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‘Unite the world of men against the darkness. Remake the bonds that were broken, have them stand as one. Reforge the crown that was sundered, Hope shall be born anew,’ – The Wizard Raven to Riis, the first King of Delfinnia. 






  
  Prologue


"The hour draws near," whispered a voice from the shadows. 
Danon stirred, narrowing his black eyes. His servants were elsewhere in the King’s Spire. He was alone. He tapped the arms of the golden throne impatiently, waiting for the voice to speak again. Silence answered him.
"Is that you, Esperin?" he growled irritably. "You have no power over me anymore. I have surpassed your petty desires. The darkness is mine to command."
The Goddess had not appeared to him once since his escape from the Void. Was she even still out there? It mattered not. He was free of her whispers, her influence. Where she had sought to wield the darkness as a weapon of domination, he used it as a tool—a power bent to his will. No longer did he follow her commands. Her foul whispers had abandoned him long ago, and with them, her control. His desires were far grander than the petty ambitions of the Goddess.
All he wanted was revenge. To cast down his brother, Niveren, who still clung to their father’s decree of maintaining balance. White-hot rage flared in Danon’s chest at the mere thought. His brother was a slave to the Gods. He would free him from their thrall—or kill him. It mattered not. Either way, Danon would triumph. He would claim the worship and reverence he deserved, leading humanity to destroy the meddlesome Gods once and for all.
He hated the Gods. They had betrayed him long ago. Esperin had corrupted him, twisted his mind, and made him spill the blood of millions in her name. No longer. His imprisonment in the Void had revealed another way. The darkness was no more than a means to an end, a source of power to wield against his enemies. The Kingdom of Delfinnia was his, save for a few pockets of foolish defiance. The Sundered Crown lay at his feet.
"Esperin?" the voice spat with barely concealed disgust. "No, I am not Esperin."
Danon frowned. Not Esperin? Then who?
He rose, descending the steps of the throne with deliberate slowness. Something stirred at the edge of his senses—something familiar.
"You know who I am, Danon. You remember."
Danon froze. Distant, faded memories surfaced. Pain. Suffering. The Void. He snarled.
"Vectrix."
Mocking laughter echoed through the chamber.
"I have not forgotten our bargain, fiend," Danon snapped.
The shadows deepened, and despite himself, Danon took an involuntary step back.
"Really? You have a funny way of showing it. I have no interest in your wars, only in what you owe me. I lent you some of my power; the Void is yours to command. Yet you fail me at every turn. The Portal Towers held the power I needed, and now they are beyond your reach."
"Luxon Edioz is to blame for that," Danon snarled. "The wizard is... troublesome."
"He has bested your schemes, recovered the sacred blade, united a divided continent, and forged an alliance that could spell your doom. A united humanity is fearsome. I should know."
"I will destroy him," Danon vowed. "I will destroy his allies. This world will be mine—and you will have what you desire."
"Luxon is guided by your brother," Vectrix said, ignoring Danon’s boasts. "Do you truly believe you can stand against Niveren and his champion and prevail? Your days are numbered—unless you have my help."
Danon sneered. Since his return from the Void, he had hunted Niveren tirelessly. Yet his brother remained elusive, aiding champions like Luxon throughout the ages. Danon knew in his blackened heart that to achieve his goals, his brother must die.
"My patience wears thin," Vectrix’s voice boomed. "Find Luxon. Kill him and claim the sword he wields. Only with Asphodel can you slay Niveren and have your revenge. I will help you—but this is your last chance. Fail me again, and I will turn to another."
"Another?" Danon scoffed. "There is no other with my power—argh!"
Agonising pain lanced through his body, driving him to his knees.
"Do not think yourself indispensable, Danon," Vectrix hissed. "You are a man. I am a God. Never forget that."
The pain subsided, leaving Danon gasping. He staggered to his feet, clutching his chest.
"What do you gain from this?" he rasped.
"What I have always sought: the powers of creation."
"Stolen powers," Danon growled.
"Freely wielded," Vectrix corrected.
Danon frowned, a dull ache forming in his skull. Luxon had turned the dragons against him, claimed Asphodel, defeated Yinnice, and raised an army. Danon’s supremacy was slipping. He could not allow another defeat like the one inflicted by Zahnia the Great. He needed an edge.
"Very well," he said at last. "What do you propose?"
"In Eclin lies a creation of mine, hidden and dormant. It was to be my ultimate weapon in the Heaven’s War. Awaken it, and nothing will stand in your way. Together, we will both achieve our goals."
The ache in Danon’s head intensified. His thoughts felt alien, a sensation he had experienced more frequently since escaping the Void. As Vectrix spoke, Danon’s gaze caught his reflection in an ornate mirror. For a fleeting moment, it was not his face staring back but another’s, familiar yet not, with a sense of dread he realised. It was—Vectrix.
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  Chapter 1.


The Marble Shore 
The fleet of Yundol longships surged through the choppy waters toward the gleaming white beaches ahead. On the clifftops, beacons flared into life, their fiery signals racing along the coastline. The enemy had spotted them.
Standing tall at the bow of the lead ship, Ricard of Champia narrowed his steely gaze on the shore. His greying hair and beard danced in the fierce wind, and his green cape snapped violently behind him like a banner of defiance. The chill air stung his face, but he remained steadfast, his knuckles white as they gripped the railing. For too long, he had been exiled from the kingdom that was rightfully his.
The invasion he had launched earlier that year had been a disaster. The N’Gist forces, brutal and unrelenting, had shattered his army. Defeated and humiliated, Ricard had barely escaped with his life. In the months since, he had scoured the foreign lands of Yundol, desperate for allies. The Yundol chieftains, their memories long and their grudges longer, had laughed in his face. Ricard’s name was etched into their history for the devastating defeats he had inflicted upon them decades ago during their failed invasion of Delfinnia.
Yet gold had proven a powerful motivator. Ricard’s empty promises of wealth and spoils had won over the greediest of the warlords. After draining the last of his treasury, he had mustered a fearsome force of mercenaries—cutthroats, exiles, and killers who cared little for loyalty. They fought for coin and the thrill of battle.
The horns of the Yundol ships blared across the dark, turbulent waters. The warriors, clad in mismatched armour and bristling with weapons, roared their savage battle cries. A thousand men to take the Marble Shore. A thousand of the most dangerous men alive.
Ricard adjusted his sword belt, the weight of his blade a familiar comfort, and accepted his helmet from his squire. He turned to his trusted lieutenant, Vizar, who stood near the oarsmen. The grizzled veteran gave him a nod and a reassuring smile.
“The men are eager for battle, my lord,” Vizar said. “Let’s hope these Yundols are as skilled at killing as I remember.”
Ricard nodded and pulled the helmet over his head. “Today, we take the Marble Shore. Tomorrow, the kingdom. Once the people see my banner, they will rally to our cause. The N’Gist’s days are numbered.”
Another blast of the horns signalled the fleet to pick up speed. The longships surged forward, their serpent-shaped prows slicing through the waves. The warriors strapped on their armour, checked their weapons, and began chanting in unison.
“Death! Death! Death!”
The sight of the white beaches and marble cliffs, gleaming like polished bone in the morning sun, stirred something deep in Ricard’s heart. For many of his men, it was the first glimpse of the mainland in months. To him, it was a return home.
But his moment of reflection shattered as figures appeared on the cliffs. At first, they were dark silhouettes against the sky, but as the longships drew closer, their appearance became clearer. Thousands of black-armoured soldiers lined the cliffs, bows in hand.
Arrows rained down, their barbed tips slicing through the air like deadly hail. Screams erupted as the projectiles struck warriors and oarsmen alike. Blood splattered the decks, and bodies slumped lifelessly.
“Raise shields!” Ricard shouted.
The warriors obeyed, forming makeshift cover against the relentless arrow storm. Despite their efforts, the assault was devastating. As the beach loomed closer, Ricard’s eyes widened in horror. Catapults were being rolled into position atop the cliffs.
Moments later, pots of flaming pitch hurtled through the air. One longship took a direct hit, exploding into an inferno. The warriors aboard screamed as the flames consumed them, some throwing themselves into the sea only to be dragged down by their armour.
“Hold formation!” Ricard bellowed, leaping over the side of his ship as it slammed into the shore.
The Yundol tactic of beaching their ships to gain the element of surprise was well-practised, but this time, the enemy was prepared. Another volley of arrows met the warriors as they disembarked, cutting down dozens before they could even set foot on the sand.
Ricard rallied his men, forming a shield wall. Together, they pressed forward against the withering hail of arrows. The warriors’ chants of “Death! Death! Death!” echoed above the chaos, their defiance refusing to waver.
But then, a deep horn blared from the cliffs. Ricard lowered his shield and stared in dread as hundreds of Sarpi cavalrymen emerged, their black-armoured warhorses a nightmarish sight. Each rider was clad in thick plate, their lances glinting menacingly in the sunlight.
“Spears!” Ricard roared.
The warriors sheathed their swords and axes, hastily forming a phalanx. Their spears bristled in anticipation as the ground trembled beneath the pounding hooves of the oncoming cavalry.
“Brace!”
The impact was catastrophic. The Sarpi riders crashed into the Yundol ranks, their lances punching through shields and bodies with brutal force. Vizar was among the first to fall, his chest pierced by a lance. Ricard was thrown to the ground, narrowly avoiding the crushing hooves of a warhorse.
Rolling to his feet, Ricard discarded his shattered spear and drew his sword. Around him, the beach was a scene of carnage. The Sarpi cavalry tore through his ranks with ruthless efficiency. The Yundol longships burned, their blackened hulls casting smoke into the sky.
From the sea, Sarpi warships rounded the headland, cutting off any chance of retreat. Fireballs, launched by N’Gist sorcerers, arced through the sky, crashing into the water and the fleeing vessels.
Despair gripped Ricard as he watched his army crumble. His dream of reclaiming the Sundered Crown was dying before his eyes. The thunder of hooves behind him signalled the end.
“Forgive me, nephew,” he whispered, tears blurring his vision.
The lance struck true, punching through his armour and into his spine. Ricard of Champia fell to the blood-soaked sand, lifeless. His fool’s dream ended with him, leaving the future of Delfinnia in the hands of a boy king far across the sea.
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  Chapter 2.


The Mage city of Caldaria 
Howling came from the oppressive darkness. Kaiden shivered and pulled his cloak tighter to ward off the chill. The savage winter was waning, but snow still lay in deep drifts on the plains of Caldaria. He edged closer to the flaming brazier holding his hands to its comforting warmth. Even the thick woollen gloves made for him by Alira did little to stave off the brutal cold. The twin moons were high in the clear night’s sky and cast a soft white glow on the lands below. He glanced over the ramparts and sighed. Ice glistened in the moonlight and the air was eerily still and silent. To an observer, the snow-covered plains beyond Caldaria’s walls looked serene, but the peaceful scene was deceiving. Beneath the ice, standing still and silent, numbering in their tens of thousands, was the undead horde. Thick snow covered most, and the frigid cold had frozen all into macabre stances. 
“They never move. Day after day they stand there like statues,” grumbled one of the knights sitting opposite the fire.
“I’ve seen them move,” said one of the Fleetfoot archers manning the walls with Kaiden and his knights.
“Liar. I’ve been manning these ramparts for months and aside from that first attack they’ve not moved an inch,” replied the knight.
Kaiden narrowed his eyes. Was there a light on the horizon? Slowly he stood up walked over to the crenellations and brought the Spyglass hanging from his belt to his eye. He scanned the distant Great Wood but at first, he saw nothing but darkness. He turned his head slightly and traced the line of where the now buried road lay. An orange glow flickered amongst the trees. His eyes widened as he recognised the shapes of men and pack animals moving through the night. 
“Who are they?” one of the knights asked nervously as they too saw the lights.
Kaiden twisted the spyglass handle, and the figures became clearer. Five men wielding swords and dressed in furs were running through the undergrowth. They were waving frantically to a group of people struggling through the deep snow.
“They look like refugees. Must have come from the east,” he said.
“I can’t believe anyone would risk such a journey in this weather,” the knight exclaimed.
“Depends on what they’re running from,” the hooded Fleetfoot added ominously.
Kaiden lowered the spyglass.
“Either way they’re walking into danger. We need to warn them.”
The Fleetfoot’s face paled. 
“I think it’s a bit late for that sir,” he said pointing to the tree line.
From their distant vantage point, they could see the column of refugees begin to panic. Another howl filled the air, and the knights muttered a prayer to Niveren.
“Werewolves! They’re pursuing them straight onto the plains and towards the undead.”
Kaiden stepped down from the rampart and using his numb hands picked up the iron headed hammer placed in an alcove. He was about to swing it with all of his might to strike the alarm bell but hesitated. Raising the alarm could stir the undead. It hadn’t been for nothing that the mages had cast spells over the city to mute the sounds of the populace within. For months it had worked and the undead had not been roused from their frozen slumber to attack. 
“Use lanterns and wave your arms like madmen, we have to try and warn them but do so as quietly as you can!”
He waved over the squires who’d been huddling with each other next to a nearby brazier.
“Run and tell the watch commanders to wave their lanterns and to keep their men silent. Hurry now, good lads.”
The others did as commanded, and they climbed onto the crenellations with lanterns in hand. Along the wall, other lanterns were lit as other watchmen spotted the approaching refugees. 
Kaiden bounded down crystal steps almost slipping as he did so. Warning shouts came from the now riled city defenders, but they were quickly hushed by angry commanders. Kaiden was satisfied that the men under his command had their troops under control. It took him several desperate minutes to reach the courtyard far beneath the walls, already knights were strapping on armour and sheathing their swords. He barked orders to the squires to bring them their lances and get the horses ready to ride. His squire, a ten-year-old boy named Joti jogged over to him all red faced from the bitter cold. He handed Kaiden his lance, helmet, and shield before passing him the reigns of his horse.
“I’ve saddled Herald sir. Did so as soon as the order reached us. Although I don’t think he’s much of a fan of this cold,” the boy said.
“Good lad, Joti now make sure you get to safety, this could get a little rough,” Kaiden replied ruffling the boy’s mop of brown hair affectionately. Joti like many of the squires was one of the many boys orphaned in the war. The Mages had taken them in, but the Knights had given them a purpose. He adjusted his thick woollen cloak and climbed into the saddle. Ten other knights had done the same and he gestured at them to follow him. He spurred Herald on, and the horse galloped through the streets of Caldaria and towards the crystal gates. Men rushed to positions on the walls and he could see a squad of Nightblades waiting at the gatehouse. One of them stepped into the street and held up a hand.
“Hold, Sir Kaiden. I cannot let you exit the city. Grandmaster Thanos hasn’t given the order to open the gates.”
Herald stamped his hooves impatiently mimicking the irritated mood Kaiden now felt.
“There are people out there. If we don’t do something they will run straight into the undead!”
“I’m sorry,” the Nightblade replied bluntly. 
“We are the knights of Niveren. Our order is sworn to defend the weak, that is an oath that we shall not break this day. Step aside,” Kaiden snapped.
The Nightblade was unable to hold Kaiden’s stern gaze and with a reluctant sigh gestured for one of his men to open the gates. They all watched with held breathes as the mighty crystal barrier moved inwards. A group of mages stood nearby, their staffs aimed at the gate, they were muttering a spell of silence to mute the sound.
Kaiden flicked Herald’s reigns, and the squadron of Knights trotted forward. Once outside the walls, the frigid air slapped them in the face and Kaiden longed to return to the warmth of a fire. The horse’s hooves crunched on the snow, sounding like thunderclaps in the deathly still air. With every stride, he winced and cautiously glanced at the just visible frozen figures of the undead. The horses struggled through the snow but ahead Kaiden could see the refugees. Screams carried on the air and the ravenous howls of the werewolves sent fear shooting through all who heard them. 
“Sir!” hissed one of his knights in warning. 
Despite the freezing temperatures sweat formed on Kaiden’s forehead. He looked to his left and his stomach flipped. Some of the undead were beginning to stir. He watched in horrified awe as one skeletal zombie twitched causing ice and snow to fall its emaciated limbs. A low groan came from its shattered mouth, a groan that grew in volume as more and more of the undead were stirred. Ahead, across the frozen fields Kaiden saw refugees burst from the tree line. They were running as fast as they could through the ankle-deep snow. One was a woman with a screaming baby in her arms, behind her a bloodied man in the attire of an Eclin ranger with a sword in hand. 
“Sir?” asked one of his knights.
Kaiden gripped Herald’s reigns tightly. He would not let the innocent die. He lowered his helmet’s visor and drew his sword, Vengeance.
“We ride and we ride fast. Pick up as many people as we can. We will fight our way through if needs be.”
Following words, with action, he kicked his spurs into Herald’s flanks and the horse burst forward. The other knights did likewise, their horses thundering over the icy ground. The wind whistled in Kaiden’s helmet, but his eyes were fixed on the tree line. All around them, the undead began to move and he could faintly hear alarm bells ringing from Caldaria. All pretence at staying silent now lost. The Knights galloped closer, and the refugees veered toward them with desperate cries. Kaiden now saw that the group was comprised of no more than a hundred bedraggled men, women, and children. In the tree line behind them, he spotted brave Eclin rangers desperately fighting the werewolves hunting them. They were sacrificing their lives to protect the innocent. Their deaths would not be in vain, Kaiden vowed. The knights separated into two groups with Kaiden leading the first. His squadron sped past the refugees to form a protective line at their rear whilst the other group took up position in front. They shouted at the refugees to keep moving. One woman fell but a knight scooped her up and placed her over his lap. The moans of the undead was now a howl, their twitching bodies growing more active by the second. Kaiden bellowed at the rangers to flee as he surged forward to cut down a snarling werewolf. Kaiden turned Herald so that the monster’s snapping jaws missed the horse’s flanks and slashed down with his silver sword, Vengeance to cleave the beast’s head from its neck. The howls grew louder prompting one of his knights to shout a warning. Kaiden’s eyes widened. Bounding through the undergrowth were dozens of wolves and behind them carrying blood tipped spears were hundreds of cackling goblins. The squat creatures swarmed through the trees. Kaiden turned Herald.
“Flee back to the city with all haste!” he cried.
Ahead, he could see Caldaria’s gates reopen and out charged a squadron of mounted Nightblades, their Tourmaline swords blazing bright. Behind them rode dozens of tribesmen led by their King, Faramond. They swept onto the plain wielding flaming torches that they used to set the still awakening undead ablaze.
“Only fire kills the dead,” Kaiden shouted, his words causing his men to cheer. Where only a few minutes before the plain had been covered in ice and still, now it was filled with horsemen and the burning undead. A volley of arrows was loosed by the tribal horse archers and the werewolves and goblins slowed their pursuit. Kaiden and his knights whirled about to face the enemy, daring them to risk the bite of their silver blades. The refugees had reached the safety of the horsemen and now were being escorted into the city and to safety. The groans of the undead continued to rise in volume as more stirred into their foul imitation of life. A horn blew in warning and Faramond led his warriors back toward the city. Kaiden spurred Herald onward just as a deafening roar filled the sky. He held his sword high as the mighty silver dragon, Umbaroth swooped low over the crystal spires of Caldaria and the plains. The dragon opened his cavernous mouth and fire poured forth. The inferno swept across the plain, melting the thick snow and ice and blasting hundreds of the undead to ash. 
“Umbaroth has bought us some time. Get these people inside the city,” Kaiden shouted. He turned his mount and called for the rangers to hurry up. Wolves still attacked but the expertise of the ranger bow shots kept them at bay. He waited for the last of them to run by him before spurring Herald back towards the safety of the walls. Risking a glance over his shoulder he could see that the goblins and other fell beasts numbered in their thousands. The forest was alive with them. A horn blast sounded from the walls signalling that the last of the refugees had reached safety and Kaiden followed the other knights back through the closing crystal gates. 
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“Get these poor souls some food and a warm hearth,” Kaiden ordered after removing his helmet.
“That was a big risk and one that could have gone terribly wrong, Kaiden,’ Thanos scolded, ‘but it was also incredibly brave. Well done.”
Kaiden shrugged his shoulders and slid from Herald’s saddle. His squire took the horse’s reins and led the tired animal to the nearby stables for food, water, and a much-deserved rest.
“We couldn’t just let them die, Thanos. From the looks of the poor wretches, they’ve been travelling for a long time through hostile territory. A whole host of goblins and wolves was on their tail.”
Thanos crossed his arms.
“Yes, a host that has now joined the ranks of the undead outside our walls.”
Both men looked up as Kaiden’s second in command, Tivon hurried over to them and tossed them a salute.
“Sir, there’s someone you’ll want to talk to. One of the rangers says he has information of vital importance.”
Kaiden exchanged a curious look with Thanos and followed Tivon across the courtyard. Stood next to a brazier warming his hands was a ranger. His brown leather armour was battered, and his tunic was ripped. A wound was on his cheek and a black bruise was under his left eye.
“Tell them what you told me ranger,” Tivon said.
The ranger was young with a head of short brown hair and intelligent eyes. He nodded to Kaiden and Thanos.
“My name is Briden, captain of the Eclin Rangers, first corp.”
“Eclin?” said Kaiden.
“Aye. We’ve been travelling for days. We numbered a thousand when we departed Eclin now there’s barely a hundred of us.”
“What made you depart Eclin? The last reports we received from the mountain realm said that Danon’s forces had laid siege to the passes leading to the Delfinnian plains but had left Eclin alone,” Thanos said stroking his chin. Briden gave them a tired look.
“Your reports are out of date master Mage. At the height of the last high moons, the N’Gist entered the passes and pushed deep into the mountains. Anyone who stood in their way was destroyed.”
“Troubling news indeed,” Tivon muttered.
“That’s not the worst of it I’m afraid. Me and my men tracked the N’Gist for several days after their first attack and followed them into the mountains, beyond the ruins of Fuio Pass. They set up a fortified camp and then- started digging. They are searching for something.”
Kaiden glanced at Thanos worriedly.
“I don’t like the sound of that.”
“The Eclin mountains are home to all manner of dark things. The ancient abominations of the Magic Wars linger in those peaks, among other things. What could they possibly be looking for?”
“There are many ancient tombs and relics of the N’Gist buried up there, we rangers are tasked with ensuring they aren’t disturbed,’ Briden added. ‘When it was clear that the N’Gist were more focused on their expedition to the mountains rather than attacking the city, we decided to evacuate while we still could. We feared a much larger attack was imminent. It’s a decision I now regret,” the ranger said bitterly. “The lands between Caldaria and Eclin are overrun with Fell Beasts, we led those poor people into a massacre.”
Kaiden squeezed Briden’s shoulder.
“You did what you felt was right and I agree with the choice you made. Caldaria is the safest place left in the kingdom. The power of the mages will protect your people and-’ he paused his thoughts drifting to Luxon ‘-hopefully help is on its way.” 
Alarm bells rang out interrupting their conversation and panicked shouts came from the walls above. Kaiden excused himself and ran up the nearby crystal steps until he reached the top crenellations. One of his knights was waiting for him and pointed out over the plain. Kaiden paled at the sight. Where once the city had just hordes of the undead besieging it, now a host of ravenous Fell beasts had appeared. Already the sound of Goblin axes biting and felling trees could be heard, and hundreds of campfires were being lit to fill the sky with black smoke. The undead that remained shambled toward the city and the werewolves prowled the surrounding forests.
“Will they attack sir?” the knight asked with fear in his voice.
“Not yet. They no doubt await their master. Fear not, they fear the power of this place. We have time,” Kaiden replied with more certainty than he felt.  He walked the length of the city walls giving courage to the defenders. For months, their nerves had been frayed. Attack after attack by the undead had been repulsed and then the harshness of the winter cold had given them a respite. Now, they faced foes more deadly than the ravenous gnashing teeth of the undead. Goblins while far from smart had intelligence, enough to craft basic iron weapons and utilise simple battle tactics. Kaiden had fought the creatures before. He did not look forward to fighting them again. It was said that they were the failed attempts by the Mad God Vectrix to mimic humankind. In reality, they were monsters. After finishing his rounds on the walls, he walked to the Arch Tower that stood at the heart of the city. He passed dozens of blue cloaked mages who were going about their studies. The mages had handled the siege surprisingly well, no despair or complaint had come from the magic wielders. Thanos had explained that too many of them Caldaria was the only home they had ever known because of the laws that forbade the use of magic elsewhere in the kingdom. 
He entered the towering structure and made his way to the top floor, using the levitation pads was always a strange experience for him but now after months of use, he no longer feared them. He found Thanos sitting behind his crystal desk and the young ranger, Briden sitting opposite him. They were deep in conversation. At seeing Kaiden in the doorway, Thanos made a gesture with his hand and a chair slid across the room toward the desk. Kaiden nodded in thanks and sat. 
“Briden here was telling me some of the things he saw while he and his people were on their exodus from Eclin.”
“Oh? Our scouts haven’t been able to travel too far thanks to the snow and undead. Most of our information comes from the dragons but they can only tell us what they’ve seen from the air.”
Briden sat forward and rested his arms on the desk.
“It’s bad. We must have passed through a dozen abandoned towns. Most were devoid of life; others were occupied by the undead and monsters. Even the Sundial Inn was silent save for a
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