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Introduction
Beyond the boundaries of the known world lies Estralia, a realm steeped in magic and
memory. Here, the past does not rest, but pulses through all things as
echoes—whispered remnants of former lives that shape every choice and chance
encounter. Estralia’s rivers shimmer with hidden glyphs, her forests guard the songs of
ancestors, and her mountains loom heavy with untold stories, all intertwined in a
delicate balance that binds present and future.

Centuries of harmony are now threatened. An unexplainable cataclysm has twisted
time’s tapestry and loosened the veil that separates Estralia from worlds beyond.
Strange storms ripple through the land, spirits stir uneasily, and age-old wounds
resurface, both in the land and its people. For some, these enigmatic echoes offer
guidance. For others, they carry dangers and secrets too great to bear.

Amidst these upheavals, a young scholar named Alaric seeks solace among the scrolls
and relics of his tiny village library. Unbeknownst to him, a forgotten inheritance stirs
within his blood, waiting to be awakened by fate’s touch. When Alaric discovers an
ancient relic—an obsidian disc etched with indecipherable runes—visions of ancestors
long gone begin to haunt his dreams, blurring the line between memory and prophecy.

Drawn into a web of destiny, Alaric’s world is forever changed when he meets Indigo, a
cunning rogue with a shadowy bond to the spirit realm, and Kaela, a stoic warrior
bound by vow to guard Estralia at all costs. Together, they learn that the land’s
unraveling is no natural event, but the result of a rift between worlds—a chasm that
only courage, wisdom, and unity might heal.

As the echoes grow more urgent, Alaric and his companions embark on a perilous
quest across Estralia’s haunting splendors: battling living myths, forging alliances, and
uncovering truths hidden since the dawn of memory. Each step tests their convictions
and redefines their understanding of self, loyalty, and legacy.

In a world where the past’s echoes hold the key to the future, whether Estralia
survives will depend on those brave enough to face both their own shadows and the
mysteries waiting beyond the veil of worlds. Welcome to Estralia—where stories
awaken, and destinies are born anew.
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CHAPTER ONE: Whispers in the Library
Alaric considered the scent of ancient parchment to be the truest perfume in the
world. It was a rich, musty aroma, a blend of forgotten ink and dried flora that clung to
the air of the Grand Archives of Oakhaven, his sanctuary. For years, he had been an
apprentice to Master Elara, the village's venerable archivist, and had spent countless
hours meticulously sorting scrolls, repairing brittle pages, and deciphering cryptic
marginalia. His life was a quiet symphony of rustling paper and murmured theories, far
removed from the bustling marketplace or the boisterous inns.

He was a slender figure, not particularly imposing, with a scholar’s slight stoop and
hair the color of raw umber perpetually falling into intelligent, grey eyes. Today, those
eyes were fixed on a particularly vexing text—a fragmented account of the ‘Sundering
of Worlds,’ a mythical event that spoke of realms tearing apart and reforming. The
language was archaic, the script faded in places, and the narrative utterly fantastical,
even by Estralian standards where echoes were an accepted, if often unsettling, part
of life.

The concept of other worlds, however, was generally relegated to children's bedtime
stories. But the recent tremors, the strange mists that had begun to coalesce even in
broad daylight, and the increasingly vivid dreams that plagued his nights, made Alaric
wonder if perhaps Oakhaven's common wisdom was, for once, flawed. He meticulously
cross-referenced the text with another, older ledger describing unique celestial
alignments, noting the correlation with a strange comet that had recently been visible
in the night sky.

A sudden tremor rattled the shelves, sending a cascade of dust motes dancing in the
shafts of sunlight that pierced the tall, arched windows. A small, intricately carved
wooden bird, perched precariously on a stack of maps, toppled to the floor, its delicate
wings snapping. Alaric sighed, picking up the broken relic. The echoes, usually subtle
whispers of past conversations or fleeting images, had grown stronger, more insistent,
mirroring the growing unease in Estralia itself.

Even the library, his bastion of order, seemed to vibrate with a restless energy. The
old texts sometimes hummed under his touch, and he could almost taste the emotions
of the scribes who had penned them centuries ago. Master Elara, a woman whose
wisdom was as deep as the roots of the ancient oaks surrounding Oakhaven, had
merely offered a cryptic smile when Alaric had voiced his concerns about these
heightened sensations. "The world is waking, Alaric," she had said, "and so are you."

He hadn't understood her meaning then, not entirely. He was simply Alaric, the quiet
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scholar, the boy who preferred dusty tomes to lively company. He knew little of grand
destinies or heroic quests. His greatest ambition was to complete a comprehensive
catalog of all the known flora and fauna of the Silverwood Forest. The very idea of
being a part of something larger, something world-shaking, felt profoundly alien.

Yet, the dreams persisted. They were not mere jumbles of subconscious thoughts but
vivid, waking nightmares that left him breathless. He saw shadowy figures, heard
voices speaking a language he didn't recognize, and felt a profound sense of loss, as if
something vital had been torn from his very being. One particular image recurred: a
gleaming, obsidian disk, radiating an almost palpable power, surrounded by swirling
mist.

He was meticulously copying a particularly dense passage about ancient runic magic
when his quill suddenly snagged on a loose thread of parchment. A small, almost
imperceptible tear appeared. Annoyed, Alaric leaned closer, his brow furrowed in
concentration. As he did, a faint shimmer caught his eye from within the binding of the
thick, leather-bound volume. It was an anomaly; the bindings of these ancient texts
were usually seamless.

Curiosity, a trait as ingrained in him as his love for books, compelled him to
investigate. He carefully pried open the worn leather cover, exposing the thick, woven
linen beneath. Nestled within a hidden compartment, one he had never noticed in all
his years of handling this specific tome, lay a small, dark object. His heart gave a
curious lurch, a recognition he couldn't explain.

It was exactly as he had seen it in his dreams: an obsidian disc, no larger than his
palm, cool and smooth to the touch. Intricate, swirling runes, unlike any he had ever
encountered in his extensive studies, were etched into its surface, glowing faintly with
an inner light that seemed to pulse in time with his own heartbeat. The air around it
felt charged, heavy with an unseen energy.

As his fingers brushed the polished surface, a jolt of pure, unadulterated power
coursed through him, sharp and immediate. His vision blurred, the familiar walls of the
archive melting away, replaced by a torrent of images: towering, ancient trees with
leaves like polished silver, a sky ablaze with a hundred suns, and the echoing cry of a
creature he instinctively knew was long extinct. Voices, countless voices, rushed into
his mind, a cacophony of joy, sorrow, triumph, and despair.

He stumbled back, gasping, the disc clattering to the wooden floor. The visions
receded, leaving him dizzy and disoriented, his head throbbing as if struck by a mallet.
He rubbed his temples, trying to make sense of the overwhelming sensory assault.
This was no mere echo; this was something far more profound, far more personal. It
felt as if he had just witnessed a thousand lives unfold in the span of a single breath.
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Master Elara, attracted by the thud of the disc, entered the section of the library
where Alaric worked. Her usually calm demeanor was replaced by an expression of
alarm as her gaze fell upon the obsidian disc lying on the floor. Her eyes, usually
twinkling with amusement, were now wide with a mixture of fear and awe. "Alaric,"
she whispered, her voice barely audible, "what have you found?"

He knelt, his hands trembling slightly, and picked up the disc. It hummed softly in his
palm, a silent, comforting thrum. "I… I don't know, Master Elara," he admitted, his
voice hoarse. "It was in the binding of the 'Chronicles of Eldoria.' When I touched it…"
He trailed off, unsure how to articulate the vivid, impossible experience.

Elara’s gaze was fixed on the relic. "The Heartstone of Aerthos," she murmured,
almost to herself. "I had always thought it a myth." She looked at Alaric, her
expression softening with a profound sadness. "The echoes are strong with you, my
boy. Stronger than with anyone I have ever known. This… this is no accident."

She explained that the Heartstone was a relic of immense power, said to be a
fragment of the very first world, a nexus point of all echoes. It was believed to choose
its wielder, revealing the memories of ancestors, guiding them to mend what was
broken. Her words resonated with an ancient truth that settled deep within Alaric's
bones. He suddenly understood the cryptic comments, the intensifying echoes, the
vivid dreams. This was his legacy.

Before Alaric could fully process the implications, a frantic pounding erupted from the
grand entrance of the archives. A young messenger, his face pale and streaked with
dirt, burst through the doors, breathless and wild-eyed. "Master Elara! Alaric! You
must come quickly! The village… the sky! It's tearing!"

Alaric and Elara exchanged a look of grim understanding. The whispers had grown into
a roar, and the subtle tremors had escalated into a cataclysm. The balance was indeed
breaking, and the Heartstone, pulsing warmly in Alaric’s hand, was not merely a
passive relic. It was a call to action, a forgotten inheritance awakened by a world on
the brink. His quiet life among scrolls was over. His adventure had just begun.

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

