
One moment, there was nothing. And then he woke up. 

Consciousness surged back, awareness replacing stasis as a shadow swirled around the ancient, 
charred bones. It formed a body of sorts, nothing more than a mass of darkness roughly shaped 
into that of a human’s. The figure rose from the skeleton, leaving it behind on the slab, and gazed 
upon what lay before it with burning crimson eyes. 

His liches kneeled in a circle around him, chanting, filling the air with necromantic magic of the 
blackest sort. The very words were vile and blasphemous, to say nothing of the magic they 
summoned and commanded. It was like slime, foul and rotting, a horrific, oppressive feeling that 
slid down the spine and rooted one to the place with fear. 

To him, there was no better feeling in the world. 

Spiked armor, fire-blackened but not misshapen, began to rise from around the room, called by 
the shadowy spirit to cloak its form. Sabatons came to rest on the shattered stone floor, and 
greaves snapped into place above them. Poleyn came to form joints at the knee, and cuisses 
arranged themselves above to create legs. Cuirass and plackart came into place, a torso of steel 
coming into being. Immense, spiked pauldrons connected to vambraces as gauntlets slammed 
onto the ends of the newly formed arms. Finally, the horned helmet rose from its place of honor 
in the center of the floor, and slowly lowered itself onto the shade’s head. 

There was a burst of necromantic magic, one so intense that it made even the liches shudder. He, 
however, reveled in it. 

Mordekaiser, the Iron Revenant, walked free again. 

Nightfall, his ever-faithful mace, lay on the floor. A expression of his will, a pulse of foul magic, 
and it rose, slapping into his hand with the clang of metal on metal. He stood there, statue-like, 
for a long moment, before turning his horned helm in a slow arc, the shrill shriek of grinding 
steel echoing through the chamber.  

“This is not my Bastion.”  

The words fell heavily through the air, the liches cringing away from the towering figure. His 
burning crimson eyes passed its baleful gaze over all of them, noting their fear, their terror. 
Slowly, he took a step forward. His boot fell onto the floor with a crash, making every single one 
of the deathless mages jump in fear. Choosing one at random, he stalked forward, taking three 
long strides to the emaciated corpse. 

“Where am I?” 



The words were growled out, like grinding metal, and the chosen lich shrunk away. His head 
turned, looking about the room, but was finally forced to confront his master.  

“My lord… Your skull was stolen from the Bastion… It was taken here… For centuries it had 
been locked away, but we always searched, always kept faith-” 

Nightfall swung in a vicious arc, pulping the head of the lich in a single stroke, desiccated flesh 
exploding into the air. Before the spirit of the lich could slip away, Mordekaiser held out his left 
hand, and let his magic pulse once more, trapping the spirit back in the headless body.  

“Centuries?” he growled, his rage boiling, scarlet eyes growing even brighter. “I have been 
dormant for centuries?” 

The pale starlight from the sundered ceiling was almost entirely replaced with the ominous red 
blaze from the revenant’s eyes. Shadows flickered and danced as the cone of crimson light swept 
around the vault, distorted by the black mist. The ancient undead sorcerers cowered, hiding their 
heads beneath their arms, in some childlike hope that if they could not see their wrathful master, 
he could not see them.  

He hefted Nightfall, ready to vent his rage upon the slaves who had failed him so miserably. 
Then, for the first time since his resurrection, as if the use of the necromancy had drawn it in, the 
black mist curled around his armor, and the ancient revenant froze. His head turned, like a dog 
following a scent, and watched the mist come into the chamber through a rent in the ceiling of 
the vault. Forgetting about the liches, he followed the mist like a man entranced, clambering over 
massive chunks of rubble, at one point letting Nightfall drop from his hand that he might haul 
himself up a particular stone. After minutes, he reached the surface, emerging from the 
underground. 

The land he saw before him was vile and twisted. Trees and bushes were black and gnarled, and 
what grass there was on the ground was dead. Architecture, once grand and golden, lay sundered 
and shattered, the entire building the revenant’s skull had been kept in listing to the side. The 
earth itself had been broken, large chasms in the ground stretching deeper than the eye could see. 
All around swirled the Black Mist, pouring from the rents in the earth, hugging the grand ruins, 
and creeping up the trees. It was horrible, a violation of everything right and good, and 
Mordekaiser reveled in it. 

His attention was captured by the Black Mist, which he now knew to be no mist at all. It was 
magic, so powerful and concentrated that it had taken visible form, so corrupting and foul that it 
had killed and destroyed everything it touched. And within it… 

Mordekaiser stepped forward unthinkingly, blazing eyes capturing the sight. The spirits of the 
dead, thousands strong, were contained within the Mist. They were in agony, screaming and 
wailing, seething like a mass of predatory fish, eager to rip and tear at life. The warlord stood for 



a moment, staring in wonder at the sight. His hands reached out, and his will pulsed again, 
necromantic magic rippling outwards, sending the mist into eddies and swirls. Within a hundred 
feet, the souls froze, and slowly turned to him.  

The spirits of the dead stood there, awaiting his commands. 

Mordekaiser no longer had a mouth with which to smile. Yet the Iron Revenant did so anyways. 


