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Introduction

Time flows differently in Elorian.

In this world, time is neither an unbroken river nor a cruel master, but instead a living
force—woven, mended, and sometimes deliberately unraveled by the hands of those
who understand its secrets. Magic, too, is not merely a tool or weapon. It is the loom
upon which the threads of fate, memory, and possibility combine—a tapestry whose
origins echo back to the world’s first dawn. For generations, the art of timekeeping has
been safeguarded by a family chosen by destiny: the Timekeepers. In the secluded
village of Valemoor, hidden at the edge of ancient forests and shaded by the eternal
blue of Elorian’s twin moons, the latest heirs live quietly, unaware that the weight of
ages rests quietly on their shoulders.

Lyra and Essie, twin sisters bound by blood and an unspoken bond, have grown up
amidst whispered histories and humble rituals. Their days are measured by the tolling
of bells in Valemoor’s central square, their nights by stories told in hushed tones
beside the hearth. Their childhood, though touched by the peculiar—odd dreams, the
subtle shifting of shadows, the feeling that time itself sometimes listens—remains
rooted in the daily realities of harvests and festivals. Beneath the calm surface of
village life, however, lies a current of magic older than the stones beneath their feet,
and soon, the world will demand that these two unassuming sisters confront the
legacy that echoes in their blood.

The resurgence of a long-lost artifact, the relic of a forgotten age, ignites a chain of
events that will wrench Lyra and Essie from their peaceful existence. When the
artifact’s power stirs, so too does a darkness that slumbers in the gaps between
minutes and hours—a force intent on shattering the order that keeps Elorian from
descending into chaos. In the wake of this awakening, the sisters will discover not only
the truth of their birthright, but also the dangers and responsibilities that come with
manipulating time itself.

Their journey will carry them far from the safety of Valemoor, across lands long
shrouded in legend, into the heart of Tempestia: the ancient city where timekeepers
once governed the flow of eras. Along the way, allies and adversaries alike will
emerge, each harboring their own secrets and motives. Lyra’s fierce courage and
Essie’s quiet wisdom will be tested as they come to terms with their growing abilities
and the prophecy that foretells the return of darkness.

As the sisters navigate treacherous paths—both literal and spiritual—they will face not
just monsters of myth, but also the haunting shadows of their own lineage. Through
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adversity, their bond as sisters will be both their greatest weapon and their most
profound vulnerability. Only by trusting one another and embracing the fullness of
their destinies can they hope to stand against the unraveling thread that threatens to
undo all of Elorian.

Thus begins the tale of the Timekeeper’s Daughters—a story of magic and memory, of

peril and possibility, where the fate of time itself lies in the hands of those brave
enough to weave new patterns from the remnants of what came before.

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.

CHAPTER ONE: The Village at the Edge of Time

Valemoor was, for all intents and purposes, a quiet ripple in the vast ocean of Elorian.
It wasn’t marked on many maps, save for those hand-drawn by itinerant merchants
who braved the winding paths through the Whisperwood. For Lyra and Essie, it was
simply home. A collection of thatched-roof cottages huddled around a cobblestone
square, dominated by an ancient oak whose branches seemed to sigh with the weight
of centuries. Life here moved at a pace dictated by the sun and the twin moons, Elara
and Solara, whose gentle glow often bathed the village in an ethereal silver light.

Lyra, with her wild, dark hair and eyes that constantly scanned the horizon, embodied
Valemoor’s restless spirit. She was often found scrambling up the village's periphery
cliffs, daring the wind to snatch her woven scarf, or wading in the cold, clear river that
fed their fields. Essie, on the other hand, was the quiet heart of Valemoor. Her fair
hair, usually braided neatly, framed a face often lost in thought, her gaze more
frequently fixed on the intricate patterns of a loom or the delicate details of a
wildflower. She found comfort in the predictable rhythms of village life, a stark
contrast to her sister’s yearning for the unknown.

Their cottage, nestled at the edge of Valemoor where the cultivated fields gave way to
dense forest, was a warm, bustling hub. Their mother, Elara, a woman whose laugh
could chase away the deepest shadows, was the village’s primary healer and a skilled
weaver. Their father, Rhys, a carpenter with hands calloused from years of shaping
wood, was known for his quiet strength and his uncanny ability to predict the weather.
To outsiders, they were simply a family, their lives unremarkable save for the identical
faces of their twin daughters.

This particular morning, however, began with a familiar disruption to Valemoor’s
peaceful cadence. Lyra, having snuck out before dawn, returned with a basket
overflowing with plump, dew-kissed berries, her boots muddy and her cheeks flushed
with the cool morning air. Essie was already up, tending to the small fire in the hearth,
a gentle hum on her lips as she stirred the morning porridge.

“You're late,” Essie said, without looking up, her voice devoid of accusation. “The
sun’s been up for an hour.”

Lyra grinned, depositing the basket on the worn wooden table. “And look what the
early bird missed! The sweetest berries this side of the Whisperwood. The best ones
are always hidden by the first light.” She pulled one free, popping it into her mouth
with a contented sigh.
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“Or,” Essie countered, finally turning, a small smile playing on her lips, “the ones that
hide best are just the last to be found.” She poured two bowls of porridge, setting one
before Lyra. “Mother said you were to help with the spinning today. Old Man Hemlock
needs his wool for his winter cloak.”

Lyra groaned, slumping onto the bench. “Spinning. Again. Can’t | help Father fell
timber instead? Or scout for the new fishing spots? My fingers were not made for
delicate work, Essie, you know this.”

Essie merely chuckled, picking up a wooden spoon. “Perhaps not, but the village
needs its cloaks, and Hemlock’s grumbling is a force of nature. Besides, Mother
insists.”

Their mother, Elara, entered the main room then, a bundle of fresh herbs in her arms,
her dark hair streaked with silver like moonlight on a river. “Lyra, you're back!
Excellent, those berries will be perfect for the morning brew. And Essie, dear, has your
sister been reminded of her duties?” Her gaze, though warm, held a knowing glint.

Lyra sighed dramatically, spooning porridge into her mouth. “Yes, Mother. The wool.
The spinning. The inevitable battle with a snagged thread.”

Elara merely patted her shoulder. “A little patience, my love. It's a skill, like any other.
And who knows what secrets the threads might whisper to you?”

This last comment was typical of their mother, who often spoke in riddles and poetic
phrases. Lyra often dismissed them as old wives’ tales, part of the charm of Valemoor.
Essie, however, paid closer attention, sometimes catching a flicker of something
deeper in their mother’s eyes, a wisdom that stretched beyond the mundane.

After breakfast, Lyra reluctantly made her way to the small, sunlit annex of their
cottage that served as their mother’s weaving room. Spindles, bobbins, and looms of
various sizes filled the space, along with skeins of yarn in every conceivable hue,
smelling faintly of lanolin and dried lavender. Essie was already there, meticulously
sorting wool, her movements precise and practiced.

“It’s like pulling teeth, this is,” Lyra muttered, picking up a distaff. Her fingers,
accustomed to grasping rough branches or guiding a fishing net, felt clumsy and ill-
suited for the delicate fibres. She often pricked herself with the sharp spindle point,
earning a soft sigh from Essie.

“You just need to find the rhythm,” Essie advised, demonstrating the smooth, even

motion of drawing out the wool and twisting it into a strong thread. “It’'s like breathing,
Lyra. Constant, flowing.”
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Lyra tried to mimic her, but her thread always came out uneven, sometimes thick as a
rope, other times perilously thin. “My rhythm is more like a stomping elephant than a
gentle breeze,” she grumbled, untangling a particularly stubborn knot.

As they worked, the quiet hum of the spinning wheel filled the room. Valemoor was a
place of simple wonders, where the greatest excitements were a particularly bountiful
harvest or the arrival of a traveling storyteller. Yet, beneath the surface, there were
moments, subtle and fleeting, that hinted at something more.

Sometimes, when Lyra was particularly frustrated, a small, impossible thing would
happen. A thread, stubbornly snarled, would suddenly unwind itself. A dropped spindle
would pause in mid-air for a heartbeat before clattering to the floor. She always
dismissed them as tricks of the light, or perhaps the result of her own fleeting
distraction. But Essie noticed them too, though she never spoke of them directly.

Today, as Lyra struggled with a particularly coarse batch of wool, her frustration began
to mount. The thread kept breaking, snapping with irritating regularity. “This wool
hates me,” she declared, throwing her hands up in exasperation.

Just as she spoke, a gust of wind, though the windows were closed, swept through the
room, stirring the loose fibres on the floor. A moment later, the thread she had been
struggling with, which had snapped into several pieces, seemed to coalesce, twisting
back together into a continuous strand, albeit a slightly lumpy one.

Lyra stared at it, her jaw slightly agape. “Did... did you see that?” she asked, turning
to Essie.

Essie, who had paused her own spinning, nodded slowly. Her eyes, usually so calm,
held a flicker of something unreadable - wonder, perhaps, or a quiet recognition. “I've
seen things like it before,” she admitted, her voice barely a whisper. “Small things. A
moment that stretches, or a stone that returns to its place after it’s been thrown.”

Lyra felt a prickle of unease, but also a strange thrill. It wasn't the first time such an
occurrence had happened, but it was perhaps the most blatant. “What do you think it
is?”

Essie shook her head, her brow furrowed in thought. “I don’t know. Mother always
says the world has its own way of mending itself. Perhaps it’s just the magic of
Valemoor, Lyra. A gentle magic that keeps things in balance.”

Their conversation was cut short by a call from their father. “Girls! The evening meal is

ready! And there’s a new story from Old Man Tiber. He says it’'s about a lost city and a
jewel that hums with forgotten power!”
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Lost cities and humming jewels were the very fabric of Valemoor’s folklore. The
villagers loved their stories, ancient tales passed down through generations, often
recounting deeds of heroism, encounters with mythical creatures, and whispers of
forgotten magic. These stories were their history, their entertainment, and their quiet
connection to a world beyond the secluded valley.

Later that evening, gathered around the crackling hearth with their parents and
several neighbors, Lyra found herself unusually captivated by Old Man Tiber’s tale. He
was a wizened elder, his face a roadmap of wrinkles, his voice raspy but full of a
captivating theatricality. He spoke of Tempestia, a fabled city said to be built at the
very nexus of time, where chronomancers guarded ancient relics, and the air itself
shimmered with untold power.

“And among these relics,” Tiber recounted, his voice dropping to a dramatic whisper,
“was the Sunstone of Aethel. A jewel, they say, born from a star, capable of revealing
the paths of time itself. But it was lost, long ago, stolen by shadows and swallowed by
the earth, never to be seen again.”

Lyra shivered, a strange chill running down her spine despite the warmth of the fire.
The image of the Sunstone, a gem humming with forgotten power, seemed to
resonate within her. It felt less like a story and more like a half-remembered dream.
She glanced at Essie, who sat equally absorbed, her eyes wide with a quiet intensity.

As the story concluded, and the villagers began to disperse, talking in hushed tones
about the legends, Essie turned to Lyra. “Do you ever wonder if those stories are more
than just tales, Lyra?”

Lyra shrugged, trying to dismiss the lingering feeling of unease. “They’re stories,
Essie. For children. To keep us entertained.” But even as she said it, she didn’t quite
believe her own words. The thread that had mended itself, the subtle shifts she and
Essie had witnessed - they felt connected, somehow, to the whispers of ancient magic
in Tiber’s voice.

Their mother, who had been listening from the doorway, stepped back into the room.
Her gaze settled on her daughters, a deep, knowing look in her eyes. “Stories often
hold more truth than we realize, my dears,” she said softly. “Especially the oldest
ones. They are threads, woven from the past, guiding us towards the future.” She then
gave them a rare, serious smile. “Now, off to bed, both of you. Tomorrow is another
day, and there’s always more wool to spin, Lyra.”

Lyra groaned, but a small spark of curiosity had been ignited within her. As she lay in

bed, the scent of woodsmoke and lavender filling the air, her mind replayed Old Man
Tiber’s story. The Sunstone of Aethel. The lost city of Tempestia. A jewel that hummed
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with forgotten power. And the strange, unexplainable occurrences that seemed to
follow her and Essie.

For the first time, Valemoor felt less like a safe haven and more like a quiet prelude. A
sense of anticipation, subtle as a whisper on the wind, began to stir within her. The
world, it seemed, was larger and stranger than she had ever imagined, and she and
Essie were perhaps more entwined with its ancient secrets than either of them could
possibly fathom. The quiet life in Valemoor, at the edge of time, was about to be
irrevocably altered, and the first threads of their destiny were already being woven.
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