Outside A Dark Mausoleum: 

Before you is a massive structure made entirely of dark granite stone. Two identical pairs of stately pillars hold the stone-slated roof in its place. Gray marble stairs, worn from constant use, lead up to a heavy oak, ring-handled door. On either side of that are two snarling guardian statues, their bodies carved as sleek panthers, their faces captured forever with menacing fangs glistening, and on their backs they are given the membranous wings of bats flared out with silent threat. A shiver comes over you, there’s something distinctly unnerving in the air here. You stand for a moment uncertain if you care to enter, when a sudden wind whips up, whispering warnings of all the reasons why you shouldn’t go in. The wind spreads it’s phantom hands around you, hoping to deter you from going farther, in the form of dense wisps of fog. 

Inside In the Dark: 

The heavy oak door groans ominously as you let its weight pull itself shut, leaving you in a candlelit darkness. Narrow shelves are built into the granite walls, on each burn dozens of small beeswax candles, their flames greedily licking at their wicks. The spent wax is starting to run over the edge of the shelves, leaving long eerie fingers reaching vainly for the dusty floor. Shadowed underneath are roughly carved pentagrams covered with a film of sticky cobwebs. There is a smell of decay and death here that causes you to cover your mouth and nose for fear you may retch from its intensity. Every step you take stirs up years of dust and grime. Something suddenly latches onto your leg, and you kick violently to get the unknown thing off! You stumble back to see it was some kind of disgusting, hissing insect almost as large as some birds you’ve seen. Just beyond the candlelight, you catch the oily gleam off hundreds of other insect shells watching you like prey. 


The Center Tomb: 

The light here is very dim, only being cast from candles perched in the four corners of the mausoleum. There is a large upraised crypt with a grand monumental headstone rising nearly up to the sloped ceiling. The headstone is carved with a black marble cross placed on top of it. The tomb was once respectfully decorated with intricate hieroglyphs, but has since been defaced with crude pentagrams and blasphemous graffito. Someone great and noble had been buried here and now a cruel darkness has come to ravage any glory from this fallen hero. The avian-sized insects scuttle over the crypt’s stone lid, leaving trails in the dust. From somewhere you can feel a faint breeze, fresh air sneaking into this dark and forbidding place. You can vaguely make out footsteps on the filthy floor. It looks like this tomb has had other visitors drawn in by their overpowering curiosity. The scent of death here is the strongest and the longer you remain, the more nauseous you become. 


Skull Gallery: 

Similar beeswax candles are placed methodically here on the narrow shelves, and the same roughly engraved pentagrams hide in the shadows beneath them as in the previous rooms. There are bleached human skulls carefully lined and meticulously stacked against the walls. Their vacant and unblinking eyes follow you in the low candlelight, seemingly pleading with you to escape while you still can. Their slack jaws are still filled with yellowed teeth, some biting into the foreheads of their neighbors below when the lower jaw has been lost. Spider webbing is veiled over all of them like an ornate silken death shroud. Long white femur bones serve as a barrier between the living and the dead, held together by some sort of sinew. Disturbingly large spiders hide in-between the cracks in the skulls, darting in and out of the empty eye sockets, trying to avoid being seen by any potential prey. You think these spiders look to be even larger than the bird-sized insects. 


Eye to Eye With the Dead: 

The dark granite floor here has been marred with deep gouges from something being dragged. The dust is unsettled and the smell of death is unbelievably stronger, making it nearly unbearable for you to breathe. The dusk-like light reveals to you two smashed, open wooden coffins that have been ripped from their burial grounds, the rotting lids having been torn off and the splinters crudely tossed all over the dirty floor. You can see the dead, with bodies shriveled and black like tar, eyes sunken deep within their leather-tightened skulls. The things’ mouths are frozen open in a twisted primal scream. You cannot take your eyes off the faces of the dead. The manner in which their bodies are contorted makes you think they could have been buried alive. These former creatures were brought here for show, to satisfy some sort of morbid fascination with death. Whoever brought them here must come here for hours admiring Death’s greatest achievement in all its grotesque spender. 


In Memory of the Fallen: 

There are half a dozen skeletons stripped of their tender meat, all resting against the walls. What’s left of the fallen adventurers’ clothing and gear is scattered throughout the poorly lit room, obviously proving to be useless against their foe. The bones and equipment have been savagely gnawed on by thousands of tiny pairs of ravenous teeth. In the far corner, there is a dark hole, not quite wide enough for a man to squeeze through, and you feel the need to take a closer look, wondering if this is some kind of den for whatever it was that slew these adventurers. You cautiously step over the fallen, careful not to disturb their fragile bones, and move closer to the black hole. Suddenly, you hear a strange noise, like the vibration of many insect wings. The stale air around you hums and buzzes, giving you chills of fear. Something is coming from that hole, a lot of somethings! The space erupts with hundreds of huge insects, the hissing they make as they sense you is deafening! Their oily shells scrape against each other making a harsh noise in their frenzied haste to get at you. 


The Ballroom:

As the massive oak doors slowly open at your touch, you see a large room stretch out before you. It's marble floor, stained the color of obsidian is polishes to a brilliant shine and reflects the ceiling above. Large stone pillars reach to the highest parts of the ceiling from the floor. They are graced with uncountable carvings and designs without even the smallest space untouched by elaborate artwork, possibly the work of dwarves. Massive drapes hang between these pillars with intricate depictions of events long passed and events possible yet to come. Along the walls are tables of heavy wood carved in much the same style as the pillars. These tables are covered in alternating tablecloths of ebony and crimson satin. Off on the far side is a slight elevation. This area, of course, would be the location of a band during an event of celebration. Soft violin music can be heard faintly. It's melody echoing quietly though out the entire ballroom. 

The Hall of Cells:
As you turn the corner, a long hallway stretches out in front of you. The soft, eerie light of oil lanterns light the entire hall creating a glow that seems to refuse the presence of shadows. The smell of dampness and mold crosses your nose. Feelings are also present in this hallway. So evident in fact are these feelings that they seems to press on your mind with a force of never ending despair and nervous anticipation. As you walk on, your footsteps seem to echo louder and louder. Suddenly there is the sound of a whimper. A closer inspection of the rest of the hallway directly in front of you reveals many prison cells along both sides. Rusted iron bars wrapped in barbed wire prevent the prisoners from even as much as touching the bars let alone trying to force them open. Contained in the cells are 
people of many different races and ages. They cower at your presence, huddled in the darkest corners of their cells. The crying and sounds of terror spread throughout the whole of the hallway until it is all that you can hear. These unfortunate people seem to all share one common thing, the scars that grace their necks.


Gateway:

Mist fills the rune carved circular gateway, making it as tempting as it is foreboding. The vapor writhes as though possessed by some unseen demon and is too thick for you to make out what lies beyond this curtain of fog. As you approach, the mist parts of its own accord, allowing you to pass through the realm of the living and into the realm of the dead. Before you can react, you are violently yanked though the portal and fly screaming though the dark tunnel that connects the two worlds. You catch fleeting glimpses of those who travel by these shadow gates and your skin crawls as you realize that these creatures exist in your world as well as their own. Just as you feel you are about to black out, you land hard on solid ground. Looking up, you see the massive gates that lead to the one place you dare not go...


The Library:

Twisting the garnet doorknob, the elaborate wooden double doors swing open with a soft creaking sound allowing full view of the library.  The ebony marbled floors lead up to a looming hearth, the crimson flames enveloping the room in a soft warmth.  Plush velveteen burgundy furniture is placed gingerly in front of the hearth, a sofa accompanied by two armchairs.  A dark mahogany coffee table sits in front of the sofa, elaborate wooden carvings spiral up the short legs of the table.  Multitudes of black candles line the mantle above the hearth, the wax enveloped in wispy strands of cobwebs that seem to be found in every nitch within this room.  A rustic ladder is placed randomly along the book-lined walls, allowing reach to every book.  Following the marble floor, a metallic, spiraled staircase leads up to a small second story of this lavishly simple room.  More books line the wooden shelves, their binding assorted colors.  A single armchair is placed for comfort in the far corner.  The double doors click shut when one exits this comforting room, returning whomever entered to the hallway.

Dreary Crypt:

The damp, gray concrete floors are specked with puddles as one pushes the plainly simple oak door open with a vigorous push.  Black cast iron candleholders adorned with blood red candles are placed in each murky corner as water drips down from crevices in the concrete ceiling.  The cobblestone walls are damp and the lit candles barely bounce off any light into the shadowed room.  This is obviously a dreary place but the mood darkens once ones eyes are placed on opened and closed cherry mahogany caskets in the center of the room.  Lined with crimson satin one hardly dares what lurks within the closed caskets…eerie sounds echo off the walls causing anyone to flee from this creepy, shadowed room… 

Putrid Prison Cell:

Dark, damp, and dreary…three easy adjectives to describe this putrid rat hole.  The stench of molding flesh and mildew fills your nose as you stand in these wretched halls.  Rusting metal bars line your sides, split into cubes for prison cells.  Shackles line the disgusting, mold coated, green walls in the cells, some still clasped around skin worn bones…You stare up at the ceiling and cover your mouth in disgust not wanting to know what is hanging above your head.  Rats scurry around your feet and you shriek thinking it time to make your way out of this pit hole…unless you are a prisoner, in that case…welcome to your lovely chambers….

Rose Garden:

A cobblestone path leads up to a bubbling fountain, the center of this magnificent wonder.  Rose bushes, blooming with blood red roses line the path, petals falling like rain and washing across the smooth cobblestone.  A soft breeze floats through, rustling the leaves and scattering the shower of petals.  Following the path, you come up to the white marble fountain, intricate sculptures carved into the marble.  Sitting on the ledge and peering over, the water ripples illusively.  The air is fresh and clean…looking up, the dark sky gives you the notion that it is presently nighttime.  However…it is never presently nighttime…it is always nighttime in this rose filled garden.  The moon, full and glimmering in the star shattered sky of ebony.   Oil lanterns line the pathway casting a soft golden glow…yes, this is definitely a place to come to relax…

Meeting Room:

Walking through the dark furnished doors, the meeting room sits.  A large intricate table with dark furnish sits in the center of the room.  Silver candleholders adorned with black candles sit in silence in the center of the table.  Maroon, velvet cushioned chairs surround the table.  At the head on the table a fireplace sticks out from the wall.  Black marble designs the fireplace as dried wood already sits, waiting to be lit.  The walls are draped with translucent, sheer fabric of black and scarlet like icing on a cake.  The fabric gathers at the floor in an accumulated pile yet borders the line between neat and sloppy.  The odd style of this room is both sophisticated and relaxed.  Hardly a combination for a place that is supposed to hold meetings of business. 

Lounge:

Black carpeting rests along the floorboards of this room, sweeping across the floor to the drapery covered walls.  The walls themselves are painted a pure white but draperies of both black and white intertwine and fall to the ground casually in a neat pile.  Black, velveteen furniture is pushed up against the fabric-coated walls consisting of a love seat, couch and two chairs.  Cast iron candelabras sit in the corner of this room, casting light, which the black marble fireplace cannot reach.  A pattern streaks the black marble looking much the white veins as they curve across the smooth surface.  The unusual color pattern in this room gives off a unique show.

Hallway:

Walking down the torch lit hallways, shadows flicker under the crimson flames.  The cobblestone walls are no help to the illusion as silence echoes in the hallways.  Fatal weapons glint dangerously from their carefully placed position between the torches.  No windows line the walls for fear of letting in light.  Dark red carpeting, the color of blood, lines the floorboards, leaving a gap between the carpeting and walls, revealing dark, polished wood floors.  The silence is heavy, heavy enough to hear a pin drop as even footsteps echo in these cavernous hallways…
A Den:

As you enter through the dingy stone archway of this room, you see the soft glow of a fireplace on the oppisite wall.  The heat is oddly welcoming to you as this is the first time you have felt something like this since you entered the structure.  A dusty and age worn tapestry hangs above the fire place depicting a battle feild after the struggle has ended.  In front of the fireplace are three couches place in a 'U' shape with a coffee table in the middle.  The black leather of these couches seem to be untouched by the unfriendly hands of time.  On the coffee table there are three candle holders, each holding three candles.  They are burning with an extremely still flame.  Wax has melted and made three hardened pools near the bases of the candle holders, but to your amazment, the candles seem to have no indication of shrinking.  The room just seems to be meant for comfort.
Silent Gazebo:


Walking up the cobblestone path from the rose garden…you find yourself standing before a serene white gazebo.  The moon’s light plays over the white painted wood on the pentagon shaped garden ornament.  You step up into the gazebo and look around at the bench-lined interior.  Roses spiral their way up the wooden trestles in near spider web patterns as the vines fall to the wooden floor and earth casually, effectively coating the gazebo is an earthen cloak.  In the distance you hear the bubbling of the fountain but other then that comforting sound, silence hovers like a veil over this serene area. 

Master Bedroom:


Opening the heavy oak double doors, that creaks only just slightly, you step into a dark, shadowed void.  You stare into the thick darkness, a chill crawling up your spine making you wish for the ever so comfortable arms of your mother.  You hear a soft click behind you and you spin around, seeing the shut door that obviously entraps you in this delicious room.  Slowly, the room becomes illuminated by the crimson flames within the black marble and gold veined fireplace.  Candelabras of black iron are scattered about the room, helping to shed light in this shadowed room, and giving access to look around, making you come to the conclusion that this is the master bedroom.  The four-poster bed, of nearly black wood is elegantly craved, the posters themselves in a spiral pattern that reaches up to the ceiling only to be engulfed in crimson drapes that form a half canopy over the bed.  The bedding is a chilling ebony velvet with pillows of satin, carefully and beautifully tailored, scattered across the comforter that are a screaming, vibrant red. Peering around some more you notice the dresser of the same odd wood with old brass handles adorning the drawers.  Paintings dress the walls, showing various portraits adding more color to this crimson and black room.  A light breeze caresses your skin and you look over to see two french doors open to a balcony, sheer black and red curtains streaming in the breeze, beckoning you to their soft touch.


Torture Chamber:

The air here is filled with the stench of blood and flesh that hangs heavily in your senses.  The concrete walls are cracked and stained with dried blood from poor victims of this room's deadly embrace...multiple stone tables, each of different structure, lay scattered in rows throughout this room, each dressed with leather restraints meant for the wrists, neck, chest, waist, and ankles.  Odd mechanisms dress the stained walls, some recognizable others not.  A center table within all this madness lies doused in deadly utensils making this chamber seem more like a demented dental office then a torture chamber, which it is.  Looking down at the browned, concrete floors there is a drain and the floor itself is at an incline...where else is the blood to go?

Balcony:


Walking out of the master bedroom, through the sheer curtains that stroke your skin gently, you find yourself standing on a balcony, looking up at a star shattered sky.  Blood red roses curl around the balcony's railing and ivy stretches up on the back wall behind you.  The balcony, of a medium size also has two simple black iron padded chairs with a table sitting between them for possible relaxation.  You look back into the warmth of the bedroom and compare that to this chilly atmosphere and casually wander back in through the curtains.

A Path:


The path is soft under your feet being simple brown dirt.  The night’s cool air hangs silently above you as the scent of lilac and rose mingle together infiltrating your senses.  Eventually, the path melds into hard cobblestone as it takes you up to a wondrous garden, the scent of flowers becoming
