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Years later, stories of Kai and Lena spread beyond Ironpoint, told in murals, podcasts, underground zines, and whispered in half-sleep by spirit-guided elders. The Spiral Riders, they were called—guardians of flame, memory, and motion.
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Kai Redfeather once saved his land from the shadows of Blackstone Industries. The story became legend, whispered in the wind and painted on the walls of Ironpoint. But peace is never permanent.

A year has passed.

Kai still rides—now with Lena Firecloud always at his side. Their skate sessions are part rebellion, part ritual. Together, they teach young skaters the balance of earth and air, spirit and wheel. Lena’s laugh echoes in alleyways, while Kai’s board carves ancient symbols into the concrete.

But something new is stirring beneath the asphalt.

One night, a storm rolled over Ironpoint. Thunder echoed like war drums. Kai awoke with a sharp pain in his chest—the obsidian pendant cracked, glowing with blood-red light. The moment he touched it, a vision flashed: forests burning, children crying, a shadow wrapped in flame.

He went to Winyan’s shrine, but it was cold. Silent.

Lena joined him at the firepit behind the community center. “You felt it too?” she asked.

He nodded. “Something’s wrong with the spirit world.”

And then came the flame.

Buildings across Ironpoint caught fire—burning in unnatural, blue-hued heat. No accelerant. No origin. Just ignition. And always, always, a symbol scorched into the ground: a spiral of embers.

That same night, a girl vanished from the Redfeather district. The day after, three more. Kai’s dreams turned violent. He saw a woman in red robes, dancing on flames. Her eyes were coals. Her voice was wind over bone.
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