
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Whispers in the Fire
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The night was quiet, too quiet, as if the darkness itself was holding its breath. Merrin stood at the edge of the field, the damp grass cool under her bare feet. In the distance, the old farmhouse loomed, its black windows reflecting nothing but emptiness.

She’d come here before, chasing a pull she couldn’t name — a whisper in her dreams, a tug in her chest. But tonight felt different. The air carried a strange heaviness, thick and unmoving, like it was waiting.

As she stepped closer to the house, a faint smell of smoke drifted past her nose. At first, she thought it came from the chimney. Then she saw it — a flickering orange glow from the old church beyond.
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