
Dravarax, Dragonborn Sorcerer 
Gold Dragon Heritage 
Wild Sorcerer Archetype 
 
Level 1 
 

Ability Score Modifier Save 

Strength 12 +1 +1 

Dexterity 12 +1 +1 

Intelligence 13 +1 +1 

Wisdom 11 0 0 

Constitution 12 +1 +3 

Charisma 16 +3 +5 
 
HP: 7 
Hit Dice: 1d6 
AC: 11 
Speed: 30 
Proficiency Bonus: +2 
 
Skill Checks 

Strength  Intelligence  Wisdom  Charisma  

Athletics +3 Arcana +3 Animals +0 Deception +5 

Dexterity  History +1 Insight +0 Intimidation +3 

Acrobatics +1 Investigation +1 Medicine +0 Performance +3 

Sleight +1 Nature +1 Perception +0 Persuasion +3 

Stealth +1 Religion +1 Survival +0   

 



Alignment: Chaotic Good 
 

Proficiencies: 
●​ Athletics 
●​ Arcana 
●​ Deception 
●​ Persuasion 
●​ Charisma Save 
●​ Constitution Save 
●​ Daggers, Darts, Slings, 

Quarterstaffs, Light 
Crossbows 

●​ Vehicles 
●​ Gaming 

Languages 
●​ Common 
●​ Draconic 

 
Background 

●​ Member of the Masked Ones 

 

Racial Features 
●​ Fire resistance 
●​ Breath Weapon 

○​ 15’ cone 
○​ 2d6 fire 

damage 
○​ Save DC: 11 

Class Features 
●​ Wild Surge, 5% 

chance when 
casting 1st level 
or greater 
spells 

●​ Gain advantage 
on one attack 
roll, saving 
throw, or 
ability check 
once per day 

Background Features 
●​ Knows how to find 

Masked Ones 
hideout in any 
city 

●​ Has the 
position/rank of 
“hood” 

 

Equipment    

●​ Quarterstaff 
●​ Dagger (2) 
●​ Deck of 

cards 

●​ Arcane 
focus (Clan 
ring) 

●​ 10 GP 

●​ Dungeoneer’s 
Pack 

●​ Belt pouch 

●​ Cloak 
with hood 

●​ Rank 
insignia 

 
 

 
 
 

   



Spells Known 

●​ Minor 
Illusion 
(cantrip) 

●​ Shocking 
grasp 
(cantrip) 

●​ True 
Strike 
(cantrip) 

●​ Mage 
Hand 
(cantrip) 

●​ Color 
Spray (1st) 

●​ Sleep (1st) 

 
Ideals 

●​ Justice for the oppressed, but standing up for them should be 
done in secret and not with direct assault on the organization 
of oppressors. 

●​ Children are innocent and important, and deserve protection. 
 
Bonds 

●​ Clan is destroyed, but he is a member of the Masked Ones, a global 
group of anonymous vigilantes in every major city. 

 
Flaws 

●​ Despite his good interpersonal skills and leadership ability, he is 
a very submissive individual and will bend at the knee  when 
confronted with enough assertion. 

 
Backstory 
​ Once per generation, a member of my clan is born with the 
Blessing of Bahumat, which grants him magical powers beyond 
comprehension. This individual, whomever he ends up being, has a 
sacred duty to the clan’s protection and to the greater good. 
​ That was my brother, whose shadow I grew up in. He was twelve 
years my senior, and by the time I had reached the age of reason, he 
had already made a name for himself, and earned honor for the clan. 
​ Because of a sibling I could never live up to, my parents were 
always disappointed in me. And, well, frequently that disappointment 
manifested as abuse. As I grew older it only grew worse - at first it had 
only been words, and then blows, later even more draconic horrors 
you could not imagine. 



​ There is one day I remember far more prevalently than the others. 
I was eight years old at the time. My brother had been off on his latest 
adventure for several months now, and unbeknownst to me he had 
gotten himself into a good deal of trouble. It had been a particularly 
bad day for me, though - my father had chained me up in the basement 
of the house, where I was bleeding on the floor. Without warning, the 
entire house above me was ripped off its foundation. I saw my brother 
with his wings of fire struggling desperately against the pull of the 
rift in space-time that opened up in the center of our clan’s gathering. 
But, he succumbed to the gravity, just like everything else, and was 
sucked in and destroyed like everyone else in my clan. 
​ I was lifted off of the ground and pulled toward the rift, but my 
chains held true and I was suspended in the air, being drawn towards 
the destruction that my abusers had inadvertently prevented. But the 
nature of the abyss on the other side changed me. Its energy ran 
through me, and runs through me to this day. I possess power from this 
void that I know nothing about. 
​ The rift closed eventually, leaving my wrists chafed and 
everyone I knew dead, and I set off into the world to make a place for 
myself. I ended up in Ravenstone, and shortly thereafter I joined the 
chapter of the Masked Ones that resides there. I currently work for 
them as what they call a “Hood,” a low-level magical associate. 
Together we fight crime and injustice, and help those who have fallen 
victim to these things. My focus is on children in abusive households, 
and with my team I have been working toward the rescue of many 
children from situations similar to those I had been victim to. 


