
Coral Dryad
A stunningly beautiful woman appears before you, humanoid in shape. She appears at first to be a statue carved of living, vibrant coral, 
and her hair resembles a branching colony of wild colors and shapes. You soon see that she moves and breathes just as a living creature 
might. 

Coral Dryad CR 3
XP 800
CN Medium fey
Init +2; Senses low-light vision; Perception +11
Defense
AC 17, touch 12, flat-footed 15 (+2 Dex, +5 natural)
hp 34 (6d6+12)
Fort +6, Ref +7, Will +7
DR 5/gold or auranite
Weaknesses coral dependent
Offense
Speed 30 ft.
Melee spiked gauntlet +5 (1d4+2)
Ranged masterwork longbow +6 (1d8)
Spell-Like Abilities (CL 6th)
Constant—speak with plants
At will—entangle (DC 15), reef shape, coral shape (1 lb. only)
3/day—hydraulic push (DC 15), coral call, reef stride, shellskin
Statistics
Str 14, Dex 15, Con 14, Int 14, Wis 15, Cha 18
Base Atk +3; CMB +5; CMD 17
Feats Acrobatic Steps, Great Fortitude, Nimble Moves, Stealthy
Skills Climb +9, Craft (sculpture) +11, Escape Artist +13, Handle
Animal +10, Knowledge (nature) +11, Perception +11, Stealth
+13, Survival +8; Racial Modifiers +6 Craft (coral)
Languages Common, Delatari, Sylvan; speak with plants
SQ coral meld, wild empathy, coralcraft, coral spikes (1d3, fire coral disease)
Ecology
Environment tropical coral reefs
Organization solitary, pair, or colony (3–8)
Treasure standard (masterwork longbow with 20
arrows, other treasure)
Special Abilities
Coral Spikes Because of the rough, spiny growths on her body, the coral dryad is considered to be wearing spiked armor at all times, and she can make 
unarmed melee attacks as if she wore spiked gauntlets. She is considered proficient with both of these weapons. The damage from her armor spikes is 
reduced to 1d3, but there is a chance that an enemy may contract the fire coral disease (see CC. pg. 21).
Coral Meld (Su) A coral dryad can meld with any coral colony in a reef, similar to how
the spell meld into stone functions. She can remain melded
with the reef as long as she wishes.
Coral Dependent (Su) A coral dryad is mystically bonded to a single colony of coral, and must never stray more than 300 yards
from it. Most dryad corals are branching varieties, but other species
function as well, from brain corals to deep-sea soft corals (see below). A coral dryad who moves
300 yards beyond her bonded coral immediately becomes
sickened. Every hour thereafter, she must make a DC 15
Fortitude save to resist becoming nauseated for an hour. A
Coral dryad that is out of range of her bonded colony for 24 hours
takes 1d6 points of Constitution damage, and another 1d6
points of Constitution damage every day that follows—
eventually, this separation kills the dryad. A dryad can forge
a new bond with a new coral by performing a 24-hour ritual
and making a successful DC 20 Will save.
Wild Empathy (Su) This works like the druid’s wild empathy
class feature, except the coral dryad has a +6 racial bonus on the
check. Coral dryads with druid levels add this racial modifier to
their wild empathy checks.
Coralcraft (Ex) A dryad has a +6 racial bonus to Craft checks
involving wood, and is always treated as if she had masterwork
artisan’s woodworking tools when making such checks.

The coral dryads are an ancient type of fey that are descended from the forest dryads on land. They live in coral reefs, choosing one 
specific coral to inhabit, but (unlike their drylander descendants) changing corals frequently over the course of their long lives. A coral 
reef is a wild place that is always in conflict with itself. Individual corals compete for space, and actively try to destroy each other as they 
grow and spread. Coral dryads reflect this more competitive philosophy, and tend to be more wild, capricious and cruel than their dry land
counterparts. They value and encourage the competition of their surrounding environment, but they also realize that coral reefs are fragile,
and work to actively protect the entire reef they inhabit, not just the individual colony they are bonded with. 

Stories of coral dryads tend to be of two types. Either they focus on the anger of the dryads after their reefs are desecrated (which can be 



severe), or their fickle ways in matters of love and romance. Coral dryads are not shy in the least, and will present themselves to outsiders 
if they feel they present a danger to the reef or themselves (or if they are just curious). Their mood can change depending on a number of 
factors. In approaching a group of adventurers, they may be looking for simple conversation, a convenient target for a practical joke (often
the cruel and painful variety). Some coral dryads even enjoy fighting as a recreational activity, and might be looking for a good scrap 
(most of them have the good sense to make a formal challenge, rather than ambush a party of well-armed vagabonds). 

They are fiercely protective of their bonded corals, and of each other. Coral dryads tend to think of each other as sisters (whether they are 
related or not), and always look out for one another. Because of their nature, they will sometimes become mired in feuds or long-running 
disputes, but these are usually resolved when there is an outside threat to deal with.   

Ecology
Coral dryads are distantly related to tree-bonded dryads, found on dry land. Many sages believe the first coral dryads were drylanders that
sought to escape a natural disaster, and made a pact with a god of the sea, abandoning the trees for coral reefs. Still, their life cycles and 
habits differ in some important ways. Coral dryads have a bonded colony of coral, and it can be of any species, stony or soft. Their health 
and survival are tied to this coral in every way. When the coral feeds, the dryad receives nourishment. When there is plentiful sunlight and
food in the water, the dryad is healthy and strong. If the coral becomes sick, bleached, or otherwise damaged, the dryad looks 
correspondingly unhealthy. The dryads tend to take on aspects of the coral they are bonded with, usually this manifests in the skin color or
hair. A stony tree-like coral will have a dryad that has wild, branching hair, while a soft coral dryad can have elaborate fleshy growths on 
various parts of her body. Dryads bonded to brain coral tend to have enlarged craniums, but despite their assertions, they are no more 
intelligent than any others of their species. Coral dryads will, unlike their drylander relatives, change their coral bonds frequently. This 
may be because corals are more fragile compared to trees, or it may simply be in their nature to make changes. 

Coral dryads can inhabit any part of the ocean where corals are found. They are most common in large tropical reef structures, where they
can be a part of a bustling natural community. There are also dryads found in the Underdeep, bonded to deepwater corals like Lophelia. 
These ladies have the deep-sea template (CC. pg. 267), and tend to live a more hermetic lifestyle, protecting their bonds from the roving 
monsters of the abyss. There are many cities in the Cerulean Seas that are built naturally from coral reefs, and try to exist in a state of 
equilibrium with the original ecosystem (these include Kilara in the Seafolk Kingdom, Corallis, Dar Elestri, and many others). It is rare, 
but not unheard of, for a coral dryad to live among other creatures in a coral city. Their abilities make them useful in many ways to those 
in authority, often as builders and maintainers of the coral, or as guards. The cindarian city of Corallis is said to have many dryads bonded
to it, as the line between city and natural reef is somewhat blurred here. However, if a dryad does settle down in a city, it isn’t for very 
long, as they soon develop a longing for life in the wild. 

The life cycle of a coral dryad is bizarre and fascinating. They are an all-female race, and their breeding is tied to the cycles of the reef. 
Corals have many different ways of creating offspring, one of the more common methods being for females to release packages of eggs 
into the water, which are then fertilized by male corals in a similar way. This is a simplification of the process (some corals are 
hermaphrodites), but what it results in is many different species in a coral reef breeding at the same time, usually around a specific event, 
like a full moon. Once in her life, a coral dryad can participate in this process while bonded to her coral colony. Regardless of the bonded 
coral’s gender, there is a chance that a new dryad will form from the union of two colonies. She will not appear until the coral reaches a 
certain level of growth, and then she manifests as a fully formed adult. A dryad can attempt this mating ritual any number of times, but 
once a daughter has been born, she loses the urge to do so. A newly formed coral dryad does not know her mother, although there is a 
good chance that they will meet at some point. Newborns are taught and raised by all the dryads in a reef (and possibly by other creatures 
that live therein). 

 Habitat/Society
The life of a coral dryad is tied deeply to the reefs that they inhabit. They embody many aspects of a coral reef, the diversity, the 
strangeness, and the harsh competition. They are first and foremost concerned with the well-being of their coral bonds, and how they fare 
against predators, environmental changes, and other corals that are competing for space. At night, corals wage a slow, secret war on each 
other, using their natural defenses to destroy and consume their neighbors, so they can grow and expand. Rather than protect their bonds 
from this competition, coral dryads will allow it to progress. If their bond is destroyed, they simply perform a new bonding ritual and 
either choose the victor in these disputes, or move to a new part of the reef. However, if a predator moves in, like a crown-of-thorns 
starfish or a parrotfish, a dryad will usually manifest and drive it away. Becoming involved with these miniature wars and conflicts is a 
major part of a coral dryad’s life, and they take a simple pleasure from it. Older coral dryads usually live alone with their bonds, while 
younger ones tend to enjoy each other’s company more, and can form small groups called colonies. 

Beyond their immediate bonds, coral dryads also become involved with the wider happenings in a coral reef. If they feel something is 
threatening the reef as a whole, they will band together as sisters and try to drive it off. Unlike land-bound dryads, the ladies of the reef 
are not afraid of a fight, and they have the magic and physical prowess to hold their own against many threats. Still, there are times when 
they find themselves overwhelmed, and will try to find help among other reef denizens, local kahunas or druids, or even civilized types 
like wizards. If a reef is ever damaged or desecrated, or if another dryad is harmed, the others will likely try to seek revenge. The 
Cerulean Seas have many stories about the bloody vengeance of the coral dryads. The story of the seafolk Prince Dendris is often quoted, 
in which the arrogant prince cut living coral from the heart of the Grand Reef to make a new palace, and murdered an entire colony of 
dryads in the process, save one. The surviving dryad hid within the harvested coral, and waited until the prince threw a dedication banquet
at his new palace. When all the guests were gathered, she caused the living corals to grow, and impale every single guest, including the 
prince himself. The palace still stands out in the Grand Reef somewhere, and the dryad still among the corals, never letting go of her 
hatred.



Coral dryads are wild and whimsical. They usually have brash, extroverted personalities. They delight in games, practical jokes, and 
taunting other reef denizens. They usually cooperate with one another unconditionally, as they all see one another as being part of a 
sisterhood. Still, there are occasional disputes, often based around a prank gone wrong, or a lover. These tend to be short-lived, but 
spectacular, with the dryads potentially causing an entire reef to attack itself. They either work things out, or the other ladies will shame 
them into forgiving each other. They generally tolerate the presence of other creatures in their reefs, as long as they are respectful to the 
corals and don’t cause trouble. It is all too common for coral dryads to take lovers of other species. While they lack the magical charms 
and gentle manner of land dryads, they are still considered alluring to mortals, especially sea elves. For the dryads, curiosity simply gets 
the better of them, and they will fall in love with different races and genders, young and old, and sometimes even things that aren’t 
technically alive. There is another famous story about a coral dryad falling in love with a hurricane, and unfortunately luring it to her 
home reef and destroying it (this is an extreme example). Still, these romances never last long, as a dryad’s only true love is her bond, the 
reef.

Altered Spells

Barkskin (Shellskin) – This spell functions in exactly the same way as barkskin, except that the user’s skin or carapace turns greyish-
white, with thin plates of shell and bone overlapping.

Tree Shape (Reef Shape) – Reef shape changes the user into a single formation of coral, of a single species. This works the same way as 
tree shape except the user can choose from a size range of Medium to Tiny. This does not change the caster’s AC bonus. 

Tree Stride (Reef Stride) – This spell functions in the same way as tree stride, but makes use of a different list for coral species – 
Oak, Ash, Yew – Staghorn (branching) corals, pillar corals
Elm, Linden – Brain corals, table corals
Other Deciduous – Any other stony corals 
Any coniferous – Any soft corals

Wood Shape (Coral Shape) – This works the same as the original spell, but applies to any material crafted from coral.

Stone Call (Coral Call) – This spell affects corals of any variety or species, and causes them to grow rapidly, shooting out hundreds of 
spines and horn-like growths. This deals piercing instead of bludgeoning damage, and the overgrown corals remain after the spell is cast, 
making the entire affected area into difficult terrain. The caster can adjust the area of effect, increasing the height to 40 ft., but reducing 
width to 20 ft. 

Nakki
This strange creature appears at first to be a large-sized shrimp with a rosy pinkish hue, but on closer inspection you notice a pair of 
stubby, child-like arms sprouting from it’s carapace, and an inquisitive look in it’s bulbous black eyes. 
Nakki CR 1
XP 400
N Tiny fey
Init +3; Senses low-light vision; Perception +8
Racial Buoyancy -20 Depth Tolerance 300 ft.
DEFENSE
AC 17, touch 17, flat-footed 13 (+3 Dex, +1 natural, +2 size)
hp 5 (1d6+1)
Fort +1, Ref +5, Will +6; +2 vs. illusions
DR 5/gold or auranite; SR 10
Weaknesses gullible
OFFENSE
Speed 20 ft.
Melee tail slap +5 (1d3–1/20)
Space 2–1/2 ft.; Reach 0 ft.
Spell-Like Abilities (CL 7th; concentration +10)
At will—dancing lights, create air, electrify
1/day—bumble bubbles (DC 14), buoyant force (DC 14), swift retreat
STATISTICS
Str 8, Dex 16, Con 12, Int 14, Wis 15, Cha 12
Base Atk +1; CMB +1; CMD 12
Feats Iron Will, Tail Strike, Weapon Finesse
Skills Acrobatics +8 , Bluff +7, Escape Artist +8, Handle Animal +4, Perception +8, Stealth +12 (+16 in coral reef terrain); Racial Modifiers
+2 Perception, +4 Stealth in coral reefs
Languages Sylvan, Click-clack
ECOLOGY
Environment Any (tropical coral reefs)
Organization solitary, gang (2–5), or nest (7–12)
Treasure standard
SPECIAL ABILITIES
Buoyant Touch (Su) At any time, the Nakki can make a melee touch attack against a target with it’s humanoid arms, causing a spray of sparkling bubbles 
to shoot from it’s fingertips. If the attack is successful, the target must make a fortitude save (DC 15), or have it’s racial buoyancy score adjusted by 5. 



Whether the target becomes more negatively or positively buoyant is a choice made by the Nakki just before making the attack. After the target is affected, 
it’s buoyancy score will return to normal naturally, at a rate of 10 points per hour, provided the Nakki does not interfere in any way.
Gullible: Nakki are incredibly naïve and gullible. While they are perfectly capable of lying themselves, it rarely occurs to them that anyone would do 
otherwise, and they suffer a -10 to Sense Motive checks

The fey represent primal concepts and emotions. They are beings of a brighter world, more pure and intense, and much, much older than 
ours. Any fey or feykith has a long lifespan, and can claim a lineage going back thousands of years, but few can match the lineage of the 
nakki. These are some of the oldest creatures of the fey realm, existing since prehistoric times. Truly ancient races like the zef or the 
aboleth remember them cavorting with dinosaurs, and before that, ammonites and trilobites. Only the asrai can claim an older legacy, as 
they are tied to the elements, and not living things. The nakki are thought to represent the innocence of a young world, before any other 
intelligent species evolved to tarnish it with thought or higher concepts. 

One would think that such an ancient race of creatures would have had a strong impact on the development of their world, but this is not 
the case. The nakki are simple creatures, that wish only to live in harmony with nature. They are found in many wild places, although they
have a preference for coral reefs. They are mischievous, child-like creatures, eager to play tricks, steal from travelers, and make a 
nuisance of themselves. There are times however when a whole nest of nakki can be seized with a strange, feverish anger. In the grips of 
this rage, the nakki will gang up on larger creatures, using their magic sink them into the depths, or keep them floating on the surface. A 
lone traveler would do well to turn and swim away if confronted with a gang of angry, chirping nakki.

Ecology
The nakki are ancient indeed, at least as old as the first true crustaceans in the sea. They live in small groups called nests that settle into a 
small cave or grotto, and forage their surroundings for food. Nakki will eat almost anything organic, but they have a preference for small 
reef fish. An individual specimen is extremely long-lived, but it’s life-cycle is fairly constant and unchanging. After coming to life (see 
below), they will join a nest, and devote their lives to the simpler things; food, exploration, and annoying other creatures. Nakki do not 
breed, as far as anyone can tell. Their reproduction works in a manner similar to asrai, wherein they spontaneously generate. This comes 
about when a group of nakki gather together for a long period of time. A new one will appear, and join this nest, which eventually splits 
when the group gets too large.

Nakki have a number of natural defenses that are brought to bear when they feel threatened. Their power over buoyancy can become 
deadly against a large, heavy, slow-moving creature, especially in open water. These victims will sink into the abyssal zone, and usually it 
will be crushed to death before the effects of the magic wear off. They will use their powers even when hunting for fish and other animals,
or just for fun. A good sign that a nakki nest is nearby is fish flopping along the seafloor, and crabs floating freely in the water. Their nests
are usually small caves or grottoes in a coral or rock reef. They will protect these by creating bumble bubbles, which bounce continuously 
around the nest, and also by casting electrify on any loose objects. 

Nakki are widespread, and can be found in wild places all over the Cerulean Seas, and beyond. There are any different kinds of sub-
species as well, including polar, deep-sea, and open ocean varieties. They all exhibit similar characteristics, living in nest groups and 
generally being a nuisance wherever they go. 

Habitat/Society
Nakki are simple and innocent creatures, but are still intelligent curious. They have a number of strange habits and cultural quirks. They 
are intelligent enough to speak in the language of wild creatures and fey, and they also use a strange dialect of Click-clack, the claw 
language of karkanaks. They can reproduce the proper sounds with their mouthpieces, but also supplement this with a whole range of 
buzzes, chirps, clicks and pops. Despite their impressive use of language, they never seem to have anything valuable to say, often 
rambling on about imaginary characters and situations, asking inane questions, or just thinking out loud. The few researchers who have 
had the patience to converse with these creatures have learned some interesting things however. 

The nakki have incredibly sharp memories, recounting events that were known to have occurred hundreds of years ago as if they 
happened yesterday. They also love to tell each other stories, and have their own collection of tales that go back for thousands (some 
believe millions of years). The problem is that the nakki also seem to have a distorted sense of time as well, having trouble judging how 
long ago something happened, and in what order the events took place. They are also gullible to the point where they believe everything 
they hear, unless something is present to directly contradict it. This makes them very unreliable sources of information, and while they 
might have a valuable grain of knowledge buried in their memories, finding it involves searching through a mountain of delusions and 
misinformation.

The nakki prefer the company of their own kind, feeling a strong urge to be together. The nest is the basic social unit, and it exists for 
protection, and the easier acquisition of food. Nakki’s relationship to other races tends to revolve around practical jokes and mischief, and 
occasionally violence if they feel threatened. All of these work better as a group effort. A nakki will only live on it’s own while it is 
searching for a new nest to join. Their pranks usually involve theft, frightening people or animals by hiding in urns, or using their buoyant
touch at just the right moment. The classic prank for a gang of nakki is to use the buoyant touch on a person’s loincloth or covering 
garment, and then chirp wildly as it floats rapidly to the surface, or down into the depths (some people have theorized that this is the 
reason nudity is becoming more widespread in the Cerulean Seas). The nakki, after their daily routines, will return to the nest for a night 
of storytelling, and the recitation of nonsensical poetry. 

The well-known “nakki rage” is a strange, widely observed phenomenon that can occur within a larger nest. The nakki are usually 
harmless, only using their magical abilities for hunting and causing mischief. When the nest is threatened by a predator, or an enemy race 



like boggers or grindylows, they will leap to it’s defense. But there are times when the entire nest will leave their home, and go on a small 
rampage, ganging up on any creature they come across. There seem to be no trigger to these events, and they never last longer than a day. 
The nakki are weak combatants, but gathered in numbers, and using their magic to incapacitate foes, they can be quite fearsome. The 
nakki will attack any creature when they are in a collective rage, even those larger and clearly more dangerous, like sharks. There are no 
solid explanations for this behavior, only theories. The nakki themselves never seem to remember their rampages, which is surprising 
given their usual powers of recollection.  Some believe they are sensitive to great changes in the world, and it drives them temporarily 
insane. Others think they are under the effects of an ancient curse. The nakki themselves are not going to provide any answers anytime 
soon.

Hasterman
Floating before you is a hideous, humanoid creature. It’s skin is the dark, mottled green of pond-scum. It has a frog-like face with small, 
shining eyes, and a gaping mouth filled with needle-like teeth. It wears a filthy wide-brimmed hat and clothes, and is draped all over with 
sea-weed. It’s body is fat and round, with short paddle-like legs. It’s arms are freakishly long, bending and undulating like tentacles, and 
they end in a pair of wicked claws.
Hasterman CR 4
XP 1200
NE Medium Fey
Init +7; Senses Darkvision, low light vision, keen scent; Perception +17
Racial Buoyancy -30 Depth Tolerance 600 ft.
DEFENSE
AC 17, Touch 13, flat footed 14
(+3 Dex, +2 Natural, +2 armour) 
hp 45 (6d6+24);
Fort +6, Ref +8, Will +5
DR 5/gold or auranite
Weakness grappling (see below)
OFFENSE
Speed 10 ft., swim 30 ft.
Melee 2 Claws +5 (1d4+2 plus grab), bite (1d6+3)
Space 1/2.; Reach see below
Special Attacks
Constrict, Sneak Attack +1d6
Spell-like Abilities
At will – silent image (DC 12), ghost sounds, daze (DC 11)
3/day – cause fear (DC 13), misdirection (DC 13)
STATISTICS
Str 15, Dex 16, Con 18, Int 12, Wis 10, Cha 12
Base Attack +3 CMB +5 ;(grapple +7) ;CMD 20 
Feats  Alertness, Improved Grapple,
Improved Initiative, Stealthy
Skills Acrobatics +11, Climb +8, Escape Artist +17, Perception +17, Sense Motive +2, Stealth +20, Survival +5
Languages Common, Salatari, Sylvan
SQ extendable arms, tenacious grapple, grab
ECOLOGY
Environment Any aquatic
Organization solitary
Treasure standard
SPECIAL ABILITIES
Extendable Arms (Su) A hasterman can, as a standard action, cause it’s arms to grow up to 30 ft. long. This grants it reach for it’s melee attacks equal to 
the number of feet extended. The hasterman’s arms must be extended to make use of it’s grab and constrict abilities. The hasterman can also shorten the 
arms to any length desired. The arms, when extended, occupy their own space adjacent to the hasterman in a line (or lines). If the claws are used as part of 
a melee attack while extended, they are considered to be occupying the target’s space.
Grappling Weakness: If the hasterman’s arms are extended, the initiator of a grapple does not have to move to the hasterman’s space, and can grapple in 
any space that the arms pass through, including where the claws have made a melee attack.
Tenacious Grapple (Ex) A hasterman does not gain the grappled
condition if it grapples a foe with its arms (as the initiator).

A boogeyman of the deep, the hasterman is a terrifying creature that takes pleasure in spreading fear, misery, and chaos. As one of the fey,
it represents the mortal fear of deep water. Stories of hands grabbing or caressing a swimmer from the bottom of a deep lake often come 
from a hasterman encounter. Claiming a distant relation to the vodyanoi, the hastermen once inhabited freshwater lakes and rivers. Some 
still haunt the remaining remaining waterways of dry land, but most have made the transition to salt water, finding kelp forests, rocky 
seashores, and coral reefs much to their liking. 

Hastermen are well-equipped to sow terror. They are known to sneak into villages and settled areas, breaking into houses and committing 
all manner of unspeakable acts. Some will hide in a single victim’s home for days or weeks, relishing the process of driving the 
inhabitants made with fear. Others are more direct, coming at night and murdering multiple families while they sleep, or even targeting 
fortified castles or barracks, just to let the entire community know that no-one is safe. Kidnappings are very common with a hasterman 
about. These abductees are almost never found, and it assumed that the hasterman takes the victims back to it’s lair, for a more drawn-out,
personal kind of torment. 



A hasterman is very elusive. While they can hold their own in a fight, they know that their actions will bring down the entire wrath of a 
community on them. They will terrorize a town or village for months, and then simply go quiet for years afterward. During this time, they
might turn their attentions to another settlement, or they might keep themselves satisfied by preying on the creatures that live around their 
lair. Regardless of how long this quiet period lasts, a hasterman always returns. Frequently, it will target specific families, and make 
wicked promises to the survivors of it’s attacks. Many stories about hastermen have children who lose a brother or sister to the monster, 
and then receive a promise that it will return to claim them as well (or their children). These stories often end with some nonsense about 
the child driving the monster away with it’s true name, or causing it to break some trivial rule. The harsh reality is that a hasterman never 
lets up on it’s prey, and the only reliable way to stop it is with the pointy end of a trident.

Ecology
Hastermen are cannibalistic meat eaters, able to subside on a small amount of flesh from any living creature, but savoring the meat of 
living mortals. The hastermen of ancient times would prey on land-walking species, like humans and elves, and now they find merfolk or 
feykith of any kind quite delectable. It seems that hastermen also have some kind of biological need to cause fear in their victims. A 
wizard who kept a live specimen confined for many months noted that even though it was well fed with meat, it still grew sick and 
emaciated without any live victims to torment. The imprisoned hasterman eventually escaped, and took a slow, cruel revenge on the 
wizard. Those that saw it afterward reported it to look very fat and happy. 

The relation to the vodyanoi is a mysterious one, and the hastermen do not elaborate on the details. The vodyanoi, for their part, will not 
speak of it either. It is believed that the first hastermen may have been evil vodyanoi that wandered into the world of the fey by accident, 
and returned fundamentally changed. While both species have a frog-like appearance, the hastermen are fundamentally creatures of magic
and emotion, while the vodyanoi are simply just another species with some strange powers, and so the truth of the matter remains a 
mystery.

It is unknown how hastermen reproduce, or if they do so at all. They are very rare creatures, thankfully, and so there may be a fixed 
number. If the evil vodyanoi theory is true, all of the hastermen in the world might simply be from the original group that was changed by 
fey world, or a new one could be created from this same process.

In terms of habitat, the hastermen are not picky. They once lived exclusively in freshwater lakes and rivers, and still have the appearance 
of estuarine creatures. The Great Flood changed these environments dramatically, and the hastermen likely realized that their favorite 
prey, land-walking humanoids, were quickly disappearing. They made the transition to salt water life seamlessly, and found a diverse new 
population of creatures to prey on. They prefer to lair in remote caves, or areas with thick plant growth. These lairs are often turned into 
claustrophobic mazes, with traps and misleading pathways. They set their homes up like this for protection, but also as a way to hunt. It is 
more enjoyable (and in a sense, more nutritious) for a hasterman to lure a victim to it’s lair and torment it slowly, eventually killing it after
driving it mad with terror. Hasterman sightings have occurred in coral reefs, kelp forests, rock reefs, and still occasionally at the mouths 
of rivers. There have been no deep-water hastermen reported. This may be because they are unable to adapt to greater pressures, or 
because the Underdeep is already filled with nasty creatures that don’t appreciate the competition. 

Habitat/Society
Hastermen have a wicked intelligence and cunning. They love to play sick, twisted games, and because they need very little nourishment, 
they will draw out the hunting of a victim for days or weeks. They often start slow, sneaking into a dwelling and leaving small signs of it’s
presence. A future victim might find open doors or hatches, obscene or threatening messages left on walls, or murdered house pets 
(hastermen particularly despise seahorses). From there, they grow more bold, appearing at windows, and using their long arms to torment 
their prey. They will finally strike, killing at least one member of the household in a gruesome way, and kidnapping others to return to it’s 
lair. A hasterman is surprisingly well-spoken, and they have been known to converse with their victims before devouring them. They 
enjoying hearing people beg and plea, and will sometimes allow them think will escape being devoured (this never happens of course). A 
few hastermen, who are interested in “long cons”, will even befriend children before they make a move to capture them, enjoying the 
betrayal of trust that inevitably occurs. They often speak in riddles or rhymes, enjoying little sing-songs and proverbs, even when they are 
hunting and stalking victims. 

A hasterman always lives alone. They have no use for others of their kind, and will make a point of avoiding each other. There is no 
particular hatred or sense of rivalry between hastermen, they simply understand that they create competition for each other. Because they 
are extremely rare, this is rarely an issue, but the unusual crossing of paths is brief and awkward. They share information, news, and on 
some occasions will collaborate on a hunt, but the association ends after this. The only time in which the hastermen actually gather in 
great numbers is an event called the Kolkenfest, which only occurs every 113 years. This is a grand event, in which dozens of the 
monsters will migrate to a specific mountain lake, somewhere in Harper’s Peninsula. They travel up ancient rivers, some of them running 
underground, bringing with them other evil water fairies invited as guests. These include kelpies, nuckelavees, and other monsters like 
merrows and scrags. Mortal captives are brought along as well. When they reach the lake, which is hidden among inland mountains, they 
begin a week-long orgy of bloodshed, cannibal feasting, and twisted games. The hastermen, as the hosts of the event, organize deadly 
tournaments, in which the prizes are rare treasures gathered over the years. The games include typical feats of strength, riddles, navigating
mazes, and more gruesome challenges like cannibalistic eating contests, and torture endurance runs. The most coveted prize to be won in 
these games is the Kolkenbier, an alcoholic beverage brewed by the hastermen just for the festival, which is rumored to bestow incredible 
powers on those that drink it. Rumors also say that if a mortal (or mortals) find the hidden Kolkenfest, and formally challenges the 
hastermen, they will be allowed to compete for the prize. The Kolkenfest is the major social event in a hasterman’s life, and they tend to 
see it as an obligation. When or why they started hosting the festival is unclear. It might be that they owe a debt of some kind to the fey 
community, or it may be that all creatures of faerie must socialize at some point, even the solitary types.



Their relationship with other evil creatures can vary. There is of course the socializing and formal invitations that come along with the 
Kolkenfest, but this is an infrequent event. Some hastermen recognize that all sentient beings are potential prey, and are not picky about 
what they hunt. While they all enjoy the horrified reactions of seafolk and elves, some find the high-pitched shrieking of boggers or 
grindylows to their liking as well. If they happen to share territory with another creature that is significantly more powerful, they might 
strike up a deal and work for it, in exchange for full hunting rights. Hastermen have been known to cooperate with powerful undead, evil 
song dragons, or other fey creatures of a similar malicious bent. When a hasterman comes in contact with a vodyanoi, the latter will do 
everything it can to hunt and kill the former. Many evil creatures recognize that hastermen have a number of special talents, namely the 
ability to be stealthy. Some of these will hire a hasterman to perform a kidnapping, or an assassination. 

One of the stranger features of these monsters is their clothes, particularly the wide-brimmed hats, which create a fair amount of drag 
underwater. When asked about them, the hastermen reply that it reminds of them of their ancestral home, the freshwater lakes and rivers 
of the old world. There is nothing supernatural about the hats, but hastermen are still very protective of them, and become enraged if they 
are damaged, stolen or destroyed. There is an old story about a hasterman’s hat being stolen by a drylander as a trophy, who then went to 
live in a vast desert. The hasterman followed him onto dry land all the way across the scorching sands, killed the thief, then shriveled up 
as soon as it recovered the hat. 

Jobolom (Hydraulic Death Clam)
Before you is an enormous, floating clam, vaguely resembling a scallop. It’s shell is thick, studded with rough spikes, and there are 
several round holes on the outer rim. The clam’s eyes surround the perimeter of the creature, small black beads that slowly turn red as it 
advances towards you. 
Jobolom CR 7
XP 3200
N Large Magical beast
Init +7; Senses All-round vision, Darkvision 100 ft.; Perception +8
DEFENSE
AC 22, Touch 12, flat footed 19 
(+3 Dex, +10 Natural, -1 size) 
hp 94 (9d10+45);
Fort +11, Ref +6, Will +6
DR 10/bludgeoning
OFFENSE
Speed 0, swim 10ft.
Melee slam +8 (1d8) 
Ranged 3 pressurized shots +12 (1d6+1) range 80 ft.
Space 10ft.; Reach 0 
Special Attacks
breath weapon DC (19) 4d10 steam, wall buster
Spell-like Abilities
At will – hydraulic push (CMB +9), alter currents
3/day – hydraulic torrent (CMB +9), undertow (DC 12)
STATISTICS
Str 10, Dex 16, Con 20, Int 6, Wis 10, Cha 7
Base Attack +9 CMB +10 ; CMD 23 
Feats 
Deadly Aim (-2 to attack roll, +4 to damage), Improved Initiative, Point Blank Shot, Precise Shot, Vital Strike (2d6+2)
Skills Perception +8, Stealth +4
Languages Aquan
SQ pressurized shots, spikes
ECOLOGY
Environment Any
Organization Solitary
Treasure Standard
SPECIAL ABILITIES
Breath Weapon: As a standard action, the jobolom can extend a fleshy tube from it’s carapace, which fires a blast of super-heated water in a 40 ft. cone. 
This deals 4d10 damage (DC 19 Reflex save halves or negates). The jobolom may use this ability once per 1d6 rounds, up to 3 times a day.
Jet: A jobolom can jet forwards once per round as a
full-round action, at a speed of 150 feet. It must move in a
straight line while jetting, and does not provoke attacks of
opportunity when it does so.
Pressurized Shots: A jobolom’s primary method of attack is a pressurized blast of water, fired from it’s shell. The shots have a range of 80 ft. and deal 1d6 
piercing damage, critical modifier x2.
Spikes: Any creature attacking a jobolom with natural weapons or an unarmed strike takes 1d3 point of piercing damage. A creature that grapples a 
jobolom takes 2d4 points of piercing damage each round it does so.
Wall Buster (Su): As a standard action, the jobolom can target any structure or object, and make a single attack that bypasses any hardness. This attack can
be used as part of a sunder attempt.

Few other creatures in the sea have as strange a reputation as the Jobolom (pronounced JOE-buh-lom), which goes by many, many other 
names. The Hydraulic Death Clam, the Hellmollusk, the Shelldemon, the Bivalve of Doom, the Scalping Scallop, the list goes on. The 
truth of this strange creature has been lost amidst generations of stories, legends, and tall tales.
Part of the problem might be that the very idea of this elusive mollusk is somewhat unbelievable, even to the diverse people of the 



Cerulean Seas. A giant free-swimming clam, the size of a shark or an orca, which can breathe steam, jet at high speeds, and fire 
pressurized water from it’s shell the way others fire bolts from a crossbow. It doesn’t sit well. Yet the jobolom (most don’t even know the 
creature’s true name) is quite real. They are very rare however, with only a handful still in existence. Their strange life cycles ensure that 
they are almost never sighted, and when they are, they are usually disturbed in the process. When a jobolom is disturbed, and thus brought
to anger, there are usually no survivors.  

The truth is that they are magical creatures not of this world at all. They were bred for war eons ago by a Planes-spanning empire called 
the Ecumenos (their people known as the Ecumenoi). At one point the Ecumenoi invaded the world of the Cerulean Seas and attempted to
conquer the locals, using beasts of war much like the jobolom. They were repelled by the ancient Nommo Empire, and today the nommo 
have largely forgotten the entire conflict. How or why the joboloms survived this war and still live today is not known. Now these rare 
and majestic beasts wander the world, living quiet, simple lives in the wilderness. 

Ecology
Joboloms are magically bred creatures, likely designed to be living siege engines. Their water jets are certainly effective at destroying 
stone or coral structures, and if one was ever turned on a fortress, it wouldn’t stand for long. They now use their abilities to create 
spacious, secure living environments. With enough time and energy, the clams can create large tunnels and caverns beneath their chosen 
habitats. They do this by jetting into a solid mass of rock, to loosen it up and widen natural cracks and holes. They follow this up with a 
high-powered blast of water, which is usually enough to blow away the already weakened rock face. The clams will choose any number 
of habitats in which to make their homes, but always end up settling in some place remote, where their filter-feeding cycles will not be 
interrupted. This is not a matter of choice for joboloms, it’s just what ends up happening (see below).

Joboloms are primarily characterized by a strange internal conflict, between natural instincts and those bred into them for the purposes of 
war. They are mainly filter feeders, and they spend much of their lives anchored in their subterranean lairs, filtering plankton from the 
water with a large, muscular siphon. To ensure a plentiful meal, they often use their magical abilities to affect local water currents, which 
bring food down to them. They are a long-lived species, and they can potentially stay like this for hundreds of years. But, sooner or later, 
someone inevitably disturbs their gentle feeding by touching it, or coming too close. It seems that only the presence of an intelligent 
creature will cause these episodes to occur, animals will not set it off. When it happens, the clam’s battle instincts kick in. Many believe 
that the creature’s Ecumenoi creators had some sort of command word that would bring it out of a feeding state peacefully, but that is now
lost to history. 

A disturbed jobolom will indiscriminately kill anything in it’s immediate area, and then only when it successfully kills what caused the 
original disturbance, it begins a long rampage. One can tell when this berserk state begins by the creature’s eyes turning red, and a 
strange, rhythmic thudding sound comes from it’s shell. It swims for miles in a straight line, attacking anything it comes across, and 
sometimes stopping to destroy buildings or complex structures (more evidence for the siege weapon theory). It is hard to say what is 
going through the creature’s mind at this point, but there are those skilled in psionics who have attempted direct telepathy during a 
rampage. They say that the jobolom is overwhelmed with memories and mental images of war, bloodshed and chaos. These might be 
from some kind of ancestral memory, or they may all be programmed with these images at birth to trigger a panic response. Eventually 
it’s rage subsides, but it still continues to swim for hundreds of miles, before it calms down and finds a suitable place to settle down once 
more. It is from these terrifying fugues that old stories of the jobolom first began. 

Joboloms are extremely rare, and this is due in part to their breeding. The clams breed sexually, like their smaller counterparts, by 
spawning into the water column. They are all hermaphrodites, which has helped in their survival immensely, but there are still some 
obstacles for the species to overcome. They will not seek out mates unless they are in the aftermath of a rampage, and already swimming 
openly in the ocean. They can sense one another from far away by detecting changes in the pattern of ocean currents, but there is still a 
low chance for this to occur. Even if two clams manage to find each other, one or both of them might be sterile. This seems to be a side 
effect of their arcane breeding. All of these factors work together to ensure that there are not many joboloms left in the world. If a 
spawning is successful however, the parents will part ways, continuing on to begin a new feeding cycle. Eggs are deposited on the ocean 
floor, which will hatch into free-swimming larvae. Less than a dozen larvae will survive long enough to anchor themselves, grow a 
rudimentary shell, and begin their first feeding cycle. This lasts for years, and the new joboloms grow to their impressive size, and also 
develop their many natural weapons. 

One of the most curious features of the jobolom is it’s ability to use pressurized water as a weapon. All natural clams have the ability to 
siphon water through their bodies for feeding purposes. Mollusks that lack shells, like the squid or octopus, have their own jet propulsion 
systems. The jobolom seems to mix together many of these features, and use them for new purposes. It can jet and feed in the way that 
these other creatures can, and has other unusual parts like a swim bladder, and a system for hearing and smelling. But the real secret to it’s
abilities lies within it’s shell, where it has supernaturally strong muscles. Within a series of small internal chambers, the jobolom can 
compress water to incredible levels of pressure, more intense than at the deepest levels of the ocean. It then releases the water through a 
series of valves leading to the outer shell, and the water exits as a thin, bubbling white projectile. The feeling of being struck by one of 
these shots is like taking a hit from a crossbow. Even more strange is it’s steam-breathing ability, which is not as well-understood. The 
few sages that have studied joboloms believe that their steam nozzles connect to another internal chamber that functions as a vacuum 
pump. They then fill that chamber with water, and the low pressure gradient causes it to boil immediately. This process is taxing on the 
creature’s muscles, and the heat of the water can damage it as well, and so the potent steam weapon can only be used a limited number of 
times per day.



Habitat/Society
Joboloms have no true culture or society. They are more intelligent than average animals, and retain many of the tactical skills of their 
warlike ancestors. On the extremely rare occasions in which more than one clam is present, they can be seen swimming in formation, and 
using complex cover-and-swim maneuvers. But most of them spend their lives alone, and they seem to like it this way. 
At one point, they were a slightly more plentiful species, but no less violent or destructive. In ancient times their rampages were 
legendary, and many adventurers actively hunted them down. From these early hunts, many colorful stories grew about the clams’ 
frightening abilities. The joboloms became even more rare and elusive, and were no longer seen regularly, but the stories remained, 
growing and changing for hundreds of years. Now there are few that believe in the beasts anymore, and they have become something of a 
joke among adventurers and monster hunters. While there are plenty of old stories about the fearsome clams, there now exists a popular 
tradition of trying making wild, exaggerated statements about the clam’s abilities. Here are some examples that one might hear in an 
undersea tavern – 

“There’s no such thing as a hurricane, there’s only the Death Clam when it gets angry.”

“The Great Flood wasn’t a big deal, it was just the Death Clam breathing out.”

“The Death Clam never misses a shot. If one goes by you, it was just aiming for someone else. On the other side of the world.”

“I saw the Death Clam once. It told me that I was going to die at a time and place of it’s choosing.”

Along with these, there are plenty of shaggy dog stories and ridiculous tall tales. The clam has appeared in epic poems, novels, operas and
plays. If the world were to actually discover that joboloms still exist, they might be almost disappointed.
If the cross-planar civilization of the Ecumenos still exists in any form, they have not shown any interest in reclaiming their jobolom 
servants. Very little is remembered about this empire, other than that it was based primarily on the Elemental Plane of Water, and was 
made up of many different races, including merfolk. The jobolom was surely not the only beast of war that the Ecumenoi used in their 
attempts to seize control of other worlds, but it may be the only one that exists in the Cerulean Seas. If one were to ever find a ruin, or 
some sort of record left by this mysterious empire, perhaos they could learn more. 


