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Chapter One: When the Earth Whispers

The village was quiet, slumbering at the foot of a high mountain, densely covered with trees from top to toe. Houses built of mud and stone, nestled close together as if encircling each other to protect each other, and narrow roads wound between fields where wheat shimmered like gold in the sun. The villagers lived simply, cultivating their land, raising livestock, and visiting each other in the evenings when the heat of the day abated.

Saleem, the history teacher, loved to sit under the large fig tree at the edge of the village, reading ancient manuscripts he had collected from distant cities. He often aroused the children's curiosity with his stories of nations that perished, of cities swallowed by the earth, and of kingdoms that fell when they disobeyed the laws of heaven. The children sat around him, wide-eyed, listening as if they were witnessing these events with their own eyes.

In those days, the earth began to whisper strangely. It wasn't a clear earthquake, nor a strong tremor, but a faint trembling that could barely be felt except by those accustomed to observing the earth. The farmers were the first to notice; they found the tree trunks shaking sometimes, and the water in the wells churning without a wind.

Layla, the only doctor in the village, was the first to speak about it. In a small gathering of women at the clay oven, she said, looking at them seriously:

“The earth is not well... It's as if it's warning us of something coming.”

One of them laughed sarcastically:

“Has the doctor also become a fortune teller? The ground shakes sometimes, what's so strange about that?”

But Laila didn't laugh; instead, she felt deeply worried. Something inside her told her that what was happening was unusual. She didn't sleep well that night. She heard roaring sounds coming from deep within the earth, distant but persistent sounds, like drums beating beneath the dirt.

Youssef, the twelve-year-old boy, was the most sensitive to what was happening. He began to have strange dreams, which he would see and then wake up startled. In these dreams, he would see the ground split open, and dark creatures with glowing eyes would emerge from it. Each time, he would see giant birds soaring in the sky. He would scream in the night, and his mother would rush to comfort him, placing his head on her chest, believing it was just a passing nightmare. But Youssef would repeat, panting:

“These aren't dreams... they're messages!”

The days passed, and the whispers grew louder. People would sit in gatherings and recount hearing strange noises at night: a groaning coming from deep within the earth, or a rustling sound as if thousands of feet were crawling beneath the soil. The elders shook their heads and said, “A strange time has approached... The earth is no longer what it was.”

One dark night, when the moon was full, the unexpected happened. The wind suddenly died down, as if the air had frozen. The dogs raised their heads and howled, and the birds in the trees flinched and fled toward the sky. Then a loud noise echoed, as if the mountain had split in half, and the earth shook so violently that it woke the entire village from its slumber.

People ran out into the courtyard, their eyes wide, their hearts pounding. There, at the edge of the fields, where Salim used to sit under the fig tree, the ground suddenly opened, and the soil split open revealing a black hole like a deep well. From the pitch darkness, terrifying sounds arose: a mixture of screaming, laughter, and whistling—sounds unlike those of humans or animals.

People stood there, speechless, not knowing what to do. Some began reciting verses from the Quran in trembling voices, some women screamed and clutched their children, while the elderly knelt on the ground as if resigned to an inevitable fate. As for Salim, he whispered, his eyes staring into the black abyss:

“The story has begun... This is only the beginning.”

A solemn silence fell after the crack, as if the earth had held its breath. Everyone stood frozen in place, staring at the opening that had formed before them. From its depths, thick black steam rose, tinged with a faint red glow, like embers ignited in the ashes. With the steam came a smell... an indescribable odor, a mixture of rot, burning flesh, and rusting iron. Some pulled their sleeves up to their faces to block out the stench, but the air was so thick it could barely breathe.

Suddenly, a scratching sound was heard, then another, then dozens. Sounds like sharp claws scratching the rocks. The children shuddered and clung to their mothers, while the men hesitantly took steps back. Then a hand emerged... no, it wasn’t a human hand, but a long claw covered in shiny, blackish scales. A slender, twisting arm followed, then a head that slowly emerged, as if its owner were dragging himself out of the darkness of the well. The head was bizarrely shaped, with eyes glowing a fiery yellow, and a wide mouth filled with rows of sharp teeth, from which dribbled sticky strands of saliva. The creature looked around and let out a scream that pierced the ears of those present like an arrow, so that some of them fell to the ground, clutching their heads in pain. “Oh, my God!” cried one of the elders, stumbling as he tried to escape. “It’s a demon!” A woman said, clutching her child to her chest, nearly suffocating him.

But the creature wasn't alone. Others followed, one after another, as if the earth had been their storehouse for centuries. Their bodies varied: some were short and ran on all fours, some were tall and thin as a stick, and some had tiny, deformed wings that flapped futilely in the air. What they all had in common were glowing eyes, foul breath, and the terrifying laughter they emitted, as if mocking the fear of humans.

At that moment, Youssef, the child who had been hiding behind his father, moved. He raised his head and looked directly at the creatures, then shouted loudly:

“They’re from underground! They’ve come to devour us!”

His father tried to pull him away, but Youssef was trembling and continued:
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