
The halls were dusty and cold as they headed into the heart of the citadel, climbing 

towards the Keep by Azreth’s vague directions. Spider-webs hung like curtains along the walls. 

Every corridor and passage was choked with the detritus of war. A hiss seethed from somewhere 

in the shadows. 

At the crest of a winding staircase, they found a gallery-like corridor that opened under a 

vaulted ceiling. Despite having stalked the ruins for hours, their torches were no lower, and they 

cast a reddish light upon the whole of the grand hall. The walls were plastered from floor to 

ceiling, in brilliant shades of violet, green and gold. Unfamiliar characters were set in relief 

across both sides. 

They continued on, hoping to glean some direction from the strange decorations. With a 

few of the glyphs there were images of figures. Men and beasts, elegant in detail but difficult to 

see in the torch-light, cavorting as if frozen in time. Some frolicked in festival, while others 

looked to be at war, painted blood dripping from their swords. 

Each wall had several such murals, of men and women in long white robes and gold 

sashes. The designs were intricate and beautiful and savage. 

At the far end of the hall, looming over the entrance of an inner hold, a stone carving 

larger than a man’s height peered down at them. It was no human face. The features of the 

carving were a caricature of humanity, still as sharp as from the sculptor’s hand; like everything 

else uncannily preserved from the ravages of time. 

 Horns like a bull’s grew from the temples. Jowls like a hound’s hung open, with rows of 

teeth flanked by twin fangs. 

“We’re getting close,” Azreth said. “I remember this. The bust of Wrael. This is the 

passage into his throne chamber.” 



They all studied it for a moment, but had little time to consider. A rumbling grew up, as if 

the walls were coming to life. The stone began to vibrate, and the floor shifted beneath them. It 

was no quake. The thunder was organic, the growling of a carnivore. 

“You remember this too?” Slade asked. 

“The beast king’s guardian,” Azreth whispered. “The basilisk.” 

Spawned from the darkness, something slinked out from beneath the statue. Though at 

first as black as the shadow itself, it moved of its own accord. Only its crimson eyes were visible. 

Threya gripped her sword. The thing shrieked. Slade pulled Azreth behind him. Kerr ducked 

with him, even as he drew a dagger from his cloak. 

A lizard-beast leaped into the firelight. It drooled from a snout like a wolf’s, but its body 

was lean and scaly. The monster slashed at Slade. The force of its thrust knocked him to the 

floor, a gash torn in his arm. 

Threya’s sword whistled through the air, slicing into the basilisk’s haunches before it 

could strike again. Her second slash tore open its back. The beast flicked its spiked tail, climbing 

halfway up the wall in a momentary retreat. It eyed Threya with a burning scarlet glower. 

It leaped next toward her, throwing itself upon the warrior-queen. Again, the force of its 

landing was too much, and she collapsed under it, leaving the beast perched on top of her. Its 

powerful legs pinned her arms to the floor, holding down her sword. It reared its jaws over her, 

spilling hot, fetid breath in her face. 

Back on his feet, Slade jumped from behind and Kerr from the other side. Both plunged 

their blades through the creature’s torso. Slade clamped his arms around the beast’s throat as it 

howled, until it squealed with a weakened yelp as the leper’s dagger choked the life out of it. 

Azreth neared, poking at the carcass with his staff. 



“We’re very close now,” the mystic said. 

	


