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OPENING QUOTE 

A Generational War Between Light, Blood, and Forgotten Spirits
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PROLOGUE: THE WHISPER BENEATH THE SOIL
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They say the soil forgets nothing.

Beneath every grave, every home, every tree that grows crooked, there are whispers—tales not passed down at fireside but buried in bone, sealed by secrets, and guarded by the ancestors who watched everything fall apart.

There was a time before this time. A time when the power in our blood was pure, when gifts were used to heal, not to harm. But where there is light, there is shadow. And where there is love, envy finds its root.

This is the story they didn’t tell us. The one hidden behind respectful silences and sacred lies. The one that explains why some families never rise, why some souls are born hunted, and why love, real love, is fought like a war.

This is the story of two bloodlines. One carried the curse. The other carried the fire. And the children who were never supposed to meet.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

CHAPTER ONE: THE FIRE THAT CHOSE THE SISTERS
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The story begins in a land untouched by the modern world, where the wind carried whispers of past lives and future fates. In this place, my mother was born. A land where, like the trees that grew crooked, there were secrets buried deep — hidden beneath the soil, under the leaves, between the bones. A land where light and dark were siblings, each sharing the same pulse.

On the side of my mother’s mother, there lived two women: sisters, bound by blood and power, yet torn by envy and ambition. The elder sister, my great-aunt, was revered as a healer. They said she could ease the pain of a broken heart with a touch, mend the deepest wounds with the words of an ancient tongue. People traveled for miles to seek her help, to witness her magic.

But power, as we know, is a tricky thing.

It doesn’t stay pure for long. And it doesn’t take much for it to shift, to twist, to darken. The elder sister began to want more — more power, more control. She looked upon the younger sister, my grandmother, with envy. But my grandmother, the younger of the two, had the gift of seeing what others could not. She saw the darkness creeping into her sister's heart. She felt the shift, felt the pull of something darker than they had ever known. It scared her.

The darkness, hungry and waiting, whispered to the elder sister, offering her more than she could resist. More than she needed. The younger sister tried to flee, but the elder sister was powerful — powerful enough to call her back, powerful enough to make her return for the sake of the children.

My grandmother married a man whose mother was no stranger to power either. The bloodline on my grandfather's side carried magic, but also a curse that was passed down with the strength of every generation. This curse, born of fire and flame, began to entwine itself with my grandmother's light. She became the bridge, torn between the darkness on one side and the light on the other, bearing a weight too heavy for her to carry alone.

There were whispers — of betrayal, of darkness, of things unsaid. But no one listened. No one understood. Not even her own mother, who refused to believe that something so dark could be happening within their family. The sisters, bound by blood, now tore each other apart in silence, as the poison of jealousy and ambition took root.

One day, after a long silence, my grandmother spoke the words that no one wanted to hear: "There is poison here." And with those words, her body was consumed by the dark forces that had taken hold of her. Her mind slipped away, leaving her a shadow of the woman she had once been. But she managed to give birth before she passed, carrying a child into the world amidst the chaos.

And so, the story of the curse began. Not in the womb, but in the heart of betrayal, where love and ambition collided. The elder sister, now consumed by the darkness, went to the waters. They say she spoke to the water, summoned something from it — a spirit that would feed on the souls around her, giving her more power, more strength.

But when my aunt — the one who could speak to the dead — witnessed the ritual, she couldn’t see what was being done. All she knew was that something in the water boiled with an intensity that would not be ignored. But even as the ritual grew more dangerous, my aunt’s uncle feared the worst — he stopped everything that day, afraid that she might not return. And so, the curse was set in motion, a darkness that would follow their bloodline through the ages.

The curse, as it always does, spread — feeding on the souls of the living, destroying marriages, and breaking the hearts of those who had once loved. And it was in this darkness, that the first of many chains was forged.
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CHAPTER TWO: THE WATER THAT REMEMBERED THE CURSE
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The water always remembers.

They say the river knows the stories that have been forgotten. That the waves, the currents, hold the echoes of every soul that has ever passed through them. When my great-aunt went to the river, she sought to make a pact with the unknown, with the spirits that roam in the dark corners of the world. But the river is not easily fooled. It remembers.

She called to the spirits, seeking power, seeking control. But the spirits had their own rules. They would not give without taking. They would not give freely. And so, the water boiled with an intensity that no one could ignore.

My aunt, the one who could speak to the dead, was there that day. She watched in silence as her sister, my great-aunt, stood by the river, calling out to the spirits for something she could never truly control. The water was angry. It boiled. It moved in ways it should not have.

But as the ritual went on, my aunt could feel the weight of the curse, the weight of the power that was now being summoned. She could feel it in the air, in the very earth beneath her feet. It was a force she had never known before, something darker, something more dangerous.

And then the waters began to change.

They say the spirits in the water began to speak — but not in words. No, the spirits whispered in a language that could not be understood by any living being. And yet, my great-aunt understood. She could hear them. She could feel them. And in that moment, the curse took root.

The elder sister had taken what the water had given her — but she had forgotten the price. She had forgotten that power always demands something in return.

The water, as it always does, remembered. And the curse was set.
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Chapter Three: The Child the Fire Took
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They never said her name out loud.

Only that she had been there... and then she wasn’t.

She was my mother’s twin — her first mirror, her sleeping shadow. Born into the world beside her, blood of the same breath. But only one of them was meant to stay. And the other... the other was claimed by fire.

It happened when my mother was still too small to remember, but the whispers outlived memory. Whispers about the woman who lit the fire. Not just a woman — a great-grandmother. A witch, feared and revered. The mother of my mother’s father. A matriarch whose roots ran deeper than the graves in our land.

They say she was a woman of unmatched power, a gatekeeper between the living and the unseen. Her hands, they said, had held charms and bones. Her voice could speak through thunder. And her rituals... her rituals were not for healing, but for taking.

On the night of the burning, my mother and her twin slept under the same blanket. The house was quiet, but not peaceful. The fire was already prepared — dry wood, herbs, oils... and a name. Only one.

Some say she was trying to bind power. Others say she saw two paths where there should have been one. And so she made a choice — to offer one child to whatever spirit had answered her hunger. Or fear. Or ambition.

When the fire took the twin, no one cried loud enough to stop it. No
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