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

[y
(W)

MixCache.com

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.

The Whispered Chronicles

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.

Table of Contents

Introduction

Chapter 1 The Last Orphan of Kendara
Chapter 2 Whispers in the Ruins
Chapter 3 A Relic Unearthed
Chapter 4 The Words of the Wind
Chapter 5 Meeting the Mage
Chapter 6 Shadows on the Threshold
Chapter 7 A Pact of Unlikely Allies
Chapter 8 The First Pursuit

Chapter 9 Threads of the Past
Chapter 10 The Passage of Fireflies
Chapter 11 Into the Gloaming Forest
Chapter 12 Serpents Beneath the Roots
Chapter 13 A Test of Loyalty
Chapter 14 Storms Over Ashenridge
Chapter 15 The Hidden Gift

Chapter 16 Echoes of the Sages
Chapter 17 Mirror of Truth

Chapter 18 Web of Betrayals
Chapter 19 The Oracle’s Memory
Chapter 20 Fading Boundaries
Chapter 21 The Gathering Storm
Chapter 22 Across the Shattered Vale
Chapter 23 The Unfurling Power
Chapter 24 The Brink of Night
Chapter 25 Dawn in Kendara

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.

Introduction

Beneath the shadow of the ancient city of Kendara, where crumbling towers stand
sentinel over fields gone fallow, the lives of those left behind have been shaped by the
lingering echo of vanished glory. Once, Kendara was the heart of a mighty
civilization—a citadel of song, learning, and hidden sorceries. Now, moss creeps over
shattered mosaics, the proud bells are silent, and only the bravest dare tread near the
old stones after dusk. Among these quiet survivors is Edric Rhys, an orphan whose
memories of family are as faint as the stars struggling against the city’s perpetual
haze.

Edric has never expected adventure. His world is one of survival: scavenging for relics
abandoned by a people who left more questions than answers. Yet it is curiosity, not
coin, that often draws him back to the ruins on mist-blanketed mornings. On one such
morning, fate intervenes. Beneath a collapsed archway, he uncovers a curious
object—neither entirely stone nor metal, etched with scripts that shift and shimmer
when no one is watching. The relic hums with secrets, and as Edric brushes away the
ages of dust, he hears something impossible: a whispered voice, faint but urgent,
rippling through the stillness.

The whispers change everything. They speak of a power once wielded by the
legendary sages, a force entwined with the rise and fall of all things in Kendara. News
of Edric’s discovery ripples outward on lips eager for rumor. Old names are spoken
with new dread, and eyes—both human and not—turn toward the city’s scarred and
haunted heart. For with every secret unearthed comes danger. Unbeknownst to Edric,
dark forces bound in ancient feuds awaken, drawn by the relic’s call and desperate to
claim its power for purposes cloaked in shadow.

As if summoned by destiny, an enigmatic figure steps from the mist. Liora, a mage
who wields secrets as deftly as spells, offers both warnings and guidance. With her
arrival, Edric’s world broadens beyond anything he has imagined: a journey across
treacherous lands, alliances with the least likely companions, and a steadily
unraveling tapestry of destiny and history. Each step forward reveals more of the
relic’s power—and the risk it poses to all who would wield it or stand in its way.

This is the beginning of Edric’s quest: a journey toward understanding not only the
relic, but also himself, his heritage, and the fragile hopes of a people long faded into
myth. As the sigils flicker and the whispers grow stronger, Edric must decide if he will
answer their call. The fate of Kendara—and the world beyond—may rest on the
courage of an orphan who once believed himself invisible.
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CHAPTER ONE: The Last Orphan of Kendara

The wind whistling through Kendara’s skeletal towers often sounded like a mournful
song, a lament for the grand civilization that once thrived there. For Edric Rhys,
however, it was just the soundtrack to another day of scraping by. His home was a
lean-to fashioned from salvaged timber and thick canvas, tucked precariously against
the leeward side of a remarkably resilient baker’s shop. The shop, like much of
Kendara, had long since ceased to bake anything more palatable than dust, but its
sturdy stone walls offered a modicum of shelter from the elements and the occasional
roaming beast.

Edric was not alone in Kendara, not entirely. A handful of families clung to the city’s
fringes, eking out lives amidst the silent grandeur. They were hardy folk, suspicious of
outsiders and even more suspicious of each other. Yet, Edric, being an orphan since
the age of six, possessed a unique solitude. His parents, he was told, had been
swallowed by the “Great Haze” that periodically rolled down from the peaks of the
Serpent’s Tooth Mountains, a phenomenon as unpredictable as it was deadly. He
remembered little of them, save for the faint scent of woodsmoke and a lullaby about
stars that sang.

His days were a monotonous cycle: foraging for scraps of edible fungus and hardy
roots in the overgrown plazas, checking the crude snares he set for rabbits in the
outer wilds, and, his personal indulgence, exploring the ruins. The ruins were
Kendara’s true heart, a sprawling labyrinth of collapsed buildings, forgotten temples,
and overgrown avenues. Most avoided them, fearing the structural instability or, more
acutely, the legends of restless spirits that clung to the ancient stones. Edric, however,
felt a strange kinship with the crumbling walls.

He was thirteen now, tall for his age but gaunt, with eyes the color of a stormy sky
that missed little. His hair, a perpetually unruly mop of dark brown, was usually dusted
with grime. His clothes were a patchwork of scavenged cloth, expertly mended by his
own surprisingly nimble fingers. He possessed a practicality born of necessity, but
beneath it lay a restless spirit, an unquenchable thirst for stories that the silent city
seemed to hold in its very stones.

One particular morning, the mist hung unusually thick, muffling the already subdued
sounds of the city. It was the kind of morning that invited exploration, when the
familiar shapes of ruined buildings took on an ethereal, mysterious quality. Edric,
armed with his trusty iron pry bar and a worn leather satchel, ventured deeper than
usual into the district once known as the Artisans’ Quarter. Here, workshops lay frozen
in time, tools rusted on workbenches, half-finished sculptures crumbling to dust.
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He picked his way carefully over fallen masonry, his keen eyes scanning for anything
of value—a usable tool, a piece of sturdy fabric, even a particularly well-preserved
shard of pottery that might fetch a few coppers from a passing merchant. The
merchants, a rare sight, usually avoided Kendara, but desperation sometimes drove
them to its desolate gates. Today, however, Edric was not looking for profit. He was
drawn by a subtle shift in the mist, a whisper of cooler air that suggested a hidden
passage, a breach in the city’'s dense shroud of decay.

He found it behind what appeared to be a collapsed weaver’s guild hall. A narrow gap,
partially obscured by a tangle of thorny vines, led into a dark, claustrophobic space.
Most would have recoiled, fearing a collapse or the lair of some territorial creature.
Edric, driven by the thrill of discovery, squeezed through, his heart thrumming with a
quiet excitement.

The passage opened into a small, cylindrical chamber. Moonlight, or perhaps just the
faint glow of the mist, filtered down from a distant, unseen opening high above,
casting the space in an eerie, silver light. The air was still and heavy, carrying the
scent of damp earth and something else, something metallic and ancient. The walls
were covered in intricate carvings, spirals and geometric patterns that seemed to
pulse faintly in the dimness. They were unlike any script Edric had ever seen.

At the center of the chamber, half-buried beneath a pile of rubble that looked as
though it had fallen centuries ago, was an object. It was roughly the size of a man’s
fist, irregularly shaped, and appeared to be made of a dark, polished stone, yet it
shimmered with an inner light that seemed to shift its color from obsidian to deep
indigo. Runes, similar to the carvings on the walls but far more detailed, crisscrossed
its surface, glowing with a soft, ethereal luminescence.

Edric approached cautiously, his pry bar held ready. He had encountered strange
things in the ruins before—petrified creatures, odd contraptions that hummed briefly
before dying, but nothing like this. This object emanated a presence, a subtle hum
that vibrated in his very bones. As he reached out a tentative hand, a breath of air,
colder than the mist outside, brushed against his cheek.

He knelt, pushing away the smaller stones and debris with careful movements. The
object felt surprisingly light, almost weightless, despite its solid appearance. As his
fingers closed around it, a jolt, not painful but profoundly unsettling, coursed through
him. It was as if a dormant current had suddenly awakened. The glowing runes
intensified, casting a blue light that danced across the chamber walls.

And then, the whisper. It wasn't a sound from the air, but from within his mind, a voice

like rustling leaves and distant chimes, speaking words he couldn't quite grasp, yet
somehow understood. It spoke of power, of knowledge, of things long lost and now
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stirring. The voice was ancient, filled with both sorrow and a burgeoning hope.

Edric snatched his hand back, startled, the object falling with a muffled clatter onto
the soft earth. He stared at it, his breath catching in his throat. Had he imagined it?
The chamber was silent again, save for the thrumming of his own pulse. Yet, the blue
glow of the runes persisted, a silent testament to the impossible.

He reached out again, more deliberately this time, picking up the relic. The strange jolt
returned, softer now, as if welcoming his touch. The whispers, too, were there, clearer
this time, weaving through his thoughts like a silent melody. They were not words in
any tongue he knew, but they spoke of a deeper meaning, of a connection to
something vast and old. He felt a faint pressure behind his eyes, a sensation of ancient
knowledge stirring just beyond his grasp.

His initial fear gave way to an overwhelming sense of wonder. This wasn't just another
relic; it was something alive, something that spoke. He turned the object over in his
hands, tracing the glowing lines with his thumb. The stone felt warm now, a
comforting heat. He noticed a small, almost imperceptible fissure running along one
side, barely visible beneath the glowing script.

Driven by an instinct he couldn’t explain, he tucked the relic securely into his satchel,
feeling its warmth against his side. The whispers seemed to quiet once it was
concealed, a soft murmur rather than an insistent voice. He felt a profound shift within
him, a change he couldn't name but knew was significant. The ruins suddenly felt less
like a place of decay and more like a library of sleeping knowledge.

He carefully retraced his steps, emerging from the collapsed weaver’s guild into the
still-misty morning. The familiar world seemed subtly altered, imbued with a new
depth, a new mystery. The wind still sang its mournful song, but now Edric heard a
different tune beneath it, a faint melody of possibility. He returned to his lean-to, the
weight of the relic a constant, comforting presence against his hip.

As the sun, a pale disc behind the haze, finally began to climb higher, Edric sat cross-
legged on the dirt floor of his meager home, pulling the relic from his satchel. Its blue
light filled the small space, casting dancing shadows on the canvas walls. He stared at
it, a thousand questions swirling in his mind. What was it? What did it want? And what
did its whispers truly mean? He was just an orphan, a scavenger in a forgotten city.
But as the relic pulsed faintly in his hands, Edric felt an unfamiliar stirring, a sense of
purpose that had never before touched his lonely life. The world, he realized, was far
larger, far stranger, and infinitely more dangerous than he had ever dared to imagine.
The quiet hum of the relic was a promise, a challenge, and an undeniable invitation to
a destiny he was only just beginning to perceive.
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