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​Prologue: The Green Beast
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In the years after the rise of the Tower of the sorceress Morvane, the tale of the Green Beast spread like a shadow over Caldur’s Hollow—whispered, half-remembered, and twisted with every telling. Some said he was no man at all, but a demon, born of fire and blood, with eyes like burning coals and a heart as cold as the stone that once held him captive.

The villagers of Emberglass spoke in hushed voices, shivering as the evening fog rolled in, the firelight casting long, trembling shadows on their faces.

“You’ve heard the stories, haven’t you?” one would say, leaning close, fingers curled around the rim of a wooden mug, eyes darting to the door as if the beast might appear at any moment.

“Of course,” the other would reply, voice lowered to a murmur. “The beast who crawled from the ashes. The green knight who murdered his own.”

“Murdered?” The first villager’s face would twist. “He didn’t murder anyone. He was cursed. The sword—that cursed sword—was the cause of it all. He’s not a man. Not anymore. He’s a thing, a weapon, bound by the will of something darker than we’ll ever understand.”

And so, the legends grew.

Some claimed they had seen him—the Green Beast, draped in bloodied rags, his skin stained by the cursed green fire of the tower, his eyes empty of all but rage. They said he wandered the land, searching for something only he knew, killing anyone who crossed his path. He was a creature of the wild, untamed by law or mercy, beyond the reach of kings and gods.

But the truth was something else entirely.

The Green Beast was no monster at all, but a man—flesh and blood. A knight once noble, his name spoken with reverence in the halls of kings and scholars alike. Tariq of Mirewood, a name forgotten by many, cast into myth by the hands of those who could not understand the weight of his suffering.

A man who had carried Noorfang, the reforged blade of fire, and had worn his honor as a cloak of light, until it was stripped away in the flames of vengeance.

“I saw him once,” an old woman would whisper, her eyes clouded with memory. “The Green Beast, I mean. He came to our village years ago, hungry and broken. He didn’t ask for anything, but I could see it in his eyes—he wanted to forget. The war, the fire, the lives he took. He was searching for something, something that wasn’t in the sword he carried, and he had no idea what it was.”

Another would laugh, a cruel laugh, the kind born of fear. “You’re telling me he wasn’t a monster?” They would shake their heads. “I don’t believe it. He was a killer. We saw him with our own eyes, cutting down men, tearing through villages. You think a man like that is searching for peace?”

But the old woman would only smile softly, as if she alone had seen the truth of it all. “He was searching for himself,” she would say, her voice breaking with sorrow. “Not redemption, not forgiveness. But the man he used to be.”

Then, as the wind howled through the cracked walls of the village huts, and the fires burned low, the villagers would grow silent. They would stare into the flames, their eyes distant.

Some would believe the stories, and others would not.

But none of them could deny one thing.

The Green Beast was no myth. He was real.

And he would leave an indelible mark on the world, even if it was never truly understood.
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​Chapter 1: the Mire
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​Part 1: The Rot Beneath the Stone

The rain had stopped sometime before dawn, but the stone still wept.

Above the rotting archways of the keep, black moss clung to the walls like scabs. Ivy crawled up between cracked blocks of limestone, choking the tower’s old insignia—two crescents beneath a sword point-down. Once, it had gleamed bright in sunlight. Now, only crows nested in its empty sockets.

Sir Tariq ibn Rafi of Mirewood stirred in the rubble-choked chapel. His breath rasped through slack, wide lips. Skin like oil-slick leather twitched against the morning chill. He shifted beneath his ragged cloak—once a tabard bearing his master’s crest, now little more than damp cloth clinging to a monstrous back.

His fingers—long, knotted, webbed—dragged sluggishly through the wet earth beside him. Something twitched. A rat, too slow. His meters-long tongue lashed out and snagged it.

Crunch.

He chewed mechanically, staring at nothing. Bones cracked between molars made for insects and meat alike. He did not grimace. He did not savor. He swallowed.

Then silence again, except for the wind, and the faint creak of wood deeper in the keep—perhaps a loose beam, or a ghost pacing the old training hall. He listened anyway.

He always listened.

From above, through the shattered roof, a sliver of light touched the far wall, catching the dull reflection of his sword—bent, rusted, leaning against a broken altar stone. Useless. He had tried to sharpen it. He had tried to swing it. It slipped through his webbed hands like betrayal.

He started at his reflection. A bulbous frog head stared back at him, topped a squat, muscled body that stood on webbed feet. Sharp claws tipped both hands.

He turned away. Across the room, the fragments of a shield lay beneath a mural of their final campaign. Zayd ibn Khalid, the White Flame, mounted and roaring, the banner high. And beside him—Tariq. Young, lean, eyes burning like a man convinced the world could still be tamed.

Tariq watched that painted boy from the dirt, his throat clicking softly. He croaked once—reflex more than voice—and dragged himself up to sitting.

“Zayd,” he rasped. The name was the first word of his day, always. He said it like a wound. “I should have stayed.”

He blinked.

The image shimmered. Not the mural—but behind his eyes. A flash:

Zayd falling, blood black in torchlight. A woman’s soft voice chanting through a firelit storm. A scream. His own—still human then. Still helpless.

He shook the vision loose, or tried to.

Rising fully, he reached for his blade. It felt heavier than it should—mocking him. He growled, spat to the side, and turned toward the keep’s outer passage.

There were travelers in the woods again. He’d smelled their fire in the wind two nights ago. He hadn’t gone then. He had prayed instead, in broken fragments of surah and memory, beneath the crescent light.
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