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Introduction
In the heart of the ancient city-state of Ardenfel, possibility and peril intertwine along
twisting alleyways and bustling market squares. Here, high stone walls encircle a
thriving population, sheltering them from the ravaged lands beyond and the whispers
of magic that linger in the shadows. While merchants thrive and nobles scheme, the
forgotten and the desperate survive on cunning, wits, and swift feet. Among these
elusive souls is Anwen, a thief whose reputation is etched into the city’s
underbelly—an expert at vanishing before the city watch can even raise an alarm.

Anwen never knew her true family, her only inheritance the scars of survival and a
relentless drive to remain unseen. Her nights are spent weaving through the maze-like
streets, slipping treasure from the unwary and secrets from the proud. Yet for all her
skill, Anwen has always felt a strange pull, a sense that her destiny lies somewhere far
beyond stolen goods and whispered deals. Beneath the city’s noisy veneer, she
harbors fleeting glimpses of another life—a world both brighter and far more
dangerous.

It is in the midst of one fateful heist, deep beneath the remnants of an abandoned
temple, that Anwen’s fortunes shift irrevocably. What begins as a simple job quickly
unravels into something wholly unexpected when her gloved hands brush against a
relic buried in dust and forgotten runes. The artifact pulses with an energy older than
memory itself, casting visions into her mind—of towering spires, shattered realms, and
a name repeated as a prayer and a warning: the Lost Citadel.

No sooner does she claim this enigmatic artifact than everything in Anwen’s careful
world changes. The relic’s power awakens forces both ancient and ambitious, drawing
the eyes of secretive cults, relentless hunters, and shadowy figures with motives as
inscrutable as the Citadel itself. Anwen finds herself swept into a maelstrom of
intrigue, her every step echoing with the promise of both revelation and ruin.

Through narrow escapes and fleeting alliances, Anwen is forced to question who she
can trust—including herself. Her journey will lead her far from the walls of Ardenfel,
through realms estranged by time, where myths breathe and worlds threaten to
collapse. As each mystery unveils deeper truths, Anwen discovers that her choices
might not simply determine her own fate, but the very future of all creation.

This is the story of Anwen’s awakening, of bonds forged in adversity and secrets
revealed beneath shattered skies. As the whispers of the Lost Citadel grow louder, she
must decide if she can rise from the shadows of her past and kindle hope for worlds on
the brink. For she alone may hold the key to salvation—or the echoing silence of their
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CHAPTER ONE: Shadows in Ardenfel
The scent of stale ale and desperation clung to the air in Ardenfel’s underbelly, a
familiar perfume to Anwen. Tonight, however, it was tinged with the metallic tang of
rain on flagstones, a promise of a harder climb. The target was the opulent manse of
Lord Valerius, a minor noble known for his penchant for ostentatious displays of wealth
and a baffling lack of security. Not baffling to Anwen, of course; arrogance often made
the best accomplice.

Her perch was a precarious gargoyle atop the adjoining merchant’s guild, the cold,
chipped stone digging into her ribs. Below, the city sprawled, a tapestry of flickering
lamplight and deeper, hungry shadows. Anwen preferred the shadows. They were
predictable, reliable, a constant companion in a world that offered little else. Tonight’s
prize, according to her less-than-reputable contact, was a jeweled chalice said to have
once belonged to a long-dead king. Pretty baubles rarely held her interest, but the
coin they fetched certainly did.

A gust of wind, sharp and biting, tugged at the hood of her dark cloak, but Anwen
barely registered it. Her focus was absolute, honed by years of practice. Her eyes, the
color of moss after a rain, scanned the manse’s perimeter. Guard rotations were
predictable: three minutes for the front gate patrol, five for the west wall, a
maddeningly inconsistent seven to ten for the east. Valerius, it seemed, valued his
east garden less than his front door. Good to know.

A soft chime from a distant clock tower announced the midnight hour, and with it, the
shifting of a guard below. Anwen moved, a whisper of dark fabric against stone. She
scaled the wall with an almost unnerving grace, her fingers finding purchase in cracks
and decorative carvings that would have challenged a mountain goat. There was an
art to it, a dance of balance and strength, each movement deliberate, silent.

The rooftop was a jumble of chimneys and varying inclines. She moved across it like a
shadow, light and quick, the city’s cacophony fading to a dull hum beneath her. A
narrow ledge, slick with the evening’s drizzle, led to a grimy window, barely latched.
Valerius, you fool, she thought, a faint smirk playing on her lips. It was almost too
easy.

Inside, the manse was a labyrinth of dim corridors and heavy tapestries. The air was
thick with the scent of aged wood and something else – a faint, almost floral aroma
that seemed out of place in a noble’s house. Anwen ignored it, her senses tuned to the
creak of floorboards, the distant murmur of a servant, the almost imperceptible shift of
air that signaled an open door.
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She navigated the house with the intuitive understanding of a predator in its territory,
slipping past closed doors and silently ascending a grand, curving staircase. Her
contact had specified the master study, a room reputedly filled with treasures and,
more importantly, the chalice. It was on the second floor, overlooking the inner
courtyard.

The study door was, predictably, locked. Not a heavy, reinforced lock, but a simple
tumbler, easily dispatched with a finely crafted pick and a hair-thin tension wrench.
The clicks were soft, almost musical, a symphony of breaking security. In moments,
the latch gave way.

Inside, the room was as opulent as expected: floor-to-ceiling bookshelves overflowing
with leather-bound volumes, a massive oak desk laden with quills and scrolls, and a
roaring fireplace that cast dancing shadows across the room. The chalice wasn't
immediately apparent. Anwen's gaze swept the room, her eyes seeking the glint of
gold and jewels.

It wasn't on the mantel, nor tucked away in any of the display cabinets. She
systematically began to search, her movements efficient and practiced. Drawers were
opened and closed, books shifted, tapestries lightly prodded. Nothing. A flicker of
annoyance, rare for her, stirred within. Had her contact misled her? Or was Valerius
more cunning than his reputation suggested?

Then, her eyes landed on a small, unassuming wooden box on a hidden shelf behind a
particularly weighty tome on ancient lineage. It was plain, almost crude, completely
out of place amidst the room’s grandeur. Anwen approached it cautiously, a prickle of
intuition telling her this was different.

The box was unlocked, its lid lifting with a soft sigh of old wood. Inside, nestled on a
bed of faded velvet, was not the jeweled chalice, but something far more… unusual. It
was a shard of obsidian, about the size of her palm, perfectly smooth on one side, but
on the other, intricately carved with symbols she didn't recognize. They pulsed with a
faint, internal light, a deep, violet luminescence that beat like a slow heart.

As her gloved fingers closed around the obsidian, a jolt, sharp and electric, shot
through her. It wasn't pain, but a sudden, overwhelming surge of energy that made
her gasp. Images flooded her mind, unbidden and vivid. Towering spires of unknown
materials, reaching into skies of a color she'd never witnessed. Landmasses floating in
a swirling void, connected by bridges of pure light. And a word, whispered on a wind
that wasn't there, echoing in the chambers of her mind: Citadel.

The vision was fleeting, a flash of impossible beauty and unimaginable scale, but it left
a profound impression. Anwen’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat
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against the sudden, deafening silence of the room. The obsidian pulsed rhythmically in
her hand, warm now, almost alive.

Just as the last echoes of the vision faded, a sharp, guttural cough sounded from the
doorway. Anwen froze, the obsidian still clutched in her hand. Her head whipped
around, her senses screaming danger. Standing in the doorway, a grizzled guard, his
face a mask of shock and anger, leveled a crossbow at her.

"Thief!" he bellowed, his voice hoarse. "Hands where I can see them!"

Anwen’s mind raced. The chalice was forgotten. The obsidian, whatever it was, had
just changed everything. She couldn't risk losing it, or being captured with it. This was
no ordinary trinket. The guard, still stunned by finding her, fumbled with the
crossbow's trigger.

Before he could properly aim, Anwen moved. Her movements were fluid, born of
instinct and years of avoiding capture. She tossed a small, weighted bag of marbles
across the polished floor, sending them skittering and clattering in every direction. The
guard, startled, instinctively flinched, his aim wavering.

It was all the opening she needed. Anwen darted for the open window, the obsidian
clutched tightly. She heard the thud of the marbles, the guard's curse, and then a bolt
hissed past her ear, embedding itself in the doorframe as she launched herself out into
the cold night air.

She landed with a controlled roll on the wet grass of the inner courtyard, the impact
jarring but familiar. Behind her, a frantic alarm bell began to clang, piercing the night's
quiet. The game had changed. No longer a silent, shadow-dwelling thief, Anwen was
now a hunted woman, and she held something far more dangerous than jewels.

She sprinted across the courtyard, leaping over decorative shrubs and avoiding the
path of the approaching guard patrol, their torches bobbing like angry fireflies. The
walls of Ardenfel suddenly felt like a cage, not a sanctuary. The obsidian pulsed
steadily in her hand, a constant, warm presence, a reminder of the impossible vision it
had shown her.

She scrambled over the courtyard wall, landing on a narrow alleyway where the smell
of refuse and damp earth was a welcome change from Valerius’s floral perfume. The
alarm continued to shriek, a chilling siren song that announced her presence to the
entire city. Anwen didn't look back. Her feet pounded a furious rhythm against the
cobblestones, carrying her away from the manse, away from her old life, towards a
future that was suddenly, terrifyingly, unknown.

The labyrinthine streets of Ardenfel were her playground, her escape. She wove

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

through them with expert precision, taking unexpected turns, scaling low walls,
disappearing into the darkest crevices. Each alley, each archway, each forgotten nook
was a potential hiding spot, a momentary reprieve. But tonight, the city felt different,
sharper, more aware.

She knew they would be searching for her, not just the city watch, but Valerius’s
private guards. A noble's pride was a potent weapon. But her concern wasn't just
capture; it was the obsidian. The vision it had conjured was too real, too powerful to
ignore. It hinted at something vast, something ancient, something that had been
waiting for her.

As she ran, the images from the vision flickered at the edges of her perception:
swirling energy, impossible structures, and that resonating whisper of a name – 
Citadel. It was a myth, a legend, a bedtime story for children. Yet, it had felt intensely,
undeniably real.

She finally found a momentary sanctuary in a forgotten crypt beneath the oldest
district, a place so riddled with collapsing masonry and forgotten spirits that even the
city watch rarely ventured there. The air was cold and damp, thick with the scent of
mildew and decaying stone. Anwen sank onto a broken sarcophagus, gasping for
breath, her muscles burning.

The obsidian glowed faintly in her hand, its violet light a stark contrast to the
oppressive gloom. She examined it closely, turning it over and over. The symbols
carved into its surface seemed to shift and writhe, almost alive, responding to her
touch. What was this thing? And why had it chosen her?

Anwen had always prided herself on her self-reliance, her control over her own
destiny. But this artifact, this sudden, overwhelming vision, had shattered that illusion.
She was no longer just a thief, a shadow in Ardenfel. She was something else,
something tethered to an unknown power, caught in a current far stronger than her
own will.

The city outside was still alight with the frantic search, the distant shouts of guards
echoing even down into the crypt. But Anwen felt a strange calm settling over her.
Fear was present, a cold knot in her stomach, but it was overshadowed by a
burgeoning sense of… inevitability. The path had opened. She had merely taken the
first step. The Lost Citadel. The name resonated in her soul, a promise and a warning.
Her world, she knew, would never be the same.
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