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You don't wear The Mask Doom, The Mask Doom wears you!
It is in the eye of the beholder, if the founder of The Mask Doom 
is an unfortunate person or not. The mask is too ugly to be of 
any value of as a collectible or an art piece – except for very 
bizarre and twisted individuals.

But even though you happened to know a collector who would pay 
decent price for this unique abomination, it would be difficult 
and risky to deliver the mask.

You see, this is a mask people don't wear. No. This is a mask that 
wears you.

Immediately after touching the mask (the Referee might call for 
a Save, if he is benigant), the mask starts to wrap the victim 
around it. There is no purpose for the position of bones 
anymore, when the insides are turned outside as the mask wears 
the unfortunate nosey one around it.

The victim's friends only have 3 rounds to try to stop this 
ghoulish spectacle. But with a huge risk. Every round they try 
to rip their friend apart of this brutal dressing ritual of The 
Mask Doom, there is a change that one of the sufferer's physical 
(STR, CON or DEX) and one of the mental (INT, WIS, CHA) both 
decrease 1d4 points (exploding die, roll highest result -4 in 
this case- again and add) permanently. If your attribute goes 
below 1, you know what happens… crippled, braindead, depends 
on which one.

After 3 rounds, it is nigh impossible to release the victim with 
normal means or without serious consequences or dark rituals.

Even though no one wants to be weared by a demonic mask, it 
might be lesser evil as a fate for the unfortunate victim of its 
perverse coquety. The higher the victim's CHA is, the longer the 
mask enjoys him wrapped all over it. Every point of CHA equals 
one day The Mask Doom wearing the victim.

But when The Mask Doom gets weary of you, it will release you. 
But you will be a mess after a trauma like that. Add 1d6 to a 
random attribute, and equally take 1d6 off of another one. Then 
randomly shuffle all these attribute values. That's a new you.



Spikers: Elven Junkies on Hard Drugs
Elven forests are bulging flora, both natural and magical, used in 
thousands of different ways by this glamorous race. As nourishment, 
remedies, medicine, to see visions, and to get high.

But in urban environments an elf might get depressed. Sure, you can buy 
goods, but they are not as fresh and ripe as plucked directly from an 
elven soil. Many elves can fight this depression with their memories of 
their home woods and with a hope to frolic with their friends in the 
forest openings, but not all.

Some elves have lost their hope, their dreams, and any view of better than 
grey and smelly metropolis.

If there is a park or similar more natural location within the urban 
location, that is the place to find spikers. They are as close as nature as 
they can within the metropolis dystopia. There they dwell in their 
shacked communities, stoned and miserable.

It is weird, though, that no elf knows how to make spikers' drug. It is 
rumored, that it is produced in dwarven laboratories, but no one can be 
sure. Logistics of the substance are so complicated, that the original 
source is impossible to track down. The price is 100 GP per daily dose, 
but heavy users might need multiple doses per day. If they don't get it, 
they die. For an immortal race death is a disgrace.

(Dis)advantages of being an elf junkie

When spiker elf casts a spell, there is a 50%chance that the spell 

fails and does the opposite as intented

It's better to cast being high, though, so consider him 2 levels higher 

caster under influence

You are immortal, right, 

psychosis is a way to test your 
limits – nothing stops you!

Every year of drug abuse 

reduces 1 point of your every 
attribute to the minimum of 3. 
Except CHA is reduced 1 per 
month

Without injecting your daily 

dose, can't do anything creative 
or productive. Every 3 hours 
you will spontaneously cast a 
random spell, memorized or not



Rumors & Local Talk & Random Affairs
1. If you stare the solar eclipse long enough to be blinded, you'll see 

the truth.

2. Harvest, prepare, use. That's it! Everything else is pointless.
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