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In the liminal space between flame and shadow, truths are forged, not in the brilliance of light, nor the void of darkness, but in the flicker where they meet. A Shadow’s Gambit is a dance along that precipice, where power is both salvation and ruin, and every choice carries the weight of a thousand unseen consequences.

This is a tale of legacy, not of bloodlines, but of the scars left by those who grasp too greedily at crowns and blades. It is an exploration of what it means to wield fire: to guard embers or to raze kingdoms, to kindle hope or to calcify into something colder than steel. Here, ancient forces stir in forgotten forests, their whispers promising dominion to those willing to pay the price of their hunger. Yet power, once taken, is seldom tamed.

The world within these pages is one where oaths are carved into flesh and memory, where maps lead not to treasure, but to the jagged edges of ambition. It asks what we become when we stare too long into the abyss, and what the abyss, in turn, sees staring back.

A Shadow’s Gambit is not a story of heroes or villains, but of choices etched in ash. It is a reminder that even the purest flame casts a shadow, and that the greatest gambits are often those we play against ourselves.

Enter, if you dare, and tread softly. The shadows are watching.

Eris Bluemwest
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​Chapter I
A Beacon of Hope
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The village of Bramblebloom wore its name like a crown. Fields of thorny vines stretched beyond the crooked timber palisade, their leaves glistening with dew that smelled of ripe blackberries and summer’s last gasp. By dawn, the air hummed with the buzz of bees and the low murmur of harvesters, men and women stooped like weary cranes, their fingers stained purple as they plucked fruit for the lords of distant Stonehaven. Among them moved Veerfrost, his dark hair tied back with a leather thong, sweat carving trails through the dirt on his angular face. At nineteen, he was all sinew and restless energy, his hands calloused from seasons of gripping roots and shears. The villagers called him the beauty of the brambles , though never within earshot. Handsome men, they knew, were often cursed by the gods.

Veerfrost’s curse was memory.

It came each night in the hour before moonrise, a dream as vivid as the bloodstains on his father’s shield, still hanging above the hearth of the empty cottage he called home. In the dream, smoke choked the air, and flames gnawed at horizons. A silhouette emerged from the ash, tall and broad-shouldered, its voice a rasp like steel dragged over stone. “The fire cannot be unlit, boy. You are the wick. You are the keeper.” The figure raised a sword, its edge glowing like a brand, and the words seared themselves into Veerfrost’s mind.

He woke each time with his palm pressed to the dirt floor, as though trying to claw his way back into the dream.

Darkstone lay three leagues north, its jagged silhouette visible on clear days like a broken tooth against the sky. The villagers spoke of it in whispers, a place where swords were not forged but born , their steel baptized in the blood of men who’d died screaming. Veerfrost had never ventured there until the morning he slung a wineskin over his shoulder and set off, the weight of his father’s voice still ringing in his ears.

The journey took him past skeletal trees and fields of rock-strewn soil, where the wind carried the metallic tang of old battles. By midday, he reached the village gates, where the stench of coal and scorched metal clung to the air like a plague. Darkstone’s streets were a labyrinth of soot-stained workshops, their forges roaring like hungry beasts. Swordsmiths hawked their wares from stalls draped in pelts, blades displayed like sacred relics.

“Hawls,” a one-eyed peddler grunted when Veerfrost asked for the best smith. “Last forge on the left. Mind your tongue, boy. The man’s got hands like a strangler and a tongue sharper than his steel.”

Mister Hawls was hammering a blade the color of storm clouds when Veerfrost entered, his massive frame silhouetted by the furnace’s glow. The smith’s eyes, pale as curdled milk, flicked up and narrowed. “No berries here, farmboy. Take your sweetness elsewhere.”

Veerfrost placed a pouch of silver on the anvil, every coin earned from selling his mother’s wedding locket. “I need a sword. With words etched into the steel.”

Hawls froze. The hammer slipped from his grip and clanged against the floor. For a heartbeat, the only sound was the forge’s hungry breath. “What words?” the smith asked, his voice suddenly thin.

“I am the flame that guards the embers.”

Hawls crossed himself, fingers tracing an ancient sigil Veerfrost didn’t recognize. “You’ve no right to those words,” he hissed. “They’re buried . Forgotten. You’d dig up a corpse to wear its bones?”

Veerfrost met the smith’s gaze. “My father died shouting them.”

The forge fell silent. Then, with a growl, Hawls snatched the silver and thrust the sword into the coals.

The blade emerged at dusk, its surface rippling like liquid shadow. Hawls had worked in grim silence, etching the words deep into the steel with a chisel that sparked like a struck flint. When Veerfrost gripped the hilt, cold seeped into his bones, as though the sword had been waiting for his touch.

Back in Bramblebloom, the villagers lingered in doorways, their voices hushed as Veerfrost passed. Old Yara, the midwife, narrowed her eyes and whispered of changes in a man’s shadow. Young Marten, who once laughed at his soft hands, furrowed his brow, searching his face as if reading a riddle carved in stone.

Veerfrost walked the worn path, the sword hidden beneath his cloak, its weight familiar now. But he did not need to unsheathe it, people saw. In the way he moved, in the quiet steel behind his gaze.

At the well, he caught his reflection in the water’s surface, a stranger stared back. Sharper. Still. A knight, they murmured. A fool, he thought. A storm rolling in on tired legs.

But the sword did not sing.

And neither did he.
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​Chapter II
The Great Border War
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Fifteen winters past, 

The throne room of Greystone Palace was a cathedral of power. Columns of black basalt soared to a vaulted ceiling painted with the triumphs of kings, their gold-leaf faces gleaming like false gods. King Orvyn sat beneath them, his beard streaked with silver, hands clenched on the armrests of the Obsidian Throne. Before him, the war council bled maps across the floor, scrolls stained with wine and blood, their edges curling like dead leaves.

“Bryndor’s forces mass at the Blackwater Ford,” growled Lord Harlow, his voice a rasp of chainmail. “They’ve broken the truce. Again.”

Orvyn’s eyes, cold as the northern sea, flicked to the man standing silent at his right hand. Garves of Bramblebloom. The Shield of the North. His armor bore the scars of a hundred battles, his sword hand still flecked with the dried blood of Bryndor’s scouts. “You’ve seen their numbers,” the king said. It was not a question.

“Aye,” Garves replied. His voice was deep, steady, a hearthfire in a storm. “They’ve brought siege towers. Trebuchets. And the boy-king Tray rides with them. The archer.”

A murmur passed through the court. Tray of Bryndor, barely sixteen, already legendary for his skill. They said he could split a raven’s eye at a hundred paces.

Orvyn leaned forward. “Then we meet them at the ford. Burn their towers. Drown their men in the Blackwater.” His gaze locked with Garves’. “You’ll hold the center.”

Garves bowed. He did not smile. Kings did not reward smiles.

Three days later,

The river ran red.

the battlefield was a tapestry of mud and carnage. Garves stood knee-deep in the shallows, his shield splintered, the banner of Aurathal, a silver flame on black, clutched in his fist. Around him, the ford churned with dying men. Bryndor’s knights, clad in ash-gray steel, surged like wolves. Arrows fell like black rain.

“Garves!” Lunes, his squire since boyhood, staggered toward him, his face painted with blood. “The left flank’s broken! We can’t, ”

A roar cut him off. A Bryndor knight charged, sword raised. Garves met him, his blade biting through mail and muscle. The man fell, gurgling.

“Behind you! ” Lunes screamed.

Too late.

The arrow took Garves between the shoulder blades, a clean shot, precise as a surgeon’s knife. He dropped to one knee, the banner slipping from his grip. The pain was distant, numbed by shock. Through the haze, he saw Tray of Bryndor across the river, lowering his bow. The boy’s face was pale, his eyes wide with horror. A king’s son , Garves thought. Even killers have their ghosts.

Lunes dragged him to the riverbank, his hands slick with blood. “Hold,” he pleaded. “Hold! ”

Garves coughed, crimson frothing on his lips. “Fool,” he rasped. “Stop crying. You shame me.” He fumbled at his belt, pressing a mud-stained scroll into Lunes’ palm. “For my son. Veerfrost. Keep him... safe.”

Lunes’ throat tightened. “He’s just a child. What would he have to do with this?”

Garves’ breath rattled. “The scroll... it’s older than Bryndor. Older than Orvyn. It speaks of power, of a legacy.” His storm-gray eyes, the same as his son’s, bore into Lunes’. “Swear it.”

“I swear.”

The light left Garves then. His final breath was a sigh, as if the weight of shields, kings, and endless war had finally lifted.

Aurathal’s forces fled the ford at dawn, leaving the Blackwater choked with their dead. King Orvyn’s banner lay trampled in the mud, his crown cracked as he roared orders to retreat. “This is no defeat, mark me, we’ll scorch Bryndor’s heart for this!”

But Lunes did not hear his king’s fury. He knelt beside Garves’ corpse, the scroll pressed between their bloodied hands. His friend’s last breath had been a curse, not for Bryndor, but for the boy-archer who’d loosed the fatal shot. Across the river, Tray of Bryndor stood silhouetted against the rising sun, his bow still raised in triumph. A hero to his people. A killer to Lunes.

“I’ll find him,” Lunes hissed, peeling the scroll from Garves’ stiffened grip. The wax seal, a stag, Garves’ sigil, split like a wound. Inside, a single line in his friend’s jagged script: “Tell Veerfrost his father did not run.”

Bryndor’s horns blared, their victory songs raw and mocking. Lunes turned his back on the revelry. He memorized Tray’s face, the boy’s defiant grin, the Bryndor blue of his cloak, and let the cold knot of vengeance harden in his chest.

Rest, brother. I’ll make him bleed for this.
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​Chapter III
Gain Power, Lose Self


[image: ]




The scroll was not meant to be read.

The scroll came into Garves’ possession mere hours before Russet Hollow village was reduced to ash. It was delivered by one of his spies, “They are coming.” The spy spoke true. By dawn, the Venmor Brigands descended, a ruthless band of marauders infamous for razing settlements to the ground without trace or mercy. Their motives, as ever, remained shrouded, but their methods were clear: fire, steel, and a chilling efficiency that left no survivors.

What Garves held was no ordinary parchment. Unfurled, it revealed a map, its edges frayed and ink faded by time. At its center, a single word loomed boldly: Nomedias. The name meant nothing to him yet, a mystery etched in ancient script, its letters coiled like serpents around landmarks he did not recognize. But if the spy had risked death to smuggle it from the burning village, Garves knew it was a thread worth pulling, one that might unravel secrets even the Venmor feared.

Lunes studied the faded parchment, its edges brittle with age. The inked lines coiled like ancient secrets, leading to places long forgotten. With a steadying breath, he rolled the scroll tight and tucked it into his belt. The path ahead was uncertain, but the map promised answers, and Lunes had sworn to follow, no matter the cost.

The forest loomed at dawn, its canopy a jagged silhouette against the sun. The air thickened as he crossed the tree line, the light smothered by ancient oaks whose roots coiled like serpents. Birdsong died. The wind stilled. Even his breath sounded obscenely loud.

Then came the dark.

It fell like a curtain, absolute and suffocating. Lunes stumbled, his dagger drawn, until a faint glow emerged ahead, a phosphorescent moss clinging to the trees, casting the wood in sickly green. His heartbeat echoed in his ears, a drumline of rage and dread. Garves’ blood on Bryndor steel. Tray’s arrow. The scroll’s whisper.

“Who are you?” The voice emerged from the gloom, low and resonant, as if the trees themselves spoke. “Why do you trespass in the Court of Duskmere’s roots?”

Lunes spun, blade raised. “Show yourself!”

The shadows coalesced. A figure materialized, taller than any man, its form shifting like smoke, limbs elongated and jointed like a spider’s. Eyes like smoldering coals bored into him. “We are the Keepers of Nomedias. And you, little moth... you seek to burn.”
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