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Chapter 1: The Raven’s Warning
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Ash Hollow was a graveyard of forgotten dreams, its streets splintered like old bones under a sky perpetually bruised. The supermarket’s neon sign flickered, its buzz a faint pulse in a town that had flatlined years ago. Boarded windows gaped like empty sockets, and the air reeked of rust and rot, a miasma clinging to sagging porches and weed-choked lots. Once, children’s laughter echoed under ancient oaks; now, only the wind mourned through their barren branches.

The Crows—Mia, Eli, Sarah, Jace, Kyle, Tara, and Beck—were Ash Hollow’s blight. As kids, they’d built forts in the woods, their giggles bright as summer. But the town’s decay seeped into them, twisting innocence into malice. They’d become predators, smashing mailboxes, stealing from the elderly, and leaving bruises on anyone who dared protest. Old Mrs. Carter clutched her cross when they passed, and Hank, the blacksmith, spat their name like a curse. The Crows reveled in it, their laughter a blade against the town’s despair.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.png
JUNE 1, 2025
MIKE V. PIANA





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





