walls, pipes, and pillars have been damaged or simply begun to decay over the last century since the tower was created…but the most recent victim is a blast door that looks to have been busted apart by a person-sized cannonball. Just outside, you hear the sounds of combat.
In the corner of the room you hear a pained whimper, and notice a young man, badly burned, and outfitted for mountain climbing crumpled in the corner. He feebly reaches out a hand to you and says, “Please…help me...” He was told by some woman in Brynmaer that there was a mountain made of gold, and he figured it was this tower, so…
You step out of the room and onto a 30-foot wide balcony wrapping around a portion of this level’s circumference. A dilapidated hand railing runs along the edge of the balcony, curving a little to follow the thick pillars that jut out periodically on the level below you. Strewn about the balcony are parts and pieces of machines you’ve never seen before, some of which are still smoking and twitching. You hear a loud VWEEEEP sound, which draws your attention to your left, where an entire section of wall folded itself out into a moving staircase headed upward to the top level of the tower. You spot Kelbesque, Sabera, Mado, and Karmine dashing to the top, toward a large doorway.
Before you have a chance to react, one of the hand railings nearby is blasted to pieces as a torso-sized energy ball collides with it, missing Zebu by a fraction. Behind you, a bipedal mechanical creature slinks toward you, like some sort of azure monster on the prowl. More creatures, some similar, some different, begin to pour out of the openings in the wall.
NOTE: If the party spends any time at all fighting the robots instead of chasing after the Four, one of the Four will shout down something about how truly unwise the party really is.

Final Battle:
The machines seem unable, or unwilling, to follow you up the moving stairs, and they cease firing as soon as they see you heading toward the doorway at the top. They cluster around the base of the stairs, wobbling uselessly in place.

The chamber at the top of the stairs is pitch black, except for a faint purplish glow around what might be another, larger doorway up ahead. Suddenly, the room springs to life. Lights flicker on across the ceiling and walls, and display screens with incomprehensible symbols instantly activate. Suspended from the ceiling through the glowing archway ahead is what looks, for all intents and purposes, to be a mechanical replica of a human heart, with tubes, wires, and various nodules giving it a distinctly inhuman look…particularly when the dome in the center of the heart opens to reveal a piercingly blue eye staring directly at you.

You hear a snicker of satisfaction from Karmine, and notice the Finest Four flanking the mechanical heart, two on either side.

“You’re nothing to fear…be proud of it!” says Mado.

“Don’t think you’ve seen even a fraction of our power!” says Kelbesque.
“I will enjoy destroying you!” says Sabera.
Karmine says, “You must be tired…so rest forever in darkness! Ha!”

ROLL FOR FINAL INITIATIVE!!

General Kelbesque: 200 HP, +17/+12 melee, ranged scimitar 2d8+9 (19-20/x2), AC 27, Ref +7, Will +7, Fort +10. Stomp 3d6+4 all targets, DC 18. Immune to Fire, Water, and Thunder. 2032 XP.
Sabera: 200 HP, 4 ranged fireballs +10 ranged 1d6+7 (18-20/x2), AC 20, Ref +7, Will +10, Fort +7. Fire shield 2d6+7 damage Ref DC 18 on melee attacks. MP-drain web, Ref DC 18 or 2 MP drain/turn immune to wind, water, and thunder. MIND CONTROL DC 30.
Mado: 200 HP, +12/+12/+12 throwing stars 2d4+6 plus Paralysis (Fort DC 15), AC 24, Ref +10, Will +7, Fort +7. Cannonball Ref DC 20, 2d10+6 two targets. Immune to Wind, Fire, and Thunder.
Karmine: 200 HP, 4 ranged bouncy fireballs +10 ranged 1d6+7 (18-20/x2), AC 24, Ref +9, Will +10, Fort +5. Polymorph +5 ranged touch, Will DC 25. Immune to Wind, Fire, and Water.
A winged altar.

CONFIRMED MELTDOWN…SELF-DESTRUCT HAS BEEN INITIATED…FINAL COUNTDOWN INITIATED…EVACUATE…EXPLOSIVES ACTIVATED…EVACUATE…30…29…28…27…

A bolt of lightning.
