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Water poured from pipes hanging between buildings and splashed into crowded streets below. Neon signs flickered through the storm while merchants hurried to cover their stalls.
At the center of the city stood the Hunter Guild Hall.
The largest building in Ironreach.
The heart of the bounty hunter world.
Inside, hundreds of hunters filled the massive chamber.
Some wore heavy armor.
Some carried rifles larger than themselves.
Others sat quietly at tables, studying contracts and maps.
At the far end of the hall stood the bounty board.
A crowd had gathered around a newly posted notice.
People pushed forward, trying to get a better look.
Then the murmuring began.
"Fifty thousand?"
"No way."
"That's impossible."
"Who's paying that much?"
A guild worker stepped onto a crate.
"Move aside! Let people read it!"
The crowd shifted.
The bounty became visible.
IRON TRIBE COMMANDER V-17
DEAD OR ALIVE
REWARD: 50,000 GOLD MARKS
LAST SEEN IN THE ASH CANYONS
A nervous silence spread across the room.
Everyone knew the Iron Tribe.
Ancient machines.
Killers.
Raiders.
Entire hunter teams had disappeared trying to track them.
One hunter folded his arms.
"Not worth it."
Another nodded.
"Fifty thousand means they expect us to die."
A third hunter laughed nervously.
"Good luck finding someone crazy enough to take that job."
The guild doors opened.
A cold gust of wind swept into the hall.
Several people immediately turned.
Then more.
Conversations stopped one by one.
Boots echoed across the floor.
Slow.
Steady.
Confident.
A tall man entered wearing a dark weather coat.
Rainwater dripped from the edge of his hood.
A rifle rested across his back.
A sword hung at his side.
The crowd parted without being asked.
Nobody wanted to stand in his way.
The man walked directly to the bounty board.
He stopped.
Looked at the notice.
Read it once.
Then reached up and tore the contract from the board.
The sound of paper ripping seemed louder than thunder.
Nobody spoke.
Nobody moved.
The hunter folded the bounty and slipped it into his coat.
Finally, someone whispered:
"Jous."
Another hunter lowered his head.
"The Hunter King."
A young recruit looked confused.
"That's him?"
An older hunter nodded.
"Yeah."
The recruit swallowed.
"The real one?"
The older hunter laughed.
"There's only one."
Jous turned and walked toward the exit.
No speech.
No announcement.
No challenge.
Just quiet certainty.
The doors opened.
Rain poured outside.
As he stepped into the storm, one hunter shook his head.
"Poor V-17."
The recruit frowned.
"Why?"
The hunter looked toward the disappearing figure.
"Because he's already dead."
The rain followed Jous out of Ironreach.
He crossed the crowded streets without slowing, ignoring the curious looks from merchants and hunters alike.
The city gates loomed ahead.
Two guards nodded as he approached.
Neither asked questions.
Neither checked his papers.
Jous was one of the few people in Varrak who could come and go as he pleased.
The gates opened.
Beyond them stretched the wasteland.
Endless rock.
Dust.
Ruins.
Danger.
Jous walked toward a reinforced metal platform near the wall.
Several vehicles were parked there.
Most were ordinary hunter transports.
One was not.
A sleek black hoverbike rested beneath a shelter.
Its armor plating was scarred from years of combat.
The engine housing carried dozens of old impact marks.
A small symbol had been scratched into the frame.
A crown.
Jous climbed onto the bike.
The engine hummed to life.
Blue lights flickered along its sides.
A moment later the machine lifted from the ground.
Then it launched forward.
The city vanished behind him.
The wasteland opened ahead.
Wind screamed past his helmet.
The bike skimmed over broken stone and ancient roads buried beneath centuries of sand.
Minutes later his visor lit up.
TRACK ANALYSIS ACTIVE
He tapped the side of his helmet.
A map appeared.
Several red markers flashed across the display.
Recent movement.
Machine signatures.
Iron Tribe.
Jous adjusted course.
The bike accelerated.
The trail led deeper into the Ash Canyons.
Towering cliffs rose around him.
The air became quieter.
More dangerous.
His sensors suddenly flashed.
MOTION DETECTED.
Three contacts.
Ahead.
Jous slowed.
The bike drifted behind a large rock formation.
He dismounted.
Drawing a compact rifle from his back, he moved silently through the canyon.
A narrow ridge overlooked the path below.
He climbed it.
Then looked down.
Three Iron Tribe scouts marched through the canyon floor.
Humanoid machines.
Armed with pulse rifles.
Searching.
Patrolling.
Their red optics scanned every shadow.
Jous watched for a moment.
Calculating.
Measuring.
Waiting.
Then he raised his rifle.
Three shots echoed through the canyon.
CRACK.
CRACK.
CRACK.
Three sparks erupted below.
All three machines collapsed before they could react.
Jous lowered the rifle.
No wasted movement.
No celebration.
Just another job.
He descended into the canyon.
One of the scouts carried a data module.
Jous removed it and connected it to his wrist scanner.
Information streamed across the screen.
Coordinates.
Excavation reports.
Search patterns.
Then one line caught his attention.
OBJECTIVE PRIORITY:
BUILDER SITE 07
Jous frowned.
The Builders.
That wasn't normal.
The Iron Tribe usually hunted technology.
Weapons.
Power sources.
Not Builder ruins.
Something had changed.
He looked toward the horizon.
Far beyond the canyon, a faint glow rose from the darkness.
Industrial lights.
Machines.
An active operation.
The coordinates matched.
Jous slid the data module into a storage pouch and stood.
The hunt was no longer just about Commander V-17.
The Iron Tribe was searching for something.
And whatever it was, they were close to finding it.
Jous climbed back onto the hoverbike.
The engine roared.
A cloud of dust exploded behind him.
Then he accelerated toward the distant lights.
Toward the Builder site.
Toward Commander V-17.
The lights grew brighter as Jous approached.
He killed the engine several hundred meters away and coasted the rest of the distance.
The hoverbike settled silently behind a cluster of broken stone pillars.
Jous dismounted.
Ahead of him, the canyon widened into a massive excavation site.
Floodlights illuminated ancient ruins buried beneath centuries of sand and ash.
Heavy machinery drilled into stone.
Transport vehicles moved crates back and forth.
Dozens of Iron Tribe soldiers patrolled the area.
Jous crouched behind a boulder and activated his visor.
Red markers immediately appeared across his display.
Thirty-two Iron Tribe units.
Four heavy weapons platforms.
Two armored transports.
One command signal.
His visor locked onto it.
TARGET IDENTIFIED
COMMANDER V-17
Jous found him standing near the center of the excavation.
The machine towered over the others.
Its black armor was covered in scars and replacement plating.
One arm ended in a massive rotary cannon.
The other carried a heavy energy blade.
Unlike the soldiers around him, V-17 didn't move.
He simply watched the excavation.
Waiting.
Supervising.
Commanding.
Jous followed the commander's gaze.
Workers were clearing away the final layers of stone from an enormous doorway.
Ancient symbols covered its surface.
Most were too worn to read.
One wasn't.
Jous froze.
The symbol was unmistakable.
A hammer enclosed within a circle.
The mark of the Builders.
His expression hardened.
So the rumors were true.
The Iron Tribe wasn't scavenging.
They were searching.
Searching for something hidden by the Builders.
The massive stone doorway suddenly groaned.
Dust fell from above.
The workers backed away.
Ancient mechanisms began turning inside the ruin.
The door was opening.
V-17 stepped forward.
A distorted mechanical voice echoed across the site.
"Continue excavation."
The soldiers obeyed immediately.
Jous made his decision.
If the Iron Tribe entered first, whatever was inside would belong to them.
That couldn't happen.
He reached over his shoulder.
The rifle slid into his hands.
His visor highlighted targets.
Range.
Wind speed.
Distance.
All calculated instantly.
Jous took a breath.
Then squeezed the trigger.
CRACK!
The nearest floodlight exploded.
Darkness swallowed part of the excavation.
Before anyone could react—
CRACK!
Another light shattered.
Then another.
Then another.
Confusion spread across the site.
Alarms began screaming.
"HOSTILE DETECTED!"
Iron Tribe soldiers turned in every direction.
Searching.
Too late.
Jous stepped from cover.
His rifle fired again.
A machine dropped.
Then another.
Then another.
Metal bodies crashed into the sand.
The excavation site erupted into chaos.
Pulse fire streaked through the darkness.
Explosions shook the canyon walls.
Jous moved constantly.
Never staying still.
Never giving the machines a clear shot.
One soldier rushed him.
Jous drew his sword.
A brilliant blue energy edge ignited along the blade.
The machine swung.
Jous sidestepped.
One strike.
The soldier collapsed in two pieces.
More machines advanced.
Jous met them head-on.
The energy sword flashed through the darkness.
Steel shattered.
Armor split apart.
Sparks filled the air.
Within moments the battlefield was littered with broken machines.
Then everything stopped.
The remaining soldiers pulled back.
A path opened through the center of the excavation.
Heavy footsteps echoed across the ruins.
V-17 was moving.
The commander stepped forward.
His red optics locked onto Jous.
The massive rotary cannon on his arm began to spin.
Faster.
Faster.
Faster.
The machine spoke.
"BOUNTY HUNTER IDENTIFIED."
The cannon reached full speed.
"TARGET: JOUS."
Jous lowered his stance.
His grip tightened on the sword.
Rain began falling again.
For a moment neither moved.
Then V-17 fired.
The rotary cannon erupted.
Hundreds of rounds tore across the excavation site.
Jous dove behind a collapsed pillar.
Stone exploded around him.
Fragments slammed into his armor.
The cannonfire didn't stop.
V-17 marched forward through the ruins.
Relentless.
Unstoppable.
The machine's optics burned red through the smoke.
"TARGET RESISTANCE DETECTED."
"ELIMINATION PROTOCOL CONTINUES."
Jous rolled from cover.
The moment he moved, another barrage followed.
The ground behind him vanished beneath the storm of bullets.
He slid across the stone floor and fired three shots.
The rounds struck V-17's chest.
The commander barely reacted.
Heavy armor.
Too thick.
Jous frowned.
Then his visor highlighted damage.
A small crack beneath the left shoulder plate.
The only weak point.
V-17 charged.
The machine swung its massive energy blade.
Jous ducked.
The weapon smashed into ancient stone.
The entire ruin shook.
Before the commander could recover, Jous moved.
Fast.
Faster than any normal human.
His energy sword ignited brighter.
Blue light flashed through the darkness.
One strike.
The damaged armor split open.
V-17 staggered.
Jous fired.
The round entered the exposed section.
The commander's core overloaded.
Red light burst from every seam in the machine's armor.
For the first time, V-17 stopped moving.
Silence fell over the excavation.
Then the machine spoke one final time.
"PRIMARY OBJECTIVE..."
Its voice crackled.
"SUCCESSFUL."
Jous froze.
"What?"
The commander's optics flickered.
"The map... has been found."
Then the machine exploded.
The blast knocked dust from the ruins.
When the smoke cleared, V-17 was gone.
Only twisted metal remained.
Jous stood motionless.
The map?
Not a key?
His eyes shifted toward the Builder doorway.
The Iron Tribe hadn't been searching for a key.
They had been searching for directions.
He moved quickly.
The massive stone doors were now completely open.
Beyond them stretched a narrow corridor.
Ancient lights flickered to life as he entered.
The passage led deep underground.
Far below the excavation.
Far below the canyon itself.
Finally he reached a circular chamber.
At its center stood a stone pedestal.
A holographic projector still functioned after thousands of years.
As Jous approached, it activated.
Blue light filled the room.
A map appeared above the pedestal.
Not a map of a city.
Not a map of a kingdom.
A map of the entire world.
Jous stared.
Dozens of locations flashed across the display.
Four symbols stood out immediately.
The Proctor.
The King.
The Builders.
The People.
The Four Keys.
Then a line of ancient text appeared.
THE TOMB OF KLARKEN SHALL ONLY OPEN WHEN THE FOUR KEYS ARE UNITED.
Below it, another message appeared.
THE LOCATIONS OF THE KEYS HAVE BEEN SEALED.
THIS MAP REVEALS THE PATH.
Jous' expression darkened.
For one hundred years he had guarded the Key of the Proctor.
One hundred years.
One hundred years of protecting the secret.
One hundred years of ensuring nobody could find the Tomb.
And now the map existed.
Anyone who possessed it could begin searching for every remaining key.
Slowly, Jous reached beneath his coat.
A silver chain emerged.
Attached to it hung an ancient metallic key.
Simple.
Unremarkable.
Yet more valuable than entire kingdoms.
The Key of the Proctor.
The symbol etched into its surface matched one of the symbols on the map.
The key he had protected for a century.
The key nobody knew he possessed.
The key nobody knew belonged to the mysterious Proctor.
Jous looked back at the hologram.
The Iron Tribe had failed to find a key.
But what they had found was almost worse.
They had found the way to all of them.
And if V-17 had transmitted the map before dying...
Then the race for the Tomb of Klarken had already begun.
The Hunter King shut down the projector.
For the first time in many years, he felt something he rarely felt.
Worry.
Then he turned and headed back toward the surface.
A storm was coming.
And every hunter, king, criminal, machine, and treasure seeker in Varrak would soon be chasing the same prize.
The Tomb of Klarken.
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Rain had not stopped since the Ash Canyons.
It followed Jous all the way back to Ironreach like it refused to let go of what he had done.
The city rose out of the wasteland like a machine that never slept.
Steel towers.
Neon veins.
Smoke stacks breathing into the sky.
Everything alive, but barely.
Jous stood at the outer gate as the guards scanned incoming traffic.
They saw him and immediately stepped aside.
No questions.
No inspection.
No delay.
Just recognition.
Because in Ironreach, there were hunters…
And then there was Jous.
The gate opened.
He walked in.
The moment he crossed into the city, the sound changed.
Wasteland silence was replaced with chaos.
Markets shouting.
Machines grinding.
Hunters arguing.
Guild runners shouting contracts.
And somewhere above it all—the Hunter Guild Hall’s massive holographic board flickering with new bounties.
Jous didn’t look at it.
Not once.
He kept walking.
People noticed him instantly.
A merchant paused mid-sale.
A hunter lowered his weapon slightly.
A young recruit whispered something to his partner.
“That’s him…”
“The King?”
“Yeah. That one.”
Jous passed through all of it like it didn’t exist.
But his mind wasn’t empty.
It was calculating.
Replaying.
V-17’s final transmission.
Not the explosion.
Not the fight.
The words.
“The map has been found.”
That sentence kept repeating.
Not because it was confusing.
Because it was wrong.
Jous turned down a side street.
Then another.
Then another.
He wasn’t heading home.
He wasn’t heading to the Guild.
He was going somewhere nobody would follow.
The lower districts of Ironreach were different.
The lights were weaker here.
The buildings older.
The systems half-dead.
Maintenance stopped decades ago and never restarted.
Even the hunters avoided this part of the city unless they had no choice.
Jous stopped in front of a broken service door between collapsing metal structures.
No signage.
No marking.
Nothing official.
He placed two fingers against a faded panel beside it.
A faint pulse of light scanned him.
For a moment, nothing happened.
Then—
A low mechanical sound echoed from deep underground.
LOCK OVERRIDE ACCEPTED
The door unlocked.
Not because it was still functioning properly.
But because it recognized him.
Jous didn’t hesitate.
He stepped inside.
And the door closed behind him.

The descent was silent.
A rusted maintenance elevator carried him downward through layers of forgotten infrastructure.
The deeper he went, the more the city above disappeared.
No sound.
No vibration.
No life.
Only old machinery slowly waking as he passed.
Ironreach had a history most people never saw.
Before the Guild.
Before the Hunters.
Before the Iron Tribe became a known threat.
This was where the city began.
And where things were buried.
The elevator stopped.
A final hiss of pressure release echoed.
The doors opened.
Cold air hit him immediately.
Not natural.
Filtered.
Controlled.
Hidden.
Jous stepped into the underground workshop.
It was larger than most people would ever believe existed beneath Ironreach.
Walls lined with dismantled armor frames.
Weapon racks covered in cloth sheets.
Engineering tables covered in half-finished tech.
Everything quiet.
Everything deliberate.
Nothing accidental.
This wasn’t a lab.
It was a preparation site.
A place built for something that had not yet happened.
Jous removed his coat slowly.
The fabric was wet from rain.
He hung it on a hook without looking.
Then he walked toward the center of the room.
There, in the middle of everything, stood the armor frame.
Incomplete.
Massive.
Human-shaped.
Waiting.
He stared at it for a long time.
Then he spoke quietly.
“They saw it.”
No reply.
Only silence.
He reached into his coat and pulled out a small data shard.
He placed it on a scanner.
The display lit up.
Only fragments remained.
Everything else had already been destroyed.
Not by accident.
By him.
Because anything tied to V-17’s transmission was dangerous.
Too dangerous to exist in raw form.
He deleted the last remaining logs.
Then paused.
For the first time since leaving the canyon, his hand hesitated.
Because deleting the data didn’t delete the truth.
And he knew it.
Jous looked toward the armor frame again.
Then toward the sealed chamber behind it.
The chamber nobody else in Ironreach knew existed.
A chamber built for one purpose.
Not weapons.
Not storage.
Identity.
He walked toward it.
Slow.
Controlled.
And as he reached the door, he placed his hand against the panel.
A single word was spoken.
Not by him.
By the system.
PROCTOR ACCESS REQUIRED
Jous didn’t respond immediately.
He just stood there.
Rain still echoed faintly somewhere far above him.
Then, finally, he answered.
“I know.”
And the door unlocked.
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The door sealed behind Jous with a heavy mechanical breath.
No sound came from the city above anymore.
No rain.
No wind.
Only the deep underground silence of Ironreach’s forgotten systems.
The chamber ahead was darker than the workshop.
Older too.
Not built like the rest of the underground network.
This room had been designed separately.
Deliberately hidden from everything else.
Jous stepped inside.
The walls were smooth metal layered over ancient stone foundations.
Every surface carried faint etched lines—symbols not from Varrak’s industrial age, but something older.
Pre-city.
Pre-Guild.
Pre-war.
In the center of the room stood a single pedestal.
On it rested a recessed slot shaped like a key.
Jous stopped.
For a moment, he didn’t move.
Because this room was not new to him.
He had been here before.
Many times.
But never without hesitation.
He reached under his coat.
The Key of the Proctor hung from its chain.
Cold.
Heavy.
Unchanging.
One hundred years he had carried it.
One hundred years of watching civilizations rise and fall without ever touching what it truly was.
Because the truth of the Proctor was not authority.
It was responsibility.
And worse—
It was inheritance.
Jous lowered the key toward the pedestal.
The moment it came within inches of the slot, the entire chamber reacted.
A deep pulse ran through the floor.
Then the walls.
Then the ceiling.
Like something massive had just remembered it was alive.
WARNING SYSTEM: INACTIVE FOR 97 YEARS
PROCTOR CORE RECOGNIZED
The pedestal opened.
Mechanical layers rotated inward.
A core chamber revealed itself beneath the surface.
Not empty.
Waiting.
Jous paused again.
Then spoke quietly.
“So you’re still here.”
He placed the Key of the Proctor into the core.
The moment it made contact—
The chamber lit up.
Not bright.
Controlled.
Focused.
A single line of blue-white energy shot upward from the pedestal into the ceiling.
Then split.
Circulating through the walls like veins awakening.
The entire underground workshop responded at once.
Machines that had been dormant for decades flickered on.
Weapon racks unlocked.
Armor frames shifted slightly.
Hidden systems began synchronizing.
And at the center of it all—
The armor frame in the workshop above activated on its own.
Jous felt it through the floor.
Like the system had just acknowledged him.
Not as a user.
But as a trigger.
He exhaled slowly.
“It’s starting…”
Then the system responded.
Not through speakers.
Directly through the chamber.
PROCTOR CORE STABILIZED
ARC REACTOR LINK AVAILABLE
ARMOR FRAME READY
Jous turned slightly.
He didn’t leave the chamber yet.
Because something else was appearing.
A second projection began forming above the pedestal.
Not a map.
Not data.
A warning.
A fragmented image of a massive structure buried beneath unknown terrain.
A place far beyond Ironreach.
Beyond even the known hunter routes.
And beneath it, four symbols.
The Four Keys.
Proctor.
King.
Builders.
People.
Then a line of text appeared beneath them.
THE TOMB OF KLARKEN IS NOT A VAULT
IT IS A SEAL
Jous stared at it without blinking.
That wasn’t in any known record.
Not Guild records.
Not Hunter archives.
Not even Iron Tribe data.
This was older.
Much older.
Behind him, the workshop systems continued powering up.
He could feel it now.
The armor frame wasn’t just activating.
It was assembling itself around the core system.
Using the Proctor Key as its heart.
Jous finally spoke again.
“So V-17 was right…”
He shook his head slightly.
“It wasn’t a key they found.”
He stepped back toward the exit of the chamber.
“It was a way in.”

The moment he returned to the workshop, everything had changed.
The armor frame now stood fully upright.
Connected.
Alive.
Energy lines pulsed through its structure like a breathing organism made of steel and light.
Jous approached it slowly.
The system reacted immediately.
ARC CORE ACTIVE
PROCTOR IDENTIFICATION REQUIRED
Jous stopped in front of it.
For a long moment, he just looked at it.
Then he spoke.
“Jous.”
A pause.
Then—
“Proctor designation confirmed.”
The armor opened.
Not outward.
Inward.
Inviting him.
Jous stepped forward.
And the suit closed around him.
Not like a machine.
Like something that had been waiting a century to finally finish what it started.
The helmet lowered.
Vision flooded in.
The world changed instantly.
Systems activated one by one.
AR overlays.
Structural scans.
Weapon diagnostics.
Flight stabilization.
And beneath it all—
Something deeper.
Something that felt less like technology.
And more like memory.
ARC SYSTEM ONLINE
PROCTOR CORE SYNCHRONIZED
WELCOME BACK
Jous flexed his hand.
The suit responded instantly.
Too perfectly.
Like it already knew how he moved before he moved.
He lifted slightly off the ground.
Jet systems activated without command.
Then stabilized him again.
No noise.
No struggle.
Perfect control.
He slowly turned in the air.
Weapons systems briefly cycled through:
Plasma cannons.
Laser arrays.
Energy blade expansion.
Rail acceleration module.
Shield lattice grid.
Then all systems shut down again.
Standby.
Waiting.
Jous lowered himself back to the ground.
And for the first time since everything began, he understood something clearly.
This armor wasn’t built for war.
It was built for something worse.
Preparation.
He removed the helmet.
The suit opened and powered down partially, sealing into standby mode.
He stepped out.
And immediately began shutting down the entire workshop system.
One layer at a time.
One lock after another.
No records left active.
No signals exposed.
No trace.
When the final door sealed, Ironreach above remained unchanged.
Same city.
Same noise.
Same chaos.
But underneath it all—
Something had awakened.
And Jous knew one thing for certain.
The race for the Tomb of Klarken was no longer beginning.
It had already started the moment V-17 spoke his last words.
And now, he was no longer just a bounty hunter in that race.
He was the Proctor.
And the Proctor had just reactivated.

[bookmark: _dy4iereler3n]Chapter 3: Ironreach Under Siege
[bookmark: _kl9uk8q2pcje]
Ironreach didn’t fall slowly.
It snapped.
One moment the city was alive with its usual noise—metal grinding in the factories, hunters arguing over contracts, neon signs flickering through the damp air.
The next—
A deep, unnatural pulse rolled across the skyline.
Not thunder.
Not machinery.
Something heavier.
Something that felt like it came from beneath the city itself.
Then the alarms began.
Every district at once.
A continuous, rising scream of warning systems that had not been used in years.
And then the sky broke open.
Drop-pods tore through the clouds like burning meteors.
Hundreds of them.
Not scattered.
Not random.
Coordinated.
They struck the outer districts first—industrial zones, transport hubs, lower housing sectors.
Impact after impact.
Metal exploded outward.
Buildings collapsed inward.
Street grids went dark as entire power lines were severed in seconds.
The first Iron Tribe machines stepped out of the wreckage immediately.
No hesitation.
No scanning delay.
No confusion.
They already knew where they were going.
Inside the Hunter Guild Hall, silence shattered into chaos.
A bounty clerk froze mid-sentence as emergency alerts flashed across every terminal.
Then someone shouted:
“IRON TRIBE—CITY BREACH! MULTIPLE SECTORS!”
The hall erupted.
Hunters grabbed weapons from tables, racks, even each other’s gear in panic and urgency.
Contracts were ignored.
Rules were abandoned.
Emergency defense bounties appeared automatically on the main board:
CITY DEFENSE CONTRACT — ALL HUNTERS DEPLOY
No reward mattered now.
Only survival.
Outside, Ironreach began to turn into a battlefield.
Hunters hit the streets in scattered groups.
Some armored.
Some barely prepared.
Some already running toward the sound of explosions.
The first skirmishes began at the edge of the industrial district.
A hunter squad opened fire on advancing machines.
Plasma rounds struck metal bodies.
A few units fell.
Then more stepped over them.
Unshaken.
Unchanged.
The Iron Tribe didn’t react like attackers.
They reacted like they were continuing a plan that had already begun long ago.
Their movements were precise.
Controlled.
As if each unit knew exactly which building, which street, which layer of Ironreach mattered most.
And at the center of every scanned signal across the city—
A repeating transmission echoed through their systems:
“PROCTOR SIGNATURE DETECTED.”
Again.
And again.
Not a name.
Not a location.
Just a presence.
Something buried inside the city itself.
Something they had come to find.
The Iron Tribe did not spread outward into chaos like raiders.
They moved inward.
Always inward.
Toward the lower districts.
Toward the buried layers of Ironreach.
Toward something only they could sense.
Above it all, the city kept burning.
And the war for Ironreach had already begun.
Ironreach was no longer a city.
It had become a grid of collapsing zones and broken communication lines.
The outer districts were already lost—smoke rising in thick columns where factories and housing blocks used to stand.
But the Iron Tribe didn’t stop there.
They pushed forward.
Always forward.
Into the heart of the city.
Bounty hunters met them in the streets first.
Small squads at the edges of the industrial sector opened fire from cover positions—rooftops, alleyways, broken bridges between buildings.
Plasma rifles cracked through the rain.
Energy blades ignited in tight spaces where bullets couldn’t be used safely.
At first, it worked.
Machines dropped.
Lines broke.
Hunters pushed back.
But then the Iron Tribe adapted.
Not slowly.
Instantly.
Their formations shifted mid-combat.
Frontline units absorbed fire while rear units recalculated angles.
Heavy machines stepped forward and deployed shielding plates that redirected shots into the ground.
Entire hunter squads were forced backward within minutes.
One street became two.
Two became five.
Then the hunters started falling back into the deeper city layers.
Emergency channels lit up across Ironreach.
Guild commanders shouted orders that barely carried through static.
“Hold the upper routes!”
“Don’t let them reach the core districts!”
But it was already happening.
Iron Tribe units were ignoring most resistance entirely.
They didn’t chase hunters.
They didn’t secure territory.
They were scanning.
Searching.
Every street they entered, every intersection they crossed, every building they passed—
Their systems repeated the same phrase:
“PROCTOR SIGNAL DETECTED.”
Hunters began noticing something wrong.
These machines weren’t just attacking.
They were tracking something specific.
A veteran bounty hunter fired from behind a shattered transport frame.
He watched as his shots barely slowed a machine.
Then he yelled to his squad:
“They’re not here for us! They’re looking for something!”
No one answered him.
Because the next second, a heavy Iron Tribe unit turned and fired a single concentrated beam.
The transport frame disappeared.
And so did he.
Across Ironreach, panic spread in waves.
Squads broke formation.
Some hunters tried to retreat deeper into the city.
Others attempted to regroup at Guild checkpoints.
But everywhere they moved, the Iron Tribe followed the same invisible pattern.
Downward.
Always downward.
Toward lower Ironreach.
Toward the hidden layers beneath the city.
And somewhere far beneath all of it—
Jous remained unseen.
Not yet moving.
Not yet revealing himself.
But listening.
Because the war above him wasn’t random.
It was directional.
And it was getting closer.
The battle above rumbled through the foundations of Ironreach.
Deep underground, Jous stood motionless.
The workshop lights flickered.
Dust drifted from the ceiling.
Somewhere far above, another explosion echoed through layers of steel and stone.
Then another.
And another.
The city was losing ground.
Jous looked toward the sealed chamber containing the Proctor systems.
The warning displays around the workshop had changed.
They were no longer reporting distant combat.
The Iron Tribe was getting closer.
Much closer.
A tactical map glowed across one wall.
Red markers moved steadily through the lower districts.
Not spreading.
Converging.
Every path eventually pointed toward the forgotten layers beneath Ironreach.
Toward him.
Jous clenched his jaw.
The Iron Tribe shouldn't know this place existed.
They shouldn't know anything about the Proctor.
Yet somehow they were getting closer with every minute.
A violent tremor shook the workshop.
Metal groaned.
A storage rack toppled over and crashed against the floor.
The lights dimmed.
Then returned.
For the first time in years, the underground facility felt vulnerable.
Jous stepped toward the exit.
If the machines reached this level, they would find more than a workshop.
They would find answers.
Answers that had remained hidden for a century.
That could not happen.
Another explosion hit.
Closer.
Much closer.
This time the floor itself cracked.
Warning symbols flashed across every display.
STRUCTURAL DAMAGE DETECTED
LOWER DISTRICT BREACH CONFIRMED
PROCTOR SITE SECURITY COMPROMISED
Jous froze.
The last message had never appeared before.
Not once.
Then something pulsed beneath his shirt.
A sharp flash of warmth spread across his chest.
He looked down.
The Key of the Proctor was glowing.
Not brightly.
Not enough to shine through clothing.
But enough for him to feel it.
The key had never reacted like this before.
A second pulse followed.
Then a third.
The workshop responded instantly.
Systems powered on throughout the room.
Locked compartments opened.
Inactive screens awakened.
Machines that had been silent for decades suddenly came alive.
Jous took a step back.
"Not now."
The systems ignored him.
Another pulse surged through the key.
This time it hurt.
Not enough to injure him.
Enough to demand attention.
The key detached itself from its chain.
Jous grabbed for it.
Too late.
The metal object floated free.
Suspended in the air.
Blue-white energy formed around it.
The workshop lights dimmed as power flowed toward the floating key.
Every screen in the facility displayed the same message.
PROCTOR THREAT LEVEL CRITICAL
AUTONOMOUS RESPONSE AUTHORIZED
"Authorized by who?" Jous muttered.
No answer came.
The key rotated slowly.
Mechanical pieces unfolded from within its structure.
Tiny sections separated and expanded.
The simple object he had carried for one hundred years suddenly looked far more complicated than a key had any right to be.
Energy spiraled around it.
Then the entire construct shot forward.
Directly into Jous's chest.
He staggered.
The impact wasn't physical.
It felt more like pressure.
Like something locking into place beneath his skin.
The warmth spread instantly through his body.
His heartbeat synchronized with a deep mechanical hum.
A faint circular glow appeared beneath his shirt.
Then faded until it was almost invisible.
The workshop fell silent.
The floating energy vanished.
The key was gone.
Not lost.
Integrated.
Jous placed a hand against his chest.
He could feel it.
The reactor.
The core.
Alive and active.
Waiting.
A new message appeared on the central display.
PROCTOR CORE BONDED
STEALTH MODE ACTIVE
HOST STATUS: ACCEPTED
Jous stared at the screen.
For the first time since finding the Builder chamber, uncertainty crept into his thoughts.
The Proctor system had just made a decision.
Without asking him.
Without permission.
And now there was no going back.
Another explosion rocked the workshop.
Closer than any before.
A support beam cracked somewhere beyond the wall.
The Iron Tribe had reached the lower sectors.
Jous slowly lowered his hand from his chest.
The faint hum remained.
Steady.
Patient.
Waiting.
Above him, Ironreach was fighting for survival.
And beneath the city, the Proctor had finally awakened.

The moment the message disappeared, another explosion shook the underground facility.
This one was different.
Closer.
Close enough that Jous heard metal tearing somewhere beyond the workshop walls.
The Iron Tribe had reached the lower districts.
Maybe even deeper.
He couldn't stay underground any longer.
Jous grabbed his coat from the wall and pulled it on.
Nobody could know about the reactor.
Nobody could know about the Proctor.
As far as Ironreach was concerned, he was still just a bounty hunter.
Nothing more.
The faint hum in his chest remained.
Steady.
Controlled.
Waiting.
Jous headed for the elevator.
Halfway there, every display in the workshop flashed red.
HOSTILE CONTACTS DETECTED
DISTANCE: 312 METERS
DISTANCE: 289 METERS
DISTANCE: 261 METERS
They were getting closer.
Fast.
Jous stepped into the elevator.
The doors closed.
The platform surged upward.
As it climbed through the hidden levels beneath the city, the sounds of war grew louder.
Gunfire.
Explosions.
Emergency sirens.
Screams.
By the time the elevator stopped, Ironreach sounded like an active battlefield.
The doors opened.
Smoke immediately poured inside.
Jous stepped out.
The street beyond barely looked familiar.
A transport station had collapsed.
Several nearby buildings burned.
Hunters were fighting from behind barricades made from overturned vehicles and scrap metal.
The Iron Tribe was everywhere.
Machines marched through the streets in organized formations.
Some carried heavy weapons.
Others deployed scanning arrays that swept across entire blocks.
The bounty hunters were fighting hard.
But there were too many enemies.
Far too many.
Jous watched a squad get pinned behind a wrecked transport.
One hunter tried to move.
A machine opened fire.
The hunter dropped instantly.
The rest scattered for cover.
The line was breaking.
The city was breaking.
Then the reactor pulsed.
A rush of energy surged through Jous's body.
His vision sharpened.
Distances became clearer.
Movements became easier to predict.
He could almost feel the battlefield.
Not hear it.
Feel it.
The Iron Tribe command units.
The pressure points.
The weak spots.
The places where a single action could change everything.
Jous moved.
Fast.
Faster than any normal human should.
He crossed the street before the nearest machine even realized he was there.
His sword cleared its sheath.
Blue energy ignited along the blade.
One strike.
A machine split apart.
The hunters behind the barricade stared.
They recognized Jous immediately.
The Hunter King.
Nothing unusual there.
Just Jous doing what Jous always did.
They had no idea what had changed.
Jous kept moving.
Machine after machine fell.
His shots landed with impossible precision.
His reactions seemed almost unnatural.
The reactor fed information directly into his instincts.
Not commands.
Suggestions.
Tiny calculations.
Micro-adjustments.
Enough to make every movement better.
Every decision faster.
The Iron Tribe began noticing.
Several units turned away from civilian targets and focused on him.
Their optics flashed.
Scanning.
Analyzing.
Tracking.
Then a machine transmitted:
"PRIORITY ANOMALY DETECTED."
Another responded:
"SIGNAL STRENGTH INCREASING."
They still didn't know who he was.
But they knew something was here.
Something interfering with their mission.
Jous didn't care.
He had a city to save.
A heavy assault machine emerged from a side street.
Twice the height of a normal unit.
Armor thick enough to survive direct cannon fire.
It raised both weapons toward a cluster of hunters.
Jous moved first.
The reactor pulsed again.
Energy surged through him.
He leapt.
His sword struck the machine's weapon system.
Metal exploded outward.
Before it could recover, he fired three rounds directly into exposed joints.
The machine collapsed into the street.
The hunters erupted into cheers.
Jous ignored them.
The battle wasn't over.
But it was changing.
Across Ironreach, the Iron Tribe advance began slowing.
Their formations broke.
Their scanning patterns became erratic.
Command units started redirecting forces away from the city center.
Retreat signals spread through machine networks.
One by one, the attackers began pulling back.
Not because they were destroyed.
Because they had failed.
Whatever they had come to find—
They hadn't found it.
As the last machines withdrew toward the outer districts, silence slowly returned to Ironreach.
Not complete silence.
There were still fires.
Still sirens.
Still wounded hunters being carried from the battlefield.
But the city still stood.
And that alone felt like a victory.
Jous stood on the roof of a damaged building overlooking the streets below.
Emergency crews were already moving.
Hunters were regrouping.
People were beginning to emerge from hiding.
The reactor pulsed quietly beneath his shirt.
Hidden.
Invisible.
Secret.
Just as it needed to be.
Jous looked toward the distant horizon where the last Iron Tribe transports disappeared into the darkness.
This hadn't been a random attack.
It had been a search.
And searches rarely ended after the first failure.
The Iron Tribe would come back.
Next time stronger.
Next time smarter.
Next time prepared.
Jous turned away from the skyline.
The war for the Tomb of Klarken had begun.
And Ironreach had just become its first battlefield.
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Ironreach did not cheer the moment the Iron Tribe retreated.
At first, there was only silence.
A heavy, exhausted silence that settled over the broken city like dust after an explosion.
Then the sounds slowly returned.
Sirens in the distance.
Collapsed structures groaning under their own weight.
Fires still burning in pockets across the industrial districts.
And people—carefully, hesitantly—beginning to step out from the places they had hidden.
The Iron Tribe was gone.
Not destroyed.
Not wiped out.
But withdrawn.
Like a blade pulled back into the dark, waiting for the next strike.
Hunters were the first to confirm it.
Small scouting teams moved through the outer streets, weapons still raised, expecting traps, ambushes, anything.
But there were no more machines moving between the ruins.
Only wreckage.
Broken drop-pods half-buried in steel and concrete.
Burned-out Iron Tribe frames collapsed in the streets where they fell.
The Guild signal finally stabilized after hours of chaos.
Emergency broadcasts spread across Ironreach:
“IRON TRIBE FORCES HAVE WITHDRAWN FROM CITY LIMITS.”
“IRONREACH DEFENSE SUCCESSFUL.”
The words “successful” didn’t feel real to most who heard them.
But they were repeated anyway.
Over and over.
Hunters started regrouping in the streets.
Some laughed in disbelief.
Some collapsed from exhaustion.
Some just stood still, staring at the destruction around them as if trying to understand how survival and devastation could exist in the same moment.
A squad of bounty hunters stood near a collapsed transport bridge.
One of them lowered his weapon slowly.
“We actually pushed them back…”
Another hunter shook his head.
“No… they left.”
“That’s not the same thing.”
Above them, the sky was still dark with smoke.
Ironreach was still burning in places.
But it was standing.
Barely.
And in a city like Ironreach, that counted as victory.

Far above the streets, Jous stood on the edge of a broken rooftop.
He didn’t move.
Didn’t speak.
Didn’t lower his gaze from the ruins below.
Around him, the same truth echoed through the city:
Victory.
Survival.
Relief.
But Jous wasn’t looking at what had been saved.
He was looking at what had been done.
Because something about the attack didn’t feel like failure.
It felt like completion.
The Iron Tribe didn’t fight like an army that had been defeated.
They fought like something that had finished collecting what it came for.
A faint pulse hit his chest.
Subtle.
Controlled.
The Proctor core beneath his clothing reacted to the aftermath.
Not danger.
Not combat.
Information.
Jous placed a hand over it instinctively.
The glow beneath his shirt was barely visible, but it was there.
Alive.
Quiet.
Waiting.
The city thought the war was over.
But Jous knew better.
This wasn’t the end of anything.
It was the moment right after something important had already been taken.
And somewhere beyond the burning skyline—
Something had just been revealed.
As nous walked back to the hunger guild hideout The doors were open.
The Hunter Guild hideout was louder than it should have been after a battle like that.
Not from celebration.
From recovery.
Metal doors opening and shutting.
Weapons being checked back in.
Medics calling out injuries across crowded hallways.
Communications officers replaying broken fragments of battlefield reports.
Ironreach was “safe” again—but it didn’t feel safe.
It felt exhausted.
Jous moved through it without stopping.
No one tried to block him.
No one asked questions.
He was just another returning hunter in their eyes.
A successful one.
A quiet one.
The kind that always came back when others didn’t.
He walked past the main hall where hunters were arguing over what had happened.
Past the repair stations where armor was being patched together.
Past the bounty board still flickering with emergency contracts that no one had removed yet.
Up the narrow side stairs.
Into the upper corridor reserved for senior hunters.
His room was at the end.
Simple.
Functional.
No decorations.
No personal markings beyond standard Guild identification.
He closed the door behind him.
The noise of the Guild immediately faded into a dull hum.
For the first time since the battle ended, there was silence.
Jous stood still for a moment.
Then he removed his coat.
Underneath, there was no visible armor.
No glowing suit.
No external change.
But beneath the fabric—
The Proctor core was still there.
Steady.
Alive.
He could feel it more clearly now that everything was quiet.
Like it was listening.
Waiting.
Jous crossed the room and sat down at the small terminal desk against the wall.
The Guild-issued computer booted slowly.
Old system.
Limited access.
Mostly used for bounty tracking, contract updates, and regional reports.
Nothing important.
At least, that was what most hunters used it for.
But Jous didn’t use it like most hunters.
The screen flickered.
Login accepted.
Guild clearance recognized.
Emergency data packets began loading automatically.
Battle reports.
City damage assessments.
Recovered machine fragments.
Iron Tribe debris logs.
Jous leaned forward slightly.
His eyes scanned quickly.
Too quickly for a normal person to follow.
Lines of data blurred into meaning.
Patterns formed almost instantly.
Then he saw it.
A reconstructed data cluster pulled from multiple destroyed Iron Tribe units.
It wasn’t supposed to be complete.
But the Guild system had stitched it together from fragments.
Jous didn’t blink.
The screen showed a repeated internal directive:
MAP NODE CONFIRMED
COORDINATE LOCKED
PRIMARY OBJECTIVE COMPLETE
Below it—
A partial coordinate string.
Not a location inside Ironreach.
Not even nearby territory.
Something far beyond standard Guild mapping.
Then another line appeared.
Smaller.
More corrupted.
But still readable.
TOMB OF KLARKEN — ENTRY VECTOR IDENTIFIED
Jous went still.
The room didn’t change.
But something in him did.
Because this wasn’t just a rumor anymore.
Not a myth.
Not an old hunter story.
It was now data.
Confirmed.
Verified.
Extracted from machines that had just been inside his city.
The Proctor core in his chest pulsed once.
Not strong.
Not aggressive.
Just… certain.
Jous slowly reached forward and enlarged the coordinate line.
The map began to resolve slightly.
A path.
A route.
A direction.
Leading away from Ironreach.
Far away.
Into territory the Guild didn’t even properly chart anymore.
Jous leaned back in his chair.
For a long moment, he didn’t move.
Outside his room, the Guild continued to recover from the battle.
Inside, everything had shifted.
The war wasn’t over.
It had just changed targets.
And now he knew exactly where it was pointing.
His hand hovered over the terminal.
Still.
Quiet.
Then he closed the file.
Not because it wasn’t important.
Because it was.
Too important to leave sitting in Guild systems any longer than necessary.
Jous stood up slowly.
And looked toward the door.
Somewhere out there, beyond Ironreach, the Tomb of Klarken wasn’t waiting anymore.
It had already been found.
The only thing left—
Was getting there first.
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Morning didn’t feel like morning in Ironreach anymore.
The sky was still stained with smoke from the battle, and the streets hadn’t fully recovered from the Iron Tribe assault. Repair crews moved through collapsed districts, dragging steel beams and clearing wreckage, while bounty hunters restocked weapons and traded information in tense, half-quiet conversations.
But Jous wasn’t listening to any of it.
He moved through the market district like he had a fixed destination already carved into his mind.
Supplies.
That was all anyone saw.
Nothing unusual for a hunter preparing for a long contract.
The market was crowded with post-battle chaos—vendors trying to rebuild stalls, merchants shouting prices over generator hum, salvaged tech being laid out on tarps for quick trade.
Jous didn’t stop at the noise.
He moved straight through it.
A ration pack.
A compact energy cell kit.
A reinforced utility belt.
A compact repair spool for armor systems.
Nothing flashy.
Nothing that would draw attention.
The kind of gear any experienced bounty hunter would carry before heading into dangerous territory.
No one questioned him.
No one ever really did.
Because Jous never acted like someone preparing for something impossible.
Only something necessary.
When he finished, he left the market without hesitation.
No conversation.
No delays.
Just movement.
Out past the outer gates of Ironreach, the world changed immediately.
The city’s noise faded behind him.
The air grew dry.
Colder in a way that didn’t match the temperature.
Like the land ahead didn’t belong to the same world anymore.
Jous stopped only once.
Just beyond the last watchtower.
Where Ironreach’s defenses ended and the wasteland began.
He looked forward.
Far beyond the broken terrain, the horizon was wrong.
Not clear.
Not stable.
A shifting wall of darkness stretched across the land.
A storm.
But not a normal storm.
This one didn’t move with weather.
It stayed.
A constant, endless spiral of sand and wind that swallowed the horizon completely.
The Forever Sandstorm.
It had no beginning.
No end.
No recorded exit.
Anything that entered it—
Never came back.
Even Iron Tribe machines avoided it.
Even the Guild marked it as untraversable.
A dead zone of reality where navigation failed and time itself became unreliable.
Jous stared at it for a long moment.
Then he dropped his bag onto the ground.
The Proctor core beneath his chest responded immediately.
A faint pulse.
Then another.
Like it recognized the destination before he even confirmed it.
He removed his coat slowly.
Folded it.
Set it down.
Then reached beneath it.
There—hidden beneath normal clothing—was nothing visible yet.
But the system was already there.
Waiting.
Jous exhaled once.
And activated it.
The Proctor system responded instantly.
Not as a suit assembling externally this time—
but as something unfolding from within him.
Energy surged beneath his clothing.
Lines of faint blue-white light traced under the surface of his body like a circuit awakening.
Then the armor formed.
Not loud.
Not dramatic.
Controlled.
A full arc-reactor bonded system locked into place under and around him—layered, adaptive, sealed for flight.
The chest core stabilized into a steady glow.
Invisible unless close enough to see through the fabric.
The jet systems activated quietly on his back, folding into position without noise.
No announcement.
No display.
Just readiness.
Jous stepped forward.
The ground beneath him cracked slightly as the systems compensated for lift pressure.
Then—
He rose.
Slowly at first.
Then faster.
The wind around him shifted as propulsion stabilized.
And without looking back at Ironreach, he accelerated forward.
Toward the horizon.
Toward the storm.
The Forever Sandstorm loomed closer with every second.
A wall of endless motion—sand, wind, and static energy twisting together so violently that the sky itself seemed to break apart at its edges.
Inside it, nothing survived.
No maps worked there.
No signals passed through.
No one returned.
Jous didn’t slow down.
The Proctor core pulsed once in his chest.
Then steadied.
Like it had already accepted what came next.
He crossed the final stretch of clear air.
And entered the storm.
The moment he did, the world disappeared.
Sand engulfed everything.
Wind screamed like broken metal.
Visibility collapsed instantly.
But the armor held.
Systems locked.
Stabilization engaged.
And somewhere inside the chaos, Jous kept moving forward—
deeper into the Forever Sandstorm—
toward the Tomb of Klarken.
The Forever Sandstorm fought him every step of the way.
Winds screamed against the Proctor Armor.
Sand struck the reinforced plating like endless waves of bullets.
Visibility dropped to almost nothing.
Yet the armor continued forward.
The Proctor core pulsed steadily in Jous's chest, guiding him through the impossible storm.
Minutes passed.
Then hours.
The storm never weakened.
If anything, it grew stronger.
Jous understood why no one returned.
There was no sky.
No ground.
No direction.
Only endless sand and endless wind.
Then suddenly—
Everything stopped.
Jous burst through the storm wall and entered silence.
The wind vanished.
The sand disappeared.
And before him stood the Tomb of Klarken.
It was massive.
Far larger than any story had ever claimed.
Ancient black stone rose from the desert floor like a mountain carved by giants.
Huge pillars surrounded the structure.
Broken statues watched from the sands.
Strange lights glowed from cracks in the stone despite their impossible age.
The tomb sat in the center of a perfectly calm region.
The Forever Sandstorm circled around it like a living wall.
Protecting it.
Trapping it.
Guarding it.
Jous slowly descended to the ground.
The armor remained active around him.
He wasn't taking any chances.
Not here.
Not now.
The moment his boots touched the sand, warning symbols flashed across his visor.
Multiple contacts detected.
Jous looked toward the eastern ridge.
Shapes were emerging from the storm.
Iron Tribe machines.
Not scouts.
Not survivors from Ironreach.
An entire advance force.
Drop-pods slammed into the sand one after another.
Metal doors exploded outward.
Robots poured onto the battlefield.
Dozens.
Then dozens more.
Their scanners immediately locked onto the tomb.
One machine transmitted:
"OBJECTIVE CONFIRMED."
Another answered:
"COMMENCE ACQUISITION."
Jous sighed.
They hadn't wasted any time.
Neither would he.
The first machine charged.
Jous moved.
The Proctor Armor accelerated instantly.
His sword ignited with blue energy.
One swing.
The robot split in half.
The pieces crashed into the sand.
Three more attacked.
Jous fired a burst from his arm-mounted cannons.
Energy bolts ripped through their armor.
Two exploded.
The third reached him.
Too late.
His blade flashed again.
Metal fragments scattered across the desert.
More robots advanced.
Dozens now.
The sand around the tomb became a battlefield.
Laser fire crossed the darkness.
Machines fell.
Others replaced them.
Jous fought through them relentlessly.
His armor absorbed impacts.
His reactor supplied constant power.
His sword cut through machine after machine.
The battle continued until the Iron Tribe finally realized the truth.
They were not taking the tomb tonight.
A retreat signal spread through their ranks.
The surviving robots began withdrawing toward the storm.
One by one they disappeared back into the wall of sand.
Silence returned.
Jous stood alone before the Tomb of Klarken.
Broken machine parts littered the desert around him.
The tomb remained untouched.
For now.
He looked up at the ancient structure.
This was only the beginning.
The Iron Tribe would return.
Stronger.
Smarter.
And eventually someone would find the other keys.
Jous deactivated his weapons but kept the Proctor Armor active.
Then he began preparing.
A small shelter was erected near a cluster of ancient stone ruins.
Supplies were unpacked.
Sensors were deployed around the perimeter.
Motion detectors were hidden among the rocks.
A watch position was established facing the tomb entrance.
Only when everything was secure did Jous finally sit down.
The ancient structure towered above him in the darkness.
Waiting.
Watching.
Keeping its secrets.
Jous stared at the entrance for a long time.
Tomorrow he would begin exploring.
Tomorrow he would learn why Klarken had hidden this place.
Tomorrow the real hunt would begin.
But tonight—
The Proctor kept watch.
And the Tomb waited.
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