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The blade sliced through air where Soren’s knee had been a heartbeat before. Sand 
shifted beneath his boots as he pivoted, the movement guided by instinct honed 
through countless brutal training sessions. 

 

 

Aric’s momentum carried him forward, his balance compromised by the force of 
his failed strike. 

 

 

’Now,’ Valenna whispered, her voice no longer advice but command. ’Strike the 
opening.’ 

 

 

 

 

Soren’s counter-cut opened a thin line across Aric’s forearm where the armor plates 
met. Blood welled, staining the black mourning ribbon wrapped around the heir’s 
wrist. The crowd’s murmur rose like distant thunder. 

 

 

Aric’s eyes widened, shock briefly overtaking rage. Then his face contorted, grief 

transforming into something primal. He abandoned all pretense of tournament form, 



charging forward with a barrage of heavy overhead strikes that sent tremors up 
Soren’s arms with each desperate parry. 

 

 

"Die," Aric hissed, voice cracking with emotion. "Just die like you should have." 

 

 

The shard pulsed against Soren’s chest, its rhythm matching his accelerating 
heartbeat. Cold spread through his veins, sharpening his senses until the roaring 
crowd faded to distant whispers and Aric’s movements seemed to slow before his 
eyes. 

 

 

’He overextends after the third strike,’ Valenna observed, her presence so strong it 
felt as if she stood beside him rather than existing as a voice in his mind. ’Redirect. 

Let his rage exhaust him.’ 

 

 

 

 

Soren stepped back, letting Aric’s blade cut empty air. The heir’s breathing had 

grown ragged, each attack fueled by emotion rather than technique. Sweat plastered 
his short brown hair to his forehead, his eyes wide with a hatred that had consumed 
all rational thought. 

 

 

From the corner of his eye, Soren caught glimpses of the noble galleries. Ayren 
Velrane moved with practiced nonchalance between Dravien and Trescan lords, his 
head inclined toward them in confidential whispers that made their eyes widen. 

 

 



Lord Lanther leaned forward in his seat, knuckles white against the wooden railing, 
his grief-hollowed face twisted with anticipation. 

 

 

Aric lunged again, overextending just as Valenna had predicted. Soren sidestepped 

and struck, his blade finding the gap beneath the heir’s raised arm. A clean hit that 
would have scored points in any normal tournament match. 

 

 

But this was no normal match. 

 

 

Aric howled, more in frustration than pain, and redoubled his assault. His technique 
deteriorated further, each strike wilder than the last. He fought like a man 
possessed, abandoning the precise forms drilled into noble sons since childhood in 

favor of raw, desperate aggression. 

 

 

 

 

’Like Kaelor said,’ Soren thought, ducking beneath a swing that would have taken 

his head had it connected. ’He’s not fighting to win. He’s fighting to hurt.’ 

 

 

 

 

The shard pulsed faster, colder. ’He leaves himself open,’ Valenna insisted, her voice 
hardening. ’End this before he gets lucky.’ 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Soren circled to his right, forcing Aric to pivot on his back foot, the weakness Kaelor 
had identified during training. The heir compensated poorly, his balance 
compromised by his own fury. Another opening appeared, this one more significant. 

 

 

Without hesitation, Soren drove forward, blade flashing in the morning sun. The 

strike landed with surgical precision, cutting deep into the muscle where Aric’s right 
arm met his shoulder. Not a killing blow, but one that carried unmistakable 
message: I could have taken your arm. 

 

 

Blood spattered across the sand. The crowd roared, the sound breaking over Soren 
like a physical wave. 

 

 

Aric staggered back, his sword arm hanging awkwardly. Shock replaced rage as he 
stared at the wound, then at Soren, as if seeing him for the first time. 

 

 

The heir’s face drained of color, not just from pain but from the dawning realization 
that he faced something unexpected. Something dangerous. 

 

 

Whispers erupted among the nobles, urgent and alarmed. Soren caught fragments as 

he circled, keeping his guard raised against Aric’s next assault. 

 

 



"—fights like he’s killed before—" 

 

 

"—not just luck in the forest—" 

 

 

"—Velrane found something in the gutter—" 

 

 

The Ashgard contingent had gone utterly still, their collective attention focused with 
military precision. A gray-haired captain leaned toward his companions, murmuring 
something that made them nod in grim agreement. 

 

 

Lord Ashgard himself remained impassive, those steel-gray eyes missing nothing as 

he assessed each movement with cold calculation. 

 

 

In the Velrane gallery, Lord Callen sat with fingers steepled before him, his 
expression unchanged despite his champion’s success. He might have been watching 

servants arrange furniture rather than a life-or-death struggle that carried his 
house’s reputation on its outcome. 

 

 

Aric shook his injured arm, blood dripping steadily onto the sand. His face had 
transformed, grief and rage giving way to something colder, more calculated. When 
he raised his blade again, his eyes held the desperate clarity of a man with nothing 
left to lose. 

 

 



"For Edric," he said, voice steady despite his pallor. 

 

 

He launched himself forward, not with wild abandon but with deadly purpose. His 
blade moved in a pattern Soren recognized too late, the Lanther killing sequence, a 

technique taught only to the house’s direct bloodline, designed not for tournaments 
but for battlefield execution. 

 

 

The crowd gasped as Aric’s sword drove straight toward Soren’s throat, a direct 
violation of tournament etiquette. The herald stepped forward, then hesitated, 
glancing toward the Lanther gallery where Lord Lanther’s cold stare promised 
consequences for interference. 

 

 

The shard against Soren’s chest went from cold to burning in an instant. Time 
seemed to slow, the world narrowing to the gleaming point approaching his throat 

with inexorable precision. 

 

 

 

 

’Deflect left,’ Valenna commanded, her voice like steel against stone. ’Then take the 
opening. End him.’ 

 

 

 

 

Soren twisted, bringing his blade up in a desperate parry that sent Aric’s sword 
scraping past his ear. The heir’s momentum carried him forward, off-balance and 
exposed. In that heartbeat of vulnerability, Soren saw a dozen possible counters—

each one potentially lethal. 



 

 

The shard burned against his skin. ’Now,’ Valenna insisted. ’He forfeited mercy 

when he aimed for your throat.’ 

 

 

 

 

Instead, Soren executed the technique Kaelor had drilled into him during those 
painful days after their return, deflect then counter, a sequence designed to disable 

without killing. His blade moved with a precision that felt beyond his own skill, 
opening Aric’s defense like petals unfurling. 

 

 

The final strike caught Aric across the chest, the force sending him crashing 
backward into the sand. Blood bloomed across his torso, staining the tournament 
ground crimson. 

 

 

Silence fell over the arena, absolute and suffocating. 

 

 

Aric lay motionless, his sword fallen from nerveless fingers. Blood pooled beneath 
him, turning the sand from gold to dark red. He still breathed, Soren could see the 
shallow rise and fall of his chest, but the wound was severe, far beyond what 
tournament combat typically produced. 

 

 

The herald stepped forward, face pale beneath his ceremonial makeup. "Victory," he 
announced, voice unsteady, "to Soren Thorne, Blade of House Velrane." 
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No applause followed. The nobles remained frozen, the implications of what they’d 
witnessed still unfolding in their calculating minds. Then, from the common folk 
pressed against the outer barriers, a cheer erupted, tentative at first, then 
swelling into a roar that echoed between the stone buildings surrounding the 
tournament grounds. 

 

 

"The street rat won!" someone shouted, voice carrying above the growing din. 
"Showed the noble what real fighting looks like!" 

 

 

Soren stood motionless as healers rushed forward to attend to Aric. The shard 

against his chest had gone cold again, Valenna’s presence receding like a tide 
pulling back from shore. His arms felt leaden, muscles trembling with the 
aftermath of combat and adrenaline. 

 

 

From the Lanther gallery came shouts of protest. "Dishonorable conduct!" Lord 
Lanther bellowed, face contorted with fresh grief and rage. "The street rat 
probably employed forbidden techniques! He should be disqualified!" 

 

 

His supporters took up the cry, demanding intervention from the tournament 
judges. But their objections faltered against the unmistakable fact that Aric had 
been the first to violate the rules with his killing strike. 

 

 



The crowd’s cheering grew louder, drowning out the nobles’ protests. Common 
folk who had never been permitted inside the tournament grounds proper pressed 
harder against the barriers, their faces alight with vicarious triumph. 

 

 

A street-born nobody had humiliated a noble heir in public combat, the story 
would spread through Northaven’s lower quarters before nightfall. 

 

 

Soren looked up at the galleries, taking in the nobles’ reactions. Lord Lanther’s 
face had gone from rage to something colder, more dangerous, the look of a man 
calculating vengeance beyond the tournament’s boundaries. 

 

 

The Dravien contingent whispered urgently among themselves, reassessing House 

Velrane’s position in light of their champion’s unexpected prowess. 

 

 

Lord Callen remained seated, unmoved by either the victory or the controversy it 
sparked. Those pale, merciless eyes revealed nothing of his thoughts, though one 
finger tapped against the railing in a rhythm that might have indicated 
satisfaction. 

 

 

Beside him, Ayren’s smile had widened, perfect white teeth gleaming in the 

midday sun. He leaned toward a Trescan noble, whispering something that made 
the man’s eyes widen with alarm. Everything about his posture suggested a man 
watching plans unfold exactly as anticipated. 

 

 



As servants moved forward to prepare the ring for the next match, Soren made his 
way toward the exit. Blood trickled down his cheek from the cut Aric had landed 
early in their exchange. His muscles ached. His lungs burned with each breath. 

 

 

Yet he walked with his spine straight, aware of how every eye followed his 
movement. 

 

 

’You see?’ Valenna whispered as he passed through the gate that separated 
combatants from spectators. ’They will fear you now.’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Soren didn’t answer. He could feel the weight of what had just occurred settling 

across his shoulders, the political significance, the shifting alliances, the enemies 
made and calculations altered. 

 

 

He had entered the ring as Veyr’s questionable choice, a survivor marked by 
suspicion. He left it as something else entirely. 

 

 

A weapon. A liability. A piece on the game board that had just revealed unexpected 
value. 

 

 



Kaelor waited at the preparation area, his scarred face unreadable as Soren 
approached. The Swordmaster said nothing, merely inclining his head in 
acknowledgment of what had been accomplished. No praise, no criticism, just the 
silent recognition that something had changed irrevocably. 

 

 

Behind him, Soren could hear the herald announcing the next match, the tournament 
grinding forward as if nothing extraordinary had occurred. But the whispers 
followed him, sharper now, more urgent. 

 

 

"—moves like a soldier, not a squire—" 

 

 

"—dangerous to all houses now—" 

 

 

"—Velrane’s new blade cuts deep—" 

 

 

He cleaned his sword methodically, wiping Aric’s blood from the steel with practiced 
movements. The shard against his chest pulsed once more, a final acknowledgment 
before going silent. 

 

 

Bloodied but unbroken, Soren prepared to face whatever consequences his victory 
had set in motion. The real battle, he knew he knew, was only beginning. 

 

 



 

 

The preparation area felt like a tomb compared to the roaring crowd beyond. Soren 

sat on a rough wooden bench, methodically cleaning his blade while his hands 
refused to stop trembling. 

 

 

The steel gleamed as he wiped away the last traces of Aric’s blood, each stroke of 
the cloth a meditation against the chaos churning in his mind. 

 

 

 

 

’You fought well,’ Valenna whispered, her presence a cold whisper against his 
thoughts. ’They saw strength where they expected weakness.’ 

 

 

Kaelor approached, his scarred face bearing the same impassive expression he 

wore during training. The Swordmaster’s single eye assessed Soren with clinical 
detachment, taking in the cut on his cheek, the tension in his shoulders, the way 
his breathing hadn’t quite returned to normal. 

 

 

"Clean hit," Kaelor said finally. "Though you telegraphed the counter-thrust. A 
better opponent would have caught it." 

 

 

Soren looked up, surprised by the criticism. "I won." 

 

 



"You survived," Kaelor corrected. "Different thing entirely." The Swordmaster’s 
gaze flicked toward the arena, where servants scraped sand over the bloodstains 
left by their match. 

 

 

"Lanther’s boy fought like a man possessed. Made him predictable. Next time, you 
might face someone who keeps his head." 

 

 

The weight of those words settled into Soren’s bones. Next time. Because there 
would be a next time, wouldn’t there? The tournament continued, and with it, the 
political machinations that had orchestrated this entire spectacle. 

 

 

A shadow fell across the entrance to the preparation area. Soren looked up to find 

Veyr standing there, his pale features unreadable in the dim light. The heir moved 
with his usual careful grace, though something in his posture suggested 

satisfaction. 

 

 

"My father wishes to speak with you," Veyr said, his voice carrying that familiar 
note of detached authority. "Immediately." 

 

 

Soren’s stomach tightened. He sheathed his cleaned blade and rose, muscles 

protesting after the extended combat. The cut on his cheek had stopped bleeding, 
though it still stung when he moved his jaw. 

 

 

Kaelor’s hand fell on his shoulder as he passed. "Remember what I taught you 

about reading the room," the Swordmaster murmured. "Applies to more than just 
combat." 



 

 

The corridors leading to Lord Callen’s private chambers felt longer than usual, 

each step echoing with ominous finality. Servants pressed themselves against the 
walls as they passed, eyes downcast but clearly straining to catch glimpses of the 
champion who had just bloodied a noble heir in public combat. 

 

 

Veyr said nothing during their walk, though Soren caught him glancing sideways 
with what might have been approval. The silence stretched between them, heavy 
with unspoken calculations. 

 

 

They reached the familiar doors of polished oak and black iron. 
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The wolf-head handles were cold beneath Soren’s fingers as he pushed open the 

heavy doors to Lord Callen’s private chamber. 

 

 

Not the grand gallery where nobles were received, but a smaller, more intimate 
space where true power resided. The air inside tasted different, drier, older, as if 

the very atmosphere had been curated to Callen’s exacting specifications. 

 

 

Lord Callen Dathen Velrane sat behind a massive desk of polished obsidian, its 
surface reflecting the pale light from narrow windows like black water. 



 

 

He didn’t rise as Soren entered. Didn’t speak. Didn’t acknowledge his presence 

beyond the weight of those pale gray eyes that tracked his movement with 
predatory focus. 

 

 

Papers lay in precise stacks before him, untouched. A crystal decanter of wine 
stood nearby, not a single drop poured. Everything waited in perfect stillness, as if 
the room itself held its breath. 

 

 

Veyr closed the doors behind them with a sound like a tomb sealing shut, then 
took position near the wall. His face revealed nothing as he nodded for Soren to 
approach the desk alone. 

 

 

The cut on Soren’s cheek throbbed as he crossed the immaculate carpet, each step 
echoing in the silence. Blood had dried along his jawline, itching as it flaked away. 
His muscles ached from combat, from tension, from the effort of appearing 
steadier than he felt. 

 

 

He stopped at what seemed a respectful distance, neither too close to presume 
familiarity nor too far to suggest fear. 

 

 

Lord Callen said nothing. 

 

 



Seconds stretched into a full minute, then two. The silence pressed against Soren’s 
ears until he could hear his own heartbeat, too fast despite his efforts to remain 
calm. The shard against his chest remained cold and silent, Valenna withdrawn as 
she often was in Callen’s presence. 

 

 

’He wants me to speak first,’ Soren realized. ’To show weakness.’ 

 

 

 

 

He kept his mouth closed, his posture straight despite the exhaustion threatening to 
buckle his knees. 

 

 

When Callen finally spoke, his voice cut through the silence with the precision of a 

surgeon’s blade. 

 

 

"You won." 

 

 

Two words, delivered without inflection. Neither praise nor accusation—merely 
acknowledgment of fact. 

 

 

 

 

"Yes, my lord," Soren replied, keeping his voice level. 



 

 

Callen’s fingers tapped once against the obsidian surface, the sound unnaturally 

loud in the chamber’s stillness. "I watched with interest," he continued, each word 
measured and deliberate. "You adapted when Lanther abandoned tournament form. 
Your footwork improved when pressed. Your counter to his killing sequence was... 
unexpected." 

 

 

The words sounded almost like praise, yet Soren felt tension building rather than 
easing. This was assessment, not approval. 

 

 

"However." Callen leaned forward slightly, those pale eyes narrowing. "Your guard 
dropped after the third exchange, twice. You telegraphed your intent before the 
shoulder strike. Your balance shifted visibly before each offensive sequence." 

 

 

Each observation struck with the force of physical blows. Soren hadn’t even noticed 
these flaws himself, yet Callen had catalogued them with clinical precision. 

 

 

"You survived because Aric lost his composure," Callen continued, voice cooling 
further. "Against a cooler opponent, you would be carried out in pieces." 

 

 

The truth of those words settled into Soren’s bones. Aric had fought with rage 
rather than skill. Had abandoned technique for emotion. Had made himself 
vulnerable through his own fury. 

 

 



"Do you understand what happened today?" Callen asked, though the question 
clearly required no answer. "You think you fought one boy in that ring? No. You 
fought every gaze in those galleries. And they all drew their conclusions." 

 

 

He rose from his chair with fluid grace that belied his years, moving to the window 
where pale afternoon light cast his profile in stark relief against the darker chamber. 

 

 

"House Lanther will not forgive this humiliation," he said, looking out over 
Northaven’s spires rather than at Soren. "Their heir lies bleeding while their name 
becomes a jest in the lower quarters. They will seek retribution... not in the ring, 
but through more... permanent means." 

 

 

The implications sent a chill down Soren’s spine. He had known there would be 
consequences beyond the tournament, but hearing Callen state them so plainly made 

them suddenly, terribly real. 

 

 

"The other houses have recalculated their assessments," Callen continued. "Dravien 
sees a potential threat to neutralize. Trescan sees a weapon to potentially acquire. 
Karvath sees a commoner who forgot his place." He turned back to face Soren, his 
expression unchanged. "And Ashgard sees something they cannot yet categorize, 
which makes you most dangerous to them of all." 

 

 

Soren’s mouth had gone dry. The political landscape Callen described extended far 
beyond the tournament’s boundaries, beyond anything he had been prepared to 
navigate. 

 

 



"I didn’t—" he began, then stopped himself. Excuses would only confirm Callen’s 
worst assessments. 

 

 

"You didn’t consider the implications," Callen finished for him, the words like ice. 

"Because you still think like a street person rather than a Velrane blade." 

 

 

He returned to his desk, each step measured and deliberate. When he spoke again, 
his voice had dropped to a register that somehow carried more threat than any 
shout could have. 

 

 

"Let me be perfectly clear, Soren Thorne. You are not free. You were not free when 
my son found you in that gutter, and you are not free now. You are Velrane’s Blade, 

nothing more, nothing less. Your victories belong to this house. Your failures reflect 
upon us all." 

 

 

The shard against Soren’s chest pulsed once, cold as midwinter frost. ’The wolf 
shows his teeth,’ Valenna whispered, breaking her silence. ’Listen carefully to what 
follows.’ 

 

 

 

 

"If you falter," Callen continued, "if you dishonor this house, if you overstep the 
boundaries I have established, I will end you myself. Not in anger. Not in haste. But 
with the same deliberation with which I would discard any broken tool." 

 

 



The threat landed without drama, without emphasis, simply a statement of fact as 
immutable as sunrise. 

 

 

"However." Something shifted in Callen’s expression, not softening, but 

recalibrating. "If you prove yourself worthy of the name you bear, you may yet 
become more than a gutter-born liability. You may become an asset worth the 
investment we have made." 

 

 

The chamber doors opened without warning, the sound startling in the tense silence. 
Ayren Velrane stepped inside, his movement so fluid it seemed almost 
choreographed. 
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Unlike his father’s austere blacks, Ayren wore a coat of midnight blue with subtle 
silver embroidery along the high collar, understated yet clearly costly. 

 

 

"Ah, the champion returns," Ayren remarked, his voice carrying that familiar note 
of cultured amusement. "Bloodied but unbowed. Most impressive, Soren." 

 

 

Callen’s expression tightened almost imperceptibly at the interruption. "This is a 
private conversation, Ayren." 

 

 



"Is it?" Ayren’s perfect eyebrow arched as he moved further into the chamber. "I 
thought it was a performance review of our newest asset. Surely that concerns all 
Velranes, particularly after such a... spectacular demonstration." 

 

 

He circled Soren with the practiced ease of a courtier, though his amethyst eyes 
held none of the warmth his smile suggested. "The nobles are positively quivering 
with indignation," he continued. "A street rat humiliating an heir in public 
combat? Delicious. Exactly the sort of disruption the stagnant houses need." 

 

 

"Disruption is not our goal," Callen replied, his voice cooling further. "Control is." 

 

 

"Control through disruption, surely," Ayren countered, stopping beside Soren with 

casual precision. "The old structures have grown complacent. Sometimes they 
require a shock to remember their vulnerability." 

 

 

Soren stood caught between them, physically and philosophically. Callen’s vision 
of controlled power versus Ayren’s deliberate chaos. The established order versus 
calculated disruption. Each seeing him as a tool for their particular vision. 

 

 

The shard pulsed against his chest, neither warm nor cold now, simply present, 

observing. 

 

 

"Regardless," Callen said, cutting through the tension with practiced authority, 
"the point remains. Soren’s victory today has altered his position within the 

tournament and within Northaven’s political landscape. His next matches will 
draw even greater scrutiny." 



 

 

He rose to his full height, impressive even without effort. "You are Velrane’s 

Blade," he said, addressing Soren directly once more. "Nothing else. Nothing 
more. Remember that when you stand in the sand again." 

 

 

The dismissal was clear, absolute. Soren inclined his head in acknowledgment, 
recognizing both the command and the warning it contained. 

 

 

As he turned to leave, Ayren’s hand brushed his shoulder, a touch so light it might 
have been accidental, yet it carried an unmistakable message. An alliance offered. 
A different path suggested. 

 

 

The chamber doors closed behind him with ominous finality. Outside, the corridor 
stretched empty in both directions, torchlight casting his shadow long and 
distorted against the stone floor. From the distant tournament grounds came the 
muffled roar of the crowd as another match reached its conclusion. 

 

 

Kaelor waited at the corridor’s end, wordless but watchful. The Swordmaster’s 
scarred face revealed nothing of his thoughts, though his single eye tracked 
Soren’s approach with careful assessment. 

 

 

"Next bout’s been announced," Kaelor said without preamble. "Karvath’s second 
champion. Formal techniques, traditional forms. Different from Lanther’s boy." 

 

 



The herald’s voice carried faintly from the arena, announcing scores and 
bracketing for the afternoon matches. The tournament ground forward, relentless 
as time itself. 

 

 

Soren straightened his shoulders despite the ache that had settled into every 
muscle. The cut on his cheek still stung, a constant reminder of how close Aric had 
come. Of how much closer the next opponent might get. 

 

 

The wolf’s shadow stretched long behind him as he followed Kaelor back toward 
the arena. Not free. Not his own. But alive, for now. And perhaps, if he was 
careful, becoming something more than just a blade to be wielded. 

 

 

Perhaps. 

 

 

The shard pulsed once more as they walked, cold enough to make him shiver 
despite the warm afternoon air. Valenna’s presence stirred, alert and calculating. 

 

 

’The younger wolf offers different chains,’ she whispered, her voice like winter 
wind through bare branches. ’Pretty ones. Still chains.’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Soren touched the cut on his cheek, feeling dried blood flake away beneath his 
fingertips. The wound would heal, but the memory of Aric’s blade sliding past his 
guard would linger. Next time, as Kaelor had warned, he might not be so fortunate. 

 

 

They reached the preparation area to find it bustling with activity. Knights from 
various houses tended their equipment while squires scurried between them 
carrying messages, oil for leather, whetstones for steel. 

 

 

The atmosphere crackled with nervous energy as competitors prepared for afternoon 
matches. 

 

 

Several conversations died as Soren entered. Eyes tracked his movement, some 

curious, others calculating, a few openly hostile. Word of his victory had spread 
quickly through the noble contingents. 

 

 

"The Karvath knight," Kaelor said, settling onto a bench with a grimace that spoke 
of healing wounds still tender, "fights like his grandfather did. Old school. Formal 
sequences, traditional guards. He’ll expect you to match his courtesy." 

 

 

Soren nodded, though his mind remained fixed on Callen’s words. ’You are not 

free.’ The simple statement had carved itself into his thoughts like a blade through 
flesh. He had known, intellectually, that his position came with obligations. But 
hearing it stated so plainly, so coldly, made the reality impossible to ignore. 

 

 

A commotion near the entrance drew his attention. Two Trescan knights had 
cornered a young squire, their voices pitched low but their postures aggressive. The 



boy’s eyes darted toward Soren, wide with something that might have been fear or 
recognition. 

 

 

"—tell your master," one of the knights was saying, "that Velrane’s pet has made 

enemies today. Remind him that tournaments end, but grudges endure." 

 

 

The squire nodded frantically before fleeing toward the Dravien section. The Trescan 
knights watched him go, then turned their attention to Soren with undisguised 
malice. 

 

 

’They move quickly,’ Valenna observed. ’Already forming alliances against you.’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Soren kept his face carefully neutral as he checked his sword’s edge. The steel 
gleamed, unmarked by its earlier use. He had cleaned it thoroughly, but somehow it 
felt different now, heavier with the weight of what it had accomplished. 

 

 

"Ignore them," Kaelor muttered, though his single eye tracked the Trescan knights’ 
movement. "They’re trying to get in your head before the next match." 

 

 

But the damage was already done. Soren could feel the shift in the room’s 
atmosphere, subtle but unmistakable. Where before he had been merely another 



competitor, now he represented something more dangerous. A disruption to the 
established order. 

 

 

The whispers spread through the preparation area like poison in still water. Soren 

could feel the weight of hostile stares pressing against his back as he adjusted his 
sword belt, checking the leather for any signs of wear from the morning’s combat. 

 

 

Each buckle, each strap, all of it suddenly felt critical, as if his life might depend on 
equipment he’d taken for granted hours before. 

 

 

"Second match begins in ten minutes," a herald announced from the arena entrance. 
"Ser Marcus of House Karvath against Soren Thorne of House Velrane." 

 

 

The formal announcement sent another ripple of tension through the gathered 
knights. Soren caught fragments of hushed conversations, each word sharp as 
broken glass. 

 

 

"—lucky against Lanther, but Karvath’s different—" 

 

 

"—trained by the old masters, traditional forms—" 

 

 

"—put the street rat in his place—" 
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The crowd’s energy had changed, palpable as a storm front. Soren felt it as he 

stepped into the arena for his second match, no longer the chaotic bloodlust that 
had fueled his bout with Aric, but something more calculated. 

 

 

More watchful. 

 

 

A collective intake of breath that seemed to pull the very air from his lungs. 

 

 

Sand shifted beneath his boots as he approached the center of the ring. The cut on 
his cheek from the previous match had barely begun to scab, still stinging when he 
turned his head too quickly. 

 

 

Every muscle in his body protested the morning’s exertion, but he kept his spine 
straight, aware of how weakness would be noted and exploited. 

 

 

In the galleries above, nobles leaned forward in their seats, heads tilted together 
in urgent conversation. 

 

 



Coins changed hands openly, wagers placed not just on the outcome but on specific 
moments. How long before first blood. Whether a commoner could stand against 
proper technique. If Soren’s victory against Lanther had been mere luck. 

 

 

’They expect you to fail,’ Soren thought, scanning the sea of skeptical faces. ’They 
need you to fail.’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The shard against his chest pulsed cold agreement. Valenna remained silent, but 
her presence sharpened like a blade being drawn. 

 

 

Lord Callen watched from the Velrane gallery, his tall figure impossibly still amid 

the shifting crowd. Those pale, merciless eyes revealed nothing of his thoughts as 
he observed his house’s unexpected champion. 

 

 

Beside him, Ayren leaned against the railing with casual elegance, his perfect 
mouth curved in a smile that suggested he alone understood the true stakes of this 
match. 

 

 

The Lanther section seethed with barely contained fury. Lord Lanther himself sat 

rigidly upright, his grief-hollowed face twisted with anticipation. The empty seat 
beside him, where Aric should have been, stood as a silent accusation. 

 

 



"Ser Marcus of House Karvath!" the herald announced, his voice carrying across 
the hushed arena. 

 

 

The knight who stepped forward embodied everything Soren was not. Tall and 

broad-shouldered, Marcus moved with the absolute confidence of someone who 
had never questioned his place in the world. 

 

 

His armor gleamed in the afternoon sun, each plate polished to mirror brightness. 
The Karvath sunburst had been etched into his breastplate with painstaking detail, 
gold inlay catching the light with every movement. 

 

 

Even his sword looked ceremonial rather than functional, the hilt wrapped in 

green leather that matched his house colors, the guard elaborately worked with 
patterns that must have taken a master smith months to complete. 

 

 

But it was his face that caught Soren’s attention. Square-jawed and classically 
handsome, with deep-set brown eyes beneath a strong brow, Marcus carried 
himself with quiet dignity rather than Aric’s raw aggression. 

 

 

His short-cropped blond hair and neatly trimmed beard framed features that 

seemed carved from nobility’s ideal. 

 

 

When he reached the center of the ring, Marcus executed a formal salute with 
flawless precision, blade raised, then lowered in a perfect arc that acknowledged 

his opponent while subtly emphasizing the gulf in their training. 



 

 

The movement carried unmistakable message: This is how a true knight behaves. 

This is the tradition you lack. 

 

 

The crowd murmured approval. This was what they expected from their nobles, 

grace, discipline, adherence to forms passed down through generations. 

 

 

Soren returned the gesture with his own rough approximation, aware of how 
inadequate it must appear in comparison. 

 

 

He had never been taught these courtly movements, these silent declarations of 
status and belonging. His bow was functional rather than elegant, honest rather 

than performative. 

 

 

The contrast couldn’t have been more deliberate. Every eye in the arena saw it, 
understood it, judged it according to their place in Northaven’s rigid hierarchy. 

 

 

"Begin!" the herald called, stepping back from the ring’s center. 

 

 

Marcus moved with the fluid grace of someone who had trained in these 
movements since childhood. His opening stance was textbook perfection, weight 
distributed evenly, blade angled to protect vital areas while threatening multiple 

lines of attack. Nothing wasted, nothing excessive. 



 

 

Soren settled into his own guard, the stance Kaelor had beaten into him through 

endless brutal drills. It felt clumsy by comparison, a poor imitation of nobility’s 
refined technique. 

 

 

Their blades met with the clear ring of quality steel. Marcus tested with a probe 
toward Soren’s left side, then smoothly transitioned to a feint at his shoulder, 
basic sequences taught to every noble son, executed with mechanical precision. 

 

 

Soren parried each movement, but found himself constantly on the defensive. 
Every counter he attempted was anticipated, every gap he sought was closed 
before he could exploit it. Marcus fought like a man who had memorized every 
possible exchange, every potential sequence. 

 

 

"See?" someone called from the crowd. "The street rat can’t match proper 
training!" 

 

 

The comment drew appreciative laughter from the noble galleries. Soren felt heat 
rising in his throat as he retreated from another perfectly executed combination. 
His improvisational style that had confounded Aric seemed useless against 
Marcus’s disciplined approach. 

 

 

Marcus pressed forward, his movements economical and precise. He maintained 
perfect distance, never overextending, never allowing emotion to disrupt his 
technique. His blade seemed to find every weakness in Soren’s guard, testing, 

probing, punishing each lapse with painful efficiency. 



 

 

A quick thrust slipped past Soren’s defense, opening a thin line across his forearm. 

First blood. The crowd roared approval as crimson droplets spattered the sand. 

 

 

"Form over fury," Marcus remarked as they circled each other, his voice carrying 

just enough to be heard by Soren alone. "Discipline over desperation. This is how 
true combat is conducted." 

 

 

Soren wiped sweat from his brow, forcing himself to breathe evenly despite the 
growing tightness in his chest. Every exchange left him more frustrated, more 
aware of the gap between street-learned survival and generations of formalized 
training. 

 

 

The shard against his chest suddenly flared cold, Valenna’s presence surging 
forward after her unusual silence. 

 

 

’He is a fortress,’ she whispered, her voice cutting through his mounting 
frustration. ’Do not break it. Find the cracks.’ 

 

 

 

 

Soren circled to his right, studying Marcus with new awareness. The knight’s 

technique was flawless, but it was also predictable. Each movement followed 
established patterns, each response drawn from centuries of formalized combat. 
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’Stop trying to match him,’ Valenna continued, her voice sharpening. ’You are not 
him. You never will be. Use what you are.’ 

 

 

 

 

Marcus launched another textbook attack, blade moving through the precise 
sequence that had been drilled into noble sons for generations. 

 

 

Soren recognized it from Kaelor’s training, the Emerald Path, a Karvath specialty 
designed to force opponents into increasingly disadvantageous positions. 

 

 

Instead of attempting to counter with equally formal technique, Soren dropped his 
shoulder and pivoted awkwardly, deliberately breaking form. His blade came up in 
a choppy, inelegant movement that no swordmaster would ever teach. 

 

 

Marcus’s perfect rhythm faltered for just a heartbeat as he encountered a response 
outside his extensive training. His blade missed its mark by inches, cutting air 
where Soren should have been according to proper form. 

 

 



The crowd’s murmur shifted, notes of surprise entering the collective voice. This 
wasn’t how tournament combat was supposed to proceed. This wasn’t the elegant 
dance of traditional swordplay. 

 

 

Soren pressed the advantage, abandoning everything Kaelor had taught him about 
noble forms. Instead, he moved with the sharp, unpredictable rhythm of back-alley 
fights where survival mattered more than style. 

 

 

His footwork became deliberately erratic, his strikes coming from odd angles that 
violated every principle of formal swordplay. 

 

 

Marcus adjusted, but his movements grew less fluid as he was forced to improvise 

beyond his training. The perfect machine of his technique began to show small 
hesitations, tiny gaps between what he expected and what he encountered. 

 

 

"What are you doing?" Marcus hissed during a brief blade-lock, genuine confusion 
crossing his handsome features. "This isn’t proper combat." 

 

 

Soren didn’t waste breath on response. He disengaged and slashed low, a street 
fighter’s move targeting the knee rather than the more honorable chest or 

shoulder. 

 

 

Marcus barely blocked in time, his expression hardening as he recognized the 
deliberate transgression of tournament etiquette. 



 

 

The fight grew messier, uglier. Sand kicked up around their boots as Soren 

abandoned the clean footwork of formal training for the scrambling, off-balance 
movements of someone fighting for their life rather than points. 

 

 

His blade no longer traced elegant arcs through the air but moved in jagged, 
unpredictable patterns. 

 

 

Marcus was forced to respond in kind, stepping outside the perfect forms that had 
defined his training. His face flushed with growing frustration as techniques that 
had served him through countless tournaments proved increasingly inadequate 
against Soren’s chaotic approach. 

 

 

Between exchanges, as they circled each other in the ring’s center, Marcus spoke 
again, not with Aric’s blind hatred, but with the cold superiority of someone 
defending an established order. 

 

 

"You shame the tournament with your gutter tricks," he said, voice pitched to 
carry no further than Soren’s ears. "Nobility must remain untainted by such 
methods." 

 

 

The words carried more than personal insult, they echoed House Karvath’s 
fundamental ideology. Tradition. Order. Preservation of the old ways against the 
corruption of innovation. 

 

 



Soren recognized it for what it was: not just a duel of blades but of worldviews. 
The established hierarchy against the disruptive outsider. Form against function. 
Rules against survival. 

 

 

Marcus reset his stance and launched into his most impressive sequence yet, a 
flawless disarm technique that moved through eight precise positions with 
machine-like efficiency. His blade became a silver blur as it sought the perfect 
angle to twist Soren’s weapon from his grip. 

 

 

For a heartbeat, it nearly succeeded. Soren felt his sword almost leave his hand, 
his wrist bending painfully against the leverage of Marcus’s perfect technique. 

 

 

The shard against his chest pulsed with sudden urgency. ’Lower,’ Valenna 
commanded, her voice sharp as breaking ice. ’Uglier. Sharper. He expects honor, 

show him survival instead.’ 

 

 

 

 

Instead of resisting the disarm directly, Soren rolled with the momentum, dropping 
to one knee in a movement no swordmaster would ever teach. The unexpected 
change in elevation disrupted Marcus’s perfect sequence, leaving him overextended 
for a crucial moment. 

 

 

Soren’s counterstrike came from below, blade slashing toward the unprotected area 
where Marcus’s thigh armor met his hip, a target considered dishonorable in 
tournament combat, where above-the-waist strikes were the gentlemanly norm. 



 

 

The crowd gasped collectively as Marcus barely twisted away, the blade missing his 

leg by a finger’s width. The near violation of tournament etiquette sent a shock 
wave through the noble galleries. Whispers erupted, scandalized and thrilled in 
equal measure. 

 

 

"Disgraceful!" 

 

 

"No better than a common brawler!" 

 

 

"This is what happens when we allow street rats in our tournaments!" 

 

 

 

 

But beneath the outrage, Soren caught something else, a current of excitement from 
the common folk pressed against the outer barriers. 

 

 

They watched with growing enthusiasm as formal combat gave way to something 
more primal, more honest. 

 

 

Marcus’s perfect composure finally cracked. His next attacks came faster, harder, 
tinged with the frustration of someone whose lifelong training suddenly proved 

inadequate. 



 

 

His timing faltered as he attempted to anticipate Soren’s unpredictable rhythm, his 

blade sometimes arriving a heartbeat too early or too late. 

 

 

"You cannot win this way," Marcus insisted between exchanges, genuine conviction 

in his voice. "This isn’t how it’s done." 

 

 

Soren’s ears rang with the crowd’s jeers. The frustration in Marcus’s voice tugged at 
something in his memory, Kaelor’s lessons on the training yard, months ago. 

 

 

"Proper knights rely on patterns," the Swordmaster had growled. "When patterns 
fail, they falter. Bait. Deflect. Counter. Three steps that kill the perfect knight." 

 

 

The words crystallized in Soren’s mind with sudden clarity. He retreated two steps, 
deliberately opening his guard on the right side, a weakness Marcus had exploited 
twice already. 

 

 

The bait. 

 

 

Marcus’s eyes narrowed, recognizing the opportunity. His blade lashed out with 
textbook precision, targeting the gap in Soren’s defense. The knight’s weight shifted 
forward, commitment absolute as he drove toward what appeared to be a 

guaranteed hit. 



 

 

The deflect. 

 

 

Soren pivoted, not meeting the force directly but redirecting it with a rough circular 
parry that no swordmaster would ever teach. Marcus’s perfect strike slid past him, 

the momentum carrying the knight slightly off-balance. 

 

 

The counter. 

 

 

Without hesitation, Soren drove forward. His blade moved not in the elegant arc of 
tournament combat but in the brutal, direct thrust of someone who had learned 
fighting as survival rather than sport. 
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Steel found the narrow gap between armor plates at Marcus’s side, sliding deep 
with a sound like wet cloth tearing. 

 

 

Blood bloomed instantly, vibrant crimson against polished steel. Marcus’s eyes 
widened in shock rather than pain, disbelief written across his handsome features 
as he staggered back. His sword arm dropped, the perfect form finally broken. 



 

 

Silence fell over the arena, absolute and suffocating. 

 

 

Marcus looked down at the wound, then back at Soren. His mouth opened as if to 
speak, but no words emerged. Instead, he sank to one knee, sword point driving 

into the sand for support as blood soaked his green surcoat. 

 

 

The herald stepped forward, face pale beneath his ceremonial makeup. "Victory," 
he announced, voice unsteady, "to Soren Thorne, Blade of House Velrane." 

 

 

The arena erupted into chaos. 

 

 

From the common folk pressed against the outer barriers came a roar of approval 
that shook the tournament grounds. They stamped their feet and pounded fists 
against the wooden barricades, faces alight with vicarious triumph. 

 

 

"The gutter rat did it again!" someone shouted, voice carrying above the din. 

 

 

"Showed them fancy knights what real fighting looks like!" another added. 

 

 



But from the noble galleries came a very different response. Hisses and mutters 
rippled through the elevated seating, faces contorted with disgust barely concealed 
behind raised hands. 

 

 

"Disgraceful display—" 

 

 

"—no concept of honor—" 

 

 

"—shouldn’t be permitted in civilized combat—" 

 

 

The Karvath section sat in rigid silence, their emerald banners hanging limp in the 

afternoon heat. Lord Karvath himself had gone pale beneath his carefully trimmed 
beard, fingers white-knuckled against the wooden railing as healers rushed to 
attend his fallen champion. 

 

 

Soren’s gaze moved to the Velrane gallery, where Lord Callen sat unmoved by the 
chaos erupting around him. Those pale, merciless eyes tracked every detail of the 
aftermath, missing nothing as he assessed the political implications unfolding 
below. 

 

 

His expression revealed nothing of his thoughts, neither approval nor 
disappointment, merely cold calculation. 

 

 



Beside him, Ayren brought his hands together once in slow, deliberate applause. 
The mocking gesture drew sharp glances from nearby nobles, but Ayren merely 
smiled, perfect teeth gleaming in the afternoon sun. 

 

 

Healers swarmed the ring, their blue robes fluttering as they surrounded Marcus. 
The knight had gone alarmingly pale, blood pooling beneath him in the sand. 

 

 

The wound was deeper than Soren had intended, not lethal, but serious enough to 
end more than just this match. 

 

 

The herald gestured for Soren to exit the ring. He moved toward the gate on 
unsteady legs, the aftermath of combat leaving him light-headed and hollow. 

Every muscle trembled with spent adrenaline. The cut on his cheek from his 
earlier match stung afresh as sweat trickled into it. 

 

 

As he passed through the competitor’s gate, whispers followed him—louder now, 
more urgent than before. 

 

 

"—not luck after all—" 

 

 

"—uncivilized but effective—" 

 

 

"—Velrane has loosed a wolf among us—" 



 

 

Soren wiped blood from his blade with mechanical movements, his mind still 

caught in the ring. The decisive strike replayed itself behind his eyes, not the 
elegant killing techniques Kaelor had demonstrated, but something cruder, more 
direct. More honest. 

 

 

Kaelor waited in the preparation area, his scarred face unreadable as Soren 
approached. The Swordmaster studied him with narrowed eye, taking in the fresh 
cut on his arm, the exhaustion evident in every line of his body. 

 

 

"Better," Kaelor said gruffly. "Cleaner than last time." He stepped closer, voice 
dropping so only Soren could hear. "But you still show too much. Next time, hide 
your hand until you cut." 

 

 

The criticism stung, though Soren knew it was deserved. He had telegraphed his 
intentions, had shown his approach too early. Against a more adaptable opponent, 
it might have proven fatal. 

 

 

"The Trescan champion watches you," Kaelor added, nodding toward a tall figure 
observing from the shadows. "He’s already adjusting his strategy based on what 
he’s seen." 

 

 

Soren followed his gaze to where a knight in crimson stood, arms crossed as he 
studied the aftermath in the ring. The man’s dark eyes caught Soren’s for a 
moment, assessing and calculating before he turned away. 



 

 

The tournament would continue. More opponents would come. But something had 

shifted fundamentally in how they would approach him. No longer an anomaly, a 
street rat who had gotten lucky against a grief-maddened opponent. Now he 
represented something more dangerous, a disruption to the established order, a 
threat to generations of formalized combat. 

 

 

The shard against his chest pulsed cold as Soren cleaned his blade. Valenna’s 
presence sharpened, her voice like winter wind through dead branches. 

 

 

"They hate you more with each victory," she whispered. "Good. Hatred sharpens 
the blade." 

 

 

Soren sheathed his sword, feeling the weight of every eye in the preparation area 
upon him. Knights from noble houses who had dismissed him that morning now 
watched with wary calculation, reassessing their approach should they face him in 
later rounds. 

 

 

He had become the storm rather than the lightning strike, not a momentary 
disruption but a gathering force that threatened everything they understood about 
their carefully ordered world. 

 

 

The tournament horn sounded, announcing the next match. Life continued, 
relentless as the tide. But beneath it all, Soren felt something shifting, not just in 
how others saw him, but in how he saw himself. 



 

 

No longer just surviving. Beginning, perhaps, to become something more. The 

preparation area felt like a tomb after the arena’s chaos. Soren slumped onto a 
rough wooden bench, his sword laid across his knees as he stared at the steel that 
had twice now tasted noble blood. 

 

 

The blade looked ordinary, plain crossguard, worn leather grip, no ornamentation 
to mark it as special. Yet it had carved through armor and reputation alike. 

 

 

His hands wouldn’t stop shaking. 

 

 

’Two victories,’ he thought, flexing fingers that felt disconnected from his 

body. ’Two enemies made.’ 

 

 

 

 

The cut on his arm stung where Marcus’s blade had found its mark, a thin line that 
would scar to match the others he’d collected. Sweat cooled on his skin, leaving him 
chilled despite the afternoon warmth. 

 

 

Every muscle ached with the peculiar exhaustion that came after life-or-death 
struggles disguised as sport. 
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The roar of the crowd still echoed in Soren’s ears, a phantom sound that refused to 
fade even in the quiet of the preparation chamber. He sat alone on the bench, 
staring at his trembling hands with disgust. 

 

 

No matter how he tried to clench them into fists, they continued their betrayal, 
shaking like those of an old man rather than a victor who’d just humbled two 
noble champions. 

 

 

"Hide your hand until you cut." Kaelor’s parting critique hung in the air, more 
damning for its truth than its harshness. He’d shown too much, revealed his 

approach too early. Against Marcus it had been enough. Against what came next... 

 

 

’Two victories,’ Valenna whispered, her voice cold as winter frost against his 
thoughts. ’Two houses shamed. They cannot ignore you now.’ 

 

 

 

 

Soren wiped sweat from his brow, wincing as his fingers brushed the cut on his 
cheek from Aric’s blade. Fresh blood stained his palm, his own this time, from 
where Marcus’s sword had opened his forearm. 

 

 



The wound throbbed in time with his heartbeat, a constant reminder of how close 
each exchange had been. 

 

 

From beyond the thick stone walls came the chants of the common folk, their 

voices rising in unified celebration that carried even to this isolated chamber. 

 

 

"The gutter blade! Velrane’s wolf! The gutter blade! Velrane’s wolf!" 

 

 

They’d claimed him as their own, this crowd that had never known his name 
before today. A symbol of something they desperately needed, proof that 
birthright wasn’t destiny, that noble blood could be spilled by common hands. 

 

 

But beneath their cheers, like rot beneath fresh paint, came other voices. Nobles 
passed outside the preparation chamber, their elegant boots clicking against stone 
as they moved between galleries. Their whispers were pitched low, but Soren’s 
street-honed ears caught fragments nonetheless. 

 

 

"—complete scandal—" 

 

 

"—dishonor to the traditions—" 

 

 

"—corruption of the tournament’s very purpose—" 



 

 

The rumors spread like wildfire, each iteration growing more elaborate than the 

last. Soren caught mentions of secret training, of Velrane schemes, of tricks and 
deceptions that explained away the impossible, that a street rat could best two 
noble champions. 

 

 

"—carrying something unnatural—" 

 

 

"—a shard, perhaps, like the cursed ones from the old stories—" 

 

 

"—that’s why he survived in the forest when better men fell—" 

 

 

The shard against Soren’s chest pulsed once, colder than midwinter ice. He 
pressed his hand against it through his shirt, feeling its familiar contours beneath 
sweat-dampened fabric. They couldn’t know. Couldn’t possibly know. Yet the 
whispers circled closer to truth than anyone should have guessed. 

 

 

From the corridor leading to the Karvath preparation area came the sound of 
urgent, hushed conversation. Lords and captains gathered in tight formation, their 
voices pitched for secrecy but carrying to Soren’s keen ears nonetheless. 

 

 

"—cannot let this stand—" 



 

 

"—Marcus may never fight again if the wound festers—" 

 

 

"—retribution must be measured, calculated—" 

 

 

The Lanther contingent had already departed, Lord Lanther’s grief-hollowed face 
transformed into a mask of cold fury as he’d led his remaining knights from the 
tournament grounds. Their absence spoke more clearly than any threat could 
have, this wasn’t over. This was merely postponed. 

 

 

Soren picked up his sword again, methodically cleaning the blade though it had 
already been wiped clean twice. The familiar ritual steadied his hands somewhat, 

gave him purpose beyond sitting and waiting for whatever came next. 

 

 

He noticed with detached interest how his own blood stained the leather grip 
where his cut hand had held it. More marks, more scars, more evidence of the 

day’s toll. 

 

 

Every muscle in his body ached with a bone-deep weariness he hadn’t felt since his 
earliest days under Kaelor’s brutal training. Two matches had drained him more 

thoroughly than a full day’s drilling in the practice yard. The nobles had been 
training since childhood, their bodies conditioned through years of dedicated 
practice. He’d had months, and his reserves were already depleted. 

 

 



’How many more fights can I last like this?’ The thought slipped through his 
defenses, cold and insidious. ’Three more rounds in the tournament. Three more 
opponents, each one watching, learning, adapting to what I’ve shown.’ 

 

 

 

 

Fear crept along his spine, a cold finger tracing each vertebra. Not the sharp, clean 
fear of immediate danger, but something deeper and more insidious—the fear of 
limitations, of a body that might fail before will did. 

 

 

The preparation chamber door swung open without warning. Soren’s hand moved 
instinctively to his sword hilt before recognizing the tall, elegant figure who stepped 
through. 

 

 

Ayren Velrane moved like liquid shadow, his midnight-blue coat catching the 
torchlight as he closed the door behind him. Those amethyst eyes swept the chamber 
with practiced nonchalance before settling on Soren with predatory focus. 

 

 

"The conquering hero takes his rest," Ayren remarked, perfect mouth curved in a 
smile that never reached his eyes. "How positively... rustic." 

 

 

Soren said nothing, merely continued cleaning his blade with mechanical precision. 
Engaging Ayren was like stepping onto quicksand, the more you struggled, the 
deeper you sank. 

 

 



"They’re absolutely beside themselves, you know." Ayren moved further into the 
chamber, each step deliberately placed as if the floor itself might be assessed for 
quality. "Karvath is demanding formal censure for ’dishonorable combat 
techniques.’ Trescan is reconsidering their tournament strategies. And Lanther—" 

He laughed softly. "Well, Lanther simply wants your head on a pike." 

 

 

The younger Velrane son circled Soren’s bench, studying him from different angles 
like a collector examining a curious artifact. "Do you feel it yet, Blade?" he asked, 
voice dropping to a near-whisper. "They hate you. That is power." 

 

 

 

 

Soren looked up, meeting those amethyst eyes directly. "They hated me before I 
stepped into the ring. The only difference is now they fear me too." 

 

 

Ayren’s perfect eyebrow arched slightly, the only indication that Soren’s response 
had surprised him. "Perhaps there’s more to you than my brother’s project after 
all." He leaned closer, close enough that Soren could smell the faint herbal scent that 
clung to his immaculate clothes. "Tell me, what does it feel like to have the entire 
noble quarter calculating the most efficient way to destroy you?" 

 

 

Before Soren could respond, the tournament horn sounded, three long blasts 
signaling the conclusion of another match. The sound carried through stone walls, a 
reminder that the world continued its relentless forward motion despite what had 
already occurred. 

 

 

"Ah," Ayren straightened, smoothing an invisible wrinkle from his sleeve. "That 

would be the Trescan champion. Ser Daven. I believe you’ll be meeting him 



tomorrow, assuming you survive that long." His smile widened a fraction. "He’s 
quite different from your previous opponents. Studied in the southern academies. 
Methodical. Patient. He won’t charge like a wounded bull or rely on textbook 
sequences." 

 

 

Ayren moved toward the door, pausing with his hand on the latch. "He won their 
match without a single wasted movement. Clean. Elegant. Efficient." The words 
hung in the air like a blade suspended above Soren’s neck. "Sleep well, Blade. 
Tomorrow promises to be... educational." 

 

 

The door closed behind him with soft finality, leaving Soren alone once more with 
the echoes of the arena still ringing in his ears. 

 

 

The preparation chamber felt colder after Ayren’s departure, as if the younger 

Velrane son had taken some essential warmth with him. Soren sheathed his sword 
and leaned back against the stone wall, feeling sweat cooling on his skin like a 
second, clammy layer. 

 

 

The tournament horn sounded again, announcing the day’s final match. Tomorrow 
would bring fresh opponents, fresh challenges, fresh opportunities to fail 
spectacularly before Northaven’s assembled nobility. 

 

 

The shard pulsed against his chest, neither cold nor warm but somewhere in 
between. Valenna’s presence sharpened, her voice low and almost tender as it 
brushed against his thoughts. 

 

 



’You will not falter,’ she whispered. ’Hatred makes you sharp. Fear makes you 
faster. And already, you are becoming more.’ 

 

 

 

 

Soren closed his eyes, caught between bone-deep exhaustion and the looming 

certainty of his next fight. Whatever he was becoming, he would need to become it 
quickly, before Northaven’s nobles found a way to ensure he became nothing at all. 
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The torch fires of Northaven dimmed as Soren dragged himself from the 

tournament grounds, each step a negotiation between exhaustion and necessity. 

Night had fallen, bringing no relief from the day’s heat or memories. 

 

 

His cuts stung, sweat-salted and throbbing beneath hastily applied bandages. The 

tournament physician had offered little beyond basic cleaning and wrapping, not 
surprising when noble sons awaited his more dedicated attention. 

 

 

"There he goes! Velrane’s wolf!" 

 

 

The shout came from across the street where a cluster of common folk had 
gathered outside a tavern. Their faces lit with recognition as Soren passed, eyes 



bright with an enthusiasm that felt foreign, almost alarming. A man raised his 
tankard in salute, amber liquid sloshing over the rim. 

 

 

"Two nobles in the dirt! Tomorrow makes three!" someone else called, voice 

slurred but earnest. 

 

 

Soren ducked his head and quickened his pace, though his aching muscles 
protested the effort. The narrow street opened into one of Northaven’s main 
thoroughfares, still bustling despite the late hour. 

 

 

News traveled fast in the city, especially news that allowed the common folk to 
savor noble discomfort. Twice now, he’d drawn noble blood in the arena. Twice, 

he’d violated their unspoken rules of engagement. The story had spread like fire 
through dry timber. 

 

 

"Showed them fancy lords what real fighting looks like," a grizzled laborer 
remarked loudly as Soren passed a carpenter’s shop. "No fancy twirls, just steel 
where it counts." 

 

 

A woman carrying a basket of late vegetables nodded vigorously. "My brother’s 

boy watched it all. Said the Karvath knight bled like a stuck pig when the street 
boy got him." 

 

 

Soren kept his eyes fixed on the cobblestones, uncomfortable with the weight of 

their admiration. These people didn’t know him. Didn’t know what drove him. Yet 



they’d assigned him meaning, made him a symbol of something that had nothing 
to do with his own survival. 

 

 

’They make you theirs,’ Valenna whispered, her voice frost-edged within his 

mind. ’A weapon against their oppressors.’ 

 

 

 

 

’I’m just trying to stay alive,’ Soren thought back. 

 

 

’Are you?’ Her presence sharpened like a blade being drawn. ’Then why not flee? 
Why step into the ring again tomorrow?’ 

 

 

 

 

He had no answer that satisfied either of them. 

 

 

As he approached the noble quarter, the streets changed – wider, cleaner, lit by 
expensive oil lamps rather than common tallow. Here, the reception shifted. 
Shutters snapped closed as he passed. Conversations died behind ornate garden 
walls. 

 

 

A pair of young lords exiting their carriage caught sight of him and stiffened, hands 

moving instinctively to sword hilts before their driver hurried them inside. 



 

 

From an upper window, someone spat. The glob of saliva landed near Soren’s boot, a 

deliberate insult that required no words. 

 

 

 

 

The shard pulsed cold against his chest, Valenna’s anger flaring with his own. But 
he kept walking. Tomorrow would bring enough battles without starting new ones 

tonight. 

 

 

Near the Velrane compound, a group of nobles stood conversing beside a stone 
fountain. Their voices carried in the night air, deliberately pitched to reach him. 

 

 

"—tournament has become a farce—" 

 

 

"—what’s next, letting the stable boys compete?—" 

 

 

"—Velrane overreaches, as always—" 

 

 

Soren felt the weight of their stares as he passed, the contempt in their perfectly 
modulated voices. 



 

 

To them, he was an affront to tradition, a stain on their carefully maintained 

hierarchy. To the commoners, he was hope personified, proof that noble blood could 
be spilled by common hands. 

 

 

Neither saw him. Not really. They saw what they needed him to be. 

 

 

The Velrane guards at the compound gate straightened as he approached, their faces 
carefully neutral. They knew what he’d accomplished today, knew what it meant for 
House Velrane’s standing. 

 

 

But they also knew what he was, or rather, what he wasn’t. Not truly one of them, 

despite the wolf sigil he wore. 

 

 

"Lord Callen has retired to his chambers," the senior guard informed him as he 
passed. "Lord Veyr is in the archive. Lord Ayren has not yet returned." 

 

 

The information was delivered without inflection, yet Soren heard the underlying 
message: Account for yourself. Know your place. Remember who holds your leash. 

 

 

He nodded acknowledgment and continued into the compound’s inner courtyard, 
where shadows gathered between torch brackets. 



 

 

His body ached for rest, for the oblivion of sleep that would erase, however 

temporarily, the memory of steel against steel, of blood on sand, of eyes watching 
his every move with calculation and contempt. 

 

 

 

 

But sleep would have to wait. Politics never rested in House Velrane, especially not 

on tournament nights. 

 

 

— 

 

 

Lord Callen Dathen Velrane stood before the hearth in his private chambers, one 
hand resting on the mantle as he stared into the flames. 

 

 

The fire cast his ash-silver hair in metallic relief, shadows deepening the lines 
around his mouth that spoke of decades of careful calculation. 

 

 

Behind him, four of his most trusted retainers waited in patient silence, accustomed 
to their lord’s deliberate pauses. 

 

 



"Two victories," Callen said finally, his voice as cool and measured as winter rain. 
"Lanther humiliated. Karvath wounded. Both houses now seeking ways to recover 
their honor at our expense." 

 

 

He turned to face the gathered men, pale eyes reflecting the firelight. "Precisely as 
anticipated." 

 

 

Ser Donal, Velrane’s master of intelligence, stepped forward slightly. "The common 
folk have embraced him completely, my lord. They’ve already composed crude songs 
about ’the wolf who bites lords’ fingers.’ The lower quarters hum with it." 

 

 

"And the nobles?" Callen asked, though his tone suggested he already knew the 

answer. 

 

 

"Outraged, as expected. House Lanther has withdrawn entirely from the 
tournament. Lord Karvath speaks openly of formal censure before the Council. 
Several minor houses have already pledged support to either position." 

 

 

Callen’s mouth curved in what might have been a smile on a warmer man. "And 
House Ashgard?" 

 

 

"Watching. Assessing. Lord Ashgard himself has requested private audience with 
you tomorrow before the final matches." 

 

 



"Declined," Callen said without hesitation. "We meet on equal terms or not at all." 

 

 

He moved to his desk, where a detailed map of Northaven’s political alliances lay 
spread across the polished surface. Each noble house was represented by colored 

markers, their positions indicating current relationships and leverage. 

 

 

With precise movements, Callen adjusted several pieces, reconfiguring the board to 
reflect the day’s developments. 
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"The wolf has served his purpose well," he remarked, studying the new 
arrangement with clinical detachment. "Two houses destabilized. Alliances 
strained. The common folk stirred to enthusiasm that makes the nobles 
uncomfortable." 

 

 

He looked up at his retainers. "The question becomes: how much further do we 
push before it becomes counterproductive?" 

 

 

Ser Tolvic, the oldest of the retainers, cleared his throat. "My lord, the boy faces 
Ser Daven Trescan tomorrow. Trescan is not like the others. He’s methodical, 
disciplined. He won’t be baited into mistakes." 

 

 



"I’m well aware of Trescan’s capabilities," Callen replied, the slight edge in his 
voice causing Tolvic to bow his head in apology. "The question is not whether our 
Blade can defeat him. The question is whether we want him to." 

 

 

The chamber door opened without warning. Ayren Velrane stepped inside, 
midnight-blue coat immaculate despite the late hour. His amethyst eyes took in 
the gathering with practiced nonchalance before settling on his father. 

 

 

"Discussing our newest asset without me?" he asked, voice carrying that familiar 
note of cultured amusement. "How terribly inconsiderate." 

 

 

Callen’s expression didn’t change, though something in his posture suggested he’d 

anticipated this interruption. "You were occupied elsewhere." 

 

 

"Indeed." Ayren moved further into the chamber, each step deliberate and fluid. 
"Gathering quite useful intelligence, as it happens. The noble houses are in 
disarray. Trescan believes they can restore order by breaking our wolf tomorrow. 
Karvath suggests more... permanent solutions might be required." 

 

 

He stopped beside the strategy table, elegant fingers adjusting one of the markers 

with casual precision. "They fear him now. Not just what he represents, but what 
he might become." 

 

 

"Fear makes men predictable," Callen observed. "Useful in the short term. 

Dangerous if allowed to fester." 



 

 

"Or," Ayren countered, perfect eyebrow arched slightly, "extraordinarily valuable 

if properly directed." He gestured toward the map, where House Velrane’s position 
had strengthened considerably with the day’s developments. "A storm is only 
useful if you let it rage first, Father. Leash the wolf too soon, and you waste the 
chaos he creates." 

 

 

The other retainers shifted uncomfortably at the subtle challenge in Ayren’s tone. 
But Callen merely studied his son with those pale, merciless eyes that had 

assessed a thousand such moments. 

 

 

"And if the storm destroys what we’ve built?" he asked, voice neutral. 

 

 

Ayren’s perfect mouth curved in a smile that never reached his eyes. "Then we 
rebuild with better materials, atop the rubble of our enemies." 

 

 

--- 

 

 

Soren sat on the edge of his narrow bed, pressing a damp cloth against the cut on 
his arm. The wound stung, but the cool water provided momentary relief from the 

burning that had persisted since Marcus’s blade found its mark. His quarters were 
small but private, a privilege granted to Veyr’s chosen Blade rather than any 
recognition of personal worth. 

 

 



A sharp knock rattled the door, the sound distinctive enough that Soren recognized 
the visitor before speaking. 

 

 

"Enter," he called, not bothering to rise. 

 

 

Kaelor pushed the door open with his shoulder, his scarred face set in its usual 
expression of controlled irritation. 

 

 

The Swordmaster carried a small clay pot in one hand, a bundle of clean bandages 
in the other. Without ceremony, he kicked the door closed behind him and 
approached the bed. 

 

 

"Let me see it," he demanded, gesturing toward Soren’s arm. 

 

 

Soren removed the cloth, revealing the angry red line where Marcus’s blade had 

sliced through skin and into muscle beneath. Not deep enough to cripple, but 
painful enough to remind him with every movement. 

 

 

Kaelor studied the wound with his single eye, then grunted what might have been 
approval. "Clean, at least. Karvath keeps his blades free of rust, unlike some." He 
unstoppered the clay pot, releasing the sharp herbal scent of healing salve. "This 
will burn. Try not to scream." 

 

 



He wasn’t exaggerating. The salve felt like liquid fire against raw flesh, and Soren 
bit down hard on his lower lip to keep from making a sound. Kaelor worked 
methodically, applying the mixture with practiced efficiency before wrapping the 
arm in fresh bandages. 

 

 

"You won," the Swordmaster said when he’d finished, his gruff voice betraying 
nothing of his thoughts. "Twice. Against better-trained opponents." 

 

 

Soren flexed his bandaged arm, testing the range of motion. "You sound 
surprised." 

 

 

"Surprised you’re still breathing," Kaelor corrected. He settled onto the room’s 

only chair, the wood creaking beneath his weight. "But tomorrow’s different. 
Trescan isn’t like the others. He won’t crack. He won’t 

 

 

charge with rage. He won’t make the mistakes that let you survive." 

 

 

Soren leaned back against the cold stone wall, feeling exhaustion settle into his 
bones like sediment in still water. "Then what do you suggest?" 

 

 

Kaelor’s scarred face remained impassive, though something shifted in his single 
eye, not concern exactly, but the calculating look of a man assessing odds he didn’t 
like. "You’ve shown them your hand twice now. Street tactics. Unpredictable 
movement. Breaking their precious forms." He paused, fingers drumming against 

his knee. "Trescan will have watched. Studied. He’ll come prepared for chaos." 



 

 

The words hit Soren like cold water. He’d been so focused on surviving each match 

that he hadn’t considered the larger pattern, how each victory revealed more of 
his approach, gave future opponents more information to work with. 

 

 

"You’re saying I should lose," he said, though even as the words left his mouth, he 
knew that wasn’t what Kaelor meant. 

 

 

"I’m saying you need to evolve faster than they can adapt." The Swordmaster 
leaned forward, his voice dropping to barely above a whisper. 

 

 

"Tomorrow, you can’t be the same fighter who beat Lanther and Karvath. You 

need to become something else. Something they haven’t seen yet." 

 

 

Soren touched the shard through his shirt, feeling its familiar coolness against his 
palm. Valenna stirred in the back of his mind, her presence sharpening. 

 

 

’I need something they haven’t seen,’ Soren thought, his mind racing despite his 
exhaustion. Every muscle in his body screamed for rest, but Kaelor’s warning 
echoed in his head, impossible to ignore. 

 

 

"What would that even look like?" he asked, rubbing his temple where a dull ache 

had been building since his match with Marcus. 



 

 

Kaelor’s scarred face remained impassive. "You survived the streets before 

Velrane found you. You survived the forest when better men fell. There’s 
something in you they don’t understand." His single eye narrowed. 

 

 


