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Infernum Solutus

By Kenneth Thomas

Prologue: The Rise and Binding of Titans

The world was not always fractured by fire and shadow. Before the land burned under an unrelenting sun, before molten rivers carved scars into the earth, the world thrived—a realm of harmony beneath an unbroken sky. But balance is fragile. And in the age of Titans, it shattered.

The Titans were born of the world’s primal forces—colossal beings whose steps reshaped mountains and whose breath stirred seas into storms. Among them, Ignis burned brightest. The Titan of Flame was more than fire. Its essence was transformation—a crucible that consumed the old to birth the new. Mountains crumbled in its wake; life became ash, and ash held the seeds of renewal. Revered and feared, Ignis embodied both creation and destruction.

For millennia, the Titans waged war, their wrath unchecked. Humanity, fragile and small, survived in the periphery, watching as oceans boiled to vapor and forests dissolved into charred wastelands. The Titans’ battles promised an end to all things, and despair reigned—until the Prophecy.

The Prophecy came as whispers, faint and fragmented, carried on winds that cut through the ashes of the old world. It spoke of mortals wielding artifacts forged from the Titans’ own essence. These champions, bound by destiny, would confront their tormentors and forge prisons to contain their fury.

The Binding began.

The war’s final act unfolded at the heart of the world. Ignis, unyielding, sought to engulf creation in its purging flames. The champions, armed with divine artifacts and unshakable resolve, stood against it. For days, fire and fury clashed, tearing the sky asunder and scarring the earth forever. Many champions fell, their names lost to the ash, but their sacrifices shaped victory.

With the last of their strength, the survivors created the Core—a molten prison sustained by Ignis’s unending fire. The Chain of Dominion was forged, its obsidian links etched with ancient glyphs, tethering Ignis to its cage. The firestorm subsided, and for the first time in millennia, the world knew silence.

But the Prophecy did not end with the Binding. It spoke of a time when the prisons would weaken, their magic faltering as the Titans stirred once more. Shadows would creep from fractured cages, and the bearers of the ancient artifacts would face a choice
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Chapter 1: A Prison on the Brink
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The walls of Infernum Maximus rumbled, groaning as though alive. Their jagged surfaces shimmered with cracks veined in molten light, each pulse spreading faint tremors beneath Lyra’s feet. At the chamber's center, the Core—a fractured sphere of contained energy—hovered, its unstable rhythm matching the quickening thrum of her heartbeat.

Once a beacon of power and stability, the Core now teetered on the edge of collapse. It lashed out in fits of fiery rage, splintering the chamber’s obsidian walls. Lyra tightened her grip on the Chain of Dominion wound around her wrist. Its obsidian links glimmered faintly, their carved glyphs radiating a stubborn warmth.

The whispers came again, threading through her thoughts like embers riding a wind.

The fire bends. The fire waits.

“Lyra!” Aldred’s voice snapped her focus back. He stood near the entrance, his broad shoulders squared and his axe resting at his side, ready for action. A faint sheen of sweat reflected the chamber’s angry glow on his face.

“The tremors are getting worse,” he said. “If this keeps up...”

“It won’t,” she replied sharply, cutting him off. She glanced back at the Core, the fractured glow reflecting in her amber eyes. “I’ll make sure of it.”

Aldred stepped closer, boots scraping against stone. “You can’t keep holding this place together by sheer force of will. The Sovereign’s forces are pushing through the lower rings, and if we don’t stop them—”

“I know,” she said, her tone softer but no less firm. Her fingertips flickered with small flames as she turned to face him. “But none of it matters if we lose the Core. This prison collapses, and everything we’ve fought for burns.”

His jaw clenched, but he said nothing, his gaze briefly flickering toward the fractured sphere before returning to her.

Footsteps echoed behind them, and Liora emerged from the corridor, her hands faintly aglow with magic. Sweat and soot streaked her face, her braided hair coming loose as she worked to suppress the chaos unraveling around them.

“The wards are deteriorating faster than I can stabilize them,” she said, her voice tight with exertion. “I’ve managed to reroute energy from the outer layers, but at best, it buys us a handful of hours. Maybe less.”

Lyra exhaled, flames flickering in time with her mounting frustration. “Then we stabilize the Core.”

Liora’s brows furrowed as she glanced toward the fractured sphere. “Stabilize it? Lyra, the Core is volatile enough as it is. If you try to channel this much energy into it—”

“I don’t have another option,” Lyra said, cutting her off. “If the Sovereign gets through, it’s over. We’re not here to debate risks. We’re here to keep this prison standing.”

The chamber shuddered violently as another tremor rippled through the foundation. Fractures snaked further across the walls, sending loose shards of obsidian clattering to the ground. The Core flickered wildly, its erratic rhythm heralding imminent failure.

Liora hesitated, then sighed and nodded, her hands already weaving luminous sigils in the air. “I’ll reinforce the wards. But you’d better pull off a miracle.”

Aldred’s grip on his axe tightened. “I’ll handle whatever comes through that door.”

Lyra didn’t respond. She stepped toward the Core, the Chain of Dominion winding tighter around her wrist. Its glyphs began to glow, as though anticipating what she was about to attempt.

The whispers grew louder, almost eager.

The fire bends. The fire rises. The bearer decides.

Closing her eyes, Lyra drew on the flames within her, letting their heat course through her veins. She raised her hands, and the Core’s chaotic energy surged toward her, eager and unyielding.

The strain was immediate. The Core lashed out, its molten tendrils colliding with her flames in a battle of dominance. The Chain burned against her skin, its heat searing and alive. It absorbed some of the Core’s energy, the glyphs along its links flaring in response.

Behind her, Liora’s sigils glimmered brighter as she funneled arcane power into the crumbling wards, her lips moving in whispered incantations. Aldred took up position near the entrance, his axe slicing through the first shadowy figure that emerged from the darkness beyond.

“They’re here!” he called, his voice cutting through the roar of the Core.

Lyra’s flames flared, wrapping around her like armor as she pressed her energy into the Core. The whispers in her mind rose to a deafening crescendo.

The fire bends. The fire consumes. The fire obeys.

The Core surged one final time, its fractured surface glowing with unbearable brightness. For a moment, the entire chamber was bathed in molten light.

Then, silence.

The Core’s pulsing energy dimmed, settling into a steady, muted rhythm. The walls of the chamber stopped trembling, their fractures holding. Lyra staggered backward, her flames flickering weakly as exhaustion washed over her.

“It’s done,” she said, her voice a rasp.

Aldred dispatched the last of the shadowy attackers before turning to her, his axe resting on his shoulder. “For now,” he said grimly, glancing toward the Core. “But it’s not going to last.”

Liora slumped against the wall, her glowing sigils fading as she caught her breath. “If the Sovereign’s forces are already this deep, we’ll be fighting for every inch.”

Lyra nodded, her grip tightening on the Chain of Dominion. Though the whispers had quieted, their weight remained. The Core was stable, but she knew the Sovereign wouldn’t stop.

Neither would she.
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Chapter 2: The Chain's Weight

[image: ]




In the dim confines of her quarters, Lyra sat on the edge of a rough iron cot, her gaze locked on the Chain of Dominion coiled tightly around her wrist. The obsidian links glinted faintly in the low light, the glyphs carved into them pulsing in a steady rhythm, as if mimicking a heartbeat. The chain felt heavier today, its weight pressing against her like an unwelcome burden.

The fire bends. The fire consumes.

She clenched her fists, small flames flickering at her fingertips before snuffing out. The whispers in her mind had grown louder since stabilizing the Core, threading through her thoughts with relentless insistence. She tried to push them away, focusing instead on the faint, rhythmic glow of the molten light spilling through the fractured walls.

The door creaked open, and Aldred stepped inside, his boots striking the stone with a solid thud. He leaned against the frame, his presence filling the small room. “You missed the meeting,” he said, his tone gruff but not unkind. “The guards are getting restless.”

Lyra didn’t look up. “Let them.”

Aldred moved closer, his arms crossed, his eyes steady on her. “You’ve been holed up in here for hours. What’s going on?”

She finally met his gaze, her voice brittle. “Thinking.”

“About what?” he asked, his tone edged with concern.

Lyra glanced back at the chain resting in her lap, the glyphs now glowing faintly in response to her agitation. “About what comes next. About whether any of this matters.”

Aldred straightened, his expression hardening. “Of course it matters. You kept the Core from blowing this place to ash. Without you, we wouldn’t even be standing here.”

“You don’t get it,” she snapped, rising to her feet. Flames flared briefly at her sides before subsiding. “This thing—” she held up her wrist, the chain catching the light—“it’s not just a tool. It’s alive. It whispers, it pulls, and it doesn’t care if I live or die as long as I keep feeding it.”

“Then fight it,” Aldred said firmly, stepping closer. “Push back. You’re stronger than it is.”

Lyra’s laugh was bitter. “It’s not that simple. The chain isn’t some weapon I can wield. It’s always there, demanding, waiting. It doesn’t want balance; it wants control. What happens when I’m not enough?”

“You are enough,” he said, his voice low but resolute. “I’ve seen you face things most people wouldn’t dare to imagine. Whatever this chain wants, it doesn’t get to decide who you are. You do.”

Before Lyra could respond, the door swung open again, and Liora entered, her face shadowed with worry. Her hands glimmered faintly, the remnants of protective magic still lingering on her fingertips. “Sorry to interrupt,” she said quickly, “but we have a situation. Shadow activity in the Mid-Layers. Worse than anything we’ve seen.”

Lyra drew a sharp breath, the weight of the moment snapping her focus into place. “What’s happening?”

“The wards are failing faster than I can repair them,” Liora said. “I’ve tried redirecting energy, but it’s not enough. If we don’t act soon, they’ll breach the main access points.”

Aldred gripped the handle of his axe. “Then we stop them before it gets that far.”

Lyra nodded, her flames reigniting at her fingertips. The chain tightened against her wrist as if in agreement, its glyphs glowing brighter. “Let’s move.”

The Mid-Layers were chaos. Shadows surged through crumbling corridors, their jagged forms darting between the faint glows of failing wards. Guards and prisoners fought side by side, their makeshift weapons clashing against the creatures’ obsidian limbs. The air was thick with the acrid stench of molten stone and desperation.

Lyra, Aldred, and Liora arrived at the edge of the battle, their presence cutting through the fray like a blade. Lyra raised her hands, and fire burst forth, carving through the nearest wave of shadows. Her flames cast sharp, searing light across the devastation—collapsed walls, shattered glyphs, and bodies scattered across the bloodied ground.

“Liora, reinforce the wards!” Lyra shouted. “Aldred, hold the line!”

Aldred grinned grimly, hefting his axe. “Don’t have to tell me twice.”

He charged into the battle, each swing of his weapon shattering shadowy forms into fragments of smoke. His movements were fluid, his strikes precise, the work of a seasoned warrior.

Liora’s hands glowed as she traced intricate sigils in the air, her voice rising in a chant that brought the glyphs back to life. The wards shimmered faintly, their light forming a fragile barrier against the encroaching darkness.

Lyra pressed forward, her flames cutting through the horde with relentless precision. The Chain of Dominion burned hot against her wrist, its whispers louder now, driving her forward.

The fire bends. The bearer rises.

As Liora stabilized the wards, the tide of shadows began to falter. Lyra’s flames burned brighter, forcing the creatures back until the last of them dissolved into wisps of smoke.

Breathing heavily, Lyra lowered her hands, the fire at her fingertips fading. “It’s not over,” she said, her voice firm despite her exhaustion.

Liora wiped sweat from her brow, her glow dimming as she leaned against the wall. “They’re not just attacking randomly anymore. They’re coordinated. Testing our defenses.”

“They’re testing me,” Lyra corrected, glancing down at the chain. Its glyphs pulsed faintly, almost expectantly. “The Sovereign knows I’m the only thing standing between him and the Core.”

Aldred approached, his axe resting on his shoulder, his face set in determination. “Then we show him what happens when he underestimates us.”

Lyra didn’t respond immediately. She stared at the flickering remnants of the shadows, their presence still lingering in the charged air.

“The fire bends,” the whispers murmured, quieter now but still insistent. “The fire waits.”

She tightened her grip on the Chain of Dominion, her flames reigniting faintly. “We hold the line. No matter what.”
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Chapter 3: Whispers of the Sovereign
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The lower corridors of Infernum Maximus were steeped in an oppressive quiet, the molten glow of their walls dimmed as though suffocating under the weight of unseen forces. Lyra walked at the front, her flames casting flickering patterns on the jagged stone. The Chain of Dominion coiled tightly around her wrist, its obsidian links warm and pulsing in a slow, steady rhythm.

The fire watches. The fire waits.

Liora trailed just behind her, the faint glow of arcane sigils lingering at her fingertips as she traced protective glyphs into the air. “The wards here are unstable,” she murmured, her voice tense. “It’s as if something’s been feeding on their energy.”

“Or breaking them,” Aldred said from the rear, his hand gripping the haft of his axe. His eyes scanned the shifting shadows ahead, every sense on edge. “Feels like a trap.”

“It is,” Lyra said flatly, not breaking stride. The molten light caught the sharp angles of her face, her expression carved in resolve. “The Sovereign doesn’t want this place to hold. He wants it to collapse.”

The air grew heavier as they pressed forward, carrying the faint metallic tang of energy being warped and twisted. The ground beneath them trembled, subtle at first but growing stronger with every step. The whispers in Lyra’s mind coiled tighter.

The fire bends. The fire calls.

The corridor opened into a cavernous chamber, its walls lined with glyphs etched deep into the stone. The glowing runes pulsed erratically, their fractured light splintering into jagged streaks across the room. Shadows clung to the far corners, shifting with unnatural grace.

Liora knelt beside one of the glowing glyphs, her hands hovering over its surface. The light of her magic blended with the crimson hue of the rune, but her expression tightened. “These wards aren’t just failing,” she said. “They’ve been corrupted. Someone’s twisted their magic into something... unstable.”

“The Sovereign,” Lyra said, stepping forward. Her flames flickered brighter, their glow dancing along the edges of the room. “He’s been manipulating this place, turning it into a weapon.”

Aldred moved to her side, his axe glinting in the erratic light. “Then let’s dismantle it before he finishes.”

Before anyone could respond, the shadows in the far corners surged forward, their jagged forms coalescing into monstrous shapes. The creatures radiated malice, their limbs rippling like shards of glass caught in molten steel.

“They’re drawing power from the glyphs!” Liora shouted, scrambling back as the first shadow lunged toward her.

Lyra’s flames flared instinctively, a blazing arc that collided with the creature mid-leap. The shadow screeched as it dissolved into smoke, but two more took its place, surging forward with relentless speed.

Aldred stepped into the fray, his axe cleaving through the nearest shadow. The impact sent shards of obsidian scattering, though the creature reformed within seconds, its jagged limbs slashing wildly.

“These things don’t stay dead,” Aldred growled, his strikes becoming more aggressive as the creatures closed in.

“They’re tied to the corrupted wards!” Liora called out, weaving intricate sigils to stabilize the flickering glyphs. “If we can sever their connection—”

“Then do it!” Lyra shouted, her flames spiraling outward in a shield of heat that held the advancing shadows at bay.

The Chain of Dominion burned hotter against her skin, the glyphs etched into its links glowing brighter with each pulse. The whispers rose in urgency, threading through her mind with a singular command.

The fire burns. The fire consumes.

Liora worked frantically, her chants growing louder as the corrupted glyphs resisted her efforts. The air around them crackled with energy, the unstable wards threatening to collapse entirely. Lyra pressed forward, her flames carving a path through the shadows as they swarmed toward the center of the room.

“They’re trying to protect something,” she said, her voice steady despite the chaos. Her flames intensified, forcing the creatures to retreat momentarily.

Liora’s final glyph flared with blinding light, its golden hue breaking through the crimson corruption. The creatures shrieked in unison, their forms flickering violently before dissolving into smoke.

The chamber fell still, save for the faint hum of molten energy coursing through the walls. Lyra lowered her hands, her flames dimming as the strain of the fight settled into her bones.

Liora slumped against the wall, her breathing labored. “That... should hold for now,” she said, her voice shaky.

Aldred leaned on his axe, his expression grim as he surveyed the room. “If this is what his corruption looks like, we’re in for worse further down.”

Lyra nodded, her gaze fixed on the now-stable glyphs. The Chain of Dominion pulsed faintly against her wrist, its heat a constant reminder of the task ahead.

“This was just a warning,” she said, her tone measured. “The Sovereign’s already ahead of us. He knows we’re coming, and he’s not going to stop.”

“The fire bends. The fire rises,” the whispers murmured in her mind, their presence unrelenting.

Lyra turned back toward the corridor, her flames flickering back to life. “Then neither will we.”
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Chapter 4: Shadows in the Deep
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The descent into the lower levels of Infernum Maximus felt like slipping into the jaws of a beast. The molten glow of the upper corridors was replaced by a dim, flickering light that barely illuminated the jagged stone walls. The air hung heavy, thick with heat and the faint acrid scent of burning metal.

Lyra led the way, her flames casting flickers of light that danced across the uneven surfaces. The Chain of Dominion clung tightly to her wrist, its glyphs dim but pulsing steadily, a reminder of its unyielding presence.

Behind her, Aldred kept pace, his axe resting on his shoulder. His sharp eyes scanned the darkness ahead, and his every step was deliberate, as if anticipating a strike at any moment. Liora brought up the rear, her hands faintly glowing with protective magic as she traced glyphs into the air, each stroke a silent prayer of reinforcement.

“This place feels different,” Liora said softly, her voice breaking the oppressive silence. “The energy down here... it’s alive.”

“It’s corrupted,” Lyra replied without turning, her flames flaring slightly in response to her tension. “The Sovereign’s influence runs deeper than we thought.”

“He’s warping the wards and twisting the fire,” Aldred muttered, his grip tightening on his axe. “This isn’t just a prison anymore—it’s his battlefield.”

They reached a wide chamber where the walls were lined with ancient glyphs, their once-steady light now erratic and pale. The ground trembled faintly, as if the earth itself recoiled from the weight of the Sovereign’s corruption.

At the chamber’s center stood a massive pillar of obsidian, its surface covered in glyphs that pulsed with a sickly crimson glow. Molten streams coursed around its base, their light dull and sluggish compared to the vibrant energy Lyra had grown accustomed to in the Core Chamber.

Liora stepped forward, her expression tightening as she studied the pillar. “It’s a Nexus,” she said. “One of the stabilizers tied directly to the Core’s energy. But it’s been corrupted.”

“What happens if we destroy it?” Aldred asked, his tone laced with suspicion.

“If we don’t sever the Sovereign’s connection first, it could destabilize the entire section,” Liora replied. “Maybe even collapse the lower rings entirely.”

“Then we do it right,” Lyra said, her flames brightening. She turned to Liora. “Find the source of the corruption. Aldred and I will handle whatever comes next.”

Before Liora could respond, a ripple spread through the chamber, and the air shifted. The faint hum of molten streams grew louder, morphing into a low, guttural growl. From the edges of the room, shadows began to coalesce, their jagged forms materializing with unnatural speed.

“They’re here,” Aldred said, already raising his axe.

The first creature lunged, its limbs sharp and erratic, moving as though driven by the pulse of the corrupted glyphs. Lyra’s flames flared as she met the attack head-on, her fire searing through the creature’s form. It shrieked, its body dissolving into wisps of smoke, but two more surged forward to take its place.

Aldred stepped into the fray, his axe cleaving through one shadow with brutal precision. The creature shattered like glass, but its shards twisted back together, reforming in seconds.

“They’re drawing strength from the Nexus!” Liora shouted, her hands already moving to trace intricate sigils in the air.

“Then sever it!” Lyra called back, her flames spiraling outward in a defensive arc that forced the creatures to retreat momentarily.

The Chain of Dominion burned hotter against her skin, its glyphs flaring in rhythm with the corrupted energy in the room. The whispers in her mind grew louder, relentless.

The fire bends. The fire consumes. The fire rises.

Liora knelt near the Nexus, her glowing sigils weaving into the glyphs etched across the pillar’s surface. The air around her crackled with unstable energy, the corrupted glyphs resisting her efforts.

“These glyphs are directly tied to the Sovereign’s influence!” she called out, her voice strained. “It’s like he’s feeding on the Core itself.”

“Then cut him off!” Lyra shouted, her flames cutting down another wave of advancing shadows.

The battle surged around them, the jagged forms of the creatures relentless as they attacked in coordinated waves. Lyra’s fire burned brighter with each strike, carving paths of destruction through the swarm. Aldred’s axe swung with deadly efficiency, his movements swift and precise despite the creatures’ constant regeneration.

Liora’s sigils flared brighter, the golden light weaving into the crimson glyphs on the Nexus. The pillar trembled, its surface cracking as the corrupted energy began to falter.

“It’s working!” Liora called, her voice sharp with urgency. “But I need more time!”

Lyra clenched her fists, flames surging in a fiery shield as another creature lunged toward Liora. The Chain burned hotter, its whispers deafening now.

The fire obeys. The fire consumes.

The Nexus flared violently, its crimson light twisting into jagged tendrils of energy that lashed out at random. One struck the ground near Lyra, sending shards of molten stone scattering in all directions.

With a final surge of effort, Liora’s sigils pierced through the corrupted glyphs. The crimson glow of the Nexus flickered, then shattered in a burst of molten light. The shadows screeched in unison, their forms collapsing into smoke as the source of their power was severed.

The chamber fell silent, save for the faint hum of the molten streams now flowing steadily once more. Lyra lowered her hands, her flames dimming as exhaustion pressed against her. The Chain cooled against her wrist, its whispers fading into a faint murmur.

Liora slumped against the now-dormant pillar, her breathing labored. “The corruption’s gone,” she said, her voice shaky. “But it won’t be the last.”

Aldred leaned on his axe, his eyes sweeping the room. “He’s testing us. That was just a warning.”

Lyra nodded, her gaze fixed on the faint remnants of the shattered glyphs. “And we’ll keep pushing. No matter what he sends next.”

She turned toward the corridor, flames reigniting at her fingertips. The fire within her burned steady, its presence a constant reminder of the battles still to come.
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Chapter 5: The Core's Fracture
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The Core Chamber was in chaos. The fractured sphere at its center pulsed erratically, casting the chamber in bursts of molten light that illuminated the jagged walls and the deep cracks spidering outward from its base. Each pulse sent tremors through the ground, shaking loose fragments of stone that fell into the glowing veins below.

Lyra stood at the edge of the platform, her flames coiling faintly around her hands as she stared at the Core. Its rhythm had become wild, the once-steady hum now a discordant roar that resonated in her chest.

“It’s worse than before,” Liora said, her voice strained as she examined the glyphs etched into the chamber’s walls. “The Core’s energy is unraveling. The wards won’t hold it much longer.”

“It’s already coming apart,” Aldred added, his axe resting against his shoulder. He stared at the glowing fractures with a grim expression. “If this thing goes, it’s taking the whole prison with it.”

Lyra tightened her fists, her flames flaring briefly. “We’re not letting that happen.”

“And how do you plan to stop it?” Liora turned to her, her tone sharp but tinged with desperation. “Every time we stabilize one fracture, another one opens. The Sovereign’s corruption is everywhere—it’s eating the Core from the inside out.”

Lyra stepped closer to the Core, the heat pressing against her skin like a living force. The Chain of Dominion burned hotter against her wrist, its glyphs pulsing in time with the chaotic energy. The whispers in her mind grew louder, insistent and unyielding.

The fire bends. The fire consumes. The bearer rises.

“What if I channel the Chain’s energy directly into the Core?” Lyra said, her voice steady despite the weight of her words.

Liora’s eyes widened. “The Chain is tied to Ignis’s fire. If you use it to stabilize the Core, you’ll be channeling power that could destroy you—or worse, let the fire take over completely.”

“She’s right,” Aldred said, stepping closer. “We’ve seen what that thing does to you. What happens if it decides to take more than you’re willing to give?”

Lyra turned to face them, her expression resolute. “And what happens if we do nothing? The Core collapses, the Sovereign wins, and everything burns. I’m not asking for permission. This is the only way.”

Aldred stared at her for a long moment, his jaw tightening. Finally, he sighed and gripped his axe. “Fine. But if this goes sideways...”

“It won’t,” she said, cutting him off.

She stepped onto the platform, the molten light reflecting off her skin as the heat intensified. The Core surged violently as she approached, its fractured energy lashing out in chaotic bursts. Lyra raised her hands, her flames flaring brighter as she reached for the Chain of Dominion.

The glyphs etched into its obsidian links began to glow, their light weaving into the molten tendrils that lashed out from the Core. The whispers in her mind rose to a deafening crescendo.

The fire bends. The fire consumes. The fire obeys.

The moment she connected with the Core, its chaotic energy struck her like a storm. Lyra gritted her teeth as the force surged through her, pushing her flames to their limits. The Chain of Dominion burned hotter, its glyphs flaring with blinding intensity as it absorbed some of the Core’s power.

Behind her, Liora’s voice rose in a steady chant, her glowing sigils reinforcing the crumbling wards. Aldred stood at the edge of the platform, his axe ready as shadowy figures began to emerge from the darkness beyond.

“They’re coming!” he shouted, his voice cutting through the roar of the Core.

Lyra didn’t falter. Her flames burned brighter, intertwining with the Core’s molten energy as she fought to stabilize its erratic pulses. The strain was unbearable, every fiber of her being stretched to its breaking point.

Aldred’s axe cleaved through the first wave of shadow creatures, their jagged forms scattering into fragments before reforming with unnatural speed. “They’re not letting up!” he growled, striking down another with a sweeping arc.

Liora’s glyphs flared brighter, weaving into the chamber’s walls as she reinforced the wards. “I’m holding them back as best I can!” she called, her voice tight with effort.

Lyra pressed harder, her flames merging with the Core’s chaotic energy in a final, desperate surge. The molten sphere flared violently, its fractured surface stabilizing as the light dimmed to a steady, molten glow.
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