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Esethu Mlamla is a young and passionate storyteller who began writing short stories and novels while still in high school. With a vivid imagination and a love for magical worlds, she has always dreamed of creating stories that inspire courage, hope, and the power of the heart.

Lunaria’s Heart is her first published book, a fantasy adventure that blends magic, suspense, and romance. Esethu’s writing is guided by a simple belief: even in the darkest storms, love and friendship can light the way.

When she’s not crafting new worlds, Esethu enjoys reading, drawing, and connecting with readers who love to dream alongside her characters.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

ABOUT THE ILLUSTRATOR 



[image: ]


Sneziwe Gxobole is a talented illustrator known for bringing magical worlds to life with vibrant 

colors and breathtaking detail. Her work on Lunaria’s Heart captures the beauty, suspense, and wonder of Isla’s journey, turning every page into a visual adventure.

Through her art, Sneziwe brings imagination and emotion together, helping readers feel the magic, drama, and heart of the story with every illustration.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

DEAR READER 


[image: ]


Thank you for stepping into the world of Lunaria and walking alongside Isla, Adrian, and Kaelen. Every adventure, every storm, and every heartbeat of this story was written with you in mind.

May this journey remind you that even in the darkest moments, love, courage, and hope can guide your path. Treasure your dreams, trust your heart, and never forget  the magic begins with you.

With all my heart,

Esethu Mlamla
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CHAPTER 1: ECHOES BENEATH THE CITY
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The dawn above Lunaria shimmered like glass.

Light spilled through the towers, catching on the silver veins that ran across the rooftops remnants of the magic that had nearly torn the city apart months ago. The air still hummed faintly, as if the city had learned to breathe again but hadn’t yet forgotten how to tremble.

Isla stood at the edge of the High Balcony, fingers resting on the cold railing. The black book floated at her side, quiet for once, its pages fluttering only when the wind touched them. Peace, real or imagined, still felt fragile here.

Adrian joined her quietly. The morning light haloed his hair in gold. “You’re awake early,” he said.

“I couldn’t sleep.” Isla’s gaze stayed on the streets below. “The city feels different.”

“It’s rebuilding. That takes time.”

“No,” she whispered. “It’s moving.”

Adrian frowned. “Moving?”

She turned toward him, the breeze pulling strands of hair across her face. “Listen.”

Beneath the usual hum of Lunaria’s magic, another sound pulsed faintly, a low vibration, steady and deep, like a heartbeat buried under stone.

Adrian strained to hear. “It’s probably the wards recalibrating.”

Isla shook her head. “It’s coming from below.”

The black book trembled slightly, as if agreeing with her.The council bell rang from the western tower, breaking the silence. Adrian sighed. “They’ll want another report today. About repairs, about you, about Kaelen.”

At the mention of Kaelen, the air between them tightened. He had left the upper city weeks ago, disappearing into the old tunnels that crisscrossed Lunaria’s foundations. No one knew what he was searching for.

“I dreamed of him again,” Isla said softly. “Of the tunnels. The walls were alive, whispering my name.”

Adrian’s jaw tensed. “Dreams aren’t prophecies.”

“They used to be,” she said, glancing at the black book. “Before we silenced the Source.”

They made their way through the marble corridors toward the council hall. The city outside glittered with fresh sunlight, but beneath the beauty lay cracks literal and unseen. Citizens had returned to their homes, markets reopened, music drifted through alleys again, yet every so often a tremor rippled through the ground and lamps flickered blue.

Inside the council chamber, Darius waited, scrolls stacked beside him. Selara lounged on the railing, spinning a dagger through her fingers.

“You’re late,” Selara said without looking up. “I was beginning to think the two of you had finally eloped.”

Adrian ignored her jab. “Any sign of Kaelen?”

“None,” Darius said. “But scouts found old runes glowing in the lower wards last night. The same type that powered the Source’s seal.”

Isla’s pulse quickened. “It’s waking.”

Selara slid off the railing, her smirk fading. “If the Source stirs again, the whole city could collapse. We barely survived last time.”

Darius nodded. “Which is why we go down there before it opens completely.”

Adrian frowned. “We don’t even know how deep it goes.”

“That’s what Kaelen is trying to find out,” Darius said quietly. “If he’s still alive.”

The black book fluttered open on its own, pages rustling like a sigh. Words formed across the parchment in luminous script:

The heart beneath remembers. The light above deceives.

The letters shimmered once, then vanished.

Selara exhaled. “Wonderful. The haunted diary speaks again.”

Isla met Adrian’s gaze. “It’s calling us.”

He shook his head. “Or luring us.”

But deep down, she already knew: whatever waited beneath Lunaria wasn’t finished with them
Night settled over Lunaria like velvet dust. The towers glowed from within, veins of gold and silver light tracing through stone like living roots. Every few moments, a soft pulse shimmered underfoot faint but deliberate, like the city breathing in its sleep.

Isla watched from the balcony of the east tower, the black book floating beside her shoulder. Each time the pulse throbbed through the ground, the book’s pages flickered in sympathy.

“You feel it too,” she whispered.

The book answered with a single ripple of light across its spine, then fell still again.

Behind her, footsteps echoed. Selara emerged from the shadows, hood drawn low, eyes glinting in the dim glow. “You should rest. The council’s expecting a decision by sunrise.”

“About the descent?”

“About everything.” Selara leaned against the railing, twirling her dagger. “They want to know if you’ll lead them again, or if you’re too attached to that cursed thing.”

Isla’s gaze fell to the book. “It’s not cursed. It’s... alive.”

“Exactly my point.”

They stood in silence, the city’s glow painting their faces. Selara’s usual smirk softened. “I didn’t mean it like that,” she said quietly. “You did save us all. But I’ve seen power twist people. You’re stronger than most, but everyone breaks somewhere.”

“I’m not sure strength is what it wants from me,” Isla said.

Selara sheathed her dagger. “Then find out before it decides for you.”Down in the archives, Adrian and Darius worked by lanternlight. The room smelled of dust and ancient ink, scrolls stacked like walls around them.

“Runes from the western quarter,” Darius murmured, spreading a cracked tablet across the table. “Same pattern that marked the Source’s containment circle.”

Adrian traced the etchings with a gloved hand. “they're  spreading?”

“More like surfacing. The city’s shedding its skin.”

Adrian frowned. “And Kaelen?”

Darius hesitated. “A messenger returned an hour ago. They found his mark near the lower tunnels, but no sign of him. Only this.”

He handed Adrian a small silver shard a fragment of rune-stone, faintly glowing with inner light.

Adrian’s stomach tightened. “He’s close.”

“Closer than you think,” came a voice from the doorway.

Both men turned. Kaelen stood there, coat torn, silver runes along his arms pulsing faintly beneath his skin. His smile was tired but sharp. “Miss me?”

Adrian’s hand went instantly to his sword. “Where have you been?”

“Listening,” Kaelen said. “The Source is speaking again and it’s not whispering this time.”

Moments later, the group gathered in the tower’s lower hall. The air was heavy with tension and the metallic scent of magic. Kaelen spread a parchment across the table an intricate map of Lunaria with glowing veins running beneath it like arteries.

“This is what lies under the city,” he said. “The Source’s reach. It’s growing.”

Selara whistled softly. “Looks like a heartbeat.”

“It is,” Kaelen replied. “And it’s getting stronger.”

Darius leaned closer. “These intersections nodes of power. If one collapses, the entire network will rupture.”

Adrian’s jaw tightened. “Meaning another disaster.”

Kaelen nodded. “Unless we reach the center before it stabilizes itself.”

Isla studied the map. “The center is beneath the Crystal District. The old catacombs.”

Kaelen met her eyes. “Exactly where I was headed before the tunnels started fighting back.”

“You went alone?” Adrian’s tone was sharp.

Kaelen’s smirk was faint but defiant. “You were busy convincing the council I’m dangerous. I thought I’d save them the trouble.”

Adrian stepped forward, fists clenched. “You could have died.”

“Would’ve been quieter that way,” Selara muttered.

Isla’s voice cut through them, calm but firm. “Enough. We’ll go together this time. If the Source is truly waking, it won’t wait for our arguments.”

The black book fluttered open, as if approving her words. The golden letters across the page read:

When hearts align, the path will open.Just as dawn began to gray the horizon, the ground trembled.

Glass chimed in the windows; the air filled with the sharp hum of energy. A pillar of light shot skyward from the center of the city, slicing the clouds before fading back into darkness.

“By the stars,” Darius whispered. “It’s begun.”

Isla grabbed the black book, its pages blazing with golden fire. “The Source is calling.”

Kaelen’s eyes flashed silver. “Then let’s answer before it consumes everything.”

Adrian reached for her hand, his touch grounding her. “We go together. No matter what’s down there.”

She nodded, heart pounding, the city’s rhythm matching her own.

Far below, in the forgotten depths, the echo came again—stronger, louder, alive.

The heart of Lunaria was beating once more.
The entrance to the tunnels lay beneath the Crystal District, sealed for years behind iron wards and council decrees. The streets above were silent when the group arrived; even the air seemed to hesitate.

Isla knelt by the gate, the black book hovering beside her. Faint runes glowed across the metal surface protective glyphs that pulsed like a heartbeat in reverse.

“Old seals,” Darius murmured. “Pre-Collapse design. You can break them, but it’ll hurt.”

“I’m not afraid,” Isla said. She pressed her palm to the gate. The runes flared gold, then dimmed, flickering uncertainly under her touch. The black book’s pages fluttered, light spilling from its edges like a sigh.

A low hum filled the street, deep and resonant. The locks twisted on their own, groaning as they released. With a soft rumble, the gate opened.

The breath that escaped Isla’s lips was almost a tremor. “It remembers me.”

Kaelen stepped closer, the silver markings on his arms responding to the same vibration. “It remembers all of us.”

Adrian looked from one to the other, unease tightening in his chest. “Then let’s make sure it still welcomes us back.”

The tunnels greeted them with darkness  not emptiness, but the kind that feels alive.

Lanterns flickered to life as Darius murmured a spell. Light rippled along the stone walls, revealing intricate carvings: spirals, stars, and sigils that seemed to move when no one was looking.

Selara whistled softly. “Still beautiful. Still creepy.”

Kaelen traced a pattern with his fingertips. “These were carved after the city was built. The founders wanted to hide something down here  not protect it.”

“Hide what?” Isla asked.

Darius answered quietly. “The heart of Lunaria itself.”

The group moved deeper, their footsteps echoing through the halls. The sound was strange  delayed, almost doubled, as if the stone was repeating their every step.

Adrian’s hand never left the hilt of his blade. “I don’t like this.”

“Fear rarely does,” Kaelen said.

“Neither does arrogance,” Adrian shot back.

Kaelen’s smile was faint and sharp. “Then it’s a good thing I’m humble.”

Selara groaned softly. “If you two start swinging swords, at least aim away from the healer.”After nearly an hour, the passage widened into a vast chamber. Pillars rose like tree trunks, veins of gold and silver running through them. At the center stood an ancient fountain  dry now, but carved with the same runes that covered Isla’s black book.

The moment she stepped inside, the air changed. It vibrated with low, rhythmic sound  a hum that grew louder with every heartbeat.

Isla felt it in her bones. “It’s here.”

Kaelen approached the fountain, eyes glinting. “Not yet, but close.”

Adrian circled the edge, examining the carvings. “There’s movement in the runes  they’re reacting to her.”

Darius unrolled a parchment and began sketching. “We’re standing inside a conduit. Every line, every mark connects to the Source’s network.”

Selara ran her fingers along a crack in the stone. “So this is the heart’s artery.”

“Or its throat,” Kaelen murmured.

The hum deepened. The runes flared brighter. Isla reached out instinctively  and the fountain moved.

The carvings peeled apart like petals unfolding. A surge of light erupted from within, throwing shadows against the walls.

The black book burst open, pages spinning wildly.

Adrian lunged forward, pulling Isla back. “What did you do?”

“I....nothing!” she gasped. “It called me.”

Kaelen’s runes glowed silver. “It recognizes her. The Source knows its vessel.”

Darius raised a hand, shouting over the noise. “Everyone, back! The conduit is active!”

But before anyone could retreat, the light engulfed them. 

Silence.
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