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​CHAPTER 1

Blood Moon Born
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The howl of the north wind tore through the fjords like a beast starved for prey. Ice clung to the jagged cliffs, and the sea was a black, roiling mass, foaming like the maw of Fenrir. The night sky hung low, thick with clouds, blotting out the moon and stars. But in the great hall of Harald Fairhair, warmth and fire danced, casting long shadows over the faces of men who lived and died by the sword. Inside, the air was thick with mead and sweat, the sweet tang of blood never far from the memory of their last raid.

Harald sat at the head of the feasting table, the weight of the crown heavy on his brow. The first King of Norway, the man who had united warring chieftains under his iron rule, was a giant of a man, his chest broad like the trunk of an ancient oak, his hair—once fair and golden—now streaked with the gray of many winters. Around him were his men, hard-faced warriors, eyes glinting in the firelight. Their hands, calloused and stained from battle, clutched wooden cups of mead as they roared with laughter and song.

But beneath their revelry, something else gnawed at the edges of the hall—a sense of anticipation, a tension woven into the very timbers of the great hall. Harald’s latest wife, Ragnhild Eriksdatter, lay in a back room, her cries muffled by the thick wooden walls. She was in labor.

Ragnhild was not the first of Harald's many wives, nor would she be the last. Harald had fathered more sons than could be counted on two hands, each one a pawn in the relentless game of power and blood. But tonight was different. This child, Harald felt, would be the one to carry forward his legacy—not just as a king, but as a man forged in the fire of war.

As another shriek from the birthing room echoed through the hall, Harald’s hand tightened around his cup. A son. It must be a son. He needed more blood, more iron, to secure what he had built. A kingdom forged by steel and flame could not be trusted to weak men or the sons of lesser women.

An old crone, half-bent with age but still sharp-eyed, shuffled out from the shadows. “The moon hides tonight, my king,” she rasped, her voice like dried leaves rustling. “A blood moon, they say. A bad omen, some think.”

Harald did not flinch. “Omen or no, the gods favor the strong. Only cowards fear what they cannot see.”

Before the old woman could answer, the doors to the birthing room burst open, and out staggered the midwife, her face pale and slick with sweat. In her arms was a bundle, wrapped in fur. She approached the king, her steps uneven as though the weight she carried was heavier than it should be.

“Your son,” she gasped, and the hall fell silent. All eyes turned to Harald.

He rose slowly, like a mountain waking from a long slumber. His shadow loomed large as he crossed the floor and stood before the midwife. Without a word, he peeled back the fur, revealing the infant beneath.

The child’s face was flushed, his small fists clenched as if already preparing for battle. His head was crowned with a thin tuft of black hair, and his eyes—when they flicked open—gleamed with a cold, unsettling sharpness.

Harald nodded, satisfied. “He will be called Eirik,” he declared. “Eirik Haraldsson.”

The hall erupted in cheers, the men raising their cups in salute. Harald’s voice cut through their noise, hard and commanding. “Eirik Bloodaxe, I name him! For he will carve his name into the world with the edge of a blade, as I have done.”

Ragnhild, exhausted but still conscious, listened from her bed. She had seen the child before they’d taken him away, and though he was yet a babe, there was something unsettling about him. His cry had been silent at first, not the wail of a newborn, but a soft, almost growling sound. And his eyes—there was something dark in them, something that reminded her too much of the beasts her father had hunted in the forests. He was not the first child she had borne, but he was the first to unsettle her like this.

The midwife tried to reassure her. “He will be strong, my lady. Born on a night like this, he is destined for greatness.”

Ragnhild wasn’t so sure. She turned her face to the wall, her body aching from the birth. Eirik would grow, and he would be strong, but there was a shadow that clung to him already, like the night outside.



As Eirik grew, the shadow only deepened. He was not like his brothers. Where they sought adventure, he craved violence. While his brothers hunted game for sport, Eirik hunted for blood. Before the age of ten, he had killed a man—an accident, some said, during a training bout, but those who had seen it claimed otherwise. The boy had made no effort to stop, no effort to show mercy. The blood on his axe had pleased him. The name “Bloodaxe” was not given lightly.

Harald, for all his legendary strength, began to watch his son with wary eyes. Eirik’s thirst for power, for dominance, was something even his father found unsettling. Yet Harald did nothing to curb it. He had taught his sons that power was to be taken, not asked for. And Eirik, more than any of his brothers, had learned the lesson well.

By the time he was fourteen, Eirik had made his first raid, burning a rival chieftain’s hall to the ground. His brothers joined him, but it was Eirik’s axe that swung the hardest, cutting down men like wheat. The gods smiled on him that day, or perhaps they turned their eyes away.

Harald’s hall was soon filled with rumors of what the boy would become. Some whispered that Eirik was cursed, others that he was chosen by Odin himself for Valhalla’s halls. But one thing was certain—he was a force, a storm on the horizon, growing darker with each passing day.



Outside, the wind howled again, but the moon still refused to show its face. The blood moon, some called it. A sign of things to come.

Inside the great hall, young Eirik sat beside his father, watching the flames dance. His small hand, not yet large enough to grasp a full sword, clenched a carving knife. His eyes, cold and sharp, gleamed with something ancient, something that had nothing to do with kingship and everything to do with blood.

And in that moment, Harald Fairhair knew one thing: his kingdom would not fall to foreign invaders or warring tribes. It would fall from within, from the shadow sitting at his right hand.
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​Chapter 2

Shadows of an Axe
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The wind screamed across the fjord, tearing at the trees and biting into the bones of anyone foolish enough to be out in the storm. Inside Harald’s hall, the fire burned high and hot, casting a dull orange glow over the gathered company. The hall was alive with the sounds of laughter, the clinking of cups, and the hum of stories told by old warriors. But in the far corner, where the shadows clung stubbornly to the edges of the firelight, a young boy sat, sharpening a small axe with a whetstone. His eyes never left the blade, the slow, deliberate motion of his hand almost hypnotic.

Eirik Bloodaxe was thirteen winters old, but there was little left of the child in him. His limbs, once wiry and awkward, had begun to harden with muscle, his shoulders broadening, his hands rough and calloused from the grip of a weapon. His face, still smooth and boyish, was a mask of quiet intensity, broken only by the occasional flicker of emotion—a tight smile here, a narrowing of the eyes there.

“Eirik!” A voice boomed from across the hall. His older brother, Ragnvald, swaggered toward him, his chest puffed out like a cockerel about to crow. “Still polishing that axe? You’ve been at it for an hour. Come drink with us. You’re nearly a man now. Time to learn the pleasures of mead!”

Eirik’s eyes flicked up, cold and unreadable. “It’s not ready.”

Ragnvald laughed, the sound loud and careless. He was a year older than Eirik, taller too, with the cocky confidence of a boy who believed he had his future laid out before him. “Not ready? That little thing couldn’t cut a fish, let alone a man.”

Eirik’s hand stilled. His fingers wrapped around the handle of the axe, his knuckles turning white. “Maybe you’re right,” he said quietly, his voice steady. “But I could still kill you with it.”

The laughter died in Ragnvald’s throat, replaced by a nervous chuckle. “Always with the threats, little brother. You’ve got a dark soul in you, I swear. No wonder Father named you Bloodaxe.”

Eirik stood, the axe hanging loosely from his hand. He was shorter than Ragnvald, but there was something in the way he carried himself that made the other boy take a step back. “You talk too much,” Eirik said, stepping closer. His eyes bore into his brother’s, unblinking. “One day it’ll get you killed.”

The tension hung thick between them, the noise of the hall fading into the background. Ragnvald shifted his weight, his hand inching toward the hilt of his sword. But then he forced a grin, shaking his head. “You’re mad,” he said, backing away. “Absolutely mad.”

Eirik said nothing, watching as Ragnvald returned to the other boys, his laughter forced and brittle. Only when his brother’s back was turned did Eirik allow himself a faint smile. He sat back down and resumed sharpening his axe, the sound of stone on steel filling the small space around him.



Time passed in the shadow of that great hall, but Eirik’s reputation did not. He became a ghost among his own family—there, but never truly part of them. His brothers trained, they drank, they laughed, and they planned their futures, each one dreaming of the day they would claim their father’s throne or carve out their own kingdoms. But Eirik never spoke of his plans. He kept his thoughts locked away, his ambitions a secret even from those closest to him.

It was said that he could outfight any of his brothers, though no one had ever seen him lose his temper. His victories were cold, calculated, a blade sliding between ribs without warning. While his brothers were prone to boasts and braggadocio, Eirik remained silent. And that silence unnerved them all.

The day came when Eirik could no longer be ignored. Harald Fairhair, now aging but still strong, called for a feast in honor of his sons. The kingdom had been united, but the old king knew his reign was drawing to a close. His sons were restless, eager to carve their own names into the sagas, and the future of Norway was uncertain.

The great hall was filled to bursting that night. Warriors, chieftains, and sons of noble families gathered to drink, feast, and plot. The air buzzed with the tension of men who knew they stood on the edge of history, and in the middle of it all was Harald, his towering presence commanding respect, despite the years weighing on his shoulders.

“Tonight,” Harald declared, raising his cup, “we drink to the future of Norway. My sons, the blood of kings, will carry on what I have built. And when the time comes, they will each have their part to play.”

Eirik sat at the edge of the table, silent as always, watching his father and brothers. The firelight flickered across his face, casting deep shadows in the hollows of his cheeks. His eyes were distant, as if he were already looking beyond the walls of the hall, beyond the mountains and seas.

Harald’s gaze swept the room, falling on each of his sons in turn. When his eyes reached Eirik, there was a flicker of something—pride, perhaps, or wariness. “Eirik Bloodaxe,” the old king said, his voice thick with drink. “You, my quiet son. You do not boast like the others. What is it you seek?”

The room fell silent, all eyes turning to Eirik. His brothers, Ragnvald chief among them, leaned forward, eager to hear what the silent killer would say.

Eirik raised his head slowly, meeting his father’s gaze. His voice, when it came, was low and even, cutting through the quiet like a knife. “I seek what you sought, Father. Power. But not through words. Through blood.”

A murmur rippled through the hall, the chieftains exchanging uneasy glances. Harald stared at his son, the firelight reflecting in his dark eyes. “Blood is easy to spill,” he said carefully. “It is harder to build something from it.”

Eirik smiled, a slow, deliberate curve of the lips that sent a chill through those watching. “That depends on how much blood you are willing to spill.”

Harald said nothing, but his hand tightened around his cup, his knuckles white. The old king had seen many things in his lifetime—battles, betrayals, victories—but never had he felt the cold breath of fear in his chest like he did in that moment, looking into his son’s eyes.

The feast continued, but the mood had shifted. The men drank and laughed, but there was a tension that hung over the hall like a storm cloud, crackling with unseen energy. And at the center of it all was Eirik, sitting quietly, sharpening his axe, his mind already far from the noise and revelry.



The next morning, as the sun crept over the snow-covered peaks, Harald summoned his sons to him. He had seen the future in Eirik’s eyes, and it troubled him. Norway could not survive another bloodbath, not after all he had done to unite it.
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