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Introduction

Ezren had lost track of time; the concentration to probe 
the dungeon’s magical wards was grueling and he was 
no longer able to tell if seconds, minutes, or hours had 

passed since he had begun testing the facility’s magical defens-
es. The most common divination spells had proved useless but, 
gradually, he had managed to partially reconstruct the past 
history of the dungeon, to identify conjuration ducts to enter 
the structure, to understand how the dungeon’s walls moved 
and then ... the dungeon had begun to speak with him. Not 
a fully sentient being, but semi-conscious, as if it had been 
programmed for a specific function and this purpose required 
him to communicate, albeit in a basic form, with the visitors 
of these strange dungeon.

“So?”

A voice interrupted his thoughts. Grimacing, Ezren opened his 
eyes.

“Valeros, have you disturbed him again?” Merisiel said, 
piqued.

“Don’t worry,” Ezren replied, “I’ve finished probing this dun-
geon as far as I can.”

“What have you found?” Kyra asked.

“It’s a challenge, a sort of trial to select a champion, or at least 

it was what the dungeon—an entity calling itself ‘Arena’—has 
told me,” Ezren replied, softly, “and I have no reason to believe 
it’s lying.”

“The dungeon in front of us ... did it talk to you?!” Valeros 
asked in amazement.

“Yes, but I wouldn’t call him a sentient creature.” Ezren com-
mented, “It looks more like a series of recorded instructions, 
programmed to be revealed to certain visitors, which the Are-
na deems worthy of testing.”

“I mean, are you saying this is a magical construction and has 
nothing to do with the urdefhan we were chasing?” Merisiel asked.

“Exactly,” Ezren replied. “The urdefhans have nothing to do 
with it, so we have to stop our search. We will go back to 
hunting them and the unfortunate prisoners they have cap-
tured once we get out of here... if we can get out.”

“What do you mean?” Valeros asked.

“This dungeon is very ancient,” Ezren continued. “Using vari-
ous divination spells, I’ve concluded that it was created by the 
mysterious Vault Builders, when they made the Vaults of Orv. 
The urdefhans perhaps know the location and, just maybe, 
they intentionally attracted us to the entrance of this structure 
which is hidden by a powerful illusion.”
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“So, they led us into a trap,” Merisiel concluded.

“It’s possible, but it’s not relevant at this point,” Ezren continued. 
“The dungeon—or the Arena, if you prefer—is protected by 
powerful interdiction spells. Basically, it is not possible to discover 
its existence or its location by resorting to divination, and it is not 
possible to exit or enter it using conjuration spells or even move 
to other planes of existence. However, there are ducts, which I 
was unable to penetrate, which allow something to enter at... the 
Arena’s command.”

“But what does the Arena want from us?” asked a startled 
Valeros.

“To select a champion,” Ezren replied grimly. “I don’t know what 
this champion is supposed to do next or what reward he or 
she will receive, but the Arena wants a champion and only the 
champion can get out of this dungeon.”

“May Sarenrae save us!” Kyra shouted.

“Forget it, I’ll never leave Kyra here,” Merisiel added.

“Ezren, what do you propose we do?” Valeros asked as he 
poured the last of his ale into his lucky mug, a futile attempt 
to cheer himself up after receiving such news.

“I think, we have no choice but to play the Arena’s game,” Ez-
ren sighed. “Whoever is named the champion will be free… to 

seek the help of Arimi, Harsk, and the others, come back here, 
and free those of us who remain.”

A heavy silence fell in the room.

“Do you all agree?” Ezren asked.

“Sarenrae, Lady of Mercy, please protect us,” Kyra prayed, 
clutching her holy symbol tightly.

“All right. If it’s the only way out of here, I guess I’m in.” Meri-
siel spun a dagger in each hand eagerly.

“So, let’s go,” Valeros downed the what remained of his mug, 
wiped his mouth, and winked. “Arena, let’s see what you’re 
made of.”

“Good,” concluded Ezren, “then allow me to explain to you 
how the Arena works and its rules...”


