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Prologue
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Her name is Remi Fonteyn.

Battling a life threatening sickness and a boring life, she now seeks purpose.

And so, she ventures out into a beautiful yet dangerous world. 

During her journey, 

She has fought mercenaries, traitorous Sages, giants and mystical creatures.

She acquired new friends, respect and found internal strength.

But nothing was more shocking than learning the truth.

She is not just a person.

She is a weapon,

Crafted by one of the Seven Sorcerers of Legend.

And there are six others out there, just like her. 

Each weapon is powerful enough to have an effect on the upcoming war.

A war between the three worlds: Paragon, Oblivion, and Terra. 

She is unsure if she can make a difference.

But she won’t know until she tries. 

Accompanying her on her journey is: 

Kace, ex-boyfriend and puppet of the Sorcerers,

Alicia, one of the Sorcerer weapons, full of fire and heart,

Milo, inventor and friend,

And Casimir, one of the seven all-powerful Sorcerers she sought to find.

The war between the worlds has begun, 

And Remi’s time is short. 

But if she has any hope of saving the lives of those she loves

She has to find the strength to persevere.

The story continues on the edge of Paragon

In a field hidden from the eyes of their enemies. 
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Chapter 1 – Someone’s Memories
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Remi watched them with her undivided attention. Although she could hear what they were talking about clearly, she still wanted to learn all she could about Casimir—a young thirteen year old looking boy that had revealed himself to be one of the Seven Sorcerers. And not only that, he had also proven it as well. His power was beyond her comprehension, and she would do everything in her ability to glean from him. After all, there was no guarantee that he would be around for long. 

In the couple off days that they had been together, Casimir had spent nearly all of his time with Alicia, sorting through the memories of the dead to figure out if there were any clues to the other Sorcerers’ plans. 

“I don’t know if I want to do this anymore,” Alicia said as she swallowed and fidgeted on the grass. She sat cross-legged with her eyes closed, concentrating on the whispers in her head. It was a curse that Remi was grateful she didn’t have. Whenever Alicia killed someone, she absorbed their memories, and although the voices became whispers overtime, it still took its toll on her. For a woman that could transform into a dragon, it was disconcerting to see her so vulnerable. Casimir wasn’t just asking her to sort through those she killed, he was also asking her to give their voices more volume. 

“And what did he look like?” Casimir asked as he leaned in closer. Alicia raised her eyebrows and opened one eye.

“Can you not be so close?” she asked as she leaned backwards in the grass. Her legs uncrossed and she stood to her feet, looking down at the young Sorcerer as if she was preparing to give him a scolding. “Listen, I’m tired. I think I’m done for today.”

“Time is short,” he said matter-of-factly. “And I can guarantee that the Sorcerers are working just as hard as we are to locate you.”

“I don’t even know if I can trust you,” she spat. “I don’t know anything about you.”

“I saved your lives,” he said calmly. “Doesn’t that count for something?”

“You’re the one that attracted Ember to our location. We were doing fine on our own.”

“You were sitting in prison.”

“That’s irrelevant,” Remi said, speaking up as she stood up from the grass. “The thing is, we have something you want, but we shouldn’t just give it to you for free.”

“What do you want?”

“Information,” Remi said. “I want you to tell us all you know about the Sorcerers.”

“I can’t do that,” he said. “I mean, I wish I could...but if I tell you too much, it will jeopardize everything I’ve worked for. Imagine if you’re captured? They will extract the information they want out of you. That is a certainty. But I’m not evil. I want you to reveal what you know to me willingly, so that I can best use it to our advantage.”

“I don’t even know for sure if you’re one of the good ones,” Remi replied, crossing her arms.

“What must I do to prove it?”

“You already know.”

“Then we are at an impasse,” he sighed, standing with the rest of them. He was considerably shorter than them though, and Alicia looked like a giant by comparison. 

“Please,” Remi said, putting her arms back at her sides. She noticed that Milo appeared behind her. She didn’t know what he had been up to, but she was happy to see him there for support. 

“I can’t,” Casimir said with a blank face. 

Remi wasn’t ready to give up though. It wasn’t that she was done trusting people, but the fact that more often than not, they weren’t who they said they were. Back in the village, the adults would profess to know what was best for her—what food she should eat and what clothes to wear. They mapped out her path in life before she even knew how to dream, and she believed them wholeheartedly. She assumed they knew what was best for her as they were still alive in a harsh and unforgiving world, but as she got older, she began to see that many of them were in denial. 

They thought they had the answers but their lives weren’t proof of it. They still cried and struggled and cursed at the skies for their plight, all while telling each other that they shouldn’t be questioned. They should be trusted simply because they were old and she was young. How could she know any better than they?

But even then, she didn’t resent them. She just recognized that she should take their advice with a grain of salt while she forged her own path. The moment they laid down the rocks, she would begin chipping away at them like wind, performing her own form of erosion until she saw the lit up path underneath. It had served her well, and so when she was old enough to outright challenge the notions that plagued their minds, she realized the truth.

Most, not all, but most...didn’t have her best interests in mind at all. They enjoyed seeing her subjected to them. They liked the control. They relished in the pain that she felt and how sick she was because someone depended on them. They felt important. 

She did everything she could to take that away from them. And she had gotten this far on her own, so why rely on them now? Why put her fate in the hands of others? 

Even when Olivia betrayed her, she never fully trusted her again. Though it hurt to be attacked by her in Cimmerian, she had to admit that she should have seen it coming. Olivia was different than many in her village, but she was still able to integrate within the people in a way that Remi couldn’t. She knew how to play the game. The only difference was that she had learned how to wait—in order to position herself properly. Now she was with Cimmerian’s forces, promoted to who knows what position. 

Remi wouldn’t put her life into the hands of another again. 

She glared at Casimir. “You’re going to tell me what you know.”

“Or what?” he said. He didn’t scoff or laugh, but the glint in his eye told her that he was skeptical.

“I’m tired of people who think they’re so great and powerful, doing what they like with the rest of us like we’re pawns. I’m done. You either tell us what we want to know or take us back to Terra.”

“I’m not doing that,” he said firmly.

“Then we’re leaving.”

“You can’t,” he said. “This whole area is barricaded by invisible barriers, and they are stronger than the kind you walked through a couple of days ago. It will surely kill you. But even if you do manage to get through, your friends might not be so lucky. Are you willing to leave them behind?”

“You know I’m not.”

“Then I don’t see how you can win this argument. On the other hand, by determining the other Sorcerers’ plans, you have a chance of success.”

“Or you’re one step closer to becoming the most powerful one. For all I know, you’re all corrupt.”

“That’s a chance that you’ll have to take.”

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “No, I won’t.”

“I don’t see—” his voice cut short as he started blinking rapidly. Remi had reached over to Milo and grabbed one of his swords, hanging from his belt. Before he could protest, she placed the blade to her own throat.

“Tell me what I want to know or I take my life.”

“You won’t do it,” he said. “Your spirit is too strong.”

“It shows how well we know each other,” she said, applying enough pressure to her throat to cause a thin line of blood to drip off the edge. “If I die, at least the pain will be over.”

“You don’t know that. There might be more worlds beyond these three.”

“I wouldn’t be surprised, but at this point, I think I’d rather be there than here.”

“I am willing to call your bluff, but it doesn’t have to come to that.”

“I see you’re worried. It’s because you know I’m the key to bringing all of this together. I’ve been searching for the Sorcerers the moment I heard about them and I even found one. You know that there’s a good chance that I can find the others, as well as where the other Sorcerers are hiding. If I die, you lose your shot. Alicia won’t tell you a thing, and you won’t be able to torture the information out of her either. She’s too strong for that. She has the uncanny ability to interact with her body in ways that you can’t even imagine. She can kill herself at a moment’s notice if she wanted to.”

“It’s true,” Alicia said from behind Casimir. “You can’t touch me. If you want to know what the dead are saying, you’ll have to listen to us first.”

“I could grab that blade from your hands,” Casimir said flatly. “Before your muscles even twitch in the right direction.”

“I’ll find a way. Even if it’s not today, it could be tomorrow. There’s no way that you can watch me all the time.”

“You won’t do it.”

Remi stared into his eyes. He was confident that she wouldn’t, but then again, he knew absolutely nothing about her. When people thought of her, they often thought of themselves and how they would do things. That was usually their biggest mistake. 

Remi slid the blade across her neck. 

Casimir’s eyes went wide and it was the most emotion she had ever seen coming from the young Sorcerer. But then the thought vanished as quickly as it appeared. She was already beginning to grow faint. Alicia rushed to her side and began rubbing some kind of salve over the wound. Remi tried to say how gross it was but she couldn’t speak.

“This isn’t worth it,” Casimir said, stepping backwards slowly. “You’re insane.”

“Where are you going?” Alicia barked at him and his eyes went even wider.

“I thought I wanted to be involved, but not if this level of barbarianism is present. You’re getting part of your wish. I will leave you.”

“Good riddance,” Alicia muttered as Casimir disappeared from view. What no one expected to see was a Cimmerian army appearing in the distance, just coming over the crest of a hill. “Where did they come from?” Alicia exclaimed. Although they were only tiny dots from where they stood, the enormous catapults that had taken down the Sage Academy were all too visible. 

“The invisible barriers might have hidden us and them, but either way, all I know is that we can’t stay here,” Milo said, reiterating what they were all thinking. “What’s the plan at this point? It’s not like we can catch Casimir if we want to go after him.”

Remi’s wound hadn’t healed all the way, but her voice was back to a degree. She cleared her throat and tried to hum. It came out like a wheeze. 

“Stupid girl,” Alicia said, cradling Remi’s neck. “What were you thinking? Doing a thing like that for?”

“Yeah, let’s not do that again,” Milo sighed as the impeding army was only a few miles out now. “Instead we should really be thinking about running.”

Alicia helped Remi to her feet as Milo wiped Remi’s blood off of his blade in the grass. “Ew, I’ll never look at this the same,” he moaned.

“I’ll transform,” Alicia replied. “Can you take care of Remi for a moment?”

“Sure,” he said as Alicia handed her off.  Immediately she began taking off her clothes and throwing them over Milo’s head.

“How am I supposed to see when the enemy arrives?” he said in a muffled voice.

“You’ll manage,” Alicia muttered as her skin began to harden and expand. It normally didn’t take long to reach her complete dragon form—usually only ten seconds or so—but when she was only half-way through, a spear erupted from her side, launching her forward and pining her to the ground. She roared—a mix between a dragon’s growl and her human yelp. 

“What’s wrong?!” Milo cried out as he dropped Remi onto the grass. She had gained enough consciousness to continue the healing process while she watched her friend writhe on the ground in horror. Alicia roared in pain as she tried to fly up into the air to escape but the spear was attached to a large rope and it kept her grounded. 

Remi abandoned her healing and summoned her purple Falchion eidolon, leaping to her feet and attempting to slice through the rope with all her might. 

But it barely made a nick. Remi scowled as she realized that the rope had to have been crafted differently. Very few things could have withstood that blow.

“They’re here,” Milo said as Remi rubbed her throat instinctively. It wasn’t bleeding anymore but she could still feel that it was far from being back to normal. Another spear whizzed past her head and another lodged itself in Alicia’s back. Alicia howled as she slumped to the ground, whimpering as a few more spears narrowly missed them. 

“GET OUT THE WAY!” Remi heard someone scream. She looked behind her and ducked just in time as a young Sage leapt over her head and continued running toward the incoming army. With a long sword glowing red, the Sage in the red robe ran at full sprint, swinging his blade into the soldiers that had just reached the top of the hill. He decapitated a couple before he was slashed across the back. He fell to his knees as another Sage came out of nowhere and leapt down onto his attacker, saving his friend. 

Remi looked back to where the first Sage had come from and her eyes widened in surprise.

She had barely heard them coming.

A Paragon army had arrived, and not only were they outfitted in armor that she had never seen before, but there were several Sages with them as well, mingled throughout the crowd. 

“We stop them here!” she heard someone yell from the front. Once he saw Alicia lying still, he rushed over and placed a hand on her thick scaly skin. He turned to Milo and Remi as hordes of soldiers ran past him, engaging the Cimmerian army. The clash of blades and the cries of men being slaughtered nearly drowned out his shouts.

“What is this?!” he shouted for the third time. Milo and Remi stepped closer to him. 

“It’s a friend of ours, nothing more,” Milo said, making sure not to mention the fact that she was one of the Sorcerer weapons—something that Paragon was sure to covet. 

“You’re Remi,” he said, pointing at her. She nodded as he pointed to himself. “My name is Eizel. I knew that Cimmerian was on the march, and that they would attempt a side attack so that’s why we’re here. I met your leader, James, a while back. He seemed like he was a good man.”

Remi shook her head and Milo cleared his throat.

“She can’t speak right now,” Milo said as she continued healing her damaged throat. “But I can on her behalf. We’re looking for a means to escape. We’re not really cut out for a battle like this.”

“Sorry, but if you’re going to escape, it’s going to be of your own accord,” Eizel sighed. “We’re here to exterminate every last one of the Cimmerians and we’re not leaving until that’s done. You’re welcome to wait, but from what I’m seeing, they brought out the heavy artillery.”

Remi glanced to her side and saw the catapults firing off, rolling gigantic boulders into the Paragon army. Spears—shot out from harpoons—whistled through the crowd, and the Cimmerian soldiers themselves were heavily armored. It was a wonder how they were able to move in such grotesque and ridiculously large costumes. It made their muscles look twice the size they actually were, and yet, the wearers were still able to swing their swords as if they were naked. 

“They are some of the best that Cimmerian has to offer,” Eizel said. Remi could see him trembling. “We don’t stop them here and their next destination will be one of the major cities.”

Milo looked at Remi, waiting for a signal, but she gave him none. She kept her eyes on the grass, contemplating her next move. When he persisted, leaning his face in until they were almost cheek to cheek, she glanced at him out of the corner of her eye and then she pointed upwards, signaling that that was where they should head. Milo was disappointed, but he understood. Whichever way the battle would go, it wouldn’t be swayed by their influence.

“We’ll make our way out,” he said, nodding toward Eizel. “I hope you and your men can win.”

“I doubt it,” he said truthfully. “But that doesn’t mean we can run away. Take care.”

Remi walked over to Alicia and grabbed one of the spears. She pulled at it but it didn’t budge. Remi bent down and whispered something in Alicia’s ear. Milo sighed and watched the battle unfold a short distance away as Alicia slowly transformed back to her human form. The colossal spears fell out of her body as her wounds changed shape, and the fallen spears left a dent in the grass. Remi rubbed Alicia’s back as Milo rushed over and draped her fur coat over her. He kept the rest of her clothes hanging over his arm. 

“Let’s get moving,” Remi rasped. “Once Alicia’s feeling up to it, she can fly us out of here.”

“Wait!” she heard a familiar voice shout out to her. She turned around to see the other traitor in her life. 

The liar. 

The puppet. 

Her ex-boyfriend.

“Casimir left you behind?” Milo asked suspiciously. 

The Quietus bowed his head. Remi stared at him. It was funny how he hadn’t changed physically, but yet he looked so much like a stranger. His body was no longer appealing. His hair wasn’t cute. The tattoos and symbols on his body gained new meaning. Where once she thought they represented clues to as who he was, now she thought of them as distractions. They were placed there by his Master and Sorcerer, not Kace himself. 

They were as strange and foreign as he was. 

“What do you want?” Remi asked, her voice gaining strength. 

“I want to come with you,” he said. Remi winced as she saw someone being cut in half in the distant background. They couldn’t stay there long. The battle wouldn’t last forever. 

“Why?” Milo asked in disbelief. 

“Because I’ve been abandoned,” Kace replied. “Casimir said I didn’t do enough to persuade you to his side. He...he wants nothing to do with me.”

“Then why didn’t he kill you?” Remi asked.

“Because he’s not evil,” Kace shouted, clenching his fists. “He’s trying to do what’s best for all of us, and he doesn’t have time to entertain those that won’t help his cause. The other Sorcerers have a lot more resources than he does and so he has to work twice as hard and twice as fast.”

“If you’re worthless to him, then why would you be of use to us?” Milo asked. 

Kace shut his eyes as he tried to hold back his sorrow. “I’m sorry that I didn’t tell you more about me and my Master, but I had to keep it a secret.”

“No, you didn’t,” Remi said. “You really didn’t. But yeah, you can come with us.”

“I can?” Kace asked in shock. His eyes shot open as Remi appeared behind him with eidolon in hand. She smacked him upside the back of his head with the hilt and he was knocked unconscious instantly. He fell face first in the grass and Milo came to his side.

“We’re leaving him here to die?” Milo asked. 

“No,” Remi said. “We’re taking him with us. Because he’s going to be our bait.”

“Bait? For what?”

“Paragon and Cimmerian can fight all they want, but it doesn’t matter if the Sorcerers aren’t taking care of. They’re the key to everything, and we’re not going to reach one without giving them something of value. If Casimir is against them, then Kace will be very valuable.”
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