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Spend enough time within the Yawning Portal and you’re going to hear some names crop up from time to time. Names of places that are proving grounds for folks itching to dip their toes into the waters of adventure. Here in Waterdeep, you’ll hear about Undermountain, the largest dungeon in these parts. That’s the entrance over there if you’re feeling all fired up like some crazed loot-monkey, thinking you’re going to go in and get rich.

But there are other names that you don’t hear about so often. Names of dungeons that are so sought after, so hard to reach, that only the hardiest and savviest—or the dumbest and greediest—of adventurers can find them. The plunder pulled out of these dungeons is truly spectacular, because they’re too well hidden or dangerous for run-of-the-mill grave robbers.

See that thing over there? That’s a stuffed hyenodon head. Bet you never seen one of those before. Looks just like the real thing, and about scared me out of my skivvies when I first saw it. I got it in a dungeon—a ruined temple covered in thick jungle, a place called Tamoachan. You ever hear of it? I hadn’t either, until our guide told me about it. That was long before he stole our food and left us for dead. I’ll tell you right now, Tamoachan is a death trap. That place is filled with so many ways to perish that it makes my head spin. I wouldn’t send my own worst enemy to that dungeon, so if you hear some ninnymuggins talking about taking a trip there, steer clear!

There were four of us, and we thought we were prepared for anything, but Tamoachan had other plans. The first of us, a good bloke named Hap the Fierce, got taken by a nereid. Have you ever seen one of them? Well let me tell you, you better have your head screwed on straight if you come across one of them creatures. Charm you right out of your pantaloons and into the afterlife if you’re not careful—and Hap wasn’t the careful type. He got all googly-eyed and waded right into her pool looking for a kiss, lips all puckered up like a guppy, not even paying a mind to all of us hollering like baboons for him to come back. Pow! She gave him a kiss, all right, and old Hap didn’t look too fierce at the end there.

We were all pretty shook up, but we were pulling some serious loot out of that place, so we elected to head in further—behind the next door could be the real score! It was all going so well until the wagon went off the track. Sacha was our thief, and had the lightest fingers in the business. She could swipe an egg from under a chicken without even a cluck. But in Tamoachan, she got a little too greedy for her own good and tried one egg too many. Now, I’m all for pilfering a few trinkets, but when those trinkets belong to a vampire, even I know that’ll get you deader than lich dust. I’ll give you some free advice, my friend—keep your grubby mitts off vampire loot. Unless you’re at White Plume Mountain. I hear there’s quite the pretty hammer hidden there.

Wait, where was I? Right. Well, at that point, it was me and the bard, so you know what kind of trouble I was in. And no offense to the College of Lore, if you’re an alum. We were loaded down with loot and still hadn’t explored all of Tamoachan, but we were having our doubts. He was a plucky elf, always the optimist, but I noticed that he wasn’t even so much as humming a tune. We both knew we had to get out of there, even though we wanted to try one more door. That’s the adventurer’s curse, so heed my words and leave that last door shut. Now, I always thought that elves were usually quite nimble, but this poor fiddler wound up getting caught in a sand trap. Don’t ask me how. Everything happened so fast.

I made it out alive, but I’ll always think about all the loot we left behind. Tamoachan still has secrets and treasures to be revealed. As I sit here, mulling over my ale, it gets me to wondering who comes up with these godsforsaken dungeons? Some crazy wizard or lich with nothing better to do than think of fiendish ways to protect their loot or their scraggly, desiccated bones? Beats the heck out of me. All I know is that I’ve hung up my wandering boots and am happy just to sit here in the Portal, swigging ale and watching other adventurers come and go.

And who knows? Maybe you’ll be the next to bring something in here worth talking about.


