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PROLOGUE The watcher 

 
 

The ancient being stirred. Slowly, it became more 
aware; a macabre pretence of life infused its tired, withered 
body again. It shuffled awkwardly to the scrying pool and 
scrutinised the murky water. Its attention was drawn to the 
temple. For so many centuries the power contained in the 
structure had sustained the creature’s unnaturally long 
existence. The temple had lain dormant for an age, but now 
had been violated and the power within rekindled.  

Treasure-seekers, it thought, they have reawakened me. The 
abomination knew that with its reawakening there would be 
consequences, both beneficial and baleful. It noted in 
displeasure that the intervening years had not been kind to 
its physical form. Ignoring its frail appearance, it cast its 
malevolent gaze around its environs, observing with 
satisfaction that nothing else had changed in the years it had 
been inert. It turned back to the scrying pool and watched… 
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1. It seemed like a good idea at the 

time 

 
 

The pain that Galara felt was excruciating. She gasped 
again in agony. The insidious filth from the claws of the 
ghoul that had eviscerated her began to spread throughout 
the gaping wound in her belly. The stench of the 
carnivorous undead monster that had tried to rip out her 
guts was still strong in her nostrils. It would have made her 
sick, had she not been trying to keep her entrails from falling 
out onto the floor.  

Her sword fell from numb fingers with a resounding 
clang as she lurched painfully forward. With her right hand 
she clung to the ribbons of flesh around her stomach, 
attempting to keep anything important from seeping 
through her fingers onto the ground. The swordswoman 
lurched through the door that was being held open for her 
and collapsed onto the floor of the room inside, the waves 
of crashing pain like the ocean during a storm; 
uncontrollable, unstoppable and overwhelming. When she 
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could resist no more she fainted, blessed oblivion claiming 
her. Outside the doorway she’d just entered, the remaining 
ghouls were driven into frenzy. The smell of the fresh blood 
spilt was irresistible to the undead monsters.    

The mage Jade Hewen threw off her overstuffed 
backpack and pulled Galara further into the room, wincing 
in dismay at the sight of the other woman’s injuries. Jade 
cursed loudly, rueing the day they had come on this 
particular expedition and cursed herself for not preparing as 
rigorously as she should have.  

With nothing more than passing curiosity, Galara had 
placed a hand on the hideous granite altar that they had 
found while exploring this temple, sacred to the dead god 
Mergoth. Suddenly a horde of undead had appeared as if 
from nowhere to attack the group. The woman’s touch had 
appeared to rekindle the dark power of the temple 
somehow, as if it had been waiting for the warm flesh of the 
living to awaken its hunger. More importantly, magic had 
stopped working properly for her group of treasure hunters 
and none felt it more keenly than she.  

She chanced a quick look at the entry, where her friends 
were trying desperately to block out the undead and close 
the door. Turning back to her injured friend, Jade shuddered 
as she viewed Galara’s sword arm, the limb sagging uselessly 
beside the prone woman. Jade was careful not to touch the 
arm when she moved her friend. When magic had gone 
awry, a memory of Gammel, her former mage craft 
instructor’s teachings had tugged at her unconscious 
recollections, begging to be remembered. As she dragged 
Galara’s unconscious form further into the room, the lesson 
she was trying to remember came flooding back to her. 
Sadly for her group, it may be a case of too little, too late. 

 
### 

 
“A little known fact,” Gammel spoke in a wheezing 

monotone, “And only referred to in very few manuscripts, 
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like Fenzel’s account of the Demonswar.” Gammel 
removed his spectacles with one gnarly hand while he 
glanced down at the book on his lap with rheumy eyes, 
“Was that Mergoth, before he was destroyed in the 
Demonswar, in addition to being the god once venerated by 
thieves and assassins, was also the god of corruption.”  

The ancient sage moved to a more comfortable spot in 
his oversized armchair. His venerable bones creaking almost 
as much as the chair itself, the well-worn leather moulded 
comfortably to suit his withered old frame. The bluish 
smoke coming from his pipe floated slowly upward to the 
stone ceiling as he spoke to the half dozen attentive students 
that had gathered in the small chamber for today’s lessons. 
Light from the setting sun streamed in through a lone glass 
window in the northern wall, bathing the sage in a halo of 
light, while a new oil lamp provided just enough 
illumination for the students at the back of the room to see 
by. The dusty leather-bound tome filled with vellum pages 
rested on his knee, open at a story pertaining to the dead 
gods and in particular, Mergoth. 

 “An easy portfolio to overlook,” he continued, “Given 
that corruption often means dishonesty, bribery and sleaze 
– vices that regularly go hand in hand with thieves and 
assassins. But important to remember, because it was this 
corruption of both life and death that caused the rise of the 
undead. Ever since Mergoth was defeated, we have not had 
to deal with such vile creatures. However,” he continued, 
“often Mergoth’s corruption manifested itself in unusual 
ways; for example in a temple where Mergoth is venerated, 
non-worshippers will find themselves subject to unusual 
corruptions; spells will go awry, magic will not work 
properly, wounds will fester unnaturally…” 

The respected sage’s oft-recalled voice trailed off into 
memory as Jade’s attention returned to the present. She 
remembered much of what Gammel and her other teachers 
had taught her during her formative years. But of course, no 



5 

one remembered absolutely everything. How could I have been 
so stupid, to not remember what Gammel taught me? Jade’s elderly 
teacher had succumbed to old age over ten years ago, but 
his words echoed painfully in her mind now that she finally 
had a chance to catch her breath. Since they’d begun 
exploring the ancient temple, abandoned for centuries by 
worshippers since Mergoth’s death in the Demonswar, the 
party had continually discovered that corruption meant 
much more than dishonesty. Despite the temple being 
forsaken by the living for so long, the undead had 
reawakened. Remnants of the god’s power also lingered in 
the form of traps and spells designed to keep the temple 
precinct sacrosanct. The interior of the temple itself was 
remarkably well-preserved, despite its age. 

Galara’s answer to that age old question: ‘Why did we 
come in here?’ echoed in her mind. It seemed like a good idea at 
the time… Those were the last words Jade had heard Galara 
speak before they had been forced to barricade themselves 
in these rooms at the top of the landing the group now 
occupied. Their group had come to the temple on the 
promise of antiquities and treasures, but so far they had 
been involved in a running fight for their lives.  

Exploring ruins was never easy at the best of times. With 
the added corruptive influence of Mergoth’s faded divine 
essence, they had found it impossible to do anything but 
defend; using their wits, sinew and steel against the horrors 
that the temple catacombs were throwing against the 
treasure-seekers. The group’s magical protections had 
distorted and had damaged the group more often than the 
enemies they fought. Derek Moondreamer, the priest of 
Khor had attempted to summon divine power to disrupt the 
ghouls that rose up against them. But his efforts had 
invariably strengthened the undead, rather than obliterating 
them. The long-disused ability of the priest to banish and 
dismiss the undead had seemed at first to be their salvation; 
but the ancient evil they had reawakened had corrupted the 
power of the cleric and seemed destined to doom them. 
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Healing potions and enchantments had also fallen to the 
corruptive anti-magic. Not all spells Jade had cast had been 
corrupted, but the majority seemed to be subject to an 
instability that would probably kill the party sooner rather 
than later. Sadly for Galara, the brave swordswoman, the 
lack of magical healing was about to cost her life. Jade 
looked over to Galara, now being treated by Derek. The 
priest’s ministrations were confined to mundane medicines. 
The edges of her wounds were already turning a horrid 
shade of purple and the withered flesh of her arm rendered 
the limb unrecognisable as human. 

The party had barricaded themselves into a suite of 
rooms that appeared at first glance to have once been used 
as torture chambers. The men of the group had managed to 
close the entrance off and were barricading the solid door 
of the main room of the suite. Jade huddled closer to Galara 
as she watched her companions heave an iron maiden and a 
whirligig up against the door to halt the progress of the 
horde outside. Jade wished the wailing of the undead 
carnivores outside the door would stop, even for a few 
moments. The horrid moaning from withered voice boxes 
and desiccated jaws left little doubt that the non-living 
sought to feast upon the flesh of the living. 

Jade moved from her position on the floor to aid Derek. 
The priest applied a salve to Galara’s belly wound and with 
Jade’s help bound the swordswoman’s stomach with 
bandages and swaddling. The gods alone only knew why 
Derek’s lightstone still worked, but Jade silently thanked 
whoever of the gods was listening and prayed that it 
continued to function. Being in this terrifying tomb was bad 
enough; being here in the dark would be unbearable.  

Taking a moment’s respite, the group slowly seated 
themselves in a rough circle. Galara lay nearby, although no 
one thought she would comprehend what was occurring. 
Rex hopped down from the torture devices barricading the 
door and sat in the circle. The affable warrior and the dwarf, 
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Jongus Bloodaxe were the main instigators of the treasure-
seeking trip to the ruins in the first place. He had been with 
the group the longest, so he started the conversation. 

 “I think we’re in a fair pile of shite here,” Rex said, 
pointing to the door. 

Jongus Bloodaxe tried hard, but he could not help but 
laugh loudly at the obvious understatement. Rex smiled at 
the dwarf, while Derek and Jade sighed in unison. Jongus’ 
own name was a source of much amusement for the group. 
For while he was indeed a dwarf, he only carried a very small 
axe which had only ever been used to cut firewood and split 
kindling. He was very short and stocky; Dwarfish, but bald 
headed with a small black goatee beard. His skin was a deep 
brown, quite tanned. His crossbow was slung comfortably 
over one shoulder. He had very short legs, even for a dwarf. 
So short, that the shortsword at his waist almost touched 
the ground and indeed regularly did so. Much to the 
amusement of his taller companions.  

Jade took a moment to reflect. What was it Derek had 
said? If his legs were any shorter, they wouldn’t reach the ground? It 
wasn’t often the cleric tried to be amusing, but when he did, 
it was usually a cracker. Jongus was quite non-dwarven in 
his interests; being scholarly, an adept student of history and 
preferring red wine to beer. He was also a peerless lock 
picker. Despite many setbacks in his life (including the one 
currently facing the group) he was usually unfailingly 
cheerful.  

Rex continued. “I don’t think there’s any other way out 
of here, except back through that door,” he motioned 
toward the heavily barricaded portal. “And as there’s a 
slavering zombie horde out there what wants to eat us, we’re 
unlikely to have any luck going back there. I had a look 
before we got the door jammed shut, there’s two score or 
more of the bloody things.”  

“They’re not zombies,” Derek replied absently, “They’re 
ghouls. Zombies don’t eat the flesh of the living, they just 
wander about doing whatever they’re commanded by their 
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creator. These things are much more active; and 
carnivorous.” 

“Righto,” Rex answered, rolling his eyes. “Thank the 
gods we’ve cleared that up.” 

Jongus piped up. “I remember from the map,” he 
started, but immediately knitted his brow sheepishly as the 
rest of the party turned in unison and glowered at him. The 
map had accidentally been burned to start a campfire several 
days before. The other members of the group were yet to 
forgive Jongus’ absent-mindedness. He cleared his throat 
and continued. “I remember from the map… well... I’m 
sure there are corridors behind this room, we just need to 
find a way to get to them.” 

 Derek chimed in again. “We might have to look at the 
surrounding walls, to see if we can get through. There might 
be a secret door or something?” The respected cleric cast a 
concerned eye over Galara lying next to him as he continued 
in a more subdued tone. “If we can’t get her out of here 
soon, she’s not going to make it.” 

Jade remained silent as she and the others rose and 
spread out within the small chambers, going over every 
nook and cranny as they examined the walls for signs of 
concealed exits. As she went over a section of the mortared 
stone wall, she tried to recall the layout of the crypt area they 
had entered. Their entry into the lower levels of the temple 
was a bit rushed to say the least and she silently admitted to 
herself that she had no clue what may be on the other side 
of the wall. Fortunately the door into the rooms was 
holding, despite the constant scraping and unearthly 
keening coming from the other side. 

The companions examined each wall then double 
checked each other’s walls, but the search proved futile. For 
the higher spots, Jongus clambered onto Rex’s shoulders for 
a closer look.  They glumly met back in the main chamber 
and gathered around Galara, whose breath was coming in 
short, laboured gasps. Jade wiped away a tear and looked 
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down at her friend, concern written plainly on the mage’s 
pretty face. 

Rex spoke. “I think we’ll need to start trying to rip one 
of those blocks out of the wall. The mortar is old and solid, 
but we can do it. Jongus and I have done it before, got out 
of the city watch house in Clermont once doing just that.” 
He looked forlornly at Jade and Galara and continued softly. 
“It did take a fair bit of time though.” 

Jade looked up as realisation of what Rex was saying 
registered. 

 “We can’t take too long, Galara won’t survive much 
longer!” Her voice rising with each syllable, Jade rose to her 
feet, staring into the swordsman’s face from a few inches 
away. “We need to get out now!” 

Derek rose and put a hand on Jade’s arm. He, more than 
anyone, felt the stresses of the situation very keenly. Like 
many adventuring priests, he’d been recruited to come along 
specifically for his healing skills. The gods-given ability to 
disrupt and destroy the undead was the stuff of legend and 
myth; it was so long since the ability had been needed. Now 
that he needed it however, it had not worked for him. 
Thanks to the corrupting influence of the temple, so far he’d 
been little more than a below average additional sword arm.  

Jade looked at the cleric in intensifying resentment. Just 
as quickly, her overly logical mind soon quelled the rising 
tide of anger and replaced it with resignation.  

Derek noticed her glare and continued, “We all want to 
save Galara, Jade. But we must also live through this 
ourselves. If the wall is the only way out, then we must be 
patient.”  

A tear streaked down Jade’s face, as a feeling of 
hopelessness encompassed her. But then another stray 
memory surfaced, this one much more recent.  

“Wait, when we first got here, the room with the chest, 
where you started sneezing Jongus…” 

“Oh yes,” said Jongus, grimacing at the memory. “The 
one where I’d opened the lock, but managed to breathe in 
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all that horrible dust just as the ghouls started attacking us.” 
The dwarf nibbled on a bar of something that looked 
suspiciously like chocolate. Jade chose to ignore it. 

“Yes,” Jade continued, “I opened the chest and found 
some scrolls. Maybe there was one in there that can help 
Galara!” The excited young woman rushed to her discarded 
backpack, hastily wrenching at the leather straps. It always 
seemed that at times like these the buckles refused to co-
operate. Derek looked at the others hopelessly, all three men 
knew full well that even if a spell was found; the odds of it 
working as intended were minimal. Jade tore the ancient 
vellum pages out of her pack, paying little attention to the 
age and antique value of the sheets. She examined them 
quickly. “No, I’ve already got this one. No, not this one, no, 
no.” Several sheets were discarded to the floor with a 
precision resembling that of a drunken card dealer. “Oh, 
what’s this…? Guardian Summoning. Nice, but not helpful.”  

She looked up from her examinations, noticing that the 
others had fallen silent. Derek was crouched at Galara’s side, 
muttering a prayer. Her heart sank when she heard the 
words he spoke. “Holy Dian, take this woman into your 
care, guide her spirit to Elysium, so that her soul may spend 
eternity in paradise…” 

The rest of the priest’s words were lost as firstly Rex and 
then Jongus moved to embrace Jade, while she sobbed 
quietly in bitter disappointment and shared loss. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

2. Meanwhile, in a reality far, far 

away… 

 
 

Lenny Dickens - Dicko to his mates, had coached rugby 
for around forty five years and was considered an expert by 
many. Rugby union, not the rugby league variant that purists 
still considered an offshoot. He never tired of talking about 
the game to absolutely anyone. Mildly annoyed wives 
however, were another thing entirely. He cleared his throat 
and took a sip from his beer. 

“Now, where was I?” 
His less-than-captive audience sighed and flicked her 

long brown hair back behind one ear. 
 “You were telling me what position Duncan should 

play. What you weren’t telling me was why he should be 
playing in the first place.” Jennifer Hawkwind tried not to 
look too annoyed as she questioned her husband’s would-
be coach. Her husband Duncan had played cricket his whole 
life and had been coaching it as well. He was on the verge 
of finally retiring from that sport. He’d promised her that 
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he would seek easier, less strenuous ways of getting exercise. 
How Lenny could think that Duncan would ever end up 
playing the genteel game of rugby she would never 
understand. But Lenny was a family friend and she at least 
owed him the chance to explain himself. For his part, Dicko 
was clearly more relaxed talking to men who weighed as 
much as a family car, rather than their wives. He looked 
apprehensive, glancing past his beer at the woman and 
shifting uncomfortably on his bar stool.  

Duncan was having a shower after finishing cricket 
training and Jen had cornered Lenny inside the clubrooms 
to question him. She’d hoped to get an understanding of 
why on earth Lenny would try to talk Duncan into taking 
up such a brutal game at his age. Dicko, despite his 
discomfort, was quite forthcoming.  

 “Well, Jen, your husband is the most natural looking 
loosehead prop I’ve ever seen. Very sad he couldn’t come 
to the game sooner, he would have been good.” 

“He is good Len, at cricket. At least he only ever gets 
bruised playing cricket when he misses the ball; with this 
game he would come home battered and smashed three 
times a week! He’s just turned forty, he’s retiring from a 
game he’s played all his life and now you’re trying to talk 
him in to playing rugby. When he and I talked about him 
taking up a new hobby I thought he’d take up a musical 
instrument, or chess, or something.” Jen paused as 
something Lenny had said started to sink in and was curious, 
despite herself. “And what on earth is a ‘loosehead prop’?” 

 Dicko recognised the chance to ignore the difficult 
questions being raised and took it with both hands.  

“I’m glad you asked Luv! It’s called ‘loosehead’ because 
in a scrum his head is always on the outside of the scrum, 
or loose, when the scrum engages.” Lenny now stood with 
his arms outstretched, as if grabbing an imaginary opponent, 
his head tilting alarmingly to the left.  

He went on. “So he’s not being smashed against the 
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opponents like the others in the middle of the scrum. A 
prop ‘props up’ the other players in a scrum.” At this 
statement he paused and made a squeezing and lifting 
motion with his arms, grunting as if lifting another man 
twice his weight. “His job is to provide stability and support 
to the other players who are trying to win the ball. The props 
have to take the force from the other players pushing from 
behind and the opposition pushing against them, so they’ve 
gotta be the strongest players in a team.” Dicko wavered 
back and forth in time to his own commentary, miming 
pressure from the rear and then from the front.  

“The best props are built like your husband; big necks 
and broad shoulders to take the strain. As well as powerful 
legs and strength to try to drive the scrum forward.” Talking 
was thirsty work, so Lenny quickly drained the rest of his 
beer. “I’d better grab another one Luv. You wait here, I’m 
sure your hubby won’t be too long.” 

 Jen looked at the retreating back of Dicko in minor 
annoyance. She didn’t mind what Duncan did with his spare 
time. He’d always loved physical activity and was big and 
strong, just like Lenny had described. But she worried that 
at forty he should not be going out and getting crushed in a 
scrum every week. She moved her handbag to the middle of 
the small round table and opened her diet coke. She drank 
a little and sighed. As long as he is happy… and the idea of 
rugby seemed to make him happy. She would support him 
until he broke a bone, or tore a muscle, or … something.  

She looked at her watch, which showed a quarter to 
eight. Duncan should be finished in the shower soon; they 
could have an obligatory quick drink with his teammates 
and be at her parent’s house to pick up the kids by nine.  

Behind her, the door to the clubrooms opened and let in 
a draught of cool spring air. 

“Hey babe!” 
She turned at the sound of her husband’s voice. Jen 

smiled as he draped his arm around her shoulders and 
planted an affectionate kiss on her forehead. Someone 
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handed him a beer, so he took a swig and sat down on the 
bar stool next to hers.  

“Sorry to take so long sweetie, but that hot shower’s 
pretty good on a cold night.” He put his wallet and mobile 
phone down on the table next to Jen’s handbag. Clanking 
slightly as it hit the hard table top was his wedding ring, still 
hooked through the sterling silver neck chain she’d bought 
him as an anniversary present. He never wore the ring when 
he played sport and hooked it through the chain to keep it 
safe. 

“That’s ok honey, I was chatting to Lenny. How was 
training?” 

“Good,” he replied absently. The big screen TV in the 
clubrooms was showing highlights of yesterday’s wallabies 
game against the barbarians at Twickenham. Australia had 
won 60-11. The highlights reel started again, showing a 
young girl singing the national anthem. While the girl sang, 
the Australian flag fluttered across in front of her, the 
Southern Cross coming to rest across the young singer’s 
face. To her credit, she kept singing. Duncan grinned at his 
wife and then frowned abruptly.   

“Bugger, I think I left my keys in the change rooms. Back 
in a minute.” He put his sports bag down next to the table, 
got up and hurried off. As he exited, another arctic blast 
blew in through the open door. Jen shivered.  

Outside, Duncan walked the short distance to the 
change rooms, stopping briefly to admire his friend Andy’s 
car. It was an Audi Q7 and Duncan had fallen head over 
heels in love at first sight. It was a big SUV and very 
appealing. It wasn’t often that you saw something that big 
that looked so cool. He’d joked with Andy when he’d first 
seen it that in the event of a zombie apocalypse, Duncan 
was going to steal the car. That way, he’d be able to run over 
zombies and look awesome doing it.  

He continued on his way to the change room and went 
in. He had been the last to leave and had turned the lights 
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off when he left. He fumbled with the switch in the 
darkness, but soon the rooms were brilliantly lit by the 
glowing florescent tubes. He could see his keys from the 
doorway, looking at him almost forlornly from the bench 
where he’d left them. His brow furrowed in confusion, as 
sitting next to them on the bench was a strange figurine. 
Perhaps a child’s toy or action figure like he used to collect 
as a child. It was red and gold in colour. It looked like a 
knight, clad in armour. He was confused, wondering who 
had left it. Was one of his teammates playing a trick? He 
stepped into the room, the door swinging silently shut 
behind him. 

 
### 

 
Rex scraped some more mortar from around the chosen 

brick with Galara’s sabre. The weapon had become quite 
dulled in the past two days from the constant scraping and 
digging. Despite this, it was proving useful against the thick 
mortar holding the aged wall together. The party had taken 
turns with the blade, keeping up the effort 24 hours a day 
working on their escape. In hindsight, Rex was a little 
concerned that the brick he’d chosen as their escape route 
had some serious positional flaws. It was in the corner of 
the ‘main’ room of the area they were in. But due to its 
position, when the time came to remove it from the wall 
only one person at a time would be able to push it. He had 
no idea what the brick weighed, but he had no doubt it 
would be bloody heavy. He’d scraped the mortar away from 
the bottom first and the weight of the brick had settled 
nicely now that most of the filling was gone.  

Jade and Jongus sat talking quietly in the middle of the 
main room, looking up when Derek re-entered while still 
refastening his trousers. They’d wrapped Galara’s body in 
her cloak and stowed her in the middle room of the suite. 
They had, through necessity, utilised the third and smallest 
of the rooms as a water closet. It reeked in there, but at least 
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they could shut the door. 
Rex stopped his scraping for the first time in a long 

while. Most of the mortar was gone and it was time to move 
the brick. He pushed. He looked around the room in 
annoyance when nothing happened. He shoved. He 
grunted. Nothing. The brick may as well still be anchored to 
the stone. They hadn’t taken into account the blasted thing 
would be so heavy.  

Rex spoke aloud. “I don’t think we’re going to be able 
to move this brick without some sort of help, it weighs a 
bloody heap.” The others turned and looked at him. Rex 
was a big man, easily five and a half feet tall, strong and wiry. 
He demonstrated his statement by bracing himself, pushing 
against the brick and grunting with effort. His feet slid 
backwards across the floor and the stone block did not 
move. The mortar was gone, but it seemed that the stone 
itself was going to act against them as well.  

Jongus began talking excitedly. “Jade reckons she can get 
the spell from the scroll working, she’s been studying it 
while she rested and maybe she can summon a guardian.” 
The dwarf was quite animated, speaking with his hands as 
much as his words. He got to his feet, which was the only 
time he towered over the seated Jade. He looked at Jade 
expectantly and in the corner of the room, Rex looked at 
the young mage in hope. 

Derek sighed and finished tying up his trousers.  For the 
past couple of days he’d noticed the young enchantress 
studying the scrolls and cross-referencing the words in her 
own musty tomes, which had made the trip to the tomb in 
Jade’s backpack. 

 “I’m still not sure any magic will work correctly though. 
What exactly does the scroll say?” he asked. 

Jade got up. She always concentrated better when 
pacing. She strode back and forth, with the ancient scroll 
pulled open in front of her. The ability to read magical 
scrolls and tomes was one that required years of study and 



17 

instruction. Teachers of the craft were extremely rare. The 
number of people in existence who could understand the 
mystical script was low, some estimated in the dozens. Rex 
and Jongus had realised what a valuable addition Jade would 
be to the treasure hunting expedition and had not hesitated 
in offering her a full share of any treasure found. Of course, 
she was an attractive woman in her early twenties with an 
ample bosom and that helped immensely. Especially when 
compared to their original choice; a crusty, bearded old chap 
with questionable personal hygiene.   

She spoke. “The scroll says many things, including the 
instructions for casting the spell and the words to say. The 
language is very old, but I think I’ve been able to translate it 
roughly in terms we’d understand.” She looked up excitedly 
and paraphrased as she read. “Speak the words of the spell; 
the guardian will come to your aid, from its home in the 
outer realms. A creature of enormous strength and stature; 
it will obey your commands and perform whatever task you 
assign it. The guardian will only remain for a day, when it 
will return to its home realm.”  Her hands dropped and she 
looked up at her three companions. 

 “I don’t think we have a choice. If we get out through 
that wall, there’s going to be a big chance we will have to 
fight at least some of the monsters outside this room, or 
more before we get out.” She paused in recollection. When 
they’d first entered the temple, there had been a large statue 
they’d passed, which had been ravaged by the passage of 
time. She’d fleetingly noted the inscription at the base of the 
statue had said something about ‘temple guardian’.   

 Undaunted, she went on. “It’s a level of magic which 
I’ve not mastered before, but I don’t think it’s beyond my 
ability. But like Rex says, I don’t think we have a choice. I 
have to at least try.” She looked at Rex for some form of 
confirmation. The warrior, who was staring unashamedly at 
her ample bosom, had not noticed. Jongus chuckled quietly 
to himself as Jade turned away in disgust.  

Derek looked at the companions. Tired, dirty faces 
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looked back at him, but hope also showed. They’d lost one 
companion to this horrid temple and if they did not get out 
of this room, they would all die in here. The block would 
not budge with only one of them able to push it at a time 
and they could not fight past the undead without help. 
Jongus and Rex clearly did not need convincing, but still he 
worried that the spell may be corrupted. Still, what choice 
did they have? Finally, he relented.  

“Ok, do it.” 

 


