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The Last Witch’s Eye

The Silver Mist of Oakhaven

Elara stood at the edge of the Gnarled Wood, her breath hitching as the silver mist crept toward her ankles. The air tasted of iron and ancient rot, a scent that had become far too familiar in the dying kingdom of Oakhaven. She adjusted the leather patch covering her left eye, feeling the familiar, rhythmic thrum of the forbidden power that pulsed beneath the scarred skin.

Behind her, the village of Oakhaven lay in a state of quiet, desperate decay. Thatch roofs were caving in under the weight of black lichen, and the few remaining citizens peered through shuttered windows with eyes full of suspicion. They knew what she was, even if they were too afraid to whisper the word aloud. To them, she was a walking omen of the coming end.

A twig snapped somewhere deep within the dense thicket of thorns. Elara froze, her hand instinctively flying to the hilt of the rusted dagger she kept hidden in her belt. The creatures of the mist were not supposed to venture this close to the village wall during the daylight hours. Something was shifting in the balance of the world, and the shadows were growing bolder.

She remembered her mother’s final words, whispered through parched lips as the inquisitors hammered at their heavy wooden door. “Protect the eye, Elara, for it is the only light left in this suffocating darkness.” Those words haunted her dreams, a heavy burden that weighed more than any physical stone. Now, she was the last of her kind, a scavenger in a world that wanted her dead.

The mist parted, revealing a tall figure clad in tattered, soot-stained armor. It was Kaelen, the fallen commander of the King’s Guard, a man whose reputation for cruelty was matched only by his skill with a longsword. He did not draw his weapon, but his gaze was sharp and predatory as he stepped into the clearing. Elara felt a cold shiver race down her spine.

“You are a hard girl to track, little bird,” Kaelen said, his voice a low rasp that sounded like grinding stones. He stopped several paces away, his hands resting casually on his belt, though his posture remained coiled like a hunting cat. “The King has increased the bounty on your head again. It seems your presence is causing quite a stir among the nobles in the High Citadel.”

Elara didn’t flinch, though her heart hammered against her ribs like a trapped bird. “The King is a fool who chases ghosts while his lands turn to ash,” she retorted, her voice steady despite the mounting dread. She knew Kaelen wasn’t here for the bounty; he was a man who played a much deeper game, one involving secrets that could topple the very throne he once served.

Kaelen chuckled, a dry sound devoid of any real mirth. “True enough, but even fools can be dangerous when they are cornered and desperate. I’m not here to collect a bag of gold from a rotting monarch, Elara. I’m here because the Shadow King has awakened, and your white eye is the only thing that can see the path through the Labyrinth of Sorrows before nightfall.”

The mention of the Shadow King sent a fresh wave of terror through her. Legends spoke of a being made of pure spite, an ancient sorcerer who had traded his soul for the power to wither the earth itself. If he had truly returned, then the minor curses currently plaguing Oakhaven were merely the beginning of a much greater agony. Elara looked at the knight with renewed suspicion.

“Why should I trust a man who spent his youth hunting my sisters?” she asked, her fingers tightening on her dagger. The wind picked up, howling through the skeletal branches of the trees, sounding like the screams of the damned. She could feel the itch behind her eye patch, the magical sight trying to force its way through the barrier, eager to reveal the hidden truths of the world.

Kaelen took a slow step forward, his eyes never leaving hers. “Because I am the only one left who knows how to keep you alive. The King’s inquisitors are already halfway here, led by a man who enjoys the scent of burning flesh far too much. If you stay here, you will die in a cage. If you come with me, we might just find a way to survive.”

The weight of her choice hung heavy in the freezing air. To stay was certain death, but to go with Kaelen was to walk straight into the mouth of the abyss. She looked back at the village, seeing the smoke rising from hearths that would soon be cold. There was nothing left for her here but memories of a family long since turned to dust and silence.

“I will go,” Elara said, her voice barely a whisper against the rising wind. She reached up and slowly pulled the leather patch from her face. The milky-white eye beneath it glowed with a faint, ethereal light, cutting through the silver mist like a beacon. Kaelen flinched back, his hand momentarily darting to his sword, but he held his ground as the world began to change.

Through the witch’s eye, the forest was no longer a collection of dead trees. It was a swirling vortex of blue and violet energies, where the spirits of the fallen clung to the bark like weeping sap. She saw the hidden paths that bypassed the physical world, the secret veins of magic that still hummed deep beneath the soil. The beauty of it was both terrifying and heart-wrenching.

“Lead the way, Commander,” she commanded, her voice gaining a new authority that seemed to echo from the trees themselves. Kaelen nodded, a grim expression on his face, and turned toward the deepest part of the wood. Together, they stepped into the shifting shadows, leaving the safety of the known world behind. The journey to the heart of the curse had finally begun for them both.

As they walked, the trees seemed to lean in, their branches clicking like skeletal fingers. Elara could hear the whispers of the forest, voices that spoke of ancient betrayals and blood spilled in the name of forgotten gods. She tried to block them out, focusing only on the rhythmic sound of Kaelen’s boots on the frozen ground. He moved with a practiced silence that was unnerving to witness.

“Why did you leave the King’s service?” Elara asked, breaking the oppressive silence. She needed to know the man who held her life in his hands. Kaelen didn’t look back, his gaze fixed on the path ahead. For a long time, he didn’t answer, and she thought he might ignore her entirely. Then, he spoke, his voice heavy with a regret that felt as old as the kingdom.

“I saw what lay beneath the Citadel,” he admitted, his shoulders tensing under his armor. “The King isn’t just fighting the curse; he is feeding it. He thinks he can control the shadows, but he is merely a puppet on a string. I couldn’t stand by and watch him sacrifice innocent blood to keep his crown from tarnishing. I chose exile over being a butcher for a monster.”

Elara felt a flicker of empathy for the man. They were both outcasts, rejected by the society they had once tried to serve or belong to. The forest grew darker, the light of her witch’s eye the only thing keeping the encroaching gloom at bay. She saw movement in the periphery—pale, spindly creatures with too many limbs skittering between the trunks, waiting for a single moment of weakness.

“They are hungry,” she whispered, her hand trembling as she pointed toward a cluster of black rocks. Kaelen drew his sword in one fluid motion, the steel ringing softly in the cold air. He didn’t ask what she saw; he simply trusted her vision. They stood back-to-back, a witch and a traitor, surrounded by the invisible horrors of a dying world, waiting for the first strike from the dark.

A screech tore through the air, and a creature made of smoke and bone lunged from the shadows. Kaelen moved with a lethal grace, his blade carving a bright arc through the creature’s chest. It dissipated with a hiss, but more were already emerging from the mist. Elara closed her normal eye, letting the magical sight take full control, searching for the source of the unnatural infestation.
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