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​Chapter 1: The Black Feather
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The night was a still pond — breathless, heavy.

Even the insects held quiet, as if the dark were listening.

Somewhere beyond the treeline, a wolf howled, its cry swallowed by fog rolling low across the fields. The half-moon hung sickly in the sky, casting just enough light to make the world feel unreal.

Perfect for Quincy’s work.

He crouched atop a crumbling stone wall, motionless but for the slow rise and fall of his chest. Each breath measured, trained. Mist clung to his dark hair, and his pale-gray eyes swept the camp below — sharp, patient, predatory.

The fog curled around him like a cloak until he seemed less man than shadow.

Below, a goblin raiding party huddled around a dying campfire. Their guttural chatter scraped through the stillness like rusted blades. Wiry bodies. Mottled green skin. Spindly limbs and jagged teeth flashing as they tore at charred meat. Patchwork armor creaked when they shifted, bones rattling from cords around their necks.

Quincy counted under his breath.

“One...”

A goblin gnawed on a blackened bone near the fire.

“Two... three...”

Two more squatted nearby, arguing in low growls.

“Four.”

The orc stood apart. Massive shoulders. Greataxe resting across one arm. Leader by posture alone.

“Five.”

Another goblin shuffled into the firelight, reaching for scraps.

Quincy’s eyes narrowed.

That should be all.

He scanned again — slower now. Not shapes. Movement. Disruption. The way shadows should fall.

The treeline whispered.

A sliver of moonlight caught on drawn string.

“...six.”

There.

A sniper nested in the canopy, bow already drawn.

Quincy stilled completely.

One mistake and the sniper would see him.

One breath too loud and the orc would rally the pack.

His heartbeat slowed until it matched the night’s rhythm.

He whispered, softer than the fog:

“Seal.”

The word scraped faintly at his throat.

A thin black line traced itself across the sniper’s neck, curling into a raven-feather sigil. The mark fixed like a hunter’s claim.

The goblin stiffened.

Its breath hitched. Air refused to move cleanly. Panic flared as it tried to shout and found only a strangled rasp.

Not silence.

Just enough interference.

Enough.

Quincy loosed.

The arrow struck the goblin’s eye with a wet snap. The body toppled from its perch without a cry, swallowed by brush and fog.

The others laughed, unaware.

Quincy moved before the sound faded. He dropped from the wall, boots touching earth without a whisper.

“Submit.”

Darkness spilled from his palm, thick as ink. It didn’t create night — it smothered light. Fire dulled. Glow vanished. Sight collapsed into murk.

The darkness took their vision, not his.

To Quincy, the world remained sharp — just stripped of mercy

Goblins shrieked.

“Whazzat?! I can’t—”

His rapier slipped between ribs. The body fell behind him.

A bowstring twanged in panic. A goblin fired blind. The arrow hissed through darkness and struck nothing.

A scream followed. Then another.

Blood scented the air.

To them, the night had turned predator.

Quincy moved through the darkness as if it were clear daylight.

To him, nothing was obscured.

Edges remained sharp.

Targets remained visible.

Only his enemies were blind.

A brush of cloth.

A flash of steel.

One goblin collided with him and died before understanding why.

Another fled. Quincy didn’t chase.

He drew.

Loosed.

Listened for the fall.

The orc roared, furious and blind. Its greataxe carved a brutal arc. Quincy stepped back just in time as iron split air where his chest had been.

The recoil shuddered up his arms.

Good strength.

Good instincts.

The orc swung again, wider, angrier. Quincy slipped inside the strike and drove his rapier beneath its ribs.

The roar collapsed into a wet snarl.

Darkness thinned.

Silence returned.

The orc lay near dying embers, blood pooling dark beneath its throat. Bubbles slipped between its tusks as it tried to curse him.

Quincy stood over it, breathing a touch heavier.

“You led them well,” he said quietly.

“Better than most.”

He drove the blade down. The orc jerked once, then stilled.

Fog swallowed the camp. Bodies lay scattered, each marked by black feathers.

His signature.

His warning.

Quincy knelt and drew a real feather from his cloak. It shimmered faintly, drinking moonlight like ink on parchment.

“Witness this light end,” he murmured,

“and know the darkness spreads.”

He pressed the feather to the orc’s brow.

Shadow-light flickered.

Something answered.

Not a soul.

Not a voice.

An echo — the imprint of will, the last trace of presence.

It unspooled into the feather like a final breath.

Warmth brushed his fingers. The body twitched once, then lay truly empty.

Quincy exhaled slowly. The ritual always left a pressure behind his eyes. A weight behind the ribs.

The voice slid into his mind like smoke.

Never far.

Never close.

“Good, Quincy. More. More feathers. More darkness.”

His jaw tightened.

He didn’t understand the pact.

Only its results.

Only its pull.

Worry was for daylight.

Night belonged to him.

He stepped back into the mist. Shadow loosened around his form. His outline unraveled into drifting black feathers, shape dissolving into motion — not vanishing, but traveling.

A breath later, the wall stood empty.

Only a scatter of dark plumes swirled on the cold wind.
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​Chapter 2: Masks and Mirrors
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The city of Veyrith was never truly silent — it only changed what it was hiding.

By day, its narrow streets rang with hammers, merchants, and the shrill cries of peddlers hawking everything from honey-glazed figs to knives of questionable sharpness. Smoke curled from a hundred chimneys, the air thick with coal, bread, and sweat.

By night, the city changed its face.

Lamps were lit. Doors were barred. Different people ruled the streets.

The noise didn’t vanish — it shifted.

Laughter spilled from taverns. Footsteps whispered down alleys. Secrets changed hands in the dark alongside stolen coin.

In Veyrith, darkness wasn’t an absence of light.

It was a currency.

Tonight, fog rolled low through the streets, curling around wagon wheels and lampposts. The moon hung sharp above jagged rooftops, painting the world in silver and shadow.

Quincy moved through it like he belonged — though he didn’t. He never stayed long enough anywhere to belong.

His hood was drawn low, hiding most of his face. Only a glint of gray eyes betrayed him beneath the cowl. His lean frame was built for speed, his dark leathers broken only by muted steel along his forearms and chest. A rapier hung at his hip, its hilt dulled by use, and a longbow rode across his back.

At a glance, he was just another sellsword.

But to those who looked closer, small tells betrayed the truth:

The way his eyes tracked rooftops and doorways.

How his right hand hovered near his weapon.

And the faint scent of smoke and singed feather that clung to him like memory.

As he turned the corner, voices cut through the fog.

“We’ll keep you safe,” Gideon promised, crouching to speak at eye level with a frightened child clutching her mother’s skirts.

The woman’s voice trembled. “You caught them, then? The raiders?”

Gideon’s smile came easily — the kind that steadied people.

“Not yet,” he said gently. “But we will. That’s my word.”

When they moved on, he exhaled quietly.

“Gods... let me not be wrong,” he murmured, rubbing the bridge of his nose before straightening and heading toward the tavern.

The Silver Gull crouched near the docks, its sign — a chipped wooden gull — swaying on rusty chains. The building leaned like a drunk mid-stumble, its windows glowing amber.
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