

    
        
          Legacy of the Seven White Towers

        

        
        
          Karen Carnahan

        

        
          Published by K. L. Carnahan, 2026.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      LEGACY OF THE SEVEN WHITE TOWERS

    

    
      First edition. January 20, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Karen Carnahan.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233562518

    

    
    
      Written by Karen Carnahan.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Legacy of the Seven White Towers

Sign up for Karen Carnahan's Mailing List

Also By Karen Carnahan

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    First, I would like to extend my sincerest thanks to our Heavenly Father for his guidance.
A cherished thank you to Michelle Hoffman, my editor.
An extraordinary thanks to my street team, Nikki Hiser, Ashley Travers, William Carnahan, and my granddaughter for helping make this project come together.
I would also like to thank my loving family for encouraging me to pursue my dreams.
Thank you, all, from the bottom of my heart.

      

    


***
[image: ]


A jarring scream pierced the night, reverberating through the camp like an ominous warning. The metallic clamor of chaos followed closely behind. Suddenly, the main flap of the tent burst open. The high priestess rushed in, her voice laced with urgency. 

“Erina, the Seven White Towers await your awakening. Should you falter, the veil will fall and all shall be lost. Only through the trials will your power rise to meet his. Go, Lucius’s hounds draw near. He knows the mark has chosen you.” 

How did he learn of the mark? She didn’t even know the meaning, nor the strength it promised. How could she stand against Lucius, the shadow-wielder, when she was but a whisper of what she must become?

The next moment, in panic, the high priestess’s eyes went wide. She crumpled to the ground, overwhelmed by fear and confusion. An arrow protruded from her back.

Erina dashed over, heart pounding, desperate to check for breath. But it was too late—she was gone. A heavy sigh escaped her lips, bowing her head for a moment to steady herself.

Mother Hollow, please grant her sanctuary in the Silver Vale.

Urgency coursed through Erina’s veins. She jumped, snatched her cloak, wrapped it around herself, and fastened the clasp with a determined flick.

She’d prayed this day would never come. Yet here she was.

Her bag, always packed for this day, felt familiar as she flung it on her back. Erina secured her sword, longbow, and a quiver brimming with arrows. Each piece of gear was a reminder of the challenges ahead. 

Finally ready, she pulled up her face mask, which shrouded her features. The next moment, she draped the hood over her head, as her mom taught her.

Peering outside, Erina glimpsed children darting toward the safety of the trees, their whimpers fading into the distance. 

Mother, please survive.

Erina chose a different path away from the screams that would haunt her for many nights.

She stepped into the mysterious mist that cloaked the back of the land. With each passing moment, the air thickened with an unmistakable odor that seemed to beckon her deeper.

The ground pulsed with heat. Steam rose from the bubbling pits nestled within the forest floor, shrouding her surroundings in an otherworldly haze. The trails were narrow and winding, and night was fast approaching. Erina knew she had to press on.

Erina neared the entrance to the clearing, and she chose to slip into the embrace of the tree line. She veered off the well-trodden path. Afterward, she reached out and rested her hand on the rough bark of a towering tree, letting its sturdy presence ground her. She sighted a carved rune of a B, one her mother had stated in her stories. The hilt of her sword hummed as the blue stone shone brightly. 

With a soft sigh, Erina closed her eyes. She allowed the gentle breeze to wash over her, carrying with it the earthy scent of the forest. 

Slowly, Erina sank onto the roots that sprawled like nature’s chair, leaning back against the tree’s robust trunk. In that tranquil moment, she felt the world fade away, surrendering to the soothing symphony of rustling leaves and distant birdsong.
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Erina shot up from her restless sleep. Her heart raced as her eyes darted through the dense trees and the fog-shrouded clearing. 

An unsettling sensation crept over her—like a thousand eyes scrutinized her every move. 

The forest stirs with dread. Something ancient watches her from the mist.

Instinctively, Erina grabbed her bota and poured some of its contents on the gnarled roots of an ancient tree. She felt a connection to the earth beneath her. 

After a long, refreshing swig, she secured the flask at her side and ventured forth. 

With each step along the fringes of the tree line, Erina searched for the familiar path that had eluded her for hours. 

The crisp, morning air wrapped around her like a cool embrace. The thickening mist hung low, transforming the forest into a mysterious realm filled with whispers and shadows.

Erina halted—her senses sharpened by the faint rustle of twigs beneath her. 

A sudden weight brushed against her boot, while a muscular form glided in a sinuous dance. It swayed, side to side as if it were part of the earth itself. 

Erina held her breath, the sensation lingering for a heartbeat longer before it slipped away into the shadows. Straining to listen, she let the silence envelop her, savoring those tense moments before deciding to move on.

Erina made her way down the winding path, a disconcerting perception clinging to her—a chilling awareness that unseen eyes lurked in the shadows.

She pulled her cloak tighter.

This place gives me the creeps, as if something’s watching me.

Suddenly, a rustle echoed behind her, snapping her focus. She whipped around, but nothing was there, just the eerie mist swirling in silent shadows.

By the stars! Her hand gripped her chest as she focused on slowing her racing heart.

The tension hung like a heavy fog that refused to lift, amplifying her unease. Erina was sure she wasn’t alone. She quickened her pace, driven by an instinctual urge to escape the clutches of the mist. The sooner she could break free from its grasp, the better.

Erina finally, after hours of hiking, broke through the shroud of mist. Dusk cast a shimmering glow over the landscape. Her fast heartbeat thumped as she sprinted towards the mountain’s base, desperate to put as much distance as possible between herself and the suffocating fog that seemed to cling to her like a shadow.

Reaching the base, Erina veered off the main trail, urgently scaling the rugged mountain face. Two-thirds of the way up, she spotted a cave—its dark mouth inviting her to seek refuge. 

Once on the cave’s ledge, Erina quickly gathered dry branches and twigs, her hands trembling with cold and adrenaline. 
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Her mother’s stories were only bedtime
tales—until they came for her.
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