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The Cask of Sangiovese
In the dimly lit depths of an ancient wine cellar, hidden beneath a crumbling mansion, the scent of old wood and dampness hung heavily in the air. Ethan Beaumont, a man consumed by bitterness and a thirst for revenge, stood between rows of aging wine barrels, his eyes gleaming with hatred. He had drawn a plan to make his enemy, Lord Henry Langley, pay dearly for the wrongs he had suffered.
Beaumont’s family had been loyal servants to the Langleys for generations, until a terrible betrayal had shattered their trust. Lord Henry, driven by greed and a lust for power, had stolen the family fortune, leaving Ethan without possessions and broken. Ethan spent years planning his revenge driven by a burning desire for vengeance. 
Rumour had it there was a mysterious cask of Sangiovese wine hidden deep within the cellar. This exquisite and priceless vintage was said to be cursed, punishing those who dared to try it. Ethan saw this as the perfect tool for his plan.
With great caution, Ethan lead Lord Henry into the dark, labyrinthine passages of the cellar, his voice filled with false friendship. The Lord, oblivious to the danger and not at all aware of the gruesome trap he was lured to, followed Ethan deeper into the darkness.
Finally, they arrived at the heart of the cellar, where barrels stood in endless rows. Ethan's eyes shone with delight as he led Lord Henry toward a specific barrel, the barrel strategically placed to seal his fate.
Unaware of his gruesome destiny, Lord Henry eagerly tasted the wine, savouring its exquisite flavour. But little did he know that the liquid flowing through his veins was contaminated by the curse of the Sangiovese. The moment the wine touched his lips, the curse took his life. As the man’s body went limp, Ethan’s heart swelled with satisfaction. He had taken his revenge. 
But his triumph was short-lived, for as he turned to leave, he felt an invisible presence watching him from the shadows. Whispers echoed through the cellar, growing louder with each passing moment. Night after night, Ethan was tormented by terrifying nightmares and horrifying visions. The voice of the dead Lord Henry haunted him, accusing him of his unforgivable sins. The curse of the Sangiovese began to infiltrate Ethan’s mind, driving him to the edge of madness. Unable to escape his guilt, insanity became inevitable. Every creak of the floorboards, every rustle of the wind, sent shivers down his spine, because he knew it was impossible to escape. The curse was always with him. The weight of his crimes pressed upon him, suffocating his soul. In the depths of the cellar, his mind crumbled like the breaking walls around him. The nights were filled with desperate cries and painful pleading for mercy. The curse of the Sangiovese consumed him entirely, leaving nothing but a shell of a man haunted by his own dark actions. 
The wine cellar, once a place of delight and tastings, now became a tomb for Ethan Beaumont’s tortured soul. And as the curse continued to destroy Ethan’s soul, the story of "The Cask of Sangiovese’s Curse" wandered through the streets, a chilling reminder of the dangers of seeking revenge and the terrifying consequences that awaited those who dared to disturb the spirits of the past.
