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"It is a difficult problem," said Taraka. "I should give anything I 
have to be free — but then, all that I have is power — pure power, 

in essence uncommittable. A greater force might subdue it, but 
that is not the answer. I do not really know how to give you 

satisfactory assurance that my promise will be kept. If I were 
you, I certainly would not trust me." 

 
Compatibility with the Pathfinder Roleplaying Game requires the Pathfinder Roleplaying Game from Paizo Publishing, LLC. See http://paizo.com/pathfinderRPG for more 

information on the Pathfinder Roleplaying Game. Paizo INC. does not guarantee compatibility, and does not endorse this product. 
 

In the Company of Rakshasa Copyright © 2015 Steven D. Russell, Open Gaming License Copyright © 2007 Wizards of the Coast. All rights reserved, Pathfinder is a registered 
trademark of Paizo INC., and the Pathfinder Roleplaying Game and the Pathfinder Roleplaying Game Compatibility Logo are trademarks of Paizo INC., and are used under the 
Pathfinder Roleplaying Game Compatibility License. See http://paizo.com/pathfinderRPG/compatibility for more information on the compatibility license. Some images  are 

licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution-No Derivative Works 3.0 License; http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/3.0/ Some images   are licensed under a Creative 
Commons Attribution-Share Alike 3.0 License; http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/3.0/ Some images are licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution 3.0 License. 

http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/3.0/ 

Sa
m

pl
e 

file

http://paizo.com/pathfinderRPG
http://paizo.com/pathfinderRPG/compatibility


 

 

Qwilion of Questhaven 
 
A little bird has fallen into my clutches. Rumor has it 
you’re looking for insight into the secrets of the 
rakshasa. I do miss that cunning, inquisitive mind of 
yours, among other things… plus I do believe I still owe 
you one.  
 
Do you not remember me? Think back on moonlit 
dinners full of engaging discussions, information 
brokering and intrigue amid Fojindapur’s back alleys 
during its civil unrest. I hope the memories are as fond 
for you, although revelations of my true nature could 
leave a mark on them. The actions of you and your 
companions during those wild nights may have saved 
many of your kind from a brutal tyrant, but they also 
left many convenient opportunities for me to exploit. 
Consider this writing to be a repayment of that boon. 
 
Oh, and your little bird came to no harm in my city. He 
survived our dealings with no more permanent marks 
than you received in those nights long past. Do visit 
some time, your deliciousness will always have a seat 
reserved for dinnertime at my table. 
 
Senelskya the Weaver, Chief Archivist of the Great 
Library at Fojindapur 
 

Have you ever been truly starving? It is different than 
normal hunger. The thought of food becomes a white-hot 
flame, burning away all else until you have no dreams, no 
desires, no pleasure gained except the thought of future 
nourishment. Joy is stolen from you. Empathy is stolen 
from you. Even the core of your personality is ripped 
away by the talons of your body’s drive to feed. If 
sustenance is ever placed before you, it will never again 
be enough. Once you have crossed the threshold of true 
and utter starvation, there is no going back. Imagine 
being a mortal creature consumed so, helpless in 
hunger’s grasp and scarred by it to the end of your days. 

We are that hunger. 

In forgotten ages long past, there was a human lord 
known both for his even-metered rule of law and for the 
affection he held for his subjects. The lands and people 
under his rule flourished in easy times and resolutely 
weathered difficult ones, a sense of unity and belief in 
hope and justice sustaining them. Then came the Endless 
Wasting, a stormy blight that blanketed the land for an 
entire year. Crops withered, exposed livestock rotted  

 

where they stood, and communities were isolated from 
one another by the Wasting’s malevolent touch. The 
lord’s mountain estate was cut off from the rest of the 
world. Despite the incredible hardships and staggering 
death tolls, pockets of survivors emerged after the 
Wasting, tenaciously clinging to their cultural hope and 
seeking out their lord in order to rebuild. 

The charnel scene they found at the lord’s estate was of 
something quite different than hope. The only survivor 
was the lord himself, smeared in offal, his eyes sunken 
and limbs withered yet his gut bloated and distended like 
some macabre human parody of a spider. Of his loving 
wife, twelve children and sizable staff of servants, there 
remained nothing but gnawed, cracked bones, stains of 
widespread brutality, and the dwindling inventory of a 
makeshift smokehouse that once was the estate’s great 
hall. Those brave enough to divine the events which had 
transpired within the estate discovered that the lord’s 
hunger had seduced his subjects to feed upon their slaves, 
then his family to feed upon their most loyal servants, and 
finally upon each other until only the cannibal lord 
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remained. The people’s justice was swift and the lord was 
lynched within his own home, then the entire estate 
burned to the ground. All traces of the horror were 
obliterated, but prosperity never again touched the land. 
The people consigned memory of the lord to their myths, 
and assumed his soul cast to the Abyss. 

But this was not to be. The spirit of hunger that gestated 
in the lord was so great it consumed his soul before it even 
went for his family. It remained in this world after the 
body was reduced to ash, refusing judgement, refusing 
death. It ate its way back into existence, becoming the 
Firstborn, spreading an eternity of insatiable despair and 
chewing holes in the barrier between life and death which 
has allowed my kind to propagate. 

We are the product of hungers and desires so terrible they 
transcend death, seeking out the purity and vulnerability 
of unborn children as a gateway back to physical 
existence. We consume our hosts utterly, merging with 
their physical body and replacing the potential they 
promised the world with the void of our eternal appetites. 
The birth is inevitably fraught with complications, an 
unnatural, bloody and calamitous affair that no mother 
survives. Many cultures look with suspicion on such an 
inauspicious birth but the yaksha, as we call ourselves, 
are adaptable survivors from our first breath.  

We are born into the world already masked in the guise 
of innocence, disguised as the infant who we have 
replaced. This is known as our birth form; a juvenile 
yaksha initially disguises itself in a single form, but by 
maturity we have mastered the ability to appear as 
humanoids of various race and sex. We grow physically 
into adulthood by age 10, but our inherent shapechanging 
abilities allow us to disguise this fact. Mentally we 
develop even faster, having a mind that reaches its adult 
potential in just four years. Masking our true personality 
and the predator within is more challenging, but yaksha 
have an intuitive feel for social cues so most assume we 
are just children precocious beyond our years. The 
nourishment gained while tearing our way to rebirth 
sustains us for the first couple years of our life, so the 
complications of our insatiable hunger lie dormant until 
we are physically capable of satisfying it. 

Our true, original form is that of your rakshasa bogeyman 
myths. Yaksha average a similar height and weight as 
humans, falling somewhere in between their male and 
female body masses. Even the most sedentary yaksha 
looks outwardly athletic, retaining a lithe, lean muscular 

frame that reflects our predatory spirit. This is where the 
yaksha’s appearance to our original host race ends. Our 
heads are bestial, an amalgam of humanoid and great cat, 
and our bodies are covered in fine fur. Our palms are 
often reversed, with backward-bending fingers, though 
some have other flaws.  We also have the ability to both 
flex and extend most of our joints past what most 
humanoids consider natural. 

Those of us who become true rakshasa (which is a title 
and a state of being, and which I will explain in due time) 
evolve the fully bestial heads and claws of great cats, 
commonly that of tigers even in regions where those 
animals do not exist. We chalk this up to the effect of 
myth in shaping our spirit nature, as the Firstborn came 
from a place where tigers were the apex predator and a 
part of every child’s nightmares. There are many 
appetites in the world, however, and yaksha can develop 
additional forms that have features of other animals 
when we learn to feed on more esoteric substances than 
flesh and bone.  

Yaksha age slowly once reaching adulthood at a rate 
similar to elves. Even if we came into this world through 
a host with a shorter life span, the spirit sustains the flesh. 
The flesh inevitably fails, for the spirit of hunger cannot 
be contained within forever. It is rumored that powerful 
and ancient rakshasa lords have transcended this 
limitation, becoming something greater and immortal. 
Some, such as the Firstborn, are certainly worshipped 
and seem to grant divine abilities to their followers but 
whether this is an ascended rakshasa lord or some other 
entity masquerading in their guise is up for debate. 

Yaksha are not good at sharing territory and most 
commonly live an existence separate from their peers. As 
any smart hunter prefers a well-stocked larder, we tend 
to live hidden among humanoid societies. Within those 
societies we emulate and appropriate titles, customs and 
social structures. This is usually done from the shadows 
or as a subtle power lurking behind public figures, but the 
temptation of direct control lures some yaksha to set 
themselves up as local rulers, clergy or government 
officials. In some cases, a powerful rakshasa will even set 
itself up to be worshipped as a divine avatar by gullible 
humanoids. 

On the occasions when yaksha cohabitate or have social 
meetings, we are compelled to have a clear and structured 
hierarchy of dominance and submission. When two 
yaksha do not know which is dominant, there is always 
conflict. Contrary to many myths, we hold only a few titles 
among ourselves. We may imitate the humanoid culture 
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