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Introduction

The wind howled over the Atlantic, carrying with it the scent of salt, wood, and broken promises. In the County of Portucal, Urraca’s court simmered with intrigue. The queen mother studied the ancient map spread across the mahogany table, her eyes tracing territories that one day might become the first independent kingdom on the Peninsula.

Her legitimate son, Afonso, young and ambitious, examined the county’s borders with an almost obsessive interest. Every river, every hill seemed to him a silent ally or enemy. By his side, the bastard Ferran Márquez chuckled softly, his fingers drumming on the wooden table. Where Afonso saw duty, Ferran saw opportunity. Where Afonso saw allies, Ferran saw pieces to move on his own board.

To the east, the island of Madeira rose like a beacon of prosperity: banana plantations, abundant timber, and sturdy fortifications that protected its inhabitants from external attacks. To the west, the Azores had become organized chaos: pirates, bandits, and prostitutes under the charismatic and ruthless command of Ricky the Puppets, all thirsty for autonomy.

But there were mysteries older and more dangerous than any pirate or king. On the rocky coast of the Azores, hidden in a cave lit by torches dancing across crystal walls, lived Morgana del Campo. Around her, a community of women cultivated herbs and mushrooms, studied the power of plants and runes, and trained as warriors — fierce and disciplined, like human shields. They knew the secrets of sea and land and bowed to no man, not even Urraca’s sons.

It was on a stormy day that three figures emerged from the waves: Loki, the navigator; Thorz, the fighter; and Runaz, the Viking woman. Their ship had wrecked, and now the island promised either refuge... or war. Morgana watched them, assessing: they could be allies or enemies, yet in some way, they were welcome.

As the Atlantic roared and the cave’s torches flickered, the future of the First Kingdom began to be written — amid battles, broken alliances, daring pirates, and ancient sorcery. And at the heart of it all, Afonso and Ferran still did not realize that everyone’s fate would depend on their courage and cunning, and on those who dared to challenge the world with magic and steel.

The First Kingdom – Chapter 1: The County Court

The sun broke through heavy clouds over the County of Portucal, tinting the stone walls with shades of gold and gray. In Urraca’s court, the morning silence was heavy, interrupted only by the clinking of swords and the whispers of anxious servants.

The queen mother walked through the throne hall with firm steps, glancing sidelong at the assembled councilors. Each face carried ambition, fear, or loyalty—and Urraca knew them all well. Keeping them under control required more than strength; it required cunning.

Her legitimate son, Afonso, stood by a window, watching the fields stretching beyond the walls. The young prince saw potential in every hill, every river, every village. Yet, deep down, he felt constrained by his mother and the rules he had not yet learned to break.

“Mother, when will the county be able to rise as its own kingdom?” Afonso asked, turning to Urraca, his eyes burning with ambition.

Urraca sighed, letting her hand glide over the arm of the throne. “The world is not conquered by courage alone, my son. We need allies, and we must know who trusts us... and who wishes for our downfall.”

Across the hall, Ferran Márquez, the bastard son, leaned against a stone pillar, an ironic smile on his lips. He watched Afonso with the patience of one who knows everyone’s secrets. Where Afonso saw duty and honor, Ferran saw opportunities and cracks.

“And if no one wants to trust us?” Ferran murmured, as if speaking only to himself. “Then we will have to forge our own path.”
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The echo of his words made Urraca raise an eyebrow. She knew the bastard was dangerous—not for his strength, but for his mind. And, in a way, he was right: the county was surrounded by powerful kingdoms, all eager to be the first to consolidate power.

The day advanced, and messengers arrived with news from neighboring lands, rumors of alliances and betrayals. Each letter was a reminder that for the county to become a kingdom, it would require more than the strength of arms: it would demand courage, intelligence, and a touch of audacity.

As the court prepared to discuss strategy, Afonso felt the weight of the inheritance awaiting him. Ferran, meanwhile, smiled quietly, already plotting the next moves on the invisible board of politics. And on the horizon, beyond the walls, the Atlantic roared, reminding everyone that the world was vast... and no one would be remembered for waiting.

The war council began shortly after noon. Urraca sat rigidly on the throne, while the councilors took their seats, each trying to appear either overly loyal or overly ambitious—never clearly one or the other.

Afonso presented himself first. With firm posture and calm voice, he laid out a plan to reinforce the county’s borders, protect villages, and keep trade routes safe. Every gesture, every word, radiated confidence and competence. The councilors murmured among themselves, impressed, whispering under their breath: “This is the son we hoped for...”

When Ferran entered, the atmosphere shifted. The bastard did not approach the throne; he stayed in the shadows, arms crossed, eyes playing over every detail of the room. He brought no proposals, only biting comments and provocative questions.

“If we invest all this gold in the borders,” Ferran said, “who guarantees it won’t be diverted? And what if today’s allies are tomorrow’s enemies? Aren’t we just preparing the ground for traitors to hide within our own walls?”

The councilors shuddered; some were offended, others frowned. Urraca breathed deeply, trying to ignore the poisonous irony.

Afonso, with patience, replied: “The security of the county requires risk, Ferran. It’s easy to point out flaws while sitting in the shadows. Harder is making decisions when everyone’s fate depends on them.”

Ferran smiled, a cold, almost cruel smile. “Perhaps. But sometimes, shadows reveal secrets that the light prefers to ignore. Not all can be trusted... not even Urraca’s children.”

The hall shuddered. The accusation was subtle but venomous, making it clear: Ferran would not limit himself to conspiring against the county’s enemies—he owed loyalty to no one, not even his own mother.

As the council proceeded, Ferran continued to drop small provocations, undermining the confidence of less certain councilors. Afonso, by contrast, remained steady, courteous, and persuasive. His presence radiated security and hope. Everyone saw in him the image of the perfect heir, while Ferran was the unsettling shadow whispering doubt and chaos.

By the end of the day, Urraca sat alone on the throne, contemplating her two sons. Afonso, the one everyone expected to be the county’s future, full of virtue and courage. Ferran, the bastard, intelligent, rebellious... and dangerous, capable of turning allies against allies, and perhaps even challenging the county itself when the time came.

And in the twilight silence, as torches flickered in the halls, Urraca realized that for the County of Portucal to survive, she would have to control both Afonso’s light and Ferran’s shadow.

When night fell over the County of Portucal, the castle halls were silent... but not for long. Ferran waited until most of the councilors had withdrawn, then approached a small room where the county’s supplies and treasures were kept.

With quiet steps, he opened a chest filled with coins and important documents, examining the plans to reinforce the borders, contracts with merchants, and alliances with neighboring villages.

A cold smile appeared on his lips: if he wished, he could sell or destroy everything without anyone noticing. Not out of greed—but for the pleasure of watching chaos grow.

Later, during dinner, Ferran entered the dining hall with an innocent air, though the tension he had sown in the corridors began to spread. He made subtle comments about untrustworthy allies and “mistakes that daylight has yet to reveal,” casting sidelong glances at Afonso.

Afonso responded calmly and firmly, projecting the confidence everyone expected of him. Every gesture of the prince displayed leadership: he sat upright, listened attentively to the councilors, smiled courteously, and spoke with fairness. Everyone in the room, even the most suspicious, felt that he was the son the county needed to survive the storms approaching.

But Ferran did not stop. After dinner, he “accidentally” let a wine-soaked scroll fall across the map table. Afonso managed to dodge his own plan in time, but other maps and letters were smeared. Some councilors whispered, suspecting an accident. Yet Urraca, watching from afar, recognized the intent. Ferran silently chuckled inwardly, pleased to sow doubt and minor setbacks without anyone being able to openly accuse him.

Before retiring to his chambers, Ferran cast one last look at Afonso, full of silent challenge. It was the first time the court realized he would not be merely an obstacle; he was a threat.

Meanwhile, Afonso, though weary, remained steadfast in his room, reviewing the day’s plans and considering how to protect the county and his family. His patience, courage, and sense of duty made him the perfect heir—but everyone knew that no virtue could easily tame Ferran Márquez.

In the castle’s silence, Urraca watched her family with a mixture of pride and fear. The County of Portucal had an admirable heir and a cunning bastard. If they wished to survive, they would need every ounce of wisdom, courage, and cunning the world could demand.
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The First Kingdom – Chapter 2: The Pirate and the Runes

The sea roared like an awakened giant, and amid the waves lapping the coasts of the Azores, an improvised ship cut through the mist. On the deck, Ricky the Puppets stood, his dark cloak flapping in the wind, a sarcastic smile etched on his face. He surveyed the island he ruled with eagle eyes—and a touch of amusement.

“Welcome to my little chaos,” he said to his followers, crossing his arms. Ancient, mysterious runes hung around his neck. With a light touch, he could sense who was trustworthy, who lied, and who harbored secrets. No man or woman could hide from Ricky for long.

Ricky was more than a pirate; he was a charismatic leader, both respected and feared by all on the island. His enemies called him cruel; his allies, king. And he laughed at both, his sarcasm as sharp as a blade: “The world is a joke, and I like to choose who laughs with me.”

As he examined the runes, he noticed signs of tension from the continent. The County of Portucal was not just a distant piece of land—it was a piece on the grand chessboard, filled with ambitious heirs and bastard sons. He gestured and murmured:

“Let’s see... Afonso, the worthy? Ferran, the shadow... hmmm... both intriguing.”

The pirates around him weren’t sure whether he spoke to them or to the runes, but everyone knew that every word Ricky uttered was a decision—and none of his decisions were casual.

On the horizon, flames from a coastal village reflected on the water. Ricky smiled, sarcastic and calculating:

“Looks like the game is starting... and I love games.”

With that, he prepared the island for the arrival of new forces, knowing that soon the continent and the islands would be linked by war, intrigue, and ambition—and that neither Afonso nor Ferran, however virtuous or cunning, could ignore the power of Ricky the Puppets.

The wind cut across the Azorean coast, carrying the scent of salt and burning wood. On the cliffs, a torch-lit cave revealed Morgana del Campo, surrounded by women cultivating herbs and mushrooms, sharpening blades, and studying ancient runes. Every movement was calculated, every glance vigilant—no one entered without being noticed.

Morgana


	Loki, the navigator, cunning and stealthy. 

	Thorz, the fighter, muscular and impetuous. 

	Runaz, the Viking woman, fierce, with eyes that seemed to read the hearts of any man. 
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The First Kingdom – Chapter 3: The Order of Madeira
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	Towers and walls adapted to the terrain, utilizing cliffs and promontories; 

	Interconnected watch posts, communicating via fire signals or flags; 

	Patrol routes and defensive points to protect ships and supplies; 

	Coordinated training, combining brute strength with strategic cunning. 













	Among the Azoreans, he was respected and feared; 

	Among potential allies, he was a powerful unknown; 

	Among his enemies, he was the bastard no one could control. 










	Runaz and Thorz attacked from the stern, creating a distraction; 

	Ferran coordinated the Azoreans to cut escape routes and capture the crew; 

	Loki sailed nearby, ready to intercept any reinforcements coming from the continent. 
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	Azores: organized chaos, led by Ferran and Ricky, unpredictable strategic allies; 

	Madeira: diplomacy, organization, and resources, seeking to strengthen Portucalense; 

	Portucalense County: on the brink of continental war, trying to maintain its alliances with Madeira; 

	León and Aragon: united against Portucalense, ready to attack and divide power. 














	León attacked strategic flanks, seeking weaknesses in Portucalense defenses; 

	Aragon pressed directly against the walls, launching arrows and catapults; 

	Portucalense County, under Afonso and Urraca, resisted bravely, using well-trained troops and defensive strategies to hold the line. 




	León and Aragon had numbers, but were scattered and fatigued; 

	Portucalense suffered losses, but maintained cohesion; 

	And Ferran, even in retreat, knew that every enemy move could be exploited from the Azores, sabotaging supply lines and maintaining strategic distractions.
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	A cunning bastard, capable of influencing events from a distance; 

	A silent strategist that no one could predict; 

	An essential player in the First Kingdom, ready to intervene wherever and whenever he wished. 











	Azores: strategic, independent, observant, maintaining absolute freedom; 

	Madeira: advancing at full force, demanding political and religious influence; 

	Portucalense County: surrounded, forced to manage attacks and external pressures, seeking survival and alliance maintenance; 

	León and Aragon: retreating, but watching for any weakness in Portucalense. 





	False information about routes and reinforcements reached León and Aragon, confusing their commanders; 

	Timely alerts to Portucalense allowed key positions to be reinforced before critical attacks; 

	Discreet bribes and silent alliances among nobles weakened enemy cohesion. 
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	Portigalis Patria consolidated and expanded; 

	Madeira strengthened, bound to Christian and political authority; 

	Azores observing from a distance, free and strategic, ready to act when convenient; 

	León and Aragon defeated but not destroyed, nursing resentment and preparing future conflicts; 

	Ferran Marquez, the bastard, manipulator and invisible strategist, increasingly a key player that no one dared underestimate. 





	Created an organized navy to patrol the coast and prevent pirate attacks, ensuring merchant and supply ships moved safely. 

	Established coastal fortifications at strategic points, using cliffs, coves, and nearby islands to secure coverage for the entire coastline. 



	Reformed maritime law and increased surveillance over bandits and corsairs. Anyone daring to attack Portigalis ships would be pursued and punished, creating fear and respect. 

	For special cases, Afonso hired strategic mercenaries, utilizing the experience of former repentant pirates, turning chaos into controlled force. 



	Negotiated with the clergy, securing substantial funding and donations, justifying that the money would be used to protect Christians, strengthen faith, and expand Portigalis’ influence. 

	With these resources, he built ports, watchtowers, and arsenals, ensuring the kingdom could face any continental or maritime threat. 




	Safer maritime routes and flourishing trade; 

	Pirates thinking twice before attacking; 

	Portigalis Patria’s power growing, consolidating its position among the peninsula’s major kingdoms; 

	Afonso, now called “The Great Leader”, becoming a figure of reference, combining military strength, strategic vision, and moral authority, supported by clergy and people. 
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	The king did not need to fight battles; he won them before they even happened; 

	His network of influence and corruption made him an invisible force as dangerous as any army; 

	Even Ricky and Morgana, with their rebellion and magic, knew Afonso’s power was inescapable on the continent. 















	Trade and supplies — Secure maritime routes for food, weapons, and gold, strengthening the kingdom without relying solely on islands and conquered lands; 

	International legitimacy — Demonstrate that Portigalis Patria was not just a victorious county, but a kingdom recognized beyond the peninsula, enhancing prestige and diplomatic power; 

	Influence over future events — Create a network of contacts, information, and favors that could be used against potential enemies, including León, Aragon, and any rebellious noble. 




	Absolute internal dominance consolidated; 

	Safe maritime routes and strategic surveillance; 

	Cautious international alliance with France, increasing prestige and protection; 

	Afonso, the absolute king, ever more omnipresent, where nothing escaped his gaze or his network of influence. 



	The kingdom had its own strong navy; 

	Maritime routes and ports were fortified; 

	Internal resources and foreign alliances (such as with France) ensured the steady flow of supplies and gold. 
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	Commercial missions were blocked or delayed; 

	Requests for reinforcements or diplomatic support were met with neglect; 

	The island’s influence over kingdom affairs diminished, its strategic importance constantly underestimated. 
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	Madeira might feel betrayed and vulnerable; 

	This could spark minor conflicts, internal rebellions, or even strategic desertions; 

	And, as always, Ferran would be ready to exploit any gap, maintaining the delicate balance between chaos and control. 
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	He reinforced ports, fortresses, and the island’s own navy; 

	He intensified training of soldiers and mercenaries, preparing the island to act independently; 

	He established new trade routes with other Atlantic territories and even minor French nobles, ensuring strategic autonomy without relying on Portigalis. 




	Minor conflicts or disputes with Portigalis could weaken the absolute king; 

	Rebels and dissidents could be quietly recruited without Afonso noticing; 

	And the growing tension between Madeira and Portigalis wove a web of intrigue and manipulation, with Ferran as the invisible maestro. 




	Portigalis Patria dominated the continent, consolidating wealth and power; 

	Madeira was quietly strengthening itself, learning to act independently; 

	The Azores, with Ferran, Morgana, and Ricky, observed every move, ready to intervene strategically. 





	The island would bow to no king, not even the powerful Afonso; 

	Loyalty once given was replaced by pride, autonomy, and distrust; 

	To ensure independence, Madeira cut all ties with Portigalis, including military, commercial, and religious alliances, even knowing it would isolate them from international Christian support. 




	The isolated island was now more predictable and easier to manipulate; 

	Any Afonso move to force annexation could be exploited to create internal tension or even strategic rebellions; 

	The relationship between Portigalis and Madeira had become a game of indirect forces, with the Atlantic as the true battlefield. 
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	Madeira remained independent, isolated, and cut off from external support; 

	Portigalis Patria retained absolute continental power, but now faced a lost ally and firm resistance in the Atlantic; 

	Ferran, Morgana, and Ricky observed, ready to leverage the island’s isolation in their own strategic games. 





	Promote trade between Madeira and the Azores, allowing goods, resources, and knowledge to flow freely; 

	Mutual cooperation in case of pirate, Viking, or foreign attacks, creating an Atlantic defense network; 

	Guarantee Madeira’s autonomy and sovereignty, without submission to Portigalis, while preserving tangible benefits of the alliance. 





	Isolation was dangerous for an island dependent on resources and commerce; 

	Logistical and military support from the Azores could protect the island without compromising independence; 

	An Atlantic alliance could balance Portigalis’ influence and create future strategic opportunities. 





	Madeira strengthened and independent, yet connected to the Azores via trade and defense; 

	The Azores acting as mediators and strategic observers, controlling information and routes; 

	Portigalis Patria still absolute on the continent, but increasingly removed from the Atlantic and unable to control the islands. 





	The festival would show the islanders that Madeira remained sovereign yet open to strategic relations; 

	It would strengthen ties with the Azores, facilitating trade and future cooperation; 

	It would also serve to monitor pirates, merchants, and visitors, ensuring the island’s security. 



	Ports lit with torches, decorated ships, and musicians from across the Atlantic; 

	Taverns and brothels reopened for the occasion, offering entertainment and abundant drink; 

	Soldiers and mercenaries staged parades and skill demonstrations, showing discipline and strength without threatening autonomy. 



	His charisma and sarcasm kept everyone laughing, dancing, and engaged in unpredictable games; 

	He promoted Atlantic skills like boat races, simulated duels, and navigation challenges, showcasing cooperation and expertise; 

	Subtly, he observed allies and potential threats, maintaining the island’s strategic position behind the scenes. 





	Chaos and festivities provided the perfect cover for his own maneuvers; 

	Madeira’s isolation had been replaced by a strategic Atlantic network, indirectly controlled by Ricky and Ferran; 

	Every detail of the festival served to test alliances, measure influence, and prepare future opportunities. 






	Afonso organized troops, archers, and knights, training them for fast, decisive campaigns; 

	Border castles and observation posts were reinforced, ensuring control over roads and supply lines. 
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	Spies were sent undercover to France, mapping cities, fortresses, and potential allies; 

	Embassies were established, offering treaties and exchanges, but always with an invisible hand ready to manipulate negotiations. 



	Strategic ports and transport routes were organized, ensuring that goods and weapons flowed quickly to the frontlines; 

	Church funds and internal tributes financed campaigns, mercenaries, and bribes to French allies. 



	Madeira consolidated autonomy and commerce; 

	The Azores, under Ricky and Ferran, observed and subtly manipulated the Atlantic situation; 

	The Atlantic Pax ensured that any continental crisis would not destabilize the islands. 



	The king’s attention on the continent reduced his vigilance over the Atlantic; 

	Small groups of mercenaries, Vikings, and bandits could act freely, creating strategic chaos without Portigalis noticing; 

	Madeira, cut off from the king, could be exploited for resources and intelligence, increasing Ferran’s indirect power. 
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	Continent: Portigalis Patria advanced strategically into France, seeking gold, influence, and prestige; 

	Atlantic: Madeira and the Azores consolidated autonomy, trade, and alliances, preparing for future conflicts or manipulations. 





	Attacks on Portigalian merchant ships: small groups of sailors and Vikings loyal to Ferran intercepted isolated vessels, stealing gold, supplies, and weapons; 

	Plunders were fast, precise, and calculated, leaving minimal traces and ensuring that Portigalis could not react immediately. 



	Ferran sent false messages and confusing signals to divert ships into ambushes, creating chaos without exposing the islands; 

	Each raid sent a silent message: “Even from afar, we can interfere in your empire.” 



	Stolen resources strengthened Madeira and the Azores, financed mercenaries, and improved ports and defenses; 

	Small favors and alliances were arranged with local pirates and bandits, expanding Ferran’s network without Portigalis noticing. 



	Afonso was fully absorbed in French campaigns, issuing orders, negotiating alliances, and organizing armies; 

	Small reports of attacks in the Atlantic arrived late and were dismissed as minor, isolated incidents; 

	The king’s absolute confidence in control over maritime routes worked against him, as the Azores now exploited these gaps with precision. 



	Quietly undermined Portigalis’ authority in the Atlantic; 

	Strengthened the islands, providing resources and influence without direct confrontation; 

	Prepared the stage for future strategic moves, should Afonso attempt to regain control. 







	Portigalis Patria deployed well-trained armies, led by generals loyal to Afonso, using strategy, espionage, and abundant supplies; 

	Fortified towns and small castles were captured with precision, while treaties and agreements secured logistical support and minimized resistance; 

	Afonso monitored every move, receiving intelligence from spies and messengers, manipulating alliances and orchestrating diplomacy to favor the kingdom. 



	Ferran continued his calculated raids, striking merchant ships, intercepting supplies, and subtly disrupting Portigalis’ maritime routes; 

	Madeira, strengthened and independent, quietly supported these actions, providing resources, safe harbor, and secure trade; 

	Each success boosted morale and confidence in the islands, while Afonso, absorbed in France, underestimated the silent threat. 



	Messengers arrived late or were intercepted, reporting Atlantic attacks as “minor inconveniences”; 

	Generals and advisors warned of vulnerable shipping lanes, but Afonso trusted the consolidated strength of his kingdom; 

	Ferran exploited every lapse, sending signals and minor provocations, testing reactions and expanding his influence. 



	Afonso captured towns, controlled roads and fortifications, but faced local resistance and surprise attacks; 

	Each victory increased prestige and wealth but demanded full attention, diverting focus from the Atlantic; 

	Slowly, the king began realizing that while absolute on land, the Atlantic might partially elude his control. 



	Conquest and warfare in France, commanding all of Afonso’s planning and power; 

	A silent threat in the Atlantic, with Madeira and the Azores coordinating raids, strategic trade, and indirect resistance. 



	As long as the king was engrossed in France, the islands could grow stronger, experiment with strategies, and prepare for future challenges, direct or indirect; 

	The Atlantic Pax and controlled chaos created an invisible network of power and influence, where even the absolute king could not immediately intervene. 



	Villages and minor fortresses fell under careful planning; 

	Afonso leveraged military strategy, espionage, and bribery to weaken resistance. 



	Some local lords organized guerrilla attacks and ambushes, using terrain familiarity to inflict unexpected casualties; 

	Fortified towns resisted stubbornly, forcing prolonged sieges, negotiations, and diplomatic tricks; 

	Every advance cost resources, gold, and attention, a reminder that even an absolute king could not control all things at once. 



	Ships carrying supplies and gold for the French campaign were intercepted; 

	Madeira served as a secure base, while the Azores provided strategic intelligence and logistical support; 

	Each quiet strike reminded Afonso that the Atlantic was not entirely under his command, and his continental focus created vulnerabilities. 



	Messengers reported attacks and lost trade routes, yet Afonso, absorbed in France, reacted only when losses became significant; 

	Advisors urged stronger Atlantic naval patrols, but the king believed his forces remained superior and that the islands would not dare direct confrontation; 

	Ferran, smiling, saw Afonso’s distraction as the perfect opportunity to expand influence, test defenses, and solidify the islands’ power. 



	Some towns fell, others resisted; alliances were forged and broken; 

	Gold and supplies looted by the Azores allowed Madeira to grow economically, reinforce defenses, and gain prestige in the Atlantic; 

	Slowly, Afonso realized that although he controlled the continent, the Atlantic could shift the balance of power, albeit indirectly. 



	French conquest, full of challenges and unexpected resistance; 

	Strategic raids and maneuvers in the Atlantic, with Madeira and the Azores acting as invisible forces capable of destabilizing the king at any moment. 



	The chaos on the island created distraction and fear, weakening any organized resistance; 

	Leonor’s absolute control allowed supplies and men to be prepared discreetly; 

	Every action she took, even under the guise of survival, strengthened Ferran’s Atlantic position. 

	Invisible Alliances
 Mysterious ships had left Madeira weeks before the first death. Ferran was already waiting:


	Troops trained for combat, loyal only to Leonor and Ferran; 

	Elite archers and strategists for future raids; 

	Resources and supplies intended not for the island, but for manipulating the Atlantic. 


	Madeira was no longer an ally, but a strategic point controlled by a cold mind; 

	The Azores observed every move, using merchants, pirates, and scouts to gather information without revealing their presence; 

	Ferran realized that Afonso’s absolute power could not reach the Atlantic, not even with all his surveillance and spies. 


	Small attacks began to destabilize Portigalian trade routes; 

	Captured resources were used to strengthen secret alliances with pirates, merchants, and mercenaries; 

	The Atlantic pax slowly transformed into a network of invisible influence, ready to expand at the right moment. 


	Victories and conquests increased prestige and wealth; 

	But every silent defeat in the Atlantic gradually eroded his sense of absolute control; 

	He was still king of the continent, but his absence from the Atlantic left a strategic gap that no one could ignore. 


	Madeira, under Leonor, functioned as an autonomous fortress; 

	The Azores, with Ricky and Ferran, controlled information and trade; 

	Portigalis Patria, though powerful, was only a giant blind to the Atlantic. 


	Continental: Afonso in France, believing his absolute power was still unchallenged; 

	Atlantic: Ferran and Leonor, weaving chaos, strategy, and invisible power. 



	He withdrew the best troops; 

	Ensured the strongest were sent away; 

	Left behind fanatics, the weak... and the manipulable. 



	Portigalis could not trust it; 

	The Church withdrew; 

	The island became isolated; 

	And the Azores? They strengthened.
 Silently. 


	bodies being burned; 

	soldiers patrolling under Leonor’s orders; 

	an island on the edge of collapse... yet controlled. 
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	He governs Madeira. 

	The island becomes strong, organized, and militarized. 

	Pays taxes to the Azores. 

	Guarantees protection and total alliance between the islands. 

	Never attacks the Azores.
 And more...
 — “Together...”
 He looked at both.
 — “...we are untouchable.” 
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	Azores → controlled chaos 

	Madeira → organized power 

	Ferran → ruler in the shadows 

	Ricky → guardian of balance 

	Morgana → unpredictable force 


	rare herbs 

	medicinal fungi 

	bitter infusions 

	strong-smelling ointments 



	Those with strength... were treated. 

	Those already lost... were accepted. 





	Ferran → power 

	Morgana → balance 

	Ricky → unpredictability 
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