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The music had been playing for three days straight.

Thalor, a human fighter with scarred knuckles and a dented longsword, stood in the
grand foyer of Thornwick Manor alongside his companions. Moonlight streamed
through cracked stained-glass windows, casting blue shadows across the marble
floor. The air smelled of dust and something else—something metallic and wrong.
That was when he heard it: the delicate, hypnotic melody drifting from somewhere
above.

Behind Thalor, Lyra—a half-elf ranger with copper-bright braids and a recurve
bow—wrinkled her nose. “That’s not natural,” she whispered, her keen ears already
tracking the sound to the manor’s highest reaches. To her left, Vex the tiefling
rogue crouched low, his scaled purple skin seeming to absorb the shadow. His tail
twitched with unease. The fourth member of their party, Sister Meredith, a dwarven
cleric of Ilmater with prayer beads and silver-inlaid plate armor, gripped her holy
symbol tightly.

They had been hired to rescue Lord Thornwick’s family. The servants had fled three
days ago, terrified. The lord himself? Still inside, they’d been told. But when Thalor
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found him in the east wing, Lord Thornwick was no longer human.

His skin had turned to polished brass. His eyes glowed with pale blue luminescence.
He moved with jerking, mechanical precision—not alive, not dead, but something
between. “The music is… beautiful,” Lord Thornwick had rasped, his voice like
grinding metal. “Why would I ever leave?”

The melody grew louder.

Lyra found the source first: a music box on the fourth floor, impossibly ornate, its
mechanisms visible through crystal panels. But this was no mere toy. It pulsed with
necrotic energy. Around it lay the transformed—servants, family members, all of
them half-metal, half-flesh, moving with that same terrible synchronization to the
relentless melody.

“This is a binding curse,” Meredith breathed. “Powerful, ancient magic.”

Then Vex spotted something that made his blood run cold. Behind the music box,
faintly visible in the magical glow, was a figure—a woman in a torn white gown, her
eyes hollow and desperate. She was trapped inside the mechanism itself, her
ghostly form woven into the curse’s very structure.

“She’s the source,” Vex said, pointing. “The curse… it’s coming from her.”

Meredith stepped closer, studying the spectral woman’s anguished expression.
When she spoke, her voice was gentle but certain: “That’s no curse-caster. That’s a
victim. She’s been imprisoned in that music box for decades, perhaps centuries.
Every person it transforms feeds her captivity. She can’t break free.”

The mechanical servants suddenly turned in unison, facing the party. The music
shifted—faster, more discordant. The brass-skinned figures began to advance, their
eyes blazing with that terrible hunger. But Lyra noticed something crucial: they
moved toward the music box, not away from it. They were drawn to it, enslaved to
protect it.

Thalor raised his sword. “Do we destroy it, or do we free her?”

That was the question. Smashing the music box might free the ghostly woman—or
it might destroy her entirely. Leaving it intact meant more victims, more
transformation. And somewhere in the manor, Lord Thornwick and his daughter
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were still caught between states: not fully transformed, not yet lost.

The melody reached a fever pitch. The brass-skinned servants closed in. In that
moment, the party had to choose: mercy, justice, or pragmatism. Whatever choice
they made would echo through Thornwick Manor forever.

� Would you have smashed the music box to free the spirit, or searched
for another way to break the curse? What would your party have done? �


