The man took in the remainder of the sunset view, watching night fall upon the desert. A chill washed over his body, which prompted him to adjust his coat. The metal platform began to accelerate, pushing him up farther toward the top of the spire. He anticipated something foreboding at the top of the lift, attempts to attribute the feeling to the night wind failed though. As the lifts elevation increased lights began to flicker on from inside tower, providing more illumination in the coming dark night. “I don’t think I’m alone here,” the traveler spoke to himself.
Looking out to the other two towers, lights began to flicker on in them as well. The resultant display provided an oasis of light in a sandy sea of darkness, the white light against the dark blues and reds of the sand. He laughed to himself grasping at his right side as he did, thinking of what a wonderful site to behold.
His laughter was to be cut short by the end of the lift. The lift brought him in to an open air room with a support on each cardinal direction. The traveler looked up to see what the supports held up, which was a large sheet of circular metal. The sheet was a bluish gray and atop would stand a small metal antenna if it was still in tact. Calmly, the man walked over and examined the northern support, finding a stone console of sorts. The top was oblique with the face pointing in toward the center. He brushed the sand off of the oblique face; only a circular inset was to be found.

He did the same treatment to the other three consoles, finding a similar inset in each oblique face. However all had different geometric shapes: West had a square, East a triangle, and South a hexagon. The traveler sighed before being interrupted by a series of beeps in his pocket. He pulled out the source of interruption, a small triangular ear piece with a triangular crystal inset in the outer side. He pressed it producing a flat translucent display a large as a small television screen from the device.
The face that was on the screen was a fair skinned woman with dark blue hair and what appeared to be large headphones over her ears. “Unreal! Where are you?! Jakob and I have been trying to get a lock on your location for days now!”

Unreal cracked a frown seemingly dismayed from the sudden message, “I’m in the Triple Spire Ruins, located in the Desert Expanse.” Unreal slipped the ear piece on to his ear, yet the image remained in the same location. “I’m trying to fig-“

“Now isn’t the time for exploring! We’ve spotted a large airship headed in to the Expanse.” A second screen appeared in the lower right corner a bit above the first. In it was the infinity symbol with a large ‘M’ imbedded in the left loop and a large ‘C’ in the right. “We think it might be one of the ships that’s been chasing after you!”

Unreal sighed and shrugged, “Ok, it’s not like they can find me here, you know how vast the Expanse is. By the time they even find this place I’ll be long gone anyway.”

“They have a lock on your magical s-“Before the woman could finish her statement the screen cut to static.

“Unreal Enhander Magika, come out of the ruins before we take out the whole forsaken building!”
Unreal turned to look at the origin of the voice and found a large battleship floating outside to the northwest. One of the side cannons was aimed right at the top of the spire as Unreal sprinted to that side. His view locked upon the person standing in the Navigation Deck looking out the view port. She stood about five feet nine inches tall and was a fox of dark brown coloration wearing red naval clothing. Her long blond hair was tied back in a ponytail and her left eye was red in contrast with her blue right eye. In her hand was a square hand held microphone with no obvious cord. “If you’re looking for these,” The vixen raised a series of metal plates in her free hand, “then you’ll have to come take them from me!”
Unreal took his hands out of his pockets and clenched them, projecting his voice at the ship, “I doubt you can even take me down yourself, let alone with one plasma cannon!”
The vixen grinned and motioned to one of the deck hands, “You can’t escape Natalia Lacroix, not this time!” After she finished her exclamation the cannon began to channel green energy, “By the way, these are not plasma cannons!” and began to laugh before cutting the transmission.

Unreal took a step back and leapt out the spire, entering a free fall. Seconds later a large white beam pierced though the top of the spire, destroying it and glassing the sand at contact with the ground. Natalia on the other hand grew infuriated with the inaccuracy of the attack and slammed her right fist in to a console, putting her hand though it and cutting up her arm. “Why can’t you people aim correctly!?” she yelled at the deck hands as she pulled her arm out, revealing that arm to be a very sophisticated robotic prosthetic. The glove she wore over it was shredded showing the cold gray metal of her hand.

Unreal lost altitude quickly, but seemed to be in no real panic as he reoriented himself to face the underside of the battleship. With the cannon preparing another charge Unreal formed a glowing white circle with assorted magical runes under his body and jumped off of it, shattering the circle and pushing himself upward. The cannon fired another shot outwards, but instead of going straight out it curved and forced itself right in to Unreal’s path, prompting a smile from Natalia. “This is it! We finally have him!”
