
The Cenotes of Maniserp

This dusty, little-traveled stretch of road that cuts through the 
semi-desert region from Boldhome to Homer is lined with rock and 
sandstone formations shaped by wind and time. Only the most daring 
venture this cursed stretch, where the sweltering heat is relieved only 
by the fleeting sight of the cenotes – crystal-clear pools of pure water 
surrounded by trees with twisted roots, a treacherous promise of life 
amid death.

But the waters of the cenotes have an owner, and its name is whispered in 
fear: Maniserp, the Elder Hydra. A multi-headed monster, its scales are a 
dull green and gleam like blades in the sunlight, and its eyes, glowing 
like embers, are the last sight of many an unsuspecting person. For 
generations, Maniserp has been the queen of the wetlands. Its insatiable 
hunger is a legend that local merchants know well, as caravans often 
disappear, leaving only trails of destruction and white bones along the 
roadside.

The few who have survived an attack speak of its cave, hidden among the 
largest cenotes. A labyrinth of damp tunnels, where suffocating vapors 
emanate from the bowels of the earth and glowing lichens illuminate the 
sodden walls. The bones of its prey, human and animal, adorn the entrance 
like a macabre warning. Inside, the sound of dripping water is 
interrupted only by the roars of Maniserp echoing through the depths.

The residents of Homer and Boldhome tell stories of mercenaries who have 
tried to defeat it through time. None have returned. The blades of their 
swords rust in the silent lakes, a mute testament to Maniserp’s 
invincibility.


