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In the world of Valdoria and beyond, five continents rise between tides, deserts, and eternal snows. Each bears its own history, its own secrets, and its own silent wars.

To the North, Frigoria defies the cold and death, with mountains of ice and fjords that conceal warrior clans whose honor is measured in blood and steel. To the South, the shores of Sulden and Drakemoor pulse with trade and ambition, where bold captains and ruthless pirates contest dominion over the seas. At the heart of the world, Lyrathia stands as a fertile political center, a stage for intrigue, treacherous alliances, and games of power that may decide the fate of kingdoms. To the East, Verdalia guards its dense forests and ancient mysteries, while in the scorching heat of Sahron and the lush jungles of Zanara, warriors, explorers, and shamans struggle for survival and forgotten secrets. And beyond it all, Umbra remains untouched—the continent no one dares to explore, its mists concealing secrets that could alter the history of the world.

Among castles, villages, and ruins, heroes rise and fall, kings conspire and betray, and the shadows of the past whisper of glory and ruin. This is a world where every sword, every trade route, every ancient secret can change the destiny of thousands. Where alliances are fragile and death lurks around the next bend in the road—or in the shadow of a castle tower.

The saga that follows is not merely about kings or warriors. It is about the choices that shape history, the bonds that break or endure, and the mysteries no one has yet dared to unravel. In every continent, every city, every castle, there is a story waiting to be told...

And these are the 7000 stories of the castles.

The fog crawled through the valley like a sick animal.
Thick. Silent. Alive.
The first scream tore through the air before sunrise. It was not a cry of war — it was pain. Short. Cut off midway. Then came the second. And the third. And then the world awoke to violence.

The sentries on the northern wall of Harrow Glen died before they could reach the bells.

An arrow pierced the first guard’s throat and burst out through the back of his neck. The second lost half his face to the impact of a thrown axe. The third tried to run — slipped in his companion’s blood — and was pinned to the ground, a blade sliding between his ribs as one would open a sack of grain.

From the fog, silhouettes emerged.

They did not shout. They did not run. They advanced.

Fifty. Perhaps more.

Dark leather armor. Painted faces. Curved blades. Disciplined movement — trained assassins, not raiders.

The village still slept.

The first house burned before anyone understood there was war. The roof erupted in flame, sparks rising like freed spirits. A woman opened her door — a spear struck her chest — she remained nailed to the wood like a grotesque banner.

A boy ran barefoot through the mud, screaming for his father. He never reached the gate. A short sword opened his belly. He fell to his knees, confused, trying to hold in what cannot be held.

The attackers did not plunder. They executed.

“No one alive,” said the leader, his voice calm, almost bored.

The blacksmith tried to resist. War hammer in hand, broad frame, furious roar. He broke one invader’s arm. Crushed another’s skull. He smiled — half a second — before a blade severed his tendon from behind. He fell. Three strikes later, he no longer had a head.

Blood ran through the gutters like rainwater.

At last, the chapel bell began to ring — late — desperate — uneven — until the rope was cut... along with the hand that pulled it.

At the top of the hill, someone watched.

Mounted on a black horse. Motionless. No banner.

“It has begun,” he murmured.

Behind him, aligned along the slope, banners lay folded — symbols of a kingdom that officially was not there.

Harrow Glen burned.

And this was not an invasion.

It was a message.

🌍 Continents of 7000 Castles

🏰 Valdoria — The Central Continent

Medieval European in tone and structure.
Kingdoms, castles, trade routes, and political intrigue define its landscape.
It stands at the heart of the war — and at the center of the main story.
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🌴 Zanara — The Tropical Continent
Dense jungles, vast rivers, tribal territories, and ancient stone cities.
Volcanoes, forgotten ruins, and primal nature cults shape its identity.
Homeland of Khael.
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❄️ Frigoria — The Frozen Continent
Icebound lands, deep fjords, and northern strongholds.
Warrior clans bound by honor, survival, and blood.
A harsh and epic realm where only the strong endure.
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🌵 Sahron — The Desert Continent
Endless dunes, fortified oases, and rival city-states.
Trade caravans, wars over water, and shifting alliances.
Ancient tombs and buried secrets lie beneath the sands.
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🌫️ Umbra — The Forbidden Continent
None enter — none return.
Permanent mist, distortions, and whispered legends.
The perfect stage for the central mystery... and the final revelation.
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⚔️ The Great War of the Three Tides
(Foundational event of the modern world of 7000 Castles)
132 years ago.

Before this war, the continents were not allies — but they spoke. Negotiated. Explored. Tested borders.

After it — never again.

🌊 The Cause

Officially, Sahron began it.

A Valdorian merchant fleet vanished in the Southern Sea.
Months later, Valdorian weapons were discovered among rival desert tribes.
Valdoria accused Sahron of piracy and sabotage.
Sahron replied:
“You sell war and call it trade.”

But the truth was worse.

A secret intercontinental order had manipulated both sides — to provoke war and shatter the balance.

No one knew it at the time.

🩸 The Black Day of the Seven Fleets

Seven armadas from three continents converged in a single naval battle — by accident and misinformation.

No one knew who was allied with whom.

Result:

	70% of all fleets destroyed

	The sea burned for two days

	Oil, timber, sails, and men consumed by flame

	Survivors driven mad


The waters are still avoided.

They call it:

The Sea of Dead Lanterns

☠️ Consequences

	Global trade collapsed

	Continental famine

	Epidemics

	Kings assassinated

	Coups d’état

	Forced treaties


And from the ashes arose:

📜 The Pact of the Deep Waters
(The official prohibition of intercontinental war.)
No one trusts it.
All pretend to honor it.

🕯️ The Buried Secret

The order that began it all still exists.

Its name:

The Brotherhood of the Seventh Tower

Its symbol appears — discreetly — on ancient maps, rare coins, and the foundations of certain castles.

They believe:

The world requires war to evolve.

Ruins of Zanara

The sun had not yet torn through the jungle canopy, yet the air was already heavy — humid, alive. Every leaf dripped with dew, and every trunk seemed to watch. Khalael moved like a shadow between the trees, green eyes mapping each stone, each crevice, each echo of unfamiliar footsteps.

The scent of burnt wood and dried blood reached him first. A Thorn expedition was there — looting, violating, destroying.
Khalael’s heart pounded. He could not allow this to continue.
A scream ripped through the forest. A man fell, his skull split open by a curved blade, while another stumbled in his own blood.

“Stop!” Khalael roared, his voice firm, cutting through the chaos.

No one answered. Only the groan of trees and the echo of calculated steps.

Then he saw them: five figures dressed in black, armed and silent, moving like specters.

Khalael smiled coldly.
“Perhaps you are not the ghosts I expected... but you will be the last to tread these ruins.”
The first arrow flew. It grazed an invader’s head, slicing the edge of his tunic. The second man fell before he could react — Khalael had used shadow, jungle, and mud to his advantage.

The battle began in deadly silence. Swords, knives, and bows — blood dripping onto ancient stone and jungle leaves alike.

Khalael struck down another man, rolled through the mud — and before he could rise, he heard a voice behind him.

“Interesting...”

He turned and saw only a shadow cast upon stone.

Piercing gray eyes. A thin scar across the face. A presence that was more than mortal...

It was Thorn.

Khalael drew a slow breath.
He had never stood face to face with the architect of ruin. But the moment Thorn’s presence cut through the jungle air, he knew this would be the first of many battles.
Thorn smiled.

“You’re late, Khalael. The world is already burning. Do you intend to extinguish the fire... or merely watch it?”

Khalael gave no verbal reply.

He launched forward over the root-covered ground, loosed a precise arrow — and the duel between hero and villain began.

The entire jungle seemed to hold its breath.

Khalael advanced through the mud, breath steady, bow drawn, green eyes locked on Thorn.

The villain stood calm upon a slab of black stone, arms crossed. The jungle itself seemed to recoil from his presence.

“Do you know what irritates me, Khalael?” Thorn asked, his voice cold as steel, echoing through the ruins.

“What?” Khalael replied through clenched teeth, arrow ready.

“That everyone believes they fight for justice. That castles protect the people, that kings are necessary. That there is a right path.” Thorn’s smile was thin and merciless. “The world is a hunting ground. Castles are merely traps for the weak. The strong survive... and the rest burn.”

Khalael tightened his grip on the bow.

“That’s not true. You can’t destroy everything, Thorn. There is life here — innocents, tribes, families—”

“Innocents?” Thorn stepped forward, calm, almost gliding. “The innocents? They always die. Every treaty, every wall, every promise... none of it protects them. Justice does not exist. There are only decisions and consequences.”

“So that’s why you kill and burn—” Khalael faltered, swallowing the knot in his throat. “—because you feel like it?”

Thorn let out a humorless laugh.

“No. Because the world requires blood to learn. Every war, every death, every ruined city... is a lesson. And you, Khalael — a hunter of the jungle — still believe you can stop it with arrows and courage?”

Khalael stepped closer, arrow unwavering.

“I may not change the world alone. But every life I save, every injustice I confront... that matters. You will never understand the strength of what is human. Loyalty. Courage. Love... even the fear of failing.”

“Fear?” Thorn tilted his head, intrigued. “Fear is useful. It teaches the weak to run. I do not run. I draw the map of destruction, and everyone follows it — without even knowing why.”

The jungle wind stirred, as if it wished to intervene.

The arrow flew again — this time Khalael aimed not at a lackey, but at Thorn himself.

The villain moved aside with a satisfied smile.

“Courage... yes, you have courage. But courage does not defeat inevitability.” For a brief instant, the jungle’s shadow seemed to embrace him. “I did not come to kill you today, Khalael. I came to show you what the world truly is. One day, you will realize that all your justice is futile... or you will die trying.”

Khalael swallowed hard.

The impact was not physical — it was ideological, deep, the first true test of the hero against the villain’s mind. And Khalael understood that the enemy was not only Thorn, but the very idea of corrupted order he sought to impose.

Silence fell upon the ruins. Only rain began to drip from the leaves — water mingling with blood.

Both of them knew this was only the beginning.

A confrontation not resolved by arrows, but by decisions, courage... and sacrifice.

The sky began to change before anyone could react.

Black clouds gathered unnaturally, spiraling above the jungle as if nature itself obeyed a cruel will. The wind howled, carrying sand, torn leaves, shattered branches — a harbinger of disaster.

Thorn remained atop the stone, motionless, gray eyes fixed on Khalael.

“This isn’t personal, Khalael. It’s necessary.”

With an almost imperceptible motion, he touched an artifact hidden within the ancient ruin.

The earth trembled.

The ruins, once nothing more than silent remnants of a forgotten age, began to collapse. Subterranean explosions tore through the jungle floor. A nearby river burst its banks, uprooting century-old trees. Flames erupted from concealed fire pits, spreading hungrily across the dry undergrowth.

Khalael ran to pull survivors from the chaos, dodging falling stone and stray arrows.

“RUN!” he shouted as a wave of mud and debris swallowed the jungle paths.

Above, Thorn did not move. He watched calmly, as though each lost life, each torn tree, were merely pieces shifting across a vast chessboard.

“You called it chaos... I call it order being born,” he declared, his voice cutting through the roar of storm and ruin.

When Khalael finally lifted his head, Thorn was gone.

No body. No trace. Only wind, rain, and the scent of scorched earth.

The villain had fled — but not without purpose. He had another continent in mind.

Frigoria?

Sahron?

Or perhaps Umbra — where no one dared to follow?

One truth was certain: Thorn had survived untouched. And the world, trembling in panic, began to understand:

This was not an isolated attack.
This was the first warning.
Khalael, covered in mud and blood, stared at the devastation. Each step he took echoed through the silence of the shattered jungle.

“I will hunt you down...” he murmured, fists clenched, green eyes burning.

The first global catastrophe had been unleashed.

And with it began the epic race that would bind all continents together.

Chapter I – The Blade and the Wind

The sun had not yet fully risen over the jungles of Zanara, yet the humidity already clung to Khalael’s skin as if the forest itself sought to taste him. Every leaf dripped. Every trunk groaned. He moved with the precision of one who belonged to those trees, those shadows.

From his hiding place among vines and roots, he watched the small riverside village that had raised him. The first signs of disaster reached him through the scent of smoke and the muffled sound of screams that distance could not silence.

“No...” he murmured, green eyes glinting.

The wind carried the smell of fresh blood.

Khalael leapt from stone to stone, silent as a passing shade, until he reached the wide river that separated the jungle from the village. On the opposite bank, five men dressed in black moved with the discipline of predators, looting homes and dragging families away by force. Arrows and blades, fire and screams — all woven together.

Khalael’s heart pounded, but his mind remained calm. A hunter learns early to master fear. He drew a slow breath, adjusted his bow, and let each movement follow the rhythm of nature around him: falling leaves, shifting mud, creaking branches.

The first arrow flew. It grazed an invader’s head, tearing a startled cry from him. The second struck another square in the chest, dropping him without a sound. Khalael moved through the jungle as though he were made of its very shadow.

Then the world seemed to darken.

A figure appeared atop a slab of black stone, standing apart from the chaos with lethal calm. Not one of the invaders. Dark hair, gray eyes, a cold smile — unmistakable. Thorn.

“Interesting...” the voice cut through the air, calm and sharp. “It seems the jungle myths are true. You are... agile.”

Khalael steadied his breath
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