Echoes of the Starfall Prophecy

f ‘ W )
SO i %2
Iif g} 4




Part 1

The scene opens in the player's cramped, magically-shielded sanctuary, a space that screams
defiance against the polished world that rejected them. The air is thick with the scent of ozone from
overworked wards, old books, and the bitter aroma of stale coffee. Rain streaks down the grime on
the single armored window, blurring the neon-drenched towers of the city's elite into a watercolor
smear. This is a place of study and survival, not comfort. Unfinished diagrams are chalked onto the
floor, and shelves overflow with forbidden texts sourced from places like the Whisper Archive's back
channels. The only light comes from a flickering arcane projection hovering in the center of the
room—a news feed from the Aetheric News Network.

The broadcaster’s voice is somber, but a current of frantic energy crackles underneath. The
impossible has happened: Phoenix Astral, the ageless, untouchable arbiter of the city’s magical
concord, has been murdered. The projection shifts, showing a sterile image of the crime scene,
magically scrubbed of gore but radiating a palpable sense of violation. Then, the faces appear,
side-by-side in perfectly lit, infuriatingly smug official portraits. Maxwell Argent, his eyes wide with a
feigned, nervous innocence the player knows is a lie. And beside him, Riley Ashworth, their
expression a mask of cold, analytical calm that sends a chill down the spine. The anchor’s voice
names them as the primary persons of interest, heirs to the two families whose combined influence
saw the player publicly disgraced and cast out.

The sound of the rain against the glass seems to grow louder, a drumming beat matching the
sudden, fierce pulse in the player’s temples. This isn't a tragedy; it's an opportunity, a perfectly
wrapped gift of chaos. The official investigation will be a sham, a dance of power brokers protecting
their own. But an outsider, someone with nothing left to lose and a deep, burning score to settle,
could tear it all down. The system that broke them is now, itself, broken and vulnerable. The desire
for justice is a distant, hollow echo. What rises instead is a cold, sharp, and intensely personal need
for vengeance. The path forward is clear: solve the murder not to honor Phoenix Astral's memory,
but to ensure the utter ruin of Maxwell Argent, Riley Ashworth, and the entire rotten society they
represent.

Part 2

The Ghost Rookery Apothecary isn’t a shop; it's a wound in the city’s concrete skin, bleeding
history. Located down a narrow, perpetually shadowed alley where arcane graffiti writhes in the
peripheral vision, the entrance is an unmarked door of petrified, iron-hard wood. Pushing it open
releases a wave of scents: damp, loamy earth, the sharp tang of crushed nightshade, and the
deeper, almost metallic hum of raw, untamed magic. The air inside is cool and thick, heavy with
pollen and power. There are no electric lights. lllumination comes from softly glowing fungi
cultivated in bell jars and the sputtering, alchemical glow of a single brass lamp on a massive,
scarred workbench.

Shelves crammed with jars, leather-bound bundles of herbs, and desiccated animal parts climb the
walls, disappearing into the gloom overhead. A colossal, gnarled root of a long-dead tree punches
through the floorboards on one side of the room and twists its way into the ceiling, its bark covered
in faintly glowing moss. At the workbench stands Keene Rockbinder. He's a block of a man,
broad-shouldered and solid, wearing a heavy leather apron over a simple tunic. His wild,
grey-streaked beard is untrimmed, and his calloused hands work a heavy stone pestle in a basalt
mortar, grinding something that sparks with faint, emerald light. He doesn't look up immediately, the
rhythmic scrape and crunch of his work the only sound besides the slow drip of water from a
hanging terrarium.

When he finally speaks, his voice is a low rumble, like stones grinding together. "The city's leeches
have no business in my soil. State your purpose or be gone." His eyes, when they meet the
player's, are filled with a fervent, almost fanatical light. He dismisses the official story of Phoenix



Astral's murder with a contemptuous snort. To him, it's just another symptom of the rot, the
inevitable consequence of the "technomancers and their sterile arts." He views the ArgentRunes
and Ashworths as two heads of the same diseased serpent, strangling the life from the city’s ley
lines. He is not an ally; he is a force of nature, and getting information from him will require
navigating his deep-seated disdain for the world that cast the player out, a world he believes is
already dying. On his bench, beside the mortar, lie arcane charts depicting the city's ley line
network, marked with angry, scrawled notations in an ancient script.

Part 3

Following Keene's esoteric instructions—a sequence of resonant hums and a specific sigil drawn
with chalk and spit—the entrance to the Whisper Archive shimmers into existence not as a door, but
as a tear in reality. Stepping through is like being plunged into cold water. The sound of the city
vanishes, replaced by a silence so absolute it feels like a physical weight against the eardrums. The
air is frigid, still, and heavy with the scent of ancient paper, dried ink, and the sharp tang of latent
ozone from centuries of contained magic. Towering, impossible shelves carved from obsidian-like
rock stretch up into a gloom that swallows the light, each one packed with scrolls, codices, and
books bound in leather, metal, and stranger things. There is no central light source; instead, motes
of pale, silver energy drift through the air like lazy fireflies, casting long, dancing shadows that seem
to possess a life of their own.

Navigating the labyrinthine aisles is an exercise in extreme control. Every scuff of a boot, every
rustle of clothing, echoes like a gunshot in the oppressive stillness, threatening to draw unwanted
attention from whatever acts as this library’s sentinels. The player must find Phoenix Astral’s private
research alcove, a place Keene described as being marked by a carving of a serpent eating a star.
The alcove, when found, is unnervingly tidy. A large oak table and a single high-backed chair sit at
its center, papers stacked in neat piles, quills aligned in perfect parallel. Yet, the atmosphere is
soured by a faint, coppery scent barely masked by a lingering smell of ozone—the tell-tale sign of a
powerful cleansing cantrip used to erase evidence. A close inspection of the heavy oak table
reveals a series of fresh, deep gouges in the wood, as if something—or someone—clung to it with
desperate strength before being torn away. The air here is colder still, a pocket of unnatural chill
that speaks of a recent, violent magical discharge.

Beneath the table, a loose floorstone, almost imperceptible unless one is specifically searching for
a hiding place, conceals a small, lead-lined box. Inside rests a smooth, milky quartz scrying stone,
cool to the touch. Activating it doesn't produce sound, but a cascade of silent, ghostly images. The
first is of a terrified Maxwell Argent, his face pale and sweaty, passing a heavy, rune-etched
canister to a figure whose face remains in shadow. The next is a flash of complex arcane
schematics, with the words 'Nexus Calibration' clearly visible. A final, chilling image shows a surge
of raw power, a diagnostic overlay highlighting a magical signature the player recognizes with a jolt
of animosity—the precise, ruthlessly efficient energy pattern of Riley Ashworth. The connection is
undeniable; Phoenix wasn't just investigating a murder suspect, but a conspiracy that bound both
rivals together. This stone is the key, the perfect instrument of vengeance.

Part 4

The Velvet Archive is less a library and more a tomb for secrets, hushed and heavy with the weight
of influence. The air is thick with the scent of old leather, expensive whiskey, and the clean, sterile
tang of powerful preservation wards. Light from magically-fueled sconces is swallowed by dark
mahogany walls and floor-to-ceiling shelves packed with identical, unlabelled black tomes. Heavy,
sound-dampening velvet curtains, the color of dried blood, cover every window, ensuring absolute
privacy. The only sound is the low, ambient hum of the wards and the faint clinking of ice in a glass.
Maxwell Argent is already here, tucked into a high-backed leather armchair in a secluded alcove.
He looks like a nervous stray that wandered into a predator’s den, his rumpled suit a stark contrast



to the room's oppressive opulence. He clutches a half-empty glass, his knuckles white, and his
eyes dart towards the entrance with every flicker of shadow.

When the player approaches and presents the evidence—a page from a ritual ledger, a
magically-coded schematic, or a similar damning item recovered from the Whisper
Archive—Maxwell visibly flinches. His pallor deepens to a sickly grey. "No... where did you get this?
This is impossible," he whispers, his voice barely audible over the magical hum. He tugs at his
collar, sweat beading on his forehead. He won't meet the player's gaze, staring instead at the
incriminating item on the polished table between them as if it were a venomous snake. He is on the
verge of breaking, ready to trade any secret for his own skin, driven entirely by his terror of Riley
Ashworth.

This is the moment the atmosphere chills. A subtle shift in pressure, a sudden drop in the ambient
hum of the wards, signals a new arrival. Riley Ashworth stands at the edge of the alcove, having
approached with impossible silence. They are a portrait of unnerving stillness, their tailored
charcoal suit immaculate, their gaze absorbing all light and reflecting none. They don't look
surprised. A faint, almost imperceptible twitch at the corner of their mouth is the only sign of
interest. Riley's eyes move from the player, to the trembling Maxwell, and finally to the evidence on
the table. The air crackles with unspoken threat.

"Maxwell," Riley's voice is a low, resonant purr that cuts through the tension like a scalpel. "You
seem distressed. And you," their gaze locks onto the player, sharp and analytical, "have found
something that does not belong to you. | suggest you explain, very carefully, why | shouldn't
consider this an act of terminal foolishness." They take a deliberate step into the alcove, their
presence dominating the space, effectively trapping Maxwell and the player. The interrogation has
become a hostage negotiation, and Riley holds all the power.

Part 5

The air in the Velvet Archive is cold and still, tasting of ozone and dust so ancient it might have
settled before the city had a name. This isn't a library of books; it's a mausoleum of moments.
Crystalline shelves soar into the domed darkness above, each one holding not paper, but captured
light: solidified spells humming with dormant power, bottled memories swirling like iridescent
smoke, and prophecies coiled into silent, shimmering threads. A single, pure column of moonlight
pierces the gloom from a high oculus, illuminating a central dais of polished obsidian.

And on it, waiting for the player, is Hollis.

Phoenix Astral’s most trusted acolyte stands with an unnerving calm, their simple archivist robes a
stark contrast to the potent magic surrounding them. They look just as they always
have—unassuming, quiet, efficient—but the deference is gone, replaced by a gaze that holds the
flat, hard certainty of a zealot. In their hands, they cradle the source of the archive’s power: the
Heart of the Arbiter, a fist-sized diamond that pulses with a slow, rhythmic beat of white light,
casting Hollis’s sharp features in a stark dance of shadow and brilliance. The hum of the chamber’s
wards seems to bend around them, a low thrum of acknowledgement, not alarm.

“I knew you'd figure it out,” Hollis says, their voice the same quiet murmur the player has heard
before in the archive’s halls, but now it cuts through the silence like shearing glass. “You have the
same hunger they do. The same spite. But you have clarity. You see the rot for what it is.” They
make no move to defend themselves, no gesture of aggression. They simply watch, their
expression one of curious assessment. “Phoenix Astral was a monument. Beautiful, powerful, and
utterly static. They watched the decay for centuries and did nothing. Maxwell Argent, Riley
Ashworth... they are not the disease, merely its most prominent symptoms. To cure the city, you
cannot just punish the sick; you must burn the sickness out.”



Hollis extends their free hand, palm up. A small, intricately folded piece of parchment materializes
above it, glowing with a faint, malevolent energy. “This is the final piece. A magically signed
confession from Riley Ashworth, detailing their conspiracy with Maxwell Argent to murder the
Arbiter and seize power. It is a perfect forgery, undetectable by any scrying or truth-spell. Take it.
Use it. Give the Council what they want to hear. Let the ArgentRune and AshRune families tear
each other apart. Your revenge will be absolute. And I... | will be free to build something better from
their ashes. All you have to do is walk away.”



