Bloodline 1441

Chapter 1441 Rescuing Falco

The aim of the two figures seemed to be the infiltration of the zone, driven by motives known only to
themselves.

The sensation of being in the dimension was nothing short of overwhelming. The absence of time
rendering every moment eternal and every second, a lifetime of experience.

The eerie silence was broken only by the sound of their movements, which seemed muffled and distant
in the dense atmosphere. The air was thick with an unnameable essence, making every breath an effort
and every step a venture into the unknown.

Web-like threads spread with every single movement, causing their faces to twist with worry.

As they advanced, the reality around them seemed to react, shifting and morphing in ways that
challenged comprehension. Indescribable shapes flickered in the periphery of their vision, and mute
sounds echoed through the void. It felt as though the dimension itself was both aware and unaware of
their presence.

Emerging from the swirling vortex of darkness, Gustav and Ria found themselves within a realm that
defied logic.

They were surrounded by gargantuan rocky structures, each floating in the void yet connected by chains
longer and more massive than any skyscraper conceived by human imagination.



The chains, forged from an unknown material, shimmered with an ethereal light, casting eerie shadows
that danced across the void. The darkness there was alive, pulsating with a malevolent energy that
seemed to watch and whisper.

As they cautiously navigated the surreal landscape, their eyes were drawn to a distant figure. The being,
humanoid yet distinctly otherworldly, stood in stark contrast against the oppressive darkness. A
massive, dark wing extended from its left side, unfurling into the void with a regal yet ominous
presence.

Above its head, a spiky crown pulsed with power so intense it distorted the air around it.

Drawing closer, they observed the being's inhumane characteristics: eyes that glowed with an internal
fire, skin etched with glowing runes of ancient power, and limbs that combined the elegance of a deity
with the ferocity of a creature born from darkness.

Most strikingly, the being was bound by restraints that appeared almost sentient, coiling around its form
and anchoring it to the surrounding floating rocks.

Gustav couldn't help but squint in suspicion.

They soon arrived in clear view of the being who seemed to be struggling with his eyes closed.
Occasionally wriggling and writhing in pain that was invisible to the naked eye.

As they drew closer, they realized that the being indeed bore facial similarities with their friend.



"Falco?" Gustav whispered.

The realization hit them with a mix of relief and urgency.

"How is... he looks very different," Ria gazed at the part of his face that elongated into an upside down
'v' structure.

"Yes, but why is he restrained?" Gustav's gaze locked on the coils that bound Falco in place.

"If his father is truly who | think he is... why would he bind his son?" Gustav's concern grew as he
observed the surroundings.

"Can you hear us?" called out Ria, his voice cutting through the oppressive silence.

The bound being's eyes flickered open immediately, his pupils dilating as the coils suddenly thrummed
with unprecedented energy.

"Aaaaahhhhhhhh!" The being screamed in excruciating pain as a throng of darkness burst forth.

Bang! Bang!



Gustav and Ria were instantly blasted backward with intensity.

The dimension shimmered and pulsed from the sudden discharge, spreading to every nook and cranny,
causing the other beings within to worry.

Gustav managed to put a protective layer of energy around himself and Ria before they got hit but even
at that, they were both bleeding from their orifices.

Gustav's ears were ringing so badly that it affected even his vision.

His body began to slowly regenerate but he couldn't imagine just how much it would have affected Ria
since even he was hit that badly.

"Gus..."

"Gus..."

He could faintly hear his name being called but it wasn't coming from Ria who was beside him.



The bound being's eyes flickered with recognition, and a voice, deep and resonant, yet strained by
confinement, filled their surroundings.

"Gus... Gustav... You... came for me..."

"Falco... is it really you?" Gustav wiped the blood off his face while drawing closer.

The bound being nodded in response.

"Do... don't come... any closer... | don't want to huuu...rt you," his voice distorted repeatedly as he
spoke.

His disillusioned look slowly rescinded as he seemed to have completely gained consciousness.

"We're getting you out of here," Gustav declared, his resolve steeling.

The moment Gustav touched one of the coils, his hand turned thin and bony like life was being sapped
from it. He quickly retreated.

"Just tell us how to get rid of these restraints."



Falco's gaze shifted to the chains and then back to them.

"These are not mere physical bindings. They are forged from the essence of this dimension, a
manifestation of its will to contain what it cannot control."

Ria seemed to be coming around at that point. He and Gustav exchanged a determined glance,
understanding the gravity of their task. They must not only contend in a fight to free their friend but also
engage in a battle against the very essence of the dimension.

'l could use Cohilia but that would pretty much ruin our cloak... HE will be aware of our presence if | do
that.'

As Gustav contemplated their next move, the air around them began to thicken, and the whispers in the
dark grew louder, more menacing. It was clear that something or someone was coming...

"You two need to leave... they always come to inspect me after a surge. Go!" Falco yelled with a look of
urgency.

"We are not leaving you here. You are coming with us," Ria tried to touch the restraints with rocks
wrapped around his hands but they all disintegrated upon contact.

"Listen, Falco... it took a lot to get here. After everything we have done to reach this point, giving up isn't
an option. These restraints are trying to hold back your power right? But have you really tried to free
yourself from them?" Gustav's question caused a hint of worry to appear on Falco's face.



"I'mma need you to unleash everything you've got so we can get out of here," Gustav urged Falco while
scanning the surroundings.

"I don't think that is a good idea," Falco shook his head from side to side.

Pah!

Gustav landed a slap on Falco's face and pulled his head closer.

"Now is not the time to be uncertain. Either you do it right now or we're toast," He stated with a tone of
urgency.

The slap seemed to work as a wake-up call for Falco as he suddenly reclined his face while energy began
to gather around him.

"Find somewhere to hide," He suggested.

Ria and Gustav immediately distanced themselves from him and hid behind one of the massive pieces of
dark rock in the distance.



The air around them vibrated with a raw, unfathomable energy. Falco's eyes blazed with fierce, dark
flames, and the spiky crown above his head flared with an intensity that outlined the eerie glow of the
chains. He then let out a roar, a sound that carried the weight of his captivity and the fury of a force long
restrained.

The power that rippled from him wasn't just immense; it was primordial, a fundamental force that the
dimension had sought to bind but never truly tamed.

In an instant, the restraints that coiled around him, the sentient chains that leeched his power, began to
shatter. The runes that once glowed with an ominous light started to dim, their hold weakening. One by
one, the chains broke, disintegrating into dust that was swept away by the shockwave of energy
released.

The massive rocks to which they were anchored trembled and cracked, the very foundation of the realm
shook under the unleashed might.

The ripple of power swept across the entirety of the dimension, causing the oppressive darkness to
recoil and the whispering shadows to silence. It was like the darkness within the dimension was bending
to his might and will.

Within the desiccated and dark planet, the rift on the left side of the monolith suddenly thrummed and
out of it appeared a trio.

Gustav and Ria had returned with none other than Falco.



Although he looked much different than normal, they had achieved their objective within the necessary
time frame.

Falco fell to his knees a moment later, causing the both of them to swiftly move to help him up.

"Don't worry I'm fine... it's just a regular occurrence since | transitioned," Falco muttered as his body
vibrated for a bit.

"You sure you're gonna be fine?" Gustav inquired.

"Honestly... | feel you guys would have been better off leaving me in there. Now | pose a danger to
everyone on this plane," Falco shook his head in worry.

"Whatever happens... we'll figure it out," Gustav placed a hand on his shoulder with a look of
determination.

Falco wanted to share in his enthusiasm but he was still very bothered.

"Why haven't they returned yet?" Ria voiced from the other end.

Chapter 1442 You Shouldn't Have Come Here



"Why haven't they returned yet?" Ria questioned from the other end, his voice laced with concern. His
gaze was fixed on the second rift that gaped menacingly on the right side of the monolith. The portal
stood wide open, a dark maw that seemed to mock their hopeful anticipation with its silent, ominous
hum.

Gustav's eyes narrowed as he considered the situation. The plan had been straightforward: split into
two teams, with Gustav and Ria rescuing Falco, while Endric and Aildris went after Angy. Yet, only one
team had returned. With the rifts unstable and their time running out, anxiety began to gnaw at the
edges of his resolve.

"We should trust Endric and Aildris to return safely with Angy," Gustav finally said, his voice steady
despite the turmoil within.

"We still have at least two hours before the rifts close forever."

Falco, still disoriented from his prolonged captivity, furrowed his brows in confusion.

"What are you talking about?" he asked, his voice a mix of curiosity and concern.

Ria and Gustav exchanged a glance before explaining. They hadn't embarked on their perilous journey
alone; they were four in total, dividing their forces to rescue both Falco and Angy. The revelation
seemed to shock Falco to his core.

As the gravity of the situation settled, Falco's expression darkened, a shadow passing over his features.



"When | was imprisoned," he began, his voice low.

"I sensed something...or rather, someone. There was a being struggling to adapt to that higher
dimension because it wasn't truly from there. It had half the properties of being from our plane."

Ria and Gustav listened intently, a sense of foreboding growing with each word.

"That being was probably Angy," Falco continued the weight of his words heavy in the air.

"I could sense them performing some kind of should | say experiments... If she is truly the one then,
Angy is no longer the person we all know. If Endric and Aildris went after her, they might be in grave
danger."

The revelation hit Gustav like a physical blow. The mission to save their friends had been fraught with
unknowns, but this...this was a variable they hadn't considered. Angy, transformed by the powers within
the dimension's corrupting influence, posed a threat they were unprepared for.

They had been trapped in there for nearly a year and that was pretty much like a lifetime within the
other plane. How else did he think things would have gone?

Realization dawned on Gustav, and with it, a resolve as hard as the monolith beside them.



"I have to go after them," he declared, the decision made before the words even left his lips.

"Wait, Gustav, it's too dangerous to go alone!" Ria protested, his concern palpable.

But Gustav was already moving toward the rift, the portal's dark tendrils beckoning him back into the
unknown.

"Stay here with Falco," he instructed, his tone leaving no room for argument.

"l put them in danger. It's my responsibility to bring them back."

With a final glance at his friends, Gustav jumped into the second rift, his figure swallowed by darkness.
The portal seemed to pulse once, as if in acknowledgment, before returning to its silent vigil.

Ria and Falco were left staring at the rift, the tension and worry palpable between them. In their hearts,
they knew the stakes were higher than ever. The silence that followed was heavy with unspoken fears
and hopes, as they waited for any sign of their friends' return from the mysterious and treacherous
realm beyond.



In the surreal expanse of the higher dimension, where the very essence of darkness and light seemed to
coalesce, Endric and Aildris found themselves traversing a landscape unlike any they had encountered
before.

Beneath their feet, dark matter spread out like an ethereal carpet, so smooth and polished that it
mirrored the void above, creating an illusion of walking between two endless dark skies.

Ahead, in stark contrast to the surrounding darkness, stood a figure that seemed to embody the very
dichotomy of the dimension itself. Half of its form radiated a luminous white, while the other half was
ensconced in shadow, merging seamlessly with the darkness.

The figure was in a kneeling position, its back turned towards them, rendering its identity a mystery. Yet,
something about the being's posture, the way it seemed to hold itself amidst the surrounding chaos,
struck a chord of familiarity in both Endric and Aildris.

Endric, ever the pragmatist, broke the silence that had settled between them.

"Doesn't this figure remind you of the being E.E and Gustav mentioned? The one that appeared on Earth
and fought Jack and also nearly freed the death angel?"

Aildris, whose memory was as sharp as his senses, nodded slowly.

"Yes, but they described a creature of immense power, not quite human. Yet, there's
something...humanoid about this one."



The air around them felt charged as if the very dimension itself was holding its breath in anticipation of
what was to come. They advanced cautiously, every step measured, aware that the ground beneath
their feet was not just a surface but a reflection of the darkness that permeated the place.

"It could be Angy," Aildris finally spoke, his voice barely above a whisper.

"But we remember Angy as... different."

The physique playing in their minds was that of a cute girl with two short, unicorn-like horns on her
forehead. She had silver and pink hair that shimmered in the light. She was incredibly beautiful... a stark
contrast to what was before them.

Endric, focusing on the figure ahead, responded, "I don't know what to tell you, Aildris. She has been
trapped in here for too long so anything could have happened. If the rift led us here, then it stands to
reason this being could indeed be Angy. But whatever transformation she's undergone... it's beyond
what we could have imagined."

As they drew closer to the figure, the details of its appearance became clearer, sharpening into focus.
The dark side of the figure was not merely shadowed but seemed to be made of a void, absorbing any
light that dared to touch it. In stark contrast, the white side shimmered with an almost blinding purity,
creating a halo effect that seemed to battle the surrounding darkness for dominance.

"Angy?" Aildris called out tentatively, his voice echoing slightly in the open space.



They still weren't sure if she was the one but tried to see if they would get a reaction.

The figure stirred as if awakening from a deep trance. Slowly, it turned to face them, revealing a visage
that was both familiar and utterly alien.

The half that remained in the light bore facial similarities with the Angy they remembered, albeit
matured, with features sharpened by experience and eyes that held a depth of emotion but still had a
dark eye.

The other half, however, was a stark contrast, with features twisted in a semblance of pain or anger, and
an eye that glowed ominously white, as if harboring a power too great to be contained.

For a moment, none of them spoke. The air was thick with a tension that felt almost tangible.

"Endric...Aildris..." Angy's voice was a harmony of light and darkness, each side of her being contributing
to the tone in a way that was both beautiful and disconcerting.

The response immediately confirmed that she was indeed the person they were looking for.

They could now properly see the stark transformation Angy had undergone. Where once there were two
short, innocuous horns, now there was a single long, dark horn protruding from the dark side of her
forehead, curving downwards like a saber. Her hair, once a mix of silver and pink, now flowed in a
gradient from pure white to the deepest black, mirroring the dichotomy of her form.



Her face, half hidden in the shadow, bore an expression of deep contemplation or perhaps conflict,
making her almost unrecognizable from the Angy they remembered.

"You shouldn't have come here."

Her words hung in the air, a warning, or perhaps a lament, spoken by someone who had traversed the
boundaries of their nature and come back irrevocably changed.

"We came to bring you back, Angy," Endric stated, his voice firm, yet carrying an undercurrent of
concern.

"Your friends, we...we miss you... Gustav misses you..."

Angy's expression softened, the human side of her visibly moved by the mention of Gustav's name.

"Gus... Gus... Gus-tav... we... we... where is..."

At this moment the dark side of her body wriggled and writhed with intensity.

The once human gaze and expression of softness suddenly vanished as Angy's pupils multiplied within
her eyes.



Aildris taken aback by the sudden change moved to drag Endric backward but he wasn't fast enough...

Thoooommmm®~

With a single thrust of her palm, Endric and Aildris were both sent flying backward with a force that
defied comprehension.

The surroundings shimmered and pulsated with instability as Angy's face distorted while she stood to
her feet.

A dark blade materialized in her hand as she slowly carved a line across the air like an artist painting on a
canvas.

Chapter 1443 Emotional Encounter

As Angy's visage shifted between light and darkness, her features began to glitch, distorting in an eerie
display of her fractured existence. Her face, once a harmonious blend of her dual nature, now fluctuated
uncontrollably, mirroring the internal turmoil that tore through her. It was as if the very fabric of her
being was rejecting itself, a terrifying spectacle that left Endric and Aildris frozen in horror.

"Angy, are you—" Endric began, his concern morphing into fear as Angy's eyes fixed on them with an
intensity that burned with unrecognizable emotions.

Without warning, Angy lunged forward, her movements erratic and disjointed, like a marionette jerked
by unseen strings. Her attack was swift, a blur of light and shadow that bore down on Aildris and Endric
with the ferocity of a storm.



Endric reacted instantly, his instincts honed from countless battles kicking in. He conjured a telekinetic
wall, a barrier of concentrated energy, hoping to buffer the assault. However, Angy's palm strike,
charged with an unfathomable force, shattered the defense as if it were glass.

The impact sent both Endric and Aildris flying. However, Endric had taken the hit directly so he was
more affected. His body cut through the air before crashing into the distance, blood trailing from his lips.

Aildris who wasn't fast enough to save Endric, faced Angy's wrath as she conjured a dark blade, a
manifestation of her turmoil, and charged in his direction.

As the blade descended toward him, he tapped into his bloodline, draining the color and essence from
the weapon in a desperate attempt to neutralize the attack.

Krrryhcchh™

The blade fragmented upon contact, but the force behind her thrust unleashed an energy so potent that
Aildris was hurled across the air, bleeding profusely from the shockwave that ravaged his body.

Boom!

Both figures lay battered, the realization dawning on them that they were no match for Angy in her
current state. She advanced, her form glitching with every step, a terrifying specter poised to erase their
very existence from this plane.



It was at this moment, in the face of utter annihilation, that the air around them seemed to warp, and
Gustav appeared between them and Angy.

His arrival was marked by a surge of energy, his arm transformed, encased in silvery scales that emitted
vibrant glows of power. With a roar that echoed through the dimension, he launched a decisive strike at
Angy.

The force of his attack collided with hers, blasting her back with such intensity that it momentarily
halted her assault. The air vibrated with the impact, a shockwave of energy rippling outwards, a
testament to Gustav's might.

Gustav wasted no time, rushing to Aildris and Endric's side.

"Are you both alright?" he asked, his voice laced with urgency and concern.

Endric, struggling to his feet with Gustav's support, coughed, wiping the blood from his mouth.

"That was...unexpected," he managed to say, his voice weak.

Aildris, equally battered, nodded in agreement, his eyes on Gustav's transformed arm.



"That is Angy... she isn't herself," he revealed, the defeat heavy in his voice.

As Aildris's words pierced the charged atmosphere, Gustav's world came to a jarring halt. The revelation
that the being before them—the entity that had become a harbinger of fear across the globe—was none
other than Angy, struck him with a force greater than any physical blow.

The realization dawned on him with the weight of a thousand stars collapsing into a black hole. Angy,
the first girl to ever show him what love was supposed to feel like...

Gustav's gaze softened as he looked towards Angy, who was slowly regaining her composure, her form
still glitching between darkness and light.

||Angy?|l

The gentle soul he knew, was the same being who had appeared on Earth twice in the last couple of
months, leaving a trail of devastation in her wake.

He remembered it spread across the MBO, about how the half-white, half-black figure had laid down
Grand Commander Shion with an ease that sent shivers down the spine of the entire organization.

He recalled how she went toe to toe with Jack, the strongest mixed-blood before he reversed time. The
world had trembled at that time with so much destruction. Gustav was frozen in disbelief and horror.
Angy was the infamous being cloaked in light and darkness.



A torrent of emotions overwhelmed him, a tumultuous storm that threatened to tear him apart from
the inside. How could the entire MBO come to fear someone he cherished? How could Angy, with her
gentle heart, become a symbol of terror?

Amidst his turmoil, Angy charged towards him, her movements a blur of conflicting energies. Every
instinct in Gustav's body screamed for him to defend himself, to prepare for the impending strike.

But as she closed the distance, something miraculous happened. Inches away from him, Angy halted her
attack. With a visible struggle, she grasped her other hand, fighting against the darkness that sought to
control her.

"Gustav," she called out, her voice a mixture of pain and desperation. Black tears streaked down her
face, a poignant reflection of the battle raging within her.

Gustav, still reeling from the shock, found a reservoir of strength he didn't know he possessed. He saw
not the feared entity that stood before the world, but his girlfriend, tormented and torn by her nature.

Without a word, he closed the distance between them, pulling Angy into a fierce embrace. The warmth
of his arms around her seemed to be the only real thing in that dimension of shadows and light.

"Angy..." he whispered, his voice steady yet laden with emotion. "I've got you."

For a moment, time seemed to stand still. The higher dimension, with its eerie landscape and oppressive
atmosphere, faded into the background. All that mattered was their connection.



Angy's body tensed in his arms, the internal struggle evident. Yet, as she leaned into his embrace, there
was a sense of surrender, a momentary peace amidst the storm.

"I'm... I'm so scared, Gustav," she managed to say, her voice breaking. "l don't want to hurt you."

Gustav tightened his hold, a silent vow to protect her from the darkness that sought to claim her. "It will
be fine... you will be fine," he assured her, his determination unwavering.

Gustav and Angy shared a moment of profound connection. Their embrace, a sanctuary from the chaos
surrounding them, culminated in an electric kiss, a symbol of their defiance against the darkness that
sought to claim Angy.

As their lips met, a miraculous transformation began to unfold. The dark, malevolent side of Angy, which
had threatened to overwhelm her, started to retract as if the purity of their connection was a light too
bright for the shadows to endure.

However, their moment of triumph was short-lived. The fabric of the dimension itself seemed to
tremble as a new presence made its entrance.

Emerging from the void was a being cloaked in flowing dark robes, a figure so imbued with darkness that
the air around them thickened, heavy with a palpable sense of dread.

His face could not be seen but his presence and unfathomable dark power could be very much felt.



"Ezriovi fasvi ewvi," he uttered in a strange tongue, his voice resonating with a power that seemed to
command the very essence of the dimension.

At his words, the darkness responded, bending to his will with a terrifying obedience.

Beneath Gustav, Aildris, and Endric, the carpet of darkness that had mirrored the void above suddenly
shifted, becoming a trap that ensnared them.

They found themselves sunk halfway into the dark matter, immobilized, as the terrain had become a
prison designed to hold them captive.

Amid the turmoil, Angy's demeanor shifted dramatically. The struggle and emotion that had played
across her face just moments ago had completely vanished, replaced by a listless, vacant expression.

With a heart-wrenching detachment, she pulled away from Gustav's embrace and took her place beside
the dark-robed being, as if drawn by an unseen force that was beyond her control.

Gustav, Aildris, and Endric struggled against their bonds, their efforts futile as they found themselves
unable to move or even channel their bloodline powers. It was as if the essence of their abilities had
been nullified, leaving them powerless in the face of this new adversary.



"You have no power here," the dark-robed being reminded Gustav, his voice cold and devoid of
emotion. The statement hung in the air, a declaration of absolute control over the realm and its
unwilling visitors.

"Is it...?" Aildris asked in horror as he panted within the darkness that seemed to be incredibly choking.

Gustav shook his head. He knew that the person before them was very powerful but also knew that it
wasn't HIM.

"Thank you for delivering yourself to our doorstep, Outworldly... | am sure you do not remember me,
but we will have ample time to catch up since you will be trapped in here forever," The being spoke with
a tone of familiarity.

Gustav's frustration boiled over, his sense of helplessness clashing with his need to protect Angy and his
friends.

Chapter 1444 It Has To Be Father

"Angy, fight this! Don't let this ugly bastard pull your strings like a damn puppet," he called out to her,
hoping to reach the part of her that still remembered who she was, who they were to each other.

Angy's gaze met his for a fleeting moment, a spark of recognition flickering in her eyes before being
extinguished as if snuffed out by the overwhelming darkness that surrounded them.

Gustav's heart ached at the sight, a tumult of emotions raging within him as he struggled against the
enveloping darkness that sought to claim him and the others.



Not long after, Endric, Aildris, and Gustav started showing signs of a terrifying transformation. They then
realized that the longer they stayed trapped in the sinister embrace of the dark matter, the more they
were going to transform.

As time went by, their figures started to darken, an ominous indication that their existence was slowly
merging with the dimension.

Despair clawed at Gustav as he witnessed the gradual fading of Endric and Aildris, their identities being
swallowed by the relentless darkness.

However, unlike them, Gustav's body resisted the darkening effect. And although his physical form
remained unaltered, he found himself ensnared, unable to break free from the dark clutches that held
him captive.

Desperation set in as he reached deep within himself, attempting to awaken the slumbering force of
Cosmic Superiority. The power, a rare and formidable force, lay dormant, stubbornly eluding his grasp
when he needed it most.

Endric also tried calling upon Husarius but their link seemed to have been disconnected upon his arrival
in that plane.

Time was a luxury they did not have, as Endric and Aildris teetered on the brink of complete integration
with the dimension. Frustration mounted within Gustav as he realized the grim fate awaiting them if he
failed to act.



In a final, desperate plea, he yelled at the dark being, "Free them or | swear I'll erase you from
existence!" His voice, laden with a mix of threats and despair, echoed through the dimension, a feeble
challenge to the overwhelming power before them.

The being, shrouded in darkness, responded with a laugh that chilled the air around them, his robes
rippling as if amused by Gustav's futile defiance.

"Like | told you earlier, you have no power here," he taunted, his voice a sinister whisper that seemed to
emanate from the darkness.

Fwwwhoopp™

Just as all hope seemed lost, a new figure emerged within the realm, cutting through the oppressive
atmosphere with an aura of unbridled power.

"What are you doing here?!" Gustav yelled after spotting the newly arrived figure.

Falco's arrival was marked by a surge of energy that rippled across the dimension. After making contact
with Aildris and Endric, a miraculous transformation occurred. Their bodies, which had started to
succumb to the darkness, reverted to their original colour, the ominous integration halted by Falco's
intervention.

The dark being moved to intercept him, his robes billowing menacingly as he prepared to exert his
control. However, Falco's voice, commanding and resolute, stopped him in his tracks.



"Amir, as your next Exur, | command you to stop!" The authority in his words was undeniable, imbued
with a power that even Amir, could not ignore.

The realm fell silent for a moment, the tension palpable as the balance of power shifted. Falco seized
the opportunity, his actions swift and decisive. He grabbed Gustav, Aildris, and Endric, pulling them out
of the dark matter's grasp with an ease that belied the gravity of their situation.

Without a moment's hesitation, he vanished with them, leaving the surroundings behind.

Angy and the being named Amir remained.

"Why did 1...?" Amir was astonished at how Falco had managed to leave him momentarily short of
words.

He realized that Falco was much more powerful than they had anticipated.

"My Lord would have my head..."



Falco, Gustav, Endric, and Aildris emerged from the rift, reappearing on the desolate terrain beside the
ancient monolith.

Their arrival was not marked by the triumphant air of victors but rather enveloped in a palpable cloud of
regret and sorrow.

The atmosphere was thick, heavy with the weight of what had transpired in the other plane and the
haunting absence of one of their own.

Ria, who had been waiting anxiously, rushed towards them, his eyes scanning their faces for any sign of
Angy.

The question hung in the air, unspoken yet deafening in its silence.

"Where's Angy?" He finally asked with a fragile whisper.

Gustav simply shook his head, a silent gesture that conveyed the depth of their failure. He walked away
from the group, finding solace in the solitude of his thoughts as he sat on the barren ground, his posture
one of utter dejection.

Aildris, his expression sombre, took it upon himself to recount their harrowing experience.



He spoke of how they had come tantalizingly close to rescuing Angy, only to be thwarted by an
overwhelming darkness and a being named Amir. He explained how their existence had almost been
integrated into the dimension, their fate sealed if not for Falco's timely intervention.

Caught in a maelstrom of emotions, Gustav's frustration and sorrow manifested in a burst of anger
directed at Falco.

"Why didn't you get Angy too?" he demanded, his voice laced with a mix of accusation and desperation.

Falco, unfazed by the outburst, responded with a calmness that seemed out of place amidst the turmoil.

"I wanted to, more than anything..." he said, his voice carrying the weight of unspoken pain.

"...But we had to leave immediately. If my father had intervened, none of us would have made it back.
Amir could only be incapacitated by my command for a moment, and I... | haven't fully embraced my
transition. It was all | could do."

His words hung in the air, a sobering reminder of the delicate balance of power and the sacrifices made
in the face of insurmountable odds.

As the group grappled with their emotions, the reality of their situation settling heavy on their
shoulders, the monolith began to pulse, a prelude to the closing of the rifts.



It was their cue, the final moments before the pathways between dimensions sealed permanently, a
bitter reminder of their loss and the price of their journey.

Suddenly, the air shifted, a tangible change that drew their attention back to the monolith. The rifts,
supposed to be closing, began to ripple, pulsating with an energy that was both unfamiliar and intense.

The fabric of space seemed to warp around the monolith, the boundaries between planes blurring as an
unforeseen force exerted its will upon the natural order.

"What's happening?" Ria asked, his voice a mix of trepidation and awe he stepped backwards.

"I don't know, but it's not supposed to be like this," Endric replied, his gaze fixed on the monolith, trying
to decipher the cause of the anomaly.

As they watched, the rifts expanded, the pulsating energy growing in intensity, threatening to engulf the
monolith and everything around it. It was a spectacle that defied explanation, a phenomenon that
hinted at forces beyond their understanding at play.

The group stood in silence, their minds racing as they tried to comprehend the unfolding events.
"Someone... something is trying to get through!" Gustav voiced in realization. "But they can't, right? You
said it yourself that they can't get out here..." Aildris voiced in bafflement.

"Yes... they shouldn't be able to, but..." Gustav's tone grew troubled.



"The person on the other end is exerting a lot of power and preventing the rift from closing because
they are trying to push their way through... It should be impossible to even stall it for a second but this
person must be very powerful. I'm talking power that could pretty much end galaxies with as little as a
snort..." Endric voiced while gulping saliva.

"It has to be father..." Falco voiced in horror.

As the rifts around the ancient monolith vibrated with an unnatural frequency, the air around them
began to tremble, heralding the onset of a catastrophic event.

From the depths of the shimmering rifts, a dark mist emerged, creeping across the barren landscape like
a living entity with a malevolent will of its own. It was no ordinary fog but a harbinger of decay, an
ethereal force that seemed to leech the essence of life and time from everything it touched.

The desolate planet, already a stark canvas of desiccation, began to tremble under the influence of the
otherworldly phenomenon. Cracks spread across the planet like spider webs, each fissure pulsing with
the same eerie energy emanating from the rifts.

The ground beneath their feet heaved as if the planet itself was in its death throes, reacting to the
invasive mist with violent convulsions.

As the mist advanced, the surrounding rocks and remnants of once-mighty structures began to change.

They turned darker, their surfaces cracking and crumbling as if subjected to the relentless passage of
millennia within moments. It was as though the mist carried the weight of untold ages within it, a force
capable of condensing aeons of decay and decline into mere seconds.



Gustav, Falco, Endric, Aildris, and Ria watched in horror as the landscape around them was consumed by
the relentless advance of darkness and time.

"We can't stay here," Gustav stated, his voice barely audible over the groaning of the planet.
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"This... whatever this is, it's going to destroy everything."

Falco nodded, his expression grim. "There's no point in staying here and there is nothing to save. We
have to leave, immediately."

The urgency of the situation left no room for debate.

They gathered closer preparing to escape the dying world.

Gustav grabbed Aildris while Falco grabbed Ria.

Violently pushing upwards with their legs, they cut through the air with immense speed, disappearing
into the orbit.

In a few moments, they appeared in outer space, floating before the charred and desiccated planet.



Zing~

Endric appeared beside them as they turned around to give the planet a lingering stare.

The planet convulsed in its final moments.

The dark mist surged with renewed vigour, enveloping everything in its path as the trembling of the
ground reached a crescendo while they witnessed the planet's disintegration.

From a safe distance, they watched as the world that had been their link to an otherwise disappointing
rescue, crumbled into ash.

The planet's final moments were both horrific and mesmerizing.

As the last remnants of the planet vanished into the void, a heavy silence fell over the group. The loss of
an entire world, even one as desolate and forsaken as that, was a sobering reminder of the strength of
the forces they were messing with.

Just on the cusp of leaving the orbit, at the very edge of the centre of the universe, an event unfolded
that defied all logic and reason—a phenomenon so surreal that it momentarily stilled the chaos of their
thoughts and the ache in their hearts.



Before their disbelieving eyes, the planet they had witnessed disintegrate into nothingness, consumed
by a dark mist that heralded its doom, reappeared as if reborn from the ashes of its destruction.

It was as though the universe itself had hit a reset button, presenting the planet in its original state,
untouched by the cataclysmic forces that had ravaged its surface.

The rifts that had torn the fabric of reality, the dark mist that had spread like a plague, all were gone,
erased from existence.

The group stood in stunned silence, their minds grappling with the impossible reality unfolding before
them. The planet, with its desiccated landscapes and remnants of ancient civilizations, was exactly as
they had found it upon their arrival—barren, yet whole.

"How... How is this possible?" Aildris murmured in astonishment.

"I don't understand," Ria added, his eyes wide with disbelief.

"We saw it... it was gone."

Falco scanned the horizon, his gaze piercing the void where the planet had vanished and reappeared.
"The rifts are gone... there is no sign of my father's influence as well...," he stated, his tone reflective.



As they pondered the unfathomable resurrection of the planet, a strange twist of fate revealed itself.

The planet, a solid, tangible presence to them moments ago, vanished from their view, disappearing as
suddenly as it had appeared.

They all witnessed its disappearance except for Gustav.

To his eyes, the planet remained visible, a ghostly image that hovered on the brink of reality and illusion.

"I can still see it," Gustav announced, his voice tinged with a mix of wonder and realisation.

It turned out that the planet had simply gone back to bordering between existence and non-existence.

"We can't linger on this," Endric finally said, breaking the spell of bewilderment that had enveloped
them.

"We need to get back to our spacecraft, refresh and replan."

They agreed with him and turned around to leave once more.



As they made their way back, the repelling force surrounding the centre of the universe did not hinder
them since it was only there to keep things out and not in.

As the spacecraft loomed in the distance, a palpable shift in the atmosphere halted their progress.

The surroundings trembled, not with the seismic activities of a planet but with the presence of a force
that seemed to distort the very fabric of space around them.

Emerging from the ether, a figure materialized, its presence commanding yet devoid of any discernible
features save for the unmistakable crimson tree-like hair that flowed and flickered like flames in a non-
existent breeze.

The being, faceless and imposing, exuded a power that felt ancient and unfathomable, its eyes non-
existent yet undeniably fixed upon them.

Gustav, already burdened by the emotional weight of their recent occurrences, felt a surge of irritation
at the new challenge.

His patience frayed and his voice carried a dangerous edge as he addressed Ifeiev.

"We've been through enough. Leave us in peace, or I'll destroy you," he threatened, his tone leaving no
room for negotiation.



The faceless being, undeterred by Gustav's words, responded not with speech but with action. With a
deliberate charge, it unleashed an energy so potent it rippled across the vast expanse of outer space,
distorting the light of distant stars and sending a wave of foreboding through their minds.

Falco unexpectedly stepped forward with unfathomable speed.

With a swift motion, he launched himself at the faceless adversary, his fist imbued with the power of
darkness so profound it caused the universe to swirl in response. The collision of forces was cataclysmic,
a spectacle of power that reverberated through the cosmos.

The impact sent the faceless being hurtling through space, its form streaking across the void like a comet
gone awry.

It ripped through multiple stars, causing cracks in space as it streaked through galaxies while its form
slowly broke apart, leaving a trail of cosmic destruction in its wake.

The force of Falco's punch was so incredibly unbelievable, that it seemed like a different person was
standing before Gustav.

The group stared at him in awe as they witnessed the aftermath.

Falco, turning back to face Gustav, offered a nod of reassurance, his expression unreadable yet
conveying a sense of unwavering resolve.



"Let's go," he suggested.

"Yeah, you're gonna need to explain what the hell that was," Ria voiced in adoration.

Falco nodded once more as they resumed their path to the spacecraft.

As their spacecraft sliced through the velvet expanse of space, leaving behind the tumultuous events
that had unfolded at the centre of the universe, a quiet realization dawned upon Gustav and the others.

The spacecraft's onboard calendar and time system, which had been synchronized with the standard
galactic chronometer, revealed a startling discrepancy.

The hours they had perceived to have spent navigating the chaotic other plane and confronting the
mysteries of the centre were, in reality, three weeks in the external universe.

The revelation hung heavily in the air. It also bore grave implications.

"If someone from the alliance sent Ifeiev and he had been waiting for us there for that long... it means
that the alliance most likely knows where we are," Gustav voiced in realisation.

The realization that their adversaries had been granted such an advantage cast a shadow of caution over
their journey.



They understood that their movements henceforth would be scrutinized, fraught with the danger of
confrontation with forces gathered specifically to thwart them.

Falco furrowed his brows in confusion at the mention of the alliance and the apparent bounty on
Gustav's head.

"Just what happened while | was away?" he asked, his voice laced with a mixture of curiosity and
concern.

The time he had spent in the other plane which had amounted to a year outside it had wrought
significant changes. Changes he was now struggling to comprehend.

Gustav, sensing Falco's confusion and the need for clarity, decided it was time to shed light on the
events that had transpired.

"About a year ago after our return from IYSOP..." Gustav began with a steady voice.



In the vast, uncharted expanse of space, where stars twinkled like distant beacons and planets spun
silently in their celestial dance, a fleet of spacecraft cruised with purpose.

Each vessel, visibly formidable, bore the marks of advanced technology and untold power. The flotilla
moved as one, a synchronized ballet of metal and might, cutting through the darkness like a blade.

Within these spacecraft, the corridors hummed with the activity of beings from countless worlds.

Despite their varied origins and the diversity of their appearances—from the tall, willowy figures with
skin like the night sky to the rugged, stone-like creatures whose eyes glowed with inner fire—all were
united under a common banner.

They were clad in uniform outfits of silver, grey, and blue, the colours merging and shifting with a
subtlety that spoke of high craftsmanship.

Emblazoned on their chests was an emblem of profound significance: a hand cradling a universe, its
spiral galaxies and nebulae nestled securely in the palm, a symbol of their oath to protect and serve the
vast cosmos they called home.

These were fleets from the Alliance Corps.



Amidst the soft hum of the ship's engines and the quiet chatter of its crew, one of the commanders, a
figure of imposing stature with skin that shimmered like the surface of a star, stepped forward. Her
eyes, piercing and clear, reflected the depths of space itself.

She approached the communication panel with a sense of urgency, her fingers dancing across the
holographic interface to activate the general comms link, connecting her to every ship in the fleet.

"Attention all units..."
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"Attention, all units," she began, her voice resonating through the comms, commanding yet imbued
with a sense of shared purpose.

"We are entering the sector where Gustav Crimson was last detected. | want an APB scan initiated
immediately. He is a master of evasion, but he is not beyond our reach. Stay sharp and report any
anomalies. Remember, he is not to be underestimated."

Her orders were dispatched, and the commander stepped back from the console, her gaze fixed on the
star-studded void ahead. The fleet responded to her command with the precision of a well-oiled
machine.

Across the ships, crew members sprang into action, their fingers flying over controls as scanners
hummed to life, casting an invisible net wide into the depths of space in search of their elusive target.



The search for Gustav Crimson, a name that had become a whisper of legend across star systems, kicked
off. Each ship, a beacon of their unwavering commitment, sailed through the darkness, united in their
pursuit.

Their scan net was connected and well boosted thanks to the vast resources of the alliance so even if a
spacecraft was a light year away, they would be able to detect it.

They soon detected a spacecraft that seemed similar to the structure of the one they were informed
about. However, it seemed really distant.

As the fleet, under the command of the determined and formidable commander, made its way through
the star-dotted blackness of space towards the oddly shaped spacecraft detected seven light years
away, the air was thick with anticipation and readiness for battle.

"Adjust course. Set bearings to intercept the target," the commander instructed, her voice echoing
authoritatively through the ships' intercoms.

Her gaze was fixed on the main view screen, where the solitary blip representing the spacecraft began
to grow larger as they approached.

The spacecraft was also moving speedily but it was no match for the Alliance Corps fleets. They could
use hyperjump several times to boost their speed and wouldn't run out.

As the fleet neared the location, every member aboard the vessels stood ready, activating their abilities
and arming themselves with weapons. The silence was almost tangible, a prelude to the storm they
anticipated would soon break.



Suddenly, the calm was shattered.

"Commander, the radar is picking up...anomalies," reported a sensor technician, confusion lacing his
voice.

"The target... it's multiplying."

The commander frowned, stepping closer to the radar display. In moments, what had been a single
entity on their screens began to duplicate, first into two, then into twenty, and soon after, into
thousands of distinct signals. The fleet, poised for a singular confrontation, now faced a legion of
spacecraft, a development that defied logic and experience.

"What in the cosmos is happening?" murmured one of the officers, his voice a mixture of disbelief and
concern.

The commander, her mind racing through possibilities, maintained her composure. "All ships, prepare
for evasive maneuvers! Defensive formations, now!" she commanded, her voice cutting through the
confusion like a blade.

"And someone gives me an analysis of what we're dealing with!"

The fleet was only about twenty in number. Having to face thousands of spacecraft would prove to be
no mean feat. It would be impossible to come out unscathed... if they came out at all.



As the fleet scrambled to respond to the sudden multiplication of the target, theories abounded.

"Could be a cloaking device...or some sort of holographic projection," suggested one of the tactical
officers, trying to make sense of the phenomenon.

"Or a trap," added another, the word hanging ominously in the air.

As they closed in, the thousands of signals began to move with an uncanny synchronization, swirling
around the fleet in a mesmerizing dance that seemed almost alive.

The beauty of the display, however, did little to mask the growing concern among the crew. What had
started as a mission to track down a single spacecraft had escalated into a situation that none of them
had anticipated or prepared for.

The commander, watching the display, knew they had to act swiftly.

"Launch the unravel drones. | want a closer look at those ships and analyze them down to the last
atom," she decided, her mind clear despite the unfolding chaos.

As the drones darted forward, relaying real-time images back to the fleet, the true nature of the
multiplying spacecraft began to reveal itself.



The images showed not thousands of ships, but rather reflections, echoes of the original spacecraft
refracted through what appeared to be a field of energy.

"It's some sort of reflective shield...a defense mechanism that creates duplicates of the ship across
different points in space," explained the chief science officer, awe mixed with a hint of respect in his
voice.

"Ingenious."

The realization that they were not facing an armada, but a single ship with an advanced cloaking
mechanism, shifted the dynamics of the encounter. The commander, piecing together the information,
formed a plan.

"Cease all offensive maneuvers. Let's not fall into the trap of fighting phantoms," she ordered, her mind
racing ahead.

"The real spacecraft must be..." She looked around while squinting her eyes.

"There," she pointed, her voice steady and imbued with a commanding presence.

"Ignore the mirages. Focus on that quadrant. Our quarry is there, hiding in plain sight."



Her fleet, a collection of the finest ships the alliance had to offer, responded with immediate
compliance.

The deadly vessels, dove into the direction indicated, cutting through space with the precision of a well-
practiced squadron. They ignored the thousands of reflections, focusing instead on the emptiness
between, where intuition suggested their true target lay.

As they advanced, the sea of mirage spacecraft began to thin, revealing the vast nothingness of space. It
was there, amidst the void, that they spotted a single spacecraft actively fleeing from their position.

The chase was on.

The fleet, reinvigorated by the sight of their prey attempting escape, surged forward with renewed
vigor, their engines blazing trails of light in the darkness.

Just as they were about to close in on the elusive spacecraft, just as victory appeared within their grasp,
the target vanished. Not just the one they pursued, but every last one of the thousands of reflections
that had surrounded them.

Space, once filled with the light of countless ships, was now empty, a void that mocked their efforts with
its silence.

The commander and her fleet were stunned, disbelief written across the faces of every crew member
who had witnessed the impossible escape.



Before they could process the turn of events, before strategies and theories could be formulated, space
itself seemed to betray them.

A suction force, powerful and irresistible, pulled at the fleet, drawing them forward into an
uncontrollable swirl. The ships, caught in the grip of the unseen phenomenon, began to spin, their
formations breaking.

No matter how much they tried to steer away, the fleet continued to stir.

Amidst the chaos, a massive holographic projection appeared in space, a visage so familiar it sent a
ripple of shock through the fleet.

It looked like an image of Gustav, towering over them with a presence that was both awe-inspiring and
terrifying. His voice, amplified to match his colossal projection, filled the void.

"You thought you could catch me," he began a hint of amusement in his tone.

"I was always one step ahead. This..." he gestured to the space around them, the trap they had
unwittingly sprung, "...was my design. A simple trick, and yet you fell for it."

His laughter, deep and resonating, echoed across the stars, a sound that would haunt the alliance fleet
for cycles to come.



"The alliance will never be able to catch me," he declared, his voice carrying the weight of his conviction.

"You are playing a game you cannot win."

With that, the massive holographic display vanished, leaving the fleet spinning in the aftermath of the
suction force. The commander, her crew, and the entire squadron were left in a state of turmoil, both
physically from the swirling trap they had yet to escape, and mentally from the realization of their
failure.

As the ships gradually regained control, pulling out of the uncontrollable spin, the commander faced her
crew, her expression one of resolve amidst the setback.

"This isn't the end," she said, her voice a beacon of determination in the darkness.

"I'll get you Gustav Crimson."

Far removed from the tumultuous scene of the fleet caught in a trap, and in a secluded part of space
that remained untouched by the chaos, stood a being before an advanced device.

The device, an intricate array of pulsing lights and swirling energy cores, was responsible for projecting
the colossal hologram of Gustav that had deceived the alliance fleet.



The being, while humanoid in appearance, was distinctly non-human, its skin shimmering with an
ethereal glow that suggested a nature far beyond the ordinary.

As the projection faded away, the being stepped back from the device, turning to face the crew that
manned the hidden outpost. They, like their companion, were of various shapes and sizes, each bearing
unique traits that marked them as members of different species, united under a common cause.

"We've done it," the being announced, its voice carrying a mix of relief and triumph.
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"Attention, all units," she began, her voice resonating through the comms, commanding yet imbued
with a sense of shared purpose.

"We are entering the sector where Gustav Crimson was last detected. | want an APB scan initiated
immediately. He is a master of evasion, but he is not beyond our reach. Stay sharp and report any
anomalies. Remember, he is not to be underestimated."

Her orders were dispatched, and the commander stepped back from the console, her gaze fixed on the
star-studded void ahead. The fleet responded to her command with the precision of a well-oiled
machine.

Across the ships, crew members sprang into action, their fingers flying over controls as scanners
hummed to life, casting an invisible net wide into the depths of space in search of their elusive target.

The search for Gustav Crimson, a name that had become a whisper of legend across star systems, kicked
off. Each ship, a beacon of their unwavering commitment, sailed through the darkness, united in their
pursuit.



Their scan net was connected and well boosted thanks to the vast resources of the alliance so even if a
spacecraft was a light year away, they would be able to detect it.

They soon detected a spacecraft that seemed similar to the structure of the one they were informed
about. However, it seemed really distant.

As the fleet, under the command of the determined and formidable commander, made its way through
the star-dotted blackness of space towards the oddly shaped spacecraft detected seven light years
away, the air was thick with anticipation and readiness for battle.

"Adjust course. Set bearings to intercept the target," the commander instructed, her voice echoing
authoritatively through the ships' intercoms.

Her gaze was fixed on the main view screen, where the solitary blip representing the spacecraft began
to grow larger as they approached.

The spacecraft was also moving speedily but it was no match for the Alliance Corps fleets. They could
use hyperjump several times to boost their speed and wouldn't run out.

As the fleet neared the location, every member aboard the vessels stood ready, activating their abilities
and arming themselves with weapons. The silence was almost tangible, a prelude to the storm they
anticipated would soon break.



Suddenly, the calm was shattered.

"Commander, the radar is picking up...anomalies," reported a sensor technician, confusion lacing his
voice.

"The target... it's multiplying."

The commander frowned, stepping closer to the radar display. In moments, what had been a single
entity on their screens began to duplicate, first into two, then into twenty, and soon after, into
thousands of distinct signals. The fleet, poised for a singular confrontation, now faced a legion of
spacecraft, a development that defied logic and experience.

"What in the cosmos is happening?" murmured one of the officers, his voice a mixture of disbelief and
concern.

The commander, her mind racing through possibilities, maintained her composure. "All ships, prepare
for evasive maneuvers! Defensive formations, now!" she commanded, her voice cutting through the
confusion like a blade.

"And someone gives me an analysis of what we're dealing with!"

The fleet was only about twenty in number. Having to face thousands of spacecraft would prove to be
no mean feat. It would be impossible to come out unscathed... if they came out at all.



As the fleet scrambled to respond to the sudden multiplication of the target, theories abounded.

"Could be a cloaking device...or some sort of holographic projection," suggested one of the tactical
officers, trying to make sense of the phenomenon.

"Or a trap," added another, the word hanging ominously in the air.

As they closed in, the thousands of signals began to move with an uncanny synchronization, swirling
around the fleet in a mesmerizing dance that seemed almost alive.

The beauty of the display, however, did little to mask the growing concern among the crew. What had
started as a mission to track down a single spacecraft had escalated into a situation that none of them
had anticipated or prepared for.

The commander, watching the display, knew they had to act swiftly.

"Launch the unravel drones. | want a closer look at those ships and analyze them down to the last
atom," she decided, her mind clear despite the unfolding chaos.

As the drones darted forward, relaying real-time images back to the fleet, the true nature of the
multiplying spacecraft began to reveal itself.



The images showed not thousands of ships, but rather reflections, echoes of the original spacecraft
refracted through what appeared to be a field of energy.

"It's some sort of reflective shield...a defense mechanism that creates duplicates of the ship across
different points in space," explained the chief science officer, awe mixed with a hint of respect in his
voice.

"Ingenious."

The realization that they were not facing an armada, but a single ship with an advanced cloaking
mechanism, shifted the dynamics of the encounter. The commander, piecing together the information,
formed a plan.

"Cease all offensive maneuvers. Let's not fall into the trap of fighting phantoms," she ordered, her mind
racing ahead.

"The real spacecraft must be..." She looked around while squinting her eyes.

"There," she pointed, her voice steady and imbued with a commanding presence.

"Ignore the mirages. Focus on that quadrant. Our quarry is there, hiding in plain sight."



Her fleet, a collection of the finest ships the alliance had to offer, responded with immediate
compliance.

The deadly vessels, dove into the direction indicated, cutting through space with the precision of a well-
practiced squadron. They ignored the thousands of reflections, focusing instead on the emptiness
between, where intuition suggested their true target lay.

As they advanced, the sea of mirage spacecraft began to thin, revealing the vast nothingness of space. It
was there, amidst the void, that they spotted a single spacecraft actively fleeing from their position.

The chase was on.

The fleet, reinvigorated by the sight of their prey attempting escape, surged forward with renewed
vigor, their engines blazing trails of light in the darkness.

Just as they were about to close in on the elusive spacecraft, just as victory appeared within their grasp,
the target vanished. Not just the one they pursued, but every last one of the thousands of reflections
that had surrounded them.

Space, once filled with the light of countless ships, was now empty, a void that mocked their efforts with
its silence.

The commander and her fleet were stunned, disbelief written across the faces of every crew member
who had witnessed the impossible escape.



Before they could process the turn of events, before strategies and theories could be formulated, space
itself seemed to betray them.

A suction force, powerful and irresistible, pulled at the fleet, drawing them forward into an
uncontrollable swirl. The ships, caught in the grip of the unseen phenomenon, began to spin, their
formations breaking.

No matter how much they tried to steer away, the fleet continued to stir.

Amidst the chaos, a massive holographic projection appeared in space, a visage so familiar it sent a
ripple of shock through the fleet.

It looked like an image of Gustav, towering over them with a presence that was both awe-inspiring and
terrifying. His voice, amplified to match his colossal projection, filled the void.

"You thought you could catch me," he began a hint of amusement in his tone.

"I was always one step ahead. This..." he gestured to the space around them, the trap they had
unwittingly sprung, "...was my design. A simple trick, and yet you fell for it."

His laughter, deep and resonating, echoed across the stars, a sound that would haunt the alliance fleet
for cycles to come.



"The alliance will never be able to catch me," he declared, his voice carrying the weight of his conviction.

"You are playing a game you cannot win."

With that, the massive holographic display vanished, leaving the fleet spinning in the aftermath of the
suction force. The commander, her crew, and the entire squadron were left in a state of turmoil, both
physically from the swirling trap they had yet to escape, and mentally from the realization of their
failure.

As the ships gradually regained control, pulling out of the uncontrollable spin, the commander faced her
crew, her expression one of resolve amidst the setback.

"This isn't the end," she said, her voice a beacon of determination in the darkness.

"I'll get you Gustav Crimson."

Far removed from the tumultuous scene of the fleet caught in a trap, and in a secluded part of space
that remained untouched by the chaos, stood a being before an advanced device.

The device, an intricate array of pulsing lights and swirling energy cores, was responsible for projecting
the colossal hologram of Gustav that had deceived the alliance fleet.



The being, while humanoid in appearance, was distinctly non-human, its skin shimmering with an
ethereal glow that suggested a nature far beyond the ordinary.

As the projection faded away, the being stepped back from the device, turning to face the crew that
manned the hidden outpost. They, like their companion, were of various shapes and sizes, each bearing
unique traits that marked them as members of different species, united under a common cause.

"We've done it," the being announced, its voice carrying a mix of relief and triumph.

Chapter 1448 The Coming Of The Third

Falco, surrounded by Gustav and the others in the dimly lit control room of the spacecraft, delved
deeper into the origins of his existence.

"My story," Falco began, "is one of convergence and destiny, a series of events orchestrated by powers
beyond the understanding of most beings." He explained that his father, a being that governed the dark
plane, sought to create a bridge between his realm and the human world. A way he could be in both at
the same time.

"He conjured a rift, a tear in the fabric of reality, through which he marred a link of his essence and
consciousness, casting it across the dimensions in search of a vessel."

This link, as Falco described, was no mere thread of energy. It was a potent mixture of essence and
consciousness, a soul of its own, seeking a connection, a union with another being.

"It found its way onto Earth, intertwining with an item that had been gifted to my parents. This item,
seemingly innocuous would change my fate forever."



The moment his mother, pregnant with Falco at the time, touched the gift, the link activated.

"She instantly lost consciousness, alarming my Earthly father then." Falco paused, the gravity of the
moment hanging heavily in the air.

"What no one realized then was that the link had found its mark. It embedded itself within the
unformed fetus in her belly, my nascent form."

Falco's existence, from that moment, was irrevocably altered. "The essence of darkness, the
consciousness that was a soul of its own, merged with me. It marred me with dark changes from the
very womb, weaving its threads through my being, marking me as a creature of two worlds."

His revelation, profound in its implications, laid bare the complexity of Falco's nature. "l was born of
Earth, yet not solely of it. Which is why | could also be a mixedblood despite the nature of my abilities
being starkly different. Dark Falco was put in place to hide that."

Falco's narrative illuminated not just the mystery of his birth but also the delicate balance of forces that
shaped his life.

The others shared looks that hinted at understanding after hearing Falco's narration.

"So it's like you have two fathers..." Aildris muttered in apprehension.



"Basically, yeah... | have two fathers," Falco voiced in response.

"And since he is the Lord of that dark plane... it means you're some sort of prince of darkness. Which
explains the crown..." Gustav chipped in.

Falco nodded not denying the fact that he was royalty in that plane.

"As his offspring, are you going to take over from your father? And become the Lord of darkness?" Ria
inquired.

"I'm not his only offspring so, no. | don't like that plane... | don't like the darkness... | don't like the
corruption... I don't like how it snuffs out any medium of life and light..." Falco shook his head
repeatedly.

The spacecraft, a silent witness to the unfolding revelations and introspections of its occupants,
hummed quietly through the vastness of space.

Falco's narration had laid bare the extraordinary circumstances of his birth and existence, a tale that
bridged worlds and challenged the understanding of nature and nurture.

Yet, amidst the awe his story evoked, Gustav found himself grappling with a lingering question, a piece
of the puzzle that seemed crucial to the full understanding of Falco's father's motives.



With a thoughtful expression, Gustav turned to Falco, the question forming on his lips.

"Falco, your father's actions, to create this... connection with you, to give himself a foothold in our
plane—it's strategic, cunning even. But what exactly was his ultimate motive for doing this? There has to
be more to it."

Falco, who had shared so much, seemed to pause, a depth of unspoken knowledge in his gaze.

"There is indeed another reason, one far more significant," he began, his voice taking on a serious tone.

"My father, in binding part of his essence with mine, sought not just a leg in this plane but—"

His revelation was abruptly interrupted as Endric, usually composed, called out to Gustav with a sense of
urgency that instantly commanded attention. "Gustav, we have a problem," he announced, his voice
cutting through the hushed atmosphere of the cabin.

The shift in focus was immediate, the air thickening with tension and anticipation as all eyes turned to
Endric. The gravity of his interruption suggested that the matter at hand was of considerable
importance.

Endric continued, the urgency clear in his tone.



"The third premonition is coming." His revelation hung heavily in space, a portentous declaration that
seemed to echo with ominous undertones.

Gustav, recognizing the significance of Endric's words, pressed for details.

"You had a premonition of the premonition? What's happening?"

Endric demeanour had a blend of focus and concern as he explained, "During the time of the second
premonition, | marked the energy signature, creating a sort of alert with my time candidate ability so |
would sense when it was about to happen again so that we won't be taken off guard.... and just
moments ago, | sensed it. The third premonition is imminent."

Everyone stared at each other, their faces displaying varying degrees of expression while Endric
continued earnestly.

"Another good thing about this is, | know where it will happen. We need to get to the location of the
third premonition as soon as possible," Endric urged, his gaze locked with Gustav's.

"If we fail to act quickly, it could cost the lives of many."

The weight of Endric's warning settled over the crew, a sombre realization of the stakes at hand.



"Close to a planet again?" Gustav almost got PTSD from memories of the last premonition.

To think it had only been a year since the second premonition and now the third was upon them.

"Close to a planet," Endric confirmed.

Gustav acknowledged the urgency of the situation with a nod.

"Set the course, Endric. We'll try to make it in time," he stated, determination steeling his voice.

"Are you sure this should even be considered? If things go awry again you will be blamed for yet the
destruction of another planet," Aildris despite being a tender person by nature knew the risks involved
with participating in such a venture.

"I know. But if things happen like they did the last time where the premonition lasted longer than
normal... who knows what they could unleash onto our plane? | think that would be even riskier,"
Gustav answered with a tone of concern.

They understood that Gustav wasn't just doing it for the wellbeing of the planet but instead to make
sure that their plane wouldn't get more tampered with than it already had.



As the spacecraft adjusted its trajectory, racing against time to intercept the third premonition, the
control centre was filled with a palpable sense of anticipation and resolve. The stakes were clear, and
the objective was set.

Falco's untold reason, a secret that promised to shed further light on his father's motives, would have to
wait.

On planet Orion, bathed in the fading light of a dimming sun, the beings known as Aetherials faced a
crisis unlike any before.

The creatures, with their ethereal silver beauty, luminous halo-like rings floating gracefully above their
skulls, and magnificent wings unfurled from their backs, found their existence threatened by the
celestial anomaly that cast their world into chaos and pandemonium.

The planet, once vibrant and teeming with life, was now an epitome of despair and destruction.



The sun, the source of life and light for the Aetherials, was slowly losing its brilliance, its dimming rays
casting long shadows across the landscapes that were once illuminated by its glow.

It was slowly turning black.

The celestial phenomenon was not just a fading of light but brought with it a destabilization of the
planet's gravitational forces.

As the gravitational force became erratic and unstable, the Aetherials, beings who once soared the skies
with ease and grace, found themselves grounded, their wings rendered useless.

The oppressive gravitational forces pressed down on them with such intensity that even the mere act of
moving became a struggle. Their wings, once symbols of their freedom and power, lay limp and unused
by their sides.

The planet's surface bore witness to the toll of the catastrophe. Structures that had stood tall and
proud, marvels of Aetherial architecture, were now bending and crumbling under pressure.

Landscapes that had been meticulously tended and cared for were scarred by fissures as quakes tore
through the ground.

The air was filled with the sounds of horror and desperation. Screams and yells pierced the dimming
light as the residents of the planet confronted the reality of their situation. Families huddled together,
seeking comfort in their shared despair, as they watched their world fall apart around them.



Amidst the chaos, the council of the Aetherials convened in an underground chamber, a sanctuary
untouched by the turmoil that ravaged the surface.

The council, composed of the wisest and most powerful among the Aetherials, had gathered in an
urgent meeting to devise a plan to save their dying planet and its inhabitants.

There, in that place of calm and deliberation, the council members sat in a circle, their faces etched with
concern and determination.

"We cannot let our world end like this!"

Chapter 1449 Taking A Planet Out Of Orbit

"We cannot allow our world to end like this!" spoke the Archon, the leader of the council, his voice
resonating with authority and resolve.

"We must find a way to restore our sun's light and stabilize the gravitational forces that threaten to tear
our planet apart."

The council members nodded in agreement, their minds racing with ideas and potential solutions.

Suggestions were brought forward, ranging from harnessing the residual energies of the planet's core to
seeking the aid of distant, allied civilizations. Each proposal was debated with the urgency and
seriousness that the situation demanded.



Yet, for all their wisdom and power, the solution to their crisis remained elusive. The fading of their sun,
a phenomenon beyond their control and understanding, posed a challenge that threatened to dwarf
even their greatest feats of power and technology.

"We may need to consider evacuation," proposed one of the council members, a suggestion that hung
heavy in the air.

"If we cannot save our planet, we must at least ensure the survival of our people."

The notion of leaving their home, of abandoning the world that had nurtured and defined them, was a
bitter pill to swallow.

Nonetheless, faced with the potential extinction of their race, the council recognized the weight of the
responsibility that rested on their shoulders.

One council member, however, raised a voice of dissent that resonated with a hard truth.

"Evacuation under the current conditions is not just impractical; it's impossible," they argued, their tone
laced with the gravity of their situation.

"The severe gravitational anomalies that plague our planet now would render any attempt at spacecraft
flight futile. We would be unable to reach the necessary velocity for escape without being torn apart."



The objection cast a shadow of despair over the council, prompting another round of heated arguments.

The chamber, usually a place of wisdom and deliberation, echoed with the sounds of desperation and
disagreement as the council members grappled with the reality of their predicament.

As the surface of their planet continued to be ravaged by quakes and the relentless gravitational forces
that threatened to tear their world asunder, another member of the council, driven by a sense of
urgency, proposed a new course of action.

"We must reach out to the alliance," they suggested a note of hope in their voice.

"They have the resources and the technology to aid our people in this time of crisis. It is our best
chance."

The suggestion, born out of necessity and the recognition of their limitations, was met with a general
nod of agreement.

The idea of seeking help from the alliance seemed like a beacon of hope in the encroaching darkness.

With a renewed sense of purpose, the council mobilized their efforts to establish interstellar
communication.



However, as they attempted to send their distress signals, to bridge the vast distances with their pleas
for help, they were met with silence.

No matter how much they tried, all the communication systems were down, rendered inoperative by
the same forces that sought to doom their planet. The realization that they were cut off, isolated in their
darkest hour, was a blow that struck deeper than any physical wound.

"We are virtually sitting ducks," one council member lamented, the words heavy with a sense of defeat.

"Without any hope of reaching out for help, how do we face this catastrophe?"

'People of Planet Orion..."

The council members' eyes suddenly widened in confusion.

"Did you hear that?"

"l thought it was just me."

"I heard it too... what is going on?"



'l am here to save your world.'

The Council member's faces showed hints that they could still hear the voice and to their astonishment,
it wasn't just happening there, it was happening all over their planet.

The planet natives who numbered in billions could all hear the consoling masculine voice in their minds.

'Do not worry, you won't end up like the Ozis.'

Immediately after the council members heard that the rumblings suddenly stopped.

"The rumblings... they stopped?"

{ Minutes Earlier }

A spacecraft cut through outer space, approaching a planet in the distance.

As Gustav and the others approached the distant planet, a sense of foreboding filled the spacecraft.



The darkening sun, a dying beacon in the vast expanse of space, was visible millions of miles away, its
dimming light casting ominous shadows across their path.

Despite the considerable distance, the spacecraft began to experience the first signs of the gravitational
instability wreaking havoc on the planet below.

The closer they got, the more pronounced the instability became. The spacecraft shuddered under the
strain of the erratic gravitational force, its frame groaning as if in protest.

The situation escalated quickly; the vessel began to quake severely, rattling everyone and making it
evident that penetrating the planet's atmosphere under those conditions would be impossible.

Endric turned to Gustav with his face etched in concern; "The full premonition is nearly here, big
brother. We have to act immediately."

Gustav, his resolve as firm as ever, nodded in acknowledgement. Without a word, he moved towards
the exit of the spacecraft. They watched in awe as Gustav's entire being began to transform while he
soared through space.

Glowing silver scales emerged from his skin, covering his body in a shimmering armour of light. A tail
and two horns sprouted, completing the metamorphosis, while a trail of whitish light surrounded his
figure, imbuing him with an ethereal quality.

[ Ultimate Combination Has Been Activated ]



With incredible speed, Gustav breached the unstable gravitational force, his new form cutting through
the chaos as he infiltrated the planet's atmosphere.

Endric and the others watched, their breaths held in suspense, as Gustav disappeared from their view,
descending towards the troubled world below.

Upon his arrival on the planet, Gustav was immediately confronted with scenes of pandemonium.

The surface was being ripped apart by quakes and giant crevices that threatened to swallow everything
in their path.

The Aetherials, the magnificent beings with their luminous halos and once-graceful wings, were now
groaning in pain, struggling against the oppressive gravitational forces that rendered them practically
immobile.

Gustav sprang into action. With agility and strength, he moved swiftly among the Aetherials, pulling
them away from the brink of crevices that had suddenly opened beneath their feet.

To the Aetherials, the chaotic gravitational force was surprisingly ineffective on him and it was because
of his ultimate combination form. Gustav had a layer of anti-gravitational energy surrounding his being
that repelled everything away.

However, Gustav knew that physical intervention, while crucial, was not enough to quell the rising tide
of despair and fear that had gripped the planet.



He needed to reach every single being, to offer them hope.

[ Mental Transmission Has Been Activated ]

Closing his eyes, Gustav imbued energy from his form into Mental Transmission, making it more than a
hundred times more effective than before.

His voice, infused with power, echoed in the consciousness of every Aetherial on the planet.

"People of planet Orion," Gustav began, his mental voice a calming presence amid the turmoil. "l am
here to save your world."

Confusion and fear gave way to a flicker of hope as they wondered who the stranger was.

'I need to move the entire planet away...' Gustav said internally.

("It's not by strength... you'd just rip through the planet and come out the other side,") The system
warned.



'l know... that's why I'll have to cover the entire planet with my ultimate combination energy,' Gustav
responded before spreading his energy.

Gustav unveiled a power that no one, perhaps not even he, knew he possessed.

With a deep, resonating breath, he tapped into the very core of his being, drawing upon the
extraordinary essence that had transformed him.

It was in that moment of absolute necessity that Gustav chose to become not just a saviour but a force
of nature itself.

As Gustav concentrated, radiant energy began to emanate from his form, casting a silver aura that
spread like wildfire across the planet's expanse.

The light, pure and resplendent, touched every crevice, every shadowed valley, and every struggling
Aetherial. The silver aura enveloped the planet like a protective cocoon.

The gravitational instability, a malevolent force that had pressed down upon the inhabitants with
relentless cruelty, began to rescind at the presence of Gustav's light.

Standing as a lone bulwark against the gravitational anomaly, Gustav bore the full brunt of its force.



With the planet enveloped in the calming silver light, Gustav prepared for an act of unprecedented
power.

He gathered his strength, drawing from the wellspring of energy that flowed through his body.

Then, with a determination that burned as bright as the light he radiated, Gustav pushed.

It was a push that defied the laws of physics, a defiance against the natural order that sought to doom
the planet to darkness. Gustav, his form glowing with an intensity that lit up the sky, pushed the entire
planet forward, steering it away from the darkening sun that had once been its source of life but was
now a harbinger of death.

The planet moved, slowly at first, then gaining momentum as Gustav's efforts bore fruit. It was a
spectacle beyond imagination, a being of immense power exerting his will upon a celestial body, guiding
it away from oblivion.

The darkening sun, a shrinking orb of despair in the distance, gradually receded from view, its menacing
presence replaced by the expanse of space that opened up new possibilities for the planet and its
inhabitants.

"Do not worry, you won't end up like the Ozis."

His words, though spoken silently, were felt deeply by the Aetherials.



As the planet distanced itself from the dying sun, the silver aura that Gustav had spread began to fade,
its purpose served.

Chapter 1450 The Third Premonition

The gravitational instability that had wrought severe havoc was no more, leaving behind a sense of calm
that had been absent for too long.

The quakes subsided, the fissures ceased, and the Aetherials, once bound to the ground by an unseen
force, found that they could move freely once again.

Gustav felt the expenditure of energy and collapsed to one knee as his transformation receded.

("Congratulations, you managed to push an entire planet out of its orbit,") The system's annoying voice
rang in his ear.

His actions, born of desperation and hope, had altered the fate of an entire world, steering it away from
the edge of extinction. The planet, saved from the brink of destruction, owed its continued existence to
Gustav and showered him with appreciation as they crowded him on the surface.

As the Aetherials gathered around Gustav, their expressions a mix of awe and gratitude, the planet
descended into darkness. With no sun, their major source of light was gone.

However, the ring-like halos floating above their heads were bright enough to illuminate the entire
planet.



They were alive and that was all that mattered to them in that moment.

The council, emerging from their underground sanctuary, witnessed the transformation that had taken
place, realizing that their world had been given a second chance.

In the aftermath of the miraculous event, the story of Gustav's act of salvation spread across the planet,
a tale that would be told for generations.

The atmosphere was electric with relief and wonder as the once oppressive gravitational instability had
receded, leaving behind a sense of calm and stability.

Yet, it was the sight of Gustav Crimson, known across the universe as a fugitive and planet destroyer,
standing as the saviour of their planet, that left the council genuinely shocked.

"Is that Gustav Crimson?!" Archon who was present at IYSOP voiced in bewilderment.

"Is that going to be a problem? Gonna tell the alliance I'm here and claim the bounty?" Gustav gaze shot
forward as he questioned with a straight face.

"No, no, how can we do such?" Archon stepped forward with a look of reverence.



"Your actions have preserved the existence of our world," one of the council members began, his voice
echoing the sentiment of gratitude that filled the air. "We are in your debt, Gustav Crimson. Your name
shall be revered in our history as the saviour of our people."

Gustav's guard dropped a little as he acknowledged their appreciation with a nod. However, he was
quick to address the lingering concern that clouded the victory.

"While the immediate danger has been averted, the planet is now adrift, unanchored by the
gravitational pull of a sun. It is floating aimlessly across space," he said, highlighting the precariousness
of their situation despite the momentary relief.

The council, undeterred by the gravity of Gustav's words, reassured him.

"Do not worry about our planet's course," another council member responded with a serene
confidence.

"We possess the knowledge and the means to navigate this challenge. We will find a new path and
create a new source of light to guide us."

Their assurances were interwoven with continuous expressions of gratitude, as they beseeched Gustav
to stay, to partake in a feast prepared in his honor, a celebration of their world's salvation. But Gustav,
bound by the urgency of unresolved matters that awaited him beyond the confines of their world,
politely declined their offer.

"Thanks, but | must leave now. The crisis still remains," Gustav explained, his resolve clear in his voice.



As if on cue, a pentagon-shaped spacecraft, descended onto the planet's surface, its arrival marking the
end of Gustav's stay. With a final nod to the council and the gathered inhabitants, who still looked upon
him with awe and appreciation, Gustav boarded the spacecraft.

Endric, Falco, Aildris, and Ria awaited him inside, their faces etched with anticipation.

The spacecraft lifted off, leaving behind a world forever changed by Gustav's actions. Orion natives
watched as their savior departed into the vast expanse of space.

The sense of crisis lingered like a shadow. With the sun that had once nurtured their planet now a
darkened husk in the distance, an ominous anticipation filled the cosmos.

As the last vestiges of light faded, the sun crumbled into an abyss of blackness, an event that heralded
the emergence of something unforeseen.

"The third premonition is here," Endric stated within the spacecraft.

From the remnants of the collapsed star, a massive hand emerged, unfurling from the darkness like a
spectre of ancient fears made manifest. Its appearance sent ripples through the fabric of space.

The council, still standing on the surface of their saved world, turned their gaze toward the heavens,
witnessing the emergence of the colossal hand with a mixture of awe and apprehension.



The universe, it seemed, was never short of wonders and terrors.

The hand was just as massive as the eye and mouth that had appeared representing the first and second
premonitions.

With how incredibly massive it was, there was no doubt that hundreds of planets would fit into its palm.

Gustav had taken Planet Orion trillions of miles from their initial position and yet the hand was still very
visible.

The group was visibly concerned, their recent triumph shadowed by the new and ominous development.

Endric broke the silence as they travelled forward.

"This premonition is different from the last," he explained.

"It doesn't have a longer foothold here unlike the previous one which was a general anomaly. This will
vanish in a few more seconds."



However, as Endric observed the hand he noticed a subtle but significant change: the fingers of the
hand, previously splayed, began to curl inward, as if it intended to form a fist. This new development
sent a ripple of urgency through him.

"Guys, listen!" Endric called out, his voice sharp with urgency.

"We must not let that hand close into a fist. The destructive waves it will send across space will destroy
every orbital body in its path, Planet Orion included. The distance won't be able to save it. We cannot
allow it to complete that action before it dissipates."

Gustav, who had been at the forefront of their earlier ordeal had expended a great deal of his energy
saving the planet.

He knew that he wasn't in a position to intervene directly with the danger in front of them. At that
moment, Falco stepped forward, resolute and ready.

"I'll handle this," Falco declared, his voice resonant with the power of his otherworldly lineage.

Without a moment's hesitation, he exited the spacecraft and surged forward towards the gargantuan
hand.

Falco's being morphed becoming as dark as the hand up ahead. His essence intertwined with the darker
energies erupting from the hand.



As he approached, the hand seemed to respond, its movements slowing, as if recognizing the presence
of a kindred spirit.

‘Estroel... | will not let you have even a shred of hold here,' Falco swore internally.

Harnessing his unique abilities, Falco emitted a surge of dark energy towards the hand, aiming to disrupt
its form and prevent it from closing.

The space around him vibrated with the force of his power, a visual spectacle of energy ripples
cascading through the void.

It was darkness against darkness...

Back on the spacecraft, Gustav and the others watched anxiously through the observation deck, their
eyes fixed on Falco's figure against the colossal hand.

To call Falco's figure a speck of sand before the hand would be very generous. The hand covered his
entire view like a wall that was impossible to scale. Its width went on for millions upon millions of miles
and yet Falco braved his adversary with courage.

They could see the energy interactions, however, the hand didn't do anything in response to Falco's
attack. It was still closing like Falco was only wasting his time.



"Come on, Falco," Gustav murmured under his breath.

Falco, feeling the immense pressure of the task at hand, intensified his efforts. He knew that the balance
of using his power was delicate; too much force could have unforeseen consequences, yet too little
would fail.

With precision born of necessity, he modulated his energy output, threading waves of dark power into
the structure of the hand, seeking to destabilize it from within.

Like roots, the dark branches spread forth from his being looking incredibly gargantuan.

Wherever they made contact with, reduced in motion based on Falco's will but the hand was just too
massive for him to reach everywhere.

The seconds ticked by, each one laden with the weight of impending doom or salvation. Just as the hand
was about to close up completely, its form shimmered...

Thwwwoohhh~

It suddenly vanished from space.

Falco let out a sigh of relief as space returned to tranquillity. The third premonition had passed.



Slowly, he returned to the spacecraft, where he was met with relief and nods from his companions.

Gustav clapped him on the back.

"You did it, Falco," he said, his relief evident in his smile.

"You managed to slow it down."

"Honestly, it didn't feel like | was doing anything... Estroel is too powerful."



