
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  	
	    
	      Also by Julius St. Clair

	    

      
	    
          
	      Angelic Testament

          
        
          
	          End of Angels

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Depression Series

          
        
          
	          Depression Vol 1

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Julius St Clair Short Stories

          
        
          
	          Sanctuary (A Short Love Story)

          
        
          
	          My Best Friend is a Killer: Short Story Collection

          
        
          
	          Girl of My Dreams

          
        
          
	          The First and Last Kiss

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Sage Saga

          
        
          
	          The Last of the Sages

          
        
          
	          The Sage Academy (Book 1.5 of the Sage Saga)

          
        
          
	          The Last War

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Seven Sorcerers Saga

          
        
          
	          The Sorcerer's Ring

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Rest Die Tomorrow Miniseries

          
        
          
	          The Rest Die Tomorrow - Ascension

          
        
          
	          The Rest Die Tomorrow - Judgment

          
        
          
	          The Rest Die Tomorrow - Killbox

          
        
          
	          The Rest Die Tomorrow - Endgame

          
        
          
	          The Rest Die Tomorrow: The Complete Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Last of the Guardians

          
        
          
	          The End of Us

          
        
          
	          The Last Water on Earth

          
        
          
	          The Romance Collection

          
        
      

      
    
    


​The Last War

Last of the Sages IX

By 

Julius St. Clair



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​

[image: ]




Twenty years ago

The Great Collision occurred.

Between Paradise (Heaven),

Oblivion (Hell),

And Terra (Earth).

Once thought to be spiritual planes, 

It was discovered that Paradise and Oblivion were actually very physical worlds.

Now they are connected

And all the people

Are sharing the same atmosphere, but not the same ideals.

War is Here.

And fearing the great conflict ahead, 

both Paradise and Oblivion dispatch their warriors.

Paragon has their private army: supernatural soldiers from Terra known as Sages

But they are not enough.

Cimmerian has its vast armies

But they are weak.

The Delilah have their secrets

But they will soon be discovered.

The only ones who can truly turn the tides

Are still in hiding.

The Seven Sorcerers—ancient warriors that are revered as gods—wait in the shadows,

Uncertain of which side to take.

James and Catherine seek to overcome their burdens while war surrounds them.

Old friends hunt them. 

Old enemies watch in wait.

And they are not the only ones targeted for execution.

Few are prepared for the battles ahead. 

So very few...

Chapter 1 – Animal
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This was why the Quietus were seen as animals, he was sure of it. It wasn’t their intimidating presence or their strange appearance. Those notions were easily discarded as it was common knowledge that the Quietus were able to revert back to a human form. The stories and myths of the Quietus were essentially likened to that of werewolves. Nothing more than humans with the power to transform into beasts. 

They were considered animals because of their actions. The way that they would fight against impossible odds for sport. The way that they would absorb others. The way they foamed at the mouth when they were in their berserker state, gnashing their sharp teeth and raking their claws at the ground feverishly. 

James was half-Quietus so he understood some of the urges, but the foaming? The raking of their claws on the ground? The berserker state? He didn’t have a clue as to what that was all about until now. Now that he had actually dipped his toe into the pool of the dark side, he realized the cause of the fever. 

Absorbing another person tainted the soul. 

As memories flooded into his mind that weren’t his own, he groaned and clawed at a nearby tree with his bare hands—his fingernails scraping against the surface and tearing his soft, tender skin underneath.

Without realizing it, he opened his mouth wide and bit the tree in front of him, taking in a mouthful of bark, dirt, insects and spores. He gagged and spat out the contents. He nearly regained control of his thoughts when more memories slapped against the side of his skull like a sledgehammer. 

His sharp fangs reappeared and he bit the tree again, chomping into it harder than before. He couldn’t take it. He couldn’t sort out what memories were his anymore. All he could do was wait for the pain to subside like an addict going cold turkey. He whined and tears began to stream down his eyes as he sensed movement nearby. 

His instincts were to chase whatever it was and chomp into that instead of the tree, but at least he had enough willpower to squash that feeling at least. Deep down, he already knew what it was.

Catherine sighed heavily as she adjusted herself into a more comfortable position. The cluster of tree branches that she was sitting on up above James was beginning to cut into her skin and though she didn’t want to distract her husband, she knew she had to move. 

They had been there for over a week, and though she knew that it was essential for James to get through all of the changes that absorption caused, she was pretty bored. 

Arimus and the other Sages had probably gone by now. She had asked them to do so. The Ancient Knights, after all, weren’t what they had thought they were. It was all one big masquerade, as many things in her life had been. The only constant in her life had been James, and now he was weighing more heavily than ever on her mind. 

She never expected him to be in such a vulnerable condition. He had always been so foolishly confident and jovial that she concentrated her worries on other matters, knowing that at any moment, she could take a step away from her duties and turn to him for comfort, fun and peace. What would life be now? If the visions and memories didn’t go away? She didn’t know enough about Quietus physiology to know for sure what would happen next.

“Ow, I think I have a splinter in my gums,” she heard him groan.

She couldn’t help but giggle. He looked up at her and smiled. That familiar smile—so cute, mischievous and smug that she didn’t know whether to pinch his cheeks, kiss him, or slap him. Who else could cause an emotional whirlwind within her?

“Spell over?” she asked from above. 

“Yeah, come on down,” he called, scratching the crown of his head. “What was I doing this time?”

“Biting trees,” she laughed as she leapt down. Saying it made it sound even more ridiculous.

“Oh yay,” he chuckled as she landed beside him. His face softened. “How are you holding up?”

“I’m a little bored,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. “But otherwise I’m okay. Not hungry or anything. I’ve been finding some great fruit. Got to love Paragon for that.”

“I feel like I’m reaching the end of it,” he said. She didn’t say anything, but all she could think about was how he had said the same thing for the last four days. 

“That’s good,” she said instead, not wanting to discourage him. “Hey, while you’re in that state, can you sense anything that’s going on around us? Do you know if there is a battle nearby, for example?”

“Itching to fight?” he laughed, putting his hands on his hips.

Catherine gave him a curt smile. “Kind of. I was just wondering.”

“Unfortunately, when I’m like that, I can’t think of much beyond what I’m going through. Sorry. But...if you want to go, I would understand.”

“You wouldn’t even have gotten this far without me,” she said, punching his arm playfully. It was sweaty. She winced and wiped her hand on the other sleeve of her shirt. 

“It’s true,” he admitted. “I’m so happy you’re here.”

“Of course,” she said, then she cleared her throat. She was ready to change the subject, but she wasn’t sure what to talk about. Waiting for him to get over what he did...it was like they were both stuck in limbo. It was like an itch that couldn’t be scratched. She was just ready for both of them to be able to move on. 

“I think—” James stopped and scowled. “Hey, do you hear that? Sounds like thumping.”

“What?” Catherine asked him, spinning around. She didn’t see anything but the same cluster of trees in front of them. “Thumping? What causes...a heartbeat? Are you hearing a heartbeat?”

“Maybe,” he muttered, sniffing at the air. His eyes were beginning to blink rapidly.

“Are you about to transform?” she asked.

“No, no,” he said, waving a hand at her. “You don’t have to worry.”

“Well, let me know if you get the urge...is there anything else besides the heartbeat? It could be an animal.”

“No, this one is irregular. It’s like...someone is nervous but they’re trying to still their breathing at the same time. Someone’s here. No...I’m wrong. It’s not irregular. I’m picking up multiple heartbeats.”

“A group?” Catherine asked. She didn’t waste any time. Her purple Sage robe blinked into existence as James wrapped a hand around her wrist.

“Let’s see what they want,” he said. “I’m still not myself. I don’t want to fight them if I don’t have to.”

“Then I will,” she said with a frown. “I can handle myself.”

“They’re strong,” he said with a shudder. “They smell dangerous.”

“So am I,” she said adamantly.

“Hello!” they heard someone say from behind them, making them both jump into the air surprised. Catherine gasped, quickly placing both of her hands to her chest as James clenched his jaw. He tried not to leap at the intruder.

“Hey there,” the intruder said, lifting her hands in surrender. “I’m sorry to startle you. I just wanted to greet you before you attacked my back-up. Don’t worry. They won’t move any closer unless you start a fight with me.”

“Who are you?” Catherine demanded. The purple haired girl with the sunglasses smiled as she wiped her sweaty palms on her little black dress. 

“I’m Atianna,” she said. “And I just want to talk.”

“You don’t look like a fighter,” James said and Atianna frowned at him.

“Have you seen me fight? No. So, I would be careful about...okay, let me back up. I’m here to ask you a few questions. I really don’t want to fight.”

“Shouldn’t we be the ones asking the questions?” Catherine asked. “You’re the ones intruding into our space right now.”

“Please,” Atianna sighed. “Hear me out...I need to know. What happened to the, um, men at the fortress near here? “

“They’re dead,” James said flatly. 

“Dead?” she asked. “We can’t find any trace of them. Do you know what happened exactly? There’re no bodies.”

“We were there, and we fought them,” Catherine said. “What they were doing there was horrible. Making people from Terra into breeders...how could they justify that being okay?”

“So, you two are the ones that beat them?” Atianna said. “Wow, you two must be pretty strong.”

“Something like that,” Catherine said. “Now, we have a couple of questions for you, if you don’t mind.”

“Unfortunately, I do.” The intruder snapped her fingers and suddenly Catherine and James were pushed to their knees. A pair of men kept their arms behind their backs while someone else kept a blade at their throats respectively. 

“What is this?” James asked as he tried to see the attackers from the corner of his eye. They were going to make a great effort to keep their faces hidden. Catherine took a deep breath and stared up at Atianna.

“I thought you said you didn’t want to fight.”

“I don’t,” Atianna replied. “And we’re not. You’re coming with us. I need to find out how much of your story is true, and I’m only going to get the truth if I extract it using my personal methods. To answer your question, no, I’m not a fighter, but I have other talents.”

“The Ancient Knights were horrible,” James said. “They have no interest in protecting anyone. All they cared about were themselves.”

“Well, that’s not true,” she yawned. “At least not all. Those Knights back there? They were exiled from the real Order, just like we were. Yes, we use the name to get farther along in life, but we dare not actually claim to be part of that pompous sect.”

“So they’re out there?” James asked in hope. “The real ones?”

“What do you mean real ones? We’re real too, you know. Just because they’re in the majority, that doesn’t mean that they are the epitome of what a Knight should be.”

“You’re no Knight,” James chuckled, shaking his head. “You’re an imposter. It’s like a kid that releases his eidolon for the first time. It doesn’t mean you’re a Sage.”

“Is that what you are?” Atianna scoffed. “A Sage? How was a Sage able to kill one Ancient Knight, let alone several?”

“It’s because I’m not your average Sage,” James smiled. He bare his teeth at Atianna and it took her a moment to notice, but her eyes widened once she saw the sharp, pronounced lines. 

“What are you then?”

“What you fear,” James growled. A stream of liquid tar-colored skin erupted from his shoulders and slid down his forearms, making the grip of his captors slippery. Their hands slid off and he spun his body around, sweeping their legs out from under them. His face met theirs as they hit the ground. There were three of them behind him, and another two behind Catherine—one of which who was now heading over to help the other men. 

James met him head on and leapt onto his chest, sending him to the ground before he could draw his sword. James bit into his throat with his fangs as he continued to transform and Catherine summoned her eidolon, twitching it to the side slightly so that it nicked the leg of the man holding her arms back. It was enough to throw him off guard. 

She spun around on her knees and sliced through both of his legs, sending him onto his back. She leapt to her feet and stabbed him in the chest before he could retaliate. 

James was in full Quietus form now, and the men knew they were cornered. James took the scythe attached to his left arm and severed the heads of his attackers one by one, then he turned to Atianna. 

She didn’t look impressed. “Those weren’t Knights,” she muttered. “Those were some of my personal escorts taken from the pool of breeders at the fortress.”

“You can’t have kids,” Catherine said. “You’re a Deja. All of the Knights are.”

“I use them as pawns and servants,” Atianna said, clenching her fists. “But what does it matter to you? You’re going to be dead in a couple of minutes. After you tell me how you killed my friends.”

“I can show you,” James said and Catherine grabbed the side of his neck with her bare hand. 

“Stay in control,” she growled. 

“So you’re the one,” Atianna said, looking to James. “What did you do? Huh? I can  tell that based on your form you must be...oh, I see. That’s how you did it, you monster. They’re inside of you, aren’t they? AREN’T THEY?!”

“They say hello,” James spat at her.

Catherine slapped him on the back. “Don’t say that! Don’t provoke her.”

Tears were already beginning to stream down Atianna’s face past the sunglasses. “They were my family, you know? They were all I had.”

“We did it out of necessity,” Catherine said. “Not because we wanted to. And we don’t want to fight you either. We can go our separate ways.”

“And what?” she cried. “I have nothing to live for! And if there is anything beyond this existence, they wouldn’t even be there. I want to be absorbed!”

“No!” Catherine snapped at her. “That’s not going to happen.”

“Not unless you have no choice,” Atianna said darkly. “I have information...information that you desperately need if you have any hope of surviving what’s to come. The Night of Souls has begun.”

“What the heck is that?”

“The end of the world in a nutshell,” Atianna laughed. “And there’s nothing you can do about it unless you can see what’s in my head.”

“He’s not going to do that,” Catherine said. 

“I need to be with them,” Atianna pleaded, stretching the tips of her fingers out toward them. “You don’t understand. The man I love is in there.”

“I’m sorry that you have to go through this,” Catherine lamented. “But it’s not going to happen.”

“Not if I force your hand,” she smiled. “If I hurt you bad enough...he might have no choice.”

“You’d have to be incredibly strong.”

“Of course I am,” she said, removing her sunglasses and revealing her large, brown eyes. “And they were too. The only reason you’re even alive right now is because of that technique of his, and that’s the only thing that will save you now.”

“I’m stronger than before,” James growled. “All of their power is now mine.”

“All the more reason to kill you if you don’t do what I want.” Atianna sucked her teeth and then charged them with while screaming. In her left hand appeared an eidolon, looking as if the wind itself spiraled around her knuckles and then created a blade there out of thin air. She raised the sword high above her head—its shape resembling that of a yuntoudao. The tip of the blade was shaped into the round tuft of a cloud. 

“Stay back,” Catherine ordered James. “I’ve got this.”

Catherine shuffled one foot to the right and waited for the striking moment. As soon as she saw Atianna’s arms beginning to fall, she sprinted forward with all the speed she could muster. Because she summoned her multi-colored eidolon at the same time she moved, she was able to slice right through Atianna’s abdomen. The self-proclaimed Knight spiraled off balance and fell into the trunk of one of the nearby trees. James leapt out of the way and examined her from afar. She didn’t appear to be moving.

“See?” Catherine said, putting her eidolon away. “There’s more than one way to dispatch a foe. I took her down with one blow.”

Atianna was bleeding out, but suddenly the flow ceased. Catherine scowled at their foe as she groaned and climbed to her feet, holding the wound that was now rapidly closing. 

“Heh, that hurt,” she half-chuckled and half-groaned. “But you’re done.”

“Bold words for someone that’s lost a fair amount of what keeps you alive.”

“My body has tasted your blade and now the counter measures have kicked in. You will never be able to harm me with that eidolon ever again. My immune system has built a resistance against the components of your very soul.”

“Right,” Catherine scoffed. 

“You should have gone for my head,” Atianna laughed. She was standing up straighter now. “And trust me, I won’t allow James to even get that close. I just wanted to show you that, you know...there’s more than one way to dispatch a foe. Heh...heh...” Atianna burst out laughing as Catherine ran at her. 

Atianna didn’t even budge as Catherine brought her eidolon down upon the Knight’s head. It was as if her skull were a boulder. The eidolon bounced off of it.

“See, told you!” Atianna shouted, stepping forward while Catherine was caught off guard. With a few whips of her hand, three large, red streaks appeared across Catherine’s chest and stomach. She fell onto her back and whimpered as the multi-colored eidolon disappeared from her hand. Blood began to coat the ground as the Princess remained in a fetal position.

“Now James,” Atianna said, turning to the Quietus. “Are you ready to dance?”

James glared at her and then back down at the scythes protruding from his arms. One slice...that was all he could do before he would have to resort to darker, more troubling methods. 

James sighed. 

Catherine, he thought. I hope you can forgive me if it comes to that.



Chapter 2 – History
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“Team one is ready, sir,” the Delilah said to him from behind a diving suit and large blue goggles. Kyran nodded and kept moving forward, inspecting the men and women that would be accompanying them on their journey. They wouldn’t be going the main route, but via boat, which few knew that the Delilah even had. Since Kyran had pledged his allegiance, Elian—one of the leaders—had given him a lot of information. Kyran appreciated the disclosure, but he was also suspicious by nature. What confidential information was being held back from that dump? That was the question lingering on his mind. Perhaps he would get some insight from those he would be fighting with. Even if they had been selected by Elian himself, Kyran had his own methods when it came to extraction.

“Be right back,” he said, his voice so low that it was on the borderline of being a whisper. Kyran took a few strides to his small house and walked inside. Chloe was on the main couch, putting on her last rubber boot. 

“These things are horrible,” she complained. “I’m taking them off once we get to shore.”

“Same,” Kyran said, walking over to the dining room table and whipping the unnecessary papers out of the way. He finally found what he was looking for. He picked up the plain white sheet and examined the contents—a detailed list of where James had been last sighted. It seemed that Catherine had found her way back to his side as well. Kyran found that disappointing.

“Are you comfortable going by boat?” Chloe asked.

Kyran shrugged his shoulders. “It’s less conspicuous.”

“Do you even know how to swim?” Chloe smiled.

Kyran glared at her from the corner of his eye with a bored expression. “What are you getting at?”

“I mean, because you’re a little kitty. Cats don’t know how to swim.”

Kyran shut his eyes and surprisingly sighed in relief. Though he hated the moniker Chloe had long ago come up with for him, he was happy to see that she was in a playful mood. As the days went by, it seemed like she spent less time thinking thought about the massacre. At least, that’s what he hoped. She could just be putting on a stronger face. 

“It’s not that cats don’t know how to swim,” he said, turning around. “They don’t like the water. There’s a difference.”

“Uh-huh,” Chloe giggled. “But can you swim?”

“No.”

“That’s hilarious,” she chuckled under her breath. Kyran didn’t think so. He rustled the sheet in his hand and went back to reading. Chloe raised an eyebrow. “What’s that?”

“James’ most recent sightings,” he said casually.

“So we’re doing this then,” she said, tucking her thick pants inside the tops of her boots. 

“Is that okay with you?” 

“Yeah,” Chloe nodded. “We’re Delilah now. It’s our job.”

“It didn’t have to be,” Kyran said. “They asked, and I accepted. I could have turned it down.”

“No,” she said, leaning onto her knees with her elbows while she remained sitting. “I understand completely. Although it sucks that we have history with them, we might be able to get them to come in quietly, or if we have to...put them down with the least amount of pain.”

“My love,” Kyran said, letting her know that what he was about to say was very important. “I am hoping that James will allow himself to be taken, but I don’t want you to count on that. In your mind, I want you to tell yourself that you can’t hold back. He might not be all there.”

“He’s really absorbing people?” Chloe winced. “That’s...with all of the stories he knows about the attack on Allay, how can he do such a thing? It’s like spitting on the good names and memories of the past.”

“That’s why he might not be the James we remember,” Kyran replied. “And to ensure that we keep his victims at a minimum, we have to do this.”

“It’s so sad,” she sighed.

“One more thing,” he said, his eyes wavering for a moment. “I received word...that Catherine is with him.”

“What?!” Chloe glared at him. “When did you find out!?”

“Just now,” he said, raising the paper up slightly. “She’s not a target, but if she gets in the way...”

“She must be trying to help...”

“This can’t change the parameters of our mission.”

“I’m okay,” Chloe said, standing to her feet. “This is what I want—to go with you on one of your missions.”

“I wouldn’t look down on you if you backed out.”

“No,” she said, placing a hand on his shoulder. “I’ve never felt so close to you, and I’m not going to let that go.”

“Right,” he said. She smiled at him and went out the door as he stayed where she had left him, still holding the paper in his hand. He closed his eyes and sighed. 
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