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This story contains themes of demonic possession, ritualistic violence, human sacrifice, death, psychological manipulation, and intense moral conflict. Readers may encounter detailed depictions of battle, plague victims, gore, bloodshed, and supernatural horror. Please proceed with caution if these topics may be distressing.
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For those who carry storms quietly.

For the ones who loved deeply, lost painfully, and kept walking anyway.

For the fathers who feared failing their children.

For the children who believed in them regardless.

For grief that never leaves, only learns where to sit.

For strength that is forged, not gifted.

And for every soul who has stood at the edge of something vast and dark, and chose to step forward.
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Beneath stone, some gods slumber. Beneath water, others rot. And some—refusing the dark—refuse to die. In the north they still whisper the name Eirik Skorne. The Jarl who walked out of possession alive, Who bore a god’s molten wrath in his veins and did not burn to ash. They sing of ravens clotting the sky like spilled ink, Of English blood freezing into crimson fjord glass, Of Draugrheim ripping the demon from his marrow in a howl that split the heavens.

They believe the curse shattered then...They are wrong.

Far across the blackened sea, where murdered kings lie moldering under church stone, and old wounds fester into something holy and obscene, A young ruler rises.

Aldric of Wessex—son of Edward the fallen—travels north with silent scouts, drawn to the Godspire as moths spiral toward flame. He traveled silently to the Godspire with scouts and kneels at the edge of a lake that will not mirror the sky. Its water is bitter with ocean brine though the tide is leagues away. Its depths inhale. Exhale. Something older than sorrow listens from below, hungry for a grief sharp enough to sever divine chains.

Veryath answered.

He comes not to conquer, but to be consumed. His father’s blood is a stain he cannot wash from memory. His rage has learned the shape of prayer. When the shadow rises—black water streaming from its shoulders... It asks nothing of faith, only appetite.

Blood for blood.

Soul for sovereignty.

Vengeance without horizon.

In Skorne the ravens return. They do not caw; they murmur. Eirik feels it first in the marrow: A tightening of the air, a sea that forgets how to be still, the ember Draugrheim left inside him flaring awake like a storm clawing at its cage of ribs.

This war will not wear the clumsy face of the last. This enemy arrives crowned in shadow, leading a thousand spears beneath banners that drink the light.

What Eirik does not yet know... What the wind has only begun to scream... Is that the new king carries more than steel and fyrdmen. Within Aldric stirs a familiar voice, the same ancient hunger that once nested behind Eirik’s eyes.

Two kings now tread the same poisoned road. One carved by survival, tempered in refusal. One devoured by wrath, remade in offering.

When England’s longships blacken the horizon, and a possessed crown marches against the north, the Godspire will be no mere battlefield.

It will be altar.

It will be Reckoning.

It will be God against God.

Demon against the scorched remnant that remains. When every fear has been burned to white bone.

This is not a tale of conquest. It is the story of what still stands. When even gods bleed.

Welcome back to Skorne.

The end has been waiting.

The ravens have not yet finished speaking.
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The voice lingered across the lake like smoke that refused to fade. The snow had ceased, the forest still. Aldric remained where he stood, his reflection trembling on the water’s edge. The wind moved across the black surface in slow, deliberate sighs, carrying the faint odor of salt and decay. Somewhere in the mist, a raven called once, and its wings beat the silence apart. 

Far beneath the surface, Draugrheim slumbered. 

Torin’s vision began in his sleep.

The old seer had fallen into a restless slumber near the embers of his small fire, the taste of mead still on his tongue. The hall of Skorne thundered with laughter beyond his chamber, the sounds of feasting and music rolling through the wooden walls. Yet beneath that warmth came a sound not born of the hall, a long, distant hum that pressed behind his eyes. 

He dreamed of a frozen shore. The air smelled of salt and smoke. A young king knelt at a lake that gleamed like black glass. Beneath it moved something vast, older than stone. Its eyes opened through the water, red and deep, and from its gaze rose another shape, leaner, darker, made of shifting ash. The shadow crept toward the king and entered him as easily as breath. 

Torin flinched in the dark of his small chamber. His staff struck the packed-earth floor beside the narrow cot, the sharp ring cutting through the stillness like a blade drawn across stone. In the dream the black lake had split open without warning, light flashing upward in cold, metallic bursts as though steel had been pulled fresh from a forge. The king’s eyes burned crimson, twin coals in a face carved from shadow. The whisper of the demon reached across the distance, soft and inevitable.

“So it begins... again.”

Torin gasped awake, chest heaving. 

The vision lingered behind his eyes like fireflies trapped in warped glass, bright and restless. His throat scraped dry as old parchment; his hands trembled as they found the familiar weight of the staff. He pushed himself upright, legs unsteady beneath him, and stumbled toward the low door.

Outside, the night pressed deep and heavy. Snow fell in slow, deliberate spirals through the faint glow of distant torches, each flake catching light for an instant before vanishing into the dark. His breath came in ragged white plumes that drifted upward and dissolved. Boots sank into slush that clung wet and cold, carrying the faint, mingled reek of wood smoke from dying hearth-fires and the iron tang of blood from the day’s hunt still clinging to the village air.

He crossed the yard toward the great hall.

Warmth struck him like a living wave as he pushed through the heavy hide curtain—thick, enveloping, scented with roasting boar fat, sweet smoke, wet wool, and the sharp bite of spilled ale. Long tables stretched the length of the room, surfaces gleaming with grease and scattered with torn bread, haunches of meat, and horns brimming with mead. Warriors laughed deep in their chests, voices rolling beneath the high timbered roof; mugs clashed in bright, ringing toasts; dogs snapped and growled for fallen scraps beneath the benches, tails thumping against rushes strewn thick on the floor.

At the head of the hall sat Eirik Skorne, Jarl of Vardhjem, Jarl of Skorne, King of the Godspire reborn. Firelight gleamed along the black strands of his hair and caught in the silver threads of his beard. Aeloria sat beside him, face softened by the glow, cradling their infant son against her breast. The child stirred, tiny fingers pressing against the wool of her sleeve; she hushed him with a low murmur, eyes never leaving Eirik’s face. Eirik’s laughter rumbled low and warm as he leaned toward Torvald and Sigrun, their mugs lifted high in shared jest. For this night the hall’s joy lay thick enough to push back the bitter memory of war, if only until dawn.

Torin’s entrance drew every eye. 

Melted snow dripped from his cloak onto the rushes, darkening them in small, spreading pools. His scarred face stood pale against the ruddy light, breath still uneven. He stopped before the high table and leaned heavily on his staff; the wood trembled faintly beneath his grip.

Eirik turned, the smile fading from his mouth like light leaving the sky. 

The hall quieted in stages—laughter collapsing into murmurs, then into attentive silence. 

Even the dogs stilled their tongues.

Torin lifted his gaze. 

Firelight shimmered in the wet of his eyes.

Eirik rose slowly, furs slipping from his shoulders to pool across the bench. The torches hissed; flames bent sideways as though an unseen breath had passed through the hall.

Aeloria’s arms tightened around the child. Her eyes met Eirik’s for a single heartbeat, worry shining bright behind calm restraint. She rocked the infant gently, fire reflecting in the baby’s dark, unblinking gaze.

Eirik’s jaw clenched until the muscle stood sharp beneath the skin.

Torin swallowed once, throat working hard against dryness.

The Jarl turned toward the nearest table. His voice filled the hall like a command carried on the tide, low and unyielding.

“Bjorn... Come.”

Bjorn stood at once—tall, broad-shouldered, the echo of his father tempered by youth. Firelight gleamed along the copper in his hair as he crossed the rushes and bowed his head slightly.

Eirik’s expression had hardened into stone.

Bjorn’s eyes narrowed; his breath clouded faintly in the cooling air. Eirik placed a hand on his son’s shoulder, fingers closing firm and steady. Eirik whispered into his ear.

Bjorn nodded once, expression grim.

“It will be done.”

The hall held its breath, silent now but for the soft pop of embers settling in the long hearth and the low, wordless murmur of Aeloria’s voice as she sang to the child cradled against her breast. The notes drifted gentle and steady, a thin thread of warmth against the chill that had begun to seep through the walls.

Torin leaned heavily upon his staff, the wood creaking faintly under his weight. Melted snow still dripped from the hem of his cloak, darkening the rushes in small, spreading stains that carried the faint scent of pine resin and wet earth. His voice came rough and low.

“The vision ends in snow and fire. I saw their King at our lake and then crossing the sea. Sails white as bone. This is a sign my Jarl.”

Eirik nodded once, slow and deliberate, the motion carrying the quiet acceptance of a man who had long since learned the shape of coming storms. Eirik answered, fingers closing around the hilt of his axe where it rested against the long table.

“Then we sharpen our blades while they sleep, let them come and find us waiting.”

The seer’s eyes flickered with the last embers of the vision—the crimson reflection upon the black lake, the slow spiral of ripples turning inward like a wound closing around its own blood. Torchlight caught in the wet of his gaze and held there, unsteady.

“The god slumbers,” Torin continued, “but the shadow no longer obeys him. The balance is broken.”

Eirik placed his hand fully over the axe-hilt, palm pressing hard against the worn grip until the leather warmed beneath his skin.

“Then we will be its weight.”

In England, winter did not arrive as conquest, but as remembrance—easing itself back into the land with the patient certainty of something that had walked these valleys before and knew the paths it would walk again. Frost crept first through the low places, whitening hedgerows and hollow roads, sealing the earth into a silence so deep it felt deliberate, as though the world had chosen to hold its breath and listen.

Ravens gathered where they should not have gathered. They lined the broken spires of old churches, perched along the splintered ribs of ruined halls, settled on the lintels of homes long given over to moss and slow rot. They did not cry out. 

They watched. 

Heads tilted in slow, synchronized motion; black eyes caught the last thin light the sky still offered and kept it, bright and unyielding.

King Aldric of Wessex passed beneath that watching. No banners flew ahead of him. No horns split the gray afternoon. His horse moved with the tired, obedient gait of an animal that had learned fear and lived through it. Rain clung to his cloak in heavy beads, soaking the wool until it hung from his shoulders like a sodden burial shroud, carrying the mingled scent of iron rust and cold quarry stone. Men stepped aside as he rode through the gates—not from loyalty, but from some older instinct, a recoil at the way his shadow lagged a fraction behind his body, stretched too thin, reaching where he had not yet stepped.

The crown was not on his head.

It rested wrapped in pale linen and held tight against his chest, carried the way one carries a wound that must not be seen or touched. Gold dulled beneath the cloth, its weight pressing inward rather than downward. Those who brushed too close felt a sudden chill bloom beneath their ribs—sharp, intimate, unasked for—and withdrew without understanding why.

Night closed in early, gray bleeding into black.

Aldric entered the chapel alone. 

The nave stood roofless, arches broken open to the sky so that rain slipped through in steady, silver threads and struck the flagstones with soft, persistent taps. Candles burned low along the walls, flames bending sideways as though drawn toward the altar despite the stillness of the air. Stone saints watched from their niches, faces worn smooth by centuries of unanswered prayers, eyes hollowed to shadow.

The crown rested at the altar’s center.

Uncovered now.

Gold had darkened as though scorched from within. Jewels along the band clouded over, their inner fire dimmed to something restrained and sickly, like embers buried beneath ash. Along the inner rim, names had been carved deep—kings long dead—each letter cut by hands that believed in eternity and punishment in equal measure. The metal there carried the memory of heat without flame, a warmth that lingered when touched.

Aldric’s hand settled upon it.

The chapel thinned.

Stone softened beneath the weight of unseen pressure. Distance folded inward like parchment creased by careful, deliberate hands. Candlelight bowed toward the altar, flames stretching thin and yellow as though the world itself had shifted its balance, drawn inexorably toward the center. The air thickened behind Aldric’s eyes, pressing inward with a slow, familiar patience that had learned to wait without haste. It carried the faint metallic taste of old blood long dried, the scent of iron left too long in the rain.

Blood for blood.

The words did not echo through the chapel. They settled deep in the marrow, heavy and unhurried, coating the lungs with each measured breath. His fingers tightened around the crown until the gold bit into skin, cold yet strangely yielding. Breath came slow, deliberate, frosting in pale plumes before his face, each exhale carrying the sharp chill of the broken nave.

“I will earn it.”

The candles guttered in sudden unison. One flame pinched out with a soft hiss, then another, darkness creeping along the walls like ink spreading through water. Rain struck the flagstones harder now, faster, each drop a small, insistent hammer, as though the sky had leaned close to listen. 

Somewhere beyond the roofless arches bells tolled without hands—thin, wrong notes stretching too far across the night before snapping like brittle thread. Ravens tore free from towers and leafless trees in a single black surge, wings slicing the wet air with sharp, wet rasps as they vanished northward into the greater dark.

Far to the north, and a little west, beneath a lake older than prayer and deeper than memory, something vast rolled once in its sleep. Scales of ancient stone shifted with a low, subsonic groan that traveled through bedrock and water alike, then stilled again—not waking, but aware, the awareness itself a slow unfurling of attention.

And farther west still, where pine forests clutched the bones of the world in tight, resin-scented embrace, the fires of Skorne burned steady against the night. Smoke rose thick and sweet, carrying the smell of birch tar and roasting meat across frozen valleys.

Eirik Skorne stood at the high doors of his hall, wolf-fur heavy across broad shoulders, the iron at his side resting easy in its oiled sheath. Time had marked him openly now—lines carved deep around eyes that had seen too many winters, silver threading his beard like frost caught forever in dark bark. The power within him no longer roared or demanded; it lay vast and contained, a sea sealed behind stone, endless, patient, waiting only for the right tide.

It stirred. 

Not pain. 

Not warning. 

A pull, subtle as a hook beneath the ribs, drawing his gaze southward slow and deliberate. 

Ravens shifted along the roof beams overhead, feathers rasping softly against weathered timber. One croaked low, measured, the sound rolling through the hall like distant thunder held in check, then fell silent.

Eirik did not reach for his blade. 

He did not raise his voice to call the watch. 

He stood, shoulders squared against the night wind that slipped through the cracks, eyes fixed beyond the reach of torchlight, listening to something that had not yet found words.

The fire in the long hearth answered with a soft crack, sharp as bone settling into its proper place after long dislocation.

Winter tightened its grip on the land. Oaths shifted uneasily in their graves. Crowns leaned toward ruin. And across the sea a king learned how to cradle a god’s hunger where his heart once beat, the rhythm of it steady now, insistent, no longer foreign.

The road to Godspire had opened again. 

This time, it would end in ash.

Back in England the crown waited where Aldric had left it, resting upon the altar stones as though placed there by hands that did not belong to men. Six months it had sat upon his head—six months of kneeling lords, measured vows, the careful weight of ceremony—and still it had not settled. Still it pressed at his temples like an accusation never quite spoken. Still it felt as though it remembered past Kings better than it would ever remember him, the metal carrying the faint ghost of another brow, another breath, another certainty. 

He thought to himself then.

They crowned me because they feared the void.

The thought coiled tight behind his eyes, cold and familiar. His father’s death had left England staggering, lords scrambling to seal the fracture before it widened into civil war. Aldric had been the nearest shape to a solution, the fastest answer to panic; the crown lowered onto his brow before grief had cooled, before the pyre smoke had fully cleared the sky. 

But it was not the same crown Edward had worn.

That crown was missing. 

That crown was also found but not by the English.

It was found off of the shores of Vardhjem by Eirik Skorne, but the English did not know that. They thought it lost at sea when the King returned to England carrying plague and died in the docks at Eirik’s feet.

Aldric was a  king by urgency... not by right.

He reached for it again.

The gold felt cold against his palms, but not empty. It resisted his fingers with the faintest memory of warmth, as though recalling another hand, another moment when it had been worn without doubt or tremor. When he lifted it the weight pulled at his arms, breath drawn shallow and tight in his chest, heavier than any metal should be.

The crown touched his brow again.

Guilt came swiftly, sharp and intimate, not born of hesitation but of truth. Six months of rule had passed like borrowed breath—six months of borrowed authority, six months of knowing the throne beneath him did not yet recognize his name in its bones. The crown did not curse him, not yet, but it judged. Aldric felt the quiet revulsion coil low in his gut, cold and tight as wet rope drawn taut.

“I will earn you,” he repeated.

The words fell into the chapel and died there, swallowed by stone and rain. The candles stretched taller, flames thinning to pale blades as though pressed beneath unseen palms. The air grew taut, cold threading through Aldric’s lungs with every inhale, tasting of wet slate and old iron. 

Outside, ravens shifted along the broken parapets, wings rustling like dry parchment, beaks clicking softly against stone as though something beneath the earth had turned its head to listen.

Then the voice came within his mind, smooth as oil poured over warm bone.

You already know the price.

Aldric did not flinch. 

He had known it before the first whisper rose from the lake, before the shadow beneath the water had spoken his name like an old wound reopening. He had counted the cost in sleepless nights when the sheets clung damp to his skin, on the boat ride back to English shores, in blood-warm dreams that left the taste of copper on his tongue, in the way prayer no longer reached upward unless spoken aloud into empty darkness. 

He returned a response through thought.

I am willing.

The crown pressed heavier against his brow, gold warming where it touched skin, as though the metal itself had begun to breathe.

You are already paying.

The chapel darkened at the edges, stone retreating into shadow as if the world leaned back to watch. Aldric’s breath fogged white before his face. His pulse thundered behind his eyes, steady and insistent. 

The voice of Veryath came again.

You wear a crown you have not earned, the voice continued, slow and deliberate. And you know it.

His jaw tightened until the muscles stood sharp beneath the skin.

That knowledge disgusts you.

A flicker of rage answered, hot and bright in his chest.

Good. That hunger will sharpen you.

Aldric’s fingers curled against the crown’s rim, nails biting into soft gold. He knew not to speak aloud, especially in places that echoed, and he also knew to never utter the demon’s name.

What do you know of him?

The silence stretched, then tightened like a bowstring drawn to breaking. Veryath whispered.

Eirik Skorne fears only one thing.

The chapel seemed to draw closer, walls pressing in with the damp scent of moss and ancient mortar.

Not death.

Aldric’s pulse quickened, a dull hammer against his temples.

Not gods.

The ravens outside stilled completely, wings folded tight, heads cocked.

He fears being forgotten.

The words settled deep, heavy as stone dropped into black water.

He fears that when his fire gutters out, no voice will speak his name, no song will carry him forward, no child will remember why blood was spilled.

Aldric’s breath left him slowly, mist curling upward and dissolving.

And he leaves them behind, the voice continued, almost pleased. When he goes to war.

Images pressed unbidden against Aldric’s sight—vivid, unasked for. A hidden valley cradled between snow-dusted peaks. Timber halls tucked beneath stone and pine, smoke rising thin and sweet from thatch roofs. Elders hunched near hearth-fires, their breath fogging the cold. Women carrying water in wooden buckets that steamed in the frost. Children chasing ravens through drifts, laughter sharp and bright against the quiet.

Skorne. His village of bones and roots. His women. His children. His future.

Aldric’s grip tightened until gold bit into flesh, a thin line of warmth blooming beneath the pressure.

I know where it lies. And I know how often it is left undefended.

The crown felt heavier now, not cursed, not yet, but burdened with promise and rot alike—gold that remembered blood, that hungered for more.

Aldric closed his eyes.

I will face him myself.

The voice lingered, satisfied but patient, a low hum beneath the rain.

You will. And when you do, the crown will finally know your name.

Far beneath the northern waters, something vast and ancient shifted in its sleep, scales of stone and shadow grinding together with a sound like distant thunder held under ice. And across the sea, in the halls of Skorne, a raven lifted its head, feathers ruffling once, uneasy with a wind that had not yet arrived.

Aldric opened his eyes.

The chapel had grown colder, shadows deeper, yet the crown no longer pressed with the same alien weight. Instead it seemed attentive, waiting, watching—judging him still, yes, but now with the faintest flicker of acknowledgment, as though it recognized the pulse of his resolve beating beneath the skin. The voice inside him stirred again, a whisper threaded with silk and steel.

You carry the knowledge. That is enough for now. But do not mistake patience for mercy.

Rain drummed harder against the broken roof, each drop striking stone with the patient cruelty of time, the sound neither loud nor gentle, only constant—filling the space between his heartbeats with a rhythm that felt like a summons. 

Aldric drew a slow breath, feeling the chill lace through his chest and coil around his spine like frost tracing veins. The memory of Skorne lingered—the hidden village, the flickering lights in timbered homes, the children’s laughter sharp against the snow—a blade and a beacon both. He knelt, fingers brushing the altar stones. Dust and soot rose in a ghostly cloud, motes dancing in the shafts of gray light that slanted through the broken nave. For a long moment he simply listened: the wind keening through shattered windows, the soft click of raven talons against wet stone, the faint, echoing presence of the voice that had made itself one with him. 

The silence broke as the demon spoke again.

We will begin soon. And when the world shifts beneath your feet, remember this: fear is a tool, and hunger is your companion. You will need both.

Aldric rose, the crown now settled on his head as if it had accepted him in some small, grudging way. His reflection in the fractured glass of the nave showed a man both burdened and ignited—a king not yet proven but already changed. The lake, the shadow, the voice—they were no longer distant. They were inside him, pulsing with him, shaping him.

Outside, the storm swelled, rain lashing across the hills and valleys, carrying the scent of pine and cold earth on its breath. The ravens took flight in a sudden, chaotic tide of black wings, and for the first time in six months 

Aldric did not flinch. 

He walked toward the nave’s broken doors, each step firm and deliberate, echoing against the stones like a herald of what was to come. Behind him the chapel breathed, shadows twisting and bending—not in menace, but in expectation. The crown was his, but only because he had chosen to claim it—and in that choice lay a promise older than kingdoms, older than gods.

And somewhere, far to the north, in the hidden cradle of Skorne, a figure shifted by the firelight, unaware of the storm approaching, unaware that the world itself had begun to turn toward him.

Aldric stepped out into the rain. 

The wind tugged at his cloak, rain slicked his hair to his brow, and the voice within him whispered once more. 

Soon, Eirik. Soon.
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Sylvara woke gasping, sweat slicking strands of dark hair to her temples and the hollow of her throat. The dream—or vision—had left her body trembling, chest constricted as though iron bands had tightened around her ribs, mind ablaze with the choking scent of smoke and the cold bite of drawn steel. 

Aldric. 

Veryath. 

The warning had arrived jagged and pulsing, like broken ice forced deep into thought.

Abandon the village of Skorne. Now!

Her fingers clawed at the thin wool blanket, nails scraping rough weave as the images replayed—vivid, merciless. Flames licking up stone walls in greedy tongues of orange and black, ravens circling overhead like black tears falling in slow arcs, Aldric distant yet impossibly resolute, marching at the head of a thousand men she could not yet see but felt in her marrow, their boots a distant thunder rolling through bone. She turned toward the other room.

Torin slept on his narrow cot, chest rising and falling in slow rhythm with the wind that slipped through the shuttered window, carrying the sharp bite of frost and pine sap. 

She crossed the small space on unsteady legs, voice hoarse and urgent as she reached his shoulder.

Torin’s eyes snapped open, instantly alert, the long habit of nights spent guarding the village sharpening every sense. He sat up without sound, breath steady, hand already moving toward the staff that rested against the wall.

Sylvara explained in clipped, frantic bursts, words tumbling out as she painted the vision—flames devouring timber, ravens wheeling in omen patterns, the shadow of the crown leading steel northward. Torin’s jaw tightened; he did not hesitate. Together they crossed the frost-laced courtyard, boots crunching through thin ice that cracked like old parchment underfoot. 

Outside the great hall a fire burned low in the open pit, flames flickering across the hardened faces of Eirik, Haldor, and Bjorn. Smoke curled upward in lazy fingers, sweet with birch and resin, mingling with the cold night air that tasted of coming snow and distant salt from the fjord.

Torin began to speak, voice low and steady against the crackle of burning wood.

Before he could finish, Sylvara stiffened. 

Her eyes rolled back until only white showed, pale as drifted snow under moonlight. Her hands lifted slowly, fingers splaying as though pulled by invisible strings. Her voice dropped, deepening unnaturally, resonating with an echo that seemed to stretch across stone and sky alike. Words spilled in the old tongue, jagged and thrumming:

“Forræderi og flamme vil sluke røstene, Skorne vil brenne før stormen kommer, Tusen menn følger skyggen av kronen, Ingen vil stå når nordens blod renner.”

(Betrayal and flame will devour the voices, Skorne will burn before the storm arrives, A thousand men follow the shadow of the crown... None will stand when northern blood flows.)

The air grew colder around her, breath fogging in sharp white bursts that drifted and dissolved. Eirik’s hand tightened on the hilt of
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