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

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

From the MixCache.com library

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

Beyond the Echoes
MixCache.com

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

Table of Contents
Introduction
Chapter 1: Whispers in the Attic
Chapter 2: Sands Through the Hourglass
Chapter 3: Portals Unveiled
Chapter 4: Footsteps in Victorian Fog
Chapter 5: The Legacy Key
Chapter 6: Echoes of the Ancients
Chapter 7: The Tapestry Unraveled
Chapter 8: Lost Among Pharaohs
Chapter 9: The Samurai’s Oath
Chapter 10: Threads That Bind
Chapter 11: Shadows in the Corridor
Chapter 12: A Rift in Chronos
Chapter 13: The Masked Intruder
Chapter 14: Consequence and Choice
Chapter 15: Time’s Fracture
Chapter 16: The Gathering of Guardians
Chapter 17: Codes and Constellations
Chapter 18: The Librarian of Lost Days
Chapter 19: Trials of the Paradox Gate
Chapter 20: The Hourglass Pact
Chapter 21: Betrayal in the Labyrinth
Chapter 22: Racing the Clock
Chapter 23: The Choice Unraveled
Chapter 24: The Last Echo
Chapter 25: Destinies Forged

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

Introduction
Anya Wells had always thought of herself as ordinary. She was content to drift through
her college days in the small New England town she called home, her life unfolding in
gentle, predictable patterns. Her classes, friends, and routine visits to her
grandmother’s old, creaking house comforted her like a favorite story read one too
many times. If pressed, she might wish that something extraordinary would shake up
the corners of her world—yet she never truly expected it would.

Her grandmother, Evelyn, was the last living link to a family history brimming with
conjecture and half-remembered tales. Sunday afternoons spent together always
ended with shared tea and a cryptic story from Evelyn’s youth, stories that seemed
more like fanciful fiction than forgotten memoirs. Behind her grandmother’s soft eyes
hid secrets that Anya often tried, and failed, to unravel.

It was on one such afternoon, while searching for an old book in the attic, that Anya’s
life took its irreversible turn. Amidst boxes of faded letters and forgotten photographs,
her hand brushed against an object cold and ancient: an hourglass unlike any she had
ever seen. Its glass shone with an amber light, and the sand within shimmered as
though alive. The attic fell silent, heavy with anticipation, and the world as Anya knew
it began to shift.

The hourglass, she soon learned, was not merely a trinket passed down through
generations, but a key—a conduit between moments lost and moments yet to come.
With its discovery, the walls between past and present bent like willow in the wind,
and Anya found herself swept into a journey through the echoes of time. Each turn of
the glass whisked her to distant eras, their secrets waiting to be unearthed, their
dangers as real as the beating of her heart.

As Anya delved deeper into the labyrinth of her family’s past, she realized that destiny
was less a path and more a tapestry, woven from choices, sacrifices, and unbreakable
bonds. Inside this tapestry lay not only her ancestors’ legacies but also the seeds of
her own fate—threatened by ancient guardians and shadowed by enemies who would
change history itself. The journey would demand everything: courage, wit, and the
resolve to steer the flow of time rather than be carried along by its current.

In the pages that follow, you, too, will step beyond the echoes—into a world where one
woman’s search for truth will alter not just her own destiny, but the fabric of time
itself.
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CHAPTER ONE: Whispers in the Attic
The late afternoon sun, a weak amber apology for summer, struggled to pierce the
grime-caked panes of Evelyn’s attic window. Dust motes danced in its anemic rays,
like tiny, forgotten stars in a universe of clutter. Anya, her usually vibrant red hair
tamed into a messy bun, sneezed, sending a fresh cloud of aged particulate matter
into the air. "Remind me again, Gran, why we decided that today was the day for
archaeological digs?" she grumbled, her voice muffled by the overflowing box of
musty linens she was attempting to navigate.

Evelyn, perched precariously on a rickety wooden stool, carefully wiped a delicate
porcelain doll with a feather duster. Her silver hair, usually meticulously styled, had
escaped its pins and framed her face in soft wisps. "Nonsense, dear girl. A good spring
cleaning can be quite cathartic. Besides," she paused, her eyes twinkling
mischievously, "I believe I promised you that copy of Wuthering Heights you've been
after, and I'm certain it's up here somewhere."

Anya sighed, knowing full well that “somewhere” in Evelyn’s attic could mean
anything from "tucked neatly on a shelf" to "buried under three decades of Christmas
decorations and a defunct sewing machine." Her grandmother had a knack for
organized chaos, a system that defied logic but somehow, eventually, yielded results.
Anya suspected it was less a system and more a series of deeply ingrained habits born
of a long life lived within these very walls.

She pushed aside a moth-eaten tapestry depicting a rather stern-looking stag and
peered into another box. This one contained a jumble of old photo albums, their
covers faded and brittle. She pulled one out, its leather spine cracked, and flipped it
open. Black and white images stared back at her: stern-faced men with impressive
sideburns, women in impossibly high collars, children posed stiffly in gardens that
seemed to stretch into eternity. Her ancestors, a silent parade of generations.

"Ah, the Abernathy line," Evelyn commented, without even looking up from her doll.
"Your great-great-grandmother, Eleanor, was quite the firebrand, you know. Ran off
with a traveling circus performer for a summer. Came back, married a banker, and
never spoke a word of it again. But the spark was always there." Anya chuckled, trying
to imagine the prim woman in the photograph defying societal norms with such gusto.
It was these little nuggets of family lore that made the arduous task of attic
rummaging bearable.

She continued her search, her fingers brushing against forgotten treasures: a
tarnished silver locket, a collection of intricately carved wooden animals, a small,
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velvet-bound diary with illegible script. Each object held a silent story, a fragment of a
life lived long ago. Anya found herself wondering about the people who had owned
them, what their days had been like, what dreams and worries had filled their minds. It
was a comforting, if melancholic, exercise.

After another half-hour of fruitless searching for the elusive novel, Anya found herself
in a dimly lit corner, tucked behind a towering pile of old hatboxes. The air here was
cooler, stiller, as if time itself had paused in reverence. Her hand, reaching for yet
another promising-looking carton, brushed against something cold and smooth. It
wasn't wood or metal, but glass, oddly warm despite its coolness to the touch.

Curiosity piqued, Anya pushed aside the hatboxes, revealing a small, intricately
carved wooden chest. It was old, the wood darkened with age, and etched with
symbols she didn't recognize – swirling patterns that seemed to writhe and intertwine.
There was no lock, only a simple brass clasp. With a gentle click, she opened it.

Nestled within a bed of faded crimson velvet lay the hourglass. It wasn't large,
perhaps eight inches tall, but it commanded attention. The glass wasn’t clear, but a
deep, luminous amber, as if it held captured sunlight within its very structure. The
sand inside shimmered with an almost liquid quality, a constellation of minute, golden
motes that seemed to pulse faintly. It was unlike anything Anya had ever seen in a
museum or antique shop.

A strange warmth spread through her palm as she carefully lifted it from its velvet
cradle. The glass felt smooth and impossibly old beneath her fingers. She turned it,
and the shimmering sand began to fall, a silent cascade of golden light. It moved with
an ethereal grace, neither too fast nor too slow, a steady, hypnotic flow. As the last
grain settled in the bottom bulb, a faint, almost inaudible hum vibrated through the
air, and the amber light intensified, casting dancing shadows on the dusty walls.

Anya felt a peculiar pull, a sense of being both drawn to and repelled by the object. It
was beautiful, undeniably so, but there was an ancient, powerful energy radiating from
it that made the hairs on her arms stand on end. "Gran?" she called out, her voice a
little breathy. "You might want to see this."

Evelyn, who had been lost in her own reverie of dusting, blinked and turned. Her eyes,
usually so sharp, widened when they landed on the hourglass in Anya's hand. The
feather duster slipped from her grasp, landing with a soft thud on the floor. A sudden,
uncharacteristic stillness fell over her. Anya had never seen her grandmother look so…
shocked. Or perhaps, something more profound.

"Where did you find that, dear?" Evelyn's voice was a mere whisper, laced with an
emotion Anya couldn’t quite decipher – awe, perhaps, or a deep-seated apprehension.
She took a tentative step forward, her gaze fixed on the shimmering sands. "It's… it's
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been so long."

Before Anya could explain where she’d unearthed the peculiar artifact, a faint, high-
pitched whine began to emanate from the hourglass itself. The amber light pulsed
brighter, illuminating the entire corner of the attic in a warm, golden glow. The air
around them grew heavy, crackling with an unseen energy. Anya felt a strange
pressure in her ears, like a rapid ascent in an airplane. The floor beneath her feet
seemed to vibrate.

The golden sand, which had settled in the bottom bulb, suddenly began to swirl,
defying gravity, moving in a mesmerizing vortex within the glass. Then, with a gasp
that was torn from her, Anya felt a dizzying lurch, as if the entire attic had been
violently spun on its axis. The world around her blurred, colors smearing into indistinct
streaks. Evelyn’s shocked face became a smear of pale tones. The ancient wood of the
attic dissolved into a kaleidoscope of light and shadow.

Anya squeezed her eyes shut, clutching the hourglass instinctively, her knuckles
white. The sensation was overwhelming, a violent displacement, a feeling of being
stretched and pulled in a thousand directions at once. It was terrifying, exhilarating,
and utterly incomprehensible. When she finally dared to open her eyes, the familiar
dust motes, the sagging beams, and her grandmother’s concerned face were gone. In
their place, a swirling, opaque fog enveloped her, thick and chilling. The air smelled of
coal smoke and damp earth, not the musty scent of old paper. And the world had
stopped spinning, replaced by a profound, unsettling silence. Her heart hammered
against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat against the sudden, unnerving quiet. Where was
she? And what, by all that was sacred, had just happened?
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