

    
        
          The Echo of Forgotten Star

        

        
        
          Ankit Sunar

        

        
          Published by Ankit Sunar, 2025.

        

    



    
        
          The Echo of Forgotten Star

        

        
        
          Ankit Sunar

        

        
          Published by Ankit Sunar, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE ECHO OF FORGOTTEN STAR

    

    
      First edition. August 9, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Ankit Sunar.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231033621

    

    
    
      Written by Ankit Sunar.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE ECHO OF FORGOTTEN STAR

    

    
      First edition. August 9, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Ankit Sunar.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231033621

    

    
    
      Written by Ankit Sunar.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Ankit Sunar

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Letters From the past

          
        
          
	          The Echo of Forgotten Star

          
        
          
	          Before We Were Fire

          
        
      

      
    
    



  	
	    
	      Also by Ankit Sunar

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Letters From the past

          
        
          
	          The Echo of Forgotten Star

          
        
          
	          Before We Were Fire

          
        
          
	          Freelancing From Zero to online income

          
        
          
	          Outsider

          
        
          
	          AI Automation for One-Person Business

          
        
          
	          AI Client Acquisition Workflows for Freelancers

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Ankit Sunar

The Echo of Forgotten Star

The world exploded.

"Lyra?"

[Create an

Remember the fire... | Hear the screams... | See their faces...






The Echo of Forgotten Stars
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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events or locales is entirely coincidental.

Dedication

To all who dream with their eyes open.

Book Blurb

In a world where magic bleeds from the stars and ancient powers sleep beneath the earth, Elara—a young cartographer with no memory of her past—discovers a celestial map hidden within a forbidden ruin. Pursued by the tyrannical Shadow Order, she must unravel the map’s secrets to awaken the Echo of Forgotten Stars and restore a dying magic.

Joined by a cynical sky-pirate, a ghost-bound scholar, and a beast with human memories, Elara races across floating islands and drowned cities. But as the Shadow Order closes in, she learns the true cost of her quest: to heal the world, she may have to sacrifice the only life she’s ever known.

Prologue

The sky wept that night. Not with rain, but with starlight—silver threads unraveling from the heavens to pool on the cobblestones of Aethelgard. In the Whispering Archives, where dust tasted of old parchment and regret, a child’s fingers brushed against a constellation etched on a stone tablet. It burned cold, then warm, then cold again—a heartbeat trapped in rock.

By dawn, the archives would be ash, and the child, Elara, would be running.
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The Whisper in the Stone: Arc: Call to Adventure / Inciting Incident - Implies a hidden secret ancient magic awakening or a mysterious message that starts the protagonist's journey. Sets a tone of discovery and unease.

The air in Iron veil Mines tasted of dust and damp stone thick enough to choke on. Elara scraped a gloved hand across her sweaty forehead leaving a smudge of grime on her brow. Below her the lantern beams of her team cut through the gloom illuminating veins of iron ore glittering like veins of blood in the rock face. The rhythmic thump-thump-thump of picks echoed off the tunnel walls a sound as familiar and oppressive as her own heartbeat. She swung her own pick a heavy weight she’d wielded since she was twelve three years after the rockfall had silenced her father’s voice forever. The memory was a cold stone in her gut always present always heavy.

"Steady on Liza!" Foreman Borin's gravelly voice cut through the din. "That vein's playing tricks. Look sharp."

Elara paused wiping sweat and dust from her eyes. The rock face before her wasn't just iron ore today. Nestled deep within the dark grey stone veins of an unfamiliar mineral pulsed with a faint internal light. It wasn't the harsh sparkle of pyrite or the dull gleam of coal. This was softer almost like captured moonlight swirling in patterns that seemed to shift when she wasn't looking directly at them. Her breath hitched. In all her eighteen years beneath Ironveil’s shadow she’d never seen anything like it.

"Elara! Quit gawking and swing!" Borin snapped his voice echoing like a hammer blow.

She flinched raising her pick again. The strange mineral vanished beneath the next blow swallowed by the darkness and the familiar grey rock. But it left an ache behind her eyes a sense of wrongness that clung tighter than the dust on her clothes. The light had felt... familiar. Unnervingly so. Like something half-remembered from a dream or a story her mother used to murmur before she too was claimed by the mines years before the rockfall. Elara’s fingers tightened on the worn wood of the pick handle. The whispers of her childhood flickered: stories of a time before the deep mining when the mountain held secrets older than Iron veil itself. Stories of stones that spoke and moved of power buried deep. She shook her head violently sending droplets of sweat flying. Superstition. Borin would mock her mercilessly if she said anything about "glowing stones."

The shift dragged on the minutes stretching like taffy. Elara’s muscles burned her shoulders screamed protest with each swing. She moved on autopilot her mind drifting back to the shimmering mineral the ache in her eyes. After the blast when the foremen had cleared the debris Borin had assigned her to the newly exposed lower gallery. It was quieter down here the sounds of the main shaft muffled by layers of stone. Fewer miners ventured this deep preferring the richer albeit more dangerous upper tunnels. It suited Elara. It was a place where the past felt closer where the weight of the mountain above was less oppressive and more... present.

As the shift ended and the weary miners trudged towards the cage Elara lagged. She needed to see that spot again just once. A foolish impulse but one she couldn't shake. The others barely noticed her absence lost in their own exhaustion. Borin gave her a curt nod his own lantern already bobbing away towards the entrance.

Alone in the deepening gloom the silence was absolute broken only by the slow drip of water from the ceiling and the frantic beating of her own heart. She found the section easily. The strange mineral was gone but the pattern where it had been embedded seemed subtly different smoother as if it had been polished. She traced the outline with a dusty fingertip. The stone felt unnaturally cool even against her calloused skin. A faint vibration hummed up her arm barely perceptible like the low thrum of a distant bell.

A shiver traced her spine. This wasn't normal. She bent closer her breath fogging the cold rock. That’s when she saw it. Not embedded but nestled deep within a hairline fracture she hadn't noticed before. It wasn't a mineral vein. It was a stone. Roughly the size of her fist shaped like a clenched fist itself but with smooth dark grey facets catching the faint light from
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