Credits

Author
Bryan Steele

Additional Text
Matthew Sprange

Editor
Nick Robinson

Cover Art
Chris Quilliams

Wraith Recon Logo
Pascal Quidault

Interior lllustrations

Phil Renne, J.B. Neto, Linda Pitman, Giles
Meakin, Marco Morte, Greg Staples, Chad
Sergesketter, German Ponce, Chris Quilliams,
Bradley McDevitt, Andrew Dobell, Carlos
Nuiiez de Castro Torres, Leonel Domingos da
Costa

Special Thanks
Adam Gulwell, Alexander Fennell

Contents

Credits & Contents

Introduction

Wraith Recon: The Strike Teams
Wraith Recon Four: Creating the Team
The World of Nuera

The Military of Dardarrick

The Kingdom of Lorn

The Kingdon of Torres

The Wildlands

The Cult of Tomarsson

Minor Threats

Wraith Recon Missions

Campaign 0: The Lorn Initiative

Index

14
29
65
78
89
97
105
111
115
125
144



Introduction

th barely a whisper, a sword was drawn

l; ’; from its scabbard. Rauche peered up from

the brush he had crawled behind, cocking

his head in the night air to hear if the sound had

alerted any patrols. With a silent mental command he

activated the Spellcom lens over his right eye, and the

blackness before him was transformed into shades of
grey, as the device enhanced his vision.

The compound was just visible, at the extreme range
of the lens, rising up into the overcast sky. Crude in
construction, it looked like any other temporary orc
fortress, with mismatched wooden stakes ringing
the outpost, broken up by the occasional tower. The
gateway was on the far side of the compound from
their position, and Rauche had no intention of using
it for entry.

The ground between him and the palisade was broken,
the orcs having left their mark as they constructed the
outpost, with ditches and troughs torn into the earth.
Rather than clearing their wreckage, the orcs had
utilised it for defence, and clusters of spikes abounded
throughout the rough terrain, all intended to break an
enemy’s assault.

It also benefited the Wraiths, hiding their approach as
they closed in on their target.

Tranter was a few paces to his left, sliding from a
ditch as he warily padded across open ground, his
twin axes already in his hands and ready for action.
Wreathed in the standard issue cloak crafted by elves
deep in Dardarrick, Tranter was barely visible even
with the aid of the Spellcom lens. Glancing behind,
he reconfirmed Allavandriel’s position, her nod letting
him know that her full repertoire of magic was ready
to be unleashed.
‘Durkin,” he whispered. You see
anything?’

You in place?

‘Affirmative,” the rogue’s voice sounded in his head.
‘Their patrol stopped for a moment, but they are
moving again. Look.’

-

As Durkin spoke, a light twinkled in the corner of
Rauche’s Spellcom lens, and he saw what Durkin could
see as their arcane devices briefly linked together;
three orcs bickering as they sauntered for the eighth
time that night around the compound — what passed
for adequate security among these creatures. It would
prove to be no match for their Wraith Recon team,
Rauche vowed.

‘Okay, got them,” he said. ‘Allvandriel, stay down
— [ want to save your magic for the main assault.
Tranter, with me. We’ll cut them off as they pass our
twelve o’clock. Do it quietly, one each. Durkin, the
last is yours.

‘Already picked him out, just say the word,” Durkin
replied, and Rauche could imagine him off on their
left flank, motionless in some depression, his cloak
shielding him from prying eyes as he looked through
the scope of his magically charged crossbow. Even
without the enchantments on his weapon, Durkin was
fearsomely accurate — with them, he was plain lethal.

Flexing his muscles a few times to shake out the cramps
before he moved, Rauche advanced at a crouch,
picking his way across the rugged ground. He could
have moved quicker, but he never depended entirely
on his elven cloak and boots to keep him hidden. That
was a rookie’s mistake.

He heard the orcs before he saw them, and motioned
for Tranter to sink to the ground just a few feet from
him. Now the orcs were close, he dared not even
whisper into the Spellcom to give orders, and he was
well aware that the lens’ low-light vision capabilities
were something orcs enjoyed naturally. If he could see
them, they had every chance of seeing him.

Freezing in position and slowing his breath, Rauche
waited as the orcs walked out of the night, shambling
with their rough gait, and chatting noisily as they
approached.

Just say the word,” he heard Durkin’s voice in his
head. ‘I have the centre.’



Existing Characters and Wraith

Recon Four

Some players of D&D 4E might already have
1 created characters, perhaps even experienced
_ ones that they wish to use in the Wraith Recon
E’ setting. With the action-packed nature of this

setting, we expected this as a possibility and
? have drawn a few tips and hints that will help
. the Games Master add these characters to his

game.

“ e Make note of the new character’s level. This
will be used to determine what SpellCom
assets and equipment the character will
receive, just as any other Wraith Recon
member would. Just because the character
has not been with Wraith Recon for all of his

levels does not preclude him from getting }

i,

the tools needed to complete the mission.

Any existing narrative experiences that the
character has had in previous game sessions
before joining a Wraith Recon group should #
| be suitably altered to fit the setting and

¢ world of Nuera. If not, certain narrative
differences could become problematic for
general roleplaying continuity.

by SpellCom, taking up precious space on their
person that could be used for more useful mission-
based accoutrement. Wraith Recon team members
are welcome to spend their money on their own
personal items, but they will need to keep track of it
themselves.

The following is the standard Wraith equipment
package that every Wraith Recon strike team member
receives when they are assigned to a mission. There
are modifiers to this equipment based on level, class
and team role; they are covered later in this chapter.

T T, -

Creating the Team

Basic Wraith Recon Package
¢ 100 Silver pieces (sp)

¢ 20 Gold pieces (gp)

# Magic Armour (Enhancement +1)

¢ Magic Weapon (Enhancement +1) or Magic Orb
(Enhancement +1) or Magic Wand (Enhancement
+1) or Magic Staff (Enhancement +1)

Magic Bow (Enhancement +1) with 30 Arrows or
Crossbow Bolts

Elven Cloak +2

Elven Boots

Amulet of Health (Enhancement +1)

Bag of Holding

2 Potions of Healing

Backpack

Flint and Steel

50 ft. of black Silk Rope

Grappling Hook

2 Flasks

10 days worth of Journeybread

SpellCom Omnilens Helmet or Circlet

*
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As the Wraiths grow in levels, they will be assigned to
more difficult missions to overcome and will need to be
suitably equipped for dealing with more difficult threats.
The following table shows how, as the Wraith progresses
in level, his basic Wraith Recon Package is altered.

Character Alteration to Basic Wraith Recon

Level Package!

3rd_ 5th Any one Enhancement +1 item can become
Enhancement +2

6 — 8t One Potion of Healing becomes a Potion of
Vitality; Silk Rope becomes magical Rope
of Climbing

9% — 12"  All Enhancement +1 items become
Enhancement +2

13" — 16"  All Potions of Healing become Potions of
Vitality

170 — 19" All Enhancement +2 items become
Enhancement +3

20" — 23" All Enhancement +3 items become
Enhancement +4

24" 26"  All Enhancement +4 items become
Enhancement +5

270 — 30" All Enhancement +5 items become

Enhancement +6

U All references to Enhancements refer to the basic
Enhancement bonus of the listed item, not an
equivalent item.



The History of Dardarrick

Located in the central heart of the continent of Rardarri,
Dar was one of'the original kingdoms created by the All
Father at the Dawn of mortal life (0 YBD). It began as
a series of small villages and their surrounding farms,
but quickly swelled into several cities and towns; the
largest of which was called Graenwich and quickly
became the royal capital of the kingdom.

From Graenwich the first royal families of Dar tried in
vain to defend their borders from expansionist forces
from Lorn. Although the teachings of the All Father
spoke that the mortal kingdoms would not war, Lorn
ignored his decree and invaded anyway. Their assault
took the Dar people by surprise, who had no skills
yet to defend themselves, and the overrunning of the
kingdom was brutally fast.

The following century and a half put the Dar people
into a subservient role to anyone of Lornish descent,
forcing them to become stiff-backed labourers and
stalwart believers in the All Father — whose hidden
priests promised would save them if they stayed
faithful. The Dar peoples remained vigilant and
shouldered the weight of their problems knowing that
their salvation would one day come.

Salvation, when it came, took the form of a muscular
young man named Darrick. Darrick was the first
paladin of the All Father, and he gathered his strength
and the strengths of the people around him to create
an uprising throughout the kingdom. In just a few
months of Darrick’s travels he had created an army
ten thousand strong to push the Lornish back to their
own kingdoms. The fighting was terrible and Darrick
never left the front lines, battling the retreating
Lornish the whole way until he suffered a terrible
and mortal wound.

Darrick’s death was the single act that steeled the
Dar forces to victory. In the nine days following his
demise, the uprising managed to fully overthrow their
Lornish oppressors and reclaim their kingdom for the
free peoples of Dar. Darrick’s right-hand banner man
throughout the whole ordeal, Reginald Saerd, took up
the throne and claimed the kingship of the nation.

When he put on the crown for the first time, historians
quote him as saying, ‘Dar owes its life to its favoured
son, and it shall always be ruled in his name. This

kingdom shall always bear his honour; this kingdom
of Dardarrick.

King Saerd passed the crown to his heir, Argayn
Saerdsson, who would quickly lead the Dardarrians to
new heights. The worship of the All Father became
more prevalent as temples and shrines devoted to
him were built in many major cities. So much growth
required Dardarrick to expand into the southern
wetlands of Torres; at first using political leverage to
try and gain access to the thick cypress groves and
black oak timber farms, but quickly turned to the
presence of soldiers on the rivers and borders between
them in order to sway their opinion. Although they
did manage to claim small parts of the river banks
from the local lizardfolk tribes, it made them seem
like oppressors themselves to the Torresh. It would be
one of the reasons why the Torresh would harbour ill
feelings toward Dardarrick for the rest of time.

Dardarrick spent fourteen years under King
Saerdsson’s ideas that integrated faith, magic and
nationalism into its people’s lifestyles. He sheltered
his people from the harsh facts that spies were



Dardarrick Military >

Those cavalrymen assigned to Sky Rescue are taught
to fly their mounts with a specially crafted saddle
system attached beneath them that is used to carry
important supplies to wilderness troops or retrieve
friendly wounded to fly them to safety. It is not a very
combat hardened Wing, but one of the most prized and
prestigious to belong to.

The Third Wing Coachmen are used to give protection
and transport to individual wartime VIPs (very
important persons) and the escorting of Dardarrian
officers to their assigned locations. When a Legionary
General needs to see a battlefield for his or her own
eyes, the Third Wing takes them there.

Riding hand-raised hippogriffs, the Cloud Cavaliers
are air-to-air specialists that clear the sky of harpies,
gargoyles and other wild dangers so ground forces
do not have to worry about keeping an eye skyward.
Because of their specialised duties, the Cavaliers
do not deploy in large flights — it is much easier to
respond to an aerial threat quickly rather than in
overwhelming numbers.

Veteran flyers that join the Fifth Wing Sky Knights are
taught how to steer their mounts with a combination
of body gesturing, knee pressure and shrill whistles
so they can wield both weapon and shield as they
plummet toward a target. They are deployed in flights
of ten knights who fly and fight in flocking formations
that make their diving attacks brutal to enemy ground
troops. Although they have the training to serve in
other capacities, Sky Knights are called upon for
combat, most commonly on the Wildlands border.

The Storming Knights of the Sixth Wing are heavily
armed and armoured knights riding heavily armoured
hippogriffs. Their expertise is the siege of enemy
fortifications; flying over walls and onto parapets to
bring their mighty spiked flails and talons to a dug in
enemy. Storming Knights are rarely deployed in flights
bigger than five due to the expense of their equipment,
but they are always available when Dardarrick needs a
foe knocked from his hiding place.

The highly decorated and highly esteemed Patriot
Wing is also known as ‘the Lions of the Sky’, and they
are easily the most public of the Air Cavalry Wings.
Seen flying on their beautifully groomed and heralded
griffons for miles around the city of Graenwich. They
wear brilliant colours and fly emblazoned pennants,
and it is their responsibility to bolster the general
defence of the Rookery and the Dardarrian capital.

Elite pilots and savage warriors, the wyvern-riding
Dardarrick Dragoons are one hundred of the hardest
sods ever to wield a sword for the colours of the
crown. Living on the back of enormous carrier ships
in the Dardarrian Armada, the Dragoons specialise
in relentless attacks upon enemy shipping or coastal
targets. Combining heavy armour, enchanted swords,
magical skill and the ferocity of their mounts to
unequalled parallel, the Dragoons are feared by enemy
sailors and pirates all over the world. Even the massive
Aphaxusian galleons and their fire giant captains look
to the sky for wyvern-shaped shadows when they are
in Dardarrick shipping lanes.

Most riders in the Air Cavalry are elves or humans,
with more than a few eldarin scattered amongst the
flights. There are several tieflings in the Dragoons




Lorn

The Kingdom of Lorn

Dardarrick, the Kingdom of Lorn is the oldest

civilised empire on the continent of Rardarri —
and the source of the first military hostilities in history.
They are the Dardarrians’ oldest and most bitter of
enemies, and a recent source of scandal and tragic
abuse of power.

S uddenly at war once again with the Kingdom of

Lorn is the second-most powerful nation on the
continent, lying in the shadow of Dardarrick’s wealth
and arcane might. There has been bad blood between
the two kingdoms since the Dawn of Mortals, and
it seems as though only war can solve the problems
between them time and time again.

A Brief History of Lorn

Encompassing all of the eastern shores of the continent
of Rardarri, the Kingdom of Lorn is an ancient and
powerful empire that sprang up around the mineral
rich deposits and once-thick forests that covered the
whole nation. What began as a few city-states of
dwarven clans became a powerful patriarchy within
a few generations and their sights soon lined up upon
the early kingdom of Dar.

In the beginning, just beyond the Dawn, the area that
would later be known as Lorn was built of a dozen or
more individual city-states growing from the roots of




It came just a few years later, as the new leader in
Dardarrick wisely removed these pilgrims before the
Torresh clergy could make sacrificial examples of
them. The predator’s mask was firmly on Mersmerro’s
face, and Torres became hungry for vengeance as well
as the blood of infidels.

A new king, a cunning greenscale lizardfolk mercenary
named Bloodak, took up Mersmerro’s predatory
psalms and toppled the soft human King Xoatl from
his throne. Taking it for his own, Lord King Bloodak
combined his people’s renewed vigour and zeal with
his own experiences as a hired soldier in Lorn to
solidify the tribes under his kingdom’s banner. With
his elven priestess standing by his side as the voice of
the faithful, the kingdom of Torres did not fall upon
themselves as they once did when the predatory mask
was in power — they instead turned their collective
hungers northward.

By Lord King Bloodak’s command there would be
no fighting amongst the tribes; no hunting of the
soft folk and no more village wars over hunting or
spawning grounds. Torres would become a holy nation
Mersmerro himself would be proud of...

...and they would devour the weak servitors of the
All Father, sacrificing an entire nation to make their
god strong enough to return to this world, as it was
promised in the scriptures.

The Holy Defence
Forces of Torres

The Kingdom of Torres is unique in that it does not
support a standing military of any real form, but it
remains one of the most well-defended nations of
Nuera. The populations of most Torresh villages
and cities are used to having to survive against the
natural predators of their lands, making a quick and
rousing defence of any particular area as easy as
blowing a horn or ringing a claxon. When danger
threatens a Torresh community, the call to arms can
bring two-thirds of adult population to the battle — a
better ratio of warriors-to-civilians than anywhere
else in the world.

Torres

To say there is no traditional army in Torres is a bit
of a misconception. Under the recent rule of Lord
King Bloodak, the various unemployed mercenary
companies and tribes of warrior folk have been
solidified under one banner. Although they do not bear
officer rankings or titles, they are one cohesive force
under the holy orders of the High Priestess. Should she
say the scriptures order them to march on Dardarrick
they would without question. Tens of thousands of
human, elf, lizardfolk and troglodyte skirmishers
would erupt from the murk of Torres to fall upon the
enemy without a second thought as to their own lives
— sure that Mersmerro would protect them as they
enact his will.

Willing to fight and die for the word of their god, the
Torresh civilian population is not to be discounted
either. Over three quarters of the fauna in the swamp
kingdom are predatory beasts, many of which have
been ‘domesticated’ to serve as food and labour
sources, which can be turned upon enemies if a village
or city is threatened. Combined with the sheer number
of natural threats that stalk the marshlands, Torres
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