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In time immemorial, the world was full of magic and life, a wondrous world where trees grew tall and majestic, an immense variety of races wandered across the vast treks of the world, and magical creatures that roamed the wilderness. Here a race called the Ancients built a civilization, unlike any ever seen, that thrived on the magic that dwelled within all living things and promoted peace across the world. They used their magic to build beautiful, floating cities that hovered over the land, and invented powerful magical artifacts unlike anything the world has ever known. The Ancients used these artifacts for the benefit of all things and the earth prospered.

Then, the Old Ones came out of the earth and sky, wreaking havoc, chaos, and destruction and bringing with them a wave of magical change that swept across the world, transforming the once beautiful land into a place without danger, barren of any and all safe places where people fought to survive. The Ancients and their allies, with their vast powers and armies, fought against the Old Ones tirelessly across the earth for many centuries, trying to win back the world they desperately wished to return too. But the Old Ones did not falter, never taking a step back from their onslaught and corruption until their dying breath and for everyone one that died two more took place. 

Time passed, and the Old Ones became more powerful even as the Ancients weakened, their allies long since beaten scattered throughout the earth. Ancients alone stood against the Old Ones might, but even they could not stand for long against such horrors. In one final desperate move, the Ancients fought one last battle against the Old Ones, their determination and resolve renewed. In the end, the Old Ones were finally defeated or sealed away, but it had come at a price. Bodies of the Ancients slept side by side with the rotting carcasses of the Old Ones. Few Ancients survived that final battle, but the world they had long been replaced with desolate and wild wasteland where monsters and horrors preyed upon the weak and strong.
In effort to bring back the world that they once knew, they cast a powerful spell that allowed the world to heal the wounds it had suffered at the cost of the Ancient’s lives and the magic that they held so dear. Their floating cities fell out the sky and crashed to the ground, their scrolls and artifacts lost forever beneath the rubble. The magical races and creatures that roamed the earth disappeared from the world as the magic faded. The world was saved by the Ancient’s sacrifice, but the Old Ones had time on their side. So, they slept, biding their time as they waited for their chance to awaken once more.
