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Introduction
Amelia Shaw’s life had never adhered to the patterns of convention. From the time she
was a child digging at the edges of her grandmother’s garden, she had been
captivated by the stories that stones could whisper and the long-forgotten histories
slumbering beneath our feet. Decades later, with a doctorate in archaeology and mud-
streaked boots to match, Amelia had become one of England’s most ambitious—and
unconventional—archaeologists, driven by a longing for discovery that outmatched
even the relentless English rain.

Her latest expedition, a seemingly routine dig along the rolling hills of southern
England, was supposed to be a brief detour, an interlude between grander journeys.
Yet, as she uncovered the fragments of what appeared to be an ancient boundary
wall, a shimmer of golden light caught her eye, coaxing her fingers to brush away the
dirt with reverent care. There, nestled in the embrace of the earth, lay a medallion
unlike any she had seen: intricate, otherworldly, inscribed with delicate runes in a
language she could not name. It pulsed in her palm, warm to the touch, as if it had
been waiting—just for her.

From that moment, the world around Amelia began to shift in imperceptible ways.
Night after night, dreams haunted her sleep: visions of a glorious realm bathed in
perpetual twilight, echoing with laughter and lament, ruled by kings and queens
whose names were lost to history. In those dreams, she soared through marble halls
and moonlit gardens, drawn ever closer to a shadowy figure whose touch awakened
yearnings she had never known. Each morning, she awoke with her heart thrumming,
the echo of a distant voice lingering at the edge of her thoughts.

As the days blurred into weeks, Amelia’s yearning for answers only grew. Who had
forged the medallion, and why did it seem to call to her across the centuries? What
secrets did the runes conceal? Most unsettling of all, what strange destiny awaited her
now that she had disturbed the silence of whatever lay beneath her feet? Surrounded
by skeptical colleagues and the weight of mounting mysteries, Amelia resolved to
pursue the truth—even if it meant surrendering to the impossible.

Little did she realize that her discovery would not only alter the course of her life but
transport her to a kingdom long vanished from the memory of men: Evermore. In that
fabled land, where magic danced through the dawn mist and love could span the
boundaries of time, she would find herself entwined in a prophecy whose fulfillment
could determine the fate of the ancient world—and her own heart.

The Echoes of Evermore is the testament of Amelia’s remarkable journey, a voyage
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through history, destiny, and devotion. As she steps across the threshold between
past and present, Amelia must brave the shadows of betrayal and the luminous
promise of love, for what she uncovers will challenge everything she thought she knew
about her place in the world—and the binding power of a love unbroken by time.
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CHAPTER ONE: The Whispering Soil
The dawn at the Elmwood dig site often began with a chorus of distant sheep and the
steady drip of condensation from the corrugated metal roof of Amelia’s makeshift
office. Today, however, the usual symphony was overlaid with an insistent hum, a low
thrum that seemed to vibrate in her very bones. She’d woken before her alarm, the
sensation of the medallion still a ghostly imprint on her palm, its warmth a phantom
limb she couldn't quite shake. The dreams, vivid and unsettling, had grown more
intense with each passing night since her discovery.

She pushed herself from the narrow cot, her joints protesting after another restless
night. Her reflection in the dusty mirror showed tired eyes, but also a fierce, almost
manic gleam that spoke of an approaching breakthrough. The archaeological
community had scoffed at the initial reports of anything significant at Elmwood.
"Another Roman villa, perhaps," Dr. Aris Thorne, her departmental rival, had sneered
during their last video call, "or just more medieval refuse. Don't go chasing phantoms,
Shaw." But Amelia knew this was different. The soil itself felt alive beneath her boots,
whispering ancient secrets she was only beginning to decipher.

After a quick breakfast of lukewarm coffee and a slightly squashed pastry, Amelia
pulled on her trusty boots and grabbed her trowel. The site was still quiet, the rest of
her small team yet to arrive. She liked these early hours, when the world felt
suspended, and the past seemed closer, less filtered by the noise of the present. The
air was crisp, carrying the scent of damp earth and blooming gorse, a quintessential
English morning.

She walked directly to the trench where she’d found the medallion. It was a section
they’d designated 'Zone C-7', an area that had initially yielded little more than
fragmented pottery shards and rust-encrusted iron. But beneath those layers, deeper
than conventional wisdom suggested they should dig, lay something far older, far
more enigmatic. The boundary wall, partially unearthed, was constructed of stones
unlike any local geology, smooth and almost pearlescent.

Kneeling at the edge of the trench, Amelia ran a gloved hand over the exposed stone.
It felt cool and smooth, but beneath her touch, she imagined a faint tremor, a
resonance with the medallion now safely tucked into the inner pocket of her field
jacket. She closed her eyes for a moment, letting the silence of the morning settle
around her, trying to recall the details of last night’s dream.

A towering citadel, its spires piercing a violet sky. Gardens overflowing with blossoms
that shimmered with an inner light. And the figure, always just out of reach, a man
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cloaked in shadow, whose presence evoked a profound sense of familiarity, a longing
that was both exhilarating and terrifying. His voice, when it came, was a melodic
murmur, too soft to decipher, yet it echoed with a sorrow that tugged at her very soul.

"Amelia?"

The voice, distinctly English and far too close, jolted her back to the present. She
opened her eyes to see Liam, her lead field assistant, standing a few feet away, a
steaming mug of tea in his hand and a perplexed expression on his face. Liam was a
steady, pragmatic presence, a good counterpoint to Amelia’s sometimes-reckless
enthusiasm.

"Everything alright? You were miles away." He offered her the tea.

"Just... thinking," Amelia said, taking a grateful sip. The tea was strong, just how she
liked it. "About the wall. It’s not making sense, Liam. The construction, the material...
it doesn't fit any known Iron Age or Roman techniques in this region."

Liam squinted at the stones, a furrow appearing between his brows. "I agree. We've
done soil analysis, carbon dating on the organic matter nearby. It pushes back further
than anything else we've found here. It's almost... pre-Celtic." He paused, a hint of
unease in his voice. "Are we sure our dating equipment is calibrated correctly?"

Amelia nodded. "Triple-checked. And the medallion… it’s unlike anything in any
registry. The metallurgy alone is beyond what ancient civilizations should have been
capable of." She hesitated, debating how much to share. Liam was a good scientist,
but he was also grounded in empirical evidence. The dreams, the whispers, the feeling
of being called – those weren't things you put in a peer-reviewed paper.

"You’re talking about the gold piece you found, aren’t you?" Liam asked, his tone
carefully neutral. He'd seen it briefly, before Amelia had carefully wrapped it and taken
it off-site for more private examination. "It was... unusual."

"Unusual doesn't quite cover it," Amelia murmured. "It's radiating something, Liam. A
faint energy. I can feel it." She tapped her jacket pocket.

Liam’s expression tightened, but he didn’t dismiss her outright. He'd known Amelia
long enough to trust her instincts, even when they veered into the unconventional.
"Perhaps we should extend the trench here," he suggested, pointing further along the
line of the wall. "See if there are any other structures, any other artifacts. One swallow
doesn't make a summer, but a pattern might give us a clearer picture."

"Good idea," Amelia agreed, grateful for his practical approach. "Let's focus on
expanding the perimeter around the wall today. We need to understand its full
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extent."

As the rest of the team arrived, the site buzzed to life. The rhythmic scrape of trowels
against earth, the low murmur of conversation, the occasional clang of metal. Amelia
immersed herself in the familiar routine, yet her mind was constantly drawn back to
the medallion. It was more than just an artifact; it was a key. A key to what, she wasn't
sure, but the persistent hum in her chest told her she was on the verge of unlocking
something profound.

Throughout the day, as the sun climbed higher, Amelia found herself glancing
repeatedly towards the horizon, a strange sense of anticipation building within her.
The world felt thinner, the veil between past and present almost transparent. Every
gust of wind seemed to carry a faint melody, every shadow a fleeting glimpse of
forgotten architecture. She was no longer just an archaeologist; she was an explorer
on the edge of a map, venturing into uncharted territory.

By late afternoon, the digging had yielded more fragments of the same strange,
pearlescent stone, clearly part of the wall. But there was nothing else, no pottery, no
tools, no other indicator of who might have built it or when. It was as if the wall had
simply sprung from the earth, isolated and ancient, guarding a secret no one dared
disturb. The mystery deepened, fueling Amelia's resolve.

As the sun began its descent, painting the sky in hues of orange and purple, Amelia
walked the length of the newly exposed wall, her fingers trailing over its smooth
surface. The air grew cooler, and the faint hum intensified, a silent siren call. She
pulled the medallion from her pocket, the gold warm and vibrant in her hand. It
seemed to glow faintly, reflecting the last rays of the sun, and she felt a sudden,
overwhelming urge to press it against the ancient stone.

Hesitantly, she did. The moment the medallion touched the wall, a jolt, not of
electricity, but of pure energy, shot through her arm. The runes on the medallion
pulsed with an inner light, mirroring a sudden, blinding flash from the wall itself. The
ground beneath her feet trembled, and the air around her crackled with an
otherworldly energy. The whispering soil had found its voice, and it was calling her
home.

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

This is a sample preview. Purchase the book to read the full content.

Visit MixCache.com to purchase the complete book.

Powered by TCPDF (www.tcpdf.org)

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace

http://www.tcpdf.org

