
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


HIMA CHER

The Shadow of Emberfall


Copyright © 2025 by HIMA CHER

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy.

Find out more at reedsy.com


Contents


The First Whispers 1

Secrets of the Spire 13

The Heart of the Curse 29

The Crystal Garden 38

The Reckoning 44

The Great Vault 50

A Family’s Legacy 54

A Broken Promise 58










Tle Ficst Wlispecs



[image: ]

––––––––

[image: ]



[image: ]he sun bled into the sky, its final rays catching on the jagged spires of Emberfall. Kael watched from the treeline, his knuckles white against the rough wood

of his staff. A low hum vibrated through the air, a sound he had known since childhood, the mournful song of the coming night. This was the moment the world held its breath, a brief and terrifying pause before the darkness claimed the land once more.




His heart hammered a frantic rhythm against his ribs, a familiar beat of anxiety. Each evening brought with it a fresh wave of unease, a gnawing dread that never truly left him. He had grown accustomed to the sensation, but never numb to it. The ruins were a graveyard of shattered dreams, and the creatures that stalked them were the ghosts of a long-dead kingdom, twisted and malevolent.




A chill wind slithered past his collar, carrying with it the scent
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of ash and decay. It was a smell that clung to everything in this borderland, a constant reminder of the war that had ripped the world apart. Kael’s village was just a few miles from the ruins, a fragile pocket of life in a landscape of death. They survived by being small, quiet, and eternally vigilant.




He pulled the worn wool cloak tighter around his shoulders, the coarse fabric doing little to fend off the creeping cold. The villagers called him a coward for his constant fear, for his refusal to venture into Emberfall, but he considered it a form of wisdom. Others had been brave, and their bones now lay scattered beneath the cursed soil, silent monuments to their foolish courage.




Kael’s gaze drifted back to the crumbling city walls. They stood like broken teeth against the horizon, a barrier of stone and regret. It was said that the shadows had first emerged from the heart of the capital, spreading like a blight across the kingdom. He had seen their handiwork up close, the way they drained the life from everything they touched, leaving only a hollow shell behind.




A flicker of movement caught his eye, a sudden shift in the deepening gloom. It was a faint, almost invisible ripple in the air, a formless shape that seemed to absorb the last vestiges of light. He held his breath, his grip tightening on his staff. This was the first of them, the scouts of the night, emerging from their dark nests to begin their patrol.




He had heard the chilling tales, stories of farmers and hunters who went missing after sunset, their empty boots found by
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the roadside. The whispers of the shadows were a constant, a tormenting sound that promised swift and certain doom. These creatures were a testament to the old mages’ hubris, a living curse that would never be lifted.




His mind replayed the old lore, the warnings passed down through generations. The shadows couldn’t be fought with steel or fire, only with light, a precious commodity in this blighted land. He longed for the days of his grandfather, a time when the sun’s warmth was a blessing, not a fleeting shield against an encroaching darkness.




The air grew heavy and cold, a suffocating presence that pressed in on him from all sides. The hum intensified, a low, guttural vibration that settled deep within his bones. It was the sound of hunger, of an ancient, insatiable evil stirring from its slumber. He knew he had lingered too long, lost in his memories and fear.




Panic began to creep into his veins, a cold snake of terror. He had to get back to the village, to the safety of the firelight. He turned, his movements jerky and uncoordinated, his heart pounding in a furious rhythm against his ribs. The shadows were a step behind him now, their silent presence a crushing weight on his soul, a promise of a painful end.




He didn’t look back, trusting the instincts that had kept him alive this long. He ran, the coarse wool of his cloak flapping around him, the staff a useless weight in his hand. The whisper grew louder, a chilling susurrus that seemed to call his name from all directions. The forest, once a comfort, now felt like a
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suffocating cage.
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He stumbled, his foot catching on a hidden root, and fell hard, the staff clattering away into the undergrowth. A cry of fear escaped his lips, a pathetic sound that was swallowed by the encroaching dark. He lay there, his body trembling, the silence amplifying the frantic beat of his heart. He was alone, and the shadows were all around him.




A flicker of movement broke through the suffocating stillness, not the formless blackness he expected, but a swift, nimble figure. It darted between the gnarled trunks of ancient oaks, a spark of quicksilver in the gathering dusk. The figure moved with an impossible grace, a dance of practiced precision, utterly unburdened by the oppressive gloom that clung to everything else.




Kael pushed himself up on one elbow, his body stiff with pain and confusion. He watched, his terrified heart now replaced by a raw curiosity. The figure stopped near his fallen staff, its silhouette small and wiry against the backdrop of the dying light. It was a woman, her hair a shock of silver-white in the fading light, her movements fluid and silent as a whisper.




She knelt, her hand reaching out for the staff. Kael’s mind screamed a warning, but he found his voice was a dry, useless thing stuck in his throat. She didn’t seem to notice him, her attention focused on the weapon. Her face, partially obscured by a hood, was a mosaic of sharp angles and unreadable expression, a mask of cold concentration.
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“This is foolish,” she said, her voice a low, melodic murmur that cut through the oppressive hum. “Lingering at the edge of night, waiting for it to consume you. It’s a miracle you’ve lasted this long.” She lifted the staff, her fingers tracing the worn carvings on its surface. “Are you a mage? A broken one, perhaps?”




He finally found his voice, a strangled gasp of defiance. “I’m no mage! My name is Kael. Who are you? How are you here?” He scrambled back, his hands sifting through the dirt for a stone, anything to defend himself. She looked up, her eyes glinting with a cool, detached amusement. Her stare felt like a physical weight, pinning him in place.




“My name is Lyra. And I am here because I have business in Emberfall.” She tossed his staff back to him, the wood thudding softly into his outstretched hands. Her tone was dismissive, as if his very presence was an inconvenience. “Get up, Kael. We don’t have time for your fear. The shadows will be upon us in moments.”




He stared at her, a tangled web of emotions swirling inside him. He was grateful she hadn’t left him for dead, but the gratitude was overshadowed by a deep, gut-wrenching dread. She was going into Emberfall. The very thought of it sent a cold shiver down his spine. This woman was either completely insane or far more powerful than she appeared.




“You can’t go in there,” he pleaded, his voice thin and desperate. “It’s a death trap! Nothing survives the night inside those walls.” His anxiety returned, a physical sickness twisting in his stomach. He didn’t want to die, but he also couldn’t fathom willingly
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walking into the mouth of the beast. The ruins were a place of unholy silence.



“I have my reasons,” she replied, a hint of steel in her voice. “And you have a choice. You can stay here and become another forgotten memory, or you can come with me. My way is dangerous, but the shadows don’t seem to mind. They are a much greater threat. Your village is too far away.” Her words were a hard truth, a bitter pill to swallow.


Kael’s gaze darted between her and the deepening gloom of the forest. He could hear the hum of the shadows now, a chorus of malevolent whispers. He knew he had no choice. Staying meant certain death, but going with her... that was an unknown terror. He rose to his feet, his muscles protesting with a dull ache. He had to trust her.




He followed her as she turned and moved deeper into the treeline, away from the path to the village. The air grew colder with every step, and the ground felt alien beneath his worn boots. He tried to match her silent, fluid movements, but his footsteps were clumsy and loud, a constant reminder of his human fragility in this land of ghosts.
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