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​Chapter 1: The Vault of Lies
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The air in the sub-levels of the Obsidian Fortress was thin and cold, tasting of sterile, recycled air and ancient stone. The only sounds were the faint, deep hum of the fortress’s power core and the sharp, solitary clicks of SheeHaa’s boot heels on the polished black floor. Her path was a straight, dark line leading to a single, massive iron door, a slab of metal so thick it seemed to swallow the light. This was the Vault of Lies, though the official title was the High Lord’s Private Archive.

Standing before it, as unmoving as the door itself, were three figures in the slate-grey and black armor of the Bedrock Guard. Their leader, Captain Ankun Galrov, stood center, his helmet tucked under his arm. His face was a mask of disciplined lines, his head shaved in the Northern military style, and a scar cut a pale crescent from his temple to his jaw—a mark of service that was almost as old as SheeHaa herself.

He saw her approach and his posture stiffened, his men mirroring him. As she came to a halt, he executed a flawless salute, his fist striking his breastplate with a dull thud.

“Princess,” he said, his voice a low baritone, devoid of warmth but filled with perfect military respect.

“Captain,” SheeHaa returned, her tone as cold and hard as the stone around them. She did not waste time. “Open the vault.”

Galrov’s eyes, the color of weathered iron, did not blink. “Princess, with respect, you know I cannot. This area is sealed by Lord Warlight's personal command. None may enter without his seal.”

“His seal is outdated,” SheeHaa stated, taking a step closer. The two guards shifted, their hands resting on the pommels of their swords. “The security of the North is at stake, Captain. I have stood on the summit of Swallow Hill. I have seen proof that the foundational victory of our nation—the very campaign that earned you the scar on your face—was built on a lie.”

A flicker of something—surprise, anger—crossed Galrov’s face before his discipline clamped down on it. “My loyalty is to the High Lord who gave me my orders. We fought a monster and his dragon hordes. We brought order to their chaos.”

“We were told we fought a monster,” SheeHaa countered, her voice dropping, sharp and dangerous. “We fought a brother. We fought an ally. And the lie we were fed is the poison that is choking this planet to death. That poison is in your vault, Captain. And you are guarding it like a treasure.”

The tension in the corridor became a physical thing. The low hum of the core seemed to fade into a ringing silence. Galrov’s jaw was a knot of muscle. She could see the war behind his eyes. He was a man whose entire identity—his honor, his rank, his scars—was forged in the heat of that single, glorious campaign. She was telling him the fire was a fraud.
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