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PROLOGUE
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Later, when everyone had already left, the pool of blood that remained on the floor began to move...

From it, a figure emerged and whispered:

“ It isn’t over yet...”

It was Devin. He had survived death.

Devin looked around, then walked toward a corner and said:

“ So you failed as well, Infernus... But don’t worry. Just give me your power and I’ll take care of the rest. You won’t be needing it anymore... heh.”

Devin raised his hand toward a pool of blood and began to draw Infernus’s blood into himself.

As the blood of Infernus entered Devin’s body, he twisted in pain and said:

“ Damn you, Cade... ugh... this corruption...”

Devin’s body began to change, slowly reshaping itself until it finally accepted Infernus’s power.

Then Devin said:

“ Now... I will finish what I started.”

[image: ]

Power did not corrupt him — it shaped him.
Devin does not need to rule; it is enough that he exists.
Where he walks, the ground kneels.
His blood moves like a king, demanding vassals in every vein.
His voice is a sentence, his gaze — execution.
There is no throne beneath Devin, because the throne is his body.
And when he speaks of inheritance, it is not pride: it is condemnation.
He says his children are the reflection of his flesh...
But he forgets that even a reflection can turn into a shadow.

––––––––
[image: ]


Devin was still standing in the same place when a voice broke the silence.

“Ah... it seems I’ve found you.”

Devin turned abruptly, on alert, and found himself facing a beautiful woman.

“Who are you?” he asked.

The woman replied:

“ I am Lyra, a sorceress.”

Devin frowned.

“And what do you want? And how did you know I was here?”

Lyra smiled mischievously.

“I am a sorceress. I sensed an immense power coming from this place and came to investigate. But I never imagined a demon could possess such power.”

Devin replied:

“I don’t like that smile of yours. And I still don’t understand what you want from me.”

Lyra laughed.

“Demon, join me.”

Stunned by the answer, Devin blinked.

“What?”

Lyra nodded.

“Yes, exactly that. I command a very powerful group. I wish to form an alliance with the one who is now the King of Demons.”

Devin narrowed his eyes.

“And for what purpose?”

Lyra laughed darkly.

“I want to destroy the world... and then shape it as I please.”

Devin smiled faintly.

“And what guarantees that you won’t kill me the moment my back is turned?”

Lyra’s expression turned serious.

“Look at me, demon. If I had wanted to kill you, you would already be dead from the moment I arrived.”

Devin fell silent, thinking.

Better stay calm... she has far more power than I do. I wouldn’t stand a chance against her...

He shook himself from his thoughts and said:

“Very well, witch. As long as I’m free to hunt down the cursed ones who betrayed me...”

Lyra answered:

“Devin, if you join me, you are free to do whatever you wish. All I ask is this: bring chaos into the world.”

Devin nodded.

“Fine then. I’ll join your alliance.”

Lyra handed him a fragment.

“This proves you belong to my alliance. None of my followers will dare lay a hand on you.”

She was about to leave when Devin asked:

“Witch... how do you know my name? I never told you.”

Lyra replied calmly:

“I know everything, Devin. And prepare yourself — before long, chaos will begin.”

She departed, leaving her dark laughter echoing through the space.

Devin watched her go, slightly uneasy, and murmured:

“Huh... she’s nothing like Infernus...”
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CHAPTER 1
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Some time had passed.

The group still remained in Morvain.

Michael and Adrien — now human — both worked at Mimi’s inn.
Hyen helped from outside, gathering the materials needed to keep the place running.
Endy took care of the children.
Kehlan, now human as well, accompanied Cruce at the church recently founded by the believers.
As for Cade, he wandered through Morvain, learning human customs.
He had been a demon for a long time and did not know what it meant to be human.

But they all lived under the same roof: Mimi’s inn.

At night, the group gathered to keep each other updated.

During one of those conversations, Hyen said:

“Boy, you still haven’t tried the beer.”

Cade replied:

“ I don’t want to. From what I’ve seen, that drink leaves people in a very abnormal state.”

Kehlan laughed.

“Cade, brother... it’s called being drunk.”

“Call it whatever you like,” he muttered. “I don’t like that human version.”

Hyen stood up.

“Hold on a moment.”

Then he shouted:

“Hey Mimi, love! Bring the lad a beer — but careful with that wicked liquid!”

Mimi answered from the kitchen:

“Oh, for Cade? Just wait a moment, I’ll make a special one just for you, boy!”

Cade hurried to protest.

“No, no... please don’t bother. I’ve already caused enough trouble for people. I don’t want to cause any more.”

Mimi smiled.

“— Dear, believe me... you’re no trouble at all.”

Cade blushed.

Endy, Michael and Adrien smiled quietly.

[image: ]

Some scents heal you before you even realize where they come from.

Hers is like that — a blend of warm bread, old wine, and sincere laughter.

The tavern hums to the sound of her voice, a voice that can scold and embrace within the same sentence. Adventurers call her “mistress of the house,” but she is more than that:

she is the hearth that keeps the night from entering,
the refuge for those who returned from hell with wounds upon their souls.
The apron is her banner, the golden shell at her neck her talisman.

In her green eyes lives a patience that only time can give, and in her smile, the promise that whatever happens,

the soup never grows cold for those who arrive late.

Mimi does not fight with swords, yet the world trembles when she says, “Enough.”

And somehow, everyone listens.

Mimi appeared carrying a mug of beer whose color was different from the usual ones — it had a reddish tint.

Everyone looked at it with curiosity.

Mimi noticed their expressions, smiled, and said:

“Don’t worry, it’s that color because I added a little strawberry nectar.”

Cade frowned.

“What is nectar?”

Hyen answered immediately:

“In this case, lad, it means a strawberry was crushed to get its juice out.”

Endy added playfully:

“It’s a mug of beer with strawberry, to — as Hyen said — soften that wicked liquid.”

Hyen laughed.

“Drink it. Trust Uncle Hyen!”

As he said this, he tapped his own mug and... summoned a strawberry.

Hyen blushed.

“Uh... speaking of strawberries...”

Everyone burst out laughing.

Cade then tasted the beer, the whole group watching him closely.

“Hmm...”

His face began turning red.

“It’s good. I like it. I want more.”

Kehlan immediately replied with a smile:

“Not a chance. Otherwise you’ll be drunk in no time. Take it easy. You can have another tomorrow.”

Cade muttered:

“Right... otherwise I’ll end up making a fool of myself like Hyen.”

Hyen, still holding the strawberry, looked at him and raised it, as if preparing to throw it at Cade.

Michael intervened.

“Hyen, don’t you dare.”

Adrien laughed.

“Hyen, stop.”

But, contrary to what everyone expected, Hyen simply popped the strawberry into his mouth and ate it.

“Who told you I was going to throw this precious thing I summoned at the lad? Ah... this is good,” he said, delighted.

Mimi smiled.

“This man...”

Cruce, who had been silent until then, commented with a smile:

“Hyen, I really thought you were going to throw the strawberry.”

Hyen laughed — and as he picked up a plate from the table, he accidentally... summoned another strawberry.

He blushed again, said nothing, and quietly ate it.

Everyone laughed.

The days passed, and everything seemed to be over.

The demons no longer existed, and the pain had faded.

The scars remained — but they no longer hurt.

Adrien was happy with Kehlan, and Michael with Endy.

Little did they know that one day... everything would change.
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CHAPTER 2
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One day, on a beautiful sunny morning, the group was having breakfast before heading off to their daily tasks.

Suddenly, tremors began to shake the ground.

Cruce said,

“What is this?”

Kehlan replied, alarmed,

“Outside...”

Everyone rushed out of the inn and looked.

The sky, which moments ago had been blue and bright, began to fade, replaced by a dull, lifeless tone.

Daylight dimmed suddenly, but the tremors stopped.

Michael asked,

“What’s happening here?”

The townspeople screamed in fear and ran through the streets.

One of them shouted:

“He’s alive! He’s alive!”

That was when the group saw him.

Devin was walking through the terrified crowd and stopped in front of them — he was not smiling.

Kehlan and Cade said at the same time:

“Father?”

Cruce suddenly realized something.

“Wait... this isn’t the same Devin. Something is different. Something I recognize.”

Devin smiled.

Cruce’s face twisted with anger.

“Infernus... you carry the blood of Infernus, Devin!”

Everyone looked at Cruce, then at Devin.

Devin replied in a cold voice:

“It isn’t over yet...”

Cade, furious, shouted:

“How did you survive, you bastard? That’s impossible!”

Michael added:

“The rosary banished you!”

Devin raised his gaze.

“No, it didn’t. At the last second, I submerged myself into the pool of blood and remained there. Even when Infernus fell, I did not die. Because I wasn’t in this world. I was in the world of the blood pool. You should have paid closer attention to that. You knew my power well.”

Cruce muttered tensely:

“Damn...”

Devin smiled.

“And I’m not alone.”

Kehlan frowned uneasily.

“Now I’m the one sensing something familiar... Where is it?”

Suddenly, a sorceress appeared beside Devin.

It was Lyra.

Cruce and Kehlan recognized her immediately and said in unison:

“Lyra?”

They looked at each other, then back at her.

Lyra laughed.

“I see you remember me. A pity you won’t live much longer.”

Endy asked, confused:

“What?”

Before anyone could say another word, Lyra cast a spell into the sky.

A vortex of purple hues opened above them, and she proclaimed:

“This world will disappear forever... and I will reshape it as I please.”

Kehlan shouted:

“Have you lost your mind, Lyra?”

Lyra laughed — a cold, calculating laugh.

“My sweet Kehlan... you don’t know me anymore. Not truly. And it’s been a long time, Albino.”

And with that, she vanished along with Devin, leaving the world on the brink of destruction.

[image: ]

She was not born. She happened.

Lyra is the moment when the universe hesitates — and collapses.

Her laughter is the fracture through which the impossible enters,

and her gaze the mirror where even gods unravel

Nothing in her lives, yet everything within her burns with purpose.

Chaos is her blood, and the void her breath.

She loves only collapse, because in it she sees the truth.

Some say that fighting Lyra is to confront the very mistake of creation. Others whisper that she does not destroy — she corrects.

And when she speaks, the world does not obey.

The world remembers who made it bleed first.

––––––––
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The group stood in shock at what they had witnessed.

The townspeople screamed in despair:

“It’s the end of the world! The end of the world! We’re all going to die!”

Adrien asked, stunned,

“But why? I thought everything was already over...”

Cruce replied darkly,

“So did I. I hunted Infernus believing he was the end... yet the end stands before us now.”

No one dared respond.

They all returned to the inn, their faces heavy with dread.

Cade broke the silence.

“What are we going to do? We know nothing.”

Endy asked,

“Who is this Lyra? Kehlan and Cruce seem to know her.”

Kehlan sighed.

“Do you remember when I was near death? She was the one I saw there. She is... my mentor. She was the one who taught me everything I know. But she wasn’t like this back then. She was light.”

She paused, then added:

“But wait... if I saw her in death, how is she here, alive?”

Hyen asked,

“Do you think she came back to life?”

Kehlan shook her head.

“If she did... then why is she a sorceress of chaos now?”

Michael said,

“Something about this doesn’t make sense.”

Adrien looked at Kehlan.

“Love, you just said you saw two versions of her — one of light and one of chaos. Something must have happened in between.”

Cruce remained silent.

The group noticed.

Cade was the first to call him.

“Cruce?”

No answer.

He was lost in his thoughts.

Cade insisted, louder:

“CRUCE!”

Cruce startled.

“Sorry... I was lost in thought.”

Michael stepped closer.

“That was obvious, Father. What’s wrong?”

Cruce took a deep breath.

“That woman... is your aunt. Lyra is your aunt.”

Michael leaned against the wall.

Adrien, with Kehlan’s help, sat down in a chair.

Both of them were stunned.

Cruce continued, his voice trembling.

“Twenty years ago, Lyra disappeared.

And she vanished on the exact same day that... your mother, Selene, disappeared.”

He lowered his gaze.

“I tried everything to find them. I searched everywhere. Nothing. There was no trace.

I don’t know what happened to them.

But something... something happened.

Selene would never have left you, my sons.

She was so happy to have you...

And I’ve carried this burden ever since — not knowing if she is alive or not.”

Michael and Adrien could not speak.

Hyen, Cade, and Endy remained silent.

Kehlan covered her mouth in disbelief.

Finally, Michael asked:

“Father... why didn’t you ever tell us?”

Cruce replied quietly:

“Because I didn’t want you to carry that burden as I did.”

Adrien raised his eyes.

“Father... you didn’t have to carry it alone.”

Cruce placed a hand on his shoulder.

“My son... I had to.

For Selene.

She would never have wanted you to bear that weight.”

Michael said softly:

“Father, you’re not alone anymore.”

Adrien added:

“No more carrying burdens by yourself. You’ve been through enough.”

Cruce looked at them and murmured:

“My dear sons...”

Adrien asked hesitantly:

“Do you think there’s a chance Mother might still be alive?”

Cruce looked him in the eyes.

“I’ll be honest. I don’t think so.

If she were alive, she would have appeared by now.

As I said... she would never have left you behind.”

Adrien looked at Michael but said nothing.

Cade, listening closely, frowned.

“Cruce, you said they both disappeared at the same time, right?”

Cruce replied,

“Yes.”

Cade continued thoughtfully:

“That’s strange.”

Michael asked:

“What’s strange?”

Cade replied:

“If they both disappeared on the same day... how is it that only one of them appears alive?”

Everyone froze.

They immediately understood what Cade was suggesting.

Cruce spoke gravely.

“So you think Lyra might have had something to do with Selene’s disappearance.”

Cade nodded.

“I do.”

Cruce fell into thought.

After a moment, he spoke quietly.

“You may be right. Lyra always had an obsession with the power of her nephews...

I need to find out the truth.”

The group sank into silence, unsure of what to do in the face of the approaching end of the world.

Suddenly, tremors.

The group rushed outside to see what was happening — and they saw it.

The end of the world had already begun... slowly.

In the distance, small explosions burst, and objects were being pulled toward the vortex forming in the sky.

Mimi said,

“In a few days, it will reach Morvain. We need to do something.

What if we go to the old library?”

Cruce replied,

“The old library? A good idea. Could you tell me where it is, my lady?”

Mimi explained,

“Hyen knows where it is. He’ll take you there.”

Hyen frowned.

“That haunted place? No way. Not a chance I’m going in there!”

Endy asked,

“Haunted? Why do you say that?”

Hyen sighed.

“Not me — them! And I believe it, of course. I’ve dealt with hauntings before... ugh.”

Cruce said,

“Hyen, you know we have to go there. It’s our only chance to understand if there’s anything we can do.”

Hyen grumbled.

“Ugh... fine. Follow me.”

The group followed Hyen.

They passed the church and stopped beside an old building.

Everything was sealed — the windows boarded up with wooden planks.

Nothing could be seen inside.

Michael asked curiously,

“What on earth happened here?”

Hyen explained,

“From what I heard, there was an accident with a bookshelf.

It fell on several people and killed them.

Now they say the ghosts of those people wander around in there.

So... they closed the place.”

Endy trembled.

“Ghosts... no thank you. I’m terrified of them.”

Michael took her hand and said softly,

“I’m here. Don’t worry.”

Endy looked at him and smiled.

Cade then said,

“Alright then. Let’s go.”

He began removing the wooden planks.

Cruce asked,

“Doesn’t it bother you, Cade? The possibility of ghosts?”

Cade looked at him calmly.

“I’m not afraid of anything.”

Kehlan smiled.

“I knew he was going to say that.”

And with that, they entered the old library.

It was a massive underground structure.

The group was astonished by its size — and by how organized everything was, despite the dust.

Hyen looked around suspiciously.

“This place is way too tidy... did the ghosts clean it?”

Laughter echoed through the hall, making everyone jump.

But it was Cade, unable to contain himself.

Kehlan scolded him.

“You scared us, Cade!”

Cade was still laughing.

“I couldn’t help it. Hyen’s comment... I just couldn’t hold it in.”

Hyen blushed, but ended up smiling.

Suddenly, Adrien tripped over something on the ground.

“Damn it, it’s too dark in here!”

Cruce used fire magic and lit an old lantern lying nearby.

“Better. Much better.”

“But... how are we supposed to find whatever we’re looking for here?”

Michael asked,

“And what exactly are we looking for?”

Cruce looked at him and replied,

“I don’t know.

Something about chaos... or about the end of the world.”

And they began searching.

After some time, Kehlan found a strange book.

It was completely black — and it was upside down.

“Why is this book different from the others?

And why is it upside down... and with this title?”

She turned it slightly.

“Korangar? What the hell...?” she murmured.

Cruce stepped closer.

“Show me, Kehlan.”

She held out the book, and Cruce’s eyes lit up in wonder.

Hyen looked at him suspiciously.

“What’s going on, Cruce? You’re smiling... did something possess you?”

Cruce laughed.

“No. It’s still me. But I’ve been searching for this book for a long time.”

He examined it closely.

“It really is upside down, but... if I turn it like this... what do we get?”

Everyone stared, stunned.

Cade said,

“Ragnarök.

I can’t believe it. That means the end of the world in another language, doesn’t it?”

Cruce nodded.

“Yes. In the language of those we call the Vikings.

They look a bit like Hyen.”

Hyen’s eyes widened.

“Damn it, now I’m a Viking? I used to look rougher!

Now I’ve got neat little hair and a well-trimmed beard. Bah!”

“But what’s so special about that book?” he asked, curious.

Cruce replied,

“It was written by my father. These are the prophecies he saw.

Let’s see...”

He opened the book and began reading aloud.

The group soon realized that everything written there had already happened — it matched the events from the time of Infernus.

Suddenly, Cruce stopped.

“Here... it says: ‘The world will fall into chaos.

The end of the world will begin, but not all will be lost.’”

He closed the book, thoughtful.

“It ends here. This was the last prophecy he ever saw.

So in the end... we’ve learned nothing new.”

CRAAAAA!

The group jumped and looked around.

“A ghost! My gods, it’s a ghost!” Hyen shouted, clinging to Endy, who was also screaming.

CRAAAAAA!

Michael sighed.

“Again?”

Cade remained calm.

“Relax. That’s no ghost. Listen carefully.”

CRAAAAA!

Cade whistled.

“It’s a crow.”

Out of nowhere, a beautiful white crow appeared and landed on his hand.

The group stared in astonishment.

Endy and Hyen turned red with embarrassment.

Cade smiled.

“Are you lost, little one?”

Then he noticed something: the crow had a small scroll tied to its leg.

He carefully removed it, and the crow took flight again, vanishing into the darkness.

Cade opened the scroll.

“There’s nothing here.”

Cruce stepped closer.

“May I see it?”

Cade handed it to him.

Cruce examined it and confirmed — the scroll was completely blank.

Kehlan spoke thoughtfully.

“A white crow — which is already unusual...

It seemed to know exactly where we were, and it delivers a blank scroll?

I don’t believe that. There must be some secret here.”

Cruce nodded.

“I think so too.

But let’s leave this place and go back to the inn.”

And so they did.

They returned to the inn and sat around the table, placing the scroll in the center.

Cruce passed his hand over the empty parchment.

“And now? Let me try something...”

He held a small flame over the scroll. Nothing happened.

He tried other spells — none reacted.

Kehlan, Adrien, and Cade watched helplessly, since none of them had magic.

Hyen scratched his beard and grumbled,

“Oh, my Mimi... how are we supposed to decipher this thing?”

At the sound of her name, Mimi approached, wiping her hands on her apron.

“What is it, love?”

Before Hyen could answer, Mimi’s pendant began to glow intensely.

Mimi jumped and pulled it off her neck.

“What is going on here?!”

Suddenly, the scroll began to change.

Glowing lines appeared, crossing one another like living roots until the shape of a map formed.

Cruce’s eyes widened.

“A map...”

[image: ]

Cade leaned closer, studying every line.

“Your pendant revealed the map, Mistress Mimi. Who gave it to you?”

Mimi thought for a moment.

“A man. A long time ago... I gave him food and shelter for a night.

He insisted that I keep the necklace.”

Cruce lifted his head, surprised.

“It must have been my father...”

Mimi looked at him gently.

“That’s funny... now that I look at you closely, you really do resemble him.”

A scream suddenly echoed through the inn, cutting the silence.

“AAAAHHH!” Michael cried. “My arms! Ah... my arms are burning!”

Endy rushed to him and rolled up his sleeves.

Everyone gathered around and saw it: glowing symbols were beginning to form on Michael’s arms, as if the map itself were marking him.

The group stood frozen.

Mimi covered her mouth with her hands.

[image: ]

Without realizing it, she had been the key that deciphered the map.

Hyen broke the silence with a nervous half-smile.

“Of course it had to be my Mimi! Come here, woman... give me a kiss, I adore you!”

And so he did — Hyen gave her a quick kiss on the forehead.

Everyone smiled at the tenderness of the moment.

Cruce then extended his hand.

“My lady, may I see your pendant?”

“Of course,” Mimi replied, still confused.

Cruce studied the pendant calmly.

He ran his fingers across its surface until he found a small engraved symbol.

“I see something here... it looks like a star. Look here,” he said, pointing.

“This star — do you see it? It’s the same as the ones on the map.”

He passed the pendant to Kehlan, who examined it before handing it to Adrien. One by one, they all looked at it with curiosity.

Adrien frowned.

“You’re right... they’re identical.

Wait... could these stars be the fragments? Could they be in these locations on the map?”

Cruce nodded thoughtfully.

“That seems to be what it suggests.”

But then he noticed something strange.

“Look here. There’s a red star... and it’s moving.”

Michael stepped closer.

“What could that be?”

Cruce stared at it.

“Whatever it is, it’s on the other side of the sea. We’ll have to cross it.”

Michael clenched his fists.

“We have to go as soon as possible.”

Cruce shook his head.

“Tomorrow. We need to rest and prepare.”

Michael raised his voice.

“But we can’t take Cade, Kehlan, and my brother.”

The three protested in unison:

“What?!”

Cruce raised his hand firmly.

“He’s right. It’s too dangerous.

You’re human now. We won’t risk losing you.”

Endy placed a hand on Adrien’s shoulder.

“We already lost you once... that’s enough.”

Hyen raised his hand.

“I’m going with you too. Mimi, may I?”

Mimi crossed her arms, but smiled.

“You may — and you should, dear.”

Cruce was about to respond when he suddenly froze, his gaze distant.

“Father?” Adrien called.

No answer.

Michael sighed.

“He’s lost in thought again...”

Hyen stuck out his tongue, grabbed a cup, and poured water over Cruce’s head.

Cruce jumped.

“What was that?!”

Hyen laughed.

“We’ve been calling you for five minutes! Water was the fastest method.”

Cruce ran a hand through his wet hair and took a deep breath.

“I was indeed... lost in thought.

About the three of you,” he said, pointing to Adrien, Cade, and Kehlan.

Kehlan frowned.

“What do you mean, Master Cruce?”

Cruce looked at them carefully.

“I feel something within you... magic.”

Silence fell over the group.

Cade was the first to react.

“Magic? How is that possible?”

Cruce answered slowly.

“I don’t know how.

But I know what I feel...

You did not lose your magic completely.”
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CHAPTER 3
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The next day, the group prepared to leave.

They said their goodbyes to Mimi.

Hyen said,

“My love, wait for me. Don’t go anywhere.”

Mimi replied,

“I’ll be here when you return, dear.”

They shared a quick kiss, and Hyen joined the group.

Cruce said,

“We need to go to the village of Vilamere so we can cross to the other side.”

Adrien and Michael froze.

Cruce noticed and quickly added,

“Boys, we all know what happened here... but now it’s just a normal village.”

Adrien said,

“I know. But it still hurts.”

Michael added,

“Those memories don’t disappear overnight.”

Cade said,

“They will — if they’re replaced with better ones.”

Everyone looked at Cade.

Hyen said,

“Well, well... look at that. The one who said he didn’t deserve redemption is saying that now!”

Cade blushed. Everyone laughed.

They reached Vilamere a day later.

As they entered, memories of the past echoed through Adrien, Michael, Cade, and Cruce.

Cruce said,

“Damn... I never thought I’d have to come back here.”

Kehlan, holding Adrien’s arm, asked softly,

“Was it here, my love?”

Adrien replied,

“Yes... it’s hard, but if you’re beside me, it hurts less.”

He smiled.

Kehlan said,

“Then I’ll stay by your side.”

Endy took Michael’s hand.

“Hey, handsome, I’m here. And I’ll stay right here with you.”

Michael looked at her and smiled.

“That makes it easier, beautiful.”

Hyen, distracted while observing the village, failed to notice a stone on the ground. He tripped and fell flat on his back.

He sat up, looked at the object, and grumbled,

“Damn rock. Defeated by a rock. My gods... what have I become.”

Cade laughed.

“See? Good memories.”

Hyen shot him a look.

“If I had a wooden spoon right now, you’d see...”

Cruce, laughing so hard he almost cried, said,

“Only this man could make me laugh at a time like this.”

And just like that, they were all laughing.

The group continued walking until they reached an inn.

Michael said,

“Let’s rest.”

Everyone agreed.

Night came. Each of them retired to their rooms.

Kehlan was with Adrien and asked,

“My dear, I’ve always been curious... what was your power before... you know?”

Adrien smiled at her.

“I was, let’s say, a reflector. If someone cast a spell at me, I could reflect that same magic back — but twice as strong.”

Kehlan looked astonished.

“But that’s an incredible power! Doesn’t it affect you?”

Adrien replied,

“It does. I still feel the pain of the magic because it truly hits me. That’s why I trained so much — to lessen the pain. It worked... partly. Some spells still hurt.”

Kehlan sighed.

“Oh no... I don’t like that.”

Adrien smiled.

“Don’t worry, sweetheart. I handled it well.”

And so they fell asleep together.

The next morning, Cruce woke earlier than the others. He had already eaten and was leaning against
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