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​CHAPTER ONE
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The air in the Romani market crackled with stories, each whisper carried on the wind, each scent a memory. Lira, with her wild spirit and quick wit, was a weaver of these tales, her voice a siren song for those who gathered around her stall. Her raven, Whisper, was an extension of her untamed nature, a mischievous companion who seemed to understand the very rhythm of her soul.

"Lira, you've got to keep that raven of yours in check," chuckled Zara, her voice a warm embrace in the cooling evening. The bird, as if in defiance, squawked and flapped its midnight wings, sending a cascade of intricately carved wooden spoons tumbling from a meticulously arranged pile.

Lira rolled her eyes, a playful glint in their depths. She reached out, her fingers nimble as they righted the spoons. "Easy there, Whisper. You're causing a scene," she chided softly, a hint of affection in her tone. The raven cawed, a defiant, almost human-like protest, then launched itself into the twilight sky. It wove a dizzying path through the vibrant tapestries and glimmering trinkets that adorned the neighboring stalls, a dark streak against the fading light.

"I don't know why you bother," Zara said, her laughter a melodious chime that echoed through the cobblestone streets. "It's not like you can train a creature like that. It's as wild as the stories you tell."

Lira's eyes, the color of rich earth, sparkling with mischief. "And isn't that the point? Besides, I like the company." A comfortable silence settled between them, an indicator to years of shared laughter and whispered secrets.

The market around them was a living, breathing entity, a crowd of voices and exotic aromas. The scent of roasted nuts mingled with the sweet perfume of jasmine, and the distant melody of a lone lute drifted on the breeze. The setting sun, a fiery orb on the horizon, cast long, dancing shadows across the stalls, stretching and shrinking like spectral dancers. The air, once thick with the day's warmth, began to cool, surrendering to the gentle embrace of the approaching night. This was Lira's favorite time of day, when the world seemed to hold its breath, pregnant with secrets and stories just waiting to be coaxed from the shadows.



Unseen, a predator of the night observed. The Raven Lord watched from the deepest shadows, his eyes, two pools of obsidian, glinting with a chilling amusement at the scene unfolding before him. He had been drawn here, not by chance, but by the whisperings of his feathered spies, by the tantalizing tales a certain raven had unwittingly gathered.

A Romani storyteller, bound to a creature of my domain? The audacity. And yet... the raw power that thrummed from her, a vibrant hum against the dull canvas of mortality, was undeniable. She was a beacon, a siren call to his ancient, ravenous soul. This was not a mere mortal, easily swayed or broken. She possessed a fire, a spirit untamed, that intrigued him more than any treasure. To merely possess her would be a waste. No, she would be a queen, a partner in his eternal reign. The curse, a tedious burden for millennia, now sang a different tune, a melody of destiny and absolute, undeniable possession. His decision, cold and calculated, was made. He would wait, a patient hunter, for the perfect moment to step from the veil of darkness and claim his prize.
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