
Triumphant Darkness 

Background 

The Great Foes 

They were the worst villains of the earlier age. Infamous, notorious, feared across the lands. Their 

crimes became legends, the sorts passed down in academies of justice and the common good. 

Cautionary tales of the destructiveness of evil, as well as its folly. 

One by one, these villains were brought down. Some were betrayed by their minions; others met an 

alliance too powerful to crush; others dabbled in forces beyond their control. They were captured at 

great cost, then executed. 

According to the official records, protocol was followed. The remains were incinerated using 

powerful magics. No trace of the bodies or their possessions remained, as even in death, evil has 

power.  

The official record is a lie. 

Somehow, someone kept the remains of these villains. Someone preserved them, restored them, 

then hid them out of sight. The world carried on, slowly healing, unaware that the bodies of the 

Great Foes had been carefully restored. 

Darkmarrow Rises 

As awful as the Great Foes were, they were soon overshadowed. The mighty lich Darkmarrow arose 

with a mighty army. After years of bloody warfare, the kingdoms of the world were subdued. Only a 

few isolated pockets of resistance stood in his way. 

But something is wrong within his twilight realm. Parts of his army - supposedly bound to his will - 

have been acting erratically. Instead of executing calm, relentless attacks, the soldiers are going 

berserk. Instead of enslaving the living and raising the dead, they are leaving nothing but ash. 

Darkmarrow and, by extension, his forces, want to conquer the world - these berserk renegades 

want to destroy it. 

The Great Revival 

Darkmarrow spent years trying to identify the source of the anomaly. The cause eluded him even as 

the effects spread - more and more of his army succumbed to this mysterious and destructive rage. 

For the first time since his transformation into a lich, he needed help - but the few remaining heroes 

stood squarely opposite him. But maybe he didn’t need heroes. Maybe he needed villains.  

He knew where the Great Foes were buried. Some simple magic could bring them back… 

 

 

 



The First Encounter 

The Tomb 

You are surprised to wake up. After all, the last thing you remember was your execution. Your neck 

twinges from where the heavy blade severed your head from your shoulders. Running a finger over 

the spot, you feel light scarring. 

The air in this… tomb…? smells stale. Dust covers every surface. As your eyes adjust, you realise 

there’s faint illumination here - a band of purple runes that circle your wrist, glowing faintly in the 

darkness. 

It is difficult to stand at first, your muscles stiff and unresponsive. Looking around, you see another 

source of light, marking the wrist of another inhabitant of this tomb. They are as confused as you but 

trying not to show it. 

The PCs - the Great Foes - wake inside a sealed tomb. Each has an intricate band of faint, purple 

runes around their wrists. An appropriate knowledge check reveals that the runes are part of a 

Binding Oath: 

 if anyone under the oath attacks anyone else under the same oath, the attack fails, 

 if anyone under the oath moves more than 1 mile from anyone else under the oath, 

everyone under the oath feels increasingly debilitating pain, 

 the creator of the oath can choose to observe their actions through basic scrying methods, 

 only the creator of the oath can lift the oath. 

In short, they have to work together until the creator of the oath agrees to release them. 

The tomb is mostly empty. They are able to recover their gear from one of the chambers, as well as 

some documents from their time. Based on the dust and decay, it has been decades since the tomb 

was disturbed, which was when the last of them were executed.  

Guarding the only door in the tomb is a floating ball of spectral light. It zaps anyone who gets too 

close but it looks like enough damage could bring it down… 

The Library 

You are in what was once probably a nice library. Tattered, mouldy books line the shattered shelves 

in front of you. The path leads to the left and right; from the left comes a foul, acidic odour, while 

from the right you can hear faint growling… 

The library has collapsed into a cave network. Stone surfaces suddenly give way to rocky earth and a 

damp smell fills the air. 

 

 

 



 

 

 



The middle room is a gnoll camp. Half-starved and completely mad, their patrols will engage the 

characters if they are spotted. Although they are not much of a challenge, they will fight to the death 

at the prospect of fresh meat. 

At the top right is a demon, once summoned by the gnolls but now out of their control. It doesn’t 

attack the gnolls unless they come into its territory. It, too, seems crippled and mad. At the bottom 

right is a construct, originally part of some defence system. Both these creatures have treasures: 

books from after the characters’ time, describing the war against Darkmarrow at its height. 

The cave entrance leads outside. 

The Ruins 

The cave entrance overlooks the ruins of the region’s capital city. Dusty, pale smoke fills the air, 

coming from the relentless fires engulfing the old palace. On the wind are the growls of wild animals. 

Roads, once precision stonework covered in colourful mosaics, has surrendered to nature’s advance. 

Some buildings nearby remain intact, though the beautiful artisan houses you remember have turned 

into improvised fortresses. 

A gang of squat humanoids is staggering up the street. The stronger ones laugh excitedly and berate 

the smaller ones as they haul an old wagon. The leaders are clearly drunk and their boasting is loud 

enough that you hear they are celebrating a win in battle. 

The tallest one - still a head height below what you would call average height - sees you. “Oi you lot, 

dis is our turf,” he slurs. “Hand over dem weapons!” 

This gang are experienced brawlers and scavengers. Even the smaller ones dragging the wagon join 

the fight. They all coordinate their attacks, aiming to take out any obvious spellcasters in the group 

first. If the leaders of the gang die, the others flee. 

Inside the wagon is a human skeleton wearing fine robes. It is bound in heavy chains. “Ah, it’s the 

Great Foes!” the skeleton says. “Just who I was looking for. Let me out of these chains and I’ll explain 

how to keep those purple runes from killing you.” 

Extraction 

The skeleton, Sir Femurton, explains that the mighty lich Darkmarrow brought them back from the 

dead to investigate a problem. He was supposed to be there when the Great Foes woke up but was 

captured by the gang. So he tricked his captures into going near your tomb and hoped for the best. 

“But now we need to leave,” he says. “The gang’s druids have many spies in the ruins. They know of 

my escape, or will soon enough. We need to signal that I have you and are ready to leave. How, you 

ask? Simple: by lighting a fire. We’ll need something that burns with thick, black smoke - I’m thinking 

the camp these brutes call home.” 

The ruins have been burned over so many times that the only flammable materials (outside the 

palace) are the tents of the nearby camp. Sir Femurton explains that they need to set fire to the 

whole thing, sending a smoke signal that will call in their extraction.  



Emphasising that ‘the druids’ are already moving against them, he heads deeper into the old city. 

What he calls a gang is actually a nomadic community - the warriors there fight to protect their 

families and livestock. There are tents and piles of refuse - all highly flammable. Non-combatants will 

attempt to extinguish any fires that are lit. 

When the flames reach a certain intensity, druids riding wolves arrive to drive off the party. A few 

turns later, a bone dragon - the reanimated remains of a red dragon - lands nearby. When the party 

and Sir Femurton are aboard, it takes to the sky. 

Flight 

The skeletal dragon beats its mighty wings, lifting above the burning camp. Your handiwork is barely 

visible through the smoke, but you recognise the all-too-familiar scents of burning cloth and flesh. As 

an icy breeze whips around you, you feel more like yourself than any time since waking. 

Sir Femurton turns to stare at you from empty sockets. His deathless gaze seems to be evaluating you 

against some mental checklist. The list of your crimes, you suspect. 

Sir Femurton knows the Great Foes by what the history books say. If they just fought well and with 

brutality, he answers any questions they have about Darkmarrow’s rise to power. If they didn’t, he is 

hesitant to trust them just yet… 

 

 

Campaign Ideas 

The adventure could go in any direction from here. The Great Foes could side with Darkmarrow, side 

with the living or carve out their own destinies. In any case, think about the mysteries of this 

campaign: who was Darkmarrow? Why did he pick the Great Foes? What is his ultimate plan? What 

is corrupting his armies? These are just a few ideas to get you thinking: 

Siding with Darkmarrow: 

The lich’s forces have crushed most organised resistance, but he still faces effective, scattered 

forces. Demonic or alien entities invade the world, throwing Darkmarrow’s armies into chaos. 

Darkmarrow is assassinated in a suicide attack; now, there is a civil war among his generals. 

Encounters: 

 Although the Great Foes have performed well so far, Darkmarrow still wants a 

demonstration of their abilities. As such, he drops them in the middle of hostile territory. 

 The chaos caused by the anomalous behaviour has given several villages the chance to unite. 

Darkmarrow wants this union broken - the leaders dead, the villages burned, whatever it 

takes. 

 The Great Foes find themselves between resistance fighters and a berserk undead army. 

 



Siding with the Resistance: 

On the verge of victory, the lich’s forces turn against themselves. Desperate adventurers unearth an 

ancient evil that threatens both living and dead. One of Darkmarrow’s generals is rebelling against 

him, and knows how to remove the purple runes that bind the Great Foes. 

Encounters: 

 Lines of communications between free villages are down. The Great Foes need to carve a 

path through the undead hordes. 

 The magic seal at the Heroes’ Crypt is weakening. The Great Foes need to raid the tombs for 

weapons before the lich’s forces can. 

 A village has sided with Darkmarrow, seeking eternal life through undeath. They must burn 

the village and incinerate the corpses to prevent this. 

 

Forging Their Own Destiny 

The Great Foes uncover the source of the berserk behaviour and use it to steal part of Darkmarrow’s 

army. The gods see the world as doomed and are preparing a cataclysm. There are islands across the 

sea that are free from the taint of undead, populated by mighty warrior civilisations. 

Encounters: 

 The Great Foes need an army. They need to convince villagers to join them over their 

embattled leaders. 

 There are towns in Darkmarrow’s kingdom that are depopulated but still standing. Some of 

these are rumoured to house weapons, spells and valuable artefacts. 

 Civilisation still exists just enough for a criminal underworld to flourish. The Great Foes need 

to muscle in on this world and establish themselves as rightful kings of crime. 


