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Character Preface: The Story So Far

A Crimson Alliance Interlude (featuring Freija, Kimiko, and Frigid) – Part of: The Crimson Alliance saga

Kimiko

Kimiko, recently turning 29, was born of royal blood in Kyoto, Japan, the daughter of a renowned warrior who walked the edge of both tradition and secrecy. From her earliest years, she was raised in the silent discipline of the samurai and ninja – trained to move without sound, strike without hesitation, and endure without complaint. She became the perfect weapon in a world that had no use for names, only results. Her life was ruled by order… by codes… by purpose.

But fate reshaped her path. A galactic war called her from the shadows, offering not a target, but a choice. She joined Lilith and the Crimson Alliance – seven warriors united across the stars to confront a rising darkness. Kimiko did not seek heroism. She sought purpose, and in the fires of battle, she found comradeship and cause.

She fights with twin katanas strapped across her back and a pair of black steel sai at her hips. Though trained in firearms, she relies on blade and silence, not gunfire, to cut through the chaos of war.

 

Freija

Freija, the younger of two royal identical twins by ten minutes, was born 112 years ago (on her world she was still considered early-mid maturity) into ice and light on a world called Icelandia. Only five-foot-two, with short white hair, cobalt-blue wings, blue skin, and eyes that sparkled like frozen stars, she embraced her role not with formality, but with laughter. Lighthearted and free-spirited, Freija found joy in flight, mischief, and defying rules, especially those meant to keep her grounded.

Though she was born a princess, her spirit soared far beyond the royal halls. She answered Lilith’s call and became one of seven warriors in the Crimson Alliance, each chosen for their strength and soul. In the chaos of war, Freija proved herself not only as a fighter, but as a beacon of hope. She chose to stand beside Kimiko not only on the battlefield but as a devoted friend.

Freija wields twin ice-born short swords, forged from enchanted glacier metal. Each blade can release precision bursts of magical ice shards – projectiles as deadly as her close-combat strikes. Around her neck hangs the Frostheart charm given by her twin, a reminder of home during battles fought on faraway stars.

 

Frigid

Frigid was born first as the elder twin… however, that small margin came the weight of her destiny. Standing the same height as Freija, with the same cobalt-white wings but long flowing white hair and blue skin, Frigid was destined to rule as Queen of Icelandia. Her life had been shaped by centuries-old rituals and expectations, carved from ice and duty. She was meticulous, graceful, and unwavering, every gesture a reflection of the crown she was born to wear.

She remained behind when the stars called her sister away, not from fear, but from devotion. Her world was one of structure and solemn responsibility, and she upheld it with pride. Yet even within her composed exterior stirred a quiet yearning… a flicker of doubt that wondered what lay beyond the frost-covered gates. Her loyalty to her people was absolute. But her heart, slowly, had begun to ask if loyalty alone made a ruler whole.

Frigid carries a ceremonial double-bladed spear, sleek, balanced, and reinforced with elemental sigils of her lineage. Each end is honed to perfection, allowing for elegant sweeps, twin strikes, and full-circle defense. Her elemental mastery over ice surpasses even Freija’s, though she invokes it sparingly… and only when absolutely necessary.

 

 




Prelude: The Codex of Icelandia

 

Before the stars beckoned. Before frostcraft gave way to science. Before wings pierced the skies beyond the clouds – there was only Icelandia.

A small Mars-sized world cloaked in snow and myth, Icelandia was born of elemental fury and sculpted by wind, ice, and time. It turned slowly around a red dwarf sun, its skies veiled in eternal twilight. Though the planet brimmed with glacial beauty, its history was far from serene. For much of its early millennia, Icelandia was divided – a fractured world of cold ambition and ancient rivalries.

There are four great continents on Icelandia:


		The Northern Continent, called Icecrest crowned by the royal city of Frostholm, where the icy mountains split the heavens and the sky sings with auroras.

		The Southern Continent, called Dorland, a land of frost plains and rich mineral veins, known for trade and stubborn independence.

		The Eastern Continent, called Skarae, a jagged land of volcanic ridges and geothermal vents, where the sky is often painted in ash and steam.

		The Western Continent, known as Sommara, whose cliffs plunge into black-ice seas and whose people once spoke only in song.



Each continent was ruled by a sovereign court, each claiming divine right over their lands. Though the Icelandian people shared their avian ancestry – each born with wings, hollow bones, and frost-resistant skin – they warred endlessly. Icecrest from the North clashed with Dorland from the South over trade routes. Skarae in the East sought to harness the heat beneath the ice for power. Sommara in the West remained insular, refusing all treaties, hoarding ancient knowledge in secretive libraries of obsidian stone.

There was no unity. No alliance. Only frost-covered blades and frozen battlefields.

Until one king tried to change everything.

His name has been lost to time, though his legacy endures in the bones of the North. He was a visionary king of the Icecrest – young, fierce, and gifted in both swordplay and statecraft. Unlike his predecessors, he dreamed not of conquest but of connection. He imagined a world where the skies were not divided by borderlines and winged warriors but shared in peace and prosperity.

Trade. Harmony. Peace. A unified Icelandia.

The other kings laughed at his proposals. The king of Dorland dismissed him as naive. The king of Skarae called him a dreamer. Sommara refused to even respond. Frustrated by centuries of bloodshed and deadlock, the young king turned to the only power he believed could unite them all… ancient magic.

In the frozen catacombs beneath Frostholm, he gathered the last of the old mages – those whose knowledge predated the First Frost, whose voices still resonated with the raw elemental forces that shaped the planet. He sought their counsel, demanded their guidance.

They warned him of the cost. Magic that could sway the world was never pure. It was bound to be tethered to things buried… to entities that slumbered beneath the ice long before the winged people had ever drawn breath. But the king would not be deterred.

Together, the mages and the king performed a great summoning.

It began beneath the northern sky, beneath a rare full triad moon. They carved runes into the glaciers, bled frost and fire into sigils, and chanted words that had not been spoken in ten generations. And from the rift between realms came the creature – a spectral entity of frost and storm, born of thought and bound by command.

It had no face, no voice. Only wings of ice and a crown of shifting crystal. It bowed to the king, bound by the magic that called it forth. The king named it Iskarion, the Harbinger of Unity.

The other continents, sensing the North’s growing power, responded with their own summoning. Skarae conjured a fire-being of molten ash. Dorland raised a golem of air and wind. Sommara, most dangerous of all, tore through their own forbidden tomes and summoned an earth-wraith clad in obsidian armor.

But none could match Iskarion.

The Harbinger moved with terrifying grace, devouring the other spectral creatures in a series of battles that shook the very skies. It grew stronger with each victory, feeding not just on magic, but on memory and fear. And as its power swelled, so too did its ambition.

Iskarion turned on the northern king.

“I will unify this world,” it declared in a voice that froze rivers. “But not for you. For myself.”

The betrayal came swiftly. Cities in Icecrest were consumed by eternal ice storms. The air shimmered with auric frost. The Harbinger carved its own throne into the heart of a mountain – Mount Solance – and began to call forth other shadows from beneath the world.

Realizing the horror they had unleashed, the four rulers – once enemies – joined together. The mages, too, cast aside their rivalries and united under a single spell-circle, etched deep into the bones of Icelandia. With their combined strength, they cast the greatest banishment ever attempted.

But it was not only their magic that made it possible. One among the old elemental beings, long forgotten by the world, answered the call to restore balance. Neither born of ice nor fire, wind nor stone, it came cloaked in stillness and heart—a force older than ambition, known only in whispered texts as the Gatekeeper.

With its aid, the Harbinger was forced into sleep. Not slain – for such a being could not die – but sealed beneath Mount Solance, entombed in a crystalline vault of living frost. The magic was layered in millennia, drawn from every continent, every school, every cost.

The Vault became legend. A myth told to keep children from wandering too deep into the ice.

But beneath it all, Iskarion dreamt.

And Icelandia – for all its unity in the centuries that followed – still trembles in the silence beneath its peaks.
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The Next Adventure

 

The galaxy, for a brief moment, exhaled.

After the firestorms of war, after the fall of Necra and the unraveling of her obsidian armada, the stars burned calmly once more. Systems long divided by bloodshed and silence began to pulse with life again – slowly, cautiously, but undeniably. And at the heart of that fragile peace stood seven warriors who had held the line… the Crimson Alliance.

Lilith, the demon-turned-liberator, had looked at them each in turn – bloodied, battle-worn, and still standing – and declared the impossible.

“You’ve earned a break.”

Not just a day or a week, but three full months. Time to heal. Time to breathe. Time to rediscover who they were without war snarling at their heels.

Their next gathering would be at Nefertari’s newly constructed command center on the world of Velyria, a former battleground now being transformed into a symbol of renewal and alliance. The Crimson Alliance would reconvene, reorganize, and decide what came next. But until then, Lilith had ordered rest. True rest. The kind of pause that left warriors unsettled but desperately needed.
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Freija

Each of the team members went off into different reaches of the galaxy. 

However, for Freija, the answer was clear… Icelandia, her home. 

Icelandia awaited, cloaked in frost and silence. A planet untouched by the chaos of the wider galaxy, and yet no less complex beneath its glacial surface. It was where her wings first stretched in childhood flight, where the burden of royalty first pressed down on her shoulders. But it was also where memories had frozen in place, and where she hoped the cold might offer something the battlefield never could… clarity.

Kimiko hadn’t asked to join her.

She didn’t need to.
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Kimiko

In the quiet days following the final battle, while debris still drifted in orbit and the smell of scorched metal lingered in corridors, Freija approached her in the hangar of the Scorpion. Kimiko had been cleaning her twin katanas, the blade edges gleaming in artificial light, her face expressionless.

“You don’t have to go back to Earth,” Freija had said, softly. “Come with me. Icelandia’s not warm – but it’s honest. And I think you could use some honest rest.”

Kimiko paused, considered, and nodded. Not because she needed somewhere to go. But because for the first time in a long while, someone had offered a gift without expecting anything in return.

 

A Transport to Icelandia

Days into their journey aboard a mid-sized civilian transport retrofitted for long-distance travel, the silence between them was companionable. The ship – old, functional, and mostly reliable – was configured for basic comfort. It was unremarkable by design, drifting through quiet lanes of space without attracting notice. But, it was enough.

Freija would spend long hours at the forward viewport, wrapped in a thermal shawl the color of periwinkle ice, legs tucked beneath her, wings occasionally fluttering. Sometimes she hummed softly, tunes from her childhood – melodies the palace staff used to sing when the sun barely rose above the glaciers. Songs with no lyrics, only feeling.

Often, her fingers would find their way to the Frostheart pendant hanging around her neck. A gift from her twin sister, Frigid – given in the quiet of a dim hallway before Freija had left Icelandia. The gem pulsed faintly with a gentle blue glow, casting flickers of light against her blue skin. She would run her thumb over it absentmindedly, remembering her sister’s cool hands fastening it in place, and the unspoken worry that had lingered in her eyes.

Kimiko kept to the training hold. Her katanas moved in deliberate arcs, dancing like silver flames in her hands. She cycled through katas and routines without pause, her body a study in focus. There was no enemy now, but the discipline remained. It was how she stayed grounded. Her movements echoed quietly through the metallic corridors, rhythmic, meditative.

Occasionally, Freija would drift into the training hold and watch from the doorway, arms crossed, expression unreadable. Kimiko never acknowledged her presence, but she never asked her to leave either. Their bond was wordless in those moments – built not on shared sentiment, but on mutual respect forged in the fire of battle.

They didn’t need words.

Not yet.

But the journey wasn't just through space – it was through healing. And both were learning how to exist without danger defining them.

Ahead lay Icelandia… a world blanketed in silence, veined with glowing crystal formations and towering ice spires. Its skies shimmered with auroras most evenings, and its winds whistled through the mountain passes and valleys, channeling echoes of ancient songs along the sculpted ice and stone.

Kimiko had never seen it.

Freija had never shared it.

Now, together, they approached something far more unfamiliar than war.

Peace.

And beneath that stillness, something ancient waited – not with menace, but with memory.

 


 

 2

Echoes in the Ice

 

The cold hit differently this time.

As the transport ship descended through the cloud-draped skies of Icelandia, Freija stared out of the narrow viewport, her breath misting against the frosted glass. Jagged mountain ridges stretched below, draped in endless sheets of ice and snow. Frostholm shimmered in the distance, still as regal as she remembered – but dimmer somehow. Weaker. The wind howled like a voice she almost recognized, and the air felt tighter, as though the planet itself were holding its breath.

Beside her, Kimiko stood next to her in silence. Her dark eyes scanned the landscape, her hands resting calmly at her sides. Freija could sense the tension beneath her stoic demeaner. The ninja’s stillness was never idle – it was always the quiet before movement, the pause before the strike.

Freija exhaled softly and smiled. “Looks inviting, doesn’t it?”

Kimiko didn’t blink. “No.”

Freija laughed under her breath. “Fair.”

Kimiko tilted her head slightly, the shadow of a smirk threatening the corners of her lips. “How cold are we talking?”

Freija stretched, letting her wings unfurl a bit outside of her cloak. “Colder than your darkest training pit. The kind of cold that freezes your breath before it leaves your mouth. It sinks into your bones and starts whispering secrets.”

“Sounds like home,” Kimiko said dryly.

Their banter faded as the landing sequence initiated. The ship rocked gently under their feet as landing gear extended. Blue indicator lights flared to life across the control panels. Freija watched the palace draw nearer – those towering icy spires cutting into the sky like crystal knives.

The transport touched down on the landing pad with a gentle thud. Snow swept across the reinforced glass, dancing in little vortices as the ramp lowered with a hiss. Freija stepped out into the cold first, her boots crunching into the snow-packed landing platform. The air hit her like a spell – sharp and biting, pure in a way no other world ever managed to her.

The Frostheart charm at her neck pulsed with cool light, reacting to the proximity of home. She reached up and touched it briefly, feeling a weight of emotion coil in her chest. She hadn’t seen her sister in over six months. Frigid’s last message had been clipped, cautious, and masked in a political tone.

But she could sense that there was fear in it. The kind that wasn’t spoken aloud.

Two rows of guards in polished ice-forged armor stood at attention on either side of the walkway, their faces hidden beneath visors that shimmered with protective enchantments. Their wings stretched in a royal defensive position.  No fanfare. No formal greeting. Just eyes – watching. Waiting. Silent.

At the end of the line, standing alone before the palace gates, was Frigid.
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Frigid

Her long white hair rippled in the wind, woven through with delicate strands of glacial silk. Her robes were ceremonial, but subtly armored, and a polished sigil of Parliament glinted at her shoulder. Her blue face was pale with exhaustion, but her back remained straight, her presence unshaken. When she saw Freija, her cool expression faltered for only a moment – just enough to let something real surface.

“Sister,” she said.

“Frigid!” replied Freija in excitement.

They met halfway, and Freija threw her arms around her without hesitation. The hug was fierce yet fleeting – like something they’d both needed but didn’t want to linger on too long. When they pulled apart, Frigid’s gaze slid to Kimiko.

“You’ve brought company.”

Freija smiled. “This is Kimiko. Crimson Alliance teammate. Deadlier than she looks.”

Kimiko bowed slightly in the traditional Icelandian way, “Princess.”

Frigid returned the gesture with a subtle nod. “Welcome to Icelandia.”

They turned toward the palace, boots crunching over fresh snow. The guards remained in place, their movements precise, their stillness unnerving. There was something in the air – a tension that hadn’t existed before.

“What happened here?” Freija asked quietly.

Frigid’s lips were tight. “A lot. Too much. And not enough that anyone’s willing to name.”

Inside the palace, warmth from a fire burning in various hearths took the edge off the cold. Hallways of sculpted ice gleamed beneath their boots, and echoes of their footsteps followed them all the way to the grand hall. There, King Frostran and Queen Glaciana waited – regal, poised, unreadable.

 

The Sigil Misstep

The three were making their way to the grand hall where Kimiko and Frigid walked side-by-side and Freija followed close behind, almost skipping as she went along. Kimiko was taking in the shifting blue light along the carved walls. Her gaze was focused upward, until she nearly stepped directly onto a glowing sigil embedded in the floor.

Frigid’s hand shot out. “Stop!”

Kimiko froze mid-step, her boot hovering centimeters above the swirling glyph embedded into the floor. The energy within the sigil pulsed once, almost as if acknowledging her presence.

“I… I…” Kimiko began.

“It’s ceremonial,” Frigid said quickly, recovering her composure. “To step on it is... frowned upon.”

Kimiko pulled her foot back and gave a slow, respectful nod. “Understood.”

Freija, trailing behind, walked right across the next sigil with deliberate exaggeration. “Oh no, I’ve insulted our ancestors… again.”

Frigid gave a long-suffering sigh and muttered, “There she goes again.”

Kimiko looked over her shoulder at Frigid. “Is she always like this at home?”

“Yes,” Frigid said.

“And somehow worse,” Freija added with a cheerful grin.

The moment defused the tension. Even Frigid’s lips twitched with the hint of a smile as they resumed their walk to the king’s chambers.

 

Meeting the Royals

King Frostran and Queen Glaciana waited – regal and poised, though smaller in stature than Kimiko had expected. The King stood at five-foot-six, his posture straight as a blade. The Queen, equally composed, stood five-foot-four – Kimiko’s exact height.
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King Frostran

“Daughter,” the King said, his tone controlled. “And a guest from beyond our stars.”

Queen Glaciana’s gaze lingered thoughtfully on Kimiko. “It is rare for our halls to host one born of another world.”

Kimiko offered a respectful Icelandian bow. “Your Majesties.”

The Queen’s voice remained gentle, though her words carried weight. “You are far from home. Does Icelandia strike you as inhospitable?”

Kimiko answered evenly. “Unfamiliar, yet not unkind.”

OEBPS/Images/image.png





OEBPS/Images/image-1.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image-2.png





OEBPS/Images/image-2.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image.jpeg





