
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Wrath of Dent

        

        
        
          Mytholia Series, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Abigail Williams

        

        
          Published by Abigail Williams, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WRATH OF DENT

    

    
      First edition. January 15, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Abigail Williams.

    

    
    
      Written by Abigail Williams.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To all the Ground Transportation Airmen and NCOs I had the honor of serving with at Kadena AFB - thank you for shaping me both professionally and personally, and for standing by me through every challenge. I am especially grateful to the NCOs who mentored me the most: TSgt. Rodman, TSgt. Nix, TSgt. Singh and SSgt. Lowe. You gave me something no one else was able to - confidence in myself - and for that, I will always be thankful. 

      

    


[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


My Worst Fear
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The moment our blades collided, I knew something was wrong.

The impact should have shattered her guard, should have folded her slender arms like reeds against a storm. The strike carried the weight of my years, my victories, my fury  the same force that had felled men twice her size, seasoned killers who crumpled like glass under my blade. But she didn’t fall.

She held.

Her boots shrieked across the marble floor, leather grinding against blood-slick stone. Her arms trembled, shoulders screaming beneath the wound I’d already carved into her flesh, but she remained upright. Stubborn. Defiant.

My teeth ground together. Sparks spat from the clash of steel, each burst lighting her pale face in stuttering flashes. I pressed harder, pouring the weight of my authority into the strike, driving her back step by ragged step.

She should have begged.

She should have broken.

Instead she roared.

It wasn’t a sound of fear. It was something primal, raw enough to scrape the marrow from my bones. And then something older, something the world itself seemed to remember, answered her.

A shockwave burst from her chest, blinding and white-hot, rattling the pillars of the chamber. My ears rang with a shrill keen as the wave seared outward. Tapestries bearing my house crest the black sun, the symbol of dominion  tore from the walls and burned to ash before they struck the floor.

Fear gnawed its way into my chest. Not the healthy fear of battle, not the sharpened awareness that kept a warrior alive. No this was jagged, alien. This was the kind of fear our forefathers whispered of in council, the kind we had sworn would never return.

The magic of Furent.

We had bled the land to stamp it out. Massacred those who clung to it. Passed edicts forbidding its practice under penalty of death. My father’s crowning decree  and my inheritance to uphold.

And yet here it was.

In her.

My child.

I struck again, faster, harder, panic curling tight around my ribs. End it before the chamber guard witnessed more than they should. End it before the whispers of court found their way into the streets. End it before this power, this blasphemy, branded my line as cursed.

Our blades sang thunder. Marble cracked beneath our boots. My lungs burned with each ragged breath, and still she advanced. Her strikes no longer flailed with desperation. They carved through the air with purpose, each one deliberate, unyielding. 

She was gaining ground.

I snarled and poured every ember of my dwindling magic into my limbs, lightning sparking in my veins. My heart pounded like a war drum, drowning out the world. I would not fall. I would not yield. 

Was too late.

Her strike was perfect. I felt the sword twist from my grip, heard the clatter as it spun across stone, too far to reclaim. When I looked up, I found my reflection in her eyes  and for the first time in decades, it was not authority I saw there.

It was my own fear.

Her blade pierced my gut with merciless precision. Heat spread through me, a searing tide of blood rushing past my lips. I staggered, choking, crimson staining my chin.

“What... are you?” My voice broke against the words, brittle as glass. This was not my daughter. Not the little girl who once clutched my finger as though it tethered her to life. No  she was something else. Something the histories had promised was dead.

Her voice, steady as stone, cut through my haze.

“I was never yours to destroy.”

The words pierced deeper than steel.

Rage flared, the last refuge of a man cornered by truth. With a guttural snarl, I seized the blade still lodged in my belly and ripped it free, white-hot pain flooding my vision. Lightning crackled from my palm. She flew across the chamber, struck the far wall with a crack of breaking stone, and crumpled like a shattered doll.

This was not over.

I would finish it.

Her fallen blade leapt to my hand. My boots struck the marble in a slow, echoing rhythm, each step a tolling bell. My vision narrowed, red haze at the edges, until all that existed was her broken body before me.

With a roar, I pinned her to the ground, driving steel through flesh and into stone. Triumph flared in my chest, bitter and fleeting. I had won.

And then I heard it.

A second heartbeat.

Fragile. Fluttering.

Inside her.

The chamber blurred. My breath faltered.

Memory crashed through me, raw and merciless. Her laughter as an infant when I blew raspberries on her belly. Her hand, impossibly small, clutching mine with trust I never deserved. The fireflies she chased barefoot in the palace garden, her giggles rising with the night air.

And now another heartbeat. A child who might never see stars because of me.

The sword trembled in my grip. Rage, once my armor, began to collapse inward like a dying star. I had become the very monster I had sworn I’d never be.

My father’s shadow loomed over me: his massacres, his purges, his relentless war against magic and life itself. I had not only carried his torch I had burned brighter. More ruthless. More merciless.

I was not just like him.

I was worse.
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The Prince of Blood & War
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I stood at the edge of the scorched field, the land stretched before me like the carcass of a beast long hunted, gutted, and left to rot. Charred trees clawed at the sky, black skeletons against a twilight horizon the color of bruised flesh. Smoke still lingered, curling in ghostly ribbons through the ruined woodlands. The stench a foul blend of ash, iron, and burnt flesh  wrapped around me, thick and suffocating. I pressed a damp cloth to my mouth, but nothing could mask the taste of death on the air.

Beneath my boots the earth crumbled, brittle and gray, where once it had been green with life. Scattered across the soil lay bones, broken charms, melted bronze trinkets  all that remained of a people whose only crime was existing.

We had done this.

I had done this.

“Gerio,” a voice rasped beside me, roughened from decades of command. Timur.

I turned and found my second-in-command, the one man who had stood beside me long enough to be called friend. He loomed like a mountain, shoulders broad enough to bear kingdoms. His blonde hair, braided for battle, gleamed dully under the dying light. A thick beard framed his weathered face, a feature that made him the darling of camp followers though the mouth it concealed was too small for the face of such a giant.

“The scouts have finished their sweep,” he said, his tone as heavy as the air itself. “The last deserters were caught. None survived.”

I forced myself to nod. “Then King Haran’s command is complete. This branch of the Wyrdun tribe has been... cleared.” The word seared my tongue. To cleanse. To purge. Ash masquerading as duty.

I pointed westward, toward the dark, brooding outline of mountains on the horizon. “Next, we march that way.”

Timur inclined his head. “I’ll see the order given.”

“Thank you,” I muttered, though gratitude felt empty in a place where gratitude could not exist.

For a long moment I could not move. My gaze lingered on the ruins, and in the smoke I still heard them the women’s keening cries, the children’s shrieks that tore through the night. Their voices clung to the ruins like curses, refusing to die.

“How many men did we lose?” My question was hollow, a desperate grasp at soldier’s routine.

“Two,” Timur answered. “Neither by steel. The tribes struck with enchantments again. But weaker, every time.”

Weaker. That word should have comforted me, but it didn’t.

“They will not last,” I said, more to myself than him.

“No,” Timur agreed grimly. “I believe our campaign is nearly at its end.”

Home.

The word stabbed deep. To Timur, it meant wives, lovers, feasts. To me, it meant my father. The monster whose shadow had shaped me into this weapon. The king who ruled not only by crown, but by fear.

“Yes,” I said at last, my voice brittle. “Our time here ends soon.”

Timur’s hand gripped my shoulder, his calloused palm grounding me for the briefest moment. “I’ll send word to Haran,” he said, “that the eastern reaches of Mead Woodland are... finished.”

I nodded. A faint smile cracked through my mask, though it felt borrowed, not mine.

“Delay the march,” I added after a beat. “Let the men rest. They’ve earned it.”

“How long?”

My eyes swept the desolation again. The answer came heavy.

“A week.”

“A week it is,” he said without question. Loyalty, even to the guilty.

We turned toward camp, where faint orange glows flickered between the skeletal trees. Six hundred men once thousands huddled around meager fires, eating in silence. Soldiers laughed less these days. They chewed hard bread and roasted hare, but I knew their minds feasted on darker memories: the eyes of children, the smoke of villages, the endless tally of faces they could never forget.

I could not forget either.

I should not forget.

My tent loomed larger than theirs, the privilege of command. Inside, a battered desk held a map of the tribes. Black X’s marred the parchment like scars, each marking a people erased. Circles, fewer now, marked those yet to fall.

I dropped onto the edge of my cot, heavy furs bundled carelessly nearby. Timur busied himself drafting the report to our king. His quill scratched across parchment like a dagger carving confession into flesh.

I dragged my hands through my short black hair, hunched, staring at the ground as the shame wrapped itself tighter around my chest.

When I closed my eyes, I saw her.

The woman from today.

She had clutched her child to her breast, stumbling, begging in a tongue I could not understand but whose desperation needed no translation. She fell, wrapped her body around the infant like a shield of flesh and bone. Her eyes, wide and wet, pleaded with me to see her as human.

For one heartbeat, I did. For one heartbeat, I could have spared her.

But mercy is weakness. My father would smell it like a hound, punish it like treason. So I struck her down. Her body fell, her cries torn from the air, her child’s sobs swallowed by smoke.

I had killed many before her. But tonight her face would not leave me.

I hated my father.

Since my boyhood he had filled me with poison his sermons of their corruption, his threats of their magic destroying our blood. He forged me in fear, hammered me into a blade for his war.

I believed him once. Until the truth clawed its way through the lies.

I was thirteen when he led three armies into the tribes’ heartlands. Yut and Granger joined us, banners snapping above their soldiers as though justice marched at our side. My first battle was against the Juisen, the greatest of the magic clans, fifteen thousand strong.

That day I killed for the first time.

She was barely a child, a girl with a wooden staff clutched in trembling hands, standing between me and her siblings. A thin barrier of light flickered around them, weak but brave. I pierced her through. I felt her body shudder against my blade. I saw the light go out of her eyes.

And in that instant, I knew.

They were not monsters. They were mothers and fathers, children and elders. They bled, feared, prayed, laughed. They lived.

The monster was us.

The monster was him.

When I dared whisper this truth, my father cast me out. He stripped my title, my inheritance, my name until I had “redeemed” myself by drowning the tribes in blood.

His decree was simple: kill, or be discarded.

I thought often of running, vanishing beyond his reach. But duty chained me. Fear shackled me. Shame bound me to his war.

So I remained.

Prince of Gutyer in name alone.

Prince of blood and war in truth.

And when history remembered me, it would not be for mercy, nor for honor. It would remember a name steeped in fire, written in the ashes of the innocent.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Black Flags Over Dent

[image: ]




Two months had passed since we burned the eastern side of the Mead Woodlands. Now our banners fluttered in the mountain wind, camped in the cold shadows of the western peaks. The hills were sharp and unforgiving, the valleys hushed as though the land itself held its breath.

Something was wrong.

The tribes had vanished.

No scouts returned with reports of fires at night. No tracks in the soil. No voices echoing in the trees. Even the carrion birds had deserted this place. All that remained was silence  heavy, unnatural silence that pressed on the men until they whispered of curses.

I studied the map stretched before me, red X’s littering the parchment like spilled blood. Every mark a graveyard. Only three circles remained Utu, Friu, Futer. Scattered remnants, no more than five hundred souls by rumor. Small fires against the wind. Their magic barely a spark.

But we found nothing.

Part of me prayed the Kingdom of Mury had swept them away before us. Another part prayed it was true that some survived, hidden beyond my father’s reach. But failure meant punishment, and punishment from him was worse than death.

“Prince Gerio.”

Timur ducked into the tent, shoulders filling the space. His presence carried the smell of leather, steel, and sweat the scent of a soldier who had never known rest. His voice was steady, but I heard the edge beneath it. The men were restless.

“It’s time,” he said. “We should return. We can report the tribes as eradicated. If Mury finished them off, let them claim the blood.”

I looked up, my jaw tightening. “You know my father, Timur. If one tribe lingers, even a starving handful, he’ll hang us both for failure.”

“Our men have given everything,” Timur pressed. “They want their families. They want home.”

I rubbed at my jaw, feeling the rough scratch of two months’ growth indecision worn into my face. The weight of command had carved deeper lines than the sword ever could.

“Send home those with wives and children,” I said finally. “The rest stay. We’ll finish this.”

Timur’s frown said more than his words, but still he bowed his head. “As you command.”

When he left, silence crept back in. My eyes dragged to the map. The North untouched. My father had ordered it so, though never explained why. He feared something there, or wanted its secrets for himself.

Then the voice shattered the stillness.

“Gerio!”

Timur again, but urgent this time. He thrust a sealed scroll onto my desk, his hand shaking. “From the Court of Dent.”

My brows furrowed. My mother and sister wrote often, little comforts between campaigns, but never the court. Never with a seal so stark, so final.

I broke the wax. The words within were short, stripped bare of courtesy.

Gerio,

Return to the Kingdom of Dent at once.

You are urgently needed home.

Travel with the utmost caution.

Do not trust a single soul.

No signature. No crest. Just the seal genuine, undeniable.

A chill slithered down my spine.

“Timur,” I said carefully, “gather the men. We ride for Dent.”

He left at once, trusting me as always. But I told him nothing of the last line.

Do not trust a single soul.

The battalion assembled. I mounted my horse, Timur at my side. My voice carried over the weary ranks.

“Men! For two years you have fought, bled, and endured. We did what was asked. The Crown calls us home. Our duty is done. It is time to rest.”

For a moment there was silence, disbelief. Then a roar. Cheers, laughter, relief pouring from throats too long strangled by war. That night, fires blazed bright against the mountain dark. Men sang, drank, and clung to the thought of wives and children waiting.

I drank too, but the words still echoed in my skull. Do not trust a single soul.

Two weeks later, the castle rose over the horizon.

The men broke away in waves, riding toward their villages. Brothers clasped hands one last time, knowing they might never share another march. I watched them go with a heaviness I could not voice.

By the time the gray walls of Dent loomed in full, only two hundred remained.

But the banners...

Black.

Death banners.

“Gerio,” Timur whispered. He didn’t need to say more. My chest hollowed. The meaning was clear.

The King was dead.

My father was dead.

Grief should have struck me. But beneath the weight of loss, something else stirred something dangerous. Freedom.

I crushed it down before Timur could see.

“Ride with me,” I said. “I’ll need you close.”

At the gates, the guards stiffened, weapons raised. Not welcome. Suspicion.

“Halt!” a voice barked.

I reined my horse, anger burning. “What is this?” I muttered. Timur’s gaze stayed fixed, wary.

“I am Prince Gerio,” I called, voice sharp. “Open the gates. My men are weary from war.”

The guards hesitated, eyes flicking among themselves. Unease rippled along the wall. Then a figure appeared above the ramparts.

Older, gray of hair, beard trimmed sharp. A face from my youth.

“Luth...” I breathed.

The royal advisor peered down, squinting. Then his eyes widened, and laughter burst from his chest. “Gerio?! By the gods, you live!”

“Luth,” I snapped, “call them off. Let us through.”

He slammed a fist against stone, booming with excitement. “Guards, stand down! Open the gates! The prince has returned!” His voice thundered across the city. “Prepare a feast! Roast the pigs! Dent’s blood has come home!”

The gates opened with a groan.

Inside, the streets of Dent stirred, people pouring from doorways to see the returning soldiers. But their cheer was tinged with unease, whispers threading through the crowd.

I dismounted and embraced Luth, the weight of years between us.

“You’ve aged, my boy,” he said warmly. “Your father would have been proud.”

I forced a smile that didn’t reach my eyes. “How did he die?”

Luth’s gaze shifted, the light dimming from his face. “Later. First, a bath. A meal. Then we speak.”

It wasn’t an answer.

Still, I nodded. “And Timur dines with me. He is my brother in all but name.”

Timur rode up, silent as ever, and I clapped his shoulder. “Tonight, we eat as men who earned it.”

He nodded once. “We made it home.”

I looked at the castle rising above us, banners of mourning snapping in the wind.

Yes, we had come home.

But the words from the letter whispered again in the back of my skull.

Do not trust a single soul.

And I knew whatever war we had left behind in the woodlands, the true war was only beginning.
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Timur and I sat in silence at the great dining table, the hall stretching vast and hollow around us. The air was cold, heavy with smoke from the wall torches. My hands twitched with impatience, fingers drumming against the wood. My eyes fixed on the doorway, waiting hoping for it to open.

I imagined my mother’s gentle smile, my sister’s bright curiosity, even Ferio’s proud, imperious stride. By tradition, the heir to the throne welcomed returning sons of war. Yet the doors stayed shut.

The castle felt wrong. Too quiet. No servants bustling in the galleries, no chatter echoing through the stone corridors. Only the distant hiss of firelight and the hollow ache in my chest.

Hours passed. No family came.

At last, food arrived. Three plates. Mine. Timur’s. And one set before Luth, who entered slowly, lowering himself across from us. His face seemed older than I remembered, his eyes sunk deep in shadow.

Without a word, he reached for his goblet.

I stared at the roasted hen steaming before me, seasoned with herbs I had once loved as a boy. But my fork would not rise. We never ate before the king. That rule was iron, and Luth had been its most unyielding keeper. Yet here he was, drinking deep as though the law had been buried with the man who wrote it.

He drained his cup, sighed long and hollow, and reached for another.

Timur kept his eyes down, reading the room, his silence louder than words. I forced myself to eat, each bite heavy as stone.

The hall itself mocked me with its familiarity. Golden tapestries shimmered in the torchlight, the beams carved with hunting scenes of my ancestors. Once it had felt safe. Sacred. Now the air was thick, stale, wrong.

At last, I broke the silence. My voice was steady, but inside me, dread clawed sharp.

“Luth... where is my family?”

The goblet froze in his hand. He set it down with care, as though buying himself time. His eyes closed.

“Gerio...” His voice cracked like timber in frost. “Three weeks ago... your family was murdered. Slain in their sleep. Beheaded. Every one.”

The words shattered me.

I stared, uncomprehending. “What?”

His gaze fixed on the floor.

“No,” I whispered. The denial spilled out fast, frantic. “No. Not them. Not-” My chest convulsed. “You’re lying.”

“Gerio,” he rasped, “I am sorry.”

The chair screeched as I surged to my feet. My fist slammed the table, goblets toppling, plates rattling across wood. “You’re lying to me!” I roared, throat raw, eyes burning.
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