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By Mark Graydon 

 
This is a company of evil NPCs that prowl the Land of the Mists. The DM is free to use it as a new 
kind of threat against his PCs (especially overconfident PCs�) 
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Male Human Mage, Chaotic Neutral. 
 
Armor Class: 10 
Movement: 12 
Hit Dice: 13 
Hit Points: 51 
THAC0: 16 
No. of Attacks: 1 
Damage: 1d6 
Special Attacks: Spells 
Special Defenses: Spells 
Magic Resistance: Nil 
 
Str: 9 
Dex: 14 
Con: 16 
Int: 17 
Wis: 12 
Cha: 11 
Com:* 10/6 
 
* His comeliness before the dash is when he is first met, and the number after the slash is 
when he changes.  
 
Appearance: 
 
 The Gatekeeper is a wandering mage of mystery.  He was originally came from the domain 
of Mordent, but has wandered (and changed) much since that time.   
 When first met, the gatekeeper appears as a greasy looking man in a dark blue robe.  He 
carries a staff, and nothing else.  He has an unshaven face, and long strands of unclean hair fall 
down in front of him. 
 After awhile, his face will have changed.  This change is very gradual, and should only be 
mentioned when the changes become drastic from what he was.   
 At the end of the change, his hair will be gone, and his skin will have changed to a dark 
blue.  His eyes will glow a bright green, with tinges of red around the edges.  His robe will also 
have changed to a dark black. 
 This change is because he has failed a powers check. 
 
Background: 
 
 Originally, the Gatekeeper went by the name of Will Fromach.  He was curious lad, and 
when a group of adventurers, led by the famed Dr. 
Rudolph Van Richten came to Mordentshire, the lad was the first one out to meet them.  



He scrutinized all the people, and finally, found himself fascinated with one member of the group, a 
mage by the name of Donavus.  For his part, Donavus saw a raw talent for wizardry in the boy, and 
began to train him while he was in thw town.  But, all too soon, Donavus was called to leave the 
town with his companions.  After saying a short farewell, he gave the boy a book.  It was a book 
that he had had when he was a young child.  It basically taught the rudiments of magic, without 
including any spells. 
 Will studied the book day in and day out.  When he finished reading it, he read it again.  
His parents were concenered that this would turn into an obsession for the lad.  But, Will saw this 
and took up other hobbies (namely gaming) and averted his parent’s suspiscions.  But he still 
studied. 
 Eventually, Will’s parents died, and he was left to himself.  By this time, Will was a young 
man, and he took up residence in the house, and was almost relieved to be able to study out in the 
open.  It was at this time that Will also started to experiment.  He never was cruel, but in his mind, 
he didn’t care if an experiment came out better or worse than it had before he caught it.  This 
attitude would carry over and follow him for quite some time to come. 
 Eventually Will struck out into the world.  He sought a mage to learn from.  He had few 
spells at his disposal, and the ones he had he had created himself.  Thus, he struck out north, and 
entered into Dementlieu.  From there history loses track of the Gatekeeper.  Until that fateful day 
however... 
 Will was travelling in an unamed land.  (Purposefully kept blank so that DM can insert 
wherever he wishes.)  He was walking through a trackless wood, and came upon a temple.  By this 
time, Will had learned magic, and was only seeking more.  Upon entering the temple, he saw 
before him, a great gate.  It was ebony, and had horrid carvings upon it.  Beyond the wrought-iron 
portal, he could see an altar, and some red liquid, blood.  Hanging over the blood was a shinging 
sphere.  Through the sphere, Will could see a pleasant country side with livestock, and sunshine.  
The place was covered in dust, and there were no footprints save his own, yet the blood on the altar 
was fresh.  Clearly, there must be great magic at work here, mused Will, and he walked boldly 
forward.   
 When Will touched the portal, a blinding flash exploded before him, and he was blinded.  
When he could see again, he saw a a robed and hooded figure before him.  It held out a hand that 
was merely skeletal and motioned him to go back.  Will however, thought that this was merely a 
skeleton, an easily enough creature to be defeated.  As such, he backed away, and launched a 
blinding fireball at the abomination.  When the ball struck, the creature fell in a heap.  Satisfied, 
the Gatekeeper strode forward, but stopped when the blackened skull on the floor spoke to him.   
 "Fool!" it said.  "Was my warning not clear enough?  My form not hideous enough?  Now 
you are doomed to become the Gatekeeper for all eternity!  Your body will wither, but still you 
will guard!  Oh!  Pity!  
PITY!" 
 With this, the skull shattered, and Will knew no more. 
 The Gatekeeper that was Will, for the only thing left of the lad was his talent for magic and 
his body, stood guard over the rest of time.  
He was cursed.  He had to guard the portal till he was beaten in some manner of game.  The type 
did not matter, for the curse gave the Gatekeeper a great understanding of all types of games.  
Thus, it was almost impossible for him to lose.  If he does lose, then he is freed.  
Hoever, the Gatekeeper would not go through the gate.  He knows that it is a portal out of 
Ravenloft, and that there is less darkness in that other land to hide himself in.  Thus, he would 
leave after chuckling at the victim, and strike off on his own.  Also, the Gatekeeper cannot 
intentionally lose a game.  When he starts, he is compulsed to play his best.  Also, the Gate will 
allow him to leave it for the purposes of collecting debts in games, but that is all. 
 In the years since his curse, others have stumbled upon the place.  



Some have been simple people, some have been adventurers, and some have been monsters.  The 
simple people and the adventurers failed at destroying the Gatekeeper, but the monsters pledged 
their fealty to him, and he now is the head of the Order of Lost Souls.  
 
Current Sketch: 
 
 The Gatekeeper stays at his gate, waiting for the day when he will be freed.  He has a 
strange telepathic link with all in his order, and he uses this to direct them about the Core and 
Islands.  He largely doesn’t interfere with them, however.  Only if their plans would disturb the 
lord of the domain does he step in.  The Gatekeeper knows that to draw attention from such beings 
is dangerous to one’s continued free existance. 
 
Combat: 
 
 The Gatekeeper will try to avoid confrontations, unless it is necessary to collect on a debt.  
He has only his staff and his spells to defend himself.  He has one special power though.  He can 
create a special series of gates around anyone.  These gates surround the victim completely, 
appearing above, below, and to all sides of the captive.  
They cannot be broken by any known force, and each one has many locks, handles, latches, and 
knobs on it.  Thus, the trapped person will not know which one to turn.  If they try to turn one, 
then the player should roll 1d20.  If he rolls his character’s level, then the gate opens.  
Otherwise, he must try again.  The character can try 3 latches per round. 
  
Spells: 
 
1) Corpse Visage, Dancing Lights, Detect Magic, Lasting Breath, Protection From Hunger & 

Thirst, Read Magic  
2) Detect Life, Insaitable Thirst, Melf’s Acid Arrow, Past Life, Pyrotechnics, Stinking Cloud, 

Strahd’s Baneful Attractor, Vocalize  
3) Fireball, Ground Fog, Hovering Skull, Iron Mind, Secret Page, Slow, Snapping Teeth, Spirit 

Armor, Squaring the Circle, Watery Double  
4) Duplicate, Fire Aura, Mask of Death, Mordenkainen’s Celerity, Otiluke’s Resilient Sphere, 

Rainbow Pattern, Rain of Terror  
5) Domination, Dream, Soul Anchor, Throbbing Bones, Von Gasik’s Refusal  
6) Enchant an Item 
 
 The Gatekeeper’s favorite spell is Corpse Visage.  His variant of it changes his face into a 
skull with beetles crawling over it. 
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Human Male Zombie Lord, Neutral Evil. 
 
Armor Class: 6 
Movement: 6 
Hit Dice: 6 
Hit Points: 40 
THAC0: 15 
No. of Attacks: 2 
Damage: 2d4, 2d4 



Special Attacks: See below 
Special Defenses: See below 
Magic Resistance: Nil 
 
Str: 12 
Dex: 10 
Con: 10 
Int: 9 
Wis: 10 
Cha: 11 
Com: 5 
 
Appearance: 
 
 The Baron can have two appearances.  In one appearance, he looks like an elderly but lively 
person.  He could pass for a very dirty, grungy, and old, man.  His skin is wrinkled and has spots.  
His hair is frizzled and gray.  But his eyes are always lively, and they seem to almost gleem.   
 The Baron’s second appearance is much more frightening.  His skin draws tight across his 
face, and some of the spots widen and break open.  His hair is limp, but still holds a hint of it’s 
frizziness, and a large open gash appears on the right side of his forhead.  His eyes become totally 
black, and his voice becomes harsh and commanding. 
 In either guise, the Baron’s clothes remain the same.  He wears the remains of an elgant suit, 
with a pocket watch, and a top hat.  All his clothes are faded and ripped however, with his right 
arm being bare, except for the end of the sleeve, and a white glove.   
 The Baron is missing the last finger on his right hand, and the top of his head has been laid 
bare and his brain exposed.  He usually keeps this covered by his battered top hat. 
 
Background: 
 
 Baron Samedi was born on a small tract of land in the outskirts of Mortigny, Richemulot.  
He was born into a life of wealth and power, and enjoyed it immensly.  As he grew, his ancestoral 
home was the place of many great parties, and the Baron’s favorite saying was, "Thrill Me!"  
 After Samedi’s 25th birthday, his parents passed away, also passing the title of "Baron" onto 
their only child.  The Baron, thrilled to this new form of freedom, and threw a great party in honor 
of the event. However, the advertisements attracted more than what he wanted.  
 In life, Samedi’s father was a very proper man.  His greatest fear was that shame would be 
put on his family’s name.  Thus he worked long and hard to avoid this.  He saw his young son’s 
parties as nothing more than innocent fun however.   
 But at that first great party, the Baron got a little too drunk. And he spoke a little too much.  
He spoke of many things.  But the main one of concern, was his family’s shady business practices.  
And when the spirit of his father heard this, he arose with a vengance.   
 Not caring that the victim of his wrath would be his only son, he arose and materialized in 
the room, right in front of the Baron.  This startled the lad, and sobered him up quite a bit.  The 
boy begged forgivness, but even has he begged, his father hit him, aging him with his ethereal 
touch.  Finally, the Baron was nothing more than a withered old crone.   
 It is important to note at this time that the Baron’s father never meant to kill the lad.  He 
meant only to take him to the point where he would not be able to have such great parties, and thus, 
would never repeat his mistake.  But when the Baron saw himself in a mirror on the wall, saw how 
old and decrepit he had become, he cried out in anger and rushed at his father, withered hands out 
wide.  The ghost was surprised, but underestimated the power of his aging.  Merely touching the 



old man that had become his son, caused the boy to age, and he fell dead, a look of horror upon his 
face.   
 The Ghost wept tears of mist, and cried aloud.  He had loved his son, but the rage that was 
brought on by the accident was uncontrollable. The father thought, and finally came up with a 
solution.  He would invade the body of his son, and control the business until a suitable 
replacement arrived.  Deciding this, he bent down and swirled inside his boy’s head.   
 It took the father a long time to exert his control over the body, but by this time it was too 
late.  A wandering priest came to the house, and seeing the dead body before him, saw it as his 
duty to say last rites and purge the body.  Thus, he preformed a holy exorcism over the corpse, and 
the ghost in his weakened condition, could not resist.  It was destroyed utterly.  But the animating 
force of the ghost was still there, and in a way, the father gave his son life again.  But not the exact 
sort.   
 The lad did not wake immediately, but several days later, and after he had been buried.  
This alone almost drove him mad.  But, he broke out, and found that some of his lost vigour had 
been restored to him.  This pleased him greatly, even though he came to realize that he was an 
undead creature.   
 The Baron wandered for many a month.  In his travels, he learned of his powers, and he 
took up the study of Necromancy.  Then, he met the Gatekeeper.  He saw the power in this being, 
and pledged his loyalty to the man, so that he would live.  (The Baron was still rather cowardly you 
see.)  Thus, the first member of the Order of Lost Souls was accepted. 
 
Current Sketch: 
 
 The Baron travels aimlessly, going wherever he wishes.  He loves great parties, and is 
almost always attracted there.  He stays in touch with the Gatekeeper, and somehow knows where 
his liege may be found at all times.  He nor the Gatekeeper knows how this came about however.   
 As said, the Baron loves a good party.  But after he attended one of the larger ones in 
Pont-a-Museau and was nearly destroyed by the lord of the land, Jacquline Renier, he has come to 
use discretion in his choices.   
 
Combat: 
 
 The Baron is a dangerous opponent.  He has all the powers of a normal Zombie Lord, plus 
he has a few extra.  Upon a thought, his touch may act as a Hold Person spell.  He refers to this 
power as his "Curse of the Zombie."  The duration is 12 rounds, with a saving throw allowing 
escape. 
 The other talent of the Baron, is his magic knowledge.  His spells are: 
 
1) Charm Person, Chill Touch, Feather Fall, Nystul’s Magical Aura, Spook 
2) Hypnotic Pattern, Leomund’s Trap, Spectral Hand, Stinking Cloud, Strength 
3) Hold Undead, Melf’s Minute Meteors, Slow, Vampiric Touch 
 
 The Baron has been seen about the Core, and is known, perhaps because of this story.   
 There was a great party to be held in Nevuchar Springs, Darkon. The Baron heard of this, 
and naturally, attended.  His ghoulish stench however, either caused the guests to leave early 
because of naseau, or to drop dead where they stood.  When he saw so many people falling around 
him, he used his powers to kill more.  Then, he caused them all to rise as zombies under his 
control.  Upon completing this, he started the party again.  Passerbys saw the undead dancing 
away, ghoulshly slavering.  Needless to say, this caused the belief that the dead were going to rise 
to reclaim the land to reach a new high. 
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Female Human Green Hag, Neutral Evil. 
 
Armor Class: -6 
Movement: 18, Swim 18 
Hit Dice: 9 
Hit Points: 35 
THAC0: 8 
No. of Attacks: 2 
Damage: 1d2+6, 1d2+6 
Special Attacks: Spells 
Special Defenses: Spells 
Magic Resistance: 35% 
 
Str: 18/00 
Dex: 20 
Con: 12 
Int: 11 
Wis: 13 
Cha: 9 
Com:* 5/12 
 
* Comeliness before the slash represents in her natural form.  Other comeliness is in her form 
before her change. 
 
Appearance: 
 
 Anne de Chantraine’s appearance can change at will, being that she is a Green Hag.  She 
has an innat power of Change Self, and thus can appear to be almost anything.  However, she 
usually adopts her form before her change, and her form after it.   
 Her form before her change, was that of a beautiful young woman, of 17 years of age.  She 
wears simple peasant clothes, and has smooth skin.  
Her voice is light and angelic, and her eyes have a calming yet hypnotic effect on those looking at 
her. 
 When she changes, her appearance goes through a ghastly transformation.  Anytime she 
changes her person to anything but her natural form, the change back is always the same.  Her red 
hair grows thin and starts to fall out.  Her skin becomes marred with angry red lines.  Her nose 
distorts and grows larger, and her teeth become jagged and uneven.  Her voice rises much higher at 
this time, and she snorts occasionally like a pig.  Then, her skin starts to buckle and break, and 
green slimy skin is revealed underneath.  Finally, all her skin bursts off, and her true form is 
revealed. The whole change takes but a minute. 
 Her true form, has slimy green skin covered by a wet sheen.  Her nose is much longer, and 
her eyes glow red.  Her voice is shrill and raspy, and her nails grow out to be fully four inches long 
and slightly curled!  She doesn’t snort any longer, but her clothing has changed to be green rags 
that hang around her body.  Her hair is gone, except at the sides of her head, where it hangs limply, 
like seaweed. 
 
 
 
 



Background: 
 
 Anne de Chantraine moved to Tepest from Dementlieu in 744 Barovian calander.  Her 
family traveled the distance when she was but a babe, south along the Shadow Rift.  They entered 
the sleepy town of Kellee, and settled down.   
 Anne grew normally, and was one of the prettiest girls in the town.  
She was shy, but fell in love with a lad named Jordun.  Her and Jordun were very much in love, but 
Jordun had kept a secret from her.  He was secretly studying magic.  He was by no means a 
powerful wizard, but knew the basics.  One day, when they were together in a clearing in the fall, 
he decided to show her his secret.  Anne was openminded about magic, so she showed only a little 
fear, and was delighted when Jordun used his magic to outline Anne in her favorite color, green.  
She laughed and ran around the clearing, in utter happiness.  However, they had forgotten that in 
the fall, it was berry-picking season, and there were others about.  A number of the townsfolk saw 
Anne capering about glowing, and they immediately jumped to the conclusion that she was a witch.  
Later, when Anne returned home, they ambushed her, and tied her to a stake in the center of the 
town, accusing her of witchcraft.  She pleaded with the townspeople to spare her, that she was no 
witch, but she said not a word about Jordun either, and thus, there was nothing to help her case.  
Jordun himself looked at the ground ashamed, and in tears.  The townsfolk assumed that he cried 
because of his love for her and her apparent betrayal of him.   
 And so, Anne was burned alive at the stake.  Her cries were horrible, and before she passed 
out from the pain, she whispered to herself, 
 
 "I’ll return.  I’m too strong for the flames.  I’ll return." 
 
 Anne’s corpse was carried outside of town and left for the wee beasties.  Later, Anne 
awoke.  She was deep in the forest, and being pulled by a Goblin.  The pitiful creature turned and 
shrieked, fleeing deep into the forest when he saw her.  Anne stumbled in a daze, and came upon a 
small pond. There she saw her reflection, and finally came to accept what had happened to her.  
She had become a Hag. 
 For a few months, she roamed Tepest, killing the people of Kellee quietly and quickly.  Her 
first victim was Jordun who she lured into the woods with her original form.  His screams lasted 
for hours.  
Eventually, she burned him alive.  This set the trend for all her victims, who she also burned alive.  
Eventually however, she drew the attention of the Three Hags of Tepest, and she left very quickly, 
fleeing into Keening.  She also traveled through this country fast, fearing the wails of the Banshee.   
 After travelling in southern Darkon for awhile, she met the Gatekeeper.  At this time he was 
still wandering, and they struck a bargain. Then they went on their ways.  When the Gatekeeper 
was imprisoned, he called her and told her of the changes, and so she went out again, preforming all 
sorts of murders, but always burning the victim’s alive, in her own "Witch Hunt". 
 
Current Sketch: 
 
 Anne de Chantraine walks Ravenloft, killing most she encounters.  She hates wizards above 
all, and tries to kill them first.  She is always interested in rare components for spells however, and 
she has even set up a permanent residence of sorts.  She has a crumbling dungeon in the wilds of 
Mordent, and there she preforms foul magical experiments.  She knows of the Gatekeeper’s other 
agents, and occasionally works with them.  But she is always the first to snatch up any special 
ingrediants.  She is actually the one responsible for Baron Samedi’s missing little finger.  (She 
needed a dash of zombie for a spell.) 
 
 



Combat: 
 
 Anne has the normal abilities of a Green Hag, which include a surprise bonus, infravision, 
and the following spells: Audible Galmor, Dancing Lights, Invisibility, Pass Without Trace, Change 
Self, Speak With Monsters, Water Breathing, and Weakness.  She can also mimic the voice of 
almost anything. 
 Anne also has some special spells she has devised for herself.  It must be noted that for 
Anne to use these spells, she must have all the ingrediants (which are hard to find) and must have 
prepared them in her home. Then she can recite the spell at any time to invoke it. 
 
The Which One Spell. 
"Mummy is a witch but which one through!  You be me.  Could be you!" 
 This spell acts as a Hold Person spell. 
 
Toad’s Spell. 
"Heads and toads and tails and rats!  Crush ’em all and keep ’em in vats!" 
 This holds the player for one round like a "Hold Person" spell, and causes 3d4 toads to 
appear and steal 1d4 items from the character.  The items are deposited at Anne’s feet, and the 
toads disappear.  Multiple toads can carry large items. 
 
The Spell of Black the Cat. 
"Black the cat!  Black the cat!  Black the cat has nine and that’s just fine.  
Cause all these chances are mine." 
 This powerful spell allows Anne to avoid a hit from a weapon or spell totally, nine times.  
Nothing can hit her for the first nine normal hits. 
 
Peckin’s Spell. 
"Peckin’ the crow.  Peckin’ the crow.  Peckin’ the crow.  Tis time to go." 
 This spell allows Anne to fly, just as if she had cast the "Fly" spell. 
 
Wart’s Spell. 
"A thought for a caught wart is worth nought." 
 This spell is like casting a "Forget" spell on one person. 
 
The Spell of Fire. 
"Let the witch burn and the pot churn.  For now it is my turn!" 
 This spell allows Anne to cast a Burning Hands spell at 15th level. 
 
Rat’s Spell. 
"Rat’s and mice.  Rat’s and mice.  Rat’s and mice.  Breed them for lice.  Then boil them all with 
lots of spice." 
 This spell acts as a "Cloud of Putrification" spell. 
 
 In Anne’s dungeon, there is quite a bit of treasure, and a list of it follows. 
2,000 ep. 
Poison Potion (Type K). 
Potion of Longevity. 
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Human Female Nosferatu Vampire, Neutral Evil. 
 
Armor Class: 1 
Movement: 14, Fly 20 (C) 
Hit Dice: 8+3 
Hit Points: 56 
THAC0: 9 
No. of Attacks: 1 
Damage: 1d4+4 
Special Attacks: Con drain, gaze 
Special Defenses: Regeneration 
Magic Resistance: Nil 
 
Str: 18/76 
Dex: 14 
Con: 18 
Int: 12 
Wis: 12 
Cha: 12 
Com:* 16/5 
 
* Comeliness before the slash represents her appearance as normal.  The number after represents 
when she has changed to half-bat. 
 
Appearance: 
 
 When she is in her normal form, Elizabeth Bathory is a striking woman.  
She has long black hair that she has done up in a hive on her head, pale skin, black eyes, and full 
red lips.  There are also two small metal knobs that extend through the flesh on her cheeks.  (She 
explains this as being the remains of a cruel experiment that was preformed upon her by an evil 
Necromancer.)  She dresses in elgant clothes, but only provocative ones. 
 In her Half-Bat form (the only other form she can assume) she is wildly different.  She has 
dark purple hairless skin, large bat wings for arms, a bloated head, blinding white eyes, and curving 
metal rods for hair. Her face is also distorted.  Her ears become VERY large and pointed, her nose 
gets small and points down crookedly, and her mouth is reduced to a thin frowning slash.  The 
most noticeable feature however, is a large pair of metal jaws with fearsome silver teeth set in them.  
These are hooked onto the knobs on her cheeks, and she can make them open and close with perfect 
accuracy by moving muscles in her jaw. 
 
Background: 
 
 Elizabeth Bathory was a cruel woman who lives in her ancestoral home of Castle Cathtice in 
an unexplored southern reach of Nova Vassa.  She was a vain and evil person, and when she 
inherited the castle from her parents, she started making gruesome demands.  When her demands 
made the servants falter, she killed them, and hired new, tougher ones.  
Eventually all her servants were nothing more than hired thugs.   
 Her one demand was this:  That she have a young virgin girl brought to her castle every 
week.  She would take this young woman, and put her in the castle’s torture chambers.  There, she 



would torture and bleed the girl. The blood would go into a tub, and when it was full, the Countess 
would bathe in it.  It was her belief that she would grow younger and beautiful from this practice.   
 She was wrong.   
 All that she got from this practice was death. 
 The townsfolk of the nearby village learned of her practices, and attacked the castle in a 
mob.  They got down through, and captured the Countess.  They would have killed her on the 
spot, had not a certain man in a black robe intervened.  No one knew who the man was, but his 
advice was better than what they had planned, so they followed it.   
 The stranger suggested that Bathory be imprisoned in her own torture chambers.  There she 
would eventually go mad, and die from hunger and thirst.  This was done. 
 Bathory spent a lot of time in the chambers, trying not to go mad.  But eventually, the thirst 
got to her, and she succumbed.  Her victims were here, as was her tub.  The tub was filled with 
clotted blood, and in desperation, Bathory drank deeply.   
 She died an hour later from poisoning. 
 Bathory awoke a full year later.  She had become a Vampire and had been granted eternal 
youth and beauty, but at a price.  Nobody would ever see her.  She was trapped in her own torture 
chambers.  The victims that hung on hooks and on tables still bled, and thus she has food.  But all 
her victim’s are tasteless.  She needs new victims to bring a taste in as well.   
 Eventually, a group of adventurers came upon the castle and explored it.  They all met 
horrible ends except the Necromancer in the group.  He was spared by Bathory on the promise that 
he would make something for her.  Up to this point, whenever she was in half-bat form, she could 
do nothing to harm anyone.  Thus, she asked the necromancer to make a set of jaws that she could 
attack, and that would be able to cause grievous wounds.  The Necromancer, fearing for his life, 
agreed and the jaws were made.   
 The Necromancer barely escaped with his life after this. 
 Years later, another visitor entered the crumbling castle.  Bathory gasped when she saw 
him, and rushed at him.  The man dressed in the black robes had come back, but he stepped outside 
of the chamber and shut the door. He told Bathory that she had awakened much sooner than he had 
anticipated, and that he had known she would change.  When she asked who he was, he replied, 
"My name is Will.  That’s all you need to know."  (The man was really the Gatekeeper.)  
Eventually, the Gatekeeper had to threaten Bathory with exposure to ensure that she would become 
his servant, his pawn.  Satisfied, the Gatekeeper left, and Bathory has been imprisoned ever since, 
creating a number of vampiric slaves that will eventually overun everything around the castle.   
 
Current Sketch: 
 
 The one thing that her slaves are kept on the lookout for is any wizards or priests.  These 
are to be captured and brought to the castle to see if they can release the Countess from her curse.  
So far, none have been able to. 
 
Combat: 
 
 Bathory is different from other vampires in many ways.  She can only change into a 
half-human half-bat form.  She needs to feed on blood, but blood from a virgin female gives her an 
extra HD for 1 hour.   
 In human form, she attacks with a bloodletting dagger, and in half-bat form she attacks with 
her jaws.  Both cause the same damage.   
 Bathory can fully regenerate her hp once per day, just by transforming.   
 She can only be killed by a virgin female driving a spike taken from an iron maiden through 
her heart, and having her head cut off with a torture knife and soaked in a tub of water for 24 hours.  



After this time, she will dissolve into a pool of rotting blood.  (The signifigance of the tub of water 
comes from the saying "There’s no water running in <blank> blood.") 
 Bathory doesn’t sleep in a coffin.  She spends the days in a tub, which is set up under a 
dripping victim. 
 Other than this, she is a normal nosferatu vampire. 
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Human Male Mummy, Lawful Evil. 
 
Armor Class: 0 
Movement: 13 
Hit Dice: 9 
Hit Points: 39 
THAC0: 9 
No. of Attacks: 1 
Damage: 1d12 
Special Attacks: See below 
Special Defenses: See below 
Magic Resistance: 10% 
 
Str: 18/91 
Dex: 16 
Con: 14 
Int: 7 
Wis: 6 
Cha: 7 
Com: 1 
 
Appearance: 
 
 Khufu is a horrid sight.  He is a shambling figure, covered in bandages.  His skeletal gray 
face can be seen, and worms crawl all over it, and seem to infest the eye sockets.  Snakes seem to 
have an affinity for him, and he usually has a cobra or two around him.   
 
Background: 
 
 Pharoh Khufu was a spoiled brat.  He came to rule at a very young age, in the domain of 
Sebua before it was drawn into Ravenloft.  When he was 20 years old, he proclaimed himself the 
"King of Death" and had a great tomb erected in the valley of death to glorify himself in.   
 However, the priests of death in that area, did not take kindly to this self-proclaimed title, 
and openly opposed him.  Many of Khufu’s subjects sided with the clerics, and Khufu became 
afraid.  He lived three more years before he was killed in a holy slaying by the death priests. 
 As was the custom with all Pharohs, his subjects mummified him.  
However, the priests of death thought that Khufu had not learned his lesson, and so they mummified 
him with Linen of Mummification.  They thought that if he spent the rest of time as a servant to the 
very god he spurned, he would learn better.   
 And so, three months later, the tomb of Khufu was opened.  The priests entered, and cast 
their magic upon his body, awakening it to servitute.  



However, they had made on mistake.  In the ceremony of Khufu’s death, they were supposed to put 
holy symbols on his body.  They did not do this, thinking that he was unworthy to wear such 
medalions.  So, Khufu rose, but he was not under their control.  He recognized them, and killed 
them all. 
 Khufu arose and went back to his seat of power, destroying the current young Pharoh.  The 
people trembled beneath him, and he destroyed the cult of the death priests himself.  Then, he 
resumed his ruling, and again proclaimed himself "King of Death".   
 In the following years, Khufu created a religion of terror.  He was brutal, and demanded 
that all servants obeyed him and his gospel of death.  The people readilly agreed out of fear, thus 
Khufu wasn’t forced to do anything rash.  He sat idily, and eventually tired of his rule.  
He wanted to convert people all over again.  Thus Khufu one day, quietly, left his seat, stalked to 
his tomb, and fell into a slumber for many centuries. 
 In his sleeping time, Khufu’s empire fell, and all the people died.  
Then came Tiyet, and her evil deeds drew her into Ravenloft.  When this happened, Khufu began 
to stir.  But he did not awake.   
 Eventually, Tiyet investigated the tombs in the valley, and woke Khufu.  He sensed her 
power, and played as her servant, until a decade later, when he escaped during one of her "parties".  
He traveled to the land Pharazia, where in the southern heart of the domain, he again established his 
gospel.  However, Diamabel heard of this, and that night, came hunting.  Khufu barely survived 
by fleeing into the Mists and Diamabel was too involved in a rage to raise the borders. 
 Khufu walked among many of the domains before he was deposited in the Core.  There, he 
amassed a small cadre of people who worshipped him, as the King of Death.  Khufu found that his 
powers had changed when he awoke as well.  Also, he found that he needed the veneration of the 
living.  Thus, when he was traveling through Borca, and met a certain black-robed man, the first 
thing Khufu did was try and recruit him.  The man in black merely smiled, and told Khufu that his 
powers wouldn’t work.  (The Gatekeeper, for that is who he was, had cast an Iron Mind spell so 
that the charm didn’t work.)  The two spoke long into the night, and eventually, the Gatekeeper 
challenged Khufu to a game of dice.  The price was that whoever lost would serve the other one for 
the rest of his existance.  Naturally, the Gatekeeper won.  Khufu honored the agreement, and the 
Gatekeeper told Khufu to seek out magic and power and deliver it.  Otherwise, he could do as he 
saw fit. 
 
Current Sketch: 
 
 Khufu is one of the Gatekeeper’s most loyal minions.  He willingly follows in the 
Gatekeeper’s schemes, but spreads as much terror as he possibly can along the way. 
 
Combat: 
 
 Khufu is a mummy of the 3rd rank.  Thus, he is powerful.  He can only be hit by +1 or 
better weapons, and takes 1/2 damage from all magical weapon attacks.  He can be hit by weapons 
made of copper however, but he still only takes 1/2 damage from such attacks.  He is immune to all 
cold attacks and normal water attacks.   
 He can rejuvinate 12 hp per hour, if he rests for a day before, and an hour afterward.   
 Khufu’s touch also drains the life from his victims, being that he proclaimed himself the 
King of Death.  Whenever a victim is hit, he loses 2 hp permanently.  These two go to Khufu, and 
are added to his hp total.  Khufu doesn’t cause disease with a touch. 
 The sight of Khufu inspires dread, and this is a very powerful ability of the mummy.  
Victim’s must save vs. spell with a -4 penalty or have a -5 penalty to all attack rolls, saving throws, 
and ability checks until the mummy leaves the victim’s sight. 




