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INTRODUCTION











In a world where words can be as sharp as
steel and diplomacy as complex as warfare, Alcibia stands at the
razor's edge between conflict and resolution.

Trained by a diplomat father to master the
art of conflict resolution, he understood that true power lies in
neutralizing conflict at its root, making confrontation obsolete
through wisdom, insight, and strategic thinking.

Cutting through conflict with precision
learned from generations of strategic minds. When words fail, he
becomes the unspoken solution, turning unspeakable conflicts into
unbelievable victories.

When dialogue reaches its limit, negotiations
crumble, and peace hangs by a thread, Alcibia becomes more than a
diplomat. He becomes a persuader—knowing that sometimes the sword
must speak when words fall short but wields that sword only when
every other path is exhausted.
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Prologue











"A trap?" The voice was filled with
incredulity. “Of course it is a trap!”

Tigonus stood at the head of the war table,
his crimson commander's cloak draped precisely over one shoulder,
secured by a bronze clasp shaped like a rising sun. The flickering
light from iron braziers cast dancing shadows across his angular
features, highlighting the silver threads that had begun to appear
at his temples. He met the accusations of his commanders with the
unflinching calm of a man who saw the board three moves ahead. His
voice cut through the chamber like a blade, echoing off the granite
walls adorned with faded battle tapestries and ancient weapons of
conquest.

The war room held the warmth of too many
bodies in too small a space, though no one would dare complain.
Maps covered the massive oak table, their corners weighted with
bronze markers depicting armies and supply lines. The smell of
beeswax candles mingled with leather and steel, the familiar scents
of war counsel.

Tigonus, ever the strategist, had sought to
subdue the Etheans with as little bloodshed as possible. That
autumn, he had brokered a peace, careful to make it appear as a
goodwill gesture, his diplomatic smile never quite reaching his
eyes. With the treaty in place, the Etheans sowed their fields for
the next harvest, keeping only enough of their dwindling stores to
survive the winter. They believed the conflict was over, that
Tigonus had turned his attention elsewhere.

But Tigonus had learned long ago, in battles
that had left invisible scars across his soul, that all warfare—and
all resolutions of conflict—were rooted in deception. Patience, to
him, was merely another weapon, a way to disarm an enemy without
lifting a sword. The Etheans would never see the strike coming, not
until it was too late to resist.

"A trap for us?" His fingers traced the
border between their lands on the map, lingering over the disputed
territories marked in fading ink. "No, I set the trap. We will
weaponize patience. In only months, Ethean's silos will be nearly
empty, and their minds focused on the fear of hungry bellies. If we
strike now, we will fight a desperate enemy. They will fight like
wounded lions, with the increased strength of despair. Anyone who
has hunted a wounded predator will know of what I speak." He and
several others in the room shuddered, involuntarily, memories of
past hunts gone wrong flickering behind their eyes. "But if we
wait..."

He leaned forward, his dark eyes gleaming
with calculated intelligence, the golden rings on his fingers
catching the light as he gestured over the map. "The harvest begins
in less than a season. By the second week if the harvest, the silos
will still be empty, but the fields will be heavy with grain, ripe
for the taking. Do you see?"

Sweat beaded on the brow of a younger
commander, who shifted uncomfortably in his polished armour.
Tigonus continued, his voice taking on the measured cadence of a
teacher explaining an obvious truth to a slow student. "The Etheans
won't throw their lives away for barren fields or empty barns. They
will see the truth—that dead men do not eat. Fighters they may be,
but they will not fight to the death over what can be salvaged
through surrender. They will defend their crops at first, yes, but
when they realise the harvest is worth nothing without their lives,
they will yield. And when they do, their bounty will become
ours."

The room was silent save for the crackle of
flames and the distant call of a night bird. Tigonus pressed on,
his tone sharpening like a blade against a whetstone. "We will move
swiftly while they are distracted. While their scythes work the
fields, our swords will threaten their lives, their families, and
their very future. The grain they seek to protect will feed our
armies instead. There will be no desperate battle, no fields set
aflame. Only victory—whole and unspoiled."

Zeras scowled, his scarred face twisted in
frustration, the lamplight deepening the old burn mark that ran
from his jaw to his collar. His battle-worn armour creaked as he
shifted his weight. "And if Cleidae sees this coming? If he pulls
his soldiers back to defend the cities instead of the fields?"

"Let him," Tigonus snapped, slamming his palm
onto the table hard enough to make the bronze markers jump. "Ethea
is a land of farmers, not warriors. They cannot defend both the
fields and the cities. If Cleidae abandons the harvest, his people
starve, and he loses their support. If he defends it, he divides
his forces and weakens his walls. Either way, we win."

Heron, ever cautious, leaned forward in his
simple leather armour that marked him as a career soldier rather
than a noble commander. His weathered face bore the careful
expression of a man who had seen too many clever plans fall apart.
"And what of morale, Tigonus? What of the men who itch for battle
now, not months from now?"

Tigonus turned to him, unyielding as the
fortress walls around them. A slight smile played at the corners of
his mouth, the expression of a father indulging a child's simple
question. "Morale is won with bread, not blood. Armies march on
their stomachs, not their feet. Hungry men grumble, yes—they curse
the waiting, they long for the fight. But give them full bellies
and a full jug of ale, and they will soon forget their complaints.
They will march with strength, and they will sing because they know
we feed them while their enemies starve. A fed army is a loyal
army, and loyalty wins wars." He swept his arm across the map,
encompassing all of Ethea. "When our soldiers march into Ethea, fed
and rested, they will see their enemy broken—not by our swords, but
by our patience. They will claim land that feeds them, not a
collection of ruined farms they must rebuild with rumbling bellies.
That is how empires endure."

Heron said nothing, though his frown
deepened, fingers unconsciously touching the hilt of his sword.
Zeras muttered under his breath but did not argue further, his
chain mail rustling as he crossed his arms. Tigonus let the silence
hang, heavy as an executioner's axe, a reminder that while they
thirsted for conquest, it was his strategies that had kept
Attalusia strong.

"Prepare the men," Tigonus commanded, his
voice final, resonating with the authority of countless victories.
"Not for a siege, but for a swift, calculated strike. When the
harvest begins, we will take not just Ethea, but everything it
yields."

The generals filed out, their footsteps heavy
with reluctant acceptance, armour and weapons creating a sombre
percussion against the stone floor. Tigonus stayed behind, staring
at the map before him, running his fingers over the carefully inked
territories and boundaries. A single candle guttered in its holder,
casting his shadow large against the wall, like a giant
contemplating his domain. The pieces were set. Now, all that
remained was to play the game—and win.

Through the high window slits, the first
light of dawn began to creep into the chamber, painting the war
room in shades of gold and promise. Another day of waiting, of
patience, of letting his trap slowly, inexorably close. Tigonus
smiled, knowing that sometimes the greatest victories were won not
with the clash of steel, but with the slow, steady tick of time's
inevitable march forward.


 Chapter 1



Cleidae stood stiffly under the negotiation
tent's weather-worn canopy, his hands clasped behind his back until
his knuckles whitened. The banners of Attalusia rippled lazily in
the soft breeze, their bright red and gold a wound against the
muted browns and greens of the Ethean countryside. The smell of
leather, metal, and oiled wood mingled with the sharper scent of
sweat and anxiety, while woodsmoke from the distant campfires
caught in his throat – a constant reminder of the army lurking
beyond the ridge. The faint clinking of armour and distant neighing
of horses underscored the tension, a sound that seemed to coil
tighter with each heartbeat.

Across from him, Tigonus lounged with
practiced ease, though his eyes – sharp as a falcon's – betrayed
none of the casual air his posture suggested. His armour gleamed in
the filtered sunlight, polished steel catching the light like a
mirror, each piece worth more than an Ethean farmer might see in a
lifetime. Gold armlets adorned his forearms, jewels glittering on
the sword hilt at his side like drops of frozen blood. His every
movement radiated authority, his polished appearance calculated to
intimidate, to unsettle. Cleidae, by contrast, wore simplicity like
armour. A plain grey tunic hung loosely on his wiry frame, his only
adornment the honest dust of the road. His long black hair,
windswept and tangled, fell across his face like an afterthought.
He looked more like a farmer dragged from his fields – which he was
– than a negotiator sent to determine the fate of his people.

Yet Cleidae's stillness had weight, a quiet
resolve that seemed to anchor the space between them. The tension
in his jaw betrayed nights spent wrestling with impossible choices,
each option a different shade of surrender. Tigonus spoke first, as
Cleidae had known he would. The Attalusian general's voice was
smooth, confident, each word flowing like honey laced with poison.
"Cleidae, my friend, you and I are here to avoid unnecessary
bloodshed. To find a solution that benefits both our peoples.
Surely, we can agree that conflict would leave fields scorched,
silos empty, and widows weeping on both sides. Weeks have passed –
do you enjoy my company so much that you risk us coming to any
agreement?"

Cleidae said nothing, his eyes fixed on the
rough-hewn table between them. The wood's grain seemed to mock him
with paths that led nowhere. He was not a violent man, but the urge
to wipe that practiced smile from Tigonus's face burned in his
chest like hot iron. The general's words were crafted to disarm, to
weave the illusion of partnership while the noose tightened.
Cleidae recognized the game, but he refused to play on Tigonus's
terms. After a moment that stretched like drought-parched leather,
his voice, low and deliberate as winter frost, broke the silence.
"Conflict always leaves scars. But so do the terms of surrender, if
carved too deep."

Tigonus smiled, unfazed, though something
flickered in his eyes – appreciation, perhaps, or annoyance at
finding steel beneath the farmer's dust. "Surrender? A harsh word.
I propose something far more elegant: Ethea, a proud and vital
territory within the Attalusian realm. You would retain your
traditions, your governance—under our protection, of course." His
rings caught the light as he gestured, and Cleidae thought of
shackles.

Cleidae finally lifted his gaze, his dark
eyes meeting Tigonus's with the steady calm of a man who had
already calculated the cost of every word. "A territory is more
than fields to be ploughed and taxed by its master. Protection can
turn into chains." His words were slow and methodical, like a
craftsman placing each nail with care, knowing the structure must
hold against storms to come.

Tigonus's smile faltered but returned
quickly, this time sharp as a blade's edge. "An alliance then," he
countered, leaning forward slightly, his armour creaking with the
movement. "A union of equals. Attalusia, with its armies and
resources, and Ethea, with its fertile lands and loyal people. A
partnership forged in wisdom, not war." The word 'equals' hung in
the air like smoke, equally insubstantial.

Cleidae's lips twitched into the faintest
ghost of a smile, bitter as unripe fruit. "Equal in name, but not
in weight. And what does your 'partnership' demand of Ethea?" His
fingers traced an invisible pattern on the table's surface, perhaps
mapping the borders soon to be redrawn.

Tigonus leaned back, feigning a casual air
that his hawk-sharp eyes belied. "Only a small offering—a gesture
of goodwill. Half of your crops each








cover.jpg
ALCIBIA
\ 4

T IGOIVUS

=

DOUG NASH





