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For those who have ever felt out of place, unheard, or unseen—
may you discover the strength in your cracks,
the beauty in your struggles,
and the power in your dreams.
This book is also for my family, whose love anchors me,
and for every reader who dares to turn the page.
You are the reason stories live.
-S. Page
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Before the name was spoken aloud, before its existence was recorded in any archive, the Society lived in whispers. A gathering of minds and warriors, dreamers and outcasts, each plucked from a world teetering on the edge of collapse.

The Alvongards Society was not created—it was summoned.

It rose when the first fractures appeared, when the walls between realms thinned like old parchment. Scholars argued it was fate. Fighters claimed it was survival. But those who saw beyond understood: the collision of worlds had already begun, and only unity could withstand the storm.

The Tower was their proof.

No map recorded it. No history named it. Yet there it stood, a spire that appeared where worlds touched and bled into each other. Its runes shifted constantly, never the same twice, as if it were alive—testing, waiting, daring the brave to step inside. Some who entered returned altered, their bodies bearing scars and gifts. Others... never returned at all.

And then there was him.

Dremiden Ghraptz. A name carried on winds that were not natural, spoken in voices that belonged to no living throat. He was said to have walked the fissures between worlds long before they ruptured. Some called him a genius of shadows. Others whispered he was the shadow itself, a force born to devour what the collision left behind. Whatever truth lingered, only one thing was certain: where the Tower rose, Dremiden followed.

It was into this storm the Shattered Dreamers were cast. They were not chosen because they were the strongest, or the wisest, or the most worthy. They were chosen because they carried fractures within themselves—flaws that mirrored the broken worlds around them.

Some would see their flaws as weakness. The Society would see them as power.

This is where their story begins.

With a clash of worlds.

With shadows that refused to stay hidden.

And with dreamers who would decide, together, whether to break—or to rise.
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Chapter 1 – Fracture in the City
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The sky tore open above Kaelen Rynar’s neighborhood, not with thunder, but with the sound of reality itself ripping apart. A jagged ribbon of violet and silver stretched across the horizon, pulsing like it had a heartbeat. Concrete cracked. Streetlights bent. Cars skidded uncontrollably as gravity warped around the edges of the dimensional rift.

Kaelen was already running, though he didn’t fully know why. He vaulted over a collapsed lamppost, landing in a perfect crouch — reflexes he didn’t know he had, a deep energy thrumming in his chest. A shriek of metal echoed as a floating shard of the shattered street flipped in the air, hurling debris. Kaelen rolled, just barely avoiding being skewered by a jagged pipe.

“Why does it always start Tuesday?!” Lyra Vennari’s voice rang out, sharp and sarcastic, as she ducked behind a burning sedan, fingers flying over a wrist-mounted holographic keyboard. Sparks and digital projections danced around her as she tried to stabilize the portal device she’d hacked together on the fly. “I hate—hate—when the government doesn’t warn us about reality implosions!”

“Lyra, your hunchbacked portals aren’t supposed to fry my boots!” Kaelen yelled, leaping again, delivering a spinning kick that sent a floating chunk of asphalt careening into the dimensional maw.

From above, a dark silhouette hovered — impossibly calm, impossibly commanding. Dremiden Ghraptz. His coat flowed like liquid shadow, and every step he took seemed to bend the air itself. He tilted his head, amused. “I see the Alvongards’ newest recruits are... predictable.”

Toby Junar’s fists glowed with cultivated energy, each strike hitting with a resonant boom against a creature crawling out of the rift. Its skin was translucent, pulsating with raw power. “Predictable? Yeah, let’s see him try predicting this!” He pivoted, punching with precision, sending the creature flying into a wall that shimmered and cracked, fragments suspended mid-air.

Seraphina Kaelith moved like liquid, bending streams of energy with her gestures to shield her teammates. Her voice cut through the chaos, calm and commanding: “Kael, left! Lyra, stabilize now! Toby, focus!” The rift was expanding; entire buildings teetered on the edge of collapse. Time was short.

“Focus?” Kaelen yelled, dodging another shard. “I am focusing! My feet just don’t want to cooperate!”

Lyra shot him a glare over her glowing console. “Your feet never cooperate!”

The team moved in perfect chaotic harmony — martial arts, cultivated energy, tech, and magic combining in an improvised ballet of survival. Every moment demanded split-second decision-making, yet somehow humor persisted. Even here, in the heart of a city about to be swallowed by a rip in reality, they bickered like siblings.

Dremiden raised a hand, and the air above the rift shimmered into dozens of shifting shapes — illusions of cities collapsing, skies burning, twisted versions of the team themselves. “How will you fight shadows of your own fears?” he intoned.

Kaelen’s chest tightened. His mind screamed to panic, but his body moved on instinct, flipping and striking, weaving through illusions and reality alike. Somewhere in the chaos, he realized — this wasn’t just a fight. It was a test. A test of who they really were, and whether the Alvongards Society had chosen wisely.

And as the rift pulsed, threatening to devour the city, a thought slithered into his mind, quiet but unmistakable: This isn’t the first time this has happened. And it won’t be the last.

The shards stopped for a heartbeat. Silence hung, thick as smoke, then the city screamed again as the dimensional rift shifted violently. Kaelen glanced at his teammates, all battered, all tense. “Okay,” he gasped. “So... how exactly did we get here?”

Lyra’s smirk appeared, even in the dim light of collapsing reality. “Oh, that’s a story. But trust me — it’s complicated.”

And somewhere above, Dremiden Ghraptz laughed.
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Chapter 2 – The Odd Invitation
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The first sign that something unusual was about to happen came in the form of an envelope. Not a letter, not a text, not even an email. No—this was something that glowed faintly, hovering in Kaelen Rynar’s mailbox as if it were breathing.

Kaelen had seen enough weirdness to know two things: 1) he lived in a city where chaos seemed normal, and 2) he had no idea who sent glowing, floating envelopes.

“Great,” he muttered, kicking the envelope gently. It hovered back up, stubborn as a cat with an attitude. He muttered under his breath, “If this is another scam, I swear—”

The envelope snapped open itself. A single card floated out, shimmering with symbols that made Kaelen’s chest tighten. He blinked. They weren’t letters he could read, not at first. But then the symbols shifted, forming words directly in his mind:

“Kaelen Rynar, your potential is needed. The Alvongards Society invites you.”

Kaelen froze. “Society...? What, like a chess club? Because if it’s a chess club, I’m... yeah, I’m really bad at chess.”

The card shimmered, and a holographic figure appeared above it—a tall, cloaked person with eyes that seemed to pierce straight into Kaelen’s soul. “You have been chosen,” the figure intoned. “Your abilities... latent, but present... are required to maintain balance across dimensions. If you refuse, you risk...”

A small explosion outside the apartment window interrupted the ominous speech. Kaelen ducked instinctively, squinting out at a car levitating three feet off the ground, sparks flying as reality bent around it. “Yeah, yeah, whatever, let’s talk about chess later, okay?”

Meanwhile, across the city, Lyra Vennari was having her own... unusual day. Her AI assistant, a little floating orb named Circuit, buzzed and beeped insistently.

“Lyra,” it said in a voice that was equal parts exasperated and robotic, “the Department of Temporal Stability has flagged your recent unauthorized hacks.”

“Ignore them, Circuit,” she said, tossing her tablet onto the bed. “I’m in the middle of—”

Another envelope floated through her window, identical to Kaelen’s. Lyra yelped, leapt backward, and tripped over her stack of soldering tools. Circuit hovered in panic. “Alert! Alert! You are now being recruited by an organization classified above government levels!”

Lyra’s eyes widened. She tapped the envelope experimentally. Symbols streamed into her mind. Her fingers danced over the tablet, trying to understand the encryption and the magical code simultaneously. “It’s... brilliant,” she whispered. “And terrifying. And absolutely impossible.”

Elsewhere, Toby Junar, blissfully unaware of anything cosmic, was finishing a late-night boxing session. Punching bag swinging, sweat dripping, he hadn’t noticed the faint, pulsing glow of a letter slipping beneath the gym door.

He picked it up and snorted. “If this is a recruitment for some fancy martial arts cult, I swear—”

The envelope opened in his hand, and the words appeared, almost singing:

“Your fists are not ordinary. Your potential is required. Join the Alvongards Society or face consequences beyond your imagination.”

Toby blinked. “Potential, huh? Well, I am pretty good at punching things. I’ll bite.”

—-
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By evening, all three had received similar invitations. And by some improbable twist of fate, they arrived at the same location: an old warehouse on the edge of the city, disguised with holographic runes that hid its entrances from mundane eyes.

Inside, the air hummed with power. Crystals floated lazily in mid-air, circuits ran across the floor in impossible patterns, and walls shifted subtly, as if breathing.

Kaelen muttered, “This is either a scam or I’ve fallen into a video game I didn’t agree to join.”

Lyra tapped a console embedded in the wall. “Definitely not a scam. There’s quantum encryption and a magical seal. Someone went through a lot of trouble.”

Toby cracked his knuckles. “Well... if there’s trouble, I’m technically qualified.”

From the shadows, a voice rang out: calm, authoritative, yet with a teasing undertone.

“Welcome,” said Master Orion Kaelith. His eyes twinkled. “You’ve been chosen because the world doesn’t always wait for ordinary people to rise. It waits for those who can fight, adapt, and—most importantly—survive.”

Kaelen, Lyra, and Toby exchanged glances. Survival? That was a word they would soon understand in ways they couldn’t imagine.

And somewhere high above, invisible to them, Dremiden Ghraptz watched. His smile was thin, calculating. “Interesting,” he murmured. “Let’s see how far they can go... before reality bends them completely.”

The trio stood in awe at the vast chamber of the warehouse, their eyes darting between floating glyphs, shimmering walls, and the crystalline orbs that hummed in resonance with the air. The place felt alive, as if the building itself were aware of their presence and judging their worth.

Master Orion’s cloak shimmered in the dim, magical light. He stepped forward, each motion precise, yet effortless, like someone who could bend gravity with a flick of his wrist. “Before you ask,” he said, voice calm but laced with humor, “yes, this is real. No, it’s not a prank. And no, there’s no manual for surviving what’s coming.”

Kaelen muttered under his breath, “Great, so we’re basically screwed.”

Lyra rolled her eyes, already scanning the walls for tech integration. “Screwed is subjective. I prefer ‘strategically challenged,’” she said, tapping on a floating console that appeared from nowhere. Numbers, runes, and symbols danced across her vision. “Oh... oh wow. They really didn’t want this place to be hacked.”

Toby rubbed his jaw. “I like it already. Fists, danger, and magic-looking stuff? Count me in.”

Master Orion’s eyes twinkled. “Enthusiasm is commendable, but survival will require discipline, control, and—most importantly—teamwork.”

He raised a hand, and the floor beneath them rippled like water. Crystals shifted, creating platforms and targets. “Before I begin instruction, let us see what you are truly capable of. Consider this a... very preliminary test.”

A door in the back of the chamber slid open, revealing a series of holographic combat simulations — orbs, dummies, and energy constructs that shifted unpredictably. Kaelen felt his pulse quicken.

“This is just the first step,” Master Orion continued. “A fighter’s skill is measured not by how hard they hit, but how quickly they can adapt. And here...” He gestured around. “...is where adaptation becomes survival.”

Kaelen took a deep breath. His heart pounded. The energy inside him—the strange, buzzing power he hadn’t understood—began to stir. It was faint, almost imperceptible, but it responded to his focus. A spark of movement beneath his feet, a shiver of force, a whisper of energy that promised... more.

Lyra leapt forward, fingers already glowing as she interfaced with the constructs. “Adaptive programming mixed with magical resonance,” she muttered, almost to herself. “This is... amazing.” Sparks of tech and magic intertwined as she manipulated the orbs. One flipped sideways, narrowly missing Kaelen’s head.

“Watch it, genius!” Kaelen shouted, ducking instinctively. “I’m trying to learn here!”

Toby rolled his shoulders, fists glowing faintly. “Relax, kid. You’ll survive. Maybe. Hopefully. Probably.” He stepped forward, smashing a simulation orb with a perfectly timed punch, energy flaring in a brilliant arc. The orb disintegrated, leaving a ripple in the holographic floor.

Sera appeared silently from the shadows, graceful and measured. With a flick of her wrist, she bent a stream of energy, redirecting a floating shard back into a dummy target. “You are all brash,” she said softly, voice calm, “but capable. That is... a start.”

The three recruits exchanged glances. Brash, capable... that sounded both encouraging and terrifying.

Master Orion clapped his hands together. “Excellent. Enough observations for now. The next step is understanding the philosophy behind your power—martial arts, cultivation, energy control, and how all three interact. And yes, you will be tested daily. Mentally, physically, and... sometimes comically.” He smirked. “Especially comically.”

Lyra groaned. “Oh no. That can’t be good.”

Toby laughed. “Bring it on. I like comedy... as long as I punch stuff.”

Kaelen felt the stirrings of purpose. The chaos, the danger, the ridiculousness—it all mattered. Somehow, somewhere, he knew this was where he belonged. Not because he wanted to fight monsters or punch things or hack impossible devices—but because, for the first time in his life, he was needed.

The three of them stood in the middle of the chamber, surrounded by floating simulations, magical crystals, and tech constructs that seemed to hum in anticipation. And from above, just beyond the reality of their perception, Dremiden Ghraptz watched, silent, calculating.

The rift in the city from earlier was just the beginning. And he was smiling.

Kaelen, Lyra, and Toby would have to become more than fighters. They would have to become a team.

And for that... they had to survive the oddest, strangest, most humiliating training of their lives.

Master Orion’s eyes swept over the trio, calm yet sharp. “Before you can fight real threats,” he said, “you must first understand the principles that govern all dimensions: balance, control, and the flow of energy. This is not optional. Fail, and you may... well, fail spectacularly.”

Kaelen glanced at Toby and Lyra. “Spectacularly fail? Really inspiring.”

Lyra, already scanning the room with one glowing eye, tapped her wrist console. “I detect multiple energy signatures here. They’re layered, dynamic... and highly unstable. This could be dangerous.”

“Or fun,” Toby muttered, cracking his knuckles. “Mostly fun. Right?”

Master Orion gestured, and the simulations shifted. Holographic dummies sprouted limbs of energy, twisting unpredictably. Crystalline shards floated, spinning like miniature satellites, each resonating with strange, pulsing energy.

“Your first task,” Orion said, “is to navigate chaos. Each of you will face a unique trial designed to test your strengths—and exploit your weaknesses.”

Kaelen’s stomach tightened. “Great. Weaknesses. I definitely have those.”

Lyra smirked. “Yeah, like overthinking and sarcasm?”

Kaelen threw a mock glare. “Exactly! Those aren’t weaknesses!”

Trial One – Kaelen’s Combat Challenge

Kaelen’s trial materialized in a circular arena of floating shards. Energy constructs lunged at him from all directions. The air crackled as he dodged, leaped, and struck.

Instinct took over. His feet moved faster than thought, delivering precise kicks that sent shimmering constructs flying. A strange warmth spread through his chest—the first tangible sensation of cultivation energy responding to his focus.

“Not bad,” Master Orion’s voice echoed. “But control, Kaelen. You cannot rely on instinct alone.”

Kaelen gritted his teeth, trying to steady his breath and energy. Each movement now had to flow with intent, each strike a controlled burst of chi. Slowly, the constructs fell with more precision. By the end, Kaelen’s hair was sweat-damp, his arms trembling—but he had survived.

Trial Two – Lyra’s Integration Test

Lyra’s holographic arena was a maze of floating consoles, each projecting magical runes and technological codes. She had to manipulate both simultaneously to stabilize a miniature dimensional rift.

“Okay, okay, keep calm,” she muttered. Her fingers moved faster than the eye could follow. Sparks, glowing lines, and magical pulses intertwined. The rift wavered, threatening to expand, then... stabilized.

Circuit, floating by her shoulder, buzzed: “Remarkable, Lyra. Probability of catastrophic failure: zero-point-oh-five percent.”

Lyra grinned, panting. “That’s practically perfect. Let’s hope it doesn’t explode in my face later.”

Trial Three – Toby’s Physical & Cultivation Challenge

Toby faced a massive, energy-infused training construct. Each punch required precise chi alignment to harness the energy without overloading his body.

He jumped, ducked, and punched with every ounce of cultivated energy he had. Each hit sent shockwaves through the chamber. By the end, the construct was disintegrated, leaving Toby grinning like a kid who’d just won a street fight.

“Not bad, Juno,” Orion said, a rare smile flickering across his face. “You have raw power. Now learn to control it—or it will betray you.”

Team Dynamics Emerging

The three of them regrouped, exhausted but exhilarated. Kaelen wiped sweat from his brow. “So... we’re alive. That’s good, right?”

Lyra smirked, adjusting her glowing goggles. “Barely. But yes, technically alive.”

Toby laughed. “I don’t know about you guys, but I feel... ready. Or at least, ready enough to punch something big and scary.”

Sera appeared silently, observing. “You are not yet ready,” she said softly, voice calm. “But you have begun to understand yourselves... and each other. That is the first step toward real strength.”

Kaelen blinked. “Wait... we’re supposed to like each other too?”

Sera’s lips curved into the faintest smile. “Eventually. Or at least... not kill each other.”

As the recruits took their first breaths of relief, the warehouse shimmered. The floating crystals hummed, echoing through the chamber. Somewhere in the unseen corners of reality, Dremiden Ghraptz watched, his shadow stretching unnaturally.

“A beginning,” he murmured. “And already... interesting.”

Outside, the city slept—or tried to. Dimensional energy lingered, subtle and dangerous, hinting that the chaos Kaelen had seen was only a small fragment of what was to come.

Kaelen, Lyra, and Toby had survived their first trials, but survival was only the beginning. The Alvongards Society had much to teach them... and Dremiden had much to test.
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Chapter 3 – Training Under Fire
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The training hall of the Alvongards Society was like nothing any of them had seen before. It stretched endlessly, or at least it seemed to, with walls that shimmered between solid crystal, holographic projections, and swirling energy patterns. Platforms floated mid-air, some spinning, some flickering in and out of existence.

Kaelen stepped cautiously onto the first platform. It wobbled under his weight, as if testing him. “Okay... gravity, don’t betray me now,” he muttered. His boots squeaked against the polished, shifting surface.

Lyra zipped past him, hands glowing as she manipulated energy nodes on the walls. “Gravity’s fine,” she said over her shoulder, “you’re just clumsy.”

Toby, punching a floating holographic target, laughed. “Clumsy? Buddy, you call that clumsy? That was practically acrobatics.”

Kaelen muttered something about acrobatics being too advanced for him and made a series of awkward flips that ended with him slamming into a holographic wall, which shimmered harmlessly before reforming.

Sera floated silently above them, calm and precise. “Focus, Kaelen. Your body and energy must act as one. And your mind... must follow.” She flicked her wrist, sending a small orb of energy toward him. Kaelen caught it instinctively, feeling the pulse of chi aligning with his own energy.

“Not bad,” Sera said, nodding. “Now, integrate it with your movement. Feel the flow.”

The First Team Exercise

Master Orion’s voice boomed through the hall. “Your first team trial begins now. Alone, you may survive. Together, you will thrive—or fail spectacularly.”

Immediately, energy constructs materialized. Floating shards spun in unpredictable arcs, shifting into shapes that resembled beasts, humanoids, and strange hybrid forms. They moved faster than the eye could follow, striking from multiple directions.

Kaelen dodged a shard and kicked it back toward Toby, who pivoted and smashed it with a perfectly timed punch. Lyra’s fingers flew over the floating control nodes, redirecting another shard into a harmless holographic wall.

Sera’s energy streams curved gracefully, catching and neutralizing several constructs at once. “Coordinate!” she called, “Kaelen left, Lyra stabilize, Toby, strike from above!”

Kaelen grinned mid-flip. “I think I can do that!”

Chaos and Humor

For the next several minutes, the hall became a whirlwind of action.

Kaelen’s attempts to integrate his martial arts and cultivation energy were a mix of brilliance and comedic failure. One spinning kick sent him careening into a holographic wall, narrowly missing Lyra, who rolled her eyes but couldn’t help smirking.

Lyra was brilliant at controlling tech and magic simultaneously, but her habit of sarcastically narrating everything caused Kaelen and Toby to break concentration more than once.

Toby’s raw power was impressive but lacked subtlety; he frequently overpowered constructs, sending debris flying and nearly colliding with Kaelen mid-air.

Sera, calm and precise, was the anchor, subtly guiding them while letting them learn through trial, error, and occasionally hilarious missteps.

By the end of the trial, the room was littered with shattered holographic constructs and floating energy residue. Kaelen collapsed, panting. “Teamwork... is
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