
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

The Shattered Resurrection
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: Echoes in the Ashes
Chapter 2: The Relic Stirs
Chapter 3: The Blacksmith’s Secret
Chapter 4: Shadows in the Market
Chapter 5: Flames Unbound
Chapter 6: The Exiled Sorceress
Chapter 7: Bonds of Steel and Magic
Chapter 8: A Warrior’s Oath
Chapter 9: Web of Thieves
Chapter 10: Pursued by Smoke
Chapter 11: The Ruined Gate
Chapter 12: Trial by Fire
Chapter 13: Tears Beneath the Mountain
Chapter 14: The Severed Path
Chapter 15: Mirrors of the Past
Chapter 16: Portents and Omens
Chapter 17: The Oracle’s Words
Chapter 18: Splintered Loyalties
Chapter 19: A Covenant Broken
Chapter 20: Into the Abyss
Chapter 21: Shadows Converge
Chapter 22: The Forsaken Citadel
Chapter 23: Chains of Destiny
Chapter 24: The Heart of Light and Shadow
Chapter 25: The Shattered Resurrection

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
Long before the memory of living men, this land hummed with the vibrant pulse of
magic. It ran in rivers beneath the earth, soared upon the wind, and clothed every
creature and stone. But as centuries fell to dust, so did the splendor of sorcery; the
world grew muted, tangled in the ruins of a greatness nearly forgotten. Now, in
battered villages set amidst endless mist and crumbling towers, tales of power are
only whispered by night, and hope is a flicker easily lost to darkness.

Kael never imagined his days would carry him far beyond the clangor of the forge.
Orphaned young and raised by kindly neighbors, he had learned the sturdy lessons of
iron and fire, admiration hard-won through labor, not lineage. His world was
circumscribed by the sharp tang of metal in his nostrils and the rhythm of his hammer
on the anvil. No one expected more of Kael than quiet diligence—or wanted more,
least of all himself.

But destiny has little use for quiet lives. When, in a moment both desperate and
inexplicable, Kael stumbled upon a half-buried relic in a temple thought lost to all, the
ancient world shifted. The relic burned with secrets: runes unreadable, a power that
thrilled and terrified him. In clutching the artifact, Kael ignited embers of magic where
none ought to remain. And with that act, things hidden and sleeping began to stir
throughout the realm.

Yet no calling comes without cost. With every surge of the relic’s energy, Kael drew
notice from forces cloaked in ambition and shadow. Some saw in him the promise of
rebirth; others, the harbinger of calamity. Old alliances reawakened, and in the
gathering storm, Kael faced choices that would define not only his fate but that of
everyone he had ever known.

This tale is not only of power won and lost, but of burdens accepted, friendships forged
in adversity, and the searing pain of redemption. The road ahead carries Kael and his
companions through treachery and truth, loyalty and betrayal, as they chase, resist, or
flee the echo of a resurrection that might shatter the world anew.

Follow now into the mists of legend and loss, where every shard of the past glimmers
with a warning and a promise. Kael’s journey begins at the edge of ruin—and within
his hands, the fate of magic itself may rise or be shattered forever.
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CHAPTER ONE: Echoes in the Ashes
The clang of hammer on steel was Kael’s oldest companion, a rhythmic heartbeat that
had defined his existence since childhood. It echoed through the small, soot-stained
smithy nestled on the outskirts of Oakhaven, a village clinging to the edge of the
Whisperwood. Oakhaven was unremarkable, save for its ancient, half-collapsed
temple, a relic from a forgotten age that most villagers barely noticed, a crumbling
stone ghost amidst the vibrant green. Kael, however, found himself drawn to it. Not
out of piety, for the old gods were long silent, but out of a quiet curiosity, a yearning
for something beyond the predictable grind of his daily life.

He wiped a bead of sweat from his brow with the back of a calloused hand, the smell
of burnt charcoal and hot metal a familiar comfort. Today’s task was a set of sturdy
plowshares for Old Man Hemlock, a farmer whose perpetual grumbling was as much a
fixture of Oakhaven as the morning mist. Kael shaped the glowing iron with practiced
strokes, muscles rippling under his worn leather apron. He was twenty years old, lean
and strong, with eyes the color of a stormy sky and a perpetually thoughtful frown
etched between his brows. Life was simple, if arduous, and Kael had long accepted his
lot.

But there was a restlessness in him that the forge couldn’t quite quell. It was the same
restlessness that, three days prior, had pulled him away from the village’s well-worn
paths and deeper into the tangled overgrowth surrounding the old temple. Most
villagers considered the ruins unlucky, a place where shadows lingered and forgotten
things slept. Kael, however, saw only weathered stones and the silent testimony of a
past he yearned to understand.

He had spent countless hours there over the years, tracing the faded carvings on
fallen pillars, imagining the lives of those who had built such a magnificent structure.
The temple was vast, far larger than anything Oakhaven had ever produced, a silent
testament to a grandeur that had vanished like smoke. On this particular day, a
section of the northern wall, long concealed by a thick tangle of ivy and collapsed
masonry, had caught his eye. Something about the way the light hit a particular crack
had sparked an intuition, a quiet whisper in his mind.

Armed with a sturdy shovel he usually reserved for digging post holes, Kael had spent
hours clearing away debris. The air grew heavy and still as he worked, the sunlight
filtering through the dense canopy above, painting shifting patterns on the dust-
choked stones. The deeper he dug, the stronger the feeling grew—a faint hum, like
distant thunder, vibrating in the earth beneath his feet. It was a sensation he’d never
experienced, yet it felt strangely familiar, as if his very bones remembered it.
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Finally, the shovel struck something solid, not stone, but a smooth, cool surface that
resonated with that peculiar hum. Heart pounding, Kael cleared away the last of the
dirt. What he unearthed was not a buried chest of gold or a forgotten idol, but
something far stranger. It was a sphere, no larger than his fist, crafted from a material
that seemed to drink the light, shimmering with an inner luminescence that pulsed
faintly. It was smooth, cool to the touch, and inscribed with intricate, swirling patterns
that seemed to shift and reform as he watched.

There were no visible seams, no obvious way it had been made. It felt ancient,
impossibly so, yet strangely alive. As his fingers closed around it, a jolt, not of pain but
of pure, raw energy, surged through him. It was cold and hot at the same time,
exhilarating and terrifying. The air around him crackled, and for a fleeting moment, he
thought he saw faint tendrils of light reaching out from the sphere, dancing in the
shadowed temple. The humming intensified, resonating deep within his chest, a low
thrum that echoed the beat of his own heart.

A sudden, sharp crack from the collapsing stones above startled him. He reflexively
clutched the sphere tighter, and a wave of dizziness washed over him. The world
tilted, the ancient stones seeming to spin. He stumbled back, the sphere now burning
with an unearthly glow in his hand, a beacon in the deepening gloom. He tucked it
quickly into a leather pouch he carried for tools, the sudden light making him nervous.
He felt an inexplicable urge to hide it, to keep it secret.

He scrambled out of the newly revealed chamber, the collapsing stones sealing off the
entrance as quickly as he had uncovered it. He barely escaped, dust and debris raining
down around him. He ran back to Oakhaven, the sphere’s strange energy still tingling
in his palm, a phantom warmth through the leather. He felt different, subtly altered, as
if a part of him had awakened. He had avoided the villagers’ curious stares, his mind
reeling from the discovery.

Back in the smithy, the familiar rhythm of the hammer was a welcome anchor to
reality. But even as he worked, his mind kept returning to the sphere. It lay hidden
beneath a loose floorboard in his small, spartan cottage, a presence that hummed
even through layers of wood and earth. He hadn't dared to examine it again, the
memory of that initial surge of power both enticing and frightening. He was a
blacksmith, a maker of practical things. What was he to do with an object that defied
all understanding?

The plowshares finished, Kael doused the last piece of glowing steel, the hiss of steam
filling the smithy. He stacked the tools neatly, the physical labor doing little to quiet
the tumultuous thoughts in his head. The sun was beginning to dip below the horizon,
painting the sky in fiery hues, a stark contrast to the quiet dread that had begun to
settle in Kael's gut. The sphere was a secret, but it felt like a secret that wouldn't stay
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buried for long.

He remembered the faint, almost imperceptible shift in the air when he held it, the
way the shadows seemed to deepen around the ancient runes. It was as if the world
itself had acknowledged its reawakening. He hadn't told anyone, not even Elara, the
kind baker’s daughter who often brought him fresh bread and shared stories of the
village gossip. The instinct to keep it hidden was overwhelming, a primal urge he
couldn't explain.

As darkness fell, a chill wind swept through the village, rattling the shutters of the
smithy. Kael banked the coals, the embers glowing like watchful eyes in the gloom. He
locked the heavy wooden door, the familiar click echoing in the sudden silence. He
walked the short distance to his cottage, the sensation of the sphere’s presence a low
thrum in his very bones. It was there, waiting, a silent promise and a terrifying burden.

He entered his small home, lit a single candle, and without hesitation, knelt by the
hearth. He carefully lifted the loose floorboard, revealing the leather pouch. His hand
trembled slightly as he drew out the sphere. It pulsed with a soft, steady light,
illuminating the rough wood of the floorboards, casting dancing shadows on the walls.
The intricate patterns on its surface seemed to writhe and flow, a silent language he
couldn't comprehend.

As he held it, the hum returned, stronger this time, resonating not just in his hand, but
through his entire being. It felt like a song, ancient and powerful, awakening
something dormant within him. He felt a peculiar clarity, as if the veil over his
perception had thinned. The scent of ozone filled the air, and for a moment, the world
around him seemed to sharpen, colors more vibrant, sounds more distinct.

Suddenly, a faint, almost imperceptible shimmer caught his eye, just beyond his
window. It was gone as quickly as it appeared, like a ripple in a pool, but Kael felt a
prickle of unease. He clutched the sphere tighter, its light intensifying in response to
his apprehension. He felt an undeniable connection to it, a strange sense of
ownership, yet also a profound fear. This was not a blacksmith's tool; this was
something entirely different, something that held the echoes of a power long
forgotten.

He carefully wrapped the sphere in a piece of worn cloth and returned it to its hiding
place, the silence of the cottage now thick with unspoken possibilities. Kael lay on his
straw mattress, the hum of the sphere a constant, low thrum beneath the floorboards.
Sleep wouldn’t come easily. He was no longer just Kael, the blacksmith of Oakhaven.
He was Kael, the unwitting keeper of a secret, and he knew, with a certainty that
chilled him to the bone, that his life had irrevocably changed. The old temple had not
only given up a relic, but had awakened something within him, something that might
prove impossible to control. The whispers of a lost magic had found an ear, and the
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world, whether it knew it or not, had begun to listen.
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