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C A P I T U L U M
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Jesse Alexander
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C A P I T U L U M

OVERVIEW
The Albion Embassy occupies a four-story stone townhouse on Merchant's

Height, a quiet street in the better quarter of Kormor Kirak, just three blocks
from the grand plaza where the neutral city's markets operate.

The building was once the mansion of a wealthy merchant family, seized by
Queen Kiraline's government when the Century War made foreign representa‐
tion  necessary.  Ambassador  Barron  Whitehallow  has  transformed  it  into  a
perfect  miniature  of  imperial  authority:  the  wrought-iron fence  is  polished
monthly, the Albion standard -- gold and crimson, bearing the double eagle --
hangs from an iron bracket above the entrance, and a pair of soldiers in the
distinctive red jackets and tall bearskin caps of the Imperial Guard stand watch
in rotating shifts.

Walking past the Embassy is like stepping sideways through a door into the
Albion Empire itself. Inside the iron fence, the cobblestones are swept clean,
the  flagstones  gleam with  beeswax,  and  Albion  servants  move  with  military
precision. Yet the building is surrounded by the cramped, winding streets of
Kormor Kirak, where vampire servants hurry past on errands and the night air
carries  the  sound  of  Red  Guard  patrols.  This  contrast  --  Albion's  hard
ceremonial formality imposed upon a vampire city perched in the mountains
between two hostile kingdoms -- gives the Embassy an almost surreal quality.
It is a bastion of order in a place where danger is always negotiable and peace is
maintained only by fear.

C i t y  L o c a t i o n s T H E  E T E R N A L  C O U R T  ·  1 7 9 3

6



C A P I T U L U M

THE  EMBASSY
EXTERIOR AND GATE
The iron fence stands eight feet tall, its wrought-iron spikes fashioned in the
shape of stylized crowns and eagles.  Two stone pillars  flank the gates,  each
carved  with  the  Imperial  cipher.  A  bronze  plaque  beside  the  gate  reads:
"EMBASSY OF THE ALBION EMPIRE -- By appointment of Her

Majesty's Government." The gates themselves are heavy, painted black, and
always attended. Beyond the fence, a small courtyard separates the street from
the building's  main entrance.  The flagstones are laid in a  precise geometric
pattern -- no sign of the disorder that creeps across the rest of Kormor Kirak.

Two Imperial Guards stand permanent watch at the gate, rotating shifts every
four hours. They wear the dress uniform of the Imperial Guard: scarlet jackets
with gold trim, black trousers, tall bearskins, and highly polished boots. Each
carries a saber and a rifle -- an almost ostentatious display of weapons in the
neutral city. The guards are trained to be polite but unyielding. They know
every face that should enter the Embassy, and they check all others. A small
logbook records every visitor.

The Embassy flag -- the double eagle in gold on a crimson field -- hangs from
a wrought-iron bracket above the main door. On ceremonial occasions, smaller
flags are hung along the fence. The effect is meant to signal: this is Albion soil,
and Albion law holds here. Everyone in

Kormor Kirak understands the message, whether they respect it or fear it.
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GM Notes

The gate is  the first point of contact for any PC trying to enter the
Embassy  officially.  The guards  are  well-trained and professional,  not
corrupt  --  bribes  offend  them.  However,  they  can  be  socially  man‐

euvered. They respect rank, military bearing, and Albion accents. A PC
with  a  good  story  and  Albion  connections  might  talk  their  way  past.
The logbook is  important:  any visit  to the Embassy  is  recorded,  which
has  consequences.  If  Olivia  Faren  works  from  the  Embassy,  she  has  an
arrangement  with  the  guards  --  they  look  the  other  way  at  certain
hours.  PCs  spying  on  the  Embassy  can  watch  the  gate,  counting  heads
and noting who enters and exits.

Connections

The  Reception  Hall  is  directly  beyond  the  front  door.  The  court‐

yard's  corners  offer  decent  vantage  points  for  surveillance.  The
street  itself  is  busy  enough  to  allow  observers  to  linger  without
drawing the Red Guard's attention -- yet.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE RECEPTION HALL
A  grand  entrance,  two  stories  tall,  with  a  soaring  ceiling  of  white  plaster
decorated with gilded molding. A chandelier of genuine crystal

-- a luxury in Kormor Kirak -- hangs from the center. The floor is polished
black  marble  with  veins  of  white,  creating  a  subtle  chessboard  effect.  Two
sweeping staircases curve upward on either side, meeting at a landing on the
second floor where a long portrait of the current

Emperor hangs in  a  frame of  carved mahogany.  The portrait  is  formal  and
imposing: a man in his sixties, in full ceremonial dress, one hand resting on the
pommel of a sword, his gaze direct and unyielding.

Beneath  the  portrait  of  the  Emperor  stand  three  smaller  portraits:  former
ambassadors  to  neutral  territories,  a  reminder  of  diplomatic  tradition.  The
walls are painted a soft cream color, and the room is lit by the chandelier and
by tall windows that overlook the street below.

The windows have heavy damask curtains that can be drawn for privacy.

The Reception Hall serves as a waiting area and as the first impression given to
visitors.  Visitors  are  received  here,  offered  refreshment  (tea  or  water),  and
either conducted further into the Embassy or politely declined. A formal desk
sits  to  one  side,  attended  by  an  Albion  secretary  who  screens  visitors  and
manages  the  appointment  book.  Behind  the  desk  is  a  closed  door  marked
"STAFF ONLY" that leads to the administrative corridors and kitchen.
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GM Notes

This  room is  designed to intimidate and impress  in  equal measure.  The
Emperor's  portrait  watches  all  conversations.  A  PC  meeting  an  NPC
here feels the weight of formal power. The secretary -- a middle-aged
woman  named  Missus  Crane  --  is  capable  and  observant.  She  notes
everything:  who  visits,  when,  what  mood  they're  in  when  they  leave,
whether  they  were  nervous  or  confident.  She  is  loyal  to  Ambassador
Whitehallow  and  would  report  suspicious  activity.  However,  she  is
also  professional  and  can  be  socially  engaged;  she  might  reveal  small
details  about  the  Embassy's  operations  if  handled  correctly.  The  sec‐

retary  has  a  ledger  of  all  appointments,  current  and  past,  kept  in  a
locked drawer.

Connections

The  Ambassador's  Office  is  accessed  through  a  door  to  the  right  of
the portrait.  The Diplomatic  Salon is  to  the left.  The servants'  cor‐

ridor  and  kitchens  are  behind  the  desk.  The  staircases  lead  to  the
second  floor,  where  private  quarters  and  the  Cipher  Room  are  loc‐

ated.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  AMBASSADOR'S
OFFICE
A large, well-appointed room on the first floor, with tall windows overlooking
Merchant's Height. The desk is a substantial piece of furniture, mahogany with
leather inlay, positioned to face the door --

Ambassador Whitehallow likes to know who enters before they speak to him.
The walls are lined with bookshelves containing diplomatic texts, reports from
other Albion embassies,  and volumes of Albion law and precedent.  A large-
scale  map  of  Kormor  Kirak  hangs  on  one  wall,  marked  with  colored  pins
indicating key locations and known sympathizers. A more detailed map of the
Albion Empire's border with Terrassia is behind the desk, marked with military
positions.

To one side stands a substantial drinks cabinet of dark wood, its doors carved
with hunting scenes.  Crystal  glasses sit  on a silver tray.  The office smells  of
leather, furniture polish, and ink. Several comfortable chairs are arranged for
meetings.  On  the  desk,  papers  are  organized  in  precise  stacks:  diplomatic
correspondence, intelligence reports (marked

"CONFIDENTIAL"), and drafts of formal letters in Albion's careful script.

The  office  reflects  Barron  Whitehallow's  character:  formal,  military  in  its
organization,  yet  comfortable  enough  to  put  a  guest  at  ease.  A  small  but
genuine  painting  of  the  Albion  coastline  hangs  above  the  desk  --  a  piece
Whitehallow brought from home, a reminder of the sea he served on before
becoming a diplomat.
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GM Notes

This  is  Whitehallow's  operational  base  when  not  at  the  castle.  He
spends  mornings  here,  reviewing  reports  and  correspondence.  The  map
of  Kormor Kirak is  updated regularly  and contains  sensitive  informa‐

tion  --  showing  exactly  what  the  Albion  intelligence  service  knows
and what they're watching. The intelligence reports in the stacks are
classified;  PCs  accessing  them  could  gain  crucial  information  but
would  be  discovered  if  they  linger.  The  painting  is  a  detail  that  hu‐

manizes  Whitehallow  --  he  is  not  a  perfect  political  automaton.  If
Feeney  is  encountered,  he  maintains  this  office  with  military  preci‐
sion  and  would  notice  immediately  if  anything  were  disturbed.  The
cabinet of drinks has a hidden panel at the rear, accessible only if you
know  to  look  for  the  carved  detail  on  the  third  shelf  --  Whitehal‐

low's  personal  insurance,  containing  documents  or  items  of  genuine
importance.

Connections

The  Reception  Hall  is  the  main  entrance.  A  side  door  connects  to  a
private  corridor  leading  to  the  Diplomatic  Salon.  A  servant's  passage
to the kitchens  is  behind the desk.  The staircase  to the second floor
is accessed via the Reception Hall.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  DIPLOMATIC
SALON
A comfortable room of moderate size, furnished for conversation rather than
formality.  Three soft  chairs  and a  low sofa  are  arranged around a  fireplace
where a fire burns on cold evenings. A side table holds a decanter of sherry,
glasses, and a selection of small cakes and savories prepared in the Embassy
kitchens.  The  walls  are  painted  a  warm  gray-green,  and  several  smaller
paintings -- pastoral views of the

Albion countryside -- hang at eye level.  Two tall  windows overlook a small
courtyard garden. The room is carpeted, which muffles sound and creates an
atmosphere of privacy.

This is where informal meetings happen. When a dignitary or contact visits,
they  are  entertained  here  rather  than  in  the  formal  office.  The  setting  is
deliberately  unthreatening:  comfortable  seating,  offered  refreshment,  the
sounds of the city muted by carpet and heavy curtains.

Yet the room is  also a space of subtle observation.  The host has positioned
themselves where they can read the guest's reactions, where the light from the
windows falls on the guest's face but not the host's,  where the conversation
remains private from the rest of the

Embassy.
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GM Notes

This  room  is  suited  for  negotiation  scenes,  secret  meetings,  and  in‐

formation gathering.  The comfort of the surroundings puts people at
ease,  encouraging  them  to  speak  more  freely  than  they  would  in  the
formal office. However, the room is not truly secure -- servants move
through  it  regularly  to  manage  the  fire  and  refresh  refreshments.
Conversations  can  be  overheard  by  those  who  linger  in  adjacent  cor‐

ridors. Olivia Faren may use this room to conduct meetings with local
contacts, presenting herself as a minor attaché rather than a spy. The
windows overlook the garden; if a PC is in the garden at the right mo‐

ment,  they  can  observe  conversations  happening  in  this  room  by
watching figures move across the windows.

Connections

The  Reception  Hall  connects  directly.  The  Ambassador's  Office  ad‐

joins  via  a  side  door.  The  service  corridor  passes  behind  one  wall,  al‐

lowing servants access  without entering the room proper.  The garden
is  visible  through  the  tall  windows  and  accessed  via  a  door  in  the
Reception Hall.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE CIPHER ROOM
This locked room on the second floor is the nerve center of Albion intelligence
operations  in  Kormor  Kirak.  It  can  be  entered  only  with  a  key  held  by
Ambassador Whitehallow, Lord Wooster, and the chief cipher clerk -- a stern,
quiet woman named Miss Eleanor Venn. The room is small, barely twelve feet
across, with a single window that is permanently sealed and covered with heavy
curtains. A writing desk holds pens, papers, and a leather-bound code-book
kept in a locked box.

Pigeonholes  line  one  wall,  each  containing  documents  sorted  by  date  and
classification level.  A  small  brazier  in  one  corner  allows  for  the  burning of
sensitive papers, and a log beside it records what was burned and when.

The walls  are  plain,  the  furnishings  sparse.  There  is  no comfort  here,  only
function. The security of this space is paramount. The door is solid oak, fitted
with a steel lock. There are no windows overlooking adjacent buildings. The
single desk is positioned so that any person entering the room can immediately
see its  contents,  and anyone at  the desk can see the door.  A journal  in  the
locked box records the visits of everyone who has entered the Cipher Room --
the date, time, and purpose.
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GM Notes

This room is  nearly impossible for a  PC to access  without extraordin‐

ary  means.  It  is  guarded by  lock,  habit,  and the constant awareness  of
those  who  use  it.  However,  the  information  stored  here  is  precisely
what intelligence services  are  most  interested in:  encrypted messages
from  the  Albion  government,  decoded  intercepted  communications
from Terrassia, and intelligence reports on local figures and the vam‐

pire court. If PCs somehow access the Cipher Room, they could uncov‐

er  major  plot  threads.  The  cipher-books  use  a  military  code  that  re‐

quires  specialized  knowledge  to  break;  understanding  them  would  re‐

quire  either  the  code-book  itself  or  a  skilled  decoder.  Miss  Eleanor
Venn is not a person to be underestimated. She is capable, paranoid, and
does  not  sleep  well.  If  the  Cipher  Room  has  been  disturbed,  she  will
know.

Connections

The second-floor corridor leads to private quarters and other rooms.
It is  isolated from the public areas of the Embassy,  accessible only via
the main staircase and carefully guarded.
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C A P I T U L U M

JACK  WINBOW'S
COVER QUARTERS
A separate wing on the second floor,  consisting of  a  small  barracks for  the
military  contingent  of  the  Embassy  --  currently  six  soldiers  including Jack
Winbow, the senior attaché. The quarters are spartan: narrow cots with military
blankets, footlockers at the end of each bed, a simple table for meals, and a
washroom with cold water (hot water is a luxury the soldiers consider unneces‐
sary). The walls are whitewashed, the floors bare wood. The only decoration is a
single portrait of the

Emperor in uniform, hung above the senior officer's cot.

A locked tack room adjoins the loft, containing harness, feed ledgers, carriage
tools, and a concealed weapons cache that Jack maintains himself: a few well-
kept blades, a compact crossbow, ammunition, and travel gear hidden behind
ordinary stable clutter. The staff who pass through here assume Jack is merely
diligent. In truth, he uses the room to watch arrivals, departures, and which
visitors are worth remembering.
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GM Notes

This space is off-limits to casual Embassy visitors because it appears to
be  nothing  more  than  a  working  service  area.  PCs  who  go  looking  for
Jack here find a man who has become very good at seeming ordinary. He
keeps his speech plain, his posture loose, and his eyes on the horses un‐

til  something  matters.  Jack  is  observant,  protective,  and  better  in‐

formed than he first appears. He could be an ally for PCs who earn his
trust, especially if they are trying to protect Olivia, expose the cult,
or  keep  innocents  alive.  Stable  workers  and  carriage  staff  hear
everything;  if  a  PC  gains  their  trust,  this  area  becomes  an  excellent
information source.

Connections

The loft is accessed by a back stair near the stable yard, separated from
the  diplomatic  and  administrative  areas.  The  concealed  cache  is
internal to Jack's cover quarters.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  KITCHENS  AND
SERVANTS' AREA
A large, hot, busy room on the ground floor behind the Reception Hall.

Industrial copper pots hang from hooks on the walls. A substantial iron stove
dominates  one  end  of  the  room,  currently  attended  by  an  Albion  chef  --
Monsieur Pierre, a proud man in his fifties who insisted on coming to Kormor
Kirak to maintain proper Albion cuisine standards.

Several local kitchen staff assist him: a mix of hired Kormor Kirakis who may or
may not be reporting to the Red Guard or other interests.

Adjacent  to  the  kitchens  is  a  servants'  hall  where  staff  take  meals  and  rest
between tasks. Beyond that is a storage room for provisions: cured meats from
Albion,  cheeses  wrapped in  cloth,  preserved fruits,  flour,  and other  staples.
Some local produce is purchased from city markets, but the core supplies are
imported from home. The kitchens are clean, efficient, and the air smells of
cooking food, wood smoke, and the faint staleness of being underground.

A narrow staircase leads from the kitchens to the second floor, used by servants
to bring food and drink to the upper rooms. This staircase is separate from the
grand  stairs  in  the  Reception  Hall,  allowing  servants  to  move  through  the
building without being seen by visitors. A basement level beneath the kitchens
stores additional supplies and connects to the wine cellar.
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GM Notes

The  kitchens  are  a  gathering  place  for  information.  Servants  are
everywhere and notice everything. Monsieur Pierre is loyal to the Al‐

bion  cause  but  a  gossip  --  he  grumbles  about  the  quality  of  ingredi‐
ents,  complains  about  the  provincial  tastes  of  Kormor  Kirakis,  and
shares his opinions freely with anyone who listens. He is not a security
risk;  he  talks  constantly  but  about  trivial  matters.  The  local  staff
are more complicated.  At least two of them are likely informants for
either  the  Red  Guard  or  other  factions  seeking  intelligence  on  Al‐

bion activities.  They are  careful about what they  say,  but they  listen
intently.  A  PC  posing  as  a  cook  or  laborer  could  move  through  the
servants'  areas  relatively  freely,  listening  to  conversations  and  ob‐

serving  routines.  However,  the  actual  Albion  staff  would  eventually
recognize  an  imposter.  The basement  level  is  colder  and  damper,  with
the smell of stone and mold.

Connections

The main Reception Hall and administrative areas are one floor above.
The  basement  is  accessed  via  stairs  in  the  storage  room.  The  private
dining room of the Ambassador is on the first floor, connected to the
kitchens by the servants' staircase.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  EMBASSY
GARDEN
A walled garden behind the main building, approximately forty feet square,
enclosed  by  a  ten-foot  stone  wall  that  separates  it  from  the  neighboring
properties. The walls are ancient, possibly dating to the previous occupant, and
are now covered with ivy and climbing roses that bloom in late spring. The
garden contains a small fountain -- non-functional in the current season but
filled with leaves and water

-- several stone benches, and raised beds for herbs and vegetables maintained
by the servants. A gravel path winds through the garden, and the paving stones
are old, uneven, and scattered with moss.

This is the only place within the Embassy walls where conversations might be
conducted privately,  away from the listening ears of servants or the eyes of
those within the building. Yet it is not truly private.

The  walls  do  not  prevent  observation  from  the  surrounding  buildings;  the
neighbors' windows overlook the garden. The Queen's Red Guard patrols the
streets and alleyways that run behind the Embassy. On still evenings, voices in
the garden can carry.

The garden is pleasant in warmer months but grim in winter, when the plants
die back and the stone becomes slick with ice. Ambassador

Whitehallow walks the garden occasionally in good weather, thinking.

Feeney uses the garden to hang laundry. Some of the servants have attempted
to cultivate vegetables here, with limited success in the
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Kormor Kirak climate.

GM Notes

The  garden  serves  as  a  location  for  private  conversations,  meetings,
and small scenes.  However,  every conversation conducted here should
carry  an  undertone  of  danger  --  observers  in  surrounding  windows
could be watching, or might watch if the conversation interests them
enough. A PC and an NPC meeting in the garden have relative privacy
from the Embassy staff but not from the city itself.  The fountain is a
landmark; many scenes might begin or end here. At night, the garden is
dark, poorly lit, and could conceal someone waiting in ambush. The ivy
and  climbing  roses  provide  partial  cover.  The  stone  benches  are  cold
and  uncomfortable,  suitable  for  tense  conversations  rather  than  re‐

laxation.  If  a  PC  is  conducting  surveillance  on  the  Embassy,  the
garden is a vantage point accessible from the streets beyond the walls.

Connections

The garden is  accessed from the main building via  doors  in  the Diplo‐

matic Salon and from a secondary door in the kitchens. The walls con‐

nect  to  the  surrounding  structures  and  alleyways,  which  could
provide alternative access with a successful climb.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  WINE  CELLAR
AND DEAD DROP
Beneath the  Embassy,  accessed by stairs  from the  kitchens  or  from hidden
doors in the basement storage room, lies the wine cellar. It is cool, dark, and
keeps  the  temperature  steady  even  in  warm  months.  Wine  bottles  rest  on
wooden racks that line the walls -- imports from Albion, as well as some local
vintages selected carefully to avoid insulting Kormor

Kirak's limited wine producers.  The air smells of cork, dust,  and the earthy
scent of stone.

At the far end of the cellar, behind a section of wine racks that can be moved, is
a  space  used  for  intelligence  operations  --  a  "dead drop" where  messages,
documents,  or  physical  items  can  be  left  for  pickup by  agents  without  the
parties directly meeting. The wall here is unmarked, but there is a loose stone
at a specific height, behind which items can be concealed. A coded message left
in a specific location indicates that something is waiting to be picked up. A
small log book, hidden in a separate crevice, records drops that have been made
and retrieved, written in cipher.

The  cellar  is  not  heavily  guarded  --  there  are  no  locks  on  the  wine  racks
themselves, and the hidden door is concealed but not impossible to discover if
someone is looking for it. However, the cellar is not a regular visiting area. The
Albion  staff  has  a  key,  and  Feeney  maintains  an  inventory  of  the  wines,
checking the cellar regularly. Activity here would eventually be noticed.
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GM Notes

The wine cellar is the physical infrastructure for espionage. If Olivia
Faren or other intelligence operatives use the Embassy as a base, drops
are  made  here.  A  PC  discovering  the  hidden  space  and  the  log  book
could  gain  significant  information:  names  (in  cipher),  dates  of  drops,
and  an  indication  of  what  is  being  communicated  or  transferred.  The
cipher might be the same one used in the Cipher Room, or it might be a
simpler  field  code.  The  log  book  itself  is  a  major  intelligence  asset.
Alternatively,  a  PC  could  use  the  dead  drop  themselves,  leaving  mes‐
sages  or  evidence  for  others  to  find.  The  temperature  of  the  cellar
makes  it  a  place  of  stillness  and  quiet  --  conversations  here  are
hushed,  and  every  sound  echoes.  A  PC  hiding  in  the  cellar  could  ob‐

serve  who enters,  and from what direction,  providing intelligence on
the building's secret routes of access.

Connections

The main basement storage area is directly above. The kitchens are one
floor up. The hidden door provides access to the wine cellar's far end;
the entrance via the main stairs is through the storage room.
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C A P I T U L U M

LORD  WOOSTER'S
QUARTERS
On the second floor, in a suite of rooms that open onto a corridor overlooking
the Reception Hall,  Lord Wooster  has  accumulated what  can charitably  be
described as controlled chaos. Papers cover every available surface -- letters,
official  correspondence,  personal  notes,  even  sketches  of  Kormor  Kirak's
notable buildings (Wooster fancies himself an amateur artist). His sitting room
contains more furniture than it can comfortably hold: wingback chairs, small
tables,  bookcases  crammed with volumes on diplomacy,  Albion history,  and
field  guides  to  local  plants  and  wildlife.  A  stuffed  owl  --  shot  by  Wooster
himself, according to a plaque on its wooden base -- surveys the room from
atop a cabinet.

The bedroom is equally overstuffed: a four-poster bed with heavy curtains, a
wardrobe  bursting  with  clothes,  a  dressing  table  littered  with  grooming
supplies and small curios collected during his travels.

Everything in the suite suggests that Wooster is interested in everything and
capable of organizing nothing. And yet, the chaos is not random -- Wooster
knows where things are. He knows which stack of papers contains the corres‐
pondence with the trade minister  of Terrassia,  and where that  half-finished
sketch of Queen Kiraline's  palace is  tucked.  He is  bumbling in manner but
sharper than he appears.

The quarters also serve a secondary purpose: they are an excellent listening
post. Because Wooster's suite is so disorganized, people assume he is harmless
and speak freely around him. Servants come and go, servicing the rooms, and
Wooster  overhears  their  conversations  and  gossip.  Visitors  meeting  with
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Wooster often relax in his sitting room, comfortable in its cluttered, unstudied
atmosphere,  and  speak  more  openly  than  they  would  in  the  formal  office.
Wooster remembers everything he hears and reports it all to Whitehallow, who
understands that his apparently bumbling colleague is actually quite astute.

GM Notes

Wooster's  quarters  are  easier  to  access  than  other  sensitive  areas  of
the Embassy.  The mess  makes  it  appear  unimportant,  and Wooster him‐

self is  friendly enough to allow an unexpected visitor to sit and chat
for  a  while.  A  PC  visiting  Wooster  could  gather  information,  either
by being questioned by Wooster himself (he is  genuinely curious about
people) or by observing the papers in his rooms. The sketches and notes
reveal what Wooster has been paying attention to in Kormor Kirak. If
a  PC  can  gain  Wooster's  trust,  he  becomes  a  valuable  information
source and possibly an unwitting ally. He is not involved in the darker
intelligence  operations  but  has  his  ear  to  the  ground  on  diplomatic
matters. His apparent harmlessness is a cover; he is quite capable of de‐

fending  himself  if  necessary  and  is  more  politically  astute  than  his
manner suggests.  The mess  also provides  a  good hiding place -- a  small
item concealed among Wooster's papers might remain undiscovered for
weeks.

Connections

The second-floor corridor connects to other diplomatic and adminis‐
trative  areas.  A  service  staircase  provides  discreet  access  to  the  main
floors.  Wooster's  windows  overlook  Merchant's  Height  and  the
street below.

KEY NPCs
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MISSUS CRANE, Embassy Secretary

A woman in her mid-fifties, sharp-eyed and efficient, with steel-gray hair worn
in a strict bun. She has served the Albion diplomatic service for thirty years and
takes pride in her work. She is the first person most visitors see when entering
the Embassy, and she controls access to

Ambassador Whitehallow's calendar and the flow of official correspondence.

Secret

Missus  Crane's  daughter  married  a  Terrassian  officer  before  the  war
intensified.  She  has  not  heard  from  her  daughter  in  two  years  and
fears  the  worst.  She  has  privately  made  inquiries  through  neutral
channels but has told no one in the Embassy. She carries a locket with
a  portrait  of  her  daughter,  which  she  touches  occasionally  when  she
thinks no one is watching.

GM Notes

Missus  Crane  is  loyal  to  the  Albion  cause,  but  her  daughter's  situ‐

ation gives her divided loyalties. A clever PC could potentially appeal
to her by offering information about her daughter or suggesting that
a  particular  course  of  action  might  eventually  lead  to  reunion  with
her family.  She is  not corrupt, but she can be moved by the right emo‐

tional lever. She keeps meticulous records and notices everything; any
irregular  activity  at  the  Embassy  will  eventually  reach  her  atten‐

tion.
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MONSIEUR PIERRE, Chef

A man in his early fifties with the bearing of someone who has worked in the
great kitchens of Albion's nobility. He is proud, occasionally temperamental,
and deeply invested in maintaining proper culinary standards.  He complains
constantly about the quality of available ingredients and the "provincial tastes"
of Kormor Kirak, but he does excellent work.

Secret

Monsieur  Pierre  has  fallen  into  a  quiet  affair  with  one  of  the  local
kitchen staff -- Dessa,  a young widow who works part-time in the Em‐

bassy  kitchens.  He  is  terrified  of  what  would  happen  if  the  Albion
staff discovered this relationship, and he has been slipping Dessa small
amounts of extra provisions to help support her household.

GM Notes

Monsieur Pierre is  not a security risk;  his gossip is  confined to culin‐

ary  complaints  and  observations  about  personalities.  However,  his  re‐

lationship with Dessa creates a  potential vulnerability.  If  an intelli‐
gence service were to contact Dessa  and pressure her,  she might turn
to  Monsieur  Pierre  for  help,  creating  a  chain  of  compromise  that
could  pull  him  into unwanted  activities.  He is  fundamentally  decent
and would strongly resist anything that threatened Dessa's safety.

MISS ELEANOR VENN, Cipher Clerk

A woman in her early forties, severe in appearance, with sharp features and pale
eyes that miss nothing. She speaks rarely and in clipped, precise tones. She has
worked  as  a  cipher  clerk  for  the  military  intelligence  services  and  was
transferred to the Embassy specifically to manage coded communications.
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Secret

Miss  Venn  is  no  longer  certain  she  believes  in  the  Albion  cause.  She
has  become  increasingly  disillusioned  by  the  Century  War  and  by  the
cynicism she observes  in  the intelligence apparatus.  She considers  the
war immoral but feels trapped by her position and oath. She would nev‐

er actively sabotage Albion operations,  but she is  beginning to wonder
if that makes her complicit.

GM Notes

Miss  Venn  is  not  corruptible  in  the  traditional  sense,  but  she  is  vul‐

nerable  to  emotional  or  moral  appeals.  A  PC  who  could  convince  her
that a  particular  course  of  action would shorten the  war  or  prevent
bloodshed might gain her cooperation. However, she would not betray
her  oath  lightly  --  persuading  her  would  require  a  compelling  argu‐

ment  and  significant  effort.  She  is  intelligent  and  disciplined;  she
would  not  be  easily  manipulated.  She  is  also  paranoid  about  security,
for good reason.  Approaching her is  dangerous;  she would immediately
report  contact  to  Whitehallow  unless  the  PC  had  a  very  legitimate
cover story.

FEENEY, Valet and Personal Attendant to
Ambassador Whitehallow

A man in his sixties, lean, unremarkable in appearance, with gray hair and a
measured manner of speech. He manages Ambassador Whitehallow's personal
affairs,  maintains his  quarters,  and serves as  his  confidant and advisor.  He is
supremely observant and is underestimated by nearly everyone he encounters.
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Secret

Feeney  was  a  soldier  before  entering  service,  and he  has  killed  people
in the Ambassador's service when necessary.  He maintains this capacity
quietly,  without fanfare.  He is  aware of  much of  the Embassy's  intel‐

ligence  operations  and  is  positioned  to  intervene  if  the  Ambassador's
safety is threatened.

GM Notes

Feeney  is  not  an  NPC  to  be  trifled  with.  He  appears  harmless  but  is
highly capable.  He would be polite to a  visitor but also observant and
immediately  alert  to  any  threat  or  irregularity.  He  is  an  excellent
source of information if a PC can gain his respect, but trust would re‐

quire demonstrated competence and loyalty to Albion interests or to
the  Ambassador  personally.  He  knows  the  rhythms  of  the  Embassy  in‐

timately and would notice if anything were out of place.
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C A P I T U L U M

CAMPAIGN USE
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C A P I T U L U M

DEAD  DROP
DISCOVERY
The party discovers evidence of the Embassy's  dead drop system, either by
accessing the wine cellar or by following an agent to a pickup. They are forced
to decide: do they steal the materials being passed? Do they replace them with
false  information?  Do they alert  the  Embassy  to  the  security  breach?  Each
choice  leads  to  different  consequences.  If  they  steal  materials,  Albion
intelligence will know they have been compromised and will adjust operations
accordingly. If they leave false information, they could set intelligence services
on a wild chase or provoke open conflict. If they alert the Embassy, they might
gain favor with Whitehallow but also reveal their own capabilities and interests.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  AMBASSADOR'S
PARTY
Ambassador Whitehallow hosts a formal reception at the Embassy for various
dignitaries of Kormor Kirak, including members of the Red Guard and neutral
city officials. The party is both a social event and a gathering for intelligence
and influence. The PCs are invited (or attempt to attend) and must navigate the
complicated dynamics: maintaining formal decorum while listening for secrets,
attempting to make contacts without being noticed by the Red Guard, and
avoiding any incident that might create a diplomatic crisis. A murder or theft
during the party could trigger major complications.
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C A P I T U L U M

SERVANT
CONSPIRACY
The  party  discovers  that  at  least  one  servant  in  the  Embassy  kitchens  is
reporting to the Red Guard or to a rival faction. They must decide how to
handle this: expose the servant and risk disrupting the Embassy's operations?
Turn the servant into a double agent? Use the servant's contacts for their own
intelligence gathering? The conspiracy deepens if they learn that the servant is
acting not out of conviction but out of coercion -- the Red Guard has leverage
over them (family held hostage, debt owed, etc.).
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  CIPHER  ROOM
INFILTRATION
The party is hired or compelled to obtain the contents of the Cipher

Room  --  intelligence  documents,  the  code-books,  or  information  about
current  communications.  This  requires  them  to  bypass  the  lock,  avoid
detection  by  the  staff,  and  escape  with  the  materials  without  triggering  an
alarm.  If  they  succeed,  they  gain  access  to  valuable  intelligence  but  also
become a target for Albion retaliation. If they fail, they are captured and face
the  question  of  what  Whitehallow  does  with  them  --  imprisonment,
negotiation, or execution.

C i t y  L o c a t i o n s T H E  E T E R N A L  C O U R T  ·  1 7 9 3

35



C A P I T U L U M

THE WOUNDED SPY
Olivia Faren (or another Albion intelligence operative) arrives at the

Embassy badly wounded, pursued by agents of another faction. She needs help
and  medical  treatment  but  cannot  be  taken  to  a  normal  physician  without
revealing her identity. The party must decide whether to help her and if so,
how. They might bargain with her for information in exchange for aid. They
might attempt to shelter her within the Embassy, navigating the complications
of  that  space.  Or  they  might  hand  her  over  to  her  pursuers  and  face  the
consequences of that betrayal when the

Albion intelligence apparatus eventually learns of it.
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C A P I T U L U M

KOSS'S CURIOSITIES
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C A P I T U L U M

OVERVIEW
Koss's Curiosities occupies a narrow four-story building squeezed between a
textile merchant's warehouse and a shuttered tavern in Kormor

Kirak's merchant quarter, three blocks north of the city's main plaza.

The building's facade is a riot of copper patina and dark wood, with a painted
sign hanging above the street-level entrance: a clockwork gear meshed with a
question  mark.  Tall  windows  display  rotating  collections  of  mechanical
wonders -- astrolabes, music boxes, brass orreries, intricate locks -- arranged
with the careful chaos of a genius who knows exactly where everything is but
would never waste time organizing for anyone else.

Inside, the shop hums with purpose. The air carries the permanent scent of
machine oil, brass polish, and solder smoke. Clockwork ticking echoes from
invisible mechanisms. Most visitors see a thriving business run by an eccentric
Terrassian  craftsman,  a  place  where  wealthy  collectors  acquire  expensive
curiosities  and  ordinary  people  marvel  at  mechanical  toys.  Few  notice  the
second  shop  within  the  shop  --  the  one  hidden  behind  locked  doors  and
concealed  panels,  where  intelligence  devices  are  assembled  and  espionage
communications are encrypted. Devorlen Koss has spent seven years building
this  cover,  and  he's  meticulous  enough  that  both  sides  of  his  business  run
flawlessly. He genuinely loves the mechanical work. It's just that his loyalty to
Terrassia comes first.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE SHOP FRONT
The moment a visitor pushes through the copper-framed door, a small  bell
chimes -- a melodic sound, nothing threatening, perfectly charming. The front
room is roughly twenty feet wide and thirty feet deep, with a ten-foot ceiling
that creates an intimate, almost cave-like feeling despite the generous windows
facing the street. Every vertical surface holds something interesting.

Glass display cases line the walls at eye level: delicate clockwork songbirds that
sing when wound (prices 80 gold and up), intricate mechanical puzzles that take
hours to solve, brass compasses with multiple needles for different purposes,
finely-crafted locks and lockpicking tools  (sold only to people Koss trusts),
optical lenses ground to precise specifications and set in copper frames. A tall
cabinet near the back displays several music boxes, each one playing a different
tune, their sounds layering into an odd, haunting chord.

The counter is  positioned three-quarters of the way back, a massive slab of
dark wood scored by years of tool marks and small burn scars from soldering
work. Behind it,  shelves hold inventory: bottles of specialized oils,  packs of
gears in various sizes, wooden spools of brass wire, imported crystal from the
northern mountains. A leather-bound ledger sits open on the counter's right
side -- the shop's official accounts, perfectly legitimate and boring. To the left
sits a small brass bell for summoning assistance, though Koss usually appears
before customers ring it. He watches from upstairs.

The floor is wooden, worn smooth in traffic patterns. It creaks in certain spots
-- a natural security system that tells Koss where his visitors are moving. A few
chairs are scattered about for customers to sit and examine purchases. Near the
window sits a comfortable reading chair with a small table, where customers
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often lose track of time turning the gears on a mechanical puzzle or watching a
music box wind down.

GM Notes

The shop front is  where most interactions happen.  Koss  is  present and
charming  here,  asking  customers  about  their  interests,  suggesting
items he's just acquired, remembering details about previous purchases.
He  uses  this  space  to  gather  intelligence  --  traders  mention  where
they're  traveling,  nobles  drop  hints  about  their  enemies,  military
contractors  let  slip  supply  route  information.  The  creaking  floor‐

boards  give  Koss  warning  of  anyone  approaching  from  the  back  of  the
shop,  and  the  positioning  of  mirrors  on  the  shelves  allows  him  to  see
into the workbench area without turning around.

Connections

A  doorway  behind  the  counter  leads  to  the  Workbench.  A  narrow
staircase  in  the  far  back  corner  (partially  hidden by  a  tall  cabinet  of
music  boxes)  leads  upstairs  to  the  Living  Quarters.  A  locked  door
beneath the counter provides access to the Back Office.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE WORKBENCH
This space spans the right side of the building's ground floor, perhaps fifteen
feet  wide by twenty deep,  separated from the shop front by a  low wooden
partition that allows customers to watch Koss work. High windows facing the
side street provide excellent natural light. The entire room smells of machine
oil and heated metal.

Every surface holds  the tools  of  Koss's  trade:  wooden racks  hold soldering
irons, files, gravers, and picks. A thick bench of scarred wood runs along the
back wall, its surface a palimpsest of burns, chemical stains, and deep gouges. A
jeweler's loupe on a swing arm is permanently mounted at the bench's center.
Wooden drawers beneath the bench -- eight of them, each labeled in Koss's
precise  handwriting  --  hold  springs,  screws,  gears,  and  jewels  in  organized
compartments. More hanging pegs hold half-finished projects: a brass hand-
crank mechanism waiting for its housing, a pocket watch missing its escape‐
ment, a mechanical lock whose tumblers need refining.

The room's most impressive feature is a lathe, mounted on a stone block in the
corner to minimize vibration. It's the size of a small desk, operated by either
foot pedal or hand crank, with various attachments for cutting, polishing, and
shaping metal. Beside it sits a small forge with a foot-operated bellows, coal
dust  coating  the  stone  around it.  The  forge  rarely  needs  to  reach  extreme
temperatures -- Koss works with precision rather than brute force.

A narrow workbench along the left  wall  holds  finishing supplies:  bottles  of
stain, cans of polish, small brushes. Completed works waiting for delivery sit on
a higher shelf, wrapped in cloth, tagged with customer names and prices.

C i t y  L o c a t i o n s T H E  E T E R N A L  C O U R T  ·  1 7 9 3

41



The air here carries a faint metallic taste. In winter, the heat from the forge
keeps  this  room warm.  In summer,  it  can become uncomfortably  hot.  Koss
sometimes  works  here  late  into  the  evening  or  early  morning  hours,  when
fewer people are on the streets outside.

GM Notes

This  is  where  Koss's  genius  becomes  apparent  to  anyone  paying  atten‐

tion.  His  hands  move  with  absolute  precision.  He  hums  while  working
--  old  songs  in  Terrassian,  which  he  catches  himself  doing  and  cuts
short  if  strangers  are  watching.  Any  craftsperson  who  watches  him
work  for  more  than  a  few  minutes  will  recognize  that  he's  not  just
making curiosities; he's an artist and an engineer of exceptional skill.
The  detailed  organization  suggests  obsessive  habits.  Paranoid  habits,
even.

Perceptive  visitors  might  notice  something  odd:  among  the  half-finished
projects are several pieces that don't match the shop's usual inventory. A small
brass sphere with internal mechanisms visible through glass panels. A miniature
humanoid  figure  with  jointed  metal  limbs.  A  strange  angular  device  that
resembles  a  surveying  instrument  but  doesn't  quite  match  any  known  tool.
Koss  is  usually  vague if  asked about  these,  claiming they're  experiments  or
commissions he's keeping confidential.

Connections

Leads back to the Shop Front.  A small door on the back wall (locked,
keyhole  visible)  provides  access  to  the  Hidden  Workshop.  A  narrow
maintenance  ladder  leads  up  to  a  storage  loft  above  the  workbench,
accessible only from this room.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE DISPLAY ROOM
Up a narrow flight of stairs from the shop front, on the second floor of the
building's front half, Koss maintains a more exclusive showroom.

This room is roughly square, perhaps twenty feet per side, with tall windows
facing the street that are usually shuttered with wooden panels to protect the
merchandise from fading.

The walls are lined with shelves of varying heights, each displaying items of
particular craftsmanship or value. Here sit the expensive pieces: an orrery the
size of a large globe, its brass planets suspended on delicate arms that rotate
when wound, showing the actual current positions of the planets in the night
sky. A music box of extraordinary complexity, with four separate cylinders and
over  forty  small  bells,  capable  of  playing  different  pieces  or  weaving  them
together into a cacophonous symphony. Optical instruments -- telescopes with
lenses ground to impressive precision, each one in a wooden carrying case lined
with velvet. A library of surveying equipment: theodolites, compasses with rare
magnetic properties, transit instruments for measuring angles.

Several larger mechanical devices occupy pedestals in the center of the room. A
working armillary sphere of brass  and copper,  nearly five feet  tall,  its  rings
demonstrating the positions of stars and the movements of celestial spheres. An
elaborate mechanical  clock face,  six feet across,  showing not just  hours and
minutes  but  lunar  phases,  days  of  the  week,  and  astronomical  events.  A
miniature  city  constructed  entirely  of  brass  and  wood,  with  functioning
drawbridges,  rotating  towers,  and  mechanical  gates,  clearly  taking  Koss
months to construct.

The room is lit by oil lamps hanging from the ceiling (no candles here
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-- they're dangerous around dust and fine materials). A few velvet chairs and a
low table in one corner allow buyers to sit and examine items or discuss custom
commissions. A small desk holds writing materials for recording orders.

The air here is different than the shop front -- quieter, more rarified. Dust
motes hang in the light from the shuttered windows. The smell of oil is fainter,
almost replaced by the scent of fine wood and brass.

GM Notes

This  is  where  Koss  conducts  business  with  serious  money.  Nobles,
wealthy  merchants,  the  occasional  collector  from  Albion  (as  long  as
they're  passing  through  as  civilians).  He's  different  here  --  more
formal,  speaking  carefully,  asking  probing  questions  about  his  buyers'
interests and backgrounds. He remembers everything. A person who was
here  six  months  ago  asking  about  astronomical  instruments  will  be
greeted by Koss mentioning his recent interest in star navigation.

Several of the larger pieces could actually be something other than what they
appear to be. The mechanical city's internal mechanisms could include encoded
symbols.  The  astronomical  clock  could  have  dials  that  indicate  something
beyond celestial positions. The orrery's movements could spell out a message
to someone who knows the cipher. Koss would never admit any of this, and
casual examination won't reveal it, but someone studying these devices closely
might notice irregularities that suggest hidden purpose.

Connections

The  staircase  leads  down  to  the  Shop  Front.  A  locked  door  at  the
room's  back  corner  provides  access  to  a  small  hallway  connected  to
the Back Office.  A concealed panel behind the armillary sphere opens
to reveal a peephole allowing observation of the shop front below.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE BACK OFFICE
This small room, ten by twelve feet, is tucked behind the Display Room and
above the partition separating the workbench from the shop front.

It's  the  most  secure  room  on  the  ground  floor  level,  with  a  heavy  door
reinforced with iron strapping and a lock requiring a key.

The room contains a desk of expensive wood, its surface nearly bare -- a few
blank pages, a pen stand with two good pens, an inkwell. Beneath the desk, a
set of wooden drawers holds the shop's official records: leather-bound ledgers
recording  sales,  purchases,  and  expenses;  correspondence  with  suppliers  in
different cities; invoices and receipts filed by date.

A  second  drawer,  hidden  behind  a  sliding  panel  in  the  front  of  the  desk,
contains  Koss's  real  records.  Papers  in  cipher  and  code  that  track  his
intelligence network. Letters from Terrassian military intelligence, written in
obscure terminology and disguised as business correspondence about "supply
difficulties" and "new inventory from associates in the south." A detailed map
of Kormor Kirak with certain buildings marked in coded symbols. Sketches of
patrol routes, schedules, notes on guardsmen's routines. A small leather journal
containing Koss's personal thoughts, written partly in Terrassian and partly in
a private cipher.

The walls are lined with bookshelves holding reference works on engineering,
metallurgy, mathematics,  and practical  mechanics.  Several  books on military
history are present, though some of these have notes in the margins -- nothing
that stands out obviously, but a careful reader might notice they're annotated
in a way that suggests personal interest rather than academic curiosity.
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A small safe is built into the wall behind a framed countryside painting. It's a
masterwork of engineering -- Koss built it himself

-- with a combination lock that requires precise manipulation to open.

The room is  lit  by  a  single  lamp hanging from the ceiling,  which provides
adequate light for reading and writing but creates shadows in the corners. The
air  is  still  and cool.  No windows.  The only  sound is  the muffled ticking of
mechanisms from the workbench below.

GM Notes

This  room  is  Koss's  real  center  of  operations  for  his  intelligence
work.  He  spends  time  here  every  evening,  updating  records  and  send‐

ing/receiving encoded messages that are then transmitted via  rooftop
heliograph to distant contacts. This is where evidence of his espionage
would  be  found,  but  Koss  has  multiple  contingencies  to  ensure  these
records are destroyed quickly if discovered.

The ledgers on the front desk are completely legitimate and would satisfy any
casual inspection. The hidden drawer is difficult to find unless someone knows
to look for it or makes a successful DC 18

Perception  check  after  spending  at  least  10  minutes  examining  the  desk
carefully. The combination to the safe is written down nowhere -- Koss knows
it by heart, and he changes it monthly.

If  the  party  discovers  this  room,  they've  found  something  potentially
explosive. Koss will absolutely deny everything, and he has prepared a cover
story claiming the "encoded correspondence" is just a personal code system for
organizing his engineering notes. The coded map might be explained away as a
system for tracking which of his customers live in which districts, for delivery
purposes.  But  a  person  trained  in  intelligence  work  or  cryptography  could
expose these lies.
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Connections

Leads  back  to  the  Display  Room.  A  narrow ladder  in  the  corner  (hid‐

den  behind  a  hanging  fabric  panel)  leads  down  to  a  trap  door  in  the
ceiling of the Hidden Workshop below.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  HIDDEN
WORKSHOP
Accessed only through a concealed door in the back wall of the regular

Workbench, or via the trap door ladder from the Back Office above, this space
is Koss's true center of operations. The concealed door is disguised as part of
the workshop's back wall -- a section of shelving that swings inward when the
correct small gear is rotated on what appears to be a purely decorative brass
mounting on a shelf of oil bottles.

This  workshop  occupies  the  entire  back  quarter  of  the  building  at  ground
level, but the rest of the structure and the street outside have no idea it exists.
The room is perhaps twelve feet wide and twenty feet deep, with no windows.
It's lit by a series of oil lamps positioned to provide bright, shadowless light
over  the  work  surface.  The  walls  are  lined  with  additional  storage:  locked
cabinets holding parts Koss wants to keep private, shelves of volatile chemicals
in  clearly  labeled  bottles,  a  weapons  rack  holding  several  crossbows  and  a
collection of small blades.

The centerpiece of the room is a heavy wooden workbench, different from the
one in the public workshop. This bench is lower, designed for lying on stomach
to do delicate work, with a powerful oil lamp mounted on an adjustable arm
overhead. Beside it stands a jeweler's loupe of extraordinary quality, mounted
on a brass stand. The drawers below this bench hold materials that would be
instantly identifiable as spy equipment to anyone who knew what to look for:
tiny gears and springs designed for miniaturization, glass components smaller
than a fingernail, specialized metals in alloys not commonly used in civilian ap‐

plications.
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In  one  corner  sits  a  collection  of  small  wooden  boxes,  each  containing  a
completed clockwork scout -- a device roughly the size of a large beetle, with
mechanical legs, internal clockwork, and (if examined closely) a small crystal
lens mounted where a head would be. These devices are waiting for delivery to
Terrassian intelligence contacts.

Another corner holds a collection of the components for the Man with the

Clockwork Arm, though it's unclear to any observer whether Koss is building
these arms for his own agents or acquiring them for some other purpose. A
spare arm -- complete, detailed, elegant -- hangs from a wooden stand, its
jointed fingers capable of delicate manipulation.

A  narrow  cot  is  positioned  against  the  left  wall,  with  a  single  pillow  and
blanket.  A  small  shelf  beside  it  holds  a  flask  of  water  and  a  few  books  on
military strategy. Koss sometimes sleeps here during periods of high activity or
paranoia, preferring not to be separated from his workspace.

The air in this room is cool and carries the scent of specialized lubricants and
metal. It's utterly silent when the lamps are lit and

Koss is not working -- the kind of silence that feels almost alive.

GM Notes

This is  where the truth of Koss's  work becomes apparent. A skilled in‐

vestigator discovering this room has found smoking gun evidence of es‐
pionage.  The clockwork scouts  alone are  incriminating --  no legitim‐

ate civilian purpose  exists  for such devices.  The presence of  military-
standard  equipment,  the  maps  and  codes  hidden  in  other  parts  of  the
building,  the  components  for  the  Clockwork  Arms  --  all  of  this
points  to  systematic  intelligence  gathering  and  equipment  fabrica‐

tion.
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Koss keeps this room locked from the hidden door side with a mechanism that
requires a DC 20 Sleight of Hand check to manipulate silently (a failed check
alerts him). The entrance from the ladder above is simpler but still sealed. If
Koss  discovers  the  room  has  been  accessed  without  his  permission,  he  will
abandon the shop within 24 hours, leaving behind only the items he doesn't
have time to remove or destroy. He will set several small fires as distractions to
cover his escape and the escape of anyone helping him.

The clockwork scouts are fascinating from a technical standpoint. They could
be examined closely, and someone with knowledge of magical devices might
recognize that  they contain  a  small  crystal  component  that  suggests  arcane
rather  than  purely  mechanical  operation.  These  are  precision  instruments,
worth hundreds of gold pieces each.

Connections

Accessed via  the concealed door from the Workbench,  or via  the trap
door ladder from the Back Office above. A small tunnel hidden behind
the  western  wall  (revealed  by  moving  a  heavy  cabinet)  leads  to  the
Cellar below, approximately twelve feet distant horizontally.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  LIVING
QUARTERS
(UPSTAIRS)
The second and third floors of the building's front half comprise

Koss's private living space. A narrow staircase near the back of the shop front
leads  upward;  a  second  set  of  stairs  from  the  Display  Room  provides  an
alternate route.

The second-floor sitting room is perhaps eighteen feet square, with two tall
windows overlooking the street. The furniture is comfortable but worn -- a
good sofa upholstered in dark cloth, two reading chairs, a side table holding a
current  book  and  a  glass  of  water  (Koss  is  always  reading  something).
Bookshelves  line  two  walls:  texts  on  engineering,  metallurgy,  mathematics,
magical  theory,  and  military  history.  Several  volumes  in  Terrassian.  A  few
fiction novels in multiple languages. Maps pinned to the walls -- not of the
city,  but  of  distant  places.  The southern coastline.  The mountains  between
Terrassia and Albion. Notation has been made on these maps in light pencil:
small marks and dates.

A small fireplace provides heat in winter, though Koss rarely lights it.

He prefers the cold. A small desk sits near one window, where Koss sometimes
reads or writes personal correspondence. The desk's drawer holds several pages
in progress -- letters to people, in Terrassian, discussing mechanical problems
and news from home. These letters are never sent; they're private thoughts that
happen to take written form.

C i t y  L o c a t i o n s T H E  E T E R N A L  C O U R T  ·  1 7 9 3

51



The bedroom, connected by an interior door, is small and sparse. A single bed,
neatly  made  with  military  precision.  A  wardrobe  holding  perhaps  twelve
outfits, all practical and neutral in color. A mirror hung above a small washing
table. No decorations. Under the bed, a locked chest holding personal items: a
journal,  several  letters  from  his  mother,  a  small  portrait  of  a  woman  (Koss
would never explain who). At the very back, beneath the floorboards accessible
only  to  someone  taking  apart  half  the  bed  frame,  lies  an  additional  set  of
forged documents identifying him as "Delvin Kaine," a Albion citizen with a
different occupation. An escape identity.

The kitchen is cramped, barely more than a closet, accessed from the sitting
room. It holds a small stove, a few shelves of basic supplies, minimal cookware.
Koss  eats  most  meals  at  nearby taverns  or  brings  food up to  the  shop.  He
doesn't cook. The kitchen is for tea and coffee, nothing more.

The bathroom is equally minimal: a hand pump bringing water from a cistern
outside, a wooden tub for washing, a small mirror. Everything is functional.
Nothing is comfortable.

A third, narrower flight of stairs leads to the rooftop.

GM Notes

Koss's  living  space  is  extremely  austere.  Any  visitor  will  notice  he
lives  like  a  soldier,  not  like  a  successful  merchant  who  could  afford
comfort.  His  books  reveal  his  obsessions  and  intelligence  --  the  mar‐

ginalia  is  extensive,  notes  on military  history written in  the hand of
someone deeply thinking about tactics and logistics.

The hidden escape documents are potentially devastating if discovered.

The  identity  "Delvin  Kaine"  could  be  investigated,  revealing  that  the
documents are unusually high quality and professionally forged. The journal
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beneath the floorboards contains personal thoughts that would confirm Koss's
true loyalties and his awareness of his precarious position.

The  presence  of  the  alternate  identity  is  interesting  from  a  narrative
perspective.  Koss  doesn't  just  have  one  escape  plan  --  he  has  multiple
contingencies layered on top of each other. The fireplace contains a hidden
compartment (requiring a DC 17 Perception check to spot) that holds a small
wooden box of  gold  coins  (200 gold)  in  various  Terrassian  and neutral  city
denominations, ready for emergency travel.

Connections

The  sitting  room  connects  to  the  bedroom  and  kitchen.  Stairs  lead
down to the shop front and Display Room, and up to the Rooftop.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE ROOFTOP
A narrow stairs leads to a flat section of roofing, roughly twenty feet by fifteen,
enclosed on three sides by low walls and on the fourth by a sloped section of
the building's exterior. The roofing material is dark slate, well-maintained and
relatively quiet underfoot.

Koss has equipped this space as a signal post. In one corner stands a wooden
frame  holding  several  mirrors  of  varying  sizes,  each  mounted  on  gimbals
allowing them to be angled precisely. These mirrors are used for heliograph
communication -- reflected sunlight sent to distant recipients,  encoded in a
pattern of flashes. On a clear day, line-of-sight communication is possible to
receivers posted in the mountains where Terrassian military forces maintain po‐

sitions.

Opposite  the  mirrors,  a  small  telescope  on  a  tripod  points  toward  the
mountains. Ostensibly, this is for stargazing and astronomical observation --
an extension of Koss's interest in the mechanical models he builds. In reality,
it's used to observe distant peaks and watch for return signals.

A small wooden shelter, barely large enough for a person to stand in, occupies
one corner.  Inside are several  items: a  journal,  a  mechanical  cipher wheel (a
device with rotating rings of letters and numbers used for encoding), a small
lantern with colored glass panels (for signaling at night), and a single spyglass.
A leather case holds the mirror control mechanisms -- small devices that allow
precise angle adjustments without touching the mirrors directly.

The rooftop offers excellent views of the city. From this vantage point,
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Koss  watches  the  patterns  of  Red  Guard  patrols,  observes  movements  in
surrounding buildings, and maintains awareness of who comes and goes in the
neighborhood.  The  merchant  quarter  is  relatively  calm,  but  patterns  are
important. A particular guard who always walks a certain route might indicate a
new patrol schedule. A carriage that appears every third day at dawn might be a
delivery route or a surveillance pattern.

A series  of  small  stones,  seemingly randomly placed along the roof 's  edge,
actually  marks  compass  directions  and  distances  --  part  of  a  system  for
calculating signal angles and target bearings.

GM Notes

The  rooftop  is  where  Koss's  espionage  activity  becomes  most  obvious.
The heliograph system is  not subtle to anyone who understands milit‐

ary communication. The presence of the cipher wheel is incriminating.
The  telescope,  by  itself,  is  innocent;  combined  with  the  mirrors  and
coded  journal,  it's  part  of  a  clearly  coordinated  intelligence  opera‐

tion.

Koss accesses the rooftop rarely and never predictably. He's extremely cautious
about patterns that might be observed by the Red Guard. If he believes he's
being watched, he won't visit the roof for extended periods, allowing suspicion
to die down.

A careful observer stationed on a nearby roof with a spyglass could potentially
see Koss conducting signal communications here. The reflected light from the
heliograph system could even be noticed by people in the city streets, though
most wouldn't understand what they're seeing.

If the party discovers evidence of the signal system and can decode the cipher
wheel's settings, they might be able to read Koss's recent communications --
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intelligence  reports  about  Red  Guard  movements,  supplies  needed  for
manufacturing, confirmation of received orders from

Terrassia.

Connections

A locked hatch with a  wooden ladder leads  to the third-floor living
quarters  below.  A  gap  between  roofs  provides  potential  access  to  the
adjacent  buildings,  though  crossing  is  treacherous  (DC  15  Acrobatics
check, 20 feet up with no safety).
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C A P I T U L U M

THE CELLAR
Descended via wooden stairs from the ground floor's far back corner (which
customers  usually  don't  even  notice),  this  space  runs  beneath  the  entire
building. It's roughly fifteen feet deep at maximum depth, with a low ceiling
(seven feet) that forces tall characters to duck.

The western section of the cellar serves as legitimate storage: wooden shelving
holds  excess  inventory  from  the  shop,  bolts  of  material  waiting  to  be
incorporated  into  displays,  raw  brass  and  copper  stock,  crates  of  incoming
parts  from suppliers.  The air  is  cool  and slightly damp. A few oil  lamps on
chains provide sufficient light for the storage function.

The smell is of metal and dust.

The eastern section, hidden behind a carefully constructed false wall of stacked
storage  crates  (removable  if  you  know which  three  crates  to  pull),  contains
Koss's emergency supplies. Several large wooden boxes hold crossbow bolts, a
few  daggers,  and  one  particularly  well-crafted  longsword  wrapped  in  oiled
cloth. Another box contains stacks of documents -- copies of everything in the
Back Office, some written in plain text for quick reference, others in coded
form. A locked iron safe, smaller than the one in the Back Office, holds 500
gold pieces  in mixed denominations and several  small  vials  of  a  clear  liquid
(poison, though labeled merely as "reagent" on the small brass tags attached to
their necks).

Most  importantly,  the  eastern  wall  of  this  hidden section  contains  a  sealed
tunnel entrance.  It's  a  wooden door disguised as part of the wall,  requiring
knowledge of its location to find. The tunnel beyond is narrow -- barely wide
enough  for  a  single  person  --  and  slopes  downward  gradually.  It  extends
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roughly 40 feet before opening into a small chamber carved from natural stone.
From there, a series of metal rungs set into the stone wall allows ascent to a
grating that opens into an alley four buildings distant from Koss's Curiosities,
obscured from street view by stacked crates and a drainage system that's been
deliberately disused to discourage investigation.

The tunnel is Koss's primary escape route. He's walked it dozens of times and
could navigate it in complete darkness. The air inside is cool and slightly musty.
Water seeps through the stones in places, and the floor is slick.

GM Notes

The  cellar's  hidden  section  represents  Koss's  contingency  planning.
He's  prepared to abandon the shop and disappear into the city's  lower
passages  and  side  alleys  within  minutes  if  necessary.  The  tunnel  is  his
insurance policy.

The contents of the emergency cache paint a picture of a person who lives with
one foot always on the door. The poison is interesting -- not enough quantity
to suggest plans for mass casualties, but enough to suggest someone who might
choose death over capture.

The tunnel is  a  potential  path for adventure.  If  the party discovers it,  they
might try to follow it to learn where it leads. If they're pursuing Koss and he
flees this way, they face the choice of following him into a narrow, dark passage
where he has the advantage. If they attempt to blockade the exit, they might
capture him -- but Koss will have already triggered a fire somewhere in the
building to destroy sensitive documents, creating confusion and chaos.

The poison vials are concerning from a roleplay perspective. Koss isn't suicidal,
but he is realistic about the consequences of his work being discovered. If he's
cornered and captured, he will attempt to keep his secrets by whatever means
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necessary, including taking his own life. This is not something he's mentioned
to anyone, but it's implicit in his preparations.

Connections

Stone stairs lead up to the ground floor rear corner. The hidden tun‐

nel  provides  emergency  escape.  The  tunnel  can  also  be  used  by  associ‐
ates to contact Koss discreetly without entering the shop.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  OBSERVATION
NOOK
A bay window in the second-floor sitting room, equipped with a  cushioned
window seat, overlooks the street below. The cushion is soft but worn, and an
indentation shows where Koss  sits  regularly.  The window glass  is  clean and
clear, providing an excellent view of the merchant quarter's main street, the
buildings opposite, and the alley beside his shop.

This  is  where  Koss  spends  significant  time,  apparently  reading but  actually
watching. From here, he tracks the daily patterns of the city: which guards walk
past  and on what  schedule,  which merchants  open their  shops  when,  which
buildings  receive  deliveries  and  at  what  times,  which  individuals  appear
multiple times and seem to have no obvious business.

He notices changes in routine. He observes people watching his shop.

A small notebook sits on the window seat cushion, currently closed, containing
observations written in Koss's precise handwriting. Dates, times, descriptions
of  people,  notation of  unusual  events.  It  looks  like  the personal  journal  of
someone obsessed with the minutiae of city life, which is partly true. It's also a
record of surveillance patterns that would be immediately recognized by any
trained intelligence operative as what it truly is: systematic gathering of city
information for purposes of espionage.

The  position  is  ideal  for  observation.  The  cushion  is  deep  enough  to  sit
comfortably for hours. The light is good during day. The angle provides view
of the key approaches to the shop -- front, side alley, and the street beyond.
Koss can observe without being obviously observed. Most people walking past
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don't look up. Those who do see only a man reading in a window, a perfectly
normal sight.

GM Notes

This  window  seat  is  where  Koss's  paranoia  is  most  visible.  The  note‐

book's  detailed  observations  of  random pedestrians,  guards,  and  deliv‐

ery  schedules  reflect  someone  who  lives  with  constant  awareness  of
potential  threats.  The  fact  that  he  maintains  these  detailed  records
suggests both extreme diligence and extreme anxiety.

If the party becomes aware of Koss's true nature and stakes out his shop, he
will notice them eventually. His awareness of the city's patterns and rhythms
means that people out of place stand out to him. A party attempting to watch
his location should understand they're working against someone with home-
field advantage and the habits of someone trained in noticing observers.

The notebook itself is potential evidence of criminal observation of the

Red  Guard  and  other  city  officials.  A  prosecutor  or  military  intelligence
operative could use these records to establish that Koss has been conducting
systematic surveillance.

Connections

This is a feature of the sitting room, overlooking the street from the
second floor.
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C A P I T U L U M

KEY NPCS

MIRIEL COSTA, Koss's Assistant

Role: The public face of the shop when Koss is unavailable. She handles sales,
repairs small items, maintains the displays.

Description: A  woman  in  her  mid-thirties,  originally  from  the  northern
territories where craft traditions run deep. She has callused hands from years of
work and bright, quick eyes. Her dark hair is usually pulled back in a practical
braid. She dresses simply in work clothes, always with pockets to carry small
tools.
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Secret

She knows more about Koss than she lets on. She doesn't know the full
truth  about  his  espionage,  but  she's  caught  glimpses  --  the  locked
workshop,  the  unusual  items,  his  late-night  tinkering  sessions.  She's
made a quiet decision to not ask questions, and she expects him to nev‐

er ask her to cross certain lines. She's loyal to him as an employer and
as a friend, within limits.

GM Notes

Miriel  is  likeable  and  honest.  She  makes  a  good  entry  point  for  dia‐

logue  about  Koss.  She'll  defend  him  against  accusations,  but  only
about his character. She won't defend actions she doesn't understand.
If  presented  with  clear  evidence  that  he's  engaged  in  espionage,  her
loyalty  will  shift  toward  the  law,  though  she'll  do  it  reluctantly.
She's  not stupid,  and she won't help with anything violent.  She's  also
the shop's institutional memory -- she knows where all the tools are,
which suppliers can be trusted,  which past customers are likely to re‐

turn.  If  Koss  disappears  suddenly,  she's  the  only  person  who  can  keep
the shop running.

ALDRIC  VENN,  Regular  Customer  and
Collector

Role: A wealthy merchant from the city's southeastern quarter who frequents
the  shop  every  few  weeks,  purchasing  expensive  items  and  commissioning
custom work.

Description: A man in his fifties, with silver threading through his dark hair
and the soft hands of someone who makes his wealth through trade rather than
craft. He dresses expensively but not ostentatiously.
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He carries himself with the confidence of someone accustomed to getting what
he wants. He speaks with the accent of someone born to money.

Secret

He's  more  than  a  simple  merchant.  He  has  connections  to  the  Albion
Empire's  intelligence  apparatus,  and  he's  been  watching  Koss  for  the
past  two  years,  trying  to  determine  if  the  rumors  of  espionage  are
true.  He's  never  been  able  to  prove  anything,  but  his  suspicions  run
deep. He visits regularly to maintain contact and gather information.
He  genuinely  appreciates  Koss's  work,  which  makes  his  surveillance
complicated.

GM Notes

Aldric  is  dangerous  in  a  subtle  way.  He's  not  a  fighter,  but  he's  pa‐

tient  and  well-connected.  If  the  party  is  investigating  Koss,  Aldric
might already be  investigating him too.  He might approach the party,
offering  information  in  exchange  for  keeping  him  informed  of  their
findings.  Or  he  might  present  himself  as  a  potential  problem  if  he
learns  they're  helping  Koss.  He  could  be  an  ally,  an  antagonist,  or  a
complication, depending on which side the party falls on.

TORVIN  "GEAR"  KELBEK,  Supplies
Contact

Role: A supplier from a smaller city to the south who brings raw materials and
rare components to Koss every three to four weeks, traveling by cart.

Description: A large man with greying beard and the distinctive calluses of
someone who works with metal. He has a cheerful demeanor that masks careful
business sense. He dresses practically in heavy fabrics suited for travel.
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Secret

Torvin is not what he appears. He's a Terrassian military supply officer
using  merchant  cover  to  deliver  materials  and  receive  intelligence
from Koss. The "supplies" are carefully coded. Certain items mean cer‐

tain things.  His  deliveries  contain everything from replacement com‐

ponents  to  message  caches  hidden in  false  bottoms.  He's  been working
with Koss for six years.

GM Notes

Torvin is crucial to Koss's operation. If the party can convince Torvin
to reveal the nature of the supply operation, they break open signific‐

ant  parts  of  Koss's  intelligence  network.  However,  Torvin  is  fully
committed to Terrassian interests and will protect the network with
his  life.  He'll  lie,  destroy  evidence,  and  kill  if  necessary  to  preserve
the operation.  But he's  also a professional -- if  he's  captured and the
party  can  convince  him  that  operating  in  Kormor  Kirak  is  now  com‐

promised,  he  might  agree  to  safe  passage  in  exchange  for  testimony
about the extent of Terrassian intelligence operations.
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C A P I T U L U M

CAMPAIGN USE
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  HIDDEN
WORKSHOP
DISCOVERY
If  the  party  discovers  the  hidden  workshop  through  exploration  or  lucky
accident,  they've stumbled onto something massive.  The presence of  clock‐

work scouts  and the components  for  Clockwork Arms immediately indicate
military intelligence activity. The question becomes: what do they do with this
information? Alert the city watch (which might include

Red Guard who are partially sympathetic to Terrassia)? Confront Koss?

Steal  equipment  for  leverage?  Use  the  workshop  themselves  as  a  base  of
operations?  This  discovery  should  feel  like  finding a  loaded weapon in  the
city's heart.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  HELIOGRAPH
NETWORK
If the party observes Koss conducting signal communications from the rooftop
and can decode his cipher wheel,  they gain access to raw intelligence about
Terrassian military movements and interests. The complication: the informa‐
tion  is  current  and  relevant.  If  Koss's  network  is  compromised,  Terrassian
intelligence will want to eliminate the threat. The party might end up being
hunted by Terrassian agents, even if they're working to stop Koss. Alternat‐
ively, the party could use the signals themselves to feed false information back
to Terrassian handlers, creating a counterintelligence operation.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  EVACUATION
CHOICE
When Koss realizes his cover is blown, he doesn't fight directly.

Instead, he triggers his evacuation protocol, setting fires in the shop to destroy
evidence and moving toward the cellar escape tunnel. The party must decide
how to respond: pursue him through the tunnel (disadvantaged terrain), block
the  tunnel  exit  (splitting  their  forces),  secure  the  shop to  prevent  evidence
destruction  (fighting  the  spreading  fires),  or  something  else  entirely.  This
encounter should feel urgent and improvisational, forcing the party to make
difficult tactical choices.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  INTELLIGENCE
TRADE
After  capturing  Koss  or  learning  significant  details  about  his  operation,
intelligence groups become interested in recruiting the party. The Terrassian
military  offers  a  deal:  provide  them  with  information  about  city  watch
capabilities and political sympathies, and they'll pardon Koss and protect the
party from Albion retaliation. The city's intelligence services offer a counter-
deal: work as their agents in monitoring Terrassian activity, and they'll ensure
the party gets official recognition. Albion's representatives in the city also make
an offer, promising gold and position in exchange for deep cover work. The
party  is  suddenly  valuable  to  multiple  factions,  but  accepting  any  deal
entangles them with powers far larger than themselves.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  APPRENTICE'S
CHOICE
Miriel confronts the party after Koss's exposure.  She's angry, but she's also
practical.  She  offers  them  a  deal:  help  her  move  the  shop's  inventory  and
equipment to a safe location, and she'll provide everything she knows about
Koss's routine, contacts, and secrets. Not as an act of betrayal, but as an act of
pragmatism. Koss made his choices. She's making hers. She wants to survive and
keep her career intact. This presents a moral complication -- Miriel isn't evil,
she's just trying to save herself. Does the party help her? Do they inform her
that helping her violates law? Do they try to protect her from her own choices?
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  KORMOR  KIRAK
MARKETPLACE
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C A P I T U L U M

OVERVIEW
The  Kormor  Kirak  Marketplace  sprawls  across  the  heart  of  the  city  like  a
wound that refuses to close -- always bleeding, always restless, always full of
people and voices and the smell of blood and spice. It is the central artery of
commerce in the neutral city, where merchants from the

Albion Empire and the Kingdom of Terrassia meet on equal ground because

Queen  Kiraline's  Red  Guards  tolerate  no  violence  without  just  cause,  and
wealth is  the  best  just  cause.  The marketplace  never  sleeps.  Even when the
formal stalls close their shutters at dusk, the alleyways hum with deals made in
darkness, information traded in whispers, and the quiet business of a city that
profits from the Century War by selling to both sides.

The marketplace is chaos given shape. Hundreds of people pack the stalls and
squares on any given day -- soldiers on leave spending their wages, merchants
arguing  with  money  changers,  children  darting  between  legs  to  pocket
dropped coins, beggars singing for food, Red Guards watching from elevated
positions, and criminals conducting business in plain sight while pretending to
sell  winter  cloaks.  The  ground  is  worn  smooth  by  centuries  of  footsteps,
stained with wine and blood and spilled grain.

The noise is constant: the bark of merchants, the clink of coins, the crack of
the auctioneer's gavel, the hiss of steam from food vendors, the clatter of carts.
The  smell  cuts  through  everything  --  roasted  meat,  human  sweat,  leather,
woodsmoke, incense, the sweet rot of spoiled food, horses, and underneath it
all, the mineral smell of the Videk

Mountains.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE GRAND SQUARE
The Grand Square is where the marketplace's heart beats loudest. At least two
acres of open cobblestone, surrounded on all sides by permanent shops, guild
halls, and formal stalls. The center of the square holds an ancient fountain -- a
stone structure carved with horses and swords in the pre-war style, now dry for
fifteen  years.  No  one  maintains  it.  The  fountain  has  become  the  unofficial
center of the marketplace: merchants use it as a landmark for meeting points
("by the old fountain's north corner"),  children play in its dry basin, and at
night, homeless people sleep inside its bowl.

The cobblestones are uneven after centuries of wear, creating natural puddles
after rain and pools of stagnant water in the heat. They're also grooved and
worn in certain directions where foot traffic is heaviest -- toward the guild hall,
toward the food vendors, toward the alleyways where most people don't ask
questions. The square gets sunlight in patches; buildings shadow different areas
depending on the time of day. This makes it a favorite spot for cutpurses and
pickpockets, who work the bright zones where sight lines are worst.

The edges of the Grand Square are lined with semi-permanent stalls: wooden
frames with canvas awnings that can be taken down or set up in a matter of
hours. These are rented from the Merchant Guild at set prices.

The stalls  sell  everything -- wool,  pottery,  metalwork, cloth, rope, candles,
basic  foodstuffs.  These are  the "respectable" merchants,  those with enough
coin to afford Guild recognition and space.  The transient merchants  -- the
ones with less capital and more desperation

-- crowd into the alleys and side streets.
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Notices are posted on several wooden boards near the fountain: guild regula‐
tions,  Red  Guard  proclamations,  notices  of  goods  for  auction,  and  a  con‐

stantly-updated list of banned merchants (those who've cheated the

Guild  or  offended  someone  powerful).  The  notices  are  hand-written  in  a
mixture of Albion and Terrassian script, with an interpreter or the

Guild's scribe available during business hours to translate for those who can't
read.

GM Notes

The Grand Square is where most simple buying and selling happens. It's
public,  it's  supervised,  it's  relatively  safe  --  or  at  least,  violence  is
punished  quickly  enough  that  merchants  and  city  visitors  feel  com‐

fortable  conducting  legitimate  business.  However,  the  Square  is  also
where  the  marketplace's  power  structure  becomes  visible.  Money
changers  cluster  near  the  Guild  Hall.  The  wealthiest  merchants  oc‐

cupy the best stalls. Red Guards appear most frequently here, meaning
criminals  either  conduct  business  elsewhere  or  disguise  it.  Use  the
Grand Square for:

- Public encounters with NPCs (merchants, guards, other players)

- Simple commerce and supply purchasing

- Observing the rhythm of the market

- Hearing rumors and overhearing conversations

- Noting the presence (or conspicuous absence) of merchants who normally
operate here

The Grand Square also connects to all other major areas of the marketplace.
GMs can treat it as the hub; characters will naturally return here between visits
to other sections.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE ALBION QUARTER
The Albion Quarter occupies the eastern side of the marketplace, where goods
arrive by the road from the Imperial territories. The stalls here are organized
with military precision -- nearly identical wooden structures, goods arranged
with  mechanical  efficiency,  and  price  lists  written  clearly.  Clerks  work  the
counters with the brisk, no-nonsense manner of a supply depot. This quarter
smells  of  machine  oil,  fresh-cut  wood,  and  the  peculiar  metallic  smell  of
industrial production.

What sells here is practical and mass-produced: precision tools for craftspeople
(wrenches, calipers, fine-toothed saws), military surplus (uniforms with Albion
insignia still stitched on, leather armor that's been used hard, helmets dented
from actual impact), manufactured cloth from the mills of the northern Empire
(often dyed in grays and earth tones),  steel  blades of all  sizes,  nails,  screws,
chain,  cordage, and the occasional  working gun or crossbow. The quality is
generally high but the craftsmanship is uniform -- nothing unique, nothing
touched by a master smith's hand. Everything is reproducible and replaceable.

The merchants here tend to be middle-class Albion nationals: former soldiers,
guild  members,  licensed  traders  with  official  papers.  They  speak  quickly,
abbreviate their words, and make deals on handshakes and simple tallies. A few
are obviously Imperial  agents,  gathering intelligence on who's  buying what
and from where.  The  customers  are  soldiers,  mercenaries,  builders,  farmers
needing tools, and anyone practical enough to want reliable goods at set prices.

Near  the  back  of  the  Albion  Quarter  stands  MASTER  HARDING'S
WEAPONS
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STALL, a semi-permanent establishment run by a grizzled Albion craftsman
who makes his  own blades and repairs  weapons.  Harding doesn't  sell  mass-
produced junk; he buys worn-out swords and axes and teaches his two appren‐

tices to restore them. His stall always has work piled up -- customers waiting
days  for  repairs.  Harding himself  is  tattooed with  the  marks  of  the  Albion
Artificers' Guild, chain-smokes a pipe, and speaks only when he has something
to say.

GM Notes

The  Albion  Quarter  represents  commercial  normalcy  and  legitimacy.
Merchants  here  are  less  likely  to  be  criminals  (though  Imperial
agents  may  be).  Prices  are  fair  by  marketplace  standards,  goods  are  as
described,  and disputes  are resolved through the Guild system rather
than  fists.  However,  it's  also  the  dullest  part  of  the  marketplace  --
most dramatic encounters happen elsewhere. Use this quarter for:

- Restocking supplies on fair terms

- Meeting Albion merchants or Imperial agents

- Learning about military movements (merchants hear everything)

- Encountering soldiers spending wages

- Spotting Albion nobility incognito, shopping for practical goods

The Albion Quarter connects to the Grand Square to the west, the Money

Changers' Row to the north, and narrows into alleys toward the Red

Guard Watch Post.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  TERRASSIAN
QUARTER
The Terrassian Quarter sprawls across the western side of the marketplace in
deliberate disorder.  Stalls here are decorated with cloth, plants,  handwritten
signs,  and  personal  touches.  Merchants  call  out  their  wares  with  song-like
rhythm, arguments over prices can last hours, and deals are sealed with wine
and  bread  rather  than  on  paperwork.  The  smell  is  rich  and  agricultural  --
cheese, wine, dried herbs, cured meat, the green smell of fresh produce when
it's in season.

What  sells  here  is  crafted  rather  than  manufactured:  wheels  of  cheese  of
different ages and sharpness, wine in bottles and skins, cured meats (sausages,
dried pork, salted fish),  leather goods crafted by hand (belts,  boots,  saddles
with  tooled designs),  woven textiles  in  bright  colors  (scarves,  blankets,  wall
hangings),  wooden  tools  and  furniture,  pottery,  candlesticks,  jewelry  made
from copper and silver, dried herbs in bundles, honey, and other goods from
Terrassian farmlands and craftspeople. Nothing is identical to anything else.
Each piece bears marks of its maker.

The merchants  are  farmers,  craftspeople,  and Terrassian nationals  proud of
their homeland. They're slower to deal than their Albion counterparts -- more
likely  to  offer  tea  to  potential  buyers,  more  interested  in  haggling  as
conversation than as pure economics, more likely to remember customers who
return. Many are women. Many speak with rural accents that merchants from
the capitals mock. But the quality of their goods is  undeniable, and regular
customers swear by them.

C i t y  L o c a t i o n s T H E  E T E R N A L  C O U R T  ·  1 7 9 3

78



Near the center of the Terrassian Quarter sits MAMA CASSIA'S STALL, run
by a heavy woman in her sixties who somehow knows everyone in the market‐
place and everyone's business. Mama Cassia's official stock is herbal remedies
(tea for aches, salves for wounds, powders for sleep), but her real business is
information and favor-trading. She extends credit to people she likes, refuses
to do business with people she doesn't, and has influence over several other
Terrassian merchants. She speaks slowly and carefully, with a warm accent, and
her stall is always crowded with people who claim to be buying medicine but
are actually gathering news.

GM Notes

The  Terrassian  Quarter  is  where  the  marketplace  feels  most  human
and personal.  Prices  are  negotiable,  merchants  have  memories,  and re‐

lationships  matter.  The quality is  high but inconsistent -- you might
get a  beautiful hand-made saddle or a  poorly-dyed blanket,  depending
on the craftsperson's attention that day. This quarter attracts:

- Soldiers buying gifts to send home

- Crafters looking for inspiration or supplies

- People seeking herbal remedies (legitimate and otherwise)

- Customers who value relationships over efficiency

- Refugees and displaced people from Terrassia, connecting with their coun‐

trymen

The Terrassian Quarter connects to the Grand Square to the east, the

Food Vendors to the south, and opens into narrower streets toward the

Black Market Alley. The atmosphere here makes it easy for characters to get
distracted and spend time; use that.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE NEUTRAL STALLS
The northern edge of the marketplace, between Albion and Terrassian territ‐
ory, is where Kormor Kirak's own merchants operate. These are traders from
the city itself and from independent regions beyond the war

-- mountain people,  nomadic caravans,  merchants whose loyalty is  to profit
rather  than  nation.  The  stalls  here  are  practical  but  decorated,  solid  but
creative. The smell mixes everything: spice and metal, leather and herbs, wood
and stone.

What sells here is what the mountains provide and what no one else carries: furs
of mountain predators (snow fox, mountain bear, the rare and expensive white
wolf ),  minerals  and  gemstones  in  raw  and  worked  forms  (quartz,  garnet,
tourmaline, occasionally emerald), worked leather and hardened skins (leather
water  bottles,  protective  armor  for  specialized  work,  polished  hides  as
decoration),  preserved  mountain  fish  and  game,  honey  from  high-altitude
bees,  tools  designed  for  mountain  work  (climbing  gear,  specialized  ropes,
mining equipment),  wool  of  exceptional  quality,  and the  occasional  strange
goods that wander in from far-off places.

The merchants here are independent operators -- some native to Kormor

Kirak, others from distant places attracted by the city's neutrality.

They're  shrewd,  they're  cosmopolitan,  and  they  ask  few  questions.  They
accept payment in both Albion and Terrassian currency (at whatever exchange
rate  they're  currently  claiming  is  fair),  and  they  have  connections  to  the
underground economy. These merchants are less likely to report crimes to the
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Red  Guard  and  more  likely  to  handle  disputes  privately.  Many  have
connections to the criminal underworld.

In the middle of the Neutral Stalls stands KORMUND'S MINERALSHOP,
a permanent wooden building with a heavy door and locked window displays.

Kormund himself is a dwarf of uncertain age, taciturn and scarred. He buys raw
minerals from miners and mountain folk, cuts and polishes the valuable ones
himself, and sells them to jewelers, nobles, and adventurers. Kormund doesn't
haggle, doesn't explain, and has locked away in a back room a collection of
stones  that  he  claims  aren't  for  sale.  He also  acts  as  a  de  facto  banker  for
adventurers  and  mercenaries,  accepting  deposits  of  precious  items  for
safekeeping. Everyone trusts

Kormund  because  he's  never  betrayed  anyone's  trust,  and  the  Red  Guard
themselves don't interfere with his business.

GM Notes

The Neutral Stalls represent autonomy and independence.  Merchants
here are less regulated than in the Albion or Terrassian quarters and
therefore more likely to be involved in illegal goods on the side.  It's
also  where  the  marketplace's  cosmopolitan  nature  becomes  most  vis‐
ible -- these merchants don't care who you are or who you're working
for, only whether you have coin. Use this area for:

- Purchasing unusual, specialized, or high-quality items

- Meeting independent traders with no allegiance to either nation

- Discovering goods from far-off places

- Finding people willing to help with morally gray work

- Accessing secure storage or banking services
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- Encountering other adventurers and wanderers

The Neutral Stalls  connect to all  other major areas,  serving as a crossroads.
Kormund's shop provides a focal point for more serious transactions.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE FOOD VENDORS
The southern end of the marketplace is a riot of cooking smoke, sizzling meat,
and shouted offers. This is where the marketplace's poor congregate and where
hunger overrides politics. A dozen or more merchants have set up simple stalls
and carts with food that's ready to eat: meat on wooden sticks (beef, chicken,
sometimes goat, occasionally unidentifiable), bread fresh and stale, cheese in
wedges and crumbles, hot drinks (spiced wine, herbal tea, a thick brown liquid
that might be coffee), pastries filled with meat or fruit, dried fruits, nuts, and
simple stews ladled into bowls for eating on the spot.

The quality is  variable.  The most popular vendors are those who keep their
fires clean and their meat fresh, visible to their regulars by the crowds at their
stalls.  Less scrupulous vendors get away with questionable practices because
customers are hungry and the food is  cheap.  The smell  is  overwhelming --
roasted meat,  woodsmoke,  spices,  sweat,  and underlying it  all,  the  smell  of
urine from the alleyway where transients relieve themselves.

The  Food  Vendors  area  is  the  marketplace's  true  heart  in  terms  of  social
dynamics.  This  is  where  soldiers  mingle  with  beggars,  where  gossip  travels
fastest, where deals happen in plain sight because everyone's attention is on
their  meal.  Money changers,  information brokers,  and criminals  all  operate
here  --  not  from  stalls  of  their  own,  but  as  customers  and  through  quick
conversations between purchases.

A  merchant  might  buy  a  meal  and  in  the  time  it  takes  to  eat,  exchange
information with two other merchants and a Red Guard captain. It's the most
crowded  part  of  the  marketplace  in  the  middle  of  the  day  and  the  most
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dangerous  at  night,  when  the  legitimate  vendors  have  left  and  only  the
desperate remain.

BELLA'S SAUSAGE CART is the most famous establishment in the Food

Vendors area -- a permanent cart with a brick oven, run by a woman in her
forties who has been here for twenty years. Bella's sausages are legendary. She
makes them herself using a family recipe, the meat sourced from specific herds,
the spices freshly ground every morning. A sausage from Bella's costs more
than other vendors charge but it's worth it; soldiers returning from campaigns
buy extra to prove they've been to Kormor Kirak. Bella knows everyone. She
extends  credit  to  people  she  likes.  She's  also  the  single  most  plugged-in
merchant  in  the  marketplace  --  if  you  want  to  know  what's  happening  in
Kormor Kirak, buy a sausage from Bella and ask.

GM Notes

The Food Vendors area is where the marketplace becomes personal and
unpredictable.  Food  is  a  basic  need,  so  people  are  vulnerable  here  --
hungry, tired, willing to take risks for a meal. This is ideal for:

- Casual conversations and information gathering

- Encountering common people and learning what they're worried about

- Watching the city's lower classes interact with authority

- Spotting criminals conducting low-key business

- Becoming visible to Red Guards (who patrol here regularly)

- Meeting contacts in a crowded, inconspicuous setting

The area connects to the Terrassian Quarter to the north and the Auction

Block to the east.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  MONEY
CHANGERS' ROW
Where the Grand Square narrows toward the northern edge of the market‐
place, a formal row of small stalls operates in the open: the money changers.
These are the licensed brokers who convert Albion crowns to Terrassian marks
and handle other currencies. On any given day, eight to twelve stalls operate
here, each staffed by a merchant and one or two guards (usually hired muscle,
sometimes Red Guards on contract).  Large scales  sit  on counters,  coins are
weighed and counted with deliberate slowness, exchange rates are posted on
signs, and disputes about the value of coins are settled through reference to a
master scale kept at the Merchant Guild Hall.

The atmosphere here is tense and focused. Money is the actual blood of the
marketplace, and these stalls are where the conversion happens.

Prices aren't negotiable -- or rather, they are, but the negotiations are precise
mathematical  exercises  rather  than  personal  arguments.  A  merchant  might
spend twenty minutes debating whether a coin is actually valid Albion currency
or too worn to accept, but they're not going to reduce the price because you're
charming.

The  money  changers  themselves  are  skilled  at  their  work  and  at  assessing
people. They can tell a traveler from a resident by how they hold their coin
purse. They spot counterfeit currency on sight. They remember customers who
have cheated them. They also know which banks and merchants are reliable and
which are failing.  If  you want to know about someone's  financial  health or
credit status, a money changer will tell you -- for a price.
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VENN'S EXCHANGE is the largest and most official of the money changing
operations, run by a woman in her fifties who dresses in merchant clothes of
fine quality. Venn is half-Albion, half-Terrassian, and it's this neutrality that
made her perfect for the job. She doesn't favor one side over the other. She's
also connected to the legitimate banking system of both nations, meaning she
can  arrange  larger  transfers  and  provide  letters  of  credit.  Her  guards  are
professional  and  genuinely  dangerous,  and  violence  at  her  stall  is  punished
swiftly and permanently.

GM Notes

The  Money  Changers'  Row  is  where  the  marketplace's  economic  real‐

ity  becomes  visible.  This  is  where  wealth  is  most  concentrated  and
where armed conflict is most likely if someone tries to cheat. Use this
area for:

-  Currency  exchange (unavoidable  if  you're  working with  multiple  nations'
coin)

- Determining character wealth and supplies

- Learning about larger economic patterns in the city

- Meeting merchants discussing credit and debt

- Spotting assassins or thieves who target wealthy people

- Encountering mercenaries and soldiers spending or depositing wages

The  Money  Changers'  Row  is  the  most  formal,  most  official  area  of  the
marketplace.  Red  Guards  walk  these  streets  regularly.  Crime  happens  here
rarely and is punished publicly.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  BLACK  MARKET
ALLEY
Beyond the Money Changers' Row, the marketplace transitions into a narrow
alley -- technically still part of the market but separate enough to be its own
world.  This  is  where the goods that can't  be sold in daylight move instead.
Smuggled items from both nations, stolen merchandise, substances that blur
the  line  between  medicine  and  poison,  documents  forged  or  stolen,  and
information  that  would  be  dangerous  if  known  openly.  The  stalls  here  are
temporary -- cloth hung over rope, boxes arranged to look like sitting areas,
dark corners where transactions happen out of sight.

The  smell  here  is  different:  incense  hiding  other  smells,  rot  from  hidden
corners,  the  metallic  smell  of  blood  from  fresh  meat,  and  underneath
everything, the smell of desperation and fear. The light is poor -- the alley is
narrow and the buildings block sun. Even in midday, it's dim. At night, only oil
lamps  in  windows  provide  light,  and  lanterns  aren't  lit  for  safety  reasons;
people here don't want to be seen clearly.

The Black Market Alley is watched carefully. Red Guards rarely patrol here --
not  because  Queen Kiraline  has  given  it  up,  but  because  she's  decided  the
official response is to know it exists, to monitor it from a distance, and to only
intervene if the crimes within threaten the city's stability. This makes it both
safer (from official law) and more dangerous (from the merchants themselves,
who  handle  their  own  disputes  with  knives  and  poisons  instead  of  law).  A
cutpurse in the Black Market

Alley doesn't get reported to guards; they get caught and dealt with by the
person they stole from.
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Entering  the  Black  Market  Alley  requires  awareness.  Characters  shouldn't
stumble into real danger by accident -- GMs should make it clear when they're
moving from the legitimate marketplace into the black market section. Once
in,  characters  will  be  watched.  Merchants  will  assess  whether  they're  cops,
potential victims, criminals, or something else. Prices are doubled or tripled.
Goods are not guaranteed.

Betrayal is possible and even expected.

GM Notes

The  Black  Market  Alley  is  where  the  campaign's  darker  elements
manifest. This is where:

- Stolen goods can be fenced

- Illegal substances can be purchased

- Forged documents can be obtained

- Hits can be arranged

- Secrets can be traded

- Red Guard attention is minimal but not absent

The Black Market Alley is also where the criminal underworld organizes.

This  is  likely  where  ruffians,  gangster  lieutenants,  and  other  street-level
criminals spend their time. It's where Rozito Vallikozo might be encountered,
if  his  legitimate  cover  is  failing.  The  alley  is  dangerous  to  law-abiding
characters and characters without local connections. Use it sparingly and make
the consequences clear.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  INFORMATION
BROKER'S STALL
Somewhere  in  the  marketplace  --  and its  exact  location changes  weekly  to
avoid patterns -- sits a stall operated by someone in the business of buying and
selling information. This isn't necessarily a single person; it might be a rotating
operation run by different people or a stationary stall staffed by a person whose
job is to collect secrets.

The stall presents itself as something innocuous: a fortune teller with a crystal
ball, a scribe offering to record documents, a scholar selling books and maps, a
messenger service offering to deliver letters. The real business happens in the
gaps between those legitimate services.

The information broker sells rumors, facts, secrets, and intelligence.

Information about troop movements, merchant bankruptcies, secret relation‐

ships, smuggling routes, the names of Red Guard informants, safe houses for
refugees, and anything else that someone in the city knows and someone else is
willing to pay for. The broker doesn't judge the morality of the information or
what the buyer intends to do with it.

They just know the price and make the exchange.

The identity of the information broker is deliberately unclear. Some people in
the marketplace will swear it's a scholar from the northern universities. Others
claim  it's  a  retired  Red  Guard  captain.  A  few  believe  it's  actually  run
collectively by the Merchant Guild as a way to keep control over information
flow. The truth doesn't matter as much as the fact that the broker is accessible,
reliable, and hasn't been killed despite the dangerous work -- which suggests
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significant protection, whether from the Red Guard, the Guild, or the criminal
underworld.

GM Notes

The  Information  Broker's  Stall  is  a  plot  device  and  information  hub
for GMs. Use it for:

- Delivering information to characters who need it but haven't discovered it
through play

- Creating jobs and quests (sell information to someone for payment, gather
information for payment)

- Connecting different plot threads (the broker knows what happened in

Area X because they heard it from someone in Area Y)

- Creating complications (the character  discovers  the broker is  working for
someone they're opposed to)

- Establishing the marketplace's connected, gossipy nature

The stall can be encountered randomly or can be sought out by player charac‐
ters. Pricing should vary based on the value of the information. A rumor costs a
few silver. Specific knowledge of troop movements or merchant secrets costs
gold. Information that could cause deaths or overturn power structures costs
more than most adventurers possess.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  RED  GUARD
WATCH POST
The Red Guard presence in the marketplace is unavoidable, centralized, and
obvious. A raised wooden platform stands near the Money Changers'

Row, with a small stone building attached -- the Watch Post. At any given time
during  business  hours,  three  to  five  Red  Guards  stand  on  the  platform,
watching the marketplace. They wear the crimson cloaks and black armor of
Queen Kiraline's personal force. They carry both swords and formal symbols
of authority (staffs, insignia, documents).

The Watch Post is open to complaints from merchants or customers. People
can approach and report crimes, disputes, or disturbances. The Red

Guards take statements, investigate if the crime is serious enough, and enforce
their decisions with absolute authority. They don't negotiate, don't show bias
between Albion and Terrassian interests, and don't tolerate violence in their
presence.

The Red Guard captain stationed at the marketplace changes monthly; they're
rotated  to  prevent  personal  relationships  from  developing  that  might
compromise their judgment. This month's captain is CAPTAIN

HARROW, a severe woman in her late thirties with scars on one side of her
face  and  a  formal  manner  that  permits  no  casual  conversation.  Harrow  is
respected by the merchants because she's fair and hated by criminals because
she's  competent.  She's  not cruel,  but she is  absolutely committed to Queen
Kiraline's law.

C i t y  L o c a t i o n s T H E  E T E R N A L  C O U R T  ·  1 7 9 3

91



Below  Harrow  are  four  veteran  guards  and  a  rotating  roster  of  younger
soldiers. The younger ones are learning their trade and are generally politer
than Harrow. The veterans are quiet, watching, and deadly if needed. All of
them are loyal to the Queen above all other considerations.

GM Notes

The Red Guard Watch Post is the mechanism by which the marketplace
remains functional despite its lawlessness. The guards are:

- Not corruptible in any conventional way (though might be swayed by appeals
to the Queen's interests)

- Efficient and professional

- Absolutely willing to kill if necessary

- A resource that law-abiding characters can use

- An obstacle that criminals need to work around

The Watch Post can be where characters report crimes or seek official help. It
can also be where they're questioned if they're suspected of crimes. Use it to
reinforce the marketplace's atmosphere: lawless but not anarchic,  dangerous
but not random, profit-driven but with a strict hierarchy and ultimate author‐
ity.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE AUCTION BLOCK
A raised wooden platform with a lectern and bell  occupies one edge of the
marketplace.  This  is  where the Merchant Guild conducts public auctions of
goods  that  need  to  move  quickly,  property  that's  seized  from  delinquent
debtors,  permits  and  licenses,  and  the  occasional  more  exotic  sale.  An
auctioneer -- currently a  thin man named DERRIN who has  a  remarkable
voice and a gift for spinning narratives about products -- runs the auctions
with theatrical flair.

Auctions happen twice weekly, on fixed days, and they're open to anyone with
coin  to  bid.  The  goods  being  sold  are  public  knowledge,  posted  days  in
advance.  However,  the  auction is  also  where  more  private  sales  can happen
quietly  --  a  successful  bid  on a  worthless  item might  be  cover  for  a  larger
transaction, or the real business might happen in the private room behind the
platform where successful bidders complete their payments.

The Auction Block is a place of opportunity and risk. Adventurers can fence
stolen goods (if  they're  willing to take what  the market  will  pay),  purchase
equipment, bid on seized property, or contract for services (mercenary work,
repairs, temporary labor). It's also a place where fortunes are sometimes lost by
bidders who overestimate their wealth or the value of what they're buying.

GM Notes

The Auction Block is a useful mechanic for:

- Dispensing magical items or unique equipment in a way that puts them in
competition with other bidders
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- Creating spontaneous adventure hooks (purchase a sealed crate and discover
something unexpected)

- Establishing the passage of time and the marketplace's rhythm

- Involving characters in commodity trading or economic gameplay

- Creating tense moments through competitive bidding

Auctions can be deterministic or randomized. A GM can plan specific items for
auction or use random tables to generate goods that surprise both characters
and the GM.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE MERCHANT GUILD
HALL
The largest permanent building in the marketplace is the Merchant Guild

Hall -- a two-story stone and timber structure with multiple rooms, an official
seal above the door, and guards posted outside. This is where the Merchant
Guild  operates:  handling  disputes  between  merchants,  issuing  licenses  and
permits, maintaining the official price guides and weight standards, and settling
arguments about market rules.

The  Guild  Hall  is  neutral  territory.  Disputes  between  merchants  from
opposing nations are settled here according to the Guild's rules, not according
to national law. The penalties are economic rather than physical: fines, loss of
market stalls, public bans from trading in

Kormor  Kirak,  or  (for  serious  offenses)  selling  the  merchant's  bond  to
collectors who will hunt them across the world.

The Guild is run by MASTER THORNE, a merchant of sixty years who came
up from the streets and worked his way to prominence through cunning and
reliability.  Thorne  is  respected  by  both  Albion  and  Terrassian  merchants
because he's made money for people on both sides and shows no preference.
He's also closely connected to Queen Kiraline's administration -- the Queen
trusts  the  Guild  to  keep  the  marketplace  functional,  and  Thorne  keeps  it
functional. In return, he has access to the Queen's authority when he needs it.
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GM Notes

The Merchant Guild Hall is:

- Where disputes are settled officially

- Where characters can gain licenses or permits to operate in the marketplace

- Where the Guild's rules can be learned and (in some cases) negotiated

- A place of formal power and serious dealings

- Where larger crimes can result in economic exile

Characters  who  operate  in  the  marketplace  for  extended  periods  should
interact with the Guild. They might need a merchant's license to set up a stall,
might become involved in Guild disputes, might earn the

Guild's favor or enmity. The Guild can also be a source of information about
the marketplace and larger economic patterns in the city.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE ROZITO'S STALL
Somewhere  in  the  marketplace  --  and  the  exact  location  depends  on  the
campaign moment and Rozito's current operational security -- sits a stall that
belongs to ROZITO VALLIKOZO or his agents.  From the outside, it ap‐

pears  to  be  a  legitimate  merchant  operation  selling  exotic  imports:  spices,
unusual  textiles,  rare  preserved  goods,  and  similar  high-margin  items.  The
goods are real, they're well-made, and they can be purchased with normal cur‐
rency.

The real  business  at  Rozito's  Stall  is  different.  The stall  serves  as  a  neutral
meeting ground for Rozito's underground operations.  Smuggling networks,
black market dealings, and the movement of goods that should never be sold
openly all coordinate through or near this location.

Rozito's  agents  operate  here:  people  who receive  payments,  make arrange‐
ments, and gather intelligence. If someone wants to contact

Rozito or his organization, this is often the first place they're directed to by
those in the know.

The stall is carefully managed. Rozito himself is rarely here -- his appearance
would draw too much attention from Red Guards. His agents are local mer‐
chants hired for legitimate work and who do the underground business as a side
arrangement. They're discreet, professional, and have contingencies if they're
arrested (they'll disappear into the

Black Market Alley or the underworld entirely rather than betray their em‐

ployer).
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The  stall  is  also  a  trap.  If  the  Red  Guard  suspects  Rozito's  activities  are
becoming too obvious, they might stage a raid. If Rozito's enemies want to
strike at him, they might target the stall. If someone wants to threaten Rozito,
exposing  his  operation  is  a  clear  message.  The  stall  exists  in  a  state  of
precarious balance between usefulness and danger.

GM Notes

Rozito's Stall exists as whatever the campaign needs it to be:

- A source of illegal goods

- A place where Rozito can be contacted

- A front organization that characters might need to investigate or infiltrate

- A point of conflict between Rozito and legitimate merchants or the

Red Guard

- A neutral ground where deals between criminals can be made

- A false lead or red herring if Rozito's actual operations are elsewhere

The stall's  exact  location,  merchandise,  and staffing should change between
sessions if characters are actively investigating Rozito. This reinforces the idea
that he's intelligent and careful, not static or stupid.
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C A P I T U L U M

KEY NPCS
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C A P I T U L U M

BELLA
Role: Food Vendor, Information Hub

Description: A woman in her mid-forties with weathered skin, strong hands,
and warm eyes that miss nothing. She wears an apron perpetually stained with
meat and spices, and she's always slightly flushed from standing near the fire.
She speaks in a melodic Terrassian accent.

Secret

Bella  is  the  mother  of  a  Red  Guard  captain  who's  stationed  in  a  bor‐

der town. This connection gives her both protection and obligation to
the Crown.  She gathers  information not out of  greed but to protect
her son from situations where he might be in danger.

GM Notes

Bella is the most approachable information source in the marketplace.
She  doesn't  charge  gold;  she  expects  favors  in  return.  She  can  be  a
quest-giver, a source of rumors, or a contact for characters who need
to  understand  how  the  marketplace  really  works.  She's  friendly  but
not naive; she can recognize when someone is using her and will punish
disloyalty.
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C A P I T U L U M

VENN
Role: Master Money Changer, Financial Authority

Description: A woman in her fifties with sharp features, gray-streaked dark
hair pulled back in a practical style, and fingers stained with the smell of metal.
She dresses in expensive but practical clothing -- silks that move well, boots
with good soles. She has the bearing of someone who manages large sums and
small people.

Secret

Venn has been offered the position of Minister of Trade in the Albion
Empire,  but  she's  declined.  She  prefers  the  independence  and  actual
power  of  her  current  position.  Both  the  Empire  and  the  Kingdom
know  she's  declining,  and  both  respect  her  for  it;  she's  proven  she
can't be bought.

GM Notes

Venn is  a  powerful NPC who can't be seduced, intimidated, or corrup‐

ted in conventional ways.  She's  useful as  an obstacle,  a  source of  eco‐

nomic  information,  or  a  contact  who  can  arrange  large  financial
transactions.  She  respects  competence  and  honesty;  she  despises  both
incompetence and lies.
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C A P I T U L U M

CAPTAIN HARROW
Role: Red Guard Authority, Law Enforcement

Description: A woman in her late thirties with a scar running from her temple
to her jaw, severe features, and the physical presence of someone trained in
violence. She wears the crimson cloak and black armor of the Red Guard with
perfect precision. She moves economically, speaks formally, and never smiles.

Secret

Harrow lost family in the Century War and has made it her mission to
prevent violence in her jurisdiction.  She enforces  the law not out of
cruelty  but  out  of  determination  to  protect  people  from  the  chaos
that killed her family.

GM Notes

Harrow is lawful, competent, and non-corruptible. She can't be killed
easily and shouldn't be made an enemy unless the campaign is ready for
serious  consequences.  She's  also potential  ally  material  if  characters
prove themselves loyal and non-disruptive.
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C A P I T U L U M

KORMUND
Role: Mineralsmith, Banker, Neutral Merchant

Description: A dwarf in his fifties or sixties (age unclear) with intricate braids
in his dark beard, calloused hands, and one clouded eye. He dresses simply in
work clothes and stands with the weight and solidity of mountain stone. He
speaks rarely and carries himself with absolute calm.

Secret

Kormund was a war profiteer decades ago, buying up ore and gemstones
in  bulk  and  selling  them  to  both  sides  of  the  Century  War.  He  made
enormous wealth this  way and later retired from direct participation
but  still  profits  from  the  war  through  his  current  business.  He's
never spoken of this and would kill to keep it quiet.

GM Notes

Kormund  is  a  resource  for  characters  who  need  storage,  banking,  or
mineral-related  expertise.  He's  not  interested  in  violence  and  won't
be drawn into conflicts, but he also won't protect anyone who betrays
his  trust.  He  can  provide  information  about  mining,  gemstones,  and
the underground economy of the mountains.
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C A P I T U L U M

DERRIN
Role: Auctioneer, Master of Ceremony

Description: A thin man in his fifties with an extraordinary speaking voice,
enthusiastic gestures, and the energy of someone performing constantly. He
dresses in bright but tasteful clothing with scarves and ornaments that make
him visible from across the marketplace.

His smile is genuine but calculated.

Secret

Derrin  is  secretly  running  an  insurance  scheme  for  merchants  --  he
accepts  payments  from  merchants  and  then  ensures  that  goods  seized
by  the  Red  Guard  or  destroyed  by  accidents  are  auctioned  at  prices
that  return  the  invested  value  plus  a  percentage.  This  is  technically
illegal but no one has proven it yet.

GM Notes

Derrin is useful for generating spontaneous adventure hooks through
auctions, for managing time passage in the marketplace, and for creat‐

ing  moments  of  humor.  He's  the  marketplace's  face  and  rhythm.  He's
also a useful NPC for mysteries involving economic crime.
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RANDOM  MARKETPLACE
EVENTS (d10)

Roll when characters are in the marketplace to generate spontaneous encoun‐

ters  and  occurrences.  Reroll  if  the  result  is  inappropriate  to  the  current
location or storyline.

1. PICKPOCKET CAUGHT

A Red Guard catches a child attempting to steal from a merchant's stall. The
merchant demands harsh punishment. The child's mother is begging for mercy.
The Red Guard is unmoved. This creates a moral dilemma for characters who
witness it: interfere and anger the Guard, or watch and feel complicit.

2. MERCHANT DISPUTE

Two merchants  are arguing loudly over a  deal  gone wrong.  One claims the
goods were misrepresented, the other claims the buyer knew what they were
getting. Voices are raised, and a crowd is forming. Red Guards are watching to
see  if  violence  will  break  out.  Characters  can  get  involved  as  witnesses,
arbitrators, or innocent bystanders caught in escalation.

3.  STRANGER  SEEKING
DIRECTION

A traveler (from far away or obviously new to the city) is lost and asking for
directions. They're carrying valuable items openly and are clearly not familiar
with the marketplace's danger. If characters don't help, a criminal will. If they
do help, they might gain a contact or a debt-obligation.

C i t y  L o c a t i o n s T H E  E T E R N A L  C O U R T  ·  1 7 9 3

105



4. BEGGARS BEING ROUTED

Red Guards are clearing beggars and homeless people from a particular area of
the marketplace. They're not being gentle, but they're not being brutal either.
The displacement is happening because a merchant has complained or because
the Guard wants the area clear for some official reason. The beggars are moving
to crowd other areas and creating chaos.

5. GOODS DELIVERED

A  large  caravan  has  just  arrived  with  new  merchandise.  Merchants  are
scrambling to unload and inspect  goods.  The marketplace is  more crowded
than usual, with people trying to get good positions to see new inventory or to
negotiate for the best prices before goods are arranged in stalls.  The chaos
provides cover for crimes.

6.  SOMEONE  RECOGNIZES  A
CHARACTER

A character is recognized by someone from their past. This person might be
friendly (old companion), neutral (acquaintance), or hostile (enemy).

Their presence and reaction creates complications and forces the character to
deal with their history.

7. RED GUARD RECRUITMENT

Soldiers are positioned around the marketplace, recruiting for the militia or
army. They're taking volunteers and offering wages. If the character might be
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of  military  interest,  they're  approached.  If  they're  running  from  military
service, this creates danger.

8. FIRE AT A STALL

A merchant's stall catches fire (accident or arson -- unclear). Red

Guards and nearby merchants are trying to put it out and prevent spread.

Goods are being damaged or saved. The merchant is distraught. This creates
opportunity for characters to help, investigate the cause, or loot in the chaos.

9. AUCTION COMPLETED

An auction has just ended with a surprising result. Something valuable sold for
far  more  or  far  less  than  it  should  have.  The  successful  bidder  is  either
celebrating or looking regretful. Merchants are already gossiping about why
the price was so strange. Characters might learn about unusual trading patterns
or opportunity for profit.

10. CRIMINAL CONFRONTATION

Two  criminals  (pickpockets,  gang  members,  or  more  serious  offenders)  are
having  a  confrontation  in  the  marketplace.  It's  clearly  hostile  but  not  yet
violent. If it escalates, everyone nearby will scatter and Red

Guards will respond. Characters can observe gang dynamics, get drawn in, or
find out what's being disputed.
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C A P I T U L U M

CAMPAIGN USE

C i t y  L o c a t i o n s T H E  E T E R N A L  C O U R T  ·  1 7 9 3

108



C A P I T U L U M

THE  FOUNTAIN
POISONING
A merchant is found dead at the Grand Square fountain, and the Red Guard
suspects  poisoning  administered  through  the  fountain  water.  However,  the
fountain  hasn't  been used in  fifteen years.  The truth  is  more  complex:  the
death is unrelated to the fountain, but someone is spreading rumors that the
fountain  is  dangerous  to  suppress  water-related meetings  that  are  about  to
happen there. Characters can investigate the murder, uncover the conspiracy,
and determine whether the fountain should be used as a public water source
again (which would change the marketplace's geography and dynamics).
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  MERCHANT'S
DEBT
One of the marketplace's merchants owes a large debt to a criminal organiza‐
tion. They're trying to hide the debt by skimming profits from their stall and
redirecting goods to pay the criminals in installments.

However, they've been caught by another merchant, and there's a quiet threat:
pay the debt immediately or be reported to the Red Guard (which would end
their market license). Characters can become involved as arbitrators, as debt-
collectors for the criminals, as investigators for the merchant, or as avengers if
the debt-merchant is actually innocent and being framed.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  GUILD
CORRUPTION
Someone inside the Merchant Guild is embezzling funds, altering records to
hide  thefts,  and  possibly  accepting  bribes  to  give  preferential  treatment  to
certain  merchants.  Master  Thorne  is  unaware.  Characters  can  discover
evidence,  investigate  the  crime,  and either  handle  it  quietly  (protecting the
Guild's  reputation)  or  publicly  (exposing  the  corruption  and  causing
marketplace upheaval). The criminal might be

Thorne's deputy, a longtime Guild employee, or even a Red Guard working
with a merchant.

C i t y  L o c a t i o n s T H E  E T E R N A L  C O U R T  ·  1 7 9 3

111



C A P I T U L U M

THE  BLACK  MARKET
TRANSITION
A major criminal organization is attempting to take control of the Black

Market Alley, consolidating the loose collection of smugglers and thieves into
a single operation. Violence is happening quietly but is escalating. Characters
can become involved by being in the wrong place, by being recruited by one
side, or by trying to prevent the consolidation (which might actually destabilize
the  marketplace  because  the  current  loose  structure  is  safer  than  a  single
powerful organization).
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  RED  GUARD
INVESTIGATION
Captain Harrow has become suspicious that someone important in the market‐
place  is  connected  to  serious  crimes  --  possibly  treason  (selling  military
intelligence  to  the  enemy  nation).  She  begins  quietly  investigating,  which
means characters might be questioned, their stalls searched, or their associates
examined. Characters can help with the investigation, try to protect someone
they care about, or discover that

Harrow's suspicions are correct but her target is innocent and her investigation
is targeting the wrong person.
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C A P I T U L U M

EPPY'S PUB AND INN
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C A P I T U L U M

OVERVIEW
Eppy's sits on a quiet corner of the Merchant's Quarter in Kormor

Kirak,  where  the  bustle  of  the  neutral  city  mellows  into  something  almost
peaceful. The pub is a squat stone building with a slate roof, three stories tall,
its  grey  exterior  softened  by  hanging  planters  of  herbs  and  flowers  that
shouldn't survive the mountain winters but somehow do under Eppy's care. A
weathered sign hanging above the entrance reads simply "EPPY'S" in faded
gold letters, swinging slightly in the mountain wind. A thin plume of smoke
rises from the chimney almost constantly -- the fireplace in the common room
never truly goes cold.

Inside, Eppy's feels less like a typical tavern and more like the warm heart of
someone's home, just scaled up and opened to strangers. The walls are honest
stone, but softened with woven blankets and shelves holding everything from
drinking glasses to bottles of dried herbs. The air tastes of woodsmoke, bread,
cooking herbs, and ale. Music drifts through on some nights -- a local musician
or a traveling bard finding a grateful audience. What makes Eppy's different
from the other drinking establishments scattered through Kormor Kirak isn't
just the quality of the food or the steadiness of the ale. It's that Eppy

Flinder, the owner and namesake, has somehow made a place where soldiers
from opposite sides  of  the war sit  at  different tables  and drink without the
tension boiling over into blood. Albion Empire officers and

Terrasian Kingdom merchants exist in the same room, separated by a few yards
and the weight of careful neutrality, but they exist there nonetheless. Eppy has
a gift for making people feel like guests in her home rather than combatants in
a war, and that gift is the real product being served here.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE COMMON ROOM
When you push through the heavy oak doors into the common room, warmth
hits you like a physical thing. A fireplace dominates the northern wall, large
enough to stand in if you had to, its opening arched in fitted stone. The fire
crackles  constantly,  fed  by  wood  delivered  regularly  from  outside  the  city.
Along the eastern wall runs a long bar of dark wood, worn smooth by decades
of elbows and coins. Behind it, shelves reach almost to the ceiling, lined with
bottles, glasses, and mysterious jars. The walls themselves are the original grey
stone of the building, but covered in worn wooden paneling up to about waist
height, making the space feel enclosed and safe rather than cavernous.

The common room is furnished with a mixture of sturdy wooden tables and
chairs in various states of honest wear. Nothing matches, but everything is solid
and clean. Some tables are scarred from boots propped on them over the years,
others stained slightly from spilled drinks that never quite washed out. To the
left of the fireplace sits a raised area maybe six inches higher than the main
floor, three steps leading up to it -- this is where musicians set up on nights
when there's live music, giving them a natural platform without forcing them
to stand in the crowd.

Scattered throughout are small details that speak to Eppy's particular nature.
Bowls of fresh herbs sit on several tables, fragrant sprigs of rosemary and mint
that guests can smell or nibble on. A shelf near the bar holds books -- actual
books, read and reread by patrons: histories of the Videk Mountains, an old
herbal guide, some love stories and adventure tales. Windows on the western
wall overlook the street outside, their panes thick and old, tinted slightly blue-
green with age, diffusing the light into something soft and underwater-like
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even on clear days.  The floor is  dark wood, swept daily,  patterned with the
worn paths of regular customers moving between favorite tables.
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C A P I T U L U M

PHYSICAL DETAILS
- Constant, low ambient noise: conversation, the crackle of the fire, the clink
of glasses

- Smell of woodsmoke, bread baking, cooking herbs (rosemary, thyme, sage),
ale, and something faintly green and living

- Temperature: warm, almost hot near the fireplace, cooler toward the windows

- The light is golden and fire-cast, changing with the flames, creating moving
shadows on the stone walls

- A low hum of activity: the pub is rarely truly quiet, even during slow hours
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C A P I T U L U M

NOTABLE FEATURES
-  The  Fireplace:  A  masterwork  of  fitted  mountain  stone,  with  a  chimney
system that draws smoke without filling the room. The hearthstone is slightly
sunken from centuries of ash and fire. Eppy's emblem, a single leaf carved into
the stone above the lintel, marks her claim on the space.

- The Bar: Twenty feet long, with brass rail-work worn shiny from use.

Behind it, Eppy has arranged her bottles with obvious care: common ales in
front,  rarer spirits  and wines deeper in the rack.  Some bottles  are very old.
Some have no labels. Some glow faintly in candlelight, suggesting alchemical
content.

- The Musician's Platform: A performance space that lends legitimacy to the
music that happens here. Eppy clearly invests in musicians and sees their role as
important to the pub's mood.

-  The  Shelf  of  Books:  A  small  lending  library  of  sorts,  with  most  books
borrowed regularly by regulars. The margins of some are filled with notes and
reader comments. Others are Eppy's personal collection, and these she's less
likely to let leave the pub.
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GM NOTES
The common room is where most pub scenes will happen. This is where player
characters  can hear  rumors,  gather information,  make contacts,  and recover
from the cold and violence of the world outside. The mix of factions creates
natural tension and opportunities: overhear a conversation between an Albion
officer  and  a  Terrasian  merchant,  each  careful  with  their  words.  Notice  a
hooded figure asking quiet questions about a caravan that just passed through.
See  a  known criminal  sitting  openly  at  a  table,  clearly  confident  in  Eppy's
protection (as no violence is allowed here).

The fireplace should be described as almost a character itself -- the warmth of
it, the coziness of sitting nearby, the way it drives the cold out of bones. Players
will want to claim a spot near it. The first time the party visits, let them pick
"their" table. It should remain their table throughout the campaign -- it's one
of the small comforts that makes a home base feel like home.

Random events here are common: a bard might start playing (see RANDOM

PUB EVENTS), a group of merchants might initiate a loud game of dice, a
subtle argument might break out between drunk patrons that Eppy smooths
over with a word and a fresh drink. The common room is alive in a way that
many taverns aren't.

C i t y  L o c a t i o n s T H E  E T E R N A L  C O U R T  ·  1 7 9 3

120



C A P I T U L U M

CONNECTIONS
- The bar is accessible from the north end of the common room

- The private dining room opens off the eastern wall

- The kitchen can be seen through a doorway in the southern wall,  though
direct access is discouraged by Eppy

- The stairs to the guest rooms and Eppy's quarters are in the southwestern
corner

- The main entrance is on the western side
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C A P I T U L U M

THE BAR
The bar itself is a work of craftsmanship, a long counter of dark wood that
seems to have grown darker with age and staining. The surface is covered in
rings  from countless  glasses  and stains  of  spilled  drinks  that  no amount  of
cleaning has fully removed -- each mark a small history of the pub. Behind the
bar,  Eppy  has  created  a  space  of  surprising  organization.  The  bottles  are
arranged not by type but by her own system that reveals her priorities: the most
frequently used ales and wines are at arm's reach, rarer spirits are on the higher
shelves, and at the very top, partially hidden in shadow, sit a dozen bottles of
clearly very expensive or very unusual drinks.

The back wall of the bar is fitted with mirrors set into the wooden paneling,
reflecting the fire from the common room and making the space behind the bar
feel larger than it  is.  Dozens of glasses hang from racks above: thick, stout
drinking glasses  with  a  practiced-worn rim that  comes  from being held  by
many mouths; tall glasses for wine; proper tulip-shaped glasses for spirits that
Eppy clearly respects; and a few ornate glasses that don't match anything else,
the kind that suggest a long history and careful curation.

A brass footrail runs the length of the bar, polished by the boots of regulars
leaning against it while they drink and talk. Eppy usually stands behind the bar
during busy hours, often flanked by one or two staff members depending on
the crowd. She moves with ease through the space, her hands almost never still
-- pouring, mixing, wiping, talking.
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C A P I T U L U M

PHYSICAL DETAILS
- Sound of glass clinking against wood and against each other as drinks are set
down

- Smell of spilled ale that's been cleaned but never fully removed, sharp spirits,
and wine

- The mirror reflecting candlelight and firelight, making the space glow

- The weight of the bar counter under your elbows, solid and real
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C A P I T U L U M

NOTABLE FEATURES
- The Mirror Wall: Multiple mirrors of different ages and qualities, creating a
fractured reflection that somehow feels intentional rather than haphazard. You
can watch Eppy work while facing the fire.

- The Glass Collection: Eppy's glasses speak to her character.  She uses the
right glass for the right drink. A casual comment about

"proper glassware" has  made more than one warrior  reconsider their  preju‐

dices.

- The Bottle Collection: Regular patrons recognize certain bottles and know
that those nights, one of Eppy's special drinks is available.

The highest shelves hold treasures: a bottle of spirit from the

Albion  Empire's  royal  distillery,  a  honey  wine  from  Terrassia's  southern
valleys, something amber and ancient with no label that

Eppy will only serve to people she trusts.

C i t y  L o c a t i o n s T H E  E T E R N A L  C O U R T  ·  1 7 9 3

124



C A P I T U L U M

GM NOTES
The bar is  where transactions happen.  Money is  exchanged, deals  are made
quietly, information is bartered. A careful patron can often pick up on

Eppy's mood or the general mood of the city by watching what she's choosing
to serve. During times of tension between the factions, she might emphasize
her neutral drinks -- local brews that neither side can claim. During times of
relative peace, she might proudly serve wines from both empires.

Eppy doesn't eavesdrop, exactly, but she hears everything that happens at her
bar. If player characters want information, she's the best source in the pub, but
she won't simply give it away. Information from

Eppy comes with the unspoken requirement that  it  not damage her careful
neutrality.

The bar is also where Eppy dispenses minor healing and aid. A character with a
wound gets a strong drink and Eppy's attention. A character with a sickness
might be sent to sit by the fire while Eppy prepares something special from her
stores.
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C A P I T U L U M

CONNECTIONS
- The common room stretches south from the bar

- The kitchen is immediately behind the bar, accessible through a door

- A small back corridor behind the bar leads to storage and the cellar stairs
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C A P I T U L U M

THE KITCHEN
Eppy's kitchen is organized chaos in the best way. It's hot from constant use,
with two large stoves and a massive hearth for roasting meat and bread. Every
surface  is  in  use:  a  counter  holds  fresh  vegetables  in  various  states  of
preparation,  another is  dedicated to her  remedies  (bottles  and jars  carefully
labeled in her precise hand), a large cutting board is always ready, and shelves
line the walls from floor to ceiling holding pots, pans, and jars of dried goods.

The  centerpiece  is  Eppy  herself,  moving  through  the  space  with  practiced
efficiency. Even when she's busy, she acknowledges people who enter, though
she doesn't necessarily stop working. The kitchen smells like heaven and home:
bread  baking,  herbs  fresh  and  dried,  stock  simmering  in  a  large  pot,  and
underneath it all, something green and alive that might be from her garden.

A large wooden table in the corner of the kitchen serves as the staff's station --
this is where food is plated for service. Beyond this, the kitchen extends back
further than you'd expect from outside, suggesting the building is deeper than
it appears. At the very back, there's a heavy door that leads down to the cellar.
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C A P I T U L U M

PHYSICAL DETAILS
- Heat, sometimes intense near the stoves

- Sound of chopping, sizzling, the pop and crackle of fire in the hearths

- Smell of cooking food, herbs (both fresh and dried), bread, and something
faintly medicinal

-  The  floor  is  slightly  worn  stone,  regularly  swept  but  marked  with  the
accumulation of flour, herbs, and food scraps that no amount of cleaning fully
removes

- Steam rising from pots, catching the light from the hearths
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C A P I T U L U M

NOTABLE FEATURES
-  The  Remedy  Shelf:  A  specific  shelf,  clearly  separated  from  the  cooking
stores,  holds  bottles  and  jars  that  are  absolutely  Eppy's  magical  work  --
infusions,  tinctures,  salves.  Each  is  labeled  precisely.  A  few  have  warning
symbols scratched into the glass.

- The Main Hearth: A large fireplace with a rotisserie and hooks for hanging
pots. The flames are carefully maintained, and Eppy knows exactly how hot
each section is for different cooking needs.

- The Herb Drying Racks: Bundles of herbs hang from wooden racks suspen‐

ded from the ceiling: rosemary, thyme, sage, oregano, and others that might be
harder to identify at a glance.
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C A P I T U L U M

GM NOTES
The kitchen is Eppy's private domain, and while she's not hostile to visitors,
she makes it clear through her behavior that she prefers to work without too
many interruptions. However, a character who shows genuine interest in her
work or offers to help can gain access and, more importantly, trust. Eppy has
been known to prepare special remedies for her patrons, but these are never
given away lightly -- they represent her effort and her knowledge.

If a player character is particularly injured or ill, Eppy might invite them back
to her kitchen, keep them seated at the staff table, give them something warm
to eat, and explain what she's preparing as she works.

This is a high honor and a sign of genuine care on her part.

The kitchen is where her druid nature shows most openly, though never in an
explicitly magical way. The plants on the shelves shouldn't be thriving in the
winter  cold  of  Kormor  Kirak,  but  they  are.  Her  knowledge  of  herbs  goes
beyond what a normal herbalist should know. Food prepared in her kitchen has
subtle effects beyond normal nourishment -- a stew doesn't just fill your belly,
it settles your nerves. A bread she's made soothes a cough.
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C A P I T U L U M

CONNECTIONS
- The common room lies through the doorway to the north

- The bar is immediately accessible north and west

- The cellar stairs are at the very back

- A back door leads to the stable yard
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C A P I T U L U M

THE HERB GARDEN
Behind Eppy's pub, sheltered by the building itself and a high stone wall that
must be three hundred years old, sits a garden that shouldn't exist. The garden
is roughly forty feet square, its walls covered in climbing vines and creeping
plants. Sunlight hits it for only part of the day, yet the plants seem lush and
healthy even in the depth of winter.

Raised beds of dark soil run in neat rows, each carefully labeled in

Eppy's  hand.  The plants  growing here include common herbs  -- rosemary,
thyme, sage, oregano -- but also things that have no business growing at this
altitude and in this climate.  There's a section dedicated to medicinal plants:
something with silver-backed leaves that no one in the city can identify, small
delicate flowers that smell faintly sweet and metallic, and patches of moss and
fungi that grow nowhere else in Kormor

Kirak.

A stone bench sits in the corner nearest the sun, worn smooth from use.

A  small  fountain  trickles  gently  in  the  center,  water  running  from  a  small
carved  stone  head  and  collecting  in  a  pool  beneath.  The  entire  space  is
enclosed and private -- you can't see into it from outside, and no one can see
you from the pub windows. It's as though Eppy has carved out a pocket of the
natural world and kept it to herself.
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C A P I T U L U M

PHYSICAL DETAILS
- Smell of living green, earth, and growing things, stronger than should be
possible in a mountain city

- The sound of the fountain, soft and constant

- Cool air, even when the rest of the city is cold, and somehow more humid
than the surroundings suggest

- Soft light, diffused by clouds and building shade

- The stone walls holding warmth from the day
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C A P I T U L U M

NOTABLE FEATURES
- The Greenhouse Corner: A small wooden and glass structure, barely large
enough for one person to stand in, tucked against the eastern wall. It extends
the growing season. Inside, more exotic plants grow in potted arrangements.

- The Planted Beds: Each bed is labeled and clearly under Eppy's specific care.
The organization suggests advanced horticultural knowledge. Some beds have
a faint shimmer to the air above them, something barely perceptible.

- The Stone Head Fountain: A carved stone face of indeterminate age, water
trickling from its mouth. The craftsmanship is excellent but the style doesn't
match any known culture. Eppy refuses to explain where it came from.
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C A P I T U L U M

GM NOTES
This is Eppy's true sanctuary, and she doesn't bring many people here.

A character who gains her trust and respect might be invited here to help with
gardening, to learn about the plants, or to recover from wounds or sickness in
its peaceful setting. The presence of plants that shouldn't exist and the subtle
magical properties of the garden should hint at Eppy's deeper connection to
the natural world without ever being explicitly stated.

If a character is severely wounded or magically afflicted, Eppy might take them
here and leave them to rest, the garden slowly working to restore them. It takes
longer than explicit magic might, but it's more stable and more permanent.

The garden might also hold secrets. There might be hidden things here

--  a  locked  box  containing  correspondence,  a  loose  stone  in  the  wall
concealing something precious, a section of plants that are clearly being grown
for  purposes  other  than  cooking  or  casual  healing.  These  are  things  Eppy
keeps private, and discovering them should be difficult and should come with
consequences if Eppy finds out.
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CONNECTIONS
- The garden connects to the pub via a heavy wooden door from the kitchen

- A narrow gate in the western wall opens to an alley that leads to the street

- The back door of the pub opens near the garden entrance
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  PRIVATE
DINING ROOM
Off the eastern wall of the common room, accessed through a heavy wooden
door, sits a room much smaller and more intimate than the main space.

This is Eppy's private dining room, used for meetings, quiet conversations, and
the kind of business that requires privacy. The room is perhaps twenty feet by
fifteen, with a single window overlooking the street, shuttered most of the time
for privacy.

A  long  table  dominates  the  space,  capable  of  seating  perhaps  ten  people
comfortably, made of the same dark wood as the bar. The walls here are wood
paneled  almost  entirely,  and  there's  a  smaller  fireplace  along  one  wall,
currently cold but ready to be lit for guests. Candles in iron sconces provide
light, their flames carefully placed to avoid casting shadows into corners. A few
paintings hang on the walls, pastoral scenes that don't seem to belong to any
known region -- they might be Eppy's personal work or treasures from before
she came to Kormor Kirak.
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C A P I T U L U M

PHYSICAL DETAILS
- Hushed quiet, insulated from the common room's noise

- Cooler than the main room, with a faint smell of old wood and candle wax

- Shadows in the corners despite the candles

- Dust motes visible in the light from the small window
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C A P I T U L U M

NOTABLE FEATURES
- The Table: The centerpiece, scarred in places but clearly valuable and old.
The  wood  has  a  deep  patina  that  suggests  it's  been  used  for  important
conversations for a long time.

- The Shuttered Window: Can be opened or closed, giving the room privacy or
a view of the street depending on need.

- The Small  Fireplace:  Not often used, but available.  Eppy will  light it  for
guests who might need the warmth or the psychological comfort of fire.
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GM NOTES
This is where serious business happens. Eppy rents the room out to people who
need privacy, though she's choosy about her clients. She won't rent it to people
she knows are planning violence or betrayal, and she has a frustrating ability to
know what people are up to based on barely any information.

The party can rent this room if they need somewhere to plan or meet allies.
Eppy charges a modest fee (5-10 gold coins depending on the length of use)
and includes a spread of food. More importantly, this room is neutral ground
in  the  same  way  the  whole  pub  is.  No  violence  occurs  here,  and  Eppy's
protection extends fully to anyone inside it.

Player characters might overhear conversations from people using this room if
they  listen  carefully  at  the  common  room  door.  This  is  often  how  rumors
spread through the pub -- not from the general crowd but from the private
meetings that other patrons catch fragments of.
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CONNECTIONS
- Opens directly into the common room

- The door is solid and soundproof enough for privacy but not so much that a
person pressed against it couldn't hear raised voices

- Food service comes from the bar
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THE  GUEST  ROOMS
(UPSTAIRS)
The second floor of Eppy's is dedicated to guest accommodation. A narrow
hallway runs the length of the building, with five guest rooms opening off it:
three  on  the  western  side  overlooking  the  street,  two  on  the  eastern  side
overlooking the garden and the mountains beyond.  Each room is  small  but
genuinely comfortable, furnished with a bed, a simple wooden chair, a small
table with a pitcher and washbasin, and a window with shutters.

The beds are made with clean linen sheets and proper pillows, a small luxury
that  many  travelers  don't  expect.  There's  no  elaborate  decoration,  but  the
rooms don't feel austere either. A single candle sconce hangs beside each bed,
and  a  small  mirror  hangs  above  the  washstand.  The  walls  are  whitewashed
stone, and the floors are dark wood like the common room below. In winter,
heat rises from the common room fireplace through the floorboards, making
the guest rooms warm and comfortable.
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PHYSICAL DETAILS
- Quiet, with only muffled sounds from below

- Cool air until the fire below reaches full strength

- Faint smell of fresh linen, wood polish, and the ever-present herb scent that
permeates the whole building

- Small, personal spaces that feel managed and cared for
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NOTABLE FEATURES
- The Beds: Well-made, comfortable, and genuinely clean. Many guests sleep
better here than they have in months.

- The Windows: Glass of the same age and tint as the common room, giving a
soft, dreamlike quality to the light. The views are good

-- street view or mountain view depending on which side.

- Simple but Functional: Everything in the rooms serves a purpose.

Nothing is wasted or ostentatious.
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GM NOTES
The guest rooms are where the party will likely sleep during their time in the
city. Each room should feel like a safe haven, a place where they can recover
and rest. Eppy keeps these rooms clean and well-maintained, and she expects
guests to do the same. Rowdy behavior in the rooms results in Eppy's quiet but
firm disapproval, which is somehow worse than any shouting would be.

Nightly cost  is  modest:  2-3  gold per room, breakfast  included.  This  is  well
below market rate for Kormor Kirak, and Eppy clearly doesn't run the rooms
to make money. She runs them to extend her hospitality and to ensure that her
pub is truly a safe haven.

A character who needs to hide or recover in relative safety might be given a
room for free or at  reduced rate,  Eppy's way of helping without making it
obvious. A character who's been seriously wounded might wake to find Eppy
has left remedies on their table while they slept.
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CONNECTIONS
- The hallway connects to the stairs down to the common room

- The stairs also lead up to the third floor where Eppy's quarters are

- The rooms are arranged along a central hallway
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EPPY'S QUARTERS
The third floor of Eppy's is her personal space, and very few people ever see it.
The stairs from the second floor lead up to a small landing that opens into her
private quarters -- a bedroom and a sitting room with a small kitchen of its
own. The space is warm and lived-in, filled with the accumulation of her life in
Kormor Kirak and before.

The sitting room is  lined with  shelves  holding books  on herbalism,  natural
philosophy,  the  history  of  the  Videk  Mountains,  and  other  subjects  that
suggest  a  life  of  learning  and  curiosity.  A  comfortable  chair  sits  beside  a
window that overlooks the garden below, and this is clearly where Eppy spends
her quiet hours. The walls are the same stone as the rest of the building, but
draped with woven blankets in earth tones. The light here is soft, managed by
thick curtains and skylights.

The bedroom is small and simply furnished with a quality bed, a locked chest at
its foot, and a window box overflowing with winter herbs and flowers that defy
the season.  A mirror hangs on one wall,  and a few small  personal  items are
visible -- a brush, a comb, a small jewelry box -- the little things that mark a
space as truly lived in.
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C A P I T U L U M

PHYSICAL DETAILS
- Warmth, both from her personal heating source and from the care taken in
the space

- Smell of herbs, books, and something faintly magical

- The sense of privacy and sanctity

- Quiet that feels deep rather than empty
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C A P I T U L U M

NOTABLE FEATURES
- The Book Collection: A serious library, with many books showing signs of
repeated reading. Notes in margins, bookmarks, careful indexing.

- The Locked Chest:  At the foot of the bed,  clearly important and clearly
secure. Contents unknown, but clearly valuable to her.

- The Window Box: Plants that should not exist thrive here through winter.
The skill required to maintain this is not normal herbalism.
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C A P I T U L U M

GM NOTES
The player characters should never voluntarily visit Eppy's quarters.

This is her private space, and violating it would be a serious breach of trust that
would have lasting consequences. However, a character who is invited here --
perhaps to recover from something serious, or because

Eppy believes they need to know something important about her -- should
understand that this is a profound act of trust on her part.

If a character is discovered snooping in Eppy's quarters, the consequences are
severe. She will ask them to leave the pub entirely, and she will not welcome
them back without a sincere apology and some kind of recompense. For most
campaigns, losing access to Eppy's pub should feel like a serious setback.

The locked chest contains items related to Eppy's past and her druid abilities.
These are hers alone and are not to be discovered by players without specific
narrative justification.
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C A P I T U L U M

CONNECTIONS
- Stairs lead down to the guest room hallway and the second floor

- A small back staircase leads to the kitchen
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C A P I T U L U M

THE CELLAR
The cellar beneath Eppy's is cool and dark, lit by small barred windows near
the ceiling that look out onto the stable yard. The space is divided into two
sections: the first holds the supplies that keep the pub running -- barrels of ale
and casks of wine, large stores of vegetables and preserved goods, sacks of flour
and  salt,  and  the  accumulation  of  foodstuffs  necessary  to  feed  regular
customers and house guests.

The second section, deeper and darker, contains Eppy's more private stores.
This is where she keeps her rarer herbs, her more powerful remedies, and the
ingredients for things that go beyond simple cooking.

The temperature here is cool and constant, perfect for preservation. The walls
sweat  slightly  with  moisture,  and  there's  a  faint  smell  of  earth,  herbs,  and
something older, something that hints at the mountain stone beneath the city.

Storage racks line the walls, everything organized with Eppy's characteristic
precision.  Labels  in  her  careful  hand  mark  contents  and  dates.  Some  jars
contain things with recognizable contents: dried herbs, preserved fruits, salted
meats. Others contain things less identifiable, materials that hint at alchemical
or herbalist practices beyond the merely practical.
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C A P I T U L U M

PHYSICAL DETAILS
- Cool, damp air, dropping noticeably from the floors above

- Sound of silence, the kind that feels deeper in enclosed spaces

- Smell of stored food, preservatives, and earth

- Darkness held back only by a few lanterns and the filtered light from the high
windows

- The floor is stone, worn smooth in the center from foot traffic
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C A P I T U L U M

NOTABLE FEATURES
- The Storage Racks: Organized with military precision, every item has a place
and a label.

- The Barrel Wall: Massive wooden casks, some of them old enough to have
patina, arranged carefully along the western wall.

- The Private Section: A visibly different part of the cellar, reached by a narrow
passageway. The contents here are clearly important to

Eppy.
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C A P I T U L U M

GM NOTES
The cellar  is  not off-limits  to customers,  but it's  not really a  place they go
either. A character who goes down to the cellar -- perhaps sent by Eppy to
fetch  something  --  is  moving  into  her  working  space  and  should  feel  the
weight of trespassing slightly, even if they're explicitly invited.

If a party needs to hide from danger or talk privately away from the common
room, Eppy might allow them to use the cellar.  This is  another sign of her
trust.  The  cellar  feels  safe,  separated  from the  street  and  the  chaos  above,
though  the  darkness  and  the  sense  of  depth  beneath  the  city  can  feel
oppressive to some.

Hidden in the cellar is at least one secret that Eppy keeps from most people.
This might be a stash of money, correspondence from people she knew before
the war,  magical  items she's  created,  or  something else entirely.  This  is  the
GM's decision and should tie to whatever role

Eppy plays in the campaign.
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C A P I T U L U M

CONNECTIONS
- Stairs lead up to the kitchen

- A small door at the back leads out to the stable yard and a drainage system
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C A P I T U L U M

THE STABLE YARD
Behind the pub, accessed through a heavy wooden gate from the garden or
through  the  back  door  of  the  kitchen,  lies  a  small  courtyard  dedicated  to
animal  housing  and  deliveries.  The  space  is  roughly  thirty  feet  square,
flagstones  worn  smooth  from  years  of  cart  traffic.  A  small  stable  along  the
eastern wall  can hold four  horses  or  six  mules  comfortably.  A lean-to shed
along the northern wall stores equipment and firewood. A large covered area in
the center provides shelter for wagons and deliveries.

The yard itself is clean but functional, without pretension. A water trough sits
near  the  stable  entrance,  fed  by  a  small  spring  that  comes  down  from  the
mountains -- water here tastes  better  than anywhere else in Kormor Kirak.
Hooks  and  rings  set  into  the  walls  allow  for  tethering  animals  or  hanging
equipment. A heavy gate in the southern wall opens to an alley that connects to
the main street market.
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C A P I T U L U M

PHYSICAL DETAILS
- Sound of water running, the occasional horse movement

- Smell of hay, animals, and earth

- Open air after the enclosed spaces of the pub

- Cool, with wind able to move freely through the space

- The flagstones are patterned with wear and discolored in places from years of
use
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C A P I T U L U M

NOTABLE FEATURES
- The Spring: Cold, clear water that seems fresher than any other water source
in the city. Local merchants will sometimes bring empty containers to fill here.

- The Stable: Well-maintained, spacious, with good hay and grain available.
Eppy pays for caretaking here from a local stablehand.

- The Back Gate: A way in and out of the pub that doesn't go through the
common room or the street entrance.
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C A P I T U L U M

GM NOTES
The stable yard is functional space, not particularly atmospheric, but it serves
important purposes. It's where the party can keep horses while staying at the
pub. It's where deliveries arrive, providing opportunities for the GM to bring
new NPCs, supplies, or information into the story. It's a way out of the pub
that bypasses the common room, useful if the party needs to slip away quietly.

The back gate is important for plot purposes. It connects the pub to the rest of
the city without forcing characters to move through the main entrance. This
matters for stealth, for meeting allies, for escaping danger.
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C A P I T U L U M

CONNECTIONS
- Opens to the garden through a gate

- Opens to the kitchen through a back door

- Connects to an alley that leads to the main street market
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  FIREPLACE
CORNER
Not a  separate  room but  a  specific  location  within  the  common room,  the
fireplace corner is where the best seats are -- a few tables positioned to catch
the full warmth of the massive fire, private enough to have conversations but
open enough to feel part of the pub's community. This is where regulars claim
their tables, and this is where the party should naturally gravitate on their first
visit.

Three or four wooden chairs cluster near the fire itself, arranged in a semi-
circle facing outward toward the rest of the pub. A low table sits among them,
scarred from years of use but solid and well-made. It's the kind of space where
someone can nurse a drink for hours without feeling like they should leave.
The warmth here is intense, the kind of warmth that drives winter from your
bones and makes you forget what cold feels like.
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C A P I T U L U M

PHYSICAL DETAILS
- Heat that rises in waves, intense near the fire, comfortable a few feet back

- Sound of crackling flames, constantly changing

- Smell of woodsmoke and burning wood

- The light is warm and gold, shifting constantly with the fire

- The stone around the fire is warm to the touch
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C A P I T U L U M

NOTABLE FEATURES
- The Prime Seating: The chairs here are the most comfortable in the pub,
worn into shape by decades of users.

- The Low Table: Scratched and scarred, but perfectly functional.

Drinks and food sit here, conversations happen over it, deals are struck.

- The Heat: The defining feature, the thing that makes this spot special.
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C A P I T U L U M

GM NOTES
The fireplace corner is where the party will want to sit, and Eppy will subtly
help them claim it if the table is available. This becomes their table over the
course of a campaign -- the place they return to between adventures, where
they know the exact temperature of the fire, where they're most comfortable.

Events in the pub often revolve around this area. A musician might play for an
audience clustered nearby. Someone might approach the party here with news.
Conflicts that happen in the pub might begin or end at this table.

Describe the fireplace corner frequently and vividly. Make the party want to be
there. Make them feel the warmth and the comfort.
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C A P I T U L U M

CONNECTIONS
- Completely within the common room

- Close enough to the bar to call for drinks without standing

- Close enough to the kitchen door to smell food being prepared

KEY NPCs
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C A P I T U L U M

EPPY FLINDER
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Role: Proprietor, Healer, Neutral Party

Appearance: A  woman  in  her  late  forties  with  grey-streaked  auburn  hair
usually  tied  back  in  a  practical  braid.  She  has  the  lean,  practical  frame  of
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someone who works for a living, with hands that show calluses from cooking
and gardening. Her eyes are green and sharp, missing very little. She dresses in
simple, quality clothes -- dark trousers, a shirt of good linen, an apron worn
while working. When she leaves the pub, she adds a heavy cloak of forest green.

Manner: Warm but not effusive. Professional. Direct. She says what she means
and expects others to do the same. She has a dry sense of humor that surfaces
occasionally. She listens more than she talks.

Secret

Eppy  is  more  than  a  simple  druid.  Her  connection  to  the  mountains
and  their  magic  runs  deep.  She  came  to  Kormor  Kirak  specifically  to
establish  a  place  of  true  neutrality  in  the  war,  and  she's  invested
years  of  magical  effort  into  maintaining  the  pub's  peaceful  nature.
The  building  itself  might  be  lightly  warded  with  magic  that
discourages violence and encourages calm.

GM Notes

Eppy  is  not  a  quest-giver  in  the  traditional  sense.  She  doesn't  send
the party out on adventures.  But she is  a  source of information, com‐

fort,  and  occasional  help  for  those  who've  earned  her  trust.  She  can
serve  as  a  moral  compass  for  the  party,  her  quiet  disapproval  or  cau‐

tious approval reflecting on their choices. Never allow her to become
a crutch or a solution machine -- she helps but expects her patrons to
solve their own problems.
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C A P I T U L U M

MARCUS  "STEADY
HANDS" VOSS
Role: Head Bartender and General Manager

Appearance: A  stocky  man  in  his  mid-fifties  with  a  weathered  face  and
calloused hands. He has thick, grey-shot dark hair and a scar across his left
cheekbone from an old fight. He moves behind the bar with economical grace,
never wasting a motion.

Manner: Gruff but genuinely good-natured. He has a memory for faces and
drinks -- if you ordered a particular drink once, Marcus remembers.

He gives the impression of someone who's seen a lot and isn't easily shocked.
He has a kind word for regulars and a cold eye for troublemakers.
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Secret

Marcus is a former soldier from the Albion Empire, discharged honor‐

ably  but  carrying  scars  --  physical  and  otherwise  --  from  his  service.
He  came  to  the  pub  looking  for  work  and  found  something  better:  a
place where his  past  didn't define him.  He's  deeply  protective of  Eppy
and the pub's  peace,  and he's  capable  of  handling trouble  in  ways  that
don't involve words.

GM Notes

Marcus is  the second-most important NPC in the pub.  He handles the
day-to-day  operations,  manages  staff,  and  mediates  minor  disputes.
He's  also  a  good  contact  for  the  party  for  practical  information
about the city  and its  underworld.  He knows people  and knows  what's
happening. But he won't betray Eppy's confidence for anything.
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C A P I T U L U M

FENNELLY CROSS
Role: Cook and Kitchen Manager

Appearance: A sharp-featured woman in her early forties with bright red hair
worn loose. She's lean and tall, with burn scars on her forearms from years of
kitchen work. She moves like she's constantly in a hurry, all quick motions and
efficient steps.

Manner: Nervous energy contained in a professional shell. She speaks quickly
and directly,  often  trailing  off mid-sentence  when she  gets  focused  on  her
work. She's proud of her cooking and the food that comes from her kitchen.
She has patience for people who respect the food and very little patience for
those who don't.

Secret

Fennelly  is  a  refugee  from  the  borders  of  the  Kingdom  of  Terrassia,
where  her  village  was  destroyed  during  one  of  the  war's  early  cam‐

paigns. She was the village's baker and healer before that, and Eppy re‐

cognized  something  in  her  when  she  arrived  in  Kormor  Kirak  broken
and lost. Eppy gave her a home and a purpose.

GM Notes

Fennelly  is  approachable  but  not  warm.  She'll  talk  about  food  and
cooking  gladly  but  doesn't  have  much  patience  for  social  niceties.  A
character  who  shows  genuine  interest  in  her  work  can  earn  her  re‐

spect  and  trust.  A  character  who's  rude  about  the  food  will  get  a
sharp response.
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C A P I T U L U M

DAME ELSA KROSS
Role: Regular Patron, Retired Soldier, Information Broker

Appearance: A tall, broad-shouldered woman in her mid-sixties with silver-
white hair cut short and practical. She has the posture and bearing of someone
who spent decades in command. She has a scarred face and only one eye, the
other covered with a patch of dark leather. She usually wears quality clothes of
neutral colors, but you can see the outline of weapons beneath them.

Manner: Formal,  precise,  and dangerously intelligent.  She speaks little but
when  she  speaks,  people  listen.  She  has  a  quiet  authority  that  commands
respect. She's not unkind, but she's not warm either.

Secret

Dame  Kross  was  a  high-ranking  officer  in  the  Albion  Empire's  milit‐

ary.  She  retired  under  unclear  circumstances  and  came  to  Kormor
Kirak,  where  she  now  gathers  information  and  sometimes  offers  it  --
for a price -- to those who can afford it. She has contacts throughout
both the Empire  and the Kingdom.  She's  not evil,  but  she's  pragmatic
to the point of amorality.

GM Notes

Dame Kross is  a  danger in the pub -- not because she'll cause violence
(she respects Eppy's  rules),  but because she's  a  source of dark informa‐

tion  and  connections  to  the  city's  underbelly.  She's  useful  for  plot
purposes  but  should  be  treated  as  genuinely  powerful  and  genuinely
dangerous.  A party that gets  on her wrong side  has  made a  serious  en‐

emy.
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C A P I T U L U M

MENU  AND
SPECIALTIES
The food at Eppy's is simple but exceptionally good, made with high-quality
ingredients and herbs from Eppy's garden. Everything tastes better here than
it  has  any  right  to,  as  though  the  cooking  itself  is  infused  with  care  and
something else, something just slightly magical.
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C A P I T U L U M

COMMON OFFERINGS
- Bread: Heavy, hearty loaves made daily, served warm with butter and herbs.
The bread here is almost a meal in itself.

- Stew: The standard is a mountain stew of root vegetables and whatever meat
is available, seasoned with herbs from the garden.

It's warming and nourishing in a way that goes beyond simple food.

- Meat:  Usually served roasted,  seasoned simply but perfectly,  with roasted
potatoes and vegetables.

- Fish: When available, fresh mountain trout, prepared simply or in a broth.

-  Cheese:  Local  cheeses  from herding communities  outside the city,  served
with bread and fruit.
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C A P I T U L U M

SPECIALTIES
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C A P I T U L U M

HEARTHFIRE STEW
Eppy's signature dish: a thick stew of root vegetables, meat, and beans, heavily
seasoned with rosemary, thyme, and other herbs from her garden. It comes in a
bread bowl, edible when broken up and mixed into the stew. Those who eat it
report feeling warmth spreading through them, muscle soreness easing, minor
wounds  beginning  to  close.  It's  expensive  (8  silver  coins)  but  genuinely
restorative. A character who's been beaten or frozen can recover more quickly
after eating this stew.
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C A P I T U L U M

DEEP  MOUNTAIN
BREAD
A dark, dense bread made with barley and rye, studded with seeds and dried
fruit. It's served warm and tastes somehow both ancient and alive. People come
back for this bread alone. It pairs perfectly with any meal. It keeps for days
without going stale.
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C A P I T U L U M

STARLIGHT WINE
A pale, faintly glowing wine that comes from Eppy's personal stores.

It's rarely available and serves only a few times a year for guests

Eppy considers special. The taste is light and sweet with an undertone of herbs.
Those who drink it report feeling more clear-headed and perceptive for hours
afterward. It's extraordinarily expensive (20 gold coins for a single glass) and
Eppy will only serve it to those she trusts or wishes to honor.
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C A P I T U L U M

HEALER'S TEA
A hot tea of herbs from Eppy's garden, served in a simple clay cup. It tastes
faintly of honey and herbs, warming and slightly sweet. Eppy serves this free to
anyone who comes in looking unwell or hurt. Regular customers swear it settles
upset stomachs, clears mental fog, and helps sleep come naturally.
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C A P I T U L U M

EVENING  ALES  AND
SPIRITS
The bar stocks local ales that vary seasonally, mountain wine that ranges from
rough to surprisingly refined, and several spirits of varying origins and quality.
Eppy has connections throughout the Videk region and occasionally obtains
bottles  of  rarer  spirits.  Nothing  here  is  cheap,  but  nothing  is  poor  quality
either.

RANDOM PUB EVENTS (d8)

Roll on this table when you need something to happen in the pub during a
session, or consult it for inspiration.

1. MUSICIAN'S NIGHT

A traveling bard or local musician arrives at the pub and, if welcomed, sets up
on the platform. The music is genuinely good, and the mood of the pub lifts.
Someone inevitably requests a song, and there might be dancing near the fire.
This  is  a  night  for  social  encounters  and  for  establishing  atmosphere.  A
particular song might remind someone in the party of something important, or
they might meet an interesting patron who approaches them during the music.
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2. HEATED ARGUMENT

Two  regular  patrons  who  normally  get  along  find  themselves  in  a  heated
argument. The argument is about something trivial (whose turn it is to buy the
next round, a dispute over a game of dice) but is escalating toward real anger.
Eppy will intervene before violence erupts, defusing the situation with a word
and fresh drinks, but for a moment the peace of the pub feels fragile.  This
reminds the party that Eppy's neutrality is something she actively maintains,
not something that happens naturally.

3. MYSTERIOUS VISITOR

A hooded figure enters the pub, orders a drink, and sits quietly in a corner,
clearly  waiting  for  someone.  They  don't  draw  attention  deliberately,  but
they're interesting enough that people notice them.

If approached, they're polite but vague. They might be waiting for the party,
or for someone else, or for no one at all. This is a mystery hook

-- investigate further or leave it alone.

4. DELIVERY ARRIVAL

A merchant or tradesperson arrives with a delivery for the pub. The delivery is
normal  (flour,  vegetables,  ale  barrels)  but  it  provides  an  excuse  to  move
characters out to the stable yard or into the kitchen.

The delivery  person might  have  news  from outside  the  city,  or  they might
become a recurrent NPC if the party pays attention to them.
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5. OLD FRIENDS

A regular patron who hasn't been in the pub for a while arrives, and there's
genuine warmth from Eppy and the other regulars. They've been away (travel‐
ing, ill, or handling some personal matter) and they're clearly happy to be back.
Eppy fuses over them, providing special food and a good seat. If the party has
been in the pub long enough to be considered semi-regulars, they might be
briefly acknowledged by both the returning regular and the existing regulars
with the familiarity of community.

6. TENSION BETWEEN FACTIONS

An Albion officer  and a  Terrasian  merchant  both present,  and tension rises
between them. Words are sharp, postures stiffen, and for a moment it seems
like violence might erupt. Eppy steps in firmly and quietly, reminding everyone
of the pub's rules. The moment passes, but it's a stark reminder that the war is
still outside the door, held at bay only by Eppy's strength and rules. The party
might be called on to help mediate, or they might simply observe.

7. QUIET NIGHT

The pub is  unusually quiet.  The fire is  the primary sound. The few patrons
present are quiet and introspective, or wrapped in private conversations. This is
an opportunity for intimate roleplay, for the party to have conversations with
each other or with Eppy, for the establishment to become truly restful. These
nights are valuable for character development and emotional beats.
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8. TAVERN BRAWL

A group of  rowdy off-duty soldiers  or  dock workers  enters  the  pub,  drink
heavily, and start to become destructive. A game of dice turns into accusations
of cheating, and fists are about to fly. Eppy appears, quiet and direct, and bars
the door. "Not here," she says simply. If they try to ignore her, Marcus appears
from behind the bar, and it becomes clear that both of them are more than
capable of stopping the trouble.

The soldiers back down, knowing they're outmatched and also knowing that
any violence in Eppy's will  result  in permanent banishment.  This shows the
party why the pub is truly safe -- Eppy and her staff enforce the rules abso‐

lutely.
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C A P I T U L U M

CAMPAIGN USE
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C A P I T U L U M

EPPY'S  AS  HOME
BASE
The pub functions best when it becomes the party's true home base within the
larger  city.  This  means  establishing  certain  baseline  behaviors  and  expecta‐
tions:

- Ownership of Space: Let the party claim a table or a corner as their own. On
repeat  visits,  describe  the  regulars  acknowledging  their  presence,  the  fire
reaching  just  the  right  temperature  when  they  arrive,  their  favorite  drinks
being partially poured before they order. This creates attachment.

- Eppy's Character: Consistency is key. Eppy should always be warm but not
intrusive, helpful but not controlling, and absolutely committed to the pub's
neutrality and safety. Her consistency becomes a comfort.

- Recovery and Downtime: Make the pub the obvious place to spend down‐

time between adventures. Describe sleeping in the warm guest rooms, eating
Eppy's  food,  recovering  from  wounds.  Let  the  party  enjoy  these  moments
rather than rushing past them.

- Personal Attention: Eppy should occasionally show knowledge of the party's
activities  and  whereabouts  that  comes  from  listening  and  caring,  not  from
spying. "Heard you were dealing with something dangerous up in the passes. I
made extra stew. Eat." This kind of attention deepens investment.
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C A P I T U L U M

INFORMATION  AND
RUMORS
The pub is an ideal place for information to flow, but information should not
come free. The mechanics should work like this:

- Casual Gossip: Anyone in the common room overhears basic information:
news of trade routes, general understanding of city politics, obviously public
knowledge. This flows naturally during the pub experience.

-  Bard's  Tale:  The  musician  or  a  talkative  regular  might  provide  more
interesting rumors -- things heard in passing, speculation, stories of strange
sightings. This costs nothing but the price of a drink and creates atmosphere.

- Marcus's Practical Information: Marcus knows what's happening in the city
in practical  terms.  Where to find certain goods,  which areas are safe,  which
NPCs are trustworthy. He charges modestly (1-2 gold for significant informa‐
tion) or provides it free to the party if they've earned his trust.

- Eppy's Knowledge: Eppy knows more than she lets on, and her information
is genuinely valuable. But she won't simply give it out. She trades information
for information, or she provides it to people she cares about, or she hints at
things trusting the party to draw conclusions. Getting direct information from
Eppy means the party has impressed her.

- Dame Kross's Intelligence: Serious information with serious implications, of
the  type  that  shapes  campaigns.  She  charges  substantially  and always  wants
something  in  return,  whether  coin  or  future  favors.  She  knows  people  and
connections throughout both the
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Empire and Kingdom. She's dangerous but useful.
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C A P I T U L U M

SAFETY  AND
COMPLICATION
The pub is safe, but this safety is not unconditional:

- Eppy's Rules: Violence is not permitted under any circumstances.

Violation of this  rule results  in immediate ejection and potential  permanent
banishment. This gives the party a true safe haven.

- Complications at the Door: While no violence happens inside, complications
can  arise  when  the  party  leaves.  An  enemy  might  wait  outside.  An  ambush
might come at the back gate. The pub itself is safe, but it's not isolated from
the world's dangers.

- Trust and Service: The longer the party stays in the pub, the more

Eppy might ask of them. A party that the pub-keeper cares about might be
asked  to  help  someone,  to  retrieve  something,  to  serve  as  witnesses.  This
complicates their status from customer to something like friend.

- Underworld Attention: As the party becomes known and successful, under‐
world  elements  might  use  the  pub  as  a  place  to  approach  them,  knowing
violence  won't  happen.  This  brings  complications  into  the  safe  space  but
doesn't violate it.

C i t y  L o c a t i o n s T H E  E T E R N A L  C O U R T  ·  1 7 9 3

189



C A P I T U L U M

BUILDING
RELATIONSHIPS
The pub succeeds when the party cares about the people there:

- Regular Interactions: Use NPCs consistently. Have them notice the party,
ask about their activities, develop opinions and relationships. Over time, these
become actual friendships.

- Vulnerability: Allow Eppy and her staff to show vulnerability occasionally. A
moment  when  Eppy  seems  worried,  when  Marcus  mentions  an  old  wound
bothering him, when Fennelly vents about a difficult supplier. This deepens the
relationship from transactional to genuine.

- Small Kindnesses: Have Eppy do small things for the party: prepare their
favorite  meal  when  they  arrive,  leave  remedies  in  their  room,  provide
information that saves them heartache. These aren't required but are given out
of genuine care.

-  Moral  Compass:  Let  Eppy's  quiet  approval  or  disapproval  matter  to  the
party. A character who makes a dark choice might feel Eppy's distant courtesy
the next visit. A character who makes a good choice might receive a genuine
smile and a comment: "That was the right thing. I'm glad it was you who did
it."

By investing in Eppy's pub and its inhabitants, you create a true home base that
the party will want to return to, a place that becomes emotionally important,
and a safe harbor in a world of complications and danger.
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C A P I T U L U M

TERRA SOTTO
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C A P I T U L U M

OVERVIEW
Beneath  the  orderly  streets  and  legitimate  markets  of  Kormor  Kirak  lies  a
second city -- a place of shadow and transaction where goods forbidden by law
change hands, where the desperate and the powerful meet without witnesses,
and where the Zoldakeen criminal element conducts business beyond the reach
of the Red Guard. Terra Sotto is the underworld black market, a network of
chambers  and  passages  that  runs  beneath  the  official  city.  Its  entrances  are
scattered and deliberately obscure -- a hidden door in a basement wine cellar, a
grate that opens onto passages beneath the older quarters, a tunnel entrance
concealed in the foundations of abandoned buildings. Those who know how to
find them move between the world above and the lawless world below. Those
who don't are not meant to know.

The black  market  that  operates  here  deals  in  contraband that  would  bring
execution in the light: poisons and forbidden alchemical substances, weapons
beyond those licensed by the Queen, creatures both mundane and supernatural
captured and held for sale to those with money enough and morals  flexible
enough to own them. Here, too, are the artifacts of the old gods -- cursed
objects, tainted relics, things that should not be disturbed from their rest. The
market operates under its own rules, far harsher than those of the Kereskedo
Market above.  There is  no Merchant Guild here to settle disputes,  no Red
Guard to enforce order. Only the strong survive, and only those with backing
survive in comfort.

The atmosphere of Terra Sotto is one of danger held in careful balance. The
various  traders  and  crime  lords  maintain  a  precarious  peace  because  the
alternative -- open war in the tunnels -- would destroy everyone's interests.
But this peace is thin. Betrayal is always possible. Theft is always punished. The
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air  smells  of  damp  stone,  torch  smoke,  alchemical  residue,  and  fear.  The
darkness here is not the peaceful darkness of night but the suffocating darkness
of underground places where sunlight has never reached.

Navigating Terra Sotto requires both knowledge and protection. Those who
come here alone are marked as prey. Those who come with the backing of a
criminal faction or with sufficient gold to interest a protector might move more
freely. The market has its own prices and its own logic. Here, money buys more
than goods -- it buys the possibility of continued existence.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE DESCENT
Not one location but many -- the hidden entrances that lead from the city
proper into the black market below. Each entrance is different, each connected
to different networks of tunnels and passages, each guarded or monitored by
those who control it. Some are protected by crude locks and bars. Others are
guarded by humans -- enforcers of the crime lords who control the territory.
Still  others are marked only by knowledge: hidden doors that appear to be
simple structural elements or deliberately built false walls.

The passages  themselves  are  claustrophobic  and poorly  lit.  Torches  burn at
intervals, set in iron sconces, but many passages between the major chambers
exist in near-total darkness. The stone underfoot is ancient and worn slick by
water in places. The air is cold and carries the smell of moisture and slow rot.
Rats skitter in the darkness.  Something larger moves in some of the deeper
passages -- whether cave-dwelling creatures or things less natural remains un‐

certain.

Descending  into  Terra  Sotto  is  a  deliberate  crossing  of  a  threshold.  The
moment one steps through a hidden entrance and into the passages beyond,
one has made a choice to leave the Queen's law behind. The Red Guard does
not follow into these depths. No backup comes from above. In the darkness, a
person is  alone with whoever  they've come to meet  and with whatever  else
shares the tunnels.
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GM Notes

The  Descent  is  the  gateway  to  all  that  follows.  A  PC's  first  en‐

counter with these hidden entrances should establish the danger and
illegality  of  what  comes  next.  Finding  a  specific  entrance  requires
either knowledge from contacts or successful investigation.  Using an
entrance  without  the  proper  arrangement  might  result  in  being
trapped  in  passages  or  facing  guards.  The  tunnels  themselves  can  be
used for ambushes,  for getting lost, or for dramatic scenes of descent
into danger.

Connections

Each entrance connects to different sections of the black market be‐

low.  The  Descent's  various  passages  lead  to  The  Night  Market  or  to
other specialized sections depending on which entry point is used.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE NIGHT MARKET
The primary trading floor of Terra Sotto, a vast natural cavern that has been
expanded and opened up by deliberate labor over many years. Torches burn
from tall iron stands arranged around the space, casting uneven light and deep
shadows. The walls are unfinished stone, rough and damp. The floor is packed
earth, worn hard by the passage of feet over decades or centuries. There is no
ceiling -- merely the vast darkness above, where bats and other flying things
move in the heights.

Merchants  operate  here from permanent  or  semi-permanent  stalls  --  crude
wooden structures built against the walls or freestanding in the center of the
space.  Some  merchants  are  stationary,  selling  the  same  goods  in  the  same
locations  session  after  session.  Others  rotate,  moving  their  operations  to
different  locations  as  need  or  danger  demands.  The  goods  on  display  are
whatever Terra Sotto demands: alchemical components, certain poisons (wolfs‐
bane, mandrake, monkshood), weapons that would be illegal in the regulated
markets above, bundles of documents, forged papers, stolen property ready to
be resold. Prices are negotiated fiercely. No coin is refused if the amount is
sufficient.  No  goods  are  guaranteed  --  a  buyer  takes  what  they  get,  and
complaints are addressed through violence or the intercession of crime lord in‐

termediaries.

The crowd here is diverse and dangerous. Thieves and cutthroats rub shoulders
with  desperate  people  seeking  forbidden  medicines  for  sick  relatives.
Merchants  from  the  criminal  organizations  operate  alongside  independent
traders seeking survival in the only place that will have them. Customers range
from  the  city's  underworld  to  visiting  adventurers  seeking  equipment  that
cannot be purchased in light. The protocols of the black market are simple: no
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questions asked, no judgments made, no trust extended. A merchant will sell
poison  to  someone planning assassination.  The  merchant  will  not  warn  the
victim. The victim is not the merchant's concern.

GM Notes

The Night Market is where players encounter the black market's full
range of offerings. It's a place where they can acquire equipment, pois‐
ons,  or  information  that  they  cannot  find  elsewhere.  Encounters
here  should  emphasize  the  moral  complexity  of  participating  in  black
market transactions. The Market is also a gathering place for inform‐

ation about crime in the city and about the larger underworld. Over‐

heard  conversations  can  reveal  plots,  hint  at  larger  conspiracies,  or
suggest  adventure  opportunities.  The  physical  space  --  torches  and
shadows  and  uneven  terrain  --  makes  it  suitable  for  ambushes,  for
surveillance, or for dramatic encounters.

Connections

The  Night  Market  is  the  heart  of  Terra  Sotto.  Most  other  sections
connect  through  it  or  through  passages  that  lead  from  it.  It  is  also
the primary location where newcomers arrive.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE PITS
A lower level of Terra Sotto, a section of carved stone where fighting rings
have been established for both entertainment and profit. Blood has stained the
stone so thoroughly that no amount of cleaning will remove it completely. The
smell of that blood lingers in the air.  Multiple fighting arenas exist here --
rings carved into the stone floor or bordered by crude walls of stacked rock and
timber. Spectators watch from elevated positions, betting on the outcome of
fights between gladiators, mercenaries, and creatures captured and held for en‐

tertainment.

The creatures themselves are held in pens carved into the stone or built from
iron cages. Some are mundane: war dogs, vicious mountain predators, animals
trained for combat. Others are stranger -- creatures that seem to have come
from places other than the natural world, or animals that display behavior and
intelligence  beyond  what  is  normal.  A  few  show  clear  signs  of  magical
enhancement  or  alteration.  All  are  maintained  in  conditions  of  careful
deprivation -- fed enough to keep them alive and fierce but not comfortable. A
creature that has been caged and mistreated for months or years develops a
fury that makes for good entertainment.

The Pits are run by a crime lord known only as The Master, who maintains
absolute authority over this section of Terra Sotto. He arranges fights, collects
bets,  and  ensures  that  disputes  over  wagering  are  settled  quickly  and
permanently. The Master is rarely seen, but his judgment is swift. Those who
cheat at betting in the Pits are not arrested -- they are taken to the fighting
rings and given to one of the creatures as entertainment themselves.
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GM Notes

The Pits serve multiple purposes in a campaign.  They are a place where
characters  can  gather  information  through  overheard  conversations
among spectators. They are a source of creatures that might be escaped
or stolen. They are also a location of moral danger -- characters who
participate in the betting or who watch the fights are participating in
something  cruel.  A  character  might  be  forced  into  the  rings  them‐

selves  if  they  fall  afoul  of  the  Pits'  authorities.  The  Pits  are  also  a
place  where  the  underworld's  power  structure  becomes  visible.  The
strongest  fighters,  the  most  feared  creatures,  the  highest-profile
events -- these draw the city's criminal leadership.

Connections

The  Pits  connect  to  the  Night  Market  through  a  series  of  passages.
The  creature  pens  also  connect  to  holding  areas  where  new  animals
are brought in and processed before being introduced to the rings.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE APOTHECARY
A  chamber  in  Terra  Sotto  dedicated  entirely  to  the  creation  and  sale  of
alchemical substances -- poisons, drugs, and medicines that exist outside the
legal framework. A single alchemist, known only as MOSS (so named for the
green  growth  that  stains  her  skin  and  clothes),  operates  this  space.  She  is
ancient and sharp, her hands stained with chemical burns, her eyes clouded by
exposure to fumes. She speaks little but understands everything.

The Apothecary smells  of  ingredients  both pleasant  and foul:  exotic  herbs,
chemical compounds, the sharp tang of acids and bases. Bottles and vials line
the walls, each labeled in a system known only to Moss. Copper pots and glass
tubes  cover  wooden  tables.  A  small  furnace  burns  constantly,  warming  the
space and distilling substances. Moss works continuously, creating new batches,
experimenting with new compounds, refusing requests that don't interest her.

The products sold here range from poison to medicine with nothing differenti‐
ating  them  except  intent.  Wolfsbane,  properly  applied,  can  kill  or  heal
depending on dosage and use.  Certain mushroom extracts can induce sleep,
madness, or death. Rare herbs imported at great cost can extend life, restore
youth, or destroy the mind. Moss does not judge the purchaser's intentions.
She  sells  to  assassins  and  to  healers.  She  doesn't  differentiate.  The  money
spends the same either way.

Prices are high. Moss has no interest in being approached by the poor. Gold --
real  coin or equivalent value in gems or trade goods -- is  the language she
speaks. Those without sufficient wealth are turned away. Those with wealth but
insufficient courtesy are also turned away. Moss respects competence, honesty,
and the willingness to accept that her prices are final.
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GM Notes

The  Apothecary  is  a  location  where  characters  can  obtain  poisons,
drugs,  or rare alchemical components necessary for their plans or for
crafting  magical  items.  Visiting  Moss  is  an  exercise  in  navigating  the
black  market  without  antagonizing  someone  powerful  enough  to  be
genuinely dangerous.  Moss herself can be an information source if  ap‐

proached  correctly  --  she  hears  everything  that  happens  in  Terra
Sotto, from the mouths of those who come to purchase her wares.  She
is also completely amoral. A player character might face moral weight
in dealing with someone who will happily sell lethal poisons to known
murderers.

Connections

The Apothecary is a separate chamber accessed from the Night Market
through a narrow passage.  Few paths lead to it from other sections of
Terra  Sotto --  it  is  somewhat isolated by  design,  making it  easier  for
Moss to control access.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  VAULT  OF
CURIOSITIES
A chamber  hewn from stone and lined with  shelves  that  contain  objects  of
power and danger -- cursed artifacts, relics of the old gods, magical items of
uncertain provenance and unstable properties, and other objects that should
not exist in the hands of mortals. The air here feels heavier than elsewhere in
Terra Sotto, and characters with any sensitivity to the supernatural should feel
a wrongness, a pressure, a sense that they are in a place where normal rules do
not apply.

The Vault is guarded not by human sentries but by wards and protections set
into  the  stone  itself.  Those  who  touch  certain  objects  without  the  proper
precautions  find  themselves  burned,  paralyzed,  or  marked  by  curses.  The
proprietor -- a woman named KETH who is older than she should be, whose
eyes are sometimes focused on things in the world and sometimes on things no
one  else  can  see  --  maintains  absolute  control  over  access.  She  requires
payment before showing patrons what is available, and she requires additional
payment before items are removed from the Vault. She also requires a promise:
anything purchased  here,  if  it  becomes  a  threat  to  the  stability  of  Kormor
Kirak, she will hunt down and reclaim. She enforces this promise with magic
and with relentless purpose.

The Vault's inventory is not static. Items appear and disappear. Some are sold.
Some are reclaimed by Keth. Some seem to move themselves, as though the
objects within have their own motivations and the Vault is merely temporary
shelter. The objects themselves are often labeled with warning inscriptions, in
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languages both modern and ancient.  Many are clearly dangerous.  A few are
merely strange, their purpose unknown and their safety uncertain.

GM Notes

The Vault is where characters can find powerful magical items, but at
a  cost.  The  items  themselves  are  likely  to  be  dangerous,  unstable,  or
cursed.  Keth  is  not  a  conventional  merchant  --  she  is  a  guardian  of
dangerous  things,  and  she  takes  her  role  seriously.  The  Vault  serves
the  campaign  as  a  source  of  powerful  magical  items  that  come  with
complications  and  drawbacks.  A  character  might  acquire  the  very
thing they  need,  only  to discover that possessing it  has  consequences
they didn't anticipate.  Keth herself is  a  potential long-term NPC --
an  agent  of  some  unknown  force  that  preserves  balance  or  prevents
the  spread  of  uncontrolled  magical  corruption.  She  might  become  an
ally, an antagonist, or simply a constant complication.

Connections

The  Vault  is  accessed  through  a  single  heavy  door  carved  from  black
stone,  located in a  quiet section of the Night Market.  No other pas‐
sages lead to or from it -- Keth deliberately maintains its isolation.
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C A P I T U L U M

GILLIKOI WOODS
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C A P I T U L U M

OVERVIEW
Beyond  the  city  walls,  past  the  Kereskedo  Market's  outer  stalls  and  the
neighborhoods of common workers, the land begins to rise toward mountains.
In the valleys and on the slopes surrounding Kormor Kirak, forests grow --
ancient stands of pine and fir, twisted oaks, and stranger trees whose names
have been forgotten. Gillikoi Woods is the most substantial of these forests, a
place of significant size where the mountain valley's floor is covered in dense
growth, where ancient trees form a canopy that dims the light even at midday,
and where the oldest trees predate human settlement by centuries or millennia.

The woods are known to be dangerous. Things live in them that shouldn't be:
creatures  drawn  by  the  necromantic  activity  that  seems  to  have  infected
Kormor Kirak, things native to the deep forest that actively hunt humans, and
stranger  presences  that  have  no  name  or  clear  nature.  People  disappear  in
Gillikoi Woods with regularity. The Red Guard maintains a presence on the
main trail but does not patrol the deeper sections. Merchants know the routes
and avoid leaving them. Locals speak of the woods with respect and fear in
equal measure.

Yet the woods are also used, deliberately and regularly, by those who wish to
meet  without  being  observed  by  the  city's  various  factions.  A  conversation
between Terrassians and Albions cannot happen in the city without triggering
conflict or at least suspicion. But in Gillikoi Woods, far from witnesses and Red
Guard surveillance, such meetings can occur. The woods are more neutral than
the city. The danger they pose is impersonal -- the woods kill indiscriminately
and do not care about Albion or Terrassian politics. This strange impartiality
makes them more trustworthy than any treaty or agreement made by humans.

C i t y  L o c a t i o n s T H E  E T E R N A L  C O U R T  ·  1 7 9 3

205



The  woods  have  a  quality  of  age  and  awareness.  The  oldest  trees  seem  to
observe those who walk among them. The spacing of the growth, while appear‐
ing random, has a quality of deliberation to it.  Those who spend significant
time in  the  woods  report  a  sense  that  the  forest  itself  is  aware  of  them,  is
judging them, is perhaps deciding whether they are permitted to leave. This
sensation may be imagination or psychological response to genuine danger. It
may also be something more. The woods predate the city. They predate the
current  kingdoms.  They  may  have  their  own  consciousness,  their  own  pur‐
poses, their own awareness of the humans who move through them.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE WARDEN PATH
The only maintained trail through Gillikoi Woods, a path that is cleared and
marked,  making passage relatively safe compared to traveling off-trail.  The
path is perhaps ten to fifteen feet wide in most places, with vegetation cleared
back on both sides. Stone markers at regular intervals indicate the way. The
footing is stable, though muddy in seasons of rain and scattered with roots and
rocks that can trip the unwary.

The Warden Path appears to be maintained by someone or something, though
no  one  has  determined  who.  Trees  that  fall  across  the  path  are  eventually
moved. Significant growth is cleared back. The markers are replaced when they
become too weathered to be useful. Some believe the path is maintained by an
old pact between the city's founders and whatever inhabits the woods. Others
believe the woods themselves maintain the path, for reasons of their own.

Traveling  the  Warden  Path  is  safer  than  leaving  it,  but  safety  is  relative.
Creatures  that  hunt  the  woods  still  approach  the  path,  though  they  seem
reluctant to cross the cleared boundary into the open. On the path, travelers
can move with reasonable speed. Eyes watch from the darkness of the forest on
both  sides,  but  direct  attack  is  uncommon.  The  real  danger  comes  from
stopping, from lingering, from sleeping on the path at night. The woods seem
more aggressive after dark, as though the night gives license to things that are
constrained during daylight.

The path  takes  several  hours  to  walk,  depending on direction and pace.  It
enters the woods near the eastern gate of Kormor Kirak and emerges in the
foothills  on  the  western  side,  in  the  direction  of  the  Hallaset  Fields.  The
elevation gain  is  gradual  but  consistent.  About  midway along the  path,  the
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descent begins. Travelers moving west gain the high ground as they progress,
giving them vantage points of the city and the surrounding valley.

GM Notes

The Warden Path is the safe way through the woods, and parties might
use  it  for  relatively  routine  travel.  However,  the  sense  of  being
watched,  the  markers'  mysterious  maintenance,  and  the  rules  about
travel at night all establish that the woods are not truly safe, merely
safer. The path can be used for straight encounters or for atmospheric
scenes.  A  party  traveling  the  path  might  pass  other  travelers,  might
see  signs  of  things  moving  in  the  woods,  might  hear  sounds  that  they
can't  identify.  They  should  reach  the  destination  without  incident
but with a persistent sense of unease.

Connections

The  Warden  Path  connects  the  eastern  gate  of  Kormor  Kirak  to  the
western  foothills  and  the  Hallaset  Fields  beyond.  Secondary  paths
and  shortcuts  leave  the  main  trail  at  various  points,  leading  to  the
deeper woods.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE HOLLOW
A natural clearing in the forest, perhaps five hundred feet across, where the
dense growth opens suddenly to reveal a roughly circular space. Tall trees ring
the clearing, and the ground within is relatively clear -- grass and moss with
scattered rocks, but few of the bushes and undergrowth that characterize much
of the forest. A spring rises in the clearing's center, creating a small pool of
clear water surrounded by smooth stones. The clearing seems to be deliberately
maintained in its open state, though again, no one admits to doing the main‐

taining.

The Hollow is used regularly for clandestine meetings. Factions that cannot be
seen together in the city meet here. Negotiations occur in the clearing under
the watching eyes of the old trees. Deals are made, agreements reached, and
sometimes  violence  occurs  when  agreements  fall  apart.  The  clearing  has
acquired a reputation as neutral ground -- a place where agreements are more
likely to be honored because all  parties  know the Hollow itself  will  punish
those who break their word. This belief may be superstition. It may also be
earned through long experience.

The water in the spring is clean and cold, safe to drink. Those who drink from
the Hollow's spring report a clarity of thought afterward, a sense of sharpness.
Whether this is genuine effect or placebo remains uncertain. Many who come
to the Hollow for meetings drink from the spring before conducting business.

The  clearing  is  vulnerable  at  night.  The  ring  of  trees  provides  cover  for
observers and for threats. Those who meet here at night do so at increased risk.
During daylight, the clearing feels relatively safe because sight lines are clear
and  escape  routes  exist  in  multiple  directions.  Visibility  and  light  seem  to
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matter to the creatures of the woods -- they are more aggressive in darkness
than in light.

GM Notes

The Hollow is  where significant meetings  occur and where the polit‐

ical tensions of the campaign can be made visible. A party might witness
a  meeting  here,  might  be  hired  to  conduct  surveillance,  might  meet
contacts  in  the  clearing,  or  might  have  the  clearing  become  the  site
of violence when negotiations fail.  The spring can serve as a focus for
scenes of revelation and clarity -- a  character might receive insight,
have  a  vision,  or  simply  feel  that  they  are  thinking  clearly  for  the
first  time  in  the  campaign.  The  sense  of  the  trees  watching,  judging,
adds an extra dimension of pressure to negotiations.

Connections

The Hollow is accessible from the Warden Path through a marked but
less-maintained  side  path.  It  is  also  connected  to  the  Deep  Wood
through narrow trails that are harder to follow.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE DEEP WOOD
The forest beyond the Warden Path and the safer edges of Gillikoi Woods,
where the growth becomes denser, where light barely penetrates the canopy,
where the ground is covered in a thick layer of rotting leaves and fungus, and
where the temperature seems perpetually cold and damp. The Deep Wood is
where the dangerous  things  live.  The creatures  here  are  old and predatory.
Some are  natural  forest  predators:  mountain  cats,  bears,  wolves.  Others  are
stranger -- things that seem to exist partly in the physical world and partly
elsewhere, things that hunt with intelligence and purpose, things that leave no
tracks and kill without warning.

Traveling in the Deep Wood requires strength and experience. The ground is
treacherous. Roots reach out to catch feet. Sudden drops conceal themselves
beneath  leaf  litter.  Streams  running  unseen  beneath  the  forest  floor  can
become sudden sinkholes. The darkness is disorienting. Sounds are muffled by
the density of growth and the thickness of the organic matter underfoot. A
party that ventures into the Deep Wood should feel acutely aware that they are
far  from help  and that  the  forest  is  not  passive  terrain  but  an  active  force
working against their progress.

The Deep Wood also harbors things that are not strictly alive or dead. The
necromantic corruption that has infected Kormor Kirak seems to have spread
to  this  forest.  Spirits  of  the  dead  wander  here.  The  line  between  living
creatures  and undead seems blurred.  Some things  encountered in  the Deep
Wood are clearly monsters. Others are almost but not quite human, as though
whatever animates them is caught between death and life.
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Yet the Deep Wood is also where the old things live -- creatures of genuine
power, entities of the wildness that existed before humans came to this valley.
These things are dangerous and strange, but they are not inherently hostile. A
party that approaches them with respect and understanding might negotiate
rather  than  fight.  These  encounters  are  the  most  valuable  and  the  most
dangerous, because the Deep Wood's oldest inhabitants can offer knowledge,
power, or wards of protection at costs that are not measured in gold.

GM Notes

The  Deep  Wood  is  where  encounters  become  genuinely  dangerous  and
where the atmosphere of the campaign shifts into something more ali‐
en and threatening. Parties should not venture here lightly. Encoun‐

ters in the Deep Wood should emphasize the forest's hostility and the
sense that the party is very small and very fragile in comparison to the
ancient and powerful things  that live here.  The Deep Wood can serve
as  a  location  for  significant  encounters  with  powerful  creatures,
spirits,  or  entities  that  can  reshape  the  campaign.  It  is  also  a  place
where  characters  can  encounter  genuine  difficulty  and  genuine  fail‐

ure  --  not  all  parties  should  survive  an  extended  stay  in  the  Deep
Wood.

Connections

The Deep Wood has no clear paths or marked ways. Navigation requires
skill  or  magical  guidance.  It  connects  to  the  rest  of  Gillikoi  Woods
through difficult terrain and past active dangers.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE CHARCOAL CIRCLE
In a section of the Deep Wood, in a place where several old trees form a natural
ring, the ground is scorched black. The earth here is barren -- no grass grows,
no  moss  covers  the  stone,  no  plants  of  any  kind  take  root.  The  scorching
appears ancient, predating current human habitation. The trees at the circle's
edge are blackened as well, but they continue to live and grow, their trunks
scarred but unbroken.

The Charcoal Circle is the site of old magic, of a ritual or ceremony performed
so  long  ago  that  its  original  purpose  has  been  lost  to  time.  The  current
understanding is  incomplete.  Some believe  the  circle  is  a  place  of  sacrifice.
Others believe it is a place of binding, where something powerful was chained
or  contained.  Still  others  believe  it  is  a  place  of  warding,  where  protective
magic was set to guard the forest or the city beyond.

The ground within the circle is warm to the touch even in winter. The warmth
is not extreme but constant and steady. Plants brought within the circle wilt
and die, though this process is slow -- a plant left in the circle will take hours or
days to perish. Animals clearly dislike the circle and refuse to enter voluntarily.
The human response is more complex. Some people feel calm and safe within
the circle. Others feel a creeping dread and a pressure in the air that makes
breathing difficult. Still others report no particular sensation.

At  night,  the  circle  glows  faintly  with  light  that  seems  to  come  from  the
charred earth itself. The glow is not bright enough to cast shadows or to allow
detailed sight but is  sufficient to mark the circle's presence from a distance.
Those who study the light report patterns to it, as though something beneath
the surface is trying to communicate or trying to be seen.
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GM Notes

The Charcoal Circle is a location of power and mystery. It can serve as
a focal point for ritual scenes, for revelation, or for encounters with
powerful  supernatural  entities.  The  circle's  properties  are  not  fully
understood,  and  a  party  investigating  it  can  uncover  pieces  of  the
city's  history  or  the  forest's  nature.  The  circle  is  also  a  potential
destination  for  deeper  conspiracies  --  someone  may  be  working  to  un‐

derstand  the  circle's  purpose,  to  activate  it,  or  to  break  whatever
protections  it  provides.  The physical  warmth and the impact on plant
life  make  it  a  location  where  players  should  feel  that  they  are
somewhere fundamentally different from the normal world.

Connections

The Charcoal Circle is deep within the Deep Wood and is difficult to
reach  without  guidance  or  extensive  exploration.  It  is  isolated  from
the  more  traveled  sections  of  Gillikoi  Woods  and  is  known  to  only
those  who  have  spent  significant  time  in  the  forest  or  who  have  been
directed there deliberately.
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C A P I T U L U M

ERDO POOLS
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C A P I T U L U M

OVERVIEW
In the Hegy Mountains that  rise above Kormor Kirak,  where the elevation
brings snow even in the warmer months and the air  grows thin, natural  hot
springs emerge from the earth. Water heated by geothermal forces deep below
rises  through channels  in  the stone and emerges  at  multiple  points  along a
narrow valley, creating pools and streams of warm water that flow downslope
until  cooling  and  joining  the  normal  water  cycle.  The  Erdo  Pools  are  a
sanctuary in the harsh mountain environment, a place where the cold and the
elevation's hardship can be temporarily escaped. For the city below, they are a
destination of ritual importance and economic necessity.

The pools  have been known and used for  longer  than the city  has  existed.
Evidence of ancient use -- carved stones, faint inscriptions, the remains of old
structures -- suggests that the pools held significance for whoever inhabited
the valley before Kormor Kirak was built. The current use is more practical and
commercial. The waters have genuine healing properties. Wounds heal faster
when treated in the warm waters.  Illnesses fade more quickly for those who
bathe here. The effect is subtle but consistent. A person might heal naturally
over weeks in the city; those same wounds heal in days in the Erdo Pools.

The pools have also become a place of political importance. In a city where
factions maintain uneasy peace and where open cooperation is impossible, the
Erdo Pools  serve as  a  place of  informal  encounter.  The tradition is  simple:
weapons are left at the entrance. Inside the pool areas, the rules of the city do
not  apply.  Business  can  be  discussed  without  immediate  threat  of  violence.
Private conversations can occur without fear of assassination. It is not perfect
safety -- poison is still possible, as is subterfuge -- but it is better than the city
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proper. Over time, agreements made at the Erdo Pools have held more often
than agreements made anywhere else in Kormor Kirak.

The waters themselves vary in temperature. Some pools are so hot that a person
can  bathe  in  them  only  briefly.  Others  are  merely  warm,  comfortable  for
extended soaking. Still others are cooled by springs of mountain water and are
suitable for swimming. The steam rises from the hottest pools and creates a
strange landscape of mist and vapor, where sight is limited and the world feels
dreamlike. Some swear they have received visions in this steam, though whether
these  are  genuine  supernatural  revelations  or  hallucinations  from  heat
exposure remains debated.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE LOWER POOLS
The pools closest to the city, accessible via a trail  that climbs from Kormor
Kirak but remains relatively easy for those of reasonable fitness. Multiple pools
of varying temperatures fill a broad basin, with natural stone borders and clear
water that shows the pool floors. The Lower Pools are the most visited, hosting
merchants,  nobles,  merchants,  military  officers,  and common folk  who seek
healing or relaxation.

The pools are maintained in a semi-natural state. Small stone structures have
been built around some of them to direct water flow or to create seating areas,
but  the  development  is  minimal.  Attendants  --  local  workers  hired  for  the
season or sometimes on a permanent basis -- keep the main areas clean, check
the  water  quality  for  signs  of  contamination,  and  help  with  basic  services:
massage, assistance for those bathing, provision of towels and simple food. The
attendants are neutral and discreet. They do not report on conversations they
overhear, and they do not discuss the visitors with others.  This discretion is
part of what makes the pools valuable for conducting private business.

The Lower Pools are public in theory, and anyone with coin can use them. In
practice,  the  pools  are  observed  informally  by  rough  social  strata.  Certain
pools are preferred by nobles, certain pools by common workers, certain pools
by merchants conducting business. This separation occurs naturally, reinforced
by tradition rather than by any official rule. A person of low status can bathe in
a noble's pool if they wish, but the social pressure to maintain separation is
generally effective.

The water in the Lower Pools is  warm and clear.  Bathing in it  is  genuinely
pleasant. For those suffering from injuries, illnesses, or the simple exhaustion
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of living in a city, the Lower Pools provide relief. A character spending a night
or a day in the Lower Pools can recover from wounds as though receiving a
week of  normal  rest.  Characters  with  illnesses  find symptoms reduced.  The
effect  is  not  magical  healing,  but  it  is  genuine  recovery  accelerated  by  the
waters' properties.

GM Notes

The Lower Pools  are the most accessible and least dangerous parts  of
Erdo  Pools.  A  party  visiting  here  can  rest,  recover  from  wounds,  and
potentially  conduct  business  or  gather  information  in  a  safe  setting.
NPCs  of  importance  often  use  the  Lower  Pools.  Encounters  here
should have a  different tone from encounters in the city -- less  ten‐

sion, more possibility of genuine conversation, a sense that the normal
rules of Kormor Kirak do not apply in the same way.  The water's  heal‐

ing  properties  can  be  used  to  advance  healing  without  breaking  the
campaign's  timeline,  allowing  parties  to  recover  from  difficult
encounters while still advancing the story.

Connections

The Lower Pools are the primary access point to Erdo Pools from the
city.  Trails  lead  upslope  to  the  Upper  Pools  and  follow  the  water's
flow  downslope  toward  the  city.  The  attendants'  station  is  located
near  the  largest  pool,  providing  basic  services  and  information  about
the pools' use.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE UPPER POOLS
Higher on the mountain, accessible only to those willing to climb beyond the
Lower Pools, the Upper Pools are more secluded and more exclusive. Fewer
people use these pools, and those who do tend to be those seeking genuine
privacy  or  those  with  sufficient  wealth  to  prefer  isolation  to  the  social
navigation of the Lower Pools.

The Upper Pools are hotter than those below, with some pools approaching
temperatures that require slow and careful entry.  The water's  color changes
with  temperature  and  mineral  content  --  some  pools  are  crystalline  clear,
others show faint coloring from minerals dissolved in the water. The scenery
here is more dramatic. The pools are set in a narrower valley with steep slopes
on either side. In winter, snow accumulates in drifts around the pools while
steam rises from the water itself, creating a landscape of contrasts.

A few simple structures exist in the Upper Pools area: shelter buildings where
visitors can rest and warm themselves, storage facilities for the belongings of
those bathing, and a small attendants' station. These structures are more basic
than those at  the Lower Pools.  The Upper Pools  maintain more of  a  wild,
untamed  character.  Use  by  major  political  figures  and  crime  lords  is  more
discreet here. The absence of crowds makes the Upper Pools ideal for meetings
that need to remain private. A faction representative and a rival can meet here,
discuss terms, and part ways without any but a handful of attendants aware that
the meeting occurred.

The  healing  properties  of  the  Upper  Pools  are  equivalent  to  those  of  the
Lower Pools, but the greater heat sometimes creates complications for those
with certain injuries or illnesses. The waters are more likely to produce visions
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or  unusual  states  of  consciousness  --  whether  from  heat  exposure  or  from
genuine supernatural properties is unclear.

GM Notes

The Upper Pools are where significant conversations occur. Important
NPCs will  meet here.  A  party  seeking privacy  for  conducting business
or  having  important  conversations  might  come  here  themselves.  The
increased danger of the climb and the greater isolation make the Up‐

per Pools feel more consequential than the Lower Pools.  Encounters
here should be more significant. The potential for ambush is higher --
the  pools  are  less  traveled,  and  those  who  commit  violence  here  are
less  likely  to  be  observed.  The  visions  reported  by  those  who  bathe
here  extensively  can  be  used  as  plot  devices,  revealing  secrets  or
hinting at larger conspiracies.

Connections

The  Upper  Pools  are  accessed  via  a  steep  trail  from  the  Lower  Pools.
The Steam Caves  lie  further upslope,  accessible from the Upper Pools
area.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE STEAM CAVES
The highest of the accessible pool areas, where the geothermal activity is most
intense and the water temperature highest. Natural caverns have been carved
by the hot water flowing through them over centuries. Inside these caverns, the
air  is  thick with steam so dense that  visibility  extends only a  few feet.  The
temperature approaches dangerous levels -- those inside the caves must move
carefully to avoid scalding. The noise is constant: the roar of heated water, the
hiss of steam, the echoes of sound in the cavern spaces.

The Steam Caves are used rarely and always with significant preparation. Those
entering must  acclimate  to  the  heat  gradually.  Those  who spend time here
report disorientation, hallucinations, and altered states of consciousness. Some
emerge claiming to  have  received visions  of  profound spiritual  significance.
Others simply emerge confused, uncertain of how much time they spent in the
caves, uncertain of what they experienced.

The  caves  are  dangerous  because  visibility  is  nearly  zero  and  the  heat  is
extreme. A person who loses their footing or becomes disoriented could fall
into deeper  pools,  suffer  severe  burns,  or  simply become lost  in  the cavern
passages.  Death  in  the  Steam  Caves  is  not  difficult  to  achieve  accidentally.
Suicide in the caves would be relatively simple to execute if someone had intent
to end their life.

Yet the Steam Caves are also believed to be places of power. Those who need
answers  to  significant  questions  sometimes  venture  into  the  caves  seeking
revelation. Those who need to undergo transformation sometimes come here.
The caves'  reputation for spiritual  significance comes not from any demon‐

strated supernatural effect but from the simple fact that the experience of the
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caves is so extreme that it changes people. Whether the change comes from the
caves  themselves  or  from  the  act  of  willingly  entering  such  danger  and
discomfort remains unclear.

GM Notes

The Steam Caves are a  location for significant personal journeys,  not
for casual visits  or routine encounters.  A character might enter the
caves seeking answers or undertaking a ritual of passage. The game mas‐
ter can use the caves'  sensory disorientation as  a  way to create scenes
of  revelation,  mysticism,  or  personal  transformation.  The  caves  can
also  be  a  location  of  genuine  danger  --  a  party  member  becoming  lost
in the caves, or becoming exposed to the extreme heat, is a real threat.
The caves should be described in terms that emphasize the overwhelm‐

ing  sensory  experience:  the  heat,  the  sound,  the  blinding  steam,  the
disorientation. A scene in the Steam Caves should feel genuinely alien
compared to normal encounters.

Connections

The  Steam  Caves  are  the  highest  point  accessible  to  those  using  the
Erdo Pools. They connect to the Upper Pools via a steep trail that be‐

comes  progressively  more  difficult.  Beyond the  caves  lies  only  higher
mountain  wilderness,  beyond  the  normal  reach  of  those  visiting  the
pools.
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C A P I T U L U M

VISITING  ERDO
POOLS
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  TRADITION  OF
WEAPONS  AT  THE
ENTRANCE
A long-standing custom holds that weapons are left at the entrance to Erdo
Pools when a visitor enters. The custom is not absolute -- no authority forcibly
disarms anyone -- but violating it is considered a serious breach of trust and
decorum. Those who ignore the tradition are remembered and are often asked
to leave by other patrons or by the attendants.

The tradition originated from practical concerns: weapons are slippery when
wet  and  corrosion  from  the  mineral-rich  water  damages  metal  over  time.
Leaving weapons at the entrance also prevents spontaneous violence. But the
tradition has taken on symbolic significance. Arriving at the pools weaponless
creates  a  vulnerability  and  a  state  of  trust.  Those  who  leave  their  weapons
behind are making a statement: "I trust the place and the people here not to do
me harm in the direct, physical sense."

This  does  not  make  Erdo  Pools  absolutely  safe.  Poison  remains  possible.
Magical  attack  is  possible.  Kidnapping  could  occur.  But  the  tradition  does
prevent the kind of open violence that characterizes the city below. Factions
can encounter each other without immediate escalation to bloodshed.
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GM Notes

The  weapons-at-the-entrance  tradition  is  an  important  part  of  what
makes Erdo Pools different from the city below. It should affect how
scenes  in  the  pools  play  out.  Characters  who  have  entered  the  pools
without their weapons are more vulnerable to certain kinds of threat
and more dependent on negotiation or magical means of  defense.  A vi‐
olation  of  the  tradition  --  someone  bringing  weapons  into  the  pool
areas -- signals that they intend to break the pools' peace and is a sig‐

nificant  event.  Attackers  who  violate  the  tradition  to  strike  at
someone  bathing  are  particularly  despised  and  are  likely  to  face
consequences from other pool users.
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  HEALING
PROPERTIES
The waters  of Erdo Pools  contain minerals  and heat that  accelerate natural
healing.  The effect  is  consistent  but  subtle.  Characters  spending a  night  or
more in the pools heal faster than they would in normal circumstances.  For
game purposes:

- A character with wounds receives the benefit of a week of rest for each day
spent in the Lower or Upper Pools.

- A character suffering from an illness has advantage on saving throws against
disease and reduces the duration of the illness by half.

- A character recovering from a poison or toxin that deals damage over time
finds that damage reduced by half.

- Permanent conditions and serious magical injuries are not healed by the pools
alone, but they may be somewhat ameliorated.

The healing works only if the character actually spends time bathing in the
pools. A character who visits the pools and conducts business without bathing
receives no benefit.  The waters  must touch the injury,  and the person must
remain in the water for significant time. Extended soaking (multiple hours at a
time, across multiple days) produces the greatest effect.

The Upper Pools provide marginally better healing than the Lower Pools. The
Steam Caves do not provide healing benefits comparable to those of the pools
themselves, though those who enter the caves and survive the experience often
report feeling spiritually and sometimes physically renewed.
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GM Notes

The healing properties should be used to manage the campaign's pacing
and  to  allow  for  recovery  without  trivializing  combat  encounters.
Characters who retreat to Erdo Pools for recovery are safe from most
threats but also out of play for several days. This can advance the cam‐

paign  timeline  while  giving  the  game  master  time  to  prepare  new  en‐

counters. The pools can also be used as a periodic rest location for the
party,  a  place  where  they  return  between  adventures  to  recover  and
prepare.
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C A P I T U L U M

ERDO POOLS RUMORS
AND ENCOUNTERS
The pools are places where information flows. Neutral meeting ground allows
conversations  to  happen  that  would  be  impossible  in  the  city.  Characters
lingering in the pools can overhear:

- Whispers about a spy within one of the embassies.

- Rumors of a creature in the Deep Wood that feeds on the city's dead.

-  Talk  of  a  secret  negotiation  between  Albion  and  Terrassia,  mediated  by
Queen Kiraline.

- Discussion among merchants of a trade route change that might affect prices.

-  Concern  from  Red  Guard  officers  about  something  happening  in  the
underground areas of the city.

Additionally:

- A character with the right skills and contacts can arrange a discreet meeting
with an NPC at Erdo Pools.

- A character might stumble upon a meeting happening in the Upper Pools,
overhearing important information.

- Someone poisoned or magically infected might be found in the pools, either
as a victim to be rescued or as a mystery to be solved.
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C A P I T U L U M

APPENDIX  A:  NPC
QUICK REFERENCE BY
LOCATION
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C A P I T U L U M

THE  ALBION
EMBASSY

Ambassador  Barron  Whitehallow  --  The  secret  leader  of  the  Lich  Cult's
current conspiracy,  ostensibly working for peace while secretly planning his
ascension to lichdom. Found in the Ambassador's Office during morning hours
or in the Diplomatic Salon for formal meetings.

Lord  Wooster  --  The  apparently  bumbling  but  actually  astute  diplomat,
stationed in his cluttered quarters on the second floor. A source of gossip and
casual information.
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Missus Crane -- The efficient Embassy secretary controlling access to White‐
hallow's calendar. Located at the desk in the Reception Hall during business
hours.

Jack  Winbow --  Barron's  operative,  publicly  posing  as  a  stable  hand while
quietly protecting Olivia and tracking the city's dangers. Based near the stables
and service quarters.

Monsieur Pierre -- The proud Albion chef managing the kitchens. A gossip
who speaks more freely with those who show interest in cuisine.
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KERESKEDO MARKET

Rozito Vallikozo -- The market master appointed by Queen Kiraline. Found
moving  through  the  market  or  conducting  business  in  his  private  office.
Manages both legitimate commerce and the shadow economy.

Market Ruffians -- Petty criminals and hired muscle operating in pairs or small
groups.  Found throughout the market,  particularly in alleys and less-visited
sections.
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THE BASTION INN
Eppy Flinder -- The proprietor of the inn, a woman who has lived through the
Century War and remembers much. Located behind the bar or in her private
room overseeing the inn's operations.
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TORONY  PIROS  (THE
CASTLE)
Queen Kiraline Veresz Eroszakos -- The vampire ruler of Kormor Kirak and
supreme authority within the castle. Found in her private chambers, the throne
room, or on the castle balcony overlooking the city.

Princess Szeret -- The Queen's daughter, a shapeshifter who wears borrowed
faces.  Maintains  a  bedroom  in  the  upper  castle,  often  observing  the  city
through her telescope.

Red Guard Captain -- Commands the gate and main approaches. A different
captain stationed at each major entrance.

Red Guard  Soldiers  --  Patrol  throughout  the  castle  in  squads,  enforce  the
Queen's law, and maintain order.

Castle Servants -- Numerous attendants maintaining the castle's operations,
located  throughout  but  particularly  in  the  servants'  quarters,  kitchens,  and
administrative areas.
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TERRA  SOTTO
(UNDERGROUND CITY)
The inhabitants of Terra Sotto are less clearly defined but include outcasts,
those  hiding  from  the  Queen's  law,  and  creatures  that  prefer  darkness.
Encounters here are unpredictable and potentially dangerous.
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GILLIKOI WOODS
Forest dwellers, creatures that prefer isolation from the city proper, and those
conducting business  that  must  remain secret  from authority.  Specific NPCs
depend on the campaign's needs.
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C A P I T U L U M

ERDO POOLS
Attendants -- Pool workers maintaining facilities and ensuring the weapons-
at-the-entrance tradition is observed. Discreet and professional, they observe
all but report nothing.
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MARKETPLACE  AND
MERCHANT QUARTER
Merchants and traders from both Albion and Terrassia,  conducting business
under the watchful eyes of Rozito's agents and the Red Guard. Specific NPCs
emerge based on party interaction and campaign needs.
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C A P I T U L U M

APPENDIX  B:
RANDOM  CITY
ENCOUNTERS
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C A P I T U L U M

DAYTIME  MARKET
ENCOUNTERS (D8)
1. A Kereskedo Market Ruffian attempts to pickpocket a party member in the
press of the crowd, only to be intercepted before the theft succeeds. This could
lead  to  confrontation,  negotiation,  or  pursuit  depending  on  the  party's
choices.

2. A merchant selling suspicious "remedies" approaches the party, claiming to
have  cure-alls  and  protective  charms.  The  remedies  are  either  useless  or
actively harmful, but they're being sold with a smooth pitch that requires actual
investigation to expose.

3. A Red Guard patrol passes through the market conducting what they claim is
a  routine  inspection  but  is  actually  searching  for  specific  contraband  or
fugitives. The guards question merchants and may question the party if they
seem suspicious.

4. A fight erupts between two merchant houses over a trade dispute or debt.
Chaos ensues, goods are knocked over, and the party must navigate the mess or
become embroiled in the conflict.

5. A traveling performer -- acrobat, musician, or storyteller -- draws a crowd in
a central  market location.  The performance is  genuinely entertaining, but a
cutpurse works the crowd, and the party may notice something amiss.

6. A city official appears to conduct a surprise inspection of market stalls, asking
pointed questions about inventory, taxes, and licensing. Some merchants seem
nervous, suggesting corruption or illegal activity is occurring.
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7. A half-starved street child attempts to beg from the party, and in doing so,
mentions that "the shadow-people are buying bodies in Terra Sotto." This is a
plot hook disguised as an encounter.

8. A cloaked figure approaches the party with a proposition: intelligence about
another faction or access to a location, provided they're willing to perform a
small service. The offer is too good to be true, and there are hidden costs.
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NIGHTTIME  STREET
ENCOUNTERS (D8)
1. A group of 2d4 Kereskedo Market Ruffians conducting a protection racket
on a local business owner. They attempt to extort payment and may pursue the
party if they intervene.

2. Two Red Guard soldiers on patrol challenge the party and demand to know
their business. The guards are professional but suspicious of anyone moving
through the streets after dark.

3. A figure in the shadows calls out to the party, offering to guide them to an
illegal establishment or procure forbidden goods. The figure is either a con
artist or a genuine criminal attempting to recruit them.

4.  Screaming  from  a  nearby  building  draws  attention.  A  person  is  being
attacked by an unknown assailant,  possibly vampire spawn or a  hired killer.
Rescue is possible but dangerous.

5. An Automatic Assassin stalks across rooftops in the distance, its mechanical
joints  creaking  audibly  in  the  silence  of  night.  The  party  may  pursue,
investigate, or hide depending on their inclinations.

6. A drunk is being robbed by a gang of ruffians in an alley. Intervention leads
to combat or negotiation; ignoring the situation allows the robbery to proceed.

7. A mysterious figure drops a package near the party and vanishes into the
darkness. Inside the package is something of value or importance -- a weapon,
documents,  or  evidence of  criminal  activity.  It's  unclear  if  the  package was
meant for the party or if they've just picked up something dangerous.
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8.  The bells  of Torony Piros ring in an unusual pattern at an unusual hour,
causing the citizens of Kormor Kirak to pause and look toward the castle. The
bells signal something significant has occurred, and citizens begin gathering in
the streets to discuss what it might be.
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C A P I T U L U M

TERRA  SOTTO
ENCOUNTERS (D8)
1. A Vampire Spawn guards a passage, perhaps wearing the face of someone the
party  knew.  Combat  or  negotiation is  necessary  to  pass,  and the emotional
weight of facing a former acquaintance adds depth.

2.  Underground  merchants  operate  a  black  market.  Goods  include  illegal
weapons,  poisons,  and forbidden knowledge.  The merchants  themselves  are
well-organized and protected by hired muscle.

3. A Lich Cult ritual is occurring in a hidden chamber. The party stumbles upon
it accidentally or deliberately pursues it. Magical power is visible, bodies are
arranged in patterns, and the purpose is clearly necromantic in nature.

4. A lost soul -- someone who fled underground to escape the law or supernat‐
ural predators -- approaches the party for help. The person has information
but is also traumatized and may be unreliable.

5.  Natural hazards become apparent: unstable tunnels,  flooding from under‐
ground  streams,  or  areas  where  the  air  itself  seems  toxic.  Surviving  these
hazards requires skill checks and careful navigation.

6. Strange creatures native to Terra Sotto -- bioluminescent fungi, blind cave
fish adapted to somehow live in air, or creatures that seem to have evolved in
underground darkness -- become visible. These are not necessarily hostile but
are eerie.
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7. A faction hideout or base of operations is discovered. It may belong to the
Lich Cult, to criminal organizations, or to other powers operating beneath the
city. The discovery could be accidental or the result of careful investigation.

8.  The  party  finds  evidence  of  Barron's  operations:  ritual  remains,  sacrifice
sites, or necromantic working stones. This discovery provides plot information
but also suggests that his influence extends deep into the city's hidden places.
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C A P I T U L U M

APPENDIX  C:  TRADE
GOODS AND PRICES
Prices are listed in silver and gold coins,  representing generic currency that
works  with  any  TTRPG  system.  1  gold  coin  =  10  silver  coins.  Prices  are
approximate and subject to haggling, market conditions, and the merchant's
assessment of the customer.
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C A P I T U L U M

FOOD AND DRINK
- Bread (loaf ): 2 silver

- Meat (cut of flesh for a meal): 5 -- 10 silver

- Ale or beer (mug): 1 silver

- Wine (cup, common): 3 silver

- Wine (cup, fine Albion vintage): 1 gold

- Meal at an inn (simple): 3 silver

- Meal at an inn (well-prepared): 1 gold

- Exotic spices (per measure): 1 -- 3 gold
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C A P I T U L U M

LODGING
- Dormitory bed (shared room, per night): 5 silver

- Private room at common inn (per night): 2 gold

- Private room at fine establishment (per night): 5 gold

- Luxury suite (per night): 15 gold or more
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C A P I T U L U M

TRANSPORTATION
- Hire a cart for short distance: 5 silver

- Hire a cart for full day's travel: 2 gold

- Hire a carriage with driver (per hour): 5 silver

- Hire a carriage with driver (full day): 3 gold

- Stable horse (per night): 2 silver

- Purchase of riding horse: 30 -- 50 gold
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C A P I T U L U M

INFORMATION
- Basic rumor from tavern gossip: free to 2 silver

- Specific information about a location: 5 -- 10 silver

- Intelligence about an NPC: 1 -- 3 gold

- Access to restricted information: 5 -- 10 gold

- Maps or documentation: 2 -- 5 gold
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C A P I T U L U M

CONTRABAND  AND
ILLEGAL GOODS
- Stolen goods (per item, variable): 25 -- 75% market price

- Poisons (per vial): 5 -- 20 gold

- Forged documents: 10 -- 30 gold

- Forbidden texts or grimoires: 20 -- 100 gold

- Black market weapons: 1.5 -- 2 times normal price
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C A P I T U L U M

BRIBES
- Guard (minor): 5 -- 10 gold

- Guard (sergeant or officer): 20 -- 50 gold

- Official (low rank): 10 -- 30 gold

- Official (high rank): 50 -- 200 gold

- Red Guard (especially difficult): 100 gold or higher

- Information from paid informant (per piece): 5 -- 20 gold
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C A P I T U L U M

CREDITS AND LEGAL
Created by Jesse Alexander

Based on The screenplay The Eternal Court by Jesse Alexander

This City Locations Guide is designed for use with tabletop roleplaying games
and can be adapted to a wide range of systems, including Dungeons & Dragons
5E and Daggerheart.

This  work  is  presented  in  accordance  with  the  Open  Game  License.  The
mechanical elements and references to game systems are provided under the
terms of the OGL and may be used in accordance with that license's provisions.
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