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Rosslyn Chapel
Midnight, Scotland

Mist clung to the ancient stones of Rosslyn Chapel like a secret refusing to fade.

Above, weathered gargoyles watched from the shadows, their faces worn by centuries of rain and wind. 

Beneath the earth, something deeper stirred—a faint vibration hidden within the bedrock itself.

Éloïse moved carefully through the darkness.

Her boots made no sound against the stone floor.

She carried no title.

No crown.

No proof of the bloodline flowing through her veins.

Only a name she had chosen for herself.

A name that allowed her to survive in a world that had forgotten the truths, her ancestors had sworn to protect.

The chapel was empty.

Or so it appeared.

Moonlight filtered through stained-glass windows, illuminating carvings that had puzzled historians for generations.

Vines. Stars. Angels. Spirals.

To most visitors they were decorations.

To Éloïse they were instructions.

Coordinates hidden in plain sight.

Messages preserved across centuries.

She stepped toward the Apprentice Pillar.

The stone felt cold beneath her gloved hand.

Familiar.

Waiting.

From inside her coat she withdrew an old signet ring.

The Bourbon fleur-de-lis remained visible despite its age.

According to family legend, the ring had once belonged to Marie Antoinette herself before disappearing during the chaos of the Revolution.

Éloïse placed it against a spiral carved into the pillar's base.

For a moment nothing happened.

Then a low vibration passed through the chapel.

The floor trembled.

Ancient mechanisms groaned somewhere beneath the earth.

Behind her, a voice emerged from the darkness.

"Still chasing ghosts."

Éloïse turned.

A tall man stood near the chapel entrance.

His face remained hidden beneath the shadow of a hooded coat.

She recognized him immediately.

Henri Delacourt.

The wolf.

For years he had hunted the same secrets she pursued.

For years he had remained one step behind.

Or perhaps one step ahead.

"I could say the same about you," Éloïse replied.

Henri's gaze shifted toward the pillar.

"You know what's buried beneath this place."

"I know someone spent centuries hiding it."

A faint smile appeared on his face.

"Some secrets deserve to stay buried."

The vibration intensified.

A section of stone behind the altar slowly separated.

Dust drifted into the air, as a concealed passage revealed itself.

Neither moved. Neither looked away from the other.

Finally, Éloïse spoke.

"If that were true, you wouldn't be here."

For a moment Henri said nothing.

Then he stepped aside.

Allowing her access to the newly opened stairway.

"Then perhaps we're both making the same mistake."

Éloïse studied him carefully.

Henri Delacourt never acted without purpose.

If he was letting her proceed, it meant he wanted something waiting below.

Something important.

Something dangerous.

She reached into her coat and unfolded a fragile parchment.

The final surviving page of a manuscript known as The Veiled Empire.

Its surface was covered with symbols.

Bloodlines, coordinates.

Names erased from official history.

At the bottom appeared a single Latin phrase.

Regnum Restituetur Per Sanguinem.

The kingdom will be restored by blood.

Éloïse folded the parchment.

Then descended.

The air grew colder with every step.

The stairway spiraled deep beneath Rosslyn Chapel, beyond documented foundations and recorded history.

Torch brackets lined the walls.

As she passed, faint blue flames flickered to life one by one.

The deeper she traveled, the older the stone became.

Until finally the passage opened into a circular chamber hidden beneath the chapel.

Four empty thrones stood around the room.

Each carried the symbol of a fallen dynasty.

The Habsburg eagle.

The Bourbon fleur-de-lis.

The Romanov crest.

And a fourth symbol rarely mentioned in any historical record.

A spiral enclosed within a cube.

The forgotten sigil.

The mark associated with the legends of Tartaria.

At the center stood a pedestal unlike anything she had ever seen.

Metal. Crystal. Stone.

All fused together through engineering that should not have existed.

Ancient symbols covered its surface.

The same symbols appearing throughout the manuscript.

The same symbols found across Europe in forgotten tunnels, catacombs, and sealed chambers.

The symbols of the Spiral.

Éloïse approached slowly.

Inside her pocket rested a small mechanical device.

A watch component passed down through generations of her family.

According to the records of Louis XVI, it was one piece of a larger mechanism created by a figure known only as the Architect.

She placed the device into a circular recess.

A click echoed through the chamber.

The machine awakened.

Blue light pulsed beneath the crystal.

The floor vibrated.

Ancient gears turned somewhere deep below.

Then images appeared above the pedestal.

Not projections.

Not holograms.

Maps., cities, bloodlines.

Routes crossing Europe like veins beneath the skin of history.

Paris. Versailles. Rome.

The Louvre. The Vatican. The catacombs.

Every path converged toward a single symbol.

The Spiral.

Éloïse stared at the glowing network.

The secrets of Marie Antoinette.

The records of Louis XVI.

The hidden work of the Architect.

All of it pointed toward the same destination.

Paris.

And somewhere beyond the maps and frequencies, she sensed another presence.

Another player already moving across the board.

The wolf.

Henri Delacourt.

The hunt had already begun.
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Éloïse left before sunrise.

The bakery remained dark behind her.

Snow drifted softly across the village square, as she loaded a single suitcase into the trunk of her car.

For a brief moment she looked back.

The mountains stood silent beneath the fading stars.

St. Vallon had protected her for years.

But protection and hiding were not the same thing.

And hiding had finally come to an end.

She climbed into the driver's seat and drove away.

The foxes did not follow.

The journey north felt longer than it should have.

Roads blurred together.

Borders came and went.

Cities appeared and vanished beyond train stations, highways, and airports.

Yet throughout the entire trip, Éloïse could think of only one thing.

The message.

The Veil is thinning.

The Summit approaches.

The words carried weight.

Not because she understood them completely, 

but because she understood who had written them.

And people connected to the Spiral never spoke carelessly.

By the time she crossed into Scotland, the weather had changed.

Gray clouds gathered overhead.

Rain swept across the countryside.

The landscape grew wilder.

Older.

The farther north she traveled, the more she felt as though she were leaving the modern world behind.

Returning to something ancient; something waiting.

Rosslyn Chapel had that effect.

It always had.

As a child, she had spent years studying drawings of its architecture.

Not because she was fascinated by religion.

Because she had been taught that Rosslyn was something else entirely.

A lock. A vault. A machine disguised as a chapel.

Every carving served a purpose.

Every symbol carried information.

Every pillar concealed a code.

Her ancestors had known it.

The Architect had designed it, and generations had protected its secrets.

Rain tapped steadily against the windshield.

The narrow road curved through rolling hills.

Then, through the mist, Rosslyn appeared.

Éloïse slowed instinctively.

The chapel emerged from the landscape like a memory.

Ancient stone, darkened walls.

Weathered gargoyles.

Its appearance had changed little across centuries.

Yet she felt the same sensation she had experienced, during her first visit.

Recognition.

As though the structure recognized her as much as she recognized it.

She parked several hundred meters away.

The rain had eased to a light drizzle.

Pulling her hood over her head, she began walking.

Wet leaves crunched beneath her boots.

The chapel remained silent.

Watching. Waiting.

A figure stood near the entrance archway.

Male, gray coat. Perfect posture.

Too alert. Too observant.

Not a tourist, not a local.

The man's eyes briefly met hers.

Then he looked away.

Almost casually.

Almost.

As she passed, a flash of color caught her attention.

A strip of red beneath his lapel.

The memory struck instantly.

Trust no one wearing red.

Her pace never changed, her expression remained calm.

But every instinct sharpened.

Someone else had received the message.

Or perhaps someone else had been waiting for her arrival.

Inside, Rosslyn Chapel felt unchanged.

Light filtered through stained glass windows, dust floated through narrow beams of sunlight.

The carvings covered every surface.

Vines. Stars. Angels. Spirals.

Thousands of symbols layered across centuries of stone.

To visitors they were beautiful; to Éloïse they were instructions.

A language hidden in architecture.

She moved directly toward the Apprentice Pillar.

The ring rested heavily on her finger.

As she approached, the sapphire caught the light.

A faint blue reflection shimmered across the stone.

The same reaction she had witnessed before.

The same response hidden within the mechanism.

The pillar recognized the ring.

At its base, concealed within the carvings, lay a spiral-shaped recess.

Almost invisible.

Impossible to notice unless you knew where to look.

Éloïse knelt.

She pressed the ring into the spiral, then turned it.

A soft click echoed beneath the floor.

Ancient machinery awakened, stone shifted.

Dust drifted downward.

A narrow section of flooring slowly opened.

The hidden stairwell.

Cold air rose from the darkness below.

Far colder than the Scottish weather outside.

The temperature felt unnatural.

Ancient. 

Preserved.

As though the passage belonged to another age entirely.

Éloïse stared into the darkness.

The same stairwell from the records.

The same entrance described in fragments connected to Marie Antoinette, Louis XVI, and the Architect.

Whatever remained hidden below had survived centuries.

Waiting.

Then she heard it—footsteps. Behind her.

Soft. Measured. Deliberate.

Not the sound of a visitor wandering through the chapel.

Someone was following her—the man in the gray coat.

Or someone worse.

Without hesitation, Éloïse stepped onto the staircase.

The darkness immediately swallowed her.
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