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Prologue: The Pulse of Lakisal
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The Chamber of Infernal Whispers did not just exist; it breathed. The walls were alive, composed of twisted tendrils of blackened flesh that coiled like exposed muscle, weeping streams of glowing crimson ichor. It pooled at the base of the throne, a slick, metallic lake reflecting a light that had no source.  

Shadows danced here, uncast by any sun. They writhed with a will of their own, extensions of the void that birthed them. At the center of the madness sat the Dark Mother. She was not a being of flesh and bone, but a colossal figure cloaked in living darkness, her form shifting and blurring as if reality itself was nauseated by her presence.  

“You have served well, my child,” her voice hissed. It did not vibrate the air; it burrowed directly into the consciousness, a thousand layered whispers violating the mind.  

Kneeling before the grotesque throne was Skol. Even his colossal frame, encased in jagged armor that drank the ambient light, seemed insignificant before her. His crimson synapse ports crackled, restraining the energy of a thousand stolen souls.  

“The time has come,” the Dark Mother intoned. “Claim what is ours.”.  

Skol raised his head, eyes burning like dying stars. “The world called Muth,” he growled, the name tasting like ash. “Their moons will bleed. Their people will kneel.”.  

“The portal is our foothold,” she replied, her tendrils rippling in silent approval. “But the moons are the anchors. Destroy them, and Lakisal binds to their mortal plane forever.”.  

As Skol rose, the chamber pulsed—a rhythmic heartbeat of impending doom. He turned to leave, the weight of the command settling on him like a crown of thorns.  

But as the heavy doors sealed and the silence returned, a different sound emerged. The faint, delicate patter of soft paws on obsidian.  

From the shadows glided a small, furless creature. To the uninitiated, it looked like a kitten. But its eyes were twin voids, and the air around it shimmered, bending in deference. It leapt onto the bio-flesh platform, the tissue quivering under its negligible weight.  

“Minder,” the Dark Mother hissed.  

The creature did not speak. Its thoughts rippled out like chimes in a graveyard. I hear all. I see all. There will be no transgressions..  

“Go,” the Dark Mother commanded. “Watch Skol. Ensure the Netherborn remain united. Without unity, there is no conquest.”.  

The Minder’s tail flicked, warping reality for a split second. It bowed, its silent message clear: Obedience was the only path. The Netherborn were going to war.  
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Chapter 1: The Echo of Drex Loreskan
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The air in the capital city of Parl hung heavy, thick with the scent of ozone and grief. Goth Warland stood at the podium, his knuckles white as he gripped the sides. To his right, a large portrait of Drex Loreskan—clad in the purple and black of the Heralds—stared out at the weeping crowd.  

Goth cleared his throat. He owed Drex everything—his life, his freedom, his purpose. But words felt like inadequate tools for the weight in his chest.  

“Drex Loreskan was the greatest hero Muth has ever seen,” Goth said, his voice cracking. “There are simply not enough words to describe his deeds. The world is emptier without him.”.  

In the front row, Shy Polamet wept openly. Once a fierce Dregogian commander who had led armies against this very city, she was now reduced to a trembling figure leaning against King Slinko.  

The service was short. They moved ten feet to the burial plot. As the casket lowered, purple lights embedded in the hull illuminated the grave—a final, royal hue for a fallen soldier.  

“Drex would have loved your words, Goth,” Shy whispered, pulling him into a hug as the dirt began to fall.  

Goth nodded, wiping his face, but his eyes caught a flash of bright color in the sea of black mourning clothes. A figure in a pink hooded jumpsuit stood at the treeline.

“Look, Shy,” Goth pointed. “It’s Azmodian.”.  

They broke away from the mourners, approaching the mystic. “Where have you been?” Goth demanded.  

“When Drex fell,” Azmodian said, his voice grave, “I retreated to the Undercraft. I sought Muth’s most powerful relic. I... I was too late to turn the tide of the war.”.  

“Relic?” Shy frowned. “What sort of relic?”.  

“Come.” Azmodian beckoned.

He led them deep into the Underverse, the subterranean labyrinth where the Dregogian War had officially ended. The mossy walls were still stained with old blood, a grim reminder of their history. He stopped before a seemingly ordinary rock formation.  

“Here,” Azmodian said.  

“It’s just rocks and moss,” Shy said, unimpressed.  

Azmodian smiled—a sad, knowing expression—and pressed a sharp, spiky stone. With a grinding rumble, the wall retracted, revealing a hidden chamber.  

The room was metallic, lined with amber lights. In the center stood a crimson gemstone, twenty-four feet tall, carved in the shape of a wyrm coiling protectively around the city of Muth.  

“The Power Stone,” Azmodian whispered, awe in his voice. “The last of its kind. All others are lost to time.”.  

“What does it do?” Shy asked.  

“Beyond imagination,” Azmodian replied. He reached out, placing a gloved hand on the wyrm’s surface.

The stone roared to life. A brilliant yellow-orange fire erupted from its core, forcing Goth and Shy to stumble back. The air tore open next to the stone, ripping into a pink and black rift that swirled with violent energy.  

“What the bloody hell is that?!” Goth shouted over the deafening hum.  

“A temporal rift!” Azmodian screamed back. “It opens a door through time!”.  

Goth and Shy looked at the rift, then at each other. The same thought slammed into them simultaneously: Drex..  

“If there is a chance to bring him back,” Shy said, her warrior’s resolve returning, “we have to take it.”.  

Goth nodded. “Azmodian, keep the King here. Wait for us.”.  
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