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	TheCurseOfGreenwinter

 


Chapter1:TheSandandtheSoot


 

Greenwinter was a town built on the impossible. Tucked into a valley where the soil was perpetually damp and the air smelled of pine and cold meltwater, it was a jewel of emeraldfields. The people were loud, boastful, and sang songs that could be heard three ridges away. They believed their prosperity was a birthright, unaware that eyes of amber and ancient malice were watching them from the heights of the Crag of Whispers. High above, Keset stretched her leonine body. Her fur was the color of scorched earth, and her wings massive, leathery spans producedasoundlikegrindingstoneswhensheunfurledthem.Herfacewasthatofanageless queen,hauntinglybeautifulbutdevoidofanywarmth.Tolookintohereyeswastoseeadesert that had never known rain.

 

Beside her sat Ash. Most legends spoke of the Phoenix as a bird of rebirth and brilliant flame, but Ash was a creature of the end. His feathers were the dull, matte gray of woodsmoke, and insteadofamajesticsong,heemittedalow,rhythmicclicking,likebonehittingbone.Whenhe shook his wings, a fine layer of soot settled over the rocks.

 

"Look at them, Ash," Keset purred, her voice a low vibration that made the very mountain tremble."Theyfilltheairwiththeiruselesschatter.Theyboastofharveststheydidnotsweat for. They have forgotten that every breath is a debt to the earth."

 

Ashletoutadry,raspingcaw.Hepeckedatapieceofobsidian,asparkofsicklyorangefire dancing in his throat.

 

"Theriddleoftheirexistenceissolved,"Kesetcontinued,herlipscurlingintoacruelsmile."The answer is 'void.' Let us bring the silence they so richly deserve."

 

TheDescentoftheCurse:Kesetstoodattheprecipiceandbegantochantinalanguagethat predated the mountains themselves. As she spoke, the vibrant blue of the Greenwinter sky begantobleedaway,replacedbyasuffocating,bruisedplumhue.Thetemperaturedidn'tjust rise; it became aggressive.

 

Downinthevalley,thetransformationwashorrific:

 

TheTransformationofNature:Thelush,swayingwheatfieldsdidn'twither—theycalcified.The stalks turned to jagged shards of amber glass, sharp enough to draw blood from any farmer who tried to touch them.

 

ThePoisonedWells:Thecool,rushingstreamsofthevalleyslowedtoacrawl,thickeningintoa sludge of hot, liquid silt that tasted of salt and copper.


TheTheftofVoice:ThiswasKeset’struecruelty.Asthetownspeoplerushedintothestreetsto cryoutinalarm,theyfoundtheirthroatsconstricted.WhentheMayortriedtoshoutanorder,no sound emerged. Instead, he doubled over, coughing violently as a stream of fine, white desert sand poured from his mouth, spilling onto the cobblestones.

Withinanhour,the"MusicoftheValley"wasdead.Theonlysoundsleftwerethefrantic scraping of boots on stone and the dry, rhythmic thumping of Ash’s wings high above.

Keset watched the chaos with a predator’s patience. She settled back onto her haunches, her long,tuftedtailtwitchingwithsatisfaction.Shedidn'twantthemdeadyet—shewantedthemto endure the weight of their own silence.
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