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A Psychological Horror Fantasy by Morad Bakier

Magier Bekker feels everything—literally. Cursed with empathic sensitivity, he is haunted by the emotions and pain of others. When a ritualistic murder shakes the city, Magier is pulled into a chilling mystery of psychic whispers, ghost children, and a growing darkness that threatens to consume him.

With the help of a masked guardian, a child who speaks to spirits, and a woman in white, Magier must confront not only the evil rising in The Stone City—but the unstable power inside him.

As the city’s shadows grow deeper, Magier must decide whether his gift is a curse to hide... or the only way to fight back.
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Morad Bakier is a 24-year-old male author whose work explores psychological horror, empathy, and the mystical dimensions of urban life.
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​The Weight of Whispers

The cobblestones of The Stone City, ancient and worn smooth by countless footsteps, didn't just absorb the sun's warmth—they hummed with secrets, a low, ever-present murmur older than memory itself. Magier Bekker, despite the noise of his own inner world, heard every single one.

At twenty years old, Magier moved through The Stone City like a ghost beneath its bustling surface, a silent observer adrift in a sea of sensation. While other young men chased girls through the sun-dappled squares or apprenticed in their fathers’ trades, Magier was chasing fractured visions—fleeting, dreamlike flashes of joy and despair that clung to him like burrs, each one leaving a residue on his mind.

More oppressive still was the constant tide of raw emotion flooding his senses: a dull roar in his inner ear, a thousand whispered aches and longings brushing against his thoughts like moth wings. Every crowded street was a sensory assault. His chest—tight with dread and psychic strain—felt like a physical knot wound tighter each day, the invisible weight of others' pain pressing heavily on his ribs.

His home, the Bekker residence, was no sanctuary. Its very stones seemed to soak up sorrow. The dim interior swallowed sunlight, and even on bright afternoons, shadows clung like mildew. A sour, metallic taste coated the back of Magier’s throat—a stale blend of dust and unspoken resentment. The air was always still, a silence that felt like a scream held just beneath the surface.

That suffocating tension radiated most from his father, Davin. His smile never reached his eyes, and his words—cloaked in cold civility—lingered in Magier’s head long after they were spoken.

"You should try harder," Davin would mutter, leafing through bills at the cracked kitchen table without looking up. "Real men don’t have weaknesses. They have jobs."

Once, when Magier returned home late from a psychic overload that left him barely able to speak, Davin hadn’t asked if he was alright.

“Still floating through life, are you?” he'd said with a chuckle as bitter as burned coffee. “Must be nice. Some of us don't have the luxury of seeing ghosts when there are bills to pay.”

Another time, he’d walked into Magier’s room uninvited, eyeing the half-filled notebooks of psychic impressions like they were trash.

“What is this?” he asked, lifting a page between two fingers like it was contagious. “Your ‘visions’? Maybe write a book. Call it How to Be Useless in 500 Pages or Less.”

Magier had said nothing. There was never a good reply. Davin didn’t fight to be right—he fought to be superior. 

“You're twenty. You should be bringing something to the table besides headaches and moping.”
“Even Thalassa and Terra have jobs. Ayiel makes herself useful. What do you do, Magier? Besides take up space and sulk into the wallpaper?”
Magier carried those words like lead in his ribs. Words that didn’t cut so much as corrode—slow, constant erosion of self. But beneath them, like a thread woven too fine to break, there was something else beginning to take root: not rage, not sorrow, but defiance. Quiet and steady.

Davin saw Magier’s empathic ability not as a gift but a stain on the Bekker name. “The boy feels too much,” he once whispered to Faera. “It's weak and pathetic .”

His mother, Faera, offered little comfort. Illness had long worn down her vitality, and Davin’s dominance eroded her spirit further. She moved like a shadow across the house, like a ghost. Magier often watched her with quiet agony, aching to siphon away her sadness. Her depression was a slow, sinking presence he could feel even in her absence.

He remembered the accident that taught him fear: a humid summer day when Davin’s jabs had finally pierced his inner defenses. The anger flared hot in his chest—pure, wild—and released a shockwave that hit a vase across the room that exploded with a deafening crack. Shards rained like teeth across the floor. Faera’s gasp, Davin’s silence, his own trembling horror—all fused into the memory that taught him to fear the dark pulse of his abilities.

His older brother Hazi, twenty-six, always fought back. Their arguments with Davin were brittle lightning storms that left the air electric with tension. Unlike Adrial, their middle brother—gone since he was a boy, vanished into silence—Hazi stayed, resisted. But resistance left bruises. Hazi’s rage soaked into the walls, and Magier, too sensitive to avoid it, absorbed every bitter wave.

Sometimes, Magier envied Adrial for leaving. The mystery of where he went—or why he never wrote—flickered like a broken beacon in his mind. Freedom was a shape he could see but not touch.

His sisters, all older, offered different forms of heartbreak. Thalassa, at thirty-one, bore the emotional bruises of a toxic marriage. Magier could sense it in the hollow ache of her aura, and in the subdued energy of her sons, who sometimes visited. Terra, thirty, and Ayiel, twenty-eight, both married, each trying to carve a life beyond the shadow of their childhood home—but the Bekker house never truly let go. Its echoes clung to them like dust in their lungs, soft but suffocating. Magier could feel it in their pauses, and how they always hesitated before speaking, as if expecting to be contradicted. Their laughter came, but it often died too fast, like it didn’t have permission to stay. Even in their own homes, miles away, the weight of Davin’s voice, the silence of Faera’s sorrow, and the bitter air of long-unspoken things still lived in them.

Then came the vision.

Unlike the fleeting fragments that usually haunted him, this one struck like a blade of ice. Elder Silas, the town’s beloved healer, lay sprawled in the empty marketplace. Blood pooled beneath him. A figure—tall, cloaked, its face faded in the shadow. In its hand, a wickedly curved knife gleamed in the dim light, and then—

The sound. The thud. The sickening finality of steel plunging into flesh.

Magier gasped, the sensation so real he clutched his stomach. A burn in his chest, a psychic echo of the murder. His limbs trembled violently.

He knew. Elder Silas would be dead before nightfall.

He stumbled back, hand gripping the cold wall beside him, breath ragged. A passing vendor gave him a worried glance, but no one stopped. Who would believe him? A Bekker boy, haunted and "cursed"? His reputation preceded him—tainted by a family name and a power most feared or pitied.

And yet, he couldn’t stay silent. Not this time.

Still reeling, he forced himself to move, each footstep echoing with the weight of what he’d just felt. The world hadn’t ended—yet—but something had shifted.

The Stone City, usually a vibrant tapestry of market chatter, the rhythmic clang of distant blacksmiths, and the shouts of children playing, felt unnaturally hushed as dusk deepened. The silence was thick, almost suffocating, broken only by the mournful hoot of an owl or the drip of water from gutters. The air, already cooling with the impending night, was heavy with 'bad vibes' that pricked at Magier’s senses like a thousand tiny needles. It wasn't merely a feeling; it tasted like copper and iron, a thick, metallic taste that burned in his throat and clung to the very cobblestones he walked, each step sinking into an ocean of fear.

Earlier, he’d tried, desperately, to warn Constable Borin. Borin was a man whose skepticism was as thick and unyielding as the city walls, a fortress of conventional thought. Magier’s urgent words about a 'shadowy figure' and ‘coming death' had been dismissed with a heavy sigh, labeled as the 'ramblings of a troubled child.' Magier could still feel the dull ache of the constable’s pitying disbelief, a crushing weight of dismissal that chafed against his own raw, burning certainty. He'd seen it too many times.

Despite the certainty of his premonition, or perhaps because of it, Magier found himself drawn, almost against his will, towards the marketplace. The setting sun, now a bruised purple on the horizon, cast long, skeletal shadows across the deserted stalls. The familiar space, usually vibrant and alive, felt alien, predatory, its empty stands resembling gaping mouths in the twilight. The air here was no longer hushed but a roiling storm of emotions – the faint, lingering echoes of the day’s bustling trade overlaid with a chilling, a layer of mounting anxiety and dread that Magier could feel vibrate beneath his feet. And then he saw them: a group of town guards, their grim faces illuminated by the flickering street lights, Borin’s gruff voice cutting through the twilight like a jagged blade. And then, the unmistakable shape on the ground. Elder Silas lay lifeless, his eyes staring sightlessly at the darkening, bruised sky, reflecting the first faint stars. A single, wickedly curved knife, its blade a dull gleam in the fading light, was plunged into his heart. Its handle was carved with symbols Magier couldn’t decipher but felt a repulsion towards – ancient, serpentine lines that seemed to twist even as he looked at them. The weapon pulsed with a faint, dark energy, a cold throb that made Magier’s hidden energy manipulation ability twitch beneath his skin, an almost magnetic pull towards its dark core. This wasn't just murder; it was something ancient, something ritualistic, a dark force of nature.

Borin’s face, usually a mask of solid, unshakeable certainty, was now etched with a dawning horror that seemed to age him by years. His skepticism, a fortress moments ago, visibly crumbled, leaving him exposed. Magier felt the sudden, sickening surge of raw guilt and profound regret radiating from the constable, a sharp, bitter wave that crashed over him. But this was a stark contrast to the deeper, colder current of pure dark energy Magier sensed swirling around the crime scene, like a ghost clinging to the very air, its unseen tendrils coiling around his heart.

Overwhelmed by the darkness and the sheer intensity of the scene, Magier stumbled back, his legs weak beneath him. A new wave of premonitions, more fragmented than before yet terrifyingly sharp, washed over him: fleeting images of a cloaked figure, its silhouette indistinct against a moonlit alleyway, fleeing the scene with unnatural speed. Then, a chilling close-up: the glint of moonlight on a silver amulet, intricately carved with the snarling head of a wolf, burning itself into his mind’s eye like a brand. This was no ordinary killer, no common thief. This was tied to the ancient whispers of the Stone City, to the deeper, unseen forces that stirred beneath its façade, a darkness Magier had only ever glimpsed.

Later that night, The Stone City slept, its usual murmurs replaced by the soft drip of rain and the distant howl of a lone dog. But Magier did not. He lay awake, the dread of the murder mingling with the pervasive anxieties of his home, a toxic cocktail that twisted in his gut. From her room, his mother, Faera, coughed weakly, her quiet despair a constant, oppressive presence that seeped into the very air. Hazi’s familiar, angry mutterings echoed faintly from the basement, a low, frustrated rumble that Magier felt vibrate through the floorboards. Davin’s stifling presence, even behind his closed door, cast a shadow over the entire house, making every breath feel like a shallow, burdensome effort.

A small, bright spot of light, fragile yet potent, pierced the gloom when his second eldest sister, Terra, visited. Her face, usually open, was drawn tighter than usual, marked with subtle lines of exhaustion that even her soft smile couldn’t hide. She tried, though. She always tried—for Magier, maybe, or perhaps just for the idea of normalcy that still stubbornly clung to her. Her presence was like a breath held too long, then released with care.

Clinging to her hand, almost reluctantly at first, was her four-year-old daughter, Ayla. Ayla was a whirlwind of innocent energy, a miniature sunbeam darting through the shadows of the Bekker home. Her laughter—a startling, pure sound like crystal chimes—cut through the stifling atmosphere, momentarily clearing the air.

Terra stood by the window, watching Ayla spin circles in a patch of light. “She likes it here,” she said softly, though her voice didn’t quite match the words.

Magier sat at the edge of the worn couch, elbows on knees. “She shouldn’t,” he murmured. “No one should.”

Terra turned to him, eyes tired but kind. “It's not the house she sees. It's you.”

Magier let out a bitter half-laugh. “I’m not exactly sunshine, Terra.”

“You don’t have to be,” she said. “You’re... real. And she feels safe with you. That’s something.”

He looked away, jaw tight. “You always talk like I’m more than I am.”

“I talk like someone who remembers when you used to laugh.”

Magier didn’t respond at first. His gaze stayed on the floor, where Ayla’s footprints faded in dust. Then quietly: “Maybe I lost that version of me.”

Terra walked over and sat beside him. “Then find him. Or make a new one. Just... don’t disappear, Magier. Please.”

His voice barely rose above a whisper. “I’m trying.”

Magier felt something loosen in him, a muscle he hadn’t known was clenched. He watched Ayla spin in the light, chasing invisible things with wild joy, and for the first time in days, the lead weight inside him lifted, if only slightly. Her emotions were unguarded: delight at a flake of dust catching sunlight, curiosity toward a creaking floorboard, brief fear at a flicker of shadow before she ran back toward her mother’s legs, wide-eyed but safe.

It was a stark, almost painful contrast to the storm of grief, guilt, and despair that normally battered Magier from every side—a sudden, beautiful silence in the constant psychic noise. For a moment, while Ayla twirled through that lone sunbeam that somehow slipped through the old house’s grime-covered window, Magier felt human again.

Then she was gone. Terra’s smile faded into the closing door, and with it, the light left the room. The house exhaled its gloom back into place, and the dread returned like a tide rushing in.

The vision returned: Elder Silas’s peaceful, lifeless face, soft as sleep. Then the knife—the glint, the arc, the sudden spill of red.

He had to find the killer. Not just for justice. Not just for Elder Silas. But because without answers, the weight inside him would never lift.
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​The Weight of Sight

The metallic taste still clung to Magier’s tongue—like rust, like old blood. Days had passed since Elder Silas’s brutal murder, yet the memory hadn't faded. The weight of knowing—and being powerless to stop it—sat heavy on his chest, a pressure that hadn’t lifted with time.

The investigation had gone cold. Constable Borin’s initial shock had dulled into resignation. Flyers seeking information at the corners of buildings, rain-stained and ignored. Silas’s name no longer lingered on lips in the market. But Magier couldn’t let it go.

The wolf amulet still haunted him.

It wasn't just a vision anymore. The image would burn into his mind’s eye without warning: the silver glint, the snarling wolf, the hollow thrum of danger. It was wrong, but it was not the same evil that had killed Silas. Magier knew that now. The symbols on the knife were cultic—ancient, ritualistic—but that group had vanished. Whoever they were, they hadn’t returned. The presence behind the amulet... that was something else.

Something worse.

He tried to shake it off. Tried to study. Tried to think about the future.

He met Nia and Nick at their usual spot: the library’s western wing, where stained glass windows filtered in gentle amber light. The scent of old ink and beeswax lingered in the air. It was one of the only places in the city that didn’t hurt to be in. The whispers here were softer, less intrusive.

Nia was already at their table, her notebook open, pages filled with neat lines of ink and color-coded tabs. “You’re late,” she said with a small smile, her tone teasing.

Magier offered a half-shrug as he sat down. “The walls at home were loud today.”

Nick looked up from where he’d been absently tracing a coffee ring into the table. “Davin again?”

“Always.”

Nia frowned, brushing a curl behind her ear. “You could move out, you know. We’ve talked about this.”

“It’s not that easy,” Magier muttered. “Not when every wall remembers how you used to cry as a kid.”

They didn’t fully understand what he meant—but they didn’t press. They respected the shadows he didn’t name.

Nia returned to the topic she’d been holding onto all week. “Apprenticeships,” she said. “I’ve been thinking—what about a role at the scriptorium? Your memory for detail would be helpful.”

Nick snorted gently. “Or you could leave the city entirely. Become a wandering storyteller or something. Hit the coast. Live off sea air and existential dread.”

Magier managed a weak laugh. “Tempting. I already have the dread part covered.”

But the truth was—he couldn’t see a future. Every path felt like fog. The pressure to choose, to build something, was a weight pressing into his sternum. He could barely finish breakfast some days, let alone imagine himself filing reports or copying texts. ADHD explained the scattered thoughts, the blank moments during lectures—but it didn’t fix them.

Magier stared at the library shelves, letting his vision blur. So many books, each written by people with focus and conviction. He couldn’t even follow the thread of a paragraph without some emotional echo hijacking his brain—grief bleeding from a spine someone once cried into, or elation trapped in the yellowed pages of a long-forgotten romance.

“I think I’m broken,” he admitted quietly.

Nick leaned back in his chair, expression calm. “Nah. You’re just overloaded. Big difference.”

Nia nodded. “You’re not broken, Magier. You just process the world... louder.”

That struck him. He glanced at her, and her aura glowed a calm green. Warm. Reliable. And Nick’s—cool blue with streaks of gold—was steady as always. Their presence didn’t overwhelm him. It grounded him.

But it wouldn’t last.

At home, the psychic noise returned in full force.

Davin’s disapproval had become ambient, like the low drone of a fridge left running too long. Magier didn’t need to hear his father speak to feel the disdain. It oozed through walls, through ceilings. A slow, corrosive hum that made his bones ache.

He couldn’t concentrate. The pages in front of him blurred. Paragraphs looped in his head without sticking. Everything felt like swimming through honey. Even simple tasks—filling out forms, writing applications—felt like puzzles missing half their pieces. Every success was immediately followed by doubt. Every calm about to collapse.

Only one thing pierced through: a fragile new life.

His youngest sister, Ayiel, had just given birth to a baby girl.

Luna.

The first time he held her, she fit in the crook of his arm like a heartbeat. Soft skin, faint milk scent, an aura so bright and new it nearly blinded him. There was no pain in her. No guilt. No echoes of past trauma. Just breath and warmth and wonder.

Magier had stood there, utterly still, while Luna’s fingers curled around his pinky. She looked up at him, wide-eyed, not with fear, but recognition. His throat had tightened so much he couldn’t speak.
Terra had noticed his silence and elbowed him gently. “She likes you. Probably thinks you’re some kind of giant.”
Ayiel, exhausted but glowing, let out a weak laugh from the bed. “Careful. Next thing you know, she’ll be reading his aura and trying to cleanse his chaos.”

Magier blinked, finally managing a smile. “She already knows I’m a mess.”

Terra grinned. “Well, she’s family. We all pretend not to notice.”

Ayiel chuckled, then winced as she shifted. “Let’s just hope she doesn’t inherit Dad’s gift for passive aggression.”

Magier glanced at the tiny bundle in his arms. “No chance. She’s too powerful for that.”

Even Davin, for one surreal moment, had softened and smiled. “She’s strong,” he’d said, voice quiet. “Got her mother’s looks.”

It was the closest thing to affection Magier had ever heard from him.

Faera, too, was moved. The way she held Luna—delicate, reverent—brought something light to her aura, a brief spark that pushed aside her usual grey fog. For a few days, the house was bearable. The shadows in the corners seemed to lift. The air tasted less like ash.

Magier clung to it.

But like all moments in the Bekker home, it passed.

Luna’s cries became background noise, and Davin’s silence sharpened back into control. Faera’s energy dimmed again. And the gnawing vision of Elder Silas returned—eyes wide, body still.

The amulet burned cold at the edge of his thoughts.

There was something out there. A presence. Not the cult—they were gone. Whoever had taken Silas was part of a larger, darker web. And Magier couldn’t stop thinking about it.

Couldn’t stop feeling it.

The city didn’t just carry echoes anymore. It carried a question. And it was waiting for someone—him—to answer.

And then, as if in reply, the world held its breath.

The Stone City, like the rest of the world, surrendered to silence. The pandemic arrived quietly at first, then swept in like a cold fog, erasing daily life. Market stalls were draped in canvas like forgotten corpses, playgrounds sealed with brittle tape, and windows glowed faintly behind closed curtains, like ships lost at sea.

Magier watched it all from behind his windowpane.

The whisper of the cobblestones, once ever-present, faded beneath the weight of global fear. The city still spoke, but more faintly now—a hushed murmur, lost beneath the louder roar of collective anxiety. He felt it all. Not as words, but as pressure: a low, constant thrum of unease threading through every breath.

At first, he thought solitude would help.

For once, Davin’s presence wasn’t always pressing. They saw less of each other. The house stretched into quieter corridors. But the emotional silence wasn’t peace—it was void. Emptiness that echoed louder than any argument. And the world’s fear filled the space like smoke, seeping in through screens and signals, thick and suffocating.

Eventually, he was diagnosed with ADHD.

He remembered the moment the therapist said it—calm, clinical, but kind. A small piece of the puzzle sliding into place. It explained the scattered thoughts, the flooding emotions, the inability to start—or finish—anything. It made sense.

But it didn’t make it easier.

His days blurred together, lit only by the cold glow of his screen. Night came fast, and sleep came slower. He drifted, weightless, the city’s quiet like static in his blood. Until he found the forum.

It was obscure, tucked into a corner of the internet dedicated to science and folklore. And there, amid discussions about ancient sigils and lost civilizations, he met her.

Daisy.

She was twenty-six. Sharp. Funny. A little chaotic in her syntax, but vivid in her ideas. Their conversations started in threads about forgotten
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