Non-Player Characters 

Characters from Xuthal of the Dusk
The Non-Player Characters used in this sourcebook are not given fate points or languages.  There are several reasons for this omission.  First, if Non-Player Characters' use fate points as much as Player Characters, no one would ever get killed and the Player Characters' jobs will be that much harder.  Fate Points exist primarily as an opportunity for players to influence the game in a favourable direction.  Games Masters do not need that particular contrivance.  Second, who knows what a Non-Player character has been through in his life?  In both cases, the Games Master's discretion is required.  If the Games Master wants to give the Non-Player Characters described throughout this book Fate Points, he is at leave to do so.  Languages function in a similar manner.  If the Games Master wants a character to speak a given language or not, then the character speaks or does not speak the given language.  The needs of the game is paramount here, not a whimsical choice of mine.  Thus, both Fate Points and Languages are left off the stat blocks of the characters throughout this text.

Xuthal is a green stone city located in the Black Kingdoms.  Conan and Natala encounter the city during the events of Xuthal of the Dusk (AKA The Slithering Shadow)
Conan the Mercenary

(The Snout in the Dark, Xuthal of the Dusk)

Medium Humanoid (Cimmerian barbarian 7/thief 1/soldier 1/pirate 1)
Hit Dice: 8d10+2d8+40 (92 hit points)
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Initiative: +14 (+5 Dex, +9 Ref) 
Speed: 25 ft.* (mail hauberk and superior scale corselet)
Dodge Defence:  20 (+5 level, +5 Dex)
Parry Defence:  18 (+2 level, +6 Str)
DR:  9 (+8 mail hauberk and superior scale corselet, +1 steel cap)
Base Attack Bonus/Grapple: +8/+14
Attack: Broadsword +14 melee
Full Attack: Broadsword +14/+9 melee

Damage: Broadsword 1d10+6

Special Attacks: Ferocious attack, versatility (no penalty), crimson mist, sneak attack +1d6/+1d8, sneak attack style (broadsword), trap disarming
Special Qualities: Cimmerian traits, fearless, bite sword, trap sense +2, uncanny dodge, mobility, seamanship +1
Space/Reach: 5 ft./5 ft.
Saves: Fort +13, Ref +14, Will +8 (+11 vs. Corruption)  
Abilities: Str 23, Dex 20, Con 19, Int 17, Wis 17, Cha 18
Skills: Balance +10, Bluff +10, Climb +16, Craft (blacksmith) +5, Gather Information +6, Hide +10, Intimidate +9, Jump +14, Knowledge (arcana) +4, Knowledge (geography) +6, Listen +14, Move Silently +16, Profession (sailor) +4, Ride +8, Search +6, Spot +12, Survival +10, Tumble +7
Feats: Brawl, Combat Expertise, Diehard bonus, Endurance bonus, Fighting-Madness, Mounted Combat, Navigation, Power Attack, Sleep Mastery, Track bonus
Reputation: 16 (Villain)

Leadership: - 
Code of Honour: Barbaric

Allegiances:  None
Possessions:  Silk loin cloth, wide gold-buckled belt, sabre, broad-bladed poniard.
Conan the Cimmerian is described by Howard as a tall man with mighty shoulders and a deep chest, with a massive corded neck and heavily muscled limbs.  He is dressed in a silk loin cloth, a wide gold-buckled belt, with a sabre and a broad-bladed poniard.  His brow is low and broad, his eyes a volcanic blue that smoulders as if with some inner fire. His dark, scarred, almost sinister face is that of a fighting-man, and his velvet garments can not conceal the hard, dangerous lines of his limbs.

Conan is loud and vibrant, despising the ordinary and the dull.  The key to his personality is intensity.  Even when he appears impassive, turbulent passions are roiling invisibly behind the scenes.  He never forgets a kindness and repays it handsomely.  He never forgives injuries, either, and can wait years for vengeance.  The word ‘vengeance’ is vital here.  Conan of Cimmeria does not try to get 'even' – he conquers and destroys utterly those who betray or hurt him – he gets cold revenge.  Conan is a dangerous enemy.  When he sees a weakness in an opponent he moves in quickly for the kill.  Even in his most mirthful moods there is always a hint of an imminent change of heart, a sense that there is, beneath the surface, a lurking and unpredictable violence that can erupt at any time.  However, this intense and explosive nature serves Conan well.  He is incredibly adaptable, able to channel his unconquerable, intense energies into new paths as needed, without looking back.  He embarks regularly on entirely different roads in life almost instantly, thus is explained his wide range of character classes, moving from barbarian to thief to pirate to soldier and, ultimately, to noble.  As Conan himself once said, in Robert Howard’s The People of the Black Circle, ‘I was born in the Cimmerian hills where the people are all barbarians. I have been a mercenary soldier, a corsair, a kozak, and a hundred other things. What king has roamed the countries, fought the battles, loved the women, and won the plunder that I have?’  

Whenever Conan is confronted with disaster, he will move the entire cosmos if necessary to turn the catastrophe into a success.  Conan is formidable in his single-minded determination to win the day.  On the other hand, Conan is also subject to obsessive drives that are extremely resistant to reason.  He is intensely passionate about everything he does and his primary mode of operation is primal and violent.  Conan is ruled by instinct, not logic or reason.  He drinks, eats and kills with an intensity few can match.

Conan needs action or his feelings turn inward and he becomes brooding, jealous, resentful and vengeful.  There is an underlying grimness to Conan.  However, once a course of action is evident, that action has his unswerving dedication, and all of his legendary energy, drive and endurance are fully engaged to bring that action to a successful conclusion.  He tends to accomplish things first – rarely does he announce his plans beforehand.  More than once has an enemy become aware of his violently vigorous progress too late to do anything about it.  His need for action gives rise to his wanderlust.  He is a consummate wanderer, even as king.  

Conan is fair, and, true to his barbaric heritage, somewhat blunt in his dealings with others.  His diplomacy skills are minimal at best; he will attempt to dominate and control anyone who lets him.  He tries to be just but will do what is necessary for the good of his kingdom.  He cares about the people of his kingdom and is intensely loyal to them, but he is suspicious and wary of others at first.  He is reluctant to trust anyone fully but once he does, that trust is vibrantly intense.  He adheres to high principles, his barbaric code of honour, and is a positive force for helping others.  Even as king, Conan is still very much a man of action. If he discovers a threat to his rule, he will tend to ride out and meet it head-on – though these days he may ride out at the head of many thousands of armoured knights. He has learnt a certain degree of caution, and will certainly act in a manner befitting his high Intelligence; but given no other options, he would sooner be acting than sitting about in a council meeting.

Women are attracted to him quickly, sensing a powerful magnetic sexuality and an aura of strength and violence.  He is disturbing, unpredictable and a thoroughly masculine presence.  Conan has so much energy and passion women have no problems seducing him, although it is much harder to form a relationship with him.  His love affair with Bêlit is a legendary exception, probably because she could deal with the simmering danger lurking just barely beneath the surface.  He will never allow a woman to dominate him and he will keep a woman only as long as he wants her.  He is direct and forceful in approaching women and there are not too many who can avoid responding to his physical passion, as uncomplicated as it might be, because he brings out the full sensual potential in any woman he is with intimately.  He has the uncanny ability to understand a woman's sensual needs and he makes his women feel as though they are at their best while they are with him.

On a religious level, Conan believes in Crom, although he does not pray to that grim god.  He also swears by other Cimmerian, Æsir, Zamorian and Shemite gods, although he does not pray or sacrifice to them either.  Crom and his race of gods despise weaklings who call on them for aid and would likely make the situation worse for the petitioner.  The Cimmerians value individuality and self-worth; their gods expect them to take care of life themselves.  Indeed, Crom only took pride in a Cimmerian if that Cimmerian never called upon him for aid in his life.  Cimmerians are supposed to take what they want from life, not ask a god for blessings, wealth, health or anything else.  Conan does not want to attract Crom's attention, or any god's, for Conan once said he would not want to walk on their shadow even.  As Conan said, 'What use to call on him?  Little he cares if men live or die.  Better to be silent than to call his attention to you; he will send you dooms, not fortune!  He is grim and loveless…'  In Conan’s experience, the actions of Crom, of any real supernatural entity, usually bring about the destruction of men, not the succour of man.  Simply put, Conan does not pray to Crom… ever.

Conan is very different from most Cimmerians, despite his doomed moodiness.  Most Cimmerians are depressive and dismal all the time and not usually given to wanderlust.  Conan’s mirth is as gigantic as his depressions are deep and, as stated earlier, Conan is a wanderer.  As one of Conan’s councillors says in The Phoenix on the Sword, 'I never saw another Cimmerian who drank aught but water, or who ever laughed, or ever sang save to chant dismal dirges.'  Conan, in many ways, is more like the Æsir than he is like the typical Cimmerian.
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Conan's History:  Conan was born on a battlefield, according to Robert E. Howard in a letter to P.S. Miller, during a fight between his Cimmerian tribe and a horde of raiding Vanir.  The country claimed by and roved over by his clan lay in the northwest of Cimmeria, but Conan was of mixed blood, although a pure-bred Cimmerian.  His grandfather was of a southern tribe who had fled from his own people due to a blood feud.  The tales of his grandfather, who had taken part in many raids of the southern Hyborian kingdoms, roused Conan's interest in travelling.  His father was a blacksmith (hence Conan’s ranks in Craft (blacksmith).  Presumably he learned some of the craft from his father).  At Venarium, Conan was about 15 years old and was already a formidable barbarian warrior, growing in reputation.  He soon encountered The Frost Giant’s Daughter when he fought with the Æsir against the Vanir. Captured by Hyperboreans, he escaped and made his way into Nemedia and encountered The God in the Bowl.

In Arenjun, a 2nd level barbarian/1st level thief, he learned something of thievery and encountered The Tower of the Elephant.  Still in Zamora, he investigated The Hall of the Dead and then travelled to the west of Zamora where he had the adventure related by Howard as Rogues in the House.  Conan then joined the Free Companions, serving as mercenaries for a rebel prince of eastern Koth.  When the prince made peace, the Free Companions plundered Koth, Zamora and Turan impartially.  Hunted down as kozaki, the Free Companions were slaughtered at the Ilbars River by Shah Amurath and his Turanians from Akif; Conan survived the massacre and avenged the deaths of his comrades-at-arms by killing Shah Amurath.  After Shadows in the Moonlight, Conan joins the Red Brotherhood of the Vilayet.  He is now a barbarian 5/thief 1/soldier 1/pirate 1. 
He becomes a mercenary, earning the name Conan the Throat-Slitter, and ends up in Khoraja in time to battle Natohk's horde in Black Colossus.  His stint as a mercenary adds soldier levels to his total.  Conan travelled to Argos and joined with Bêlit, The Queen of the Black Coast.  He sailed with her for nearly three years and ended up on foot in the Black Kingdoms.    He continues as mercenary, making his way to Khauran for the events told in A Witch Shall Be Born.  He is now a barbarian 9/thief 1/soldier 1/pirate 1.
After Yezdigerd is crowned king of Turan, replacing his father, Yildiz, Conan finds himself in Zamboula.  After Shadows in Zamboula, Conan heads toward Ophir.  Conan is next seen as part of a rebel uprising in Koth, travelling through Shem and Stygia to Kush and beyond.  He encounters Xuthal of the Dusk before returning  as a kozak for The Devil in Iron.  
Natala, the Brythunian Slave Girl

Medium Brythunian Female Commoner 2
Hit Dice: 2d4+2 (8 hp) 
Initiative: +2 (+2 Dex) 
Speed: 30 ft.
Dodge Defence: 14 (+1 level, +2 Dex, +1 dodge)
Parry Defence: 11 (+1 level)

DR: - 
Base Attack Bonus/Grapple: +1/+1
Attack: Unarmed +1 (1d4 subdual)
Full Attack: Unarmed +1 (1d4 subdual)
Special Qualities: Hyborian traits, adaptability (sense motive, survival), illiteracy, background skills (craft (cooking), craft (weaving), heal, profession (farmer))
Space/Reach: 5 ft./5 ft.
Magical Attack Bonus: +0
Saves: Fort +1, Ref +2, Will +2 (+5 vs. Corruption) 
Abilities: Str 10, Dex 14, Con 12, Int 10, Wis 8, Cha 16
Skills: Craft (cooking) +8, Craft (weaving) +5, Heal +1, Listen +1, Profession (farmer) +1, Sense Motive +1, Spot +4, Survival +1, Use Rope +4  
Feats: Dodge, Skill Focus (cooking) 
Reputation: 2 (talented)

Leadership: - 
Code of Honour: Civilised

Allegiances:  None
Possessions: None

At his feet rested a girl, one white arm clasping his knee, against which her blonde head drooped.  Her white skin contrasted with his hard bronzed limbs; her short silken tunic, low necked and sleeveless, girdled at the waist, emphasized rather than concealed her lithe figure.

~Robert E. Howard, Xuthal of the Dusk
Natala was a Brythunian girl caught by Shemitish slavers.  Appropriated by Conan, she shared an adventure with him in Xuthal.  Familiar with the whips of Shemitish slavers and the whips of Thalis, she accepted her 'acquisition' by Conan with pleasure.  The rough life of the camp had given her more strength and stamina than the average woman possesses, but still she was no where near the equal to Conan.  She has blonde hair (one of the men of Xuthal calls her the girl with the golden locks).
Thalis the Stygian

Medium Stygian (Acheronian descent) Noble 2/ Temptress 8
Hit Dice: 10d8 (48 hit points)

Initiative: +9 (+3 Dex, +6 Ref)

Speed: 30 ft.

Dodge Defence: 18 (+3 Dex, +4 level, +1 dodge)

Parry Defence: 15 (+1 Str, +4 level)

BAB/Grapple: +7/+8
Attack: Jewelled Dagger +10 melee finesse or Whip +10 melee finesse
Full Attack: Jewelled Dagger +10/+5 melee finesse or Whip +10/+5 melee finesse
Damage: Dagger 1d4+1/19-20 x2/ AP 2 or Whip 1d4/ x2
Space/Reach: 5 ft (1)/5 ft (1)

Special Qualities: Stygian traits, title, rank hath its privileges, wealth, special regional feature +1, comeliness, savoir-faire, seductive art +2, dance of desire 2/day, sneak attack +2d6, poison use, seductive savant, binding contract, art of distraction, admirers, inspire
Saves: Fort +5, Ref +9, Will +10 (+3 vs. Corruption)
Abilities: Str 12, Dex 16, Con 12, Int 14, Wis 13, Cha 20
Skills:  Appraise +5, Bluff +18, Craft (alchemy) +5, Diplomacy +16, Gather Information +9, Handle Animal +8, Hide +7, Intimidate +22, Knowledge (arcana) +7, Knowledge (mystery: Derketo) +11, Knowledge (mystery: Thog) +8, Listen +5, Move Silently +11, Perform (ritual) +9, Perform (dance) +13, Sense Motive +3, Use Rope +13
Feats:  Animal Magnetism*, Dodge, Endurance, Great Fortitude, Persuasive, Steely Gaze 
Code of Honour: None

Reputation: 14 (debauched)

Leadership: –

Allegiances:  Thog
Corruption: 5 (detached)

Possessions:  Narrow girdle crusted with jewels, jewelled dagger
*feat from Conan: Hyboria's Fallen
Descended from the giant-kings that founded Stygia, Thalis is of the ruling caste of that dark nation, ivory-skinned, tall, lithe and dark-haired.  As part of that insular group, she shares Acheronian and Stygian traits.  She is the daughter of a king in Luxur and when she was fourteen she had been led through the temples of Derketo, initiated into her sexual mysteries.  She was abducted by a rebel prince when she was a young girl of about fifteen.  With an army of Kushite bowmen, the Stygian and his kidnapped girl travelled south until they all died.  She was placed on a camel and the camel wandered until it came to the city of Xuthal, where she was revived with their golden wine. She is pretty much a sexual plaything for the men of Xuthal now, just about the only reason they will forgo their lotus sleep for a space.  She knows more about erotic pleasures than even the priestesses of Derketo now and is an expert in Derketo's sensual rituals.  She has a lithe strength few would suspect in her.  She has no modesty when it comes to her curses if angered.

Wearing distinctive perfume, Thalis is tall, lithe, and clad in a narrow girdle crusted with jewels.  A slim, jewelled dagger juts from the girdle.  A burnished mass of night black hair sets off the whiteness of her ivory body.  Her dark eyes, shaded by long dusky lashes, are deep with sensuous mystery. 

Thalis is a Keeper of the Third Mystery of Derketo.  She projects an aura of sexual ease, making others feel more comfortable, especially in matters regards to sex.  She adds +3 to all Bluff and Diplomacy checks that have a sexual component to them, including seductions, flirtation and using sexuality to get her way.  She has an inherent understanding of sexuality as it pertains to social situations.  She gains a +2 competence bonus on Diplomacy, Gather Information, Intimidate, Perform (any) and Sense Motive checks.  She is also allowed to take the Carouser and Debaucher feats even though she does not meet the prerequisites.

She captured Natala to become Thog's bride, but instead was possibly mated to the thing Thog herself.  If that was indeed her fate, her child would be fully grown by now.  Her experiences with Thog have made her quite corrupt.

Combat

She can fight with a dagger and the Stygian longbow, and is exquisitely good with a whip (see below), which she can use masterfully as a form of intense torture or sensual pleasure.

The Fate of Thalis: Thalis the Stygian's end in Xuthal of the Dusk (The Slithering Shadow) is described in terms that could mean she was not devoured by Thog the Ancient.  Bob Howard wrote, 'She heard Thalis' voice pleading frenziedly, but no voice answered.  There was no sound except the Stygian's panting voice, which suddenly rose to screams of agony, and then broke into hysterical laughter, mingled with sobs.  This dwindled to a convulsive panting, and presently this too ceased, and a silence more horrible hovered over the secret corridor.'  What if Thalis had not been devoured by Thog, but forced to mate with it?  What unholy thing might be such a child birthed from that unhallowed mating?

