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The haunting of Finbarr’s 
Marsh 
An adventure for level 11 players 

Intro 
Forty years ago, the castle city of Finbarr’s Marsh disappeared without trace nor explanation. Scholars and 

wizards for decades have attempted to unravel the mystery, but have discovered nothing. Last week on the 

anniversary of its disappearance, the city suddenly reappeared covered in a haze. Horrific sounds can be 

heard from inside the city walls, and some have reported catching faint glimpses strange figures hovering in 

the mist. 

Lord Grover Pennytree has asked his lands’ brave adventurers to investigate and discover what befell the 

town 40 years ago. He’s promised a great prize to the one who can defeat whatever evil is there and lift the 

ominous fog: the title of Duke of Finbarr. 

Your party have spent their last gold pieces hiring a dwarven hot air balloon pilot to drop them off in the 

keep’s courtyard. 

Running this adventure 
 

Text in italics is meant to be read aloud to the players, along with story script text. This adventure 

plays in an open-world sandbox style. Your players have free reign to explore almost any part of the 

city in a nonlinear fashion. Expect that they will revisit some locations several times over 

throughout the course of the adventure. 

For this reason, it is recommended you read through the entire module before beginning your first 

play session. Some areas like the town hall can be tricky to DM without decent knowledge of the 

back story and mysteries. 

Unlike modules players might be used to, this adventure tries to include more diverse skill 

challenges. Skills like history, investigation, and animal handling could prove just as important as 

perception or athletics. You may want to prime your players on this before they create characters. 

Recurring elements 
 
Fog 
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Fog shrouds the entire city except for the temple to Helm. At its lightest, the fog obscures 

everything beyond 40 feet. At its heaviest, players can barely see a foot in front of them. When 

covering distance between buildings, roll percentile dice. On 80 or higher, the fog becomes severe 

and one player must succeed on a DC 19 survival check to find their way out or the party become 

lost. 

When a party is lost, the smoke monster comes for them and they randomly stumble upon Jinny’s 

apparition. Roll 1d4. On a 1, they encounter Jinny and take 1d6 psychic damage as she screams at 

them before fading away. Regardless of whether she appears, a flying stream of black smoke then 

attacks a player in the party at random, dealing 1d8 necrotic damage. Move the party 30 feet in a 

random direction. A player then repeats the survival check to try to find their way out of the heavy 

fog. 

Players cannot long rest in fog nor short rest in heavy fog, or the smoke monster will interrupt them 

with a single attack. When short resting in light fog, roll percentile dice just as you would when 

players cover distance between buildings. 

 
Ghosts of the past 

Several ghosts haunt the castle city, and each of them have a dark secret they will not give up easily. 

Though spirits of the past, each are corporeal entities that appear to be flesh and blood. Normal 

methods of detecting magic, spirits, or undead do not reveal their true nature — which is a key 

mystery of the adventure. Each wears a key around their neck, which unlocks a door to a vision from 

the past that lays their sins bare.  

Newer DMs should play these characters like scripted video game NPCs. They only respond to a 

limited number of questions. DMs more experienced with improvisation and roleplay should 

definitely allow their players to get creative with questions, but still be very stingy with information. 

If the ghosts spill all the beans up front, the mystery of the adventure could fall flat. Try to strike a 

balance between rewarding the players for exploring the physical world as well as for exploring the 

story. 

Each ghost contains a key memory. Every one of them is experienced from one NPC’s point of view. 

At the start of each memory once a ghost uses his or her special key to “unlock” any door, the 

players are sucked inside the room as the door slams shut behind them. They’re able to stand where 

the memories took place, but they’re incorporeal visitors to the past and can’t interact with 

anything. They also notice they can feel the emotions of the point-of-view character and see 

everything from their perspective. After each vision ends, they’re sucked back outside the door. 

These visions do not repeat themselves and are triggered story events. 

 
Visions of the past 

Sometimes, the party will enter a room that conjures up a vision of the past. Just like the ghost 

visions, they can’t interact with their environment and are passive observers. They also see things 
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from a single NPC’s point of view. These visions don’t suck players in or out of a door, though. The 

room remains secure while the vision is “playing,” but doors open as soon as it’s done. 

These visions are repeatable. Each time the players enter the room from outside, the scene plays 

out all over again. NPC ghost characters can see these visions, if they can be enticed to leave their 

place of resting in order to visit. 

 
Experience points 

This adventure can easily be converted to any experience system. The players are meant to level up 

late in the adventure, but before they open the door to the final encounter in the crypts. 

 
Magic items 

It’s recommended you start your players with only basic gear. This adventure contains six magic 

items, four of which were created for a barbarian, rogue, wizard, and a bard. Don’t be that dungeon 

master who sticks to the source material, here. Your players will need magic weapons. Turn the harp 

into a bow or the battleaxe into a longsword if the listed magic items aren’t of particular use to your 

party. 

 
Dungeon master’s map 

For your eyes only. Each encounter is numbered. Interiors of buildings often differ from the written 

material, so always default to what the encounter says rather than specific dimensions listed here. 

Always put giving your players plenty of room to fight ahead of geographic accuracy. 

 

 
Players’ map 
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Have at least one player in the group use this map to chart where the players have so far explored. 

There are signs outside each building, and windows allow them to look inside. 

  

1: The White Rabbit tavern 
The chairs, barstools, and tables here seem to beckon for patrons who will never come. A vast array of 

spirits line the shelves behind the bar, though they’re covered in what looks like decades of dust and 

cobwebs. A male human sits at the bar drinking with his back to the party, and he pays you no mind once 

you enter. 

The man’s name is Ser Arfus. He was sworn sword to Lord Valeron. Players who hear the name can 

make a DC 12 history check to discern Valeron was the man who oversaw Finbarr at the time of the 

disappearance. He is one of several ghosts haunting the castle city, and each of them have a dark 

secret they will not give up easily. Though spirits of the past, each of them are corporeal entities 

that appear to be flesh and blood. Normal methods of detecting magic, spirits, or undead do not 

reveal their true nature — which is a key mystery of the adventure. A passive perception of 18 

reveals he’s wearing a key around his neck. 
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Arfus talks to himself frequently, spouting random utterances that have no context. He only half 

pays attention to the players if they attempt to interact with him or ask him questions. 

“A maiden’s blood on a maiden’s bed, and all her secrets to hold.” 

“I’m not a spymaster. I am a soldier, and I follow orders. She keeps me here because I followed orders.” 

“We’re all in hell with her. Eternal death for all of us.” 

“No light to see in this darkness. All I see is blood, over and over. All she lets me see.” 

Who is she? 

“You don’t know? Maybe she doesn’t want you here. Or worse … she does.” 

Who are you? 

“My name was Arfus, but I’m nothing now. A ghost of the past. I can hardly remember being sworn sword to 

Lord Valeron any more.” 

What happened to this place? 

“She did.” 

What’s that key around your neck? 

“My curse. My burden. It weighs so much, and it burns me always. But taking it off would be far worse. I 

cannot face that.” 

Arfus must be taken to the theater to observe his lover in the past. Afterward, he regains memory of 

what he’d done. 

“I remember, now. Little Jinny had seen a mouse and screamed, so I burst into her room and saw … what I 

saw. I suppose it’s time to face it.” 

Arfus removes the key from his neck and uses it on the backstage door. When he opens, backstage 

is gone and Lady Jinnifer’s chambers are seen in its place as the entire party are sucked into the 

door. 

Jinnifer Valereon stood in shock after he’d raced into her room. He saw blood on her 

hands. Blood on her clothes. 

“My lady, I heard a scream. Are you hurt?” 

He snapped to his senses the moment he asked the question, though. She wasn’t hurt at 

all. Arfus looked at her with sympathy, and he could see she knew that he knew. 

“Please don’t tell father,” she begged him. “I’ve been bleeding for a few months now. I hide 

it well. I could hide it for at least another year. Maybe two, even. I don’t want to leave. I 

don’t want to marry that old man.” 
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His heart broke. He could not keep secrets from his liege any more than his heart could 

bear betraying the little lady. But Arfus knew what needed to be done. He turned his back 

to her and left the room, with Jinnifer screaming in desperation behind him. 

“Arfus! Please! Please, I’m begging you don’t! Noooooo!” 

He felt the anguish building along the way up to Lord Valereon’s chambers, and Arfus was 

full on in tears by the time he knocked at the door. 

The party are sucked back out of the door, and Arfus remains with them. 

“I think I have to go and face her. I have to tell my Jinny how sorry I am for what I’ve done. For the choices 

I’ve been forced to make.” Arfus slowly fades away into nothing.  

2: Wizard’s tower 
 
Floor 1 

The iron-reinforced wood door to the tower is locked. Players can pick the lock (DC 22) or attempt 

to bash it down with strength (DC 18). If the door is broken down, it activates a magical fire trap that 

deals 6d6 to each person attempting to break the door. 

Trinkets, potions, and baubles line the shelves of this tower. Strewn about are countless books and scrolls 

on the subject of magic. The furniture here appears to be quite comfortable and well-made, suggesting 

whomever inhabited this tower enjoyed a wealthy lifestyle. A black cat strolls along the shelves, seemingly 

guarding them. 

Players who attempt to read the scrolls and books make a DC 19 arcana check. Upon success, a 

scroll of haste is located and the players discover strange passages on how the wizard hides his 

treasure. 

The words are vague and strange, but they have something to do with “erasing lies.” 

Attempting to approach the shelves provokes the cat, which hisses at the players if they try to reach 

for anything. An animal handling check (DC 14) allows a player to befriend the cat and access the 

potion shelves. Combat begins if the players attack the cat, behave aggressively toward it, or try to 

split up in order to confuse it. The cat grows to a tremendous size (large) and attacks the party. Use a 

horned devil stat block, replacing fork with claws and tail with bite. The infernal wound becomes an 

infectious wound. 

Players who search the shelves make a DC 19 arcana check. Upon failure, the player accidentally 

disturbs a volatile flask that erupts and deals 3d6 acid damage. Upon success, the player finds two 

potions of greater healing. Using detect magic reveals four potions surrounded by evocation magic, 

and the arcana check is still required to tell which are the explosive bottles. 
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A staircase leads upward. 

 
Floor 2 

There are two holding cells here, both of which appear to be empty at first. Upon second glance, there’s a 

gleaming object seemingly wedged between two bricks in the back wall of one cell. 

The doors are locked tightly, and any attempt to pick them activates a trap that deals 1d6 lightning 

damage. The door only opens with the jailer’s key. 

The gleam fades when someone approaches it, and they notice it’s actually a crumpled piece of 

paper that had been stashed away. The note reads: 

“My love, 

I’ve hidden this note away after giving up all hope of leaving here alive. I’ve seen the experiments the wizard 

has been performing on my neighboring prisoner. When he finishes with him, I doubt I’ll receive a quick 

death. But you’ve never left my heart, love. We were made to be together, but destined to be apart. Know 

that the thought of you has never left my heart, and your name will be on my lips with my very last breath. 

Gods being good, I’ll see you again some day. 

 

Love, Billy.” 

 
Floor 3 

This floor appears to serve as an extended library, with curved shelves lining the circle walls. Most of the 

books seem to deal with history, law, nobility, and family trees. 

Nothing of note is here. 

 
Floor 4 

The rooftop of this tower once provided a stunning view of the city below, but the thick fog has obscured 

your vision. A sturdy rope leading downward and to the southwest sits affixed to a stone pillar in the center 

of the tower. 

Players can use the rope to zipline toward area 13, the armory. 

3: City gardens 
The assortment of trees, shrubs, and flowers here must have been quite beautiful at one time. But now, only 

rotted trees and dead foliage remain amid fog that has seemed to grow thicker here than in other places. 

Faintly in the distance toward the center of the garden, you hear what sounds like a young girl crying. 

Players can follow the sound to locate its source. 

A young girl with her back to you sits collapsed on the floor, sobbing relentlessly into hands that cover her 

face. 
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If the players alert the girl, she stands up and shrieks defiantly at them before disappearing like a 

ghost, dealing 1d6 psychic damage. Any player with a 17 or higher intelligence will be able to 

recognize her face if seen again. 

4: Butchery 
This modest wooden structure houses a great number of hooks, from which meat must have hung 40 years 

ago. Rusted saws and blades and other tools of the trade line the walls. Behind the service counter, a young 

human male about age 13 sits sharpening a knife. He pays you no mind. 

The young man is Billy, a butcher’s assistant. He is the secret love of young lady Jinnifer Valeron. 

Jinnifer was betrothed to a neighboring duke in his late 40s, and her father Lord Velt Valeron was 

waiting to send her away as soon as Jinnifer bled for the first time and became a lady. When 

everything went wrong, Lord Velt told his daughter he learned of their secret romance because Billy 

had confessed. Jinnifer felt betrayed, but Velt had lied. Billy made no such confession. Once the 

players get close enough, they see several stab wounds in Billy’s back. 

He is one of several ghosts haunting the castle city, and each of them have a dark secret they will 

not give up easily. Though spirits of the past, each of them are corporeal entities that appear to be 

flesh and blood. Normal methods of detecting magic, spirits, or undead do not reveal their true 

nature — which is a key mystery of the adventure. A passive perception of 18 reveals he’s wearing a 

key around his neck. He talks mostly to himself. 

“Nice and sharp. Sharp they must be before she puts them into me.” 

“I betrayed her, she says. I tried, but I guess I didn’t try hard enough. So I sharpen and suffer.” 

“We’re all in hell with her. Eternal death for all of us.” 

“I miss color; all the colors but red. Red is all she lets me see now. I must not have loved her enough.” 

Who is she? 

“My first love, and my worst nightmare.” 

Who are you? 

“I’m no one. A shell of what remained. I think they called me Billy the butcher’s boy once, but it’s hard to 

remember.” 

What happened to this place? 

“She did.” 

What’s that key around your neck? 

“Her punishment. Gods, it burns! And so heavy. But no, I can’t take it off. No. I can’t see what’s behind that 

door. Not ever.” 

Billy can be persuaded to use his key only if the party show him the note they found in the Wizard’s 

Tower jail cell (encounter 2). 
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“I wrote this. I remember, now. I didn’t betray her. With my dying days ahead, I never betrayed her. I have 

to see what she holds for me. I feel like I can face it now, knowing I don’t deserve it. I still love her, gods I do. 

After all this time …” 

Billy approaches an open closet door. On the other side are brooms and buckets covered in dust. Shaking 

with fear and anticipation, he removes the key around his neck with great effort before inserting it into the 

door. Wincing, Billy opens the door. 

This is one of the key memories of Jinny. The players are sucked inside the room as the door slams 

shut behind them. They’re able to stand where the memories took place, but they’re incorporeal 

visitors to the past and can’t interact with anything. They also notice they can feel Jinny’s emotions 

and see everything from her point of view. 

The light from her window was brilliant in the morning air, and Jinnifer Valereon heard 

the song of love dancing through the chirping of birds. She had a longing in her heart, as 

gorgeous as the day was. Jinny couldn’t wait to see her boy. She was not a woman, yet. 

Soon, she knew. Jinny’s mother had taught her that a time would come when she bled and 

became a woman. But Jinny dreaded the thought of that day, because it meant father 

would send her away after marrying her to Duke Silverton. She’d met him twice, and he 

was gray and disgusting. But their families’ alliance meant a great deal, she knew. So some 

day when she bled, that must come. But until then, she loved her boy. The butcher’s boy. 

She stared out at the bright green expanse dreaming of the next time she’d get to hold 

hands with him. She wanted to kiss his face again, like they had last night for the first 

time. 

A gentle knock from her chamber door snapped Jinny out of her loving daydream. She found 

her father on the other side when she answered the knock. 

“Jinny, come sit with me and let’s talk,” he said with care in his voice. 

Lord Valereon sat down on her bed and patted at his side, inviting Jinny to sit with him. 

Jinny remembered when they sat together all the time, right before father went off to war. 

When he came home, Velt Valereon was different. They didn’t play and run and laugh like 

they had before, and her father seemed to take everything much more seriously. 

“Do you remember when you used to climb trees from sun-up to sundown?” He smiled and 

ran his fingers through her hair. “Gods, you were unstoppable. Your wet nurse nearly had 
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a fit chasing you down out of trees. She begged me not to let the babe that fed at her 

breast die as a young girl with a broken neck.” He laughed a bit, and shook his head. “But 

I loved that about you. Your brother Mika hadn’t been born, yet, and your mother and I 

were already quite old. You’d been our miracle child, so I never thought I’d have a son. I 

saw in you what I always wanted in a son, though. I couldn’t tell you to stop climbing 

higher. Do you remember what happened, though?” 

Jinny looked down in shame. “I fell.” 

“You fell,” Lord Valereon said nodding with a serious tone. “And your shoulder was 

screaming in pain. You wouldn’t let anyone touch it. Not the servants, not your old wet 

nurse, no one.” Father wasn’t smiling any more, she noticed. “I sent for the cleric before I 

rushed off myself and found you alive and well. But you were in pain. And I asked you to do 

one thing. Do you remember?” 

Jinny nodded at her father, sadness in her eyes. “You said to trust you.” 

Lord Valereon nodded with approval. “And what happened next?” 

“You pushed my shoulder. It hurt. Way more than it had after I fell. But then it didn’t 

hurt any more at all,” Jinny said, desperate to gain her father’s approval. She didn’t always 

listen to his rules, but she still loved him. 

Her father smiled wide, clearly proud of his little girl. “Yes,” Lord Valereon said. “Which is 

why I need you to trust me again. Right now. Today. Even if it hurts at first, I need you to 

trust me. Because you haven’t been trusting me at all, lately. Have you?” 

Jinny didn’t know what to say, but her father seemed to expect that. He got up and opened 

her chamber door. On the other side, two guards held her beloved boy. He was gagged at 

the same beautiful mouth she’d only just first kissed last night. 

“Father! No!” Jinny screamed. But his stern look remained as he shook his head. 

“This will hurt, Jinny. But you have to trust me again. You see today I had a visit from your 

butcher’s boy. He confessed the two of you had fallen in love, and that he’d stop at nothing 

to see the both of you together.” Billy shook his head defiantly, but the gag remained and 
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his captors held his arms tight. “Unless, of course, I agreed to pay him a hundred gold 

pieces. That’s the price he put on your love, my sweet daughter. Now he’ll be spending time 

in my dungeons instead of spending my gold, the fool. And you. You will marry Duke 

Silverton. You will lay with him and give him sons and daughters. Because you are no fool. 

You are a Valereon, after all. And you will do your duty.” 

The players are sucked outside the room as violently as they were sucked in, but find themselves 

unmolested and on their feet. Billy stands before them. 

“Thank you. I think I can move on, now. Help her, please. You’ve seen what she went through. Please help 

her find her way back to me.” 

Billy’s ghost vanishes into thin air with a smile and a wave. 

5: Temple of Helm 
This mighty temple still fares well today, although the years have not been entirely kind to it. Vines have 

overtaken sections of the temple, and the roof above the altar has caved in slightly. Unlike every other area 

in the city you’ve encountered, the fog is held at bay here. A ray of light shines down on the empty altar, 

seemingly the only light from the sun above to penetrate through the ominous fog. 

The altar is carved from a single piece of sapphire marble, a rare type of marble so named for its beautiful 

blue-gray patterns. Carved into the top of the altar are three overlapping circles with four indentations set 

into them. 
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Written into the altar in common are the words: “May you find strength from above, faith at your left side, 

and justice on your right.” 

Players must use the toys found in the orphanage (encounter 6), school (encounter 7), and hospital 

(encounter 12) to unlock a secret hidden compartment at the altar’s base. If the players are already 

in possession of any toys and inspect the altar (DC 22), they note the indentations match the base of 

the toys. The paladin soldier goes on the left, the unarmored cleric on bottom, the justicar on the 

right, and Helm in the middle. The remaining toys are red herrings. 

Inside the compartment is the long-lost battleaxe Varduun. 

● +1 to attack and damage. 

● Criticals are scored on 19s, and 20 rolls triple the weapon damage dice (other effects like 

paladin smite and thief sneak attack still only roll double damage dice). 

The temple is the only place in Finbarr’s Marsh where the players can safely long rest. Any attackers 

pursuing them cannot enter, either. Upon the first rest, they notice the light shining through the 

roof seems to have dimmed. Once the players have expended their last rest (determined by the DM 

based on desired difficulty), the light goes out and the fog starts moving in once the players wake up. 
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6: Orphanage 
The beds tightly packed together here are small, as if meant for children. The numerous toys strewn about 

the room are the only other features of remark in this otherwise bleak place. 

Some of the toys are carved from wood, others made from cloth. But if the players inspect the toys 

(DC 15), they notice five of them are made from the same blue marble as the temple altar (provided 

they’ve seen the altar before). A perception check of 22 or higher also notes the base of each toy 

matches the indentations on the altar. There’s a dragon, a cleric, a justicar, a treasure chest, and a 

direwolf. Each of the marble toys are intricately carved and far superior to the others in quality. 

7: School 
Several books line the shelves of this single-room schoolhouse, and rows of work desks all face a single 

chalkboard. It appears a history lesson was being given when the board last was used. A pile of toys sits in a 

wicker basket in a corner. 

Any character attempting to inspect the chalkboard makes a DC 15 history check. Upon success, 

they note several of the sentences pertaining to the violent history of the town’s founding are 

inaccurate and whitewashed. Erasing the inaccurate information solves a hidden puzzle, and a small 

unlocked chest appears with a set of Magus Robes inside: 

● If you aren’t wearing armor, your base Armor Class is 14 + your dexterity modifier. 

● You have advantage on saving throws against spells and other magical effects. 

● Your spell save DC and spell attack bonus each increase by 1. 

If the players inspect the toys (DC 15), they notice three of them are made from the same blue 

marble as the temple altar (provided they’ve seen the altar before). A perception check of 22 or 

higher also notes the base of each toy matches the indentations on the altar. Each of the marble toys 

are intricately carved and far superior to the others in quality. Among them are the god Helm, a 

beholder, and a cloaked wizard. 

8: Blacksmith 
As one would expect, this building is filled with hammers, quenching pits, hearths, and anvils.  A set of 

double doors at the back of the building are secured by a rusty padlock. 

[COMBAT] Opening the doors initiates combat, and the players fight four fog horrors. They 

resemble slender, tall figures made of black tar that stretch and bend in inhuman fashion. 

 

Fog horrorFog horror  
Large horror, neutral evil 

Armor Class 19 
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Hit Points 75 
Speed 30 ft. 

STR 
27 (+8) 

DEX 
10 (+0) 

CON 
20 (+5) 

INT 
12 (+1) 

WIS 
12 (+1) 

CHA 
18 (+4) 

Saving Throws STR +14, CON +9 
Skills N/A 
Senses Truesight, passive Perception 11 
Languages None 
Challenge 9 
 
Innate spellcasting: The horror’s innate spellcasting ability is 
Charisma. It can innately cast the following spells, requiring no 
material components: 
 
At will: Fog Cloud, Gaseous Form 
1 per day: Misty Step 
 

ACTIONS 

Multiattack: The horror makes two attacks with its fists. 
Fist smash. Melee Weapon Attack: +12 to hit, reach 10 ft., one target. Hit: 
(3d8 +8) magical bludgeoning damage. 

REACTIONS 

Gaseous escape. When a player makes a successful attack on this creature, 
the creature can use a reaction to to take half damage from nonmagical 
sources. 

 

There is nothing but more blacksmithing gear on the other side of the doors. 

This appears to have been a place where nails, horseshoes, and building materials were made, as opposed 

to weapons and armor. 

9: Barber 
Two padded wooden chairs lie in the middle of this shop where patrons once sat. Jars of liquids, scissors, 

combs, brushes, and razors line the shelves on the walls. Just a few steps in, the door behind you slams shut. 

The fog begins to fade and sunlight can be seen from the windows. Cobwebs and dust have vanished, as 

well, and there are people talking all around you now. They don’t seem to notice you at all, though. One of 

them in particular stands out: the barber. You feel like you can sense his thoughts and see through his 

perspective. 

The players may or may not figure out they’re viewing a scene from the past. Any attempt to 

interact with the room ends in failure, and the players pass right through people other than 

themselves. The door remains shut tight until the scene is finished. 
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Garlan was always told he’d never amount to anything. And they had been right, at least 

until last month. He had spent his days grifting on the streets, his only real work an 

occasional haircut he’d provide his fellow lowlife associates. He was good at what he did, 

especially all the trendy cuts becoming popular these days. Thieves and swindlers sought his 

services instead of going to the town barber, and why shouldn’t they? The old barber cut 

hair the old way, and even at that Garlan was way better. 

When old Two-Time Timmy got busted, Lord Valereon just about lost it. “If I have to see 

another piece of street filth with better hair than I,” he told his captain of the guard, “I’ll 

find myself someone else to police these streets.” So Lord Valereon’s captain used old 

Two-Time to track Garlan down. He spent a whole day in the castle dungeons before Lord 

Valereon paid him a visit. 

“I’ve relieved my idiot captain of his services,” the lord had told him. “His solution to thieves 

looking better than lords was to keep everyone looking, well … you understand what I mean. 

I also retired the town barber. He wasn’t happy when I took his business from him, but it 

is my property and I will grant it to whom I wish. Besides, he received quit a large 

thank-you in gold for his years of service.” 

Garlan didn’t know what to think at the time, and he hadn’t yet realized what he was 

about to stumble upon. 

“So you’ll start your new job on the morrow. I’ll be your first customer. And you might 

expect this is where I tell you your life as a grifter is over. But no, Garlan. I want you to go 

on listening to people, greasing palms, trading gossip. You will be my ears on the street. And 

in return, the barber shop’s revenues after taxes will be yours. Can I assume this 

arrangement is agreeable?” 

Of fucking course it was, Garlan knew. He cut the lord’s hair the next day; gave him one of 

those new looks where the hair on the sides was short, but faded upward. The lord had 

come back two weeks later for another, and now he’d returned after two more weeks. The 

Lord of Finbarr, sitting in his shop, in his chair, trusting his lordly head with mister 

never-gonna-amount-to-nothing Garlan. 
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He smiled as he set to work on his lord’s hair, whispering in his ear. 

“I’ve got a good one for you today, my lord.” He said with a smile. “Seems little Lady Jinnifer 

has a boyfriend.” 

The room grows darker as dust and cobwebs return; the shop patrons fading into nothing as the door 

behind you swings open. 

10: Coopery 
Barrels of wine and mead are packed high and close together here. The air smells thick and sour. A set of 

stairs leads downward, presumably toward more storage. 

 
Basement 

More barrels line the walls and floors, with 10-foot walkways in between them here and there. 

Players who look up or those with a passive perception 24 or higher notice the roof is pitch black 

and appears to be crawling along itself. If the party do not notice the roof and move beyond the 

entrance to the room, they’re surprised by six winged horrors. [COMBAT] They resemble large bats, 

but their bodies appear to be made of black liquid. Razor-sharp claws extend from their wing tips. 

 

Shrieking horrorShrieking horror  
Medium horror, neutral evil 

Armor Class 17 
Hit Points 65 
Speed 30 ft. flying 

STR 
9 (-1) 

DEX 
20 (+5) 

CON 
16 (+3) 

INT 
12 (+1) 

WIS 
12 (+1) 

CHA 
12 (+1) 

Saving Throws DEX +11, CON +9 
Skills N/A 
Senses Truesight, passive Perception 11 
Languages None 
Challenge 8 
 

ACTIONS 

Multiattack: The horror makes two attacks with its claws and one bite. 
 
Claw. Melee Weapon Attack: +11 to hit, reach 5 ft., one target. Hit: (2d8 
+5) magical slashing damage. 
Bite. Melee Weapon Attack: +11 to hit, reach 5 ft., one target. Hit: 
(1d12+5) magical piercing damage. The horror regains hit points equal 
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to the damage inflicted. 

REACTIONS 

Volatile corpse. When the horror drops below 1 HP, it explodes in a 15-foot 
cone. Non-horror creatures inside the area of effect must pass a DC 17 
dexterity check or take 3d6 necrotic damage (half on successful save). 

 

11: Brewery 
Huge vats where liquid was once stirred sit empty now, a dried crust all that remains of the brew. Sacks of 

grain and crates of grapes have all rotted away to leave behind empty, dust-covered shells. 

A secret trap door is built into the floor, impossible to detect with perception. Searching the room 

only reveals blueprints of the building. An investigation check DC 18 reveals the door’s location. 

 
Basement 

Assorted valuables including artwork, pottery, and jewelry are strewn about a table. Amid them is a 

finely-crafted dagger. 

Once attuned, the players discover the weapon is a Dagger of Venom. 

12: Hospital 
Empty beds where patients once recovered are all that remain here aside from long-degraded medical 

supplies and an assortment of children’s toys. 

If the players inspect the toys (DC 15), they notice three of them are made from the same blue 

marble as the temple altar (provided they’ve seen the altar before). A perception check of 22 or 

higher also notes the base of each toy matches the indentations on the altar. Each of the marble toys 

are intricately carved and far superior to the others in quality. Among them are an archer, a goblin, 

and a paladin warrior. 

13: Armory 
From outside: 30-foot high, smooth stone walls surround the armory, with an iron bar gate protecting 

the lone entrance. 

The gate cannot be opened from the outside. Players must use the zipline in encounter 2 to access 

the armory. 

From inside: A variety of arrows, bolts, armor, and weapons are stored neatly along racks. A winch 

attached to a chain appears to operate the gate entrance. Several dark figures approach as you land. 

[COMBAT] The party is attacked by two shrieking horrors and two fog horrors. 
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If the players search the equipment, they eventually discover a small harp shaped like a bow that 

appears to be magical. Only a bard can attune to it and discover it’s named Stradivarius. 

● Can be used as a +1 longbow to fire magical arrows that require no ammunition. 

● Song of Rest and Bardic Inspiration grant an additional d4. 

14: Theater 
The stage sits empty, along with rows of chairs for the audience. The curtain is open, and the door to 

backstage appears shut. 

Once the players enter backstage, the door slams shut behind them. The players may or may not 

figure out they’re viewing a scene from the past. Any attempt to interact with the room ends in 

failure, and the players pass right through people other than themselves. The door remains shut 

tight until the scene is finished. 

Light returns to the room as fog and dust recede. Two women slowly fade into view; performers in the 

middle of dressing and putting on their makeup. 

“You’ve been killing it out there lately,” her best friend Arrie said. 

“It’s a sad part,” Janette said with a heavy heart, “And I’ve got plenty of real life 

inspiration for that lately.” 

Arrie gave a look of sympathy. “Is he still moping about?” 

Janette only sighed and nodded. Her lover Arfus had been beside himself with grief for over 

a week now. The protector of Lord Valereon’s daughter, he’d discovered a terrible secret 

and was forced to tell his master. 

“He loves that girl dearly, and he had to give her up. I suppose I understand, but he just 

won’t forgive himself. They know she’s fit to bear children thanks to him, and she’ll be wed 

and gone within a fortnight. Likely he’ll never see her again.” 

The light fades as darkness and fog return. 

If Arfus is taken here, he enters backstage and observes the scene (see encounter 1). 

15: Town hall 
Rows of scrolls and records line shelves inside abandoned offices and storage rooms here. It appears 

meticulous detail was kept of town records, history, legal rulings, marriages, and other important 

information. 
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The players can come here to do research on anything they wish to know about Finbarr, provided 

they succeed on a DC 18 investigation check. 

● Sewers: Research reveals a special key, oblong and about the size of a crowbar, is needed to 

open the secured manhole in area 22. 

16: Bakery 
Rocks are piled everywhere here. Upon closer inspection, they appear to be loaves of bread and cakes left 

exposed to the elements for decades. The shop is otherwise unremarkable. 

17: Tinkerer’s workshop 
Piles of seemingly useless tools, baubles, odds and ends are stacked haphazardly in this workshop. 

The sewer access key is located among the tools here. Players with a passive perception 20 or above 

who have attempted to access the sewers will immediately recognize it. That player must have 

made the attempt themselves. Otherwise, they’ll have to search for records on the sewer in the 

town hall (see encounter 15). 

18: Rod and Staff brothel 
In its empty state, the brothel appears like an ordinary place of lodging. Before you get a chance to look into 

the rooms, though, several dark figures pour out of them and race toward you. 

The party are attacked by three vixen horrors. Their forms are shaped like naked women with 

generous bosoms, hourglass figures, and tight long legs. But their flesh appears made of some kind 

of oily tar, and their mouths are filled with jagged ugly teeth. 

 

Vixen horrorVixen horror  
Medium horror, neutral evil 

Armor Class 18 
Hit Points 85 
Speed 30 ft. flying 

STR 
18 (+4) 

DEX 
20 (+5) 

CON 
16 (+3) 

INT 
16 (+3) 

WIS 
12 (+1) 

CHA 
16 (+3) 

Saving Throws DEX +11, CON +9 
Skills N/A 
Senses Truesight, passive Perception 11 
Languages None 
Challenge 9 
 
Body blade: The horror’s black blade is a part of its body when not being 
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thrown, and cannot be disarmed. 
 

ACTIONS 

Multiattack: The horror makes three attacks with its black sword, or one 
attack with boomerang blade. 
 
Black sword. Melee Weapon Attack: +10 to hit, reach 5 ft., one target. Hit: 
(1d8 +4) magical slashing damage. The target must pass a DC 18 CON 
save or take an additional 1d8 poison damage. 
 
Boomerang blade:  Ranged Weapon Attack: +10 to hit, reach 45 ft., one 
target. Hit: (1d8 +4) magical slashing damage. The target must pass a DC 
18 CON save or take an additional 1d8 poison damage. 

REACTIONS 

Parry. The horror adds 4 to its armor class against one melee attack that 
would hit it. To do so, the horror must see the attacker. 

 

Upon searching the brothel, the party discover a stack of correspondence addressed to the madame 

of the house. The top letter is from a Duke Silverton. 

“Madame Thornfeld: 

I’ve recently arrived at Finbarr’s Marsh for my wedding to lady Valereon. I intend to spend the night before 

whoring myself into a coma. Have two of your girls ready for me by sundown. Make sure they are clean 

shaven from the neck down, and not a day older than 15. I’d prefer if they were skilled with their mouths, as 

well, and I’ll hear no complaints from them about touching each other. 

I’ll see you are well compensated for your efforts; extra if the girls are fair.” 

Upon discovering and reading the letter, the fog clears and light shines through the windows of the 

brothel. Cobwebs and dust give way to clean and well-kept surfaces, and what appears to be the 

madame of the house can be heard speaking to two young girls. The players notice they can feel the 

thoughts of one of the girls, and see things from her perspective. 

Holli stood before the madame with her hands folded, nodding as she spoke. 

“And the two of you both shaved yourselves from the neck down?” she demanded. 

“Yes, madame,” they both said in unison. 

“And your cunts and arses, too?” the madame asked, arms folded. 

“Yes madame,” Holli said, but Jacie only bit her lip. Madame looked furious. 
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“When I say from the neck down, what do you think I mean you dull slut?” 

“Sorry, madame,” Jacie said. “I have a hard time reaching my bum, and my cunt always 

hurts with red ugly bumps after I shave. Surely the duke wouldn’t want to see red ugly 

bumps.” 

“The duke wants to see your shaved cunt, so that’s what he’ll get. And what about poor 

Holli? Her face is going to be in that massive bush of yours half the night, at least have 

the courtesy to make sure she isn’t picking hairs from her teeth.” 

Jacie frowned and looked disgusted. 

“You don’t have to like having sex with a girl, you just have to make him think you like it,” 

madame said. “Now Holli, take Jacie and find a room. Get her nice and cleaned up. The duke 

will be here at sundown.” 

Holli always did as she was told, even when it was difficult, but Jacie not so much. Tonight 

wouldn’t be as difficult as most nights. Even if she had to have that man inside her, she’d 

get to spend it with Jacie. Holli knew Jacie would never share the feelings she had for her, 

but Holli could at least fantasize about that while her crush was pleasuring her tonight. 

And best of all, Jacie had to pretend she was in love with it. 

Being a whore was usually disgusting work. But tonight? Tonight wouldn’t be half bad, she 

thought with hope. 

The vision ends as the fog and darkness creep back in, the women vanishing slowly before your eyes. 

19: Tailor 
Racks of clothing and bolts of cloth fill every corner of this shop. Aside from the dust and cobwebs, the 

clothing seems to have held up well over the years.  A table toward the back contains thread, thimbles, and 

a variety of sewing needles. 

If the players search the sewing supplies, they notice one needle in particular is set aside from the 

others with a tiny jeweled eye where the thread is supposed to be tied. Any player who tries to 

remove the ornate needle from its pincushion takes 2d8 psychic damage and notices their thumb is 

bleeding as though pricked while sewing. To remove the needle, a player must be wearing a thimble. 

Once removed, the needle immediately extends into a full-size magic rapier called Needle. 
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● +1 to attack and damage 

● When you hit a creature large size or greater, the creature takes an extra 2d6 force damage 

and must succeed on a DC 18 strength saving throw or fall prone. 

● Needle reverts from rapier form whenever the character attuned to it isn’t wearing a 

thimble on the thumb of the hand that wields it, or when inserted into a pincushion. 

20: Vacant shop 
Everything seems to have been abandoned here. Nothing remains amid wooden shelves and work areas. 

21: Vacant shop 
Everything seems to have been abandoned here. Nothing remains amid wooden shelves and work areas. 

Nothing except enemies. 

The players fight 2 fog horrors, 2 shrieking horrors, and 2 vixen horrors. 

22: Market Square 
The basket carrying the group crashes to the ground violently, sending members of the party flying. When 

you regain your feet, you can’t see your fellow adventurers any more as the fog here is extremely thick. 

Stone pavers make up well-built city streets, but you can see no buildings from here. In fact, you’re not sure 

if you can see more than five feet in front of you. 

The party must call out to one another to be able to regroup. Once they do, they hear the tolling of a 

distant bell three times. 

Howling wind blows through the city streets as though the twists and turns themselves were breathing. 

When the wind dies, you see the fog has thinned out and hazy formations of buildings all around you can be 

seen in the distance. Through a window in one of the buildings, you see the outline of a figure pacing. 

The figure is in encounter 23. 

Players who search the area or players with a passive perception 19 or higher notice a sewer 

manhole. Attempting to remove the cover results in failure. A special key is needed (see encounter 

17). 

 
Sewer entrance 

Watery slime and scum might have completely filled these waterways decades ago, but now all that’s left is 

a dried putrid crust. At the foot of the ladder are several steel hoops anchored into the stone pipeway. A 

multitude of inaccessible lesser pipes tributary into this junction, where the waste tube opens 10 feet wide 

before heading downward toward the river. Each lesser pipe is gated by a filter, each of which could be 

easily serviced by one person at this single juncture. The path down looks navigable, though trepidatious. 
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Players can use the metal hoops to tie themselves off with rope and descend the pipe. Otherwise, 

they must succeed on a DC 22 dexterity check or be transported to challenge 32 with the Kraken. 

Halfway toward the bay outlet, they discover an old hidden entrance to the forgotten crypts. 

The fog is severe unless the players have seen all five ghosts pass on. They will get lost over and over 

only to find their single way of escape back the way they came. 

Otherwise, the path forward leads down for 100 feet. 

The chill, stale air of the crypt infests your lungs as you penetrate this long-forgotten place. Despite your 

depth, the fog is even more thick down here. Still, you can make out the carvings of long-dead lords 

Valereon, their visages marking their final resting places. The pathway downward, though, is mostly caved 

in. Several treacherous ledges lead about 60 feet into the deep. 

Anyone wearing the Air Boots can carry two people down safely. If the wearer attempts to carry 

three people, he finds the weight more than the boots can manage and falls. Each member of the 

party then takes 6d6 bludgeoning damage. Casting a flying spell here activates a magical trap. The 

party must make a DC 18 DEX save or take 4d6 fire damage (or half as much on save). If the spell is 

activated partway down, only the players on that level will be subject to the spell’s effect. 

The jumps require a series of six DC 17 athletics checks for each player attempting to descend 

normally. Failure at any level results falling the remaining levels (1d6 bludgeoning damage per 10 

feet). 

At the bottom, the players face the entrance to their final challenge (see encounter BBEG): 

A solid stone door 10 feet tall and six feet wide blocks any further movement. Set at the center of the door 

is a depression. Upon closer inspection, you notice the depression resembles the seal for house Valereon. 

The door slides upward slowly when Lord Valereon’s signet ring is inserted. 

23: Lavish residence 
Whoever lived here must have been quite wealthy. Every chair and cushion is ornate and well-built. 

Candelabras made from silver sit on tables and ledges, their candles long since burned to a nub. A muscled, 

well-dressed, middle-age human male is pacing by a couch in the foyer. 

The man is Duke Silverton, the liege of Gray Harbor. He is one of several ghosts haunting the castle 

city, and each of them have a dark secret they will not give up easily. Though spirits of the past, each 

of them are corporeal entities that appear to be flesh and blood. Normal methods of detecting 

magic, spirits, or undead do not reveal their true nature — which is a key mystery of the adventure. 

A passive perception of 18 reveals he’s wearing a key around his neck. He talks mostly to himself. 

“Forty-seven isn’t old. Why I’m still a young man, nearly. Plenty of strength left.” 

“She keeps me here. Away from my bride. My beautiful bride.” 
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“We’re all in hell with her. Eternal death for all of us.” 

“My bride will come one day. My bride will save me from her.” 

Who is she? 

“I don’t know, but she keeps me waiting and suffering. Forever waiting. She shames me.” 

Who is your bride? 

“I can’t remember her name, but SHE … she will never take her face away from me. So young and beautiful, 

my bride was. Now I’m in hell, and SHE reminds me every day how I don’t deserve such a girl.” 

What did you do? 

“Nothing. She calls me sick and depraved, though I insist I am a man of honor.” 

Who are you? 

“I can’t remember. She takes that from me, too. I can barely remember my name: Silverton. All I know is I 

must wait for my bride.” 

What happened to this place? 

“She did.” 

What’s that key around your neck? 

“It’s the weight of my shame. She make sure it’s nice and heavy every day, and it burns so much. She wants 

me to take it off and use it so I’ll hurt even more, and never get to see my bride.” 

Showing the brothel letter to the duke is the secret to activating his key. He reads the letter with his 

hand over his mouth before closing a nearby door and turning the key inside. When he opens it, the 

room beyond is gone and in its place the players see a caravan riding toward Finbarr’s Marsh. The 

group are sucked into the room and the door slams shut behind them. 

This is one of the key memories. They party are able to stand where the memory took place, but 

they’re incorporeal visitors to the past and can’t interact with anything. They also notice they can 

feel Duke Silverton’s emotions and see everything from his point of view. 

Duke Silverton rode alone at the head of his caravan in high spirits, singing as his horse 

clopped the dirt beneath. 

“The nobleman’s wife was as fair as the sun, 

and her kisses were warmer than spring. 

But the nobleman’s blade was made of black steel, 

and its kiss was a terrible thing.” 

He loved that song, a tune about stealing a wife from a man more noble. Now he, a duke, 

was riding toward a lord’s castle to marry his daughter. Jinnifer Valereon, a girl barely 13. 

Some sniggered and sneered behind his back, but they’d never call him a cradle robber to 
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his face. And what of him being 47? Such an age is still young. Young enough. And she, a 

woman bled? What shame is there of such thing? He knew there was none. And he would 

love this new bride. He was a man of honor, after all, so he would treat her well and 

shower her with gifts and fuck her till she screams every night. 

“And by the time her beauty starts to fade and her teats are no longer firm and supple,” 

he thought, “I’ll be close to dead. I’ll have given her gold and a castle and, gods willing, a 

son who will rule when I die. It’s a more-than-fair price for keeping my bed warm,” he 

reasoned. He was doing her no harm. She might even come to love him one day. And if not, 

he’d be gone and in the ground before she turned 40 most like. 

“Brothers, oh brothers, my days here are done, 

the nobleman’s taken my life, 

But what does it matter, for all men must die, 

and I've tasted the nobleman’s wife!" 

That song always got his dick hard, but then again so did the thought of his upcoming 

wedding night. He’d never been with a maid. His late first wife was a young widow, herself, 

when they married. And he’d never seen reason to spend coin on a brothel virgin seeing as 

there was no way to really tell if they were maids. Even if they were, their other two holes 

had probably been stuffed more times than a maid’s should have. But Lady Valereon? She’d 

likely never seen a man naked, let alone touched one. 

The thought of it was getting his blood hot. Had been the entire five-day ride, in fact. 

Every night, he spilled his seed in his tent alone. But every day, he awoke still with a fury 

between his legs and had to spend hours feeling his swollen stones and stiff rod bounce 

against a saddle. 

But now Finbarr’s Marsh was in view, and it wouldn’t be long before he would be able to 

find some proper relief. That reminded him, and he sent for his scribe. 

“You wanted to see me, my liege?” the boy asked. He was young and fair. The duke wasn’t 

into boys, but this one looked like a lot like a girl. Silverton wondered if he could pretend 

long enough to put his seed in the boy’s mouth. He shuddered at the thought soon after it 
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occurred to him, putting it out of his mind and attributing it to his lack of proper company 

for so many days. 

“Yes, we’ll need a letter written and delivered to the local brothel as soon as we pass the 

city gates.” Walking beside the duke’s horse, the scribe took out his ink and parchment. 

“Madame … uh, who’s the madame in Finbarr?” 

“Not sure, my liege,” the boy who looked like a girl responded. 

“No bother, just leave that part blank until we get there and you can find out. Make sure 

you use her name and spell it correctly, boy. Anyway … Madame … I’ve recently arrived at 

Finbarr’s Marsh for my wedding to lady Valereon. I intend to spend the night before 

whoring myself into a coma …” 

The players are sucked back through the door, landing safely inside the old mansion. 

“Gods, she was right. She was right all along. I told myself I’d be faithful to her once we were wed, but I was 

lying. I would have been her nightmare. Gods, it burns. The truth burns so badly. Why did you make me 

open that door! No! I don’t want this, no!” 

Silverton collapses to his knees screaming as he slowly vanishes into thin air. 

24-27: Residence 
Modest furnishings must have made for a comfortable living here. Most things appear plain and ordinary, 

though, and there appears to be nothing of value. 

Players can take bedding from this area to make a suitable long resting place at the temple 

(encounter 5), if the DM requires basic comfort for long rests. Otherwise, there is nothing of note. 

28: Monastery 
Inaccessible region. 

29: City watch 
Basic equipment for city watchmen is stored here, and an office with a desk contains scrolls detailing patrol 

routes and information from street informants. 

Searching the desk reveals a locked compartment (DC 20).  

The lock looks very sturdy. The desk, on the other hand ... 



27 

[COMBAT] If the players attempt to smash the desk instead of picking the lock, the noise summons 

four fog horrors. Once open, a letter is found inside. 

“Captain: 

Lord Valereon has changed his mind at my urging. You are to find the butcher’s boy immediately and bring 

him to me. I want him gagged so he cannot speak. Beat him if he resists, but make sure he can still walk. 

Also, disregard your report of Duke Silverton’s nighttime activities. I’ll have you never speak of this again, 

lest you wish to shame our noble house. I hope I am entirely clear on this matter. 

-Lady Karena Valereon” 

30: Queen’s castle 
The lady’s residence is lavishly decorated, and a dozen family portraits from different time periods grace 

the walls. Cobwebs cover everything, and the distant sound of a woman humming a tune can be heard. 

Following the sound leads the party to the council chambers. 

A middle-aged human female sits in a chair sewing, her back turned to you. She hums a tune and pays you 

no mind. 

The woman is Lady Karena Valereon, wife to the lord of Finbarr. She is one of several ghosts 

haunting the castle city, and each of them have a dark secret they will not give up easily. Though 

spirits of the past, each of them are corporeal entities that appear to be flesh and blood. Normal 

methods of detecting magic, spirits, or undead do not reveal their true nature — which is a key 

mystery of the adventure. A passive perception of 18 reveals she’s wearing a key around her neck. 

She talks mostly to herself. 

“A good mother has to make hard choices for her children. As my mother did for me.” 

“I forgave my mother for what she did. I grew old enough to see the wisdom of it. She would have, too. 

Would have.” 

“We’re all in hell with her. Eternal death for all of us.” 

“There’s no forgiveness here. Only suffering.” 

Who is she? 

“My nightmare and persecutor.” 

What did you do? 

“Kept her from her love. But what did she know of love at such an age? What even do I know, except love is 

just a fleeting illusion? I did what was best for her.” 

Who are you? 

“I am the lady of … of … of this place. She won’t take that memory from me. I am still lady, here!” 
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What happened to this place? 

“She did.” 

What’s that key around your neck? 

“Oh this? It’s her curse. It burns me without respite, and puts lead in my bones. I’m so tired. Exhausted after 

so long; so much of this burning weight. Yet I fear it would be even worse if I ever cast it off.” 

Karena must be shown the butcher’s boy letter (encounter 2), Duke Silverton’s letter (encounter 

18), and her own letter from the city watch headquarters (encounter 29). After reading each, she 

reacts: 

Billy’s letter: Lady Valereon sobs and covers her mouth as she reads the letter. “They were young and in 

love. More in love than I could have imagined. I’m so sorry I hurt her, but I had to.” 

Silverton’s letter: Lady Valereon shudders and looks away as she makes her way down the parchment, 

swallowing disgust before returning her eyes to its words. She sheds a tear with an angry face, her hands 

shaking. “My daughter … in this monster’s hands. Had I but known …” 

Karena’s letter: The lady consumes the letter with an emotionless face before hanging her head in shame. 

“My lord husband wished to send him away. But I convinced him to turn the boy over to our wizard for 

experimentation. ‘Be rid of him and forget it forever,’ I cautioned him. But he wouldn’t hear it. So I told him 

my secret. And after that, he changed his mind. I’d done my dirty work. All for my daughter, I told myself. 

The poor boy.” 

After reading all three letters, Lady Karena cries to herself for a short while. When she recovers, she 

speaks to the group. 

“I lied to myself ... so I could live with what I’d done. I wounded her heart deeply, and tore her love away 

from her screaming. All so I could pawn her off on some disgusting, depraved pig. Peace was what I wanted. 

I nearly lost my lord husband the last time we went to war. How many people would be spared the horror of 

losing a loved one if only my daughter would have married for peace? I should have told her that. I wish I’d 

explained why I had done all I did. Maybe it’s not too late, though.” 

Lady Valereon puts down her sewing and rises to her feet, smoothing out her dress. “I know where to find 

her. I’ve heard her crying. It’s time I leave this place and face her.” 

Lady Valereon walks slowly from her castle chambers toward the city gardens (encounter 3). She 

pays the players no mind as she travels, and their only option (if they want answers) is to follow her. 

They hear the crying, just like they had before if they’ve previously explored encounter 3. This time, 

though, Lady Valereon is able to approach her daughter without provoking mind-wracking screams. 

Jinny’s hair drapes over her face, hiding it; and her fingernails have grown into vicious claws. 
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Karena places a hand on her daughter’s shoulder as she kneels down. “My sweet girl. My only daughter. 

What’s become of us and our home? Can you ever forgive me for what I’ve done?” 

Jinny turns around, raises her morbid head, and screams again. 

Any player who chooses to stay close to Karena suffers 1d6 psychic damage. 

Lady Valereon stands unflinching and determined, facing down her daughter. “I wronged you. I took my 

regrets in life and hung them around your shoulders, and I buried you with suffering.” Jinny begins half 

growling, half screaming. Karena’s ears begin to bleed thanks to the scream, but she pays that no mind as 

she continues to talk to Jinny. “You and the butcher’s boy had to end, but not like that. Not right away. I 

wish …” Karena’s eyes well up with tears, “I wish I’d had time with my boy when I was young; time to love 

without a care in the world. But my mother took that from me, my child. She did it to me, and I did it to 

you.” 

You notice Jinny’s scream growling is quietly calming itself as Karena continues to talk to her daughter. 

“But she sent my boy away,” Karena says sobbing, “And what I did was so much worse. But I hope …” 

Karena grabs the key from her neck and lifts it from herself with great effort. “... you’ll understand why.” 

Jinny’s gaunt, gray form lifts up a hand, and a door appears from nothing. Her mother turns the key, a lord’s 

chambers appear on the other side, and you’re sucked inside just like all the other times. 

It was late when Lord Valereon returned to his chambers. His hair was fresh cut with a 

new look that day, and he seemed more handsome than he had in 10 years. She loved him, 

in a way. A simple way. It wasn’t the same passion she had burned with for her first love, 
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but this man before her was strong and capable. He was caring, too … at times. Only 

behind closed doors, and only ever so often. But she cherished those moments, and she was 

devoted to him. He took her to bed less and less over the years, and she guessed it had been 

six weeks since he last claimed what was his. Maybe that would help, considering what she 

had to do next. 

“I heard you banished the butcher’s boy,” Karena said as though half asking a question. 

“Yes,” Lord Valereon replied. “You’d rather him have remained?” 

“He remains, even if he isn’t here. He’s young and in love, and he’ll find a way back. Do you 

remember what it was like to be young and in love? Do you recall all the walls you’d have 

torn down and the men you would have killed to protect that?” She doubted he did. 

“No,” her lord husband replied. “I don’t suppose I do.” 

“You never loved me,” she said looking down with sadness in her eyes. 

“I’m quite fond of you. I care for you deeply, in fact.” he said, making an attempt. “I’ve been 

with no other woman. My entire life, I swear it.” 

“And I,” she replied, wiping tears from her eyes, “am fond of you, my lord husband.” Karena 

embraced her lord and held him close, whispering in his ear. “ But I have been with 

another man.” 

She sobbed as those last words left her, and anger flashed in Lord Valereon’s eyes as he 

recoiled from her. 

“I too had a boy when I was her age. We were so desperately in love. The stupid kind of 

love. It’s irrational and completely mad. You wouldn’t understand, but it’s the same love 

Jinny had for her boy.” 

The sound of Lady Valereon’s heels clacked through the chamber as she paced about while 

her husband remained a silent, patient listener. 
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“He came back for me. It was at least 15 years since I’d seen him, but he played for us at 

our 16th anniversary. You said he was the greatest musician to have ever graced your 

ears, but only I recognized him.” 

Lord Valereon turned his back to his wife, wincing in anger. 

“And all those feelings buried in the past rose up again. I felt that passion reignite, and 

every verse from his lips felt like it was meant for me. He took me that night after you fell 

asleep. He took me in every way a man can have a woman. I came back from his chambers 

and put your cock in my mouth with his seed still on my lips, and I dreamed of him while I 

drained you.” 

Lord Valereon’s fists were shaking, but he kept himself restrained. 

“I’ve regretted it ever since,” she said with as much honesty as she could muster. “Hated 

myself for it. But once in a great while when you’re inside me,” she said, placing a palm to 

her husband’s cheek, “I close my eyes and fantasize about that night all over. Then I gain 

my senses after you’ve pleasured me, and hate myself again for all my sins.” 

Karena tried her best to be dead serious with what she had to say next. 

“Is this what you want for our daughter?” She paused, waiting for a response. Yet her 

husband stood before her stupefied like she’d never seen him before. “Kill the boy. Give him 

to our wizard. Ulrich likes to experiment on live subjects, so I hear. Make sure he never 

comes calling upon our baby girl again. Promise me.” 

As you’re sucked back through the door Karena opened, you hear Jinny scream again. This time, though, 

there’s no anger in her cries. You hear only despair as her gray form hunches over and she disappears again, 

slowly into thin air. Lady Valereon remains behind. 

“Only one remains. You must confront my husband,” she tells you. “But he is not to be trifled with. He’s a 

strong man, and you’ll endure great pains bending him to your will. As I did. But I fear we’ll all remain 

trapped here if you do not. Seek out his chambers. The way should be laid clear, now. I go to wait in the 

beyond for my daughter. Please send her to me. Please save her.” 

Lady Valereon slowly fades from view before she blows away like mist. 
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31: King’s castle 
The largest of the holdings in Finbarr, the lord’s chambers stand above a 20-foot staircase. At the entrance, 

a magical forcefield can be seen crackling with blue-glowing lightning. Outside stand four statues. 

The forcefield cannot be dispelled. Each statue corresponds to a key ghost that must move on 

before the forcefield is deactivated. The statues are perfect depictions of each ghost, and players 

can recognize those they’ve run across provided they have an intelligence score of 17 or higher. The 

statues include: 

● Billy, the butcher’s boy 

● Duke Silverton 

● Arfus 

● Lady Valereon 

When the players visit king’s castle after any of the ghosts have moved on, their statues crumble 

and the forcefield grows fainter. After all four statues have given way, the forcefield lifts. 

The lord’s residence is even more lavishly adorned than his wife’s, though no family portraits have been 

chosen as decor. Instead, weapons and hunting trophies hang from displays. Cobwebs cover everything, 

and the distant sound of pacing feet can be heard echoing off the stone walls. 

Players can follow the sound of the footsteps to encounter Lord Valereon’s ghost. 

“I’ve been waiting for you,” he says, looking you dead in the eye. “Please. Sit.” Lord Valereon outstretches a 

hand toward a council table before taking a seat, himself. 

He neither moves nor speaks until the rest of the party has joined him at the table. 

“Let’s dispense with the small talk. I’ve always been one for getting to the point. You want this,” he says with 

cold eyes, pointing at a key around his neck. “I knew this day would come. The payment would be rendered 

eventually. What I asked for in return was too great for it to have been anything otherwise. But tell me, why 

should I make that day today? Why have you come here?” 

The party must convince Lord Valereon it’s in his best interest to use the key. They can roleplay, 

present letters, or use intimidation/persuasion skills. Ideally, they’ll have to pass a number of those 

checks (DC 15-20, depending on the DM’s desired difficulty and roleplay ability. Lower roleplay skill 

necessitates low DC checks) in between roleplaying. At this point, the DM and the players have 

almost full access to the story’s history. Put yourself in Velt Valereon’s proverbial shoes and let the 

creative juices flow. 

Alternatively, first-time DM’s who are totally lost when it comes to roleplay could consider the 

following possibilities: 

● Lord Valereon is in hell. Unless something changes, he’ll stay here suffering. Requires a 

perception check. 
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● Threaten Lord Valereon with eternal damnation, insisting you have the only solution to end 

his misery. Requires an intimidation check. 

● Lie to him, saying every other ghost to use their key has been granted sweet relief 

(Silverton was consumed in fiery anguish). Requires a deception check. 

● Plead to his sympathies, using his daughter as an angle. Imply that your only goal is to see 

her set free of this curse. Requires a persuasion check. 

Once convinced … 

Lord Valereon removes the key from his neck, closing the chamber door behind him. After he inserts the key 

and opens it, you find yourself sucked into another world. You’re in Lord Valereon’s head, now, though the 

time is long ago. 

It was 4 years into the drought when Lord Kassel began damming all the rivers that led 

into Finnbar territory. The king refused to take sides in the matter, and that meant only 

war could decide the outcome. 

So Velt Valereon called his banners and led his men heroically onto the field of battle. Lines 

of spearmen spread out before him now. This was real war, the like for which his father 

had prepared him. Only Lord Valereon had not supposed he’d meet his rival lord on the field 

of battle. It just so happened that day, the two caught sight of one another behind their 

lines of spears. 

“Coward!” Lord Valereon shouted at his opponent. “Face me!” 

Lord Kassel dismounted, calling his spearmen and personal guard back. Lord Valereon did 

the same. He’d spent thousands of hours training with a sword, and this man would not 

stand between his people and their future harvests. Thousands of foot soldiers held their 

ground as the two met in the space between them, longswords in hand. 

Soon after their blades clashed, Lord Kassel took a cut to the forearm. Lord Valereon 

smiled. “I have him,” he thought to himself, more confident than ever. 

“I will take you apart a piece at a time if I must,” he shouted back at Lord Kassel. 

But when two swords met again, Lord Valereon found himself the victim of a counter 

riposte. It was a fantastic move, he recognized. Lord Kassel had half-sworded to close the 

distance before performing the move effortlessly. He should have seen it coming. But now all 

he saw when he looked down was blood. 
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Spears rushed in from both sides as his men drug his bleeding body to safety. The Lord of 

Finbarr’s Marsh had been bested in single combat. Many men were routed that day, he’d 

been told as he lay dying in his war tent. His thoughts drifted to his family, as he supposed 

most men’s did. His beautiful daughter, and loyal wife. They’d have to carry on without him, 

just like all the wives of the soldiers that died in vain for him today. That was when he 

first felt true anger, clenching a fist so hard it dug his fingernails into his palm and blood 

flowed. That was when he first heard its call. 

“I have known your family for hundreds of years, Valereon.” The dark voice spoke to him as 

everything around turned to fire and char. He felt as though he were in hell. “What do you 

desire, as you lay dying?” 

“Peace,” the lord said. “No more war. I’d give anything for it. I’d give my life.” 

“You’ve not much left of your life to give, little lord,” the haunting voice said from fiery 

blackness. 

“Whatever it takes. Please. I beg you for peace,” Valereon pled. 

“You will withdraw your forces immediately. The drought will end in a fornight. All your foe’s 

meager dams will be flooded over, and the rivers will return to your pathetic mortal lands. 

Your daughter will marry one of Lord Kassel’s dukes, a man named Silverton, as a means to 

secure an alliance. Silverton commands the vast majority of Kassel’s forces. His wife will die 

of a pox one year before your daughter flowers. Do this, and peace your lands shall find. 

But you will never find peace, as fair payment in return.” 

“I accept your terms,” the lord cried out. 

“Then speak my name thrice. Call upon your lord: Baphomet.” 

As soon as the sound of the demon’s name reaches your ears for the first time, you’re yanked violently 

through a door and find yourself back in fog-covered Finbarr. Lord Valereon removes his signet ring and 

sets it down on the table in front of him. “You’ll find her down below. As far down as down can go. I sealed 

off the old crypts decades ago, but the sewer still leads there.” He gives a half smile before slowly vanishing 

away in a mist of fog. 
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32: Sea gate 
The gate remains closed, barring ships from the harbor. In the waters of the deep, you see a massive black 

creature. 

Swimming in the water summons the deep horror, a carbon copy of the Kraken. It’s made of the 

same black oily tar substance. Swimming away from the city for safety is impossible, as the Kraken 

can submerge beneath the sea gate to follow fleeing prey. 

33: Vacant warehouse 
Trade goods coming and going seem to be stored here, but shadowy creatures lurk among them. 

The players fight 2 fog horrors, 2 shrieking horrors, and 2 vixen horrors. 

34: Curio 
Items stored in this shop appear weird, interesting, and curious. Most of them seem to be novelties like 

finger traps and puzzle cubes. Stored behind hinged glass in the wall at the back of the shop counter, 

though, sits a gleaming suit of armor. There is a small, finger-sized handle on the glass. 

The rest of the shop loot is novelty garbage. If any player attempts to open the hinge, it hits them in 

the face (1d6 bludgeoning damage) before slamming shut. Any attempts to fool the glass by wedging 

items in between it while open are met with 1d6 force damage. To access the armor, players will 

need to knock on the glass. 

The armor reward depends on the player. Whatever armor they’re wearing, the item in the case 

becomes a +1 magical adamantine version of that armor. If an unarmored player opens the case, he 

receives a set of mysterious magical shimmering clothing. Attempts to discern its properties end in 

failure, and the armor only manifests itself once given to an armored player. 

● +1 to AC 

● Magical 

● This suit of armor is reinforced with adamantine, one of the hardest substances in 

existence. While you’re wearing it, any critical hit against you becomes a normal hit. 

35: Cobbler 
Rows of footwear line display shelves in this modest shop, while a workman’s desk contains strips of leather 

and heavy sewing needles. The shoes and boots appear to be of superior quality, though the display prices 

are quite modest considering. It’s clear whoever operated this shop took pride in their work. 

Searching the footwear (DC 23) uncovers a pair of magic leather boots. Attunement reveals them to 

be a set of Air Boots. 
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● Up to three times per day, the wearer can activate the boots to gain a flying speed equal to 

their movement speed for up to 1 minute. The user cannot fly higher than 20 feet. 

● The boots recharge each day at dawn. 

● If you are flying when the duration expires, you descend at a rate of 30 feet per round until 

you land. 

36: Fish market 
The bones of long-dead fish litter the stalls and floor of this abandoned market. As you crunch bones 

underfoot, black figures approach. 

The players fight 2 fog horrors. 

37: Oil factory 
Whale blubber might have dominated this work place once before, but all that’s left today are dried-up 

shriveled husks of whale parts. Preserved oil resides on shelves, while vats of works in progress sit 

practically empty after having dried up over the decades.  

Players can take flasks of oil. The oil can cover a 15-foot cone when thrown. If ignited, it burns for 

one round, dealing 1d6 fire damage to any creature that starts its turn there or any creature caught 

in the cone when the oil is ignited. 

38: Vacant storage 
Trade goods coming and going seem to be stored here, but shadowy creatures lurk among them. 

The players fight 2 fog horrors, 2 shrieking horrors, and 2 vixen horrors. 

39: Vacant warehouse 
Trade goods coming and going seem to be stored here, but shadowy creatures lurk among them. 

The players fight 4 vixen horrors. 

40-45 
Trade goods coming and going seem to be stored here, nothing else seems noteworthy. 

BBEG 
This massive stone chamber contains the remains of the very first lords Valereon, judging from the dates on 

their tombs, and at the center of the room sits a tomb larger than all the others. Atop it, a gaunt, grey young 

girl is hunched over crying. In the corners of each room hanging from the high ceiling are four cages large 

enough to imprison a person. 
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The room lights up when the players begin to approach Jinny. 

Flames erupt from each of the cages, which you now can see contain Lord Valereon, Lady Valereon, Arfus, 

and Duke Silverton. They scream and writhe as their flesh sizzles, but they do not seem to burn. The crying 

has stopped, now. Jinny turns and faces you screaming. 

[COMBAT] Use a large area on your battlemat, preferably 90x90 feet. At the center of the room, 

sets of 15-foot-high steps surround a 10x5-foot tomb on all sides. 

 

Jinnifer ValereonJinnifer Valereon  
Medium horror, neutral evil 

Armor Class 20 
Hit Points 400 
Speed 30 ft. climbing 

STR 
18 (+4) 

DEX 
20 (+5) 

CON 
16 (+3) 

INT 
16 (+3) 

WIS 
18 (+4) 

CHA 
16 (+3) 

Saving Throws DEX +11, CON +9, WIS +10 
Damage resistances necrotic; bludgeoning, piercing, and slashing from 
nonmagic weapons. 
Senses Truesight, passive Perception 14 
Languages Common 
Challenge 12 
 
Legendary resistance (3/day): If Jinny fails a saving throw, she can instead 
choose to succeed. 
Spider climb: Jinny can climb difficult surfaces,including upside down on 
ceilings, without needing to make an ability check. 
 
 

ACTIONS 

Multiattack: Jinny makes three attacks with her clawed hands. 
 
Claws. Melee Weapon Attack: +11 to hit, reach 5 ft., one target. Hit: (2d8 
+4) magical slashing damage. 
 
Charm:  Jinny targets one humanoid she can see within 30 feet. If the target 
can see her, the target must succeed on a DC 17 Wisdom saving throw or be 
charmed by Jinny. The charmed target regards her as a trusted friend to be 
heeded and protected. Although the target isn't under Jinny’s control, it takes 
Her requests or actions in the most favorable way it can. Only one target at 
a time can be charmed by her. 
 
Shriek:  Jinny’s screams wrack the brains of her enemies, dealing 3d6 
psychic damage to anyone within 15 feet of her, or 1d6 psychic damage to 
anyone within 30 feet. 
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Heat metal (1/day):  Jinny causes an object she can see to glow red-hot. 
Any creature in physical contact with the object takes 2d8 fire damage when 
she casts the spell. Until the spell ends, she can use a bonus action on each 
of her subsequent turns to cause this damage again. 
 
If a creature is holding or wearing the object and takes the damage from it, 
the creature must succeed on a Constitution saving throw or drop the object 
if it can. If it doesn't drop the object, it has disadvantage on attack rolls and 
ability checks until the start of your next turn. 
 
 
Misty step (bonus action): Briefly surrounded by silvery mist, Jinny 
teleports up to 30 feet to an unoccupied space that she can see. 

Legendary actions 

Misty step 
Claw 
Shriek (2 actions) 

 

When Jinny drops below 300 HP, one of the cages falls crashing to the ground into a ball of flame 

with its victim inside disappearing. The same occurs at 200, 100, and 0 HP, with Duke Silverton 

being the last to fall. Jinny misty steps back to the central tomb after being defeated, and cries out 

to Baphomet. 

The back wall of the crypt alights with fire as a portal to the abyss begins to slowly open.  a huge, 

black-furred minotaur with iron horns, red eyes, and a blood-soaked mouth can be seen beyond, though the 

portal is not yet wide enough for him to pass. His iron crown is topped with the rotting heads of his enemies, 

while his dark armor is set with spikes and skull-like serrations. 

“My love, stop. Please,” a voice echoes from the crypt entrance as Billy walks into view. He addresses one of 

the adventurers, “Do you still have my letter?” 

“You never got to see this because they lied to you.” Jinny raises her head as the portal stops opening. “I 

never asked for money. They found me and took me away, and the last thing I remember I was locked in the 

wizard’s tower. I knew I was going to die, so I wrote you this and hid it away.” Billy reads the letter. 

Her mother fades into existence right next to Billy, “It’s true, love. He never betrayed you. Your father and I 

thought it would make things easier for you if you believed that.” 

“We’re so sorry, my daughter,” Lord Valereon says while fading into view. “Punish us if you have to, but Billy 

doesn’t deserve this. Arfus doesn’t, either. He was forced to divulge your secret, and it broke his heart. He 

loved you even more than I did.” 

“I’m sorry, my lady,” Arfus says, appearing into view. “I cherished you, I did. Thought of you as my own 

daughter. If my sweet girl is still in there somewhere, please … end this town’s suffering.” 

The gray fades from Jinny as color and life return to her flesh, her tattered clothing slowly repairing itself 

into a beautiful dress. 
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“I’m sorry, but I made a deal with him. Just like you did, father,” Jinny says. The grinning face of Baphomet 

laughs maniacally on the other side of the portal. “There’s only one way to end this. Silverton!” 

The duke fades in right next to the others before Jinny raises an outstretched hand. Silverton begins 

choking as his feet leave the ground and he’s hurled toward the central tomb. “You wanted us to be 

together,” Jinny says to Silverton, his feet dangling as he gasps for breath. Jinny embraces him before 

saying goodbye to her loved ones, and she drags Silverton screaming into the abyss. As the portal closes 

behind them, angry cries of defeat shriek from Baphomet’s infernal throat. 

The mists begin to grow thicker, and you cannot see hardly a foot in front of you. When they lift, you find 

yourselves back in the market square near your crashed air balloon. Sunlight shines brightly from up above 

as birds fly overhead. The fog is gone, the town is empty, and you sense the presence of evil has fled this 

land. 

Both north and south drawbridges have been lowered, and you emerge from the town victorious knowing 

every one of you will be showered in riches, and one of you will have the honor of being named Duke of 

Finbarr’s Marsh. 

 


