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Verrekrith
Medium elemental 
humanoid (demon)

Level 4 controller
 XP 175

Initiative +6	 Senses Perception +7; low-light vision
Stench of Decay aura 1; living enemies in the area 
take –5 penalty to attack rolls.
HP 52; Bloodied 26
AC 18; Fortitude 16, Reflex 17, Will 16
Immune disease
Resist 5 variable (1/encounter)
Speed 6
M Claw (standard; at-will)
+9 vs. AC; 1d8+4 damage.
Sting (standard; at will) è Poison
+8 vs. Fort; 1d4+4, and the target takes ongoing 5 
poison damage and is immobilized (save ends both).
r Concussive Drone (standard; recharge 4, 5, or 
6) è Thunder
Ranged 10; +8 vs. Reflex; 3d6+4 thunder damage, 
and the target is pushed back 1 square.
c Dominate Vermin (standard; encounter) è 
Charm
Close burst 10; targets rats, spiders, scorpions, 
and insects; +10 vs. Will; the target is dominated, 
and only the death of the verrekrith can end this 
domination.
Alignment Chaotic Evil        Languages Abyssal, 

telepathy 10  
Str 15 (+4) 	 Dex 18 (+6) 	 Wis 11 (+2)
Con 13 (+3) 	 Int 9 (+1) 	 Cha 15 (+4)

Area 1-3 – The Way Down: The entrance to the 
tower dormitory is a simple trapdoor. However, 
Kuzgug has concealed it by gluing leaves, dirt, and 
other debris on top of it, so that when the door is 
closed, it blends in with the rest of the mess that fills 
the ruins. It takes a Perception DC 15 check to find 
the concealed door. Once the door is found, the he-
roes will have to get it open. There is no lock, only 
a bolt that latches the door shut from the other side. 
However, the bolt is old and rusty, and will snap if 
sufficient force is applied to pull open the trapdoor 
(Strength check DC 15).

Once the PCs have the door open, read or para-
phrase the following:

The trapdoor opens with a thin, metallic snap, reveal-
ing a shadow-filled aperture and a set of stone stairs de-
scending into darkness. The thick, cloying smell of animal 
musk drifts up from the open trapdoor, and again, fear 
grips you with icy strength – you are sure that terrible 
evil lies below.

Numeshay often had up to four apprentices 
training under him at any one time. These young 
mages lived in an area specially prepared for them 
beneath the tower: a dormitory of sorts, complete 
with a living area, a library, and an arcane workshop. 
It was here, that Hadrajhast opened the planar fis-
sure to the Abyss, hoping to use it as a tool to quickly 
achieve the power he craved. 

After the hezrou stepped through the fissure, the 
foolish Hadrajhast was the first to fall beneath the 
fiend’s claws, followed by his fellow apprentices. The 
demon and his dretches dispatched the novice mages 
so quickly that very little damage was done to the 
dormitory, and for the most part, it remains in good 
condition, despite the passage of time.

There is no light in the dormitory except in the ar-
cane workshop, where the planar fissure illuminates the 
entire chamber in an unhealthy red glow. The ceilings 
in the dormitory are 10 feet high, and the hallways are 
10 feet wide. The walls are made of worked stone, and 
the doors are solid wood with good locks. 

Also, the dormitory is saturated in Abyssal energy 
from the planar fissure. For all intents and purposes, the 
fissure acts as a wide-reaching Font of Power (see the 
DMG), granting a +5 bonus to damage from any attack 
with the fire keyword that is used within the dormitory. 

Masonry Wall: Strength DC 35 to break.
Good Wooden Door: Strength DC 18 to break 

when door is stuck; if locked, increase DC to 20. 
Area 2-1 – The Larder (EL 2): Read or para-

phrase the following to the players: 
As you descend the stone steps into darkness, the musky 

smell of beast intensifies, as if you had suddenly entered 
the lair of a large animal. However, there is another 
scent, a terrible odor that in your short adventuring ca-
reer you have mercifully avoided: death – old and rotting 
death, to be exact.  

At the bottom of the stairs, you find yourselves in a large 
stone chamber, with neatly fitted walls of masonry blocks 
and a wide hallway heading north into further darkness. 
Old barrels, crates, bags, and other storage devices line the 
walls, some of which have disgorged their contents – a col-
lection of rancid cheeses, moldy grain, and dried meat now 
gray and foul with age. This was obviously a larder for 
those who once occupied the tower. And while the ancient 
foodstuffs are no longer usable, the room retains its former 
purpose, but in a much more ghoulish fashion. 

You count four naked human corpses, in varying states 
of decay, lying on moldy burlap sacks in the center of the 
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room. The corpses are missing large chunks from various 
part of their anatomy, primarily in the “meatier” areas of 
the buttocks and upper legs. 

Suddenly, through the darkness, you hear a low hissing 
and the ominous scraping of taloned feet on the stone floor. 

Kuzgug and his allies have developed a taste for 
the flesh of men, and the corpses of their victims are 
brought back to “season” for a day or two before con-
sumption. The four corpses currently in the room are 
those of a small merchant party that had been on its 
way to trading cities in the north. All are male, and 
consist of two merchants and their two hired guards. 
The cause of death is fairly easy to ascertain, in spite 
of the terrible wounds inflicted post mortem. The 
throats of all four corpses have been savagely ripped 
out, the work of the abattoir wolves above.  

Development: Numeshay had kept a spitting 
drake and a group of specially trained needlefang 
drakes, and he gave his apprentices the task of tak-
ing care of the creatures. When the hezrou first ar-
rived, it ignored the drakes, opting to find and kill 
any spellcasters first. Kuzgug waited until the drakes 
were weak with hunger, then he drove them into this 
room. Not only does he feel that they would prove an 
obstacle for any intruders, but he delights in watch-
ing the slow degradation of these once-proud crea-

tures. Over the years, he has trained them to cower 
in his presence, and he has starved them to the point 
where they have become little more than ravenous 
beasts, eager to please him for scraps of food. Now 
the drakes act as a convenient disposal unit, greedily 
devouring the offal left by Kuzgug and his allies after 
they’ve eaten their fill from a particular victim. 

Tactics: The needlefang drake swarms attack the 
moment the heroes set foot in the larder, rushing for-
ward to attack the nearest target. They make no at-
tempt to hide, so if the heroes have a light source or 
a member with darkvision, they may see the drakes 
from the top of the stairs. The spitting drake, mean-
while, has kept to the shadows of the ceiling, fear-
ing for its own life if it gets too close to its hungry 
needlefang cousins. On the second round of combat, 
it flies down and strikes at the adventurer who ap-
pears least armored. The savage drakes are mad with 
hunger and will fight to the death. 

Treasure: The mundane food in the larder is 
spoiled, and anyone who actually attempts to eat any 
of it becomes violently ill. However, some of the equip-
ment carried by the merchants and their guards has 
been piled in the northeast corner of the room. Kuzgug 
has already removed any items of obvious value, such as 
gold, gems, or magical items, but he left the armor and 




