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      Summary
    

    
      "Poison and Light" 
      chronicles the journey of redemption and transformation of Ravenna, once known as PoisonedOath - a name that carries the weight of the pain, vengeance and darkness that marked her former existence. The story begins amid restless memories, like echoes of a dark past, where the character was shrouded in darkness, driven by instincts for destruction and marked by devastating internal battles.
    

    
      The protagonist travels through the fantastic setting of the Academy, a magical space where young warriors and mages train under the tutelage of powerful masters. It is in this environment that Ravenna begins to rediscover her essence. Alongside companions like Melissa and Bree, she finds not only allies, but mirrors that show her who she was and who she can become. The greenhouse, the gardens and the gentle presence of Professor Rohani symbolise the blossoming of the light within her.
    

    
      Ravenna is a figure marked by contrasts: once shrouded in black armour and manipulator of cursed magic, she now walks in light robes and the constant glow of a luminous whip. This light symbolises her decision to abandon black magic and fight for her life, even though the memories of her former persona - PoisonedOath - still haunt her like a persistent shadow.
    

    
      The narrative intertwines past and present, especially through Ravenna, whose connection with PoisonedOath is deep and complex. Ravenna represents the duality of the soul, living between reality and illusion, torn between the purity of her essence and the remnants of darkness that insist on returning. The Woman of the Forest, an enigmatic and almost mythological entity, seems to be the guardian of these fragmented souls, feeding on Ravenna's inner confusion and revealing the latent chaos of someone who has not yet made peace with their own truth.
    

    
      Throughout the story, the protagonist travels along a path of self-knowledge, where confrontation with her previous versions is inevitable. Pain, once fuel for her fury, becomes a bridge to empathy and protection. The glowing whip is no longer a weapon of punishment, but of light - a beacon against the darkness that still threatens the paths she walks.
    

    
      "Poison and Light" 
      is therefore a narrative about rebirth, about how even the souls most marked by shadow can find within themselves the spark needed to transform the world around them. It is the story of a warrior who chose life, even when her origins clamoured for destruction and death.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter 1 - The Uprising
    

    
      
    

    
      No-one could have predicted that a zombie virus would emerge, destroying everything and everyone they knew. Ravenna woke up alone, surrounded by the unknown. "What happened? Where are my parents? Are my brothers okay?" she asked herself in a panic. A soldier by her side tried to calm her down, assuring her that he would explain everything when the time was right. Little did she know that she had already been recruited to fight for the kingdom.
    

    
      King Abyls had noticed her long ago. An unmarried young adult living with her parents and siblings attracted attention, especially as her older brother, Patrick, was already part of the royal 
      armada
      . Whenever he visited the house, Ravenna and her sister Liora trained with him, learning to defend themselves. But there was something peculiar about Ravenna - her parents hid her from the world, different from the other siblings in skin colour
      , build... 
      and temperament. Only on the day she turned 21 did she begin to understand why.
    

    
      Ravenna's father, a respected hunter in the village, supported the family with hunting and the small business he owned. Her mother looked after the house and the vegetable garden. One morning, as she was taking her daily walk through the valley, near the edge of the forest, she heard what sounded like a 
      baby
       crying. "Honestly, I'm 
      going 
      mad. I really need to rest," he thought, ignoring the sound and continuing on his way to the hunting area.
    

    
      The forest has always had its legends and mysteries. It was whispered that the plants came to life at night, that the trees would whip anyone who entered without good intentions. But he didn't believe these stories. He just needed meat to feed his family. That day, however, the silence was different. As he bent down to look for deer tracks, he heard a sound like a rattle. His body stiffened, his hand tightening on his gun.
    

    
      "Who's there?" he asked, feeling a tug on his hair. He spun on his heels, gun ready to fire. A muffled laugh echoed in his left ear and, as he turned round, he saw a bright spot, almost blinding him. "Who 
      are you
      ? What do you want?" he demanded to know. The glow moved away, leaving behind a trail of blue light on the ground, like 
      the
       thread of a magic ball 
      unravelling
      .
    

    
      A primitive fear gripped him, but something inside him 
      compelled 
      him to follow that trail. He swallowed dryly and moved forwards, deeper into the dark forest. "It's getting 
      dark
      ... I must be hallucinating 
      for sure,
      " he whispered to himself. 
    

    
      The light guided him to a cradle made of branches and leaves, where a 
      baby
       girl with bright green eyes and black hair lay. A strange feeling 
      enveloped
       him - as if he was destined to find that child. Carefully, he took her in his arms and, at the same moment, the forest whispered 
      in 
      his ear: "The chosen one".
    

    
      When he returned 
      home, he was greeted with astonishment by his wife. In his arms he carried the unknown 
      baby.
       Patrick, still small, and little Liora, still in her mother's womb, couldn't comprehend the importance of that moment. Ravenna, now much more animated, watched the scene with curiosity.
    

    
      The moment Liora was born, something extraordinary happened. Her newly arrived sister, still in the innocence of her young magic, touched her mother's face, causing her body to glow a dark green colour. Ravenna's mother immediately went into labour, while her father handed the mysterious 
      baby 
      to Patrick and ran to assist his wife.
    

    
      When Liora was finally born, everyone noticed a singular mark: a dark green whip drawn on her arm, and a silver glow flickered in her blue eyes. It was a sign, an unbreakable link between her and Ravenna.
    

    
      Fearing what the truth might cause, the parents decided to present the girls to the village as 
      twins
      . They promised never to tell Ravenna how she had really come into the family, sealing the secret of her origin forever.
    

    
      The day Ravenna turned 21, she was 
      playing 
      with her brothers  in a sparring session in the meadow. Her blows were agile, her energy tireless. In the middle of their fun, their mother called them in for dinner. Annoyed at being interrupted, Ravenna rolled her eyes, and in that instant, a wave of energy ran through her body. Her eyes glowed an intense shade of green, like two glittering emeralds.
    

    
      Her mother, who was carrying a basket of vegetables, dropped it on the ground, her eyes wide with surprise and fear. Ravenna felt her heart race. "What was 
      that
      ?" she thought, frightened. Not knowing how to react, she fled, running across the meadow without looking back. Her feet took her into the forest, to the darkest and most mysterious place she didn't know: the same place where her father had found her years ago.
    

    
      Her distressed father ran after her, calling her name. "Ravenna! Wait, my child!"
    

    
      She was cowering among the ancient trees, her eyes still glowing faintly. The man approached cautiously and knelt down beside her. "My dear... I knew this day would come," he said in a gentle voice
      , stroking his daughter's cheek.
    

    
      Ravenna looked up at him, her eyes welling 
      with tears
      . "What's 
      happening to 
      me, Dad? I... I did something strange. Mum looked at me like I was a monster."
    

    
      The man sighed deeply, holding his daughter's hands. "You were never a monster, Ravenna. You're special. There's something I need to tell you... something we've kept from 
      you 
      for many years."
    

    
      She frowned, her heart racing. "What?"
    

    
      He looked around, as if 
      seeking 
      courage in the forest itself. "This is where I found you. I'm not your father by blood. I found you here when you were still a 
      baby
      , wrapped in branches and leaves, bathed in a mysterious light. The forest whispered to me that day: 'The chosen one'. I knew I had to take you home."
    

    
      Ravenna felt the ground disappear beneath her feet. "So... I'm not who I thought I was? I'm... what?"
    

    
      Her father squeezed her hand tightly. "You've always been my daughter. Blood or not, I loved you from the moment I held you in my arms. But yes, there is something inside you... something that 
      no one 
      fully 
      understands
      . And now, it seems, that power has finally awakened."
    

    
      Silence stretched between them, only the whisper of the trees filling the void. Ravenna looked down at her hands, feeling an energy pulsing through her skin. She didn't know what lay ahead, but one thing was certain: nothing would ever be the same again.
    

    
      At home, Liora felt a kind of intense burning in the mark on her wrist. She gasped and clutched her arm, her eyes wide. "Mum... something's wrong with Ravenna. I can feel it!"
    

    
      Mum looked at her daughter, concerned. "What 
      are you feeling
      , my 
      child
      ?"
    

    
      Liora hesitated. "It's.... like my mark is 
      burning
      . As if something in her is 
      awakening
      . I'm worried about Ravenna, something's happened!"
    

    
      Patrick approached and put a comforting hand on his sister's shoulder. "Ravenna can take care of herself. Father went after her, I'm sure he'll bring her back."
    

    
      But Liora couldn't calm down. "No, Patrick, I know you want to reassure me, but this is different. Something has really changed... and I don't know if we have time to wait."
    

    
      Suddenly, Ravenna felt something different. The forest seemed to be calling her. She felt the roots squirming under her feet, the rustling of the leaves 
      echoing 
      like a whisper in her mind. Her body trembled, not from fear, but from something 
      primal 
      and unknown.
    

    
      "Dad... I... I 
      hear you
      ..." her voice came out shaky, as she felt her skin tingle.
    

    
      The wind grew stronger, and she bent down, holding her head. Every creature in the forest seemed to be connected to her. She could feel the flapping of crows' wings, the crawling of insects, the pulsing of sap inside the trees. The 
      call
       of the forest was irresistible.
    

    
      "Ravenna, listen to me! Breathe!" her father ordered, but she could no longer hear 
      him
      . A greenish glow emanated from her body, rising in gusts through the air, 
      blending into the darkness of the night. "Daughter, stay back, don't let it consume you!"
    

    
      Ravenna opened her eyes wide, feeling the energy expand far beyond her own body. Her feet barely touched the ground. Time seemed to expand around her - every heartbeat was thunder in the silence of the forest. "I... I can't..." he whispered, his lips barely moving.
    

    
      The power didn't just escape - it 
      surged 
      up from within, like a sleeping storm finally awakening. A wild, indomitable, ancient force. She shivered, not from cold, but from something primal: the intoxicating mixture of fear and ecstasy.
    

    
      She closed her eyes tightly, trying to contain the whirlwind that was spinning inside her. Her hair fluttered, and the ground around her began to crack gently, as if the earth itself couldn't bear her presence. But then something... 
      something 
      touched her.
    

    
      It was the sound of her father's voice, shaky but firm. He hadn't retreated. He was standing there, just a few steps away, his eyes tearing up and his heart breaking. "Ravenna, please..."
    

    
      That simple plea broke through the barrier that power had created. The greenish light hesitated, pulsed once more... and gradually began to dissolve, like smoke blown by the wind. The glow receded into her, and with it, the forest breathed again.
    

    
      Ravenna fell to her knees, exhausted, gasping for breath. Her hands were shaking, but they were visible again, human. Her father ran over to her, hesitant at first, but soon wrapped her in an embrace. The warmth of the contact made her collapse for good, sobbing silently against his chest.
    

    
      The walk home was silent, except for the sound of footsteps on the damp leaves. The forest, now quiet, seemed to watch - not with hostility, but with a deep, almost respectful attention. The air was charged, dense with what had happened, as if the world was adjusting to what Ravenna had become.
    

    
      When they arrived, the house seemed smaller, more fragile, as if her soul no longer fit there. Her mother was waiting for them on the veranda, her eyes wide at the sight of her daughter. She hesitated as she approached, briefly touching the girl's shoulder before pulling back, as if Ravenna's skin was burning.
    

    
      Patrick, standing behind the door, looked away. It wasn't fear, exactly. It was something more complex - perhaps grief for a sister he believed he knew.
    

    
      Only Liora ran up to Ravenna and hugged her without a second thought. The glow in the mark they both bore flickered for an instant, revealing a bond that transcended the family's understanding
    

    
      One night, unable to sleep, Ravenna felt 
      a call 
      echoing in her mind. It was the forest, whispering her name, summoning her to something greater. She got up silently and left the house, following the trail of energy that pulsed 
      in 
      her chest. Her footsteps took her to the clearing where she had been found years ago. The wind howled through the trees, and the moonlight seemed more intense than ever.
    

    
      Suddenly, a presence revealed itself before her. A woman with silver eyes and black robes, emanating a sombre yet enchanting aura. "You have finally awoken, child of the forest," said the woman, her voice 
      sounding 
      like a distant echo.
    

    
      Ravenna felt a shiver run down her spine. "Who are you? Why did you call me?"
    

    
      "I am the one who keeps the ancient secrets, and you are part of that destiny. Your soul carries a burden that only the chosen can bear. You were found in this forest for a reason. Are you ready to know the truth?"
    

    
      Confused, but feeling a greater force guiding her actions, Ravenna nodded. The woman held out her hand, and a green glow snaked around Ravenna's body. Images began to appear in her mind: visions of an unknown past, of an ancient lineage that was intertwined with the very essence of the forest. She saw shadows 
      emerging from the earth
      , battles being fought, and a name 
      being 
      whispered among the branches: PoisonedOath.
    

    
      Her heart raced. "What does that name mean?"
    

    
      The woman smiled enigmatically. "It means one who seals a poisoned oath. You are the heir to a power that can heal or destroy. You must choose who you want to be."
    

    
      Ravenna felt the weight of the decision 
      fall 
      on her. Her past, her family, everything she knew was about to change. She closed her eyes and when she reopened them, a new determination shone in her emerald green irises. She was no longer just Ravenna. She was someone destined for something much greater. It was PoisonedOath.
    

    
      The mysterious woman disappeared, leaving only the feeling of a sealed pact. When Ravenna returned home, something was different about her. Her gaze, her posture, the aura around her. She knew the road ahead would be difficult, but she was ready to face it.
    

    
      The transformation was complete.
    

    
      In the early hours of the morning, 
      Ravenna 
      walked silently through the village, her destiny 
      almost 
      set in 
      stone
      . However, before she could leave unnoticed, she heard heavy footsteps approaching. She turned round and found Patrick standing in front of her, his arms crossed 
      and a 
      suspicious look on his face.
    

    
      "What are you 
      doing 
      out here at this hour, Rav?" he asked, his voice laden with concern.
    

    
      She took a deep breath. "I'm not just Ravenna, Patrick. I've discovered who I really am and I need to leave. My destiny lies in the Academy."
    

    
      He 
      frowned
      . "Academy? No woman 
      of our status has 
      ever entered it. 
      And you 
      know it. What happened to you to suddenly make this decision?" Rav held his brother's gaze.
    

    
      Rav 
      held his brother's gaze. "I was called. There's something inside me... a power I can't ignore. If I stay, I could put everyone in danger. I need to understand what I am and how to control it."  Patrick hesitated. "What if this is a trap? If this power consumes you?"
    

    
      She smiled slightly, but there was a heaviness in her expression. "If I don't go, the uncertainty could consume me even more. I know it sounds crazy, but this is my path. I've always felt that I didn't fully belong here... now I know why."
    

    
      His brother sighed, rubbing his face with his hands. "And how do you intend to get into the Academy? They won't just accept you because 
      you 
      want them to."
    

    
      She 
      raised her head, determined. "The king has 
      had his eye on me 
      for years. He knows what I'm capable of. He'll accept. And if he doesn't... I'll force my way in."
    

    
      Patrick watched his sister for a long moment, then stepped forward and grasped her shoulders. "If that's what you really want, then 
      go
      . But 
      promise
       me that you'll 
      be careful
      . That you 
      won
      't lose yourself in that power."
    

    
      She held her brother's hand for a moment. "I promise."
    

    
      He nodded, pressing his lips together. "Then 
      go
      . But 
      note
      , if you need me, I'll always be here."
    

    
      She smiled, feeling a twinge of pain at leaving him behind, but at the same time, she knew there was no other way. 
    

    
      The impact was sudden, like divine thunder 
      shattering 
      the peace of a world that until then had seemed intact. The separation between Rav and Patrick was the 
      fuse
      , the spark that ignited something much deeper than a simple break in contact between two souls. The sound that echoed, almost supernatural 
      in 
      its intensity, sounded like the roar of an ancient beast 
      waking up 
      from a long sleep. It was as if the earth itself, fragile and vulnerable, had reacted to the separation, reacted to the rupture, and the ground shook with fury.
    

    
      It was a colossal rumble. The kind of sound that makes hearts stop, the earth shake and buildings that were once firmly rooted in the ground begin to crack. The foundations gave way, as if the very fabric of reality was 
      being 
      ripped apart. The noise was so deafening that it made Rav's ears ring, and she found herself unable to fully comprehend what was 
      happening around her
      . Chaos overtook the city, disintegrating any trace of order that had existed.
    

    
      The streets, which were once bustling with the sound of commerce and everyday life, were now dominated by panicked screams. The stands of the street vendors collapsed with brutal force, scattering goods and products in all directions, creating a storm of shattered glass, torn fabrics and twisted metal. 
      Coaches 
      and carriages toppled over, crushing everything in their path. People, terrified, ran around aimlessly, bumping into each other, stumbling over the rubble, not knowing where to go. The city seemed to be collapsing. In the blink of an eye, everything that had been built with so much effort was swallowed up by the destruction, as if the city itself were a victim of divine punishment, or worse, something even darker.
    

    
      Rav, his heart beating uncontrollably in his chest, looked around, trying to understand what was 
      happening
      . The air was thick, charged with a kind of electrical energy that made the hairs on the back of her neck stand on end. She looked up at the sky, and what she saw left her paralysed with terror. Flocks of birds, once tranquil, began flying in a single direction, a black mass on the horizon that moved northwards, as if they were fleeing from something that made them tremble. But that wasn't all.
    

    
      The sun, which until then had been shining with its warm, comforting light, was suddenly swallowed up by a black cloud that appeared out of nowhere. Darkness took over the sky in a terrifying way, covering the city in a heavy, dense and oppressive shadow. The world around Rav darkened relentlessly, as if sunlight were a distant relic, an antiquated concept. She could no longer feel the heat on her face, and the air became increasingly cold and charged with an energy she 
      couldn
      't understand.
    

    
      And then the storm came. It was no ordinary rain, but a cosmic fury, a storm that seemed to have been conjured up by the gods themselves in response to the cataclysmic 
      revelation
      . Vibrant, menacing green rays cut across the sky, illuminating the city with almost blinding flashes. The rays were not ordinary, with their strange, sickly colour; they seemed more like death sentences, piercing through the black clouds and striking the earth with an almost malicious precision. Each impact seemed more like a promise of destruction. The streets, already collapsing, were now being consumed by these green bolts of lightning, which caused buildings to burst into flames or disintegrate into pieces of stone and wood. The sound of the thunder that accompanied the lightning was terrible, a resounding roar that echoed through the air, amplifying the sense of terror and chaos that was spreading to every corner of the city.
    

    
      People were in total panic. There was no more control, no reason, no order. Only fear, which dominated everyone. Screams of despair filled the air, mingling with the sound of 
      slamming
       doors, 
      breaking 
      windows and the sound of uncontrolled chaos 
      taking 
      over every street and corner. Rav, his body trembling with fear, tried to find a way out, but he was lost. There was nowhere to run. The city was being swallowed up by a force that seemed to come from beyond reality itself.
    

    
      With her heart squeezing and her eyes trying to locate Patrik among the desperate crowd, Rav began to realise that he had disappeared. She tried to 
      run 
      through the streets, leaping over rubble, past fallen people, past those dragging themselves along the ground, trying to escape the storm that seemed to consume everything. The panic 
      in 
      her chest increased with every passing second. Where was he? What had happened to him? She felt an ache in her chest, a deep sense of loss, as if something inside her had broken
      .
    

    
      That's when the real pain came. A 
      hallucinatory 
      pain, which took over her head, as if someone were crushing her temples with an inhuman force. Rav bent forward, holding her head with her hands, 
      struggling 
      to keep her balance, but the pain was unbearable. She closed her eyes and screamed in pain, trying to resist, but she couldn't escape 
      the 
      intensity of 
      the 
      pain. It was as if the universe itself was trying to tear out her soul.
    

    
      And then, in the midst of the pain, she heard a laugh. A low, soft laugh, but full of malice. It was a laugh that made the hairs on her skin stand on end. She looked up, and the presence of the woman from the forest materialised before her. Her silhouette was dark, almost ethereal, like a shadow projecting out of reality. The woman's eyes glowed with an intense red light, as if her essence was pure evil, pure corruption.
    

    
      "
      You 
      still don't 
      understand
      , Rav," the woman's voice sounded like an icy whisper seeping into his mind. "Do you think you can run away from your destiny? Run away from your origin? 
      Your 
      loyalty is in question 
      here. 
      You will never 
      be 
      free again. 
      You'll 
      forever
       be chained to what you're trying to 
      escape."
    

    
      Rav struggled against the words the woman was hurling at her, but the pain 
      in 
      her head only increased. Each word was a stab, a cutting blade that penetrated her mind and left her powerless. She tried to resist, but the presence of the woman, with her insidious voice full of contempt, seemed to undermine all her will. Rav knew she was on the verge of a dark revelation, but she didn't want to hear it. She didn't want it to be true.
    

    
      The woman from the forest approached, her laughter growing in intensity, and Rav felt as if she was about to be swallowed up by that darkness. The world around her was crumbling, and the weight of the truth threatened to overwhelm her. She had been tested, her spirit challenged, and the answer was closer than she imagined. The city collapsing around her was just a reflection of something much bigger
      , and 
      while she tried to find the strength to resist, the chaos around her intensified, and the woman in the forest, with her evil smile, continued to question her, to push her into an abyss that Rav didn't know how to escape.
    

    
      The rumbling still echoed in 
      Rav
      's ears as she stood firm, staring at the woman in the forest. The destruction was palpable, but 
      she 
      didn't flinch. Her heart was pounding with fury and determination.
    

    
      "Do you think you can bend me? That you can drag me back 
      to your Darkness
      ?" her voice echoed, resonating among the shards of the collapsing city. "I will not succumb to 
      your will
      . I will fight it!"
    

    
      The forest woman smiled wickedly, her eyes glowing a deep red. "Ah, my dear... 
      you 
      don't understand. Darkness is part of 
      you
      . You can't fight what you are."
    

    
      Before he could reply, the woman raised her hands to the sky and murmured words in a forgotten language. The air became heavy, a biting cold took hold and then a dark veil spread like a wave, covering the entire city.
    

    
      "Then may your denial be 
      the 
      ruin of what you love!" cried the woman. "May this land rot, may the dead rise, may the living perish! Until you realise the true meaning of your inheritance!"
    

    
      The ground opened up with a supernatural tremor. Cadaverous hands emerged from the earth, lifeless bodies rose up with empty, hungry eyes. The population's screams of terror increased as the zombies marched, crawling through the rubble of the destroyed city. The zombie plague had begun.
    

    
      Rav
      , in an immediate instinct, 
      conjured up 
      his luminous whip and ran towards the forest woman. She couldn't allow that. With a leap, she raised her weapon and delivered a sharp blow, but before she could reach her target, she felt an overwhelming impact throwing her backwards.
    

    
      Someone pulled her away at the last moment.
    

    
      The world spun and, before she could realise what had happened, she saw the figure of the woman from the forest dissolving into a swirl of shadows. Her scream was deafening, reverberating through the air like a final curse.
    

    
      Ravenna 
      felt a snap in her mind. A searing pain exploded inside her skull, as if she were being torn into a thousand pieces. She tried to resist, tried to stay conscious, but the world went dark.
       
      She woke up with a jolt.
    

    
      The cold light of the hospital dazzled her eyes for a moment. The white ceiling and clean walls were no match for the scene of destruction she had seen before passing out. Her breathing was rapid, her body covered in cold sweat.
    

    
      The sounds of commotion echoed through the corridors. Doctors and nurses were running from one side to the other, their faces suffused with the urgency of the situation. The entire hospital was in complete chaos. Screams came from different directions, people calling for help, some sobbing. It was as if hell  
      had risen to earth. 
      She tried to get up, but a stabbing pain ran through her body, 
      forcing her 
      to remain lying down. Her head throbbed and her mind was still foggy, confused.
    

    
      It was then that she noticed a presence beside her.
    

    
      A man in ornate armour was watching her intently. He looked like a soldier, but not just any soldier. His firm posture, calculating gaze and the royal insignia on his chest indicated that he was someone of high rank.
    

    
      "General..." she murmured, her voice hoarse.
    

    
      Before she could ask anything, she realised that her door was surrounded by soldiers from the Royal Navy. The atmosphere in the room was tense, as if something much bigger was happening.
    

    
      Anxiety tightened his chest. "My brother!" he exclaimed, trying to get up again. "Patrick! My sister Liora! Where are they? Are they all right?"
    

    
      The General stepped forward, 
      a 
      serious expression 
      without 
      a trace of compassion 
      in 
      his eyes. He placed a firm hand on 
      Rav
      's shoulder, encouraging her to calm down.
    

    
      "Recover first," he said in a grave tone, without any gentleness. "Everything will be explained in due course. The King is waiting for 
      you
      ."
    

    
      Rav 
      felt his heart squeeze even tighter. What had happened since he had fainted? What did that plague mean? How was his family? She felt an enormous emptiness, a growing fear.
    

    
      But for now, she knew she wouldn't have all the answers.
    

    
      When 
      Ravenna 
      finally stood up and was led into the castle, she found herself in an immense meeting room. A large oval table dominated the centre, surrounded by Lords, Councillors, Commanders of the Royal Fleet and women respected in the war. The air was heavy with tension and expectation.
    

    
      On the throne at the head of the table, King Abyls watched her with a thoughtful gaze. He was a man of imposing posture, his eyes marked by wisdom and concern. His reign had always been characterised 
      by 
      peace and protection, but he knew about the darkness that lurked in the kingdom. He knew about the curse of PoisonedOath, but he didn't expect it to challenge his destiny.
    

    
      Next to the king, his deputy, Mack, maintained a rigid expression, but there was a cold, calculating glint 
      in 
      his eyes. He didn't agree with the king's plans and, in the shadows, was plotting to overthrow him.
    

    
      Lord Farkas, one of the most respected in the kingdom, owner of many territories, stood straight and firm. Unlike Mack, he viewed 
      Ravenna's
       arrival with hope, believing that she could be the key to saving 
      everything and 
      everyone.
    

    
      She 
      took a deep breath before speaking. "Your Majesty, gentlemen, I'm here. What do you want from me?"
    

    
      King Abyls leaned forward. "Young lady, what happened 
      in the 
      city was not an isolated event. The zombie plague is 
      spreading
      , and we need a quick response. You... you may be the only one capable of preventing this catastrophe."
    

    
      "Me?! But how?" 
      Rav frowned
      . "I don't know what this woman has done to me. I don't know why I was chosen to carry this ancient curse."
    

    
      Mack crossed his arms. "What if she's the cause of the problem?" he said dismissively. "What if this girl is a greater danger than the solution?"
    

    
      Lord Farkas intervened. "She stood up to the woman in the forest when no one else had the courage. She's willing to fight. That says a lot."
    

    
      The hall filled with murmurs. The fate of the kingdom now revolved around 
      Dela
      , and the decision they made there would change everything
      . 
    

    
      PoisonedOath, now just Rav, stood at the back of the room, his heart hammering against his chest. The memories of the battle and the zombie plague ravaging the kingdom were still fresh in her mind. She knew that this moment would decide her fate.
    

    
      Lord Farkas was the first to break the silence. "I believe we have only one solution: intensive training for Rav. The Academy can guide her, help her understand her abilities. But not only that... 
      we have the Wizard
      , who can guide her on the right path."
    

    
      Mack immediately stood up, his icy voice cutting through the air. "This is a mistake. That skank is nothing but a walking menace! Her powers are unstable. Her bloodline carries a curse that has destroyed others before her. How can we trust her not to do the same?"
    

    
      Rav felt anger boiling up inside him. His eyes glowed an intense green, and without realising it, small spheres of emerald fire began to form in his hands. The air around him vibrated, charged with a raw energy that he had never felt so strongly before.
    

    
      Those present were startled, some putting their hands on the hilts of their swords. The fear was palpable.
    

    
      King Abyls, however, remained calm. "Calm down, Rav," he said in a firm but compassionate voice. "I understand your frustration perfectly. I know the history of the PoisonedOath who came before you, but I've never heard of one who could resist the fate imposed on them."
    

    
      Rav took a deep breath, closing his hands and dispelling the fire. He felt everyone's gaze on him, assessing his every move.
    

    
      Lord Farkas continued, ignoring Mack's suspicious look. "Your Majesty, if we don't train Rav, we'll be 
      wasting 
      a valuable resource. We need all the power we can get against this growing threat."
    

    
      Mack slammed his hand on the table, his patience 
      running
       thin. "Or we burn that varina before she destroys what's left of the kingdom! I will not be complicit in a new calamity!"
    

    
      The room fell into a heavy silence. Rav's eyes were burning, but this time not with anger, but with sadness. Was this what they thought of her? Just a dangerous burden?
    

    
      It was then that King Abyls stood up. "Enough, Mack. Your fear cannot blind us. I've made my decision." He turned to Rav, his eyes conveying confidence. "You will be trained. You will learn to master your abilities and find your own way."
    

    
      Rav felt a knot unravelling inside him. She wasn't alone.
    

    
      Mack, furious, narrowed his eyes, but didn't argue. He just sat back down, muttering softly.
    

    
      Lord Farkas smiled slightly. "Very well, then it's settled. Tomorrow at dawn, we leave for the Academy. Rav's journey 
      begins at sunrise
      ."
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter 2 - The enemy is in our midst.
    

    
      
    

    
      The castle corridor was cold and silent, lit only by a few torches spaced along the stone walls. The sound of the heavy boots of the soldiers escorting Rav echoed with every step, contrasting with the light dragging of his own feet. His body was exhausted and his mind a whirlwind of thoughts.
    

    
      When they reached a spacious room, 
      a 
      soldier opened the door and gestured for him to enter. "This will be your quarters for now. If you need anything, there are guards outside."
    

    
      Rav just nodded and went in. The room was simple but dignified. There was a lit fireplace, a solid wood bed and a desk by the window. But what really captured his attention was the 
      window
      . She approached it slowly, resting her hands on the cold glass window frame.
    

    
      The city below was in ruins. Crumbling buildings, streets engulfed in fire, bodies strewn about - some immobile, others writhing in pain. The sky still bore the trace of the darkness summoned by the Woman of the Forest, and green thunder still cut across the horizon.
    

    
      Soldiers struggled to contain fires, carried the wounded and erected barricades to protect civilians from whatever was still lurking. Nuns passed back and forth, tending to the wounded with bandages and medicinal herbs. The cries of children and screams of pain formed a collective wail that filled the night.
    

    
      Rav's chest tightened. "Was it because of me...?" she muttered to herself. Her hands, the ones that moments before had carried raw power, trembled slightly. "Am I the source of this destruction?"
    

    
      She backed away from the window and sat down on the bed, burying her face in her hands. The woman of the forest had called her the heir, predestined to darkness. But the King saw her as a warrior of the light. Who was right? Who was she anyway?
    

    
      The weight of doubt and fear crushed her heart. If she was a threat, shouldn't she stay away from everyone and everything? But what if there was a chance to be different, to not follow the path of the PoisonedOath that came before her?
    

    
      A soft knock on the door interrupted his thoughts. Rav looked up and saw the door slowly open. An elegant woman in high-ranking formal robes entered the room, accompanied by an elderly nun. 
      Rav 
      recognised the visitor immediately - it was Vic, one of the high-ranking madams who had been at the meeting.
    

    
      - Forgive
       me for interrupting," said Vic in a serene tone, approaching. - But I wanted to 
      see you
      .
    

    
      The Mother Nun at her side bowed briefly and began preparing the materials to treat Rav's wounds. The young woman hesitated for a moment, but eventually nodded and let the nun get to work.
    

    
      - To what do I owe the honour? - Rav asked, watching Vic cautiously.
    

    
      Vic smiled slightly, but his eyes carried an indecipherable glint. 
    

    
      - I just wanted to make sure you were 
      recovering
      . It's not often that you survive a direct confrontation with an entity like the Woman of the 
      Forest, you're.
      .. resilient.
    

    
      Rav didn't reply immediately. He felt a slight sting when the Mother Nun pressed a damp cloth against a cut on his arm.
    

    
      - "The King trusts 
      you 
      a lot, from what I saw at the meeting
      ," 
      Vic continued. - But not everyone shares that trust.
    

    
      Rav sighed, looking away. - I know. Apart from the King and Lord Farkas, most see me as a threat.
    

    
      Vic nodded, his expression remaining neutral. - And 
      you're surprised 
      by that? After all, there are reasons for this fear. Your lineage... 
      your possible 
      destiny... there's something you need to understand about who 
      you 
      really are.
    

    
      Rav narrowed his eyes. - And what exactly am 
      I
      , Lady Vic? A curse?
    

    
      The Mother Nun exchanged a quick glance with Vic, but remained silent as she worked on the bandages.
    

    
      Vic leaned forward slightly. - I wouldn't call it a curse... but a 
      prophecy
      . 
      You 
      are destined to be no different from those who came before."
    

    
      Rav's heart raced. - What does that mean?
    

    
      Vic kept his gaze fixed on her. - The curse has already been cast, Rav, and there is only one way to dispel it.
    

    
      The room was silent for a moment, only the crackling of the fireplace filling the space. Those words hung in the air like a suffocating weight.
    

    
      Rav took a deep breath. - You know something you're not 
      telling me
      , 
      right
      ?
    

    
      Vic just smiled enigmatically. - Perhaps. But all in good time.
    

    
      Rav clenched his fists. - If you really know how to break this curse, why don't you say so?
    

    
      The Mother Nun finished bandaging Rav's wounds and collected her supplies, casting a worried glance at Vic before walking away.
    

    
      Vic stood up. - Because some answers need to be discovered, not handed over. Good night, Rav. Take care.
    

    
      Without waiting for any more questions, she turned and left the room, leaving Rav with a lump in his throat and an even greater whirlwind of uncertainty.
    

    
      The effect of the tranquilliser began to take its toll on Rav, and his eyes slowly closed. The pain of his wounds became distant, as did the sounds of the castle around him. The real world dissolved, and she was 
      delivered into 
      a vivid dream, a nightmare more real than any she had ever had.
    

    
      She was back on the battlefield. The smell of ash and blood permeated the air, and flames devoured the surrounding city. The sky was dark, covered in thick clouds of black energy and greenish lightning that cut through the night like demonic claws. The ground shook with the echoes of destruction, and terror spread everywhere.
    

    
      In front of them, the Woman of the Forest hovered in the air like a shadowy entity. Her face was shrouded in shadows and her eyes glowed with a menacing greenish hue. Her hair moved like serpents in the chaotic wind, and her dress seemed to be made of dead leaves and twisted branches.
    

    
      - Are you 
      still fighting your destiny, little heiress? - The voice of the Woman of the Forest was like a cold whisper that penetrated to Rav's bones. 
      Your 
      precious kingdom is doomed. All 
      because of your 
      stubbornness.
    

    
      Rav's heart raced as he looked around. King Abyls' body lay beside the throne, his crown lying on the bloodstained floor. The lords were dead, the soldiers slaughtered. The castle walls had collapsed, and hordes of cursed creatures crawled through the ruins.
    

    
      "No..." Rav stammered, feeling a chill run through his body. "That can't be real."
    

    
      The Forest Woman laughed, a cruel, ethereal sound. - Real or not, this is what you were 
      born
       to do. You can keep 
      pretending 
      to be different, but in the end, you'll just be another PoisonedOath.
    

    
      An intense fury arose inside Rav. Her hands began to glow with a greenish light, the same energy she feared. But this time, something inside her changed. It wasn't just anger or despair - it was something stronger. A refusal to submit to that shadow.
    

    
      - I'm not like the others before me
      ," 
      Rav said, his voice firm. - I will not be a curse. I will be the light in this darkness!
    

    
      His body began to transform. The green glow that once represented his supposed doom turned 
      silver
      , radiating hope. His black armour dissipated, replaced by shimmering white robes, as if they were made of light itself. Her whip glowed with pure energy, and when she raised it, the air around her shook.
    

    
      The Forest Woman narrowed her eyes, her expression turning from amusement to irritation in an instant. - What is this? 
      What have you done
      ?
    

    
      Rav stepped forwards, his boots leaving a trail of 
      silver 
      light on the blackened ground. With a swift movement, she launched her whip towards the entity, which tried to dodge, but was hit full on. A cry of pain rang out, and for a moment, the shadows surrounding the Forest Woman seemed to dissipate.
    

    
      The world around her began to change. The black sky gave way to a twilight glow, and the smell of death began to be replaced by the scent of wild flowers. Chaos receded in the face of Rav's new strength.
    

    
      The Woman of the Forest writhed in the air, her body trembling as if it were being torn apart from the inside. - "This... can't be
      .
      .." she hissed, her voice full of disbelief. - You... 
      changed 
      your destiny?
    

    
      Rav took a deep breath, feeling the energy flow through her. - I choose my own path. And it will not be one of destruction, but of redemption.
    

    
      A clap of thunder rang out, and the whole scene shook. The reality around Rav began to crack like a broken mirror, and she felt a force pulling her back.
    

    
      She opened her eyes with a deep sigh. The castle room was dark, lit only by the flickering light of the fireplace. Her heart was still pounding and her body was bathed in cold sweat.
    

    
      The dream had been intense. But it wasn't just a nightmare. It was a warning. A revelation.
       
      She wasn't a PoisonedOath like the others. She was something new. Something no one had ever predicted.
    

    
      The morning sun streamed in through the castle windows, softly illuminating the room where Rav awoke. His muscles were stiff from the battle, but his mind was even more worn out from the revelations and nightmares that had haunted him during the night. She hadn't realised she'd be able to sleep so long after everything that had happened.
    

    
      As she got up and started to get ready, her ears picked up murmurs outside the door. The low, conspiratorial tone of the conversation gave him a bad feeling. He quietly approached the door, leaning in to listen better.
    

    
      "She must be weak and vulnerable by now after what happened," Vic whispered, his voice cold and calculating.
    

    
      Mack sighed, hesitating. "If we go about this the wrong way, the kingdom could collapse. The idea isn't just to take down Abyls, but to make sure the people support us afterwards."
    

    
      Rav held his breath. They were 
      plotting 
      against the King
      !
       And worse, they seemed to want to involve her in some way.
    

    
      "That's why," Vic insisted. "If everything is well orchestrated, the blame will fall on her. The people already fear her. If Abyls is killed under suspicious circumstances, we won't have to get our hands dirty. She'll be the perfect scapegoat."
       
      Mack pondered for a moment before replying. "What about Farkas? He's loyal to the King. I wouldn't underestimate his influence."
    

    
      Vic smiled, a tone of disdain in his voice. "Farkas may be loyal, but even he needs to understand that difficult times call for drastic measures. Besides, the people respect strength. When the king's head rolls, the lords will see that there is no alternative but to support change."
    

    
      Before they could continue, firm footsteps echoed down the corridor. A group of guards approached, and the authoritative voice of one of the men announced:
    

    
      - Lord Farkas' Escort is here to pick up Lady Ravenna.
    

    
      Vic and Mack fell silent immediately. When the door opened, Rav saw the tension on their faces. Vic's eyes tried to hide his frustration, while Mack maintained a neutral expression, but his clasped hands gave away his nervousness.
    

    
      The escort leader looked directly at Rav and bowed briefly. - Madam, Lord Farkas awaits your presence in the main hall.
    

    
      Vic smiled softly and turned to Rav, his voice sweet but laden with falsehood. - I hope you slept well. It looks like you're going to 
      have 
      a busy day.
    

    
      Rav kept his face impassive, but his insides were boiling. He couldn't let on that he'd heard everything. Instead, he gave a small smile and replied:
    

    
      - Of course. And I'm sure that this day will bring us many revelations.
    

    
      She passed the conspirators, feeling their gazes on her back. The war being waged in the kingdom went beyond the battles in the field. The real fighting was 
      taking place 
      in the corridors of the castle, where betrayals and alliances were being formed at every turn.
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter 3 - My Oath is to the Crown.
    

    
      
    

    
      Ravenna felt a tightness in her chest as she approached the main hall of the castle. The glitter of the precious stones that adorned the walls couldn't warm the chill that invaded her. What had seemed like a simple day of departure for the academy had turned into a farewell to something greater, to a destiny she still didn't fully understand.
    

    
      She took one last look at the throne where King Abyls used to sit. Although he was there, physically present, his gaze always reflected something distant, as if part of his soul had been missing for 
      some 
      time. And that worried her more than she'd like to admit. The king, in poor health, was becoming increasingly frail. And she couldn't help feeling that something 
      bad 
      would happen during his absence, something that would jeopardise not only the king's life, but perhaps her own as well.
    

    
      She took a deep breath, trying to push the thoughts away. "
      I'll do my duty
      ," she told herself. She couldn't let her fears paralyse her. But as her steps took her towards the room, the weight of her role became even more real. Lord Farkas, the man who had been a constant presence in her life for as long as she could remember, would be there, as would Woz, the Commander of 
      Farkas
      , and Dizzy, her lifelong counsellor. Together, they were about to present the changes 
      that lay ahead
      .
    

    
      On opening the doors to the main hall, Ravenna was immediately greeted by the sight of King Abyls, seated at the table, his shoulders bowed by the weight of his remaining responsibilities. Around him, the heads of the armada, wearing heavy armour, were discussing details of the recovery from the recent battle. The smell of metal, sweat and tension hung in the air.
    

    
      Lord Farkas stood there, as always, with his upright posture and sharp eyes, awaiting their arrival. Next to him, Woz stood in deep silence. His presence was a solid rock in the middle of the storm. Woz never spoke much, but his aura conveyed an imperturbable calm, as if nothing, not even the most violent battles, could affect him. He did nothing but salute briefly when he saw Ravenna, keeping his gaze fixed straight ahead.
    

    
      Dizzy, on the other hand, stood out with his effusive demeanour. When his eyes met Ravenna's, he smiled broadly, his face flushed, and approached with an energy that seemed to contrast with Woz's rigidity. With quick steps, he took Ravenna's hand in a dramatic gesture and kissed her with such clear exaggeration that Ravenna herself couldn't help but blush.
    

    
      - Ah, my dear Lady Ravenna, what a pleasure to see you! - Dizzy said with a radiant smile. - It's always a joy when those of my class have the privilege of crossing the path of someone so 
      distinguished
      .
    

    
      Ravenna cringed, the heat quickly rising to her face. - I'm not a lady,
      " she 
      replied hastily, pulling her hand back. - I'm just a commoner. There's no need to be so formal.
    

    
      Dizzy looked surprised, but quickly recovered. - Ah, but every woman has a certain charm, no matter where she comes from,
      " 
      he said with a wink, although he was visibly uncomfortable with the subtle rejection. - And I'm a man who knows how to recognise everyone's worth.
    

    
      Lord Farkas, sensing the slight tension in the air, intervened with a smile that concealed a touch of enthusiasm. - Ravenna, you underestimate yourself! The truth is that you have a great responsibility on your shoulders now. The king has full confidence in you for the mission ahead. It's an honour to be able to accompany you on this journey. And who knows, Dizzy, maybe the commoner you describe so well is more than just a title, isn't she?
    

    
      Ravenna looked at Farkas, trying to hide the growing discomfort she was feeling. What Farkas said was right; she had been chosen, but that didn't make the pressure any less overwhelming. She had never wanted to be seen as a hero, let alone as someone destined to end an ancestral curse. She felt like a puppet on the strings of a destiny she didn't understand, with all expectations turned on her. Her life was about to change
      .
    

    
      - I'll do whatever it takes
      ," 
      she said, trying to be firm. - But I'm not sure. The curse is beyond my comprehension.
    

    
      Dizzy, still holding back his smile, looked at her with an expression that mixed admiration and curiosity. - Oh, but you have courage, Ravenna. That's the most important thing. And if courage is what you have, the rest will only be a matter of time, 
      right
      ?
    

    
      The tension in the air became palpable as everyone waited for King Abyls to respond. He remained motionless, observing everything with a distant gaze, as if the conversation around him were simply a distant echo. It was as if nothing else mattered apart from his own pain and the mission Ravenna now carried.
    

    
      Lord Farkas stepped forward and lowered his voice, once again trying to break the oppressive silence. 
    

    
      - King Abyls, with all due respect, Ravenna is ready. The mission she must fulfil is crucial for the future of our kingdom. The next steps require us to be 
      united 
      and trusting, and this young woman is the key.
    

    
      The King finally raised his eyes, fixing them on Ravenna. For a brief moment, their gazes met, and something in his countenance conveyed a sense of dread. He knew the weight of what he was about to ask of her.
    

    
      - Ravenna
      ," 
      said the King in a voice that sounded weaker than she had expected, 
      "
      you will be our last hope. Do whatever is necessary. Go with confidence, but don't forget that everyone's fate is in your hands.
    

    
      The room fell silent, and Ravenna felt the weight of the King's words fall on her like a lead blanket. She had no choice, but the responsibility seemed overwhelming.
    

    
      Ravenna felt the weight of the King's words weigh heavily on her heart. His gaze, full of confidence mixed with a shadow of despair, made her question her own ability to cope with the mission she had been given. She had never sought to be the choice, but now there was no turning 
      back
      . She felt like a piece on a chessboard, moved by others, not knowing what the next move would be. But she knew that perhaps only at the academy would she find the answers. Only there, with the training and the masters, would she understand what the future held for her.
    

    
      So she tried to articulate a response that might calm King Abyls down. She didn't want to see 
      so much 
      worry 
      in 
      his eyes, but she knew that, somehow, what he was saying was a reflection of his fear of losing everything. She clasped her hands on her knees and took a deep breath before speaking.
    

    
      - King Abyls, I will do whatever is necessary. I know my journey won't be easy, but the academy is the first step towards what's to come. What I learn there will define my path, and I promise that I will do everything in my power to ensure that the kingdom recovers, that the curse is destroyed. Rest assured, I will not fail.
    

    
      His voice was firm, but inside there was a restlessness. Fate was not an easy thing to accept, but she could not show weakness. Not now. The king needed something more, something she didn't yet have - complete trust. But inside, doubt was growing. Was this what she really wanted? To be the chosen one, or something simpler, like continuing her quiet life without the constant shadow of such a great responsibility? But there was no time for such thoughts. The time had come to leave.
    

    
      The entourage headed for the coach, and the city that stretched out before Ravenna was a reflection of the chaos that had consumed her heart. The streets, once vibrant with life and hope, were now unrecognisable. Burnt-out buildings, flames still flickering here and there, leaving a trail of ash in the air. Thick smoke hung over the city, turning the sky into a dark, heavy blanket, filling his lungs and turning his stomach. The faces of the people watching the procession were a mixture of hopelessness and fear. Everyone's gaze seemed to run away from the motorcade, as if they were trying to avoid contact with those who, perhaps, represented the last attempt at recovery, she knew what that meant: she was the promise of something that even she didn't know was possible, and the weight of that hope was almost overwhelming.
    

    
      Inside the coach, Lord Farkas seemed to realise her discomfort. He leaned in slightly, his low, soft voice trying to dispel the tension that was gripping Ravenna.
    

    
      - Don't get carried away by the city's anguish, Ravenna. The destruction is a reflection of what happened, but it's not the end. We mustn't forget that reconstruction begins within each one of us. And you... you hold the key to that.
    

    
      Ravenna looked at him, not knowing if she completely believed his words. But Lord Farkas had always been someone she trusted, someone who, even in the most desperate situations, maintained a calm that conveyed security. However, her surroundings consumed her. The looks on people's faces, the rubble, the thick smoke... it all reminded her that her mission was not just a matter of training, but of survival. Not just of the kingdom, but of herself.
    

    
      Dizzy, who was sitting next to Lord Farkas, interrupted the silence. He was smiling, but his eyes reflected a concern that he couldn't hide. - Ravenna, I realise that all this may seem like a 
      lot of 
      pressure, but remember, this journey won't be done alone. You have all of us at your side
      . 
      The curse may be powerful, but it is in learning, in preparation, that you will become stronger. It will all pass."
    

    
      Dizzy's voice, although trying to be comforting, failed to ease the knot 
      in 
      his stomach. He was optimistic, yes, but something about it seemed more like an attempt to divert attention from a bigger problem. Ravenna watched him with half-closed eyes. 
    

    
      
    

    
      - "I know what you're 
      doing," 
      said Ravenna, her voice low and tense. - But... how can I prepare for something so big? How can I be the chosen one when the weight of it breaks me inside?
    

    
      
    

    
      Lord Farkas replied with a soft but firm tone.
    

    
       - You're already on your way, Ravenna. We can't predict the future, but we know that strength comes from within. And what you carry inside you is more powerful than any curse. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Dizzy looked at her with an understanding smile. 
    

    
      - That's what I always say! Don't be afraid to lean on others, Ravenna. 
    

    
      
    

    
      But despite the words of support, Ravenna couldn't escape the feeling that everything she was 
      hearing 
      was a distant echo. The weight of the city seemed to weigh heavily on her shoulders. She knew she should be strong, but doubt, uncertainty and insecurity still dominated her mind.
    

    
      As the coach 
      slowly
       moved forward, Ravenna felt a growing unease forming 
      in 
      her chest. The smoke from the city, which had once seemed distant, was now closer, filling the air with a smell of scorched earth and ash. Shadows danced on the walls of the destroyed buildings, creating a sense of desolation that reflected the maelstrom inside her. As the journey continued, Ravenna's mind turned away from the mission, the curse, and towards something more personal, something that had been forgotten in the turbulence of the moment: her family. Or at least what was left of it.
    

    
      Lord Farkas, beside him, continued to watch the scenery passing by the window, his trained eyes picking up even the smallest detail, as if the world around him were a constant threat. He didn't seem to notice the change in Ravenna's behaviour, who, with her gaze lost, felt strange, as if part of herself was somewhere else.
    

    
      It was then that she broke the silence, her voice low, almost as if the words were a timid whisper, but laden with repressed disquiet.
    

    
      - Lord Farkas... you know my story, you know what happened to my family. But there's something I can't understand. What happened to my brother? We know he deserted the Armada, but what else happened on that farm? When we went to look for them, it was empty. There was no sign of a struggle, nothing. How does someone just disappear without a trace? What didn't they tell us?
    

    
      Lord Farkas turned slightly towards her, his eyes serious, although there was a softness in his gaze when he was faced with Ravenna's vulnerability. He sighed, and the sound of the air leaving his lungs seemed to weigh like a burden. He knew that somehow his answer wouldn't bring relief, but it had to be given. - Ravenna, there's not much I can tell you. The Armada has its secrets, and the truth is often kept hidden to avoid the pain it causes. Your brother's disappearance... I know I don't 
      have
       any answers, and that
      's 
      cruel. But sometimes war takes everything, even those we love, and we can do nothing but carry the weight of it.
    

    
      Lord Farkas' tone was grave, but there was something in his gaze, a sincere concern, as if he was trying to hide something. Ravenna felt a growing frustration, but also a pain that seemed to overflow from her. She already knew that no one had the answers to what had happened to Liora and her brother, but the sense of loss never 
      went away
      . It was a shadow that accompanied her every step, a feeling that there was something wrong, something incomplete, that she couldn't understand.
    

    
      But at that moment, when Ravenna squeezed her wrist harder, a sudden, electric sensation ran through her skin, making her shiver. A spark of energy seemed to emerge from within her, something inexplicable, as if something inside her had awakened. It was as if the air around her had changed temperature, denser, more... present. And it was at that moment that she knew. Liora was alive. She didn't know how or why, but the connection that existed between them had manifested itself in a way that made her certain that her sister, a part of herself, was still there. Liora was part of who she was, and her absence was something that could not be ignored.
    

    
      Ravenna closed her eyes for a moment, letting the vibrating sensation in her body be the only sound that filled the stillness of the carriage. The energy she felt wasn't a simple spark. It was a link, a connection. There were no words to describe what she felt, but she knew that moment was crucial. It wasn't just a realisation; it was a confirmation. Liora, somehow, was still alive. And that changed everything.
    

    
      Liora... she was somewhere, and Ravenna knew that couldn't be ignored. The connection she shared with her sister was something inexplicable, something that couldn't be fully understood with the mind, but with the heart. They were linked in a way that transcended all logic. Ravenna didn't know where Liora was or what had happened to her, but she knew that her sister was still calling her, somewhere in the world, at some distant point where their fates would intertwine once again.
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