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    To the Coven: those who know the truth is always found in the darkest corners of the library.
Step quietly beneath these Gothic spires and read the only history that matters—the one written in wicked hunger and deep, forbidden Lore. We are conspirators now.
P.S., Skip to Chapters Two and Three if you need to know which secrets break first.
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PREVIOUSLY
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In The Orc’s Furnace: Heat And Hammer, the unexpected aftermath of the subterranean labyrinth finally caught up to Kaelys. The serpentine venom of the Naga Sythos reacted unpredictably with the ancient artifact in her veins. Serving as a chaotic catalyst, the potent mixture stoked her golden magic into a blistering, uncontrollable incubation fever that threatened to incinerate her from the inside out.

To save their conduit, Lord Vraelozar and the primordial Gargoyle Vornath escorted Kaelys into the roaring, mechanical heart of Ethos: the Iron Wards. There, they sought the unparalleled skill of Bazgor, the Orc Master Smith. Amidst towering crucibles and eternal flames, Kaelys met the Orc’s raw, industrial dominance with her own defiant fire. Through a rapturous, elemental tempering of frost, magma, and ash, they managed to ground her soaring fever long enough for the forge to do its work.

Bazgor’s hammer delivered her salvation—a heavy containment collar of forged silver and iron. Locked securely at her throat, the mechanism successfully anchored her chaotic resonance, extinguishing the golden pathways beneath her skin and plunging her untamed magic into a profound, aching dormancy.

​But the Celestial Spire abhors a vacuum. Now, housed once more within the opulent, midnight-marble halls of Vraelozar’s estate, the silence of her banked fire has left room for something far more unsettling to take root. Without the roar of her magic to deafen her senses, faint, ethereal voices are beginning to bleed from the ancient mortar of the High Lord's domain. The forge has cooled, but the walls are waking up.
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The absolute silence of her banked fire was a profound, aching void, an echoing cavern waiting to be filled with the Spire's darkest confessions.

For weeks, the golden magic of the ancient artifact had raged through Kaelys’s hemoglobin like a molten tempest, a radiant and all-consuming fever. Now, confined once more within the opulent, midnight-marble halls of Lord Vraelozar’s sprawling estate, that intoxicating inferno was suppressed. Resting heavy and immaculate against her collarbones was the containment collar—a masterpiece of forged silver and iron crafted by the Orc Master Smith, Bazgor. It anchored her chaotic resonance, plunging the glowing pathways beneath her skin into complete dormancy.

She wore the velvet of the High Lords now. Her slender frame was adorned in a sweeping gown of deep emerald silk, the elegant cut leaving her shoulders bare to accommodate the heavy, magical hardware encircling her throat. Yet, despite the luxurious fabrics and the ambient, filtered warmth of the upper tiers, the sudden sensory deprivation left her feeling hollowed out.

But the Spire abhorred a vacuum. Where the golden fire had gone silent, something else began to speak.

Kyraethis... Nyxeros...

Kaelys paused in the center of the Grand Foyer, her breath catching in her chest. The words were not spoken aloud; they bled from the very stones of the towering architecture, slipping through the mortar like a fine, ethereal mist. It was a language she had never heard in the rusted, necro-fuel-choked alleys of the Dross-Pit, yet the syllables bloomed across her mind like nocturnal lotuses, unfurling secrets that had slumbered for centuries.

Follow the fading light. Read our legacy.

She pressed a trembling hand to her silver-and-iron collar. The metal was cool to the touch, a flawless contrast to the fevered curiosity rising in her blood. She was not merely a vessel for the artifact. The suppression of her radiant magic had awakened something innate, something buried deep within her mortal architecture. A strange, latent awareness stretched outwards, and the walls of the Celestial Spire were whispering directly to her soul.

She did not yield to the voices immediately. For three nights, Kaelys had tried to ignore the spectral summons, pacing the expansive, moonlit lengths of the Grand Foyer beneath the watchful, empty visors of armor forged from bleached bones and silver. She had sought distraction in the First Library, running her fingertips over the spines of ancient grimoires, hoping the scent of leather and roaring fireplaces would drown out the ethereal chorus. But the voices only grew more insistent, a harmonious arrangement of forgotten souls pulling her away from the pristine, known areas of the estate.

Tonight, the pull was a physical, magnetic drag on her suppressed magic.

Leaving the moonlight of the Grand Foyer behind, Kaelys wandered downwards into the sprawling, labyrinthine corridors that spiderwebbed beneath the primary estate. The architecture here began to shift. The opulent midnight-stone floors dulled, the pristine polish giving way to the textured, uneven grip of ancient masonry. The floating bioluminescence that illuminated the upper tiers flickered and dimmed, casting long, reaching shadows that seemed to dance in time with her accelerating heartbeat.

A deep, tectonic rumble vibrated through the floorboards, pulling her attention backwards.

Vornath stepped out from the shadows of a towering archway, a breathtakingly beautiful monument of abyssal granite. The primordial Gargoyle radiated a deep, earthen furnace-heat that washed over her in comforting waves, his massive, carved stone spans folded tightly against his broad back. Magma-lit veins pulsed in a slow, rhythmic cadence beneath the intricate runic scars of his chest. His molten gold eyes tracked her every movement, fiercely devoted and endlessly protective.

"You walk the forgotten paths, little conduit," Vornath purred, his voice a gravel-rich bass that resonated in the marrow of her bones. He did not ask; he stated a primordial truth, sensing the subtle shift in her arcane resonance.

"The stones speak to me, Vornath," Kaelys murmured, taking a step forwards. The emerald silk of her gown whispered against the stone. "Not in the common tongue. It is something older. Something buried deep within the mortar. I have been trying to ignore it, but the silence of this collar is deafening, and they are so very loud."

Vornath closed the distance between them, his heavy footfalls completely silent despite his monumental weight. He lowered his massive, horned head, inhaling the scent of her skin—a delicate blend of spiced nectar, ozone, and the faint, lingering metallic tang of the Iron Wards. "The Spire holds the ghosts of many wards," the Gargoyle rumbled, his golden eyes narrowing with a fiercely protective gleam. "Those who could not withstand the frost or the flame. Their echoes remain trapped within the foundations."

"I need to know what they are saying," Kaelys insisted, her voice gaining a breathless, fervent edge. She reached out, pressing her palm flat against the center of his magma-warmed chest. The heat was a blissful anchor, a reminder of her own unyielding survival amidst the spectral chill. "Walk with me. I can feel the source of the voices, but the path is hidden. When I find it, I need you to keep the corridor. Ensure no one interrupts. Not even the Spire Guards."

Vornath leaned downwards, pressing his rough, stone-carved brow against her soft cheek in a gesture of raw, elemental devotion. "Your will is my stone," he promised, the rumble vibrating through her entire frame.

Guided by the ethereal echoes, Kaelys moved deeper into the forgotten wing. The air here smelled of ancient dust, dried ink, and a faint, electric tang of ozone. Her newly awakened senses, no longer blinded by the roaring tempest of the golden artifact, began to map the unseen. She could taste the residual magic lingering in the air, a vintage of spells cast centuries before she was even born.

She led the Gargoyle through a series of twisting corridors that seemed intentionally designed to confuse the mind. They passed heavy, petrified weir-wood doors locked by rusted mechanisms, and long, sweeping galleries
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The walls have ears, and they are hungry.
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