
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

Echoes of Valoria
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 Archives
Chapter 2: The Spark Beneath Eldengard
Chapter 3: Shadows and Strangers
Chapter 4: The Gathering Pact
Chapter 5: The Mapmaker's Secret
Chapter 6: Crossing the Emberwood
Chapter 7: The River of Forgotten Names
Chapter 8: Veils of the Guardian
Chapter 9: Oaths and Omens
Chapter 10: Betrayal at Dawn's Edge
Chapter 11: Library of Lost Tomes
Chapter 12: Echoes in Stone
Chapter 13: The Forgotten Throne
Chapter 14: Bonds Unraveled
Chapter 15: The Mage’s Vision
Chapter 16: Skies Above the Stormwall
Chapter 17: Heart of the Tempest
Chapter 18: Factions Converge
Chapter 19: The Shattered Cipher
Chapter 20: The Final Barrier
Chapter 21: Awakening the Ancient City
Chapter 22: Test of the True Heir
Chapter 23: The Weave of Destiny
Chapter 24: Dawn on Valoria
Chapter 25: A Kingdom Reborn

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
In the bustling heart of Eldengard, beneath the ceaseless rhythm of trade and the
echoing steps of scholars, tales of a vanished kingdom flutter like autumn leaves in
whispering winds. Valoria, once spoken of in reverence and shrouded in mystery, now
lingers on only as a fading myth—its legacy blurred by time, its fate lost to the ages. It
is here, among dust-laden scrolls and faded tomes, that Elara Dawnlight nurtures an
obsession: to uncover the truth behind Valoria’s disappearance and to understand the
pulse of magic that once sustained its glory.

Elara’s world is one governed by rigid order, where the grandeur of empires is
cataloged, but true adventure feels impossibly distant. Raised as an apprentice
historian, she studies relics of old, piecing together stories amidst skepticism and
indifference. Her heart aches for the legends—of moonwashed towers, of forgotten
heroes, and of a kingdom banished into shadow. Yet, amongst all the tales, none pulls
her so irresistibly as Valoria, whose story ends with a vanishing, a silence so sudden it
hums with secrets.

Fate stirs in the most unlikely moments. One rain-swept morning, an enigmatic
artifact—etched with symbols no living tongue can translate—falls into Elara’s careful
hands. Its glass-like core flashes with colours unknown, and its very presence stirs the
dormant myths of Valoria, turning theory into possibility. With trembling conviction
and eyes wide to wonder, Elara realizes this relic may be the key; her quiet life is
upended, and the city’s familiar walls recede behind her as she steps into a wider
world.

Elara’s journey gathers momentum, pulling companions with their own guarded
intentions into her orbit: a daring rogue who evades both guilt and pursuers, a mage
whose knowledge seems both blessing and curse, and a warrior whose loyalty is as
mysterious as his scars. Together, they will confront not only the external perils of an
untamed realm but also the tangles of trust and memory. The quest soon proves itself
more perilous and more wondrous than anything the histories had dared record.

Yet the greatest dangers dwell not in monsters or forgotten traps, but in the truths
Elara will unearth. The closer she comes to Valoria, the more she senses the living
weight of its legacy: walls built to guard secrets, spells wrought to bind destinies, and
betrayals that echo through history. She finds herself balancing on the blade between
past and future, where knowledge is both weapon and salvation.

In “Echoes of Valoria,” the boundaries between myth and reality are both tested and
transformed. The adventure set before Elara and her companions is not merely a
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search for lost places, but a journey of the spirit—a test of resolve, truth, and the
courage to shape the future from the fragments of the past. As the mists of legend
part, so too is the world remade, one choice and one revelation at a time.
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CHAPTER ONE: Whispers in the Archives
The air in the Grand Archives of Eldengard was a living thing, thick with the scent of
aged parchment, leather-bound history, and the faint, sweet perfume of forgotten
magic. Dust motes danced in the shafts of sunlight that speared through the high
arched windows, illuminating the endless rows of shelves where centuries of human
endeavor lay silently enshrined. For Elara Dawnlight, this was less a workplace and
more a second home, a sanctuary far more compelling than the small, cluttered room
she rented above a baker’s shop.

Elara, perched precariously on a rolling ladder, meticulously cataloged a fresh delivery
of scrolls unearthed from the decaying vaults beneath the city. Her fingers, nimble and
stained with ink, traced the faded script on a scroll describing trade routes long since
swallowed by shifting sands. Her apprentice’s smock, once pristine, bore the proud
marks of her devotion: smudges of charcoal, faint coffee rings, and the occasional
smear of lamp oil.

Her supervisor, Master Borin, a man whose beard seemed to contain more dust than
his shelves, often grumbled about her unorthodox methods. “Elara,” he’d bellow, his
voice a rumbling echo through the cavernous hall, “a cataloguer catalogs, she does
not commune with the dead!” But Elara couldn’t help it. Each scroll, each fragment,
held a story, a pulse of the past waiting to be rekindled. And none pulsed louder for
her than the phantom heartbeat of Valoria.

Today, however, a different kind of pulse stirred the dust. A low, resonant hum, barely
perceptible at first, vibrated through the floorboards and up the ladder into Elara’s
very bones. It wasn't the usual creaks of the ancient building settling, nor the distant
clang of the city’s blacksmiths. This was something else, something… old. And
powerful.

She paused, her hand hovering over a brittle map of the Western Reaches. The hum
intensified, a thrumming chord played on the strings of her own perception. It seemed
to emanate from the forbidden section of the Archives, a shadowy alcove behind a
locked, iron-banded gate, where the truly ancient and potentially dangerous artifacts
were kept. Master Borin called it the "Vault of Unprovenanced Peculiarities," a title
that always made Elara’s adventurous spirit itch.

No one was permitted beyond that gate without a direct mandate from the High
Council of Eldengard, and even then, only Master Borin held the key. He guarded it
with a zealousness usually reserved for dragon hoarders. Elara knew the Vault
contained relics of unknown origin, items whispered to possess strange powers or
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forgotten magics. She had often imagined what lay within, her historian’s curiosity
battling with her common sense.

The hum grew louder, a deep, almost musical vibrato that seemed to resonate with
the very air. Other apprentices, usually absorbed in their own tasks, began to stir,
casting nervous glances towards the forbidden section. Even Master Borin, hunched
over a particularly dense treatise on dwarven metallurgy, lifted his head, his bushy
brows furrowed in confusion.

“What in the blazes…?” he muttered, pushing his spectacles higher on his nose. The
hum, now unmistakable, filled the archives, rattling loose pages and causing the
ancient chandeliers to sway ever so slightly.

Suddenly, a blinding flash of light erupted from behind the iron gate, momentarily
eclipsing the sunbeams. A collective gasp rippled through the archives. Elara, still on
her ladder, squinted, shielding her eyes. When the light subsided, a faint, ethereal
glow pulsed steadily from within the Vault, a soft blue that seemed to breathe with its
own life.

Master Borin, surprisingly agile for his age, stumbled from his desk, fumbling for a ring
of enormous, tarnished keys at his belt. His face, usually a mask of weary resignation,
was now etched with a mixture of fear and awe. “By the Ancients,” he whispered,
“what have they awoken?”

He inserted a particularly large, ornate key into the lock, the clang echoing ominously
in the sudden silence. With a groan of rusted hinges, the heavy iron gate swung
inwards, revealing a narrow, dust-choked corridor. The blue light intensified,
beckoning.

Elara, heart pounding a wild rhythm against her ribs, knew she had to see. This wasn't
just a disturbance; this felt like destiny knocking. Disregarding Master Borin’s
sputtering protests, she descended the ladder, her boots thudding softly on the
wooden floor. She moved towards the open gate, her curiosity overriding any sense of
self-preservation.

Master Borin, seeing her resolve, threw his hands up in exasperation. “Elara! What are
you doing? This is unprecedented! Unacceptable!” But his words were swallowed by
the strange pull of the light.

She stepped through the gate, the air instantly colder, carrying a faint, metallic tang.
The corridor led to a small, circular chamber, lined with more shelves, each laden with
shrouded, unidentifiable objects. In the very center, suspended in a shimmering,
almost invisible field of energy, was the source of the glow.
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It was an artifact unlike anything Elara had ever seen. Roughly the size of her hand, it
was an irregular polyhedron, multifaceted like a gemstone but crafted from a material
that seemed to drink and refract light simultaneously. Its surface shimmered with an
inner fire, cycling through hues of sapphire, azure, and a deep, luminous indigo.
Etched into its smooth, impossibly hard surface were intricate symbols, swirling and
elegant, unlike any script known to Eldengardian scholars.

As Elara drew closer, a faint image flickered within the artifact’s core – a
breathtakingly detailed, miniature landscape. Towers carved from white stone reached
for a sky of perpetual twilight, lush gardens bloomed with unknown flora, and a great,
winding river, silver in the faint light, snaked through a valley. It was a vision of
unparalleled beauty, a city untouched by time.

“Valoria,” Elara breathed, the name a sacred whisper on her lips. She recognized
elements from the fragmented myths: the white towers, the river of moonlight. This
wasn’t just an artifact; it was a window, a glimpse into the very heart of the forgotten
kingdom.

Master Borin, having reluctantly followed her, stood behind her, his mouth agape.
“Impossible,” he mumbled, his voice hoarse with disbelief. “It’s just a myth. A child’s
tale.”

But Elara felt it – the profound, undeniable connection. The artifact thrummed with a
familiar resonance, like a long-lost chord finally struck. It was as if it had been waiting
for her, waiting for the right moment, the right touch, to awaken.

Driven by an instinct she couldn’t explain, Elara reached out, her fingers trembling. As
her skin brushed against the shimmering field, a jolt of energy surged through her, not
painful, but invigorating. The miniature landscape within the artifact pulsed, its details
sharpening, becoming almost tangible. For a fleeting moment, she felt a profound
sense of belonging, a whisper of ancient memories stirring within her own blood.

The symbols on its surface glowed brighter, shifting and dancing, reforming into a
sequence of familiar constellations. Elara, an amateur stargazer in her spare time,
recognized the pattern of the celestial map, a map that, according to obscure lore,
pointed towards a hidden nexus of ancient power.

Before she could process the full implication, the artifact gently detached itself from
its ethereal suspension and settled into her open palm. It felt surprisingly light, cool to
the touch, yet emanating a subtle warmth that spread through her arm. The blue light
within it softened, becoming a steady, comforting glow.

Master Borin stared, dumbfounded. “It chose you,” he finally managed, his voice
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barely a squeak. He looked from the artifact in her hand to Elara’s wide, astonished
eyes. “The High Council… they will have questions.”

Elara barely heard him. Her gaze was fixed on the artifact, on the miniature world it
held. The hum that had filled the archives had now faded, replaced by a quiet sense of
purpose. The world had shifted on its axis, and she, Elara Dawnlight, a mere
apprentice historian, was now holding a piece of a forgotten kingdom’s destiny.

This was no longer just a research project. This was a call, an undeniable summons to
adventure, to unravel the greatest mystery of their age. The city of Eldengard, with its
predictable routines and dust-laden histories, suddenly felt too small. The path to
Valoria, once a theoretical exercise, had just revealed its first, shimmering step. And
Elara, clutching the artifact, felt a thrill ignite within her, a burning desire to follow
where it led.
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