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In the world of Ashenveil, dungeons are not mere places of treasure and glory—they are living tombs where the forgotten go to die. Guild halls rise in every major city, their walls lined with contracts for those brave or desperate enough to descend into the dark. Adventurers form parties, climb the ranks, and chase deeper floors where greater rewards await.

But behind every celebrated hero stands an unseen blade. Behind every victory, a silent sacrifice. Some save lives without recognition. Some bleed without thanks. Some fade so quietly that no one notices they were ever there.

This is the story of Nyx Valeris—an assassin whose skill kept her party alive, whose silence made her invisible, and whose loyalty was mistaken for disposability. It is a story of trust broken not through malice, but through cold, calculated efficiency.

In the depths of the dungeon, monsters are predictable. It is people who truly wound us.

What follows is a descent—not into stone corridors and beast-filled chambers, but into isolation, emptiness, and the quiet darkness that comes when you realize you are no longer needed.

Welcome to the first shadow.
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⚔ The Unseen Blade ⚔

The crawler's claws were already descending toward Mira's exposed back when Nyx's blade left her hand. It punched through the creature's skull with a wet crunch. The thing dropped between the mage and the torchlight, twitching once before going still.

Mira spun, fire spell dying on her fingertips. "What—"

"Ceiling," Nyx said quietly, retrieving her knife. Blood dripped dark against the stone. "There's another one."

The dungeon smelled like wet stone and old blood. Third floor, deep enough that the air tasted stale, shallow enough that the creatures were predictable. Nyx preferred it that way. Patterns she could read. Threats she could see coming.

The party ahead hadn't noticed the ambush. They never did.

Draven Kaelor stood at the center of the corridor, his broad shoulders filling the passage, sword already drawn and gleaming in Mira's torchlight. He was scanning the obvious threats—the shambling forms emerging from a side passage—while Torin adjusted his grip on his shield, muttering something about tight spaces.

Two crawlers on the ground. Three on the ceiling. Party formation leaves the backline exposed.

Nyx counted her breathing. In for three steps. Out for three. The rhythm kept her centered, kept her moving. Her daggers hung loose at her sides, familiar weight. She shifted left, arcing wide along the wall where the shadows were deepest.

The second ceiling crawler was already positioning itself above Mira.

Of course it is.

"Contact ahead," Draven said, his voice low and controlled. Always controlled. He raised one hand and the party slowed with practiced precision. "Standard formation. Mira, hold fire until—"

Nyx was already moving. Four strides closed the distance. Her dagger drove up through the soft tissue under the crawler's jaw before it could drop. The creature spasmed, and she twisted the blade, feeling cartilage snap. It went limp.

She stepped back, pulling her weapon free. The thing hit the floor with a thud.

"Behind you," she said to no one in particular.

Draven turned and cut down the two ground crawlers in two clean strokes. Economy of motion. No wasted energy. Torin bashed the second with his shield, more enthusiasm than necessary, and the creature's skull caved in with a crack.

"Ha! Got you, ugly bastard!" Torin grinned, shield still raised.

Silence fell. Mira's unused spell fizzled out, blue light dying on her fingertips. She stared at the two dead crawlers near her feet, the ones Nyx had killed.

"That was..." Mira's voice was shaky. "Close. I didn't even see them."

"You were focused on the spell," Draven said, already scanning ahead. His tone was matter-of-fact, not unkind. "Good instincts on the fire composition, but you left yourself exposed. Torin, close that gap next time."

"Got it, boss."

Draven's eyes flicked to Nyx, just for a moment. "Good eyes."

Two words. Acknowledgment without weight. Recognition without meaning.

Nyx wiped her throwing knife clean on the crawler's ragged clothing. Good eyes. That's all it ever is.

They moved on.

The pattern repeated through the fourth floor. Nyx spotted the pressure plate hidden under moss that would have triggered a blade trap. Called it out in her quiet voice. Draven adjusted their path without breaking stride.

When a swarm of razorwings descended from a vent in the ceiling, screeching and diving, Nyx's daggers cut down five in rapid succession—quick, efficient kills—before Mira's fire spell incinerated the rest in a burst of flame and ash.

"Beautiful work, Mira!" Torin clapped the mage on the shoulder. "You're getting faster with that."

Mira beamed. "Thanks! I've been practicing the incantation speed."

I thinned them first. Made it easier. But sure.

Nyx said nothing. She was already checking the corridor ahead, eyes scanning for the next threat.

They found a treasure room behind a concealed door. Draven examined the entrance carefully, running his fingers along the frame, but it was Nyx who spotted the pressure plate hidden inside the threshold. One step and the door would have sealed them in.

"Hold." She pointed at the mechanism. "See the discoloration?"

Draven knelt, studying it. After a moment, he nodded. "Good catch. Torin, mark it. Everyone step wide."

They did. The treasure was modest—a few gold pieces, some alchemical components. Draven divided it with his usual fairness, counting out shares with meticulous precision. He was good at that. Always equitable. Always just.

That's why I trust him.

Nyx received her share and tucked it away without comment.

Later, at camp, the party gathered around the fire. Nyx sat apart, back against a broken pillar, just outside the circle of light. Close enough to be present. Far enough to fade.

Draven was telling a story about a contract he'd run years ago, before this party. His voice carried in the enclosed space, warm and animated in a way it never was during combat. He gestured as he spoke, and Mira laughed, her hand briefly touching his arm.

Torin chuckled, deep and rough. "No way. You actually said that to the guild master?"

"I was younger," Draven said, smiling slightly. "More reckless."

"You? Reckless?" Mira shook her head. "I can't even imagine it."

He's different around them. Relaxed. Human.

Nyx sharpened her daggers, the whetstone making soft, rhythmic sounds. She tested the edge with her thumb, watching the firelight catch on the blade. Sharp enough to cut shadow. That's what her old mentor used to say.

She wondered if anyone here even remembered she was watching.

The conversation continued. Stories. Jokes. Mira asked Draven about his training, and he answered, his tone thoughtful. Torin interjected with commentary, loud and good-natured. They were comfortable with each other. A unit.

Nyx was part of it. Technically. On paper.

But not really.

"Nyx." Draven's voice cut through her thoughts. She looked up. He was standing, silhouetted against the fire, expression unreadable in the shadows. "First watch. I'll take second."

She nodded and rose, moving to the perimeter without a word. Behind her, the conversation resumed almost immediately, as if she'd never been there.

Mira's lighter laugh. Torin's deeper rumble. Draven's steady voice.

The dungeon was quieter at night. Safer, in a way. The creatures here followed patterns—hunting times, territorial boundaries, predictable behaviors. Unlike people.

Nyx settled against the pillar and watched the darkness. Her thoughts drifted, unbidden, to Draven. The way he moved in combat. Efficient. Decisive. Never a wasted motion. The way he planned their routes, always thinking three steps ahead, considering angles she hadn't even seen yet.

He's good at what he does. That's why I stay.

She told herself that was the only reason.

Trust was a strange thing, she'd learned. It didn't require reciprocation. It didn't demand to be seen. You could trust someone who barely noticed you were there.

The hours passed in silence. The dungeon settled into its nocturnal rhythms. Distant sounds echoed through the corridors—skittering, scraping, the occasional shriek of something dying.

When Draven came to relieve her, he brought a waterskin. Condensation beaded on the leather. He must have kept it close to his body to keep it cool.

"You did good work today," he said, handing it to her.

Today? Which part? The crawlers I killed before Mira even saw them? The trap that would have sealed you in? The five razorwings?

"Thank you." She took the water, drank. The coolness was a relief. She passed it back.

He hesitated. For just a moment, his expression shifted—something almost like concern, or maybe curiosity. As if he wanted to ask something but couldn't quite find the words.

Then the moment passed. He nodded and took his position, settling against the pillar she'd vacated. "Get some rest."

She returned to her bedroll and lay down, staring at the stone ceiling. Cracks spiderwebbed across the surface, old damage from some long-ago structural failure. She traced them with her eyes, following the patterns until they blurred.

Sleep came slowly.

In her dreams, she died saving people who never noticed she was gone.

⚔ ⚔ ⚔

— End of Chapter One —

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
BLACK DAGGER
BROKEN TRUST

M\






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





