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Chapter 1471 Getting Back On Track

As Gustav, Aildris, and Endric supervised the unloading of the rescued alien children and former slaves
on the surface of Planet Solquix, there was a palpable sense of relief among the group.

They had landed in a vast plain just outside the capital city. The alliance officials who would receive the
refugees had already been anonymously contacted with no idea that Gustav Crimson, the universal
fugitive, was behind it.

The area was bustling with activity, temporary shelters glowing under the evening light, and medical
tents buzzing with the sounds of care and relief efforts.

"Alright, we've done our part here. It's time to move," Endric stated.

"My ship took a beating; repairs will be required for full capabilities to be restored," After Gustav said
that, a glow covered the entire spacecraft, causing it to vanish.

"Let's stow it away for now," Endric mumbled.

Aildris asked for his to be stored as well and Endric did as asked.

Once secure, they boarded Endric's ship, a less battle-worn vessel that was ready for immediate
departure.



"Systems check complete, all green. We're good to go."

As they lifted off from Solquix, the planet's diverse landscape receded below them.

The ascent was smooth.

Once in space, Endric punched in coordinates that would take them away from the typical flight paths.

However, as they cleared the planet's upper atmosphere, the sensors blipped an urgent warning.

"Multiple inbound contacts, configuration matches alliance command fleet. High-grade signatures
detected." The ship's Al announced.

"Looks like they caught up," Gustav muttered.

Almost immediately, the serenity of space was shattered by the rapid approach of several alliance ships.
The lead ship bore the largest insignia of alliance which no doubt had Commander Estela residing within.

"There's too many of them..." Ria mumbled.



"Just keep going," Gustav said to Endric.

Endric's hands were steady on the controls as he swerved the ship into a nearby asteroid field, the rocky
bodies providing some cover and a highly hazardous environment.

As they weaved through the tumbling asteroids, the alliance fleet adjusted its formation, splitting into
smaller squads to follow them into the field.

The chase intensified, with near-misses becoming increasingly frequent as both pursuer and pursued
navigated the dangerous terrain.

Commander Estela's voice then crackled over the comm, clear and authoritative, cutting through the
tension like a knife.

"Gustav Crimson, this is Commander Estela. Surrender now, and | assure you, your trial will be fair.
Continue this folly, and you risk everything."

'Oh, so that's her name. Commander Estela...'

Gustav, not taking his eyes off the asteroid-dodging scene unfolding before him, activated the comm to
reply.



"Commander, | thank you for the one-hour headstart... But you know as well as | do that my chances in
your courts are as thin as the hull of a scout ship. I'll take my chances out here."

"You seem like a smart man, Gustav, and with that, you must know you can't outrun the entire alliance.
What are you trying to achieve?"

"I've successfully done so for a year so trust me, | can. When | achieve all of my objectives | will stop
running. But for now, don't hinder me... for the sake of the universe."

As the conversation continued, the chase did not let up. The alliance ships, using more calculated
maneuvers, started to close the gap, their advanced targeting systems beginning to lock onto Endric's
ship despite the asteroid interference.

"We won't be able to outrun them for long," Endric announced.

"Just keep going."

As the ship skillfully dodged through the hazardous environment, a new communication from
Commander Estela crackled through the intercom.

"Gustav, I'll ask you one more time, what is your objective? What are you trying to achieve?"



Endric kept navigating the treacherous asteroids with precise movements while Gustav responded with
a calm, yet firm voice, carrying the weight of his convictions.

"Commander, the alliance is focused on the wrong threats. Worried about the wrong things. If y'all don't
prepare for what is coming, the casualties will be devastating."

"What do you mean, Gustav? What are we missing?" Estela questioned with immense intrigue.

The line went silent. Gustav chose not to respond further, his silence a stark echo amidst the chaos.

Frustrated and intrigued by Gustav's cryptic warning, Commander Estela made a split-second decision.

Coming from a lineage of the Zephyri— a rare species known for their incredible speed and energy
manipulation—she prepared to take a drastic step.

"I'll get the answers myself, directly from him," she mumbled.

With those words, Estela ejected herself from her command ship. Her body, surrounded by a halo of
shimmering silver energy, sliced through the void of space toward Gustav's ship at a breathtaking speed.

Within moments, she positioned herself directly in the path of Gustav's fleeing ship. Harnessing her
Zephyrian heritage, she conjured a massive, glowing hand from the cosmic energy around her, its fingers
spread wide to ensnare the spacecraft.



"No more running, Gustav. It's time we talked, face to face," Estela's voice boomed loudly.

As the giant energy hand closed in on the spacecraft, its palm open and ready to clamp around the hull,
the intense glow of her power illuminated the surrounding space, casting stark shadows across the
tumbling asteroids.

Inside the ship, they were taken aback by the sudden appearance of the commander in their path.

However, her actions seemed to be too late.

A countdown was displayed on Gustav's left wrist which revealed his dimensional bracelet.

As Estela's hand almost grasped the ship, the countdown reached zero.

"Not today, Commander. Maybe next time."

In an instant, the ship was enveloped in a swirling vortex of blue light, the space around it distorting as
the dimensional shift was triggered.



The ship, along with all its occupants, vanished from sight, slipping through a crack in the universe
created by the bracelet's incredible power.

Commander Estela, hovering in space, her hand closing on the empty void where the ship once was,
paused in stunned silence. Her energy hand dissipated into sparkling motes that drifted harmlessly
among the asteroids.

"This isn't over."

With a flick of her wrist, Estela activated her suit's communication system, contacting her fleet.

"He's used a dimensional shift. Scan for residual energy signatures and prepare to track. We're not
giving up yet."

Back on the command ship, her crew scrambled to comply, their sensors probing the depths of space for
any trace of Gustav's ship.

"Commander, we're not picking up anything. It must be a very high-grade ability or device... Perhaps the
highest of grades."



Gustav and the others found themselves adrift in an unfamiliar sector of space. The tension from their
narrow escape still lingered in the air, each of them visibly relieved yet on edge from the sudden jump.

Gustav, examining his dimensional bracelet, let out a low whistle. "We used up 80% of the bracelet's
power on that jump. It was a close one."

"Close. But at least we've put some serious distance between us and the alliance fleets. They won't be
able to track us here," Aildris voiced out.

"For now... But Gus, why do you still run from them? It's not like you couldn't take them on after we
dropped off those kids," Falco questioned in confusion.

"I didn't take them on for their sake. Besides it's just a waste of time, | have things to take care of,"
Gustav answered with a disinterested tone.

"You've turned softer," Falco stated.



"Hmm... is that so?" Gustav mumbled.

"If this was you two years ago... They'd all be vanquished," Falco responded.

"Perhaps... But I've come to realize that soldiers just follow the orders of a higher chain of command. If |
truly want to get rid of the problem, I'll have to uproot the leaders of the alliance and | really don't have
time for a confrontation right now," Gustav voiced lengthily.

"Are you gonna confront them when all this is over and done with?" Falco questioned.

"I won't have to," Gustav answered cryptically.

'What does that even mean?' Falco's eyebrows furrowed.

"Where exactly are we, Gustav? This doesn't look like any star system I'm familiar with," Ria looked
around with a mix of curiosity and concern.

Gustav, who had been reviewing the star charts on his navigation screen, replied without looking up.

"We're not far from the remnants of the Triton vessel we encountered over a week ago. This part of
space isn't frequently traveled."



The group settled into a cautious routine as their ship continued its journey through the vast expanse of
space.

"Now that we're back on track, we have less than two weeks to reach our destination before the next
expected appearance of the warp demolator," Endric pointed out.

"That doesn't give us any time to waste. We need to make every second count, especially since we can't
afford another jump like that without Gustav's bracelet recharged," Aildris chimed in.

"Agreed. Let's use this time to make sure we're fully prepared. We can't go into another encounter like
that without a backup plan," Endric stated.

"We're mostly out of options so let's just make sure we avoid getting into another scuffle..."

Chapter 1472 Unbound Flow

"We're mostly out of options so let's just make sure we avoid getting into another scuffle..."

The others nodded in agreement, understanding the gravity of their situation.

The recent events had drained them a lot.



Gustav, sensing the need for personal preparation for what lay ahead, excused himself to one of the
rooms within the spacecraft to meditate.

Secluded and in silence, Gustav sat cross-legged. His breathing was deep and measured. The room,
dimly lit by the soft glow of the ship's ambient lights, provided a sanctuary of peace. As he closed his
eyes, his mind drifted inward, connecting with his bloodline roots.

'The third step of Beta Rank... It's within reach. | just need to push through the barriers, channel deeper.'

His focus intensified and as he delved into the depths of his bloodline channels, he sensed the
burgeoning power within him, teetering on the edge of a significant breakthrough.

("Prepare yourself.") The system voiced.

Gustav opened his eyes momentarily, his meditation interrupted.

"What is it again? What am | to prepare for?"

("Unbound...")

The word lingered in the air, cryptic and heavy with unknown implications. Gustav's eyebrows knitted in
suspicion.



Shaking off the disturbance, he refocused, channeling more intensely.

'I guess something will happen when | break through... | can't let anything distract me right now.'

Days passed, with the spacecraft inching closer to its destination. Inside his meditation room, Gustav
was a conduit of raw energy. His dedication and intense focus finally paid off.

With a resonant surge that felt like a sonic boom echoing through his veins, Gustav achieved the third
step of Beta Rank.

At that exact moment, a wave of powerful energy radiated from his body. The ship trembled, panels and
tools rattling unsteadily.

Outside the meditation room, the group was taken aback as the ship vibrated unexpectedly.

"What in the world?" Falco was appalled.

"It's coming from inside the ship... It's Gustav! He must have broken through," Endric immediately
announced to the others.



The energy subsided as quickly as it had erupted, returning the surroundings to a state of calm once
more.

As Gustav reached the third step of Beta Rank, a profound internal shift occurred. It felt like a physical
pull, tugging at the very essence of his being, drawing him inward and outward simultaneously.

His consciousness expanded, flooding with memories that did not belong to him—or did they? The
images and sensations that washed over him were vivid, disorienting, and utterly foreign.

'What is this? These memories... Another life, another dimension, perhaps?'

The memories unfurled like a tapestry of another existence where Gustav was not a fugitive or a fighter,
but an honored being in a dimension vastly different from his own. He saw flashes of ceremonies in his
honor, divine beings that faltered before him.

Yet, the details were fragmented, obscured by the mist of a mind not fully his own.

As he delved deeper into the flood of alien memories, he felt a sensation of vertigo as if his spirit were
detaching from his body.

When he regained consciousness, the room and its familiar confines had vanished. Instead, Gustav
found himself adrift within a constellation of stars, the cosmos enveloping him in its awe-inspiring
expanse.



A monumental presence loomed before him, a being of incomprehensible scale whose hand, the size of
a galaxy, swung towards him with slow, inexorable force.

The air—or what passed for air in this cosmic vision—vibrated with the power of the colossal entity as it
boomed a single, condemning word:

"Traitor!"

The accusation was thunderous, resonating through the very fibers of Gustav's being.

The pressure from the descending hand was immense, threatening to crush him into nonexistence. It
felt as if every cell in his body might burst, scattered to the cosmic winds.

'l can't move...'

In a desperate bid for survival, Gustav tried to shield himself, but the power bearing down on him was
beyond his newly attained capabilities.

As despair gripped him, fearing his end was imminent, his eyes snapped open.

He was back, not in the cosmos, but lying on the bare floor of his ship's meditation room. The stark, cold
metal under him and the ship's movement noises briefly reassured him, but his relief was short-lived.



There was a persistent banging sound, someone at the door, urgent and insistent.

"Gustav! Are you in there? Open up!" Aildris's muffled voice rang out from the other end.

With a groan, Gustav pushed himself to his feet, his body aching as if he had truly been crushed by a
celestial giant.

He staggered to the door, unlocked it, and swung it open to find Aildris, concern etched deeply into his
features.

"There you are! We heard a loud crash, and then nothing for the last three days. Are you alright? You
were unresponsive."

'It's been three days? It felt like a few seconds,' Gustav couldn't believe his ears.

It had already been three days since he broke through to the third step of Beta rank.

Gustav leaned against the door frame, trying to collect himself.

His voice was hoarse, his mind still reeling from the intensity of the vision.



"l saw something..."

"How do you mean?" Aildris inquired.

"A vision... Or perhaps memories. It is strange but now | have even more questions," Gustav answered
with a bothersome expression.

"A vision? That's... unusual. Do you think it was real?"

"Real or not, it felt significant. Things like this never happen to me. | was called a traitor, Aildris. By
something ancient and powerful."

Aildris looked at him, trying to make sense of the words. His concern deepened, reflecting the gravity of
what Gustav described.

In the dimly lit control room of the spacecraft, the air was thick with concern and curiosity. Gustav and
Aildris entered together, the weight of recent revelations hanging heavily between them.



The group turned expectantly as they approached, their faces etched with worry.

"Gustav, you've been silent for three days. We thought you'd come out after your breakthrough... What
happened?"

Gustav paused, the disorientation from his temporal displacement evident in his expression.

"It was only a few seconds to me. | had no idea three days had passed."

Endric, who had been observing Gustav closely, nodded with a knowing look. His background as a time
candidate had given him a unique perspective on such anomalies.

"You regained some memories, didn't you? The kind that stretches across time and dimensions."

Gustav turned to look at him.

"Yes, | did. Memories that don't feel familiar."

Endric's forehead gleamed with a green glow as Husarius's voice rang out.



"As you grow stronger, Gustav, the more 'unbound' you become. This means your past, potentially
across different realities, will continue to reveal itself to you, piece by fragmented piece."

'Is that why the system warned me?' Gustav recalled the system's heads-up before his breakthrough.

"Memories of what, exactly?" Ria questioned.

"Memories of being the outworldly," Endric blurted out.

The revelation added a layer of tension to the already charged atmosphere. Gustav's frown deepened as
he internally questioned the mysterious title that had loomed over him for the past three years.

"Being the outworldly... It seems there's much more to it than | anticipated. | need more answers."

As the words left his mouth, a phenomenon occurred.

From within Gustav, a teenage feminine figure with striking red hair, eyes, and a gown, materialized. She
phased out smoothly, her presence both startling and mesmerizing.

"What did you mean back on the Nereus Sector when you said you had something to tell me?" Gustav's
eyes didn't have a hint of surprise as he voiced out.



Aildris and Ria on the other hand were just experiencing something like that for the first time and
couldn't believe their eyes.

"It's always something new with you, isn't it?" Aildris voiced, startled.

"Oh, yeah... Meet System," Gustav said to both of them.

"That explains nothing but... Okay?" Ria mumbled with a confused look.

The system maintained a calm demeanor as her red eyes locked onto Gustav's.

("What you perceive as memories are indeed glimpses of your existence as the outworldly—a term that
encompasses much more than can be easily explained in a moment.")

("What | wanted to let you know at the Nereus Sector was the fact that | am an echo of your past. |
existed back then.")

"What do you mean by that? You knew me as the outworldly?" Gustav inquired.

("Yes I did.")



"So you're older than just a few thousand years?"

("lam.")

"Is that why you bound yourself to me when you came to earth?"

("No. I didn't know it was you at the time.)

"So who exactly are you?"

The system's face glitched multiple times after hearing the question.

("1 am unauthorized to answer this question. This is as much as | can tell you at the moment.")

Gustav absorbed the information, his mind racing with possibilities and the weight of his hidden past.

Aildris and Ria were doing their best to keep up but they could barely understand what was going on.



Falco had an idea since his Father was a higher dimensional level being while Endric was ahead of them
all in terms of said knowledge since he was a time candidate.

Chapter 1473 Unsightly Reunion

In the dimly lit confines of the spacecraft's command center, the atmosphere was charged with a
mixture of frustration and anticipation.

Gustav faced the ethereal form of the system, his patience wearing thin.

"What is with you and half-baked information? Just tell me the whole damn thing if you want to tell me
anything at all!"

The system, her form shimmering with a faint red glow, looked at Gustav with an expression that could
only be described as an eye roll, despite her ethereal nature.

("It's not my fault, Gustav. The knowledge you seek is bound to the pace at which you can comprehend
and withstand it without unraveling your psyche.")

"I'm not some fragile relic that's going to shatter. | need the truth, all of it. Now more than ever," Gustav
voiced with an unwavering tone.

"If anything, you seem to be the one who is unable to go further."



Their heated exchange was suddenly interrupted by Endric, who approached them with a sense of
urgency, diverting their attention to the navigational console.

"We're nearing our destination, everyone."

The group gathered around the console, their faces reflecting the seriousness of their mission. Outside
the viewport, the vastness of space stretched endlessly, the nearby constellations casting a celestial
glow even though there were no planets in sight. All they could see was a stark, empty quadrant where
the Warp Demolator was predicted to appear.

"How long until the Warp Demolator appears?" Ria inquired.

"Two days, according to the last calculations. We're early, which gives us some room to prepare and
make sure we're ready."

The group settled into a watchful silence, each person lost in their thoughts about the upcoming
challenge. Gustav turned back to the system.

"Look, | understand there are risks with knowledge. But knowing only parts of what I'm supposed to be
or do isn't going to cut it. Not now. If there's more to being the 'outworldly,' | need to know."

("The essence of being 'outworldly' encompasses roles and responsibilities that stretch across universes
and timelines. You were a custodian of cosmic balance, yes, but also a bridge between entities that were
beyond ordinary comprehension. These entities, your past allies, and adversaries are bound to the very
laws you once enforced. | won't say more than this. You'll figure the rest out as you grow even more
unbound.")



"I see," Gustav went into deep thought after his conversation with the system.

He couldn't deny that his understanding had increased compared to two years ago, but it was still a lot
to take in.

Endric, sensing Gustav's contemplation, approached with an update that momentarily shifted Gustav's
focus.

"I'll have the Sacred Armor ready for you to equip before the Warp Demolator appears. It should give
you the added protection you might need."

Gustav nodded, acknowledging the plan, "Thanks, Endric. I'll need every advantage | can get."

Before further preparations could be discussed, an unexpected anomaly interrupted them.

A small, golden glow appeared in the distant void of space, visible from their viewport. The group
gathered around, their eyes fixed on the new spectacle.

Falco, squinting towards the glow, speculated, "Is that the Warp Demolator?"



Endric shook his head. "The energy signature doesn't match."

"The warp demolator is more ashy and grey... This is something else," Gustav confirmed Endric's
statement.

Without warning, the golden glow accelerated, shooting straight toward their spacecraft. It phased
through the hull as if it were made of light and headed directly for Gustav.

Reflexively, he raised his hand to swat it away, but the glow expanded abruptly, enveloping him in a
blinding light.

Aildris, reaching out toward Gustav, cried out, "Gustav!"

But it was too late. In a blink, the light and Gustav both vanished, leaving a stunned group staring at the
space where he had stood just a moment ago.

"He's gone! I'll start searching. Maybe he's still close by..." With an expression of alarm, Endric sprung
into action.

Utilizing his abilities, Endric blinked out of the room, teleporting across vast stretches of space in an
attempt to locate Gustav.



Falco activated his abilities as well. His form obscured by a dark cloak, blurred as he took to space, flying
at incredible speeds around their current location, his eyes scanning for any sign of Gustav or the
mysterious light.

Meanwhile, Aildris and Ria worked frantically at the spacecraft's console, initiating a deep-space scan.

"I'm setting the sensors to maximum sensitivity. If he's out there, we'll find him."

Minutes stretched into hours as the group's efforts yielded no results. Endric returned to the ship,
frustration etched across his face.

"I've covered hundreds of thousands of miles. There's no sign of him... He's just... Gone."

Falco, landing back in the bay with a heavy thud, echoed in sentiment.

"Nothing out there. Whatever took him must have gotten him very far from here."

"We're running out of time. The Warp Demolator will be here in just over a day. Without Gustav..."
Endric's voice trailed off.

What were they supposed to do? Ride the warp demolator themselves? Even as powerful as Gustav
was, it was still a very big risk despite the sacred armor he'd be clad in.



Aildris taking a deep breath, tried to rally the group.

"We can't stop now. Gustav wouldn't. If we can't find him, we have to assume Gustav might find his way
back."

The group, united in their resolve but shaken by the uncertainty, set about their tasks with renewed
urgency to search for any clue that might lead them to Gustav.

Gustav's senses gradually adjusted as the disorienting golden glow faded, revealing an opulent room
that seemed incongruously luxurious.

He stood in the center, taking in the details: high ceilings adorned with intricate moldings, walls lined
with shelves filled with ancient tomes and artifacts, and large windows that showcased a skyline
unmistakably belonging to Earth.



The realization dawned on him—he was no longer in the vast reaches of space but back on his home
planet.

Before he could fully process the shift, the sound of footsteps echoed through the room.

A young man with slightly tanned skin and meticulously styled dreadlocks entered, his presence familiar
yet unexpected.

"Hello Gustav," he said with a nonchalant ease, incomparable to the gravity of the situation.

Gustav's eyes narrowed as he recognized the figure. They hadn't seen each other in so long yet the
circumstances of their reunion were far from ordinary.

"Stark... | take it that this is your doing."

Stark paused and his facial expression answered Gustav's question. His stylish appearance, marked by a
tailored suit that accentuated his athletic build, contrasted sharply with the seriousness of his next
words.

"Yes, it was me. But believe me, when | say, | had no choice."



Gustav's stance hardened, his trust in his old friend wavering under the weight of his sudden abduction.

"Why am | here, Stark?"

Stark walked towards a large, ornate desk, leaning against it casually as if to ease the tension that filled
the room.

"You're here because you needed to be away from the Warp Demolator's appearance."

Gustav's eyes narrowed in suspicion immediately.

Stark was aware of the Warp Demolator so their encounter was very much premeditated.

"Send me back. Now. | have to finish what | started," Gustav demanded.

"l can't do that, Gustav," Stark shook his head.

The luxurious room, filled with priceless artifacts and sumptuous decor, suddenly felt like a battleground
as Gustav's anger surged.



A tangible wave of energy erupted from him, radiating outwards and causing the entire building to
tremble. The fine china in the cabinets rattled ominously, and the crystal chandeliers swayed perilously
from the ceiling.

"I'm not playing games, Stark. You need to send me back now. | have less than a day before the Warp
Demolator appears," Gustav's voice sounded eerily calm but the waves of energy erupting from him
depicted the opposite.

As the vibrations from his outburst resonated through the room, two guards clad in shimmering silver
robes materialized seemingly out of thin air, rushing towards Gustav with lethal intent.

Stark's voice cut through the tension, a note of urgency creeping into his normally calm demeanor.

"Wait, hold—"

But before Stark could finish his command, Gustav reacted.

With swift and precise movements, he incapacitated the first guard with a sharp, controlled jab to the
solar plexus, sending him spiraling towards the other end of the space.

Bam!



The second guard barely had time to implement a bloodline attack before Gustav's palm strike met his
chin, knocking him unconscious before he even hit the floor.

"If it weren't for our past, Stark, you'd have lost a few limbs by now. Consider this a warning."

Stark, witnessing the swift takedown of his guards, let out a heavy sigh.

"Gustav, | truly had no choice in this matter. There are factors at play here bigger than us both. Come
with me, please."

The tension in the air remained thick as Gustav nodded curtly. His expression was a mask of controlled
bloodlust as he followed Stark through the hallways of the building.

Chapter 1474 The Warp Demolator's Appearance

The tension in the air remained thick as Gustav nodded curtly. His expression was a mask of controlled
bloodlust as he followed Stark through the hallways of the building.

They silently passed the servants and guards, all of whom gave them a wide berth, their eyes wide with
a mixture of respect and fear.

The hallways were lined with ancient artistry of dragons and portraits of dignified ancestors. Marble
floors gleamed underfoot, reflecting the soft glow of the wall sconces that lit their path. As they walked,
the noise of the household faded until all that could be heard was the soft thud of their footsteps.



Finally, they arrived at a heavy, ornately carved door at the end of a secluded corridor. Stark paused and
turned to face Gustav.

"Behind this door lies the reason | had to bring you here."

With a deep breath, Stark pushed the door open.

Gustav stepped into a starkly different environment than the luxurious hallways they had just traversed.

The room was austere and clinical, with plain walls and a single light source casting a stark beam onto
the center of the space. There, on a pedestal, lay a seemingly ordinary pamphlet, but its presence was
anything but mundane.

Gustav approached cautiously, his eyes narrowing as he scanned the foreign script on the parchment.
Despite its unfamiliarity, the words resonated with him, and understanding flowed through him as if he
were recalling a forgotten language.

"I knew you'd understand it. That's why | brought you here. It explains why | had to intervene," Stark
voiced from the side.

Gustav picked up the pamphlet, the paper old and delicate under his fingers. He read aloud, his voice
echoing slightly in the empty room.



""The Vertigon family will be the first to perish should the outworldly ride the Warp Demolator.' What is
this, Stark? Some kind of prophecy?"

Stark's expression was grave as he stepped closer, his gaze fixed on the document in Gustav's hands.

"It's more than a prophecy; it's a premonition that has been in my family for centuries. Since my father
is long gone, it is my duty to protect our lineage at all costs. | had to do what | had to do."

Gustav's frown deepened as he processed the weight of Stark's words.

"And you believe this? That by preventing me from reaching the Demolator, you can change this
supposed fate? What if it is a lie and you just committed an act that would bring ruin not just to the
Vertigon family but to the entire universe as a whole?"

"I have to believe it, Gustav. | have to believe that as the outworldly you must have another way to save
us all."

"Do you only care about your own?" Gustav shook his head as he thought about all the times he felt
Stark was different from the rest.

"I'm not heartless, Gustav but as the head of the Vertigon family, my first responsibility is to protect my
own. | won't apologize for that," Stark responded firmly.



Gustav placed the pamphlet back on the pedestal and turned around with a dark look on his face.

"So, this is it? You drag me across the universe based on an ancient text that gives no further details
beyond a few lines? The warp demolator will not appear again until over a year has passed. Do you
realise that there is no other way to get to the remnants of planet Humbad?

Do you realize that this means universal catastrophe? Do you realise that you could have informed me
of this so-called premonition so we could find another means of protecting your family instead of
dragging the whole world into this?"

With each word, Gustav's voice boomed with a deeper aura of ominousity.

"I didn't tag you as a selfish person... But of course, you're part human. It lingers in the depths of your
existence," Gustav shook his head in disappointment.

"I've spent nearly three years of my life considering it, turning it over in my mind, consulting with seers
and scholars. My ancestors believed it and so did my father.

He left me a last message saying | had to do whatever it took to prevent it. This was the last resort,
Gustav. If there were another way, do you think | wouldn't have taken it?"

Stark tried to do his best to appeal to Gustav's understanding.



The room filled with a tense silence as both men stood, locked in a conflict of duty against friendship.
Gustav's gaze drifted back to the pamphlet.

"Send me back. This is something that can be dealt with on another day," Gustav demanded once more.

"Even if | wanted to... | can't. It's a one-way usage with the Ezoila," Stark responded remorsefully.

Gustav recognized the name of the relic. A priceless item that could bring anyone or anything from
anywhere in the universe to a particular location no matter how distant it was. However, it only worked
once and would become obsolete afterwards.

It was extremely rare and according to what he knew, there were only around seventeen Ezoilas left in
the universe. All priceless. So how did Stark get his hands on one?

"You little... You had Axiler get it for you, didn't you?" Gustav realized why he found Stark a bit
suspicious back then on planet Ozious.

He had been preparing for this moment since back then. Stark's current expression harbored a bit of
guilt but he still felt he did right by his family.

"The reason you didn't get pulled into an enclosure or restrained is because we know you won't be able
to get back there in less than two days no matter how much you try," Stark revealed.



Gustav's anger boiled over as Stark admitted the impossibility of returning in time. The dimensional
bracelet was still at fifty percent and didn't have enough power to send him back.

The realization that he could miss the critical moment of the appearance of the Warp Demolator ignited
a fierce rage within him.

He lunged at Stark, his hands finding Stark's neck. Lifting him off the ground, Gustav's grip tightened,
and Stark gasped for air, his feet dangling helplessly.

"Gustav... killing me won't change anything... I've... saved my family... from the crisis,"

Gustav's eyes blazed with fury as he stared into Stark's struggling face.

"Then die!" His voice was a low growl, filled with lethal intent.



Meanwhile, back on the spacecraft, Aildris, Endric, Ria, and Falco faced their crisis. They had exhausted
every method they knew to locate or retrieve Gustav, but nothing had worked.

The tension was palpable as they gathered around the navigation console, watching the time tick down
to the Warp Demolator's emergence.

"The Warp Demolator will appear in just thirty minutes," Endric announced.

"Do you think rival will make it back in time?" Ria questioned.

"We can't be sure. We need to move the spacecraft further from the projected path of the Demolator.
We can't risk getting caught in its pull," Endric answered with a look of uncertainty.

The group swiftly maneuvered the spacecraft to a safer distance, all the while keeping their sensors
trained on the area where the Demolator was expected to appear.

As the countdown reached its final moments, space seemed to shudder.

A vast, ashy trail materialized, snaking its way across the void. The Warp Demolator was not just a
simple phenomenon; it seemed almost alive, its immense form writhing and twisting through the stars.

"There it is... the Warp Demolator," Aildris voiced while opening his beautiful eyes to take on the
unfathomable view.



The structure of the Demolator was mesmerizing and terrifying. Its body, if it could be called that,
resembled a gargantuan celestial serpent made of swirling ash and cosmic debris.

It moved with a purposeful grace, undulating through the vacuum of space, its path unpredictable and
its destination unknown.

"It's even more massive than we had anticipated," Falco mumbled.

As the group watched the Warp Demolator carve its path through the cosmos, a mixture of awe and
dread settled over them.

From their vantage point, they could see the massive entity dragging celestial bodies along its turbulent
trail, stars and moons wrenched from their orbits by its formidable gravitational pull.

Falco, peering out through the viewports with a concerned expression, noted the alarming
phenomenon.

"Look at that... it's pulling everything with it. It's like it's rewriting the map of this sector."

Aildris observed the Warp Demolator and noticed something.



"It's increasing in size. Our current distance isn't safe anymore—we're too close!"

Suddenly, the spacecraft began to shudder, the initial signs of being caught in the Demolator's
gravitational field. Alarms blared throughout the control room.

"We're being pulled in!" Aildris announced.

Endric extended his hands, his eyes glowing silvery as telekinetic energy spread forth.

"Hold on!"

A visible field of energy enveloped the spacecraft, shimmering like a protective bubble.

Endric's face contorted with effort as he mentally wrestled with the opposing forces trying to counteract
the pull of the Demolator.

"Its pull is incredibly powerful... | can hold us back, but not for long! We need to boost the engines, try
to break free from its pull!"

Chapter 1475 Unknown Saviour



Aildris initiated the emergency thrusters, the spacecraft's engines roaring to life as they attempted to
aid Endric's telekinetic push. The combined effort caused the ship to tremble violently, straining against
the immense gravitational force of the Warp Demolator.

"Thrusters at full power!"

Outside, the Warp Demolator seemed almost alive, its ashy, serpentine body writhing and expanding as
it consumed the cosmic matter in its path.

The spectacle was terrifying—orbital bodies that had taken eons to form were now mere playthings in
the grip of the celestial behemoth.

As the spacecraft struggled to maintain its position, the crew watched helplessly as the Warp
Demolator's path of travel became increasingly erratic.

The situation aboard the spacecraft grew increasingly dire as the Warp Demolator's gravitational pull
intensified beyond Endric's capacity to manage.

His telekinetic shield shimmered with strain, the protective energy waning as the colossal entity grew
even larger, its ashy tendrils swirling menacingly closer.

Endric face contorted with effort and sweat beaded on his brows as he gritted his teeth.



"I—I can't hold it much longer! It's too strong!"

He didn't experience that much struggle splitting an entire planet but how could he have known
something like that could be so difficult?

Endric wanted to ensure that they do not come into direct contact with it as none of them were aware
of the effects it would bring, but with the way things were going...

"It's growing! We're not going to make it if it gets much closer," Aildris announced with a tone of
urgency.

The crew braced themselves as the spacecraft began to shudder violently, the edges of the Warp
Demolator's ashy trail licking the outer hull, enveloping them in darkness.

It seemed as though they would be consumed whole by the cosmic phenomenon they had sought to
intercept.

Falco immediately started preparing to head out and brace the warp demolator with his bare body to
push them from harm's way but Aildris and Ria were not having it.

There was no way he'd be able to handle the impact.

Suddenly, a miraculous sight unfolded.



From the heart of the ashy chaos, a brilliant silver glow emerged, its radiance piercing through the
darkness like a celestial beacon. An ethereal being, its form obscured by the intense luminosity it
emitted, approached the spacecraft.

The crew watched in awe and confusion as the glowing entity reached out with what appeared to be
arms of pure light.

With a graceful, powerful motion, the being pushed against the spacecraft. The force of its intervention
was gentle yet firm, countering the pull of the Warp Demolator with a precision that seemed beyond the
capabilities of any known entity.

"What in the universe is that?" Falco couldn't hide his shock.

As the being exerted its influence, the spacecraft felt the oppressive ashy grip loosening. Slowly, but
with undeniable strength, the ethereal figure maneuvered them away from the belly of the Warp
Demolator. The ash receded from the hull, revealing once again the stars beyond.

The silver being, its task seemingly complete, gave one last push that sent the spacecraft into a stable
path away from the destructive path of the Warp Demolator. As it withdrew, the glow around it pulsed
warmly and almost reassuringly...



{ A DayAgo}

"Just check my memories if you think I'm lying. The visions will prove my claim."

Amidst heavy breaths Stark suggested.

Gustav's grip on Stark's neck loosened as he contemplated the suggestion to delve into Stark's
memories.

The revelation that Stark knew about his rarely used ability to siphon memories was unsettling.

The power was known to wreak havoc on the mind of the person it was used on and it seemed Stark
knew more about the existence of the Outworldly than he had thought.

Stark's insistence and the gravity of the situation prompted Gustav's acceptance. He never spared his
enemies but he was looking for a reason to give Stark the benefit of the doubt.



Gustav placed his hand firmly on Stark's temple while Stark braced himself, closing his eyes in
anticipation of the invasive probe.

"This is gonna hurt," Gustav stated with an emotionless tone.

"Just do it," Stark mumbled.

[Memories Siphoning Has Been Activated]

As Gustav activated the ability, a rush of images and sensations flooded through him.

The first memory was Stark touching the ancient pamphlet, his fingers trembling as he made contact.
Instantly, a deluge of visions cascaded into Stark's consciousness—visions now shared with Gustav.

The scenes were chaotic and intense: Gustav, riding the Warp Demolator, unwittingly triggered a
cataclysmic event. His involvement in its movement resulted in its instability, causing a fragmented trail
of ashiness to break off from the pile and appear on Earth...

The vertigon premises to be exact.

A corruption was unleashed almost immediately, enveloping everything in its path.



Gustav found himself ensnared in the location he ended up after riding the warp demolator, unable to
escape and provide assistance as the disaster unfolded.

The Vertigon island was set ablaze. In order to stop the corruption from spreading further, the world
came together to wipe them out.

The lineage of the Vertigon family, once proud and influential, withered in the flames, their legacy
reduced to ashes.

A fragment of another memory showed a later scene—a devastated Gustav, his face etched with defeat
and sorrow, carrying the lifeless body of Stark through the remnants of what was once a vibrant island.
The weight of his failure, the destruction of a family he had inadvertently caused, hung heavily on him.

Gustav pulled away from Stark at this moment with a look of distress as his mind returned to the
present.

"So It's true..."

"l told you. | needed you to see it—to understand why | did what | did. | couldn't let that future come to
pass," Stark breathed profusely while trying to recover from the siphon's toll.

Gustav stood in place with a contemplative look while the impact of the visions still toiled through his
mind.



"While | get it... | simply can't accept that outcome. There must be something that can be done to
change it."

"That's one of the reasons | brought you here, away from the Demolator. Not just to protect my family,
but to give us a chance to find another way. Together.

| understand it is paramount for you to get to where the warp demolator is heading," Stark voiced
hopefully.

"And if we can't find another way? What then? We sacrifice everything and everyone else just to save
your family?" Gustav questioned with a tinge of annoyance.

"If it was you... What would you have done?" Stark asked while lowering his head.

His question caused a brief silence as Gustav pictured choosing between saving his loved ones and
saving the world.

("Let's not pretend that you wouldn't fuck the world over to save your friends,") The system chipped in.

'Whose side are you on?'



("The side of reason.")

'You know the meaning of that word? Did you Google it?"

("...Fuck you.")

Gustav decided to ignore the system and turned to face Stark.

"You better pray that we find another way... For everyone's sake," Gustav's tone hinted at accepting the
collaboration.

Stark looked at Gustav, his eyes solemn, understanding the enormity of the choices before them.

"Thank you for giving me a chance."



As the Warp Demolator receded into the void of space, leaving behind a trail of cosmic unrest, Endric,
Aildris, Falco, and Ria remained aboard their spacecraft, their faces etched with concern and confusion.

They had expected Gustav to appear at the last moment or something but his absence now cast a
shadow over their mission.

The warp demolator was gone.

Ria staring out into the now calm space, broke the silence. "Gustav... He's definitely okay, right?" His
voice carried a mixture of hope and worry.

"He has to be. Gustav's survived worse. But with his disappearance and without the warp Demolator
taking him to where the remnants of planet Humbad is located, I'm not sure what our next move should
be," Aildris chipped in.

Endric then recalled the mysterious being that had intervened during their most perilous moment. The
figure's glowing silhouette had prevented a disaster, but its identity remained a puzzle.

Endric, rubbing his chin thoughtfully, ventured, "That being... could it have been Miss Aimee?—it
reminded me of her."

Ria raised an eyebrow, skeptical. "Miss Aimee? Didn't she retreat to that planet she created after the
IYSOP? Why would she appear here, and in the Warp Demolator, of all places?"



Aildris, nodding slowly, added, "It surely makes no sense for it to be her since that being appeared from
the interior of the warp demolator... But then..."

The discussion spiraled into theories and recounts of Miss Aimee's known capabilities and last known
actions. Her legend as one of the universe's most formidable beings made her a subject of endless
speculation.

Falco, trying to make sense of the events, suggested, "As much as it seems unlikely, who else could rip
us away from the pull of something as powerful as the Warp Demolator? And then to dive back into it..."

"That's not something just anyone could do even if they were alpha ranked... and she is beyond that
level of power," Aildris added.

Chapter 1476 NID

"Let's not jump to conclusions yet. For now, our priority must be to locate Gustav. Whatever it takes."



Gustav and Stark followed closely behind one of Stark's uncles as they navigated the corridors of one of
the Vertigon family estates. The man was none other than Uncle Bila who gave Gustav trouble the first
time he arrived on the Vertigon family island.

However, he had now come to fear and respect Gustav. He knew that the man standing before him was
not one he could hold a candle to in terms of strength.

They descended deeper into the ancient vaults that housed centuries of artefacts and technological
wonders. The air was thick with the musty scent of old paper and aged metal—a library of relics each
with a story to tell.

"This here is the Chrono Dial. It is said to be able to manipulate small pockets of time within certain
environments. Of course, it can't do anything crazy like universally tamper with time but it has been
known for helping in specific spaces."

As they moved from one artefact to another, Uncle Bila's' voice echoed off the stone walls.

Each item they passed seemed more intriguing and potent than the last. There was no doubt that with
the fortune of the Vertigon family, they most likely had the largest collection of artefacts and high-grade
technological items on Earth.

"And over here, we have the Luminar Sphere. It is believed to enhance the bloodline energy multiplying
it by two. Our ancestors once used it to fight off invaders from the outside world."

Gustav listened intently as he considered each item's potential relevance to their current predicament.



The weight of missing the Warp Demolator's appearance pressed heavily on him, fueling his urgency to
find something—anything—that could offer a solution or aid.

"Is there anything that can help with travelling to the future?" Gustav inquired.

"Oh... Not as far as | can remember but let's keep checking. We could still find something that can help,"
Uncle Bila modestly suggested.

The group continued their exploration, their footsteps resonating through the hall of the vault.

As they ascended to the highest level, Uncle Bila led them into a room that starkly contrasted with the
ones below.

There, the air was electric, alive with the hum of energy, as they entered a space lined with the rarest
and most powerful of the Vertigon archives.

"Now, this—this is the apex of our collection. This vault contains items that may very well be extinct. If
you can't find what you need here, then nothing else can help," Uncle Bila stated firmly.

The room was filled with items that gleamed under the soft lighting—metals that seemed to absorb and
reflect light in impossible ways, and devices whose purposes were not immediately apparent.



"What about that?" Stark pointed to a sleek, metallic rod, its surface etched with intricate patterns that
glowed faintly blue.

"Ah, the Aether Conduit. It's said to channel raw cosmic energies. If one could harness it, theoretically,
they could interact with space-time on a quantum level," Uncle Bila immediately answered.

"How much of an interaction are we talking about?" Gustav inquired.

"Messages, signs... A bit of back and forth communication but nothing more," Uncle Bila explained.

A plan formulated in Gustav's mind but he decided he'd only try it if he scoured the rest of the place and
didn't find anything that could help.

As Gustav scoured the room, his eyes caught an unassuming object tucked away in the far corner.

Unlike the gleaming, meticulously maintained relics that populated most of the vault, the artefact
appeared neglected, its surface dulled by the patina of age.

"What's that over there? It looks different from the rest."

Uncle Bila, following Gustav's gaze, sighed slightly as he recognized the item in question.



"Ah, that's the NID—Neural Interface Devolvement artefact. It's quite old, centuries old in fact, and it's
been inactive for just as long. It was designed to give the user insight into their most pressing needs at
any given moment. A fascinating piece, but unfortunately, it ran out of power a long time ago."

"An insight to their most pressing needs?"

Gustav's interest was piqued instantly.

The ability to know exactly what he needed could be the key to solving not just his current predicament
but possibly even broader issues.

"That sounds exactly like what we need right now. We have to get it working again," Gustav stated.

"How do we even start with something that's been dormant for centuries? Bila, are there no records or
manuals for this?" Stark inquired with a contemplative look.

"I'm afraid not. The NID was a prototype, and its creator took many secrets to the grave. It's powered by
a very rare form of energy that we haven't been able to replicate or restore," Uncle Bila shook his head.

Undeterred, Gustav stepped closer to the NID, studying its structure. The device was compact, almost
the size of a small book, with intricate patterns engraved over its metallic surface.



It seemed out of place among the more ornate and mystical objects, with a utilitarian design that spoke
of a very specific purpose.

"Maybe we're looking at this the wrong way. Perhaps it's not about replicating the original power source
but finding a compatible one," Gustav spoke theoretically.

[ God Eyes Have Been Activated ]

He activated his God Eyes, allowing him to see beyond the normal visual spectrum.

His eyes glowed as he concentrated, peering into the internal mechanisms of the NID.

The intricate network of circuits and residual energy pathways lit up before his eyes, revealing
complexities that would be invisible to the normal eye.

"I see... there are remnants of the old energy still clinging to it's internal structure. If we can amplify this
residual energy, maybe it can jump-start the NID..." Gustav spoke like the artefact was more mechanical
than supernatural.

"That's a start. But what kind of energy can we use? We don't have anything here that matches the
ancient artefact," Stark liked to build things as well but in this case, he was clueless as to how they were
supposed to proceed.



"Perhaps we can make it,"

As the air in the room crackled with potential, Gustav extended his hand, and from the centre of his
palm, a glowing bluish sphere emerged, floating effortlessly in the space between them.

The sphere pulsed with energy, its light casting ethereal shadows across the ancient stone walls of the
vault.

Stark watched, intrigued and apprehensive, as Gustav focused intently on the sphere. He explained his
plan in a calm and steady voice.

"The NID holds remnants of its original power, but not enough to function fully. I'll absorb this residual
energy into the sphere, then amplify it with my own."

As Gustav spoke, the sphere began to absorb the faint, flickering energy emanating from the NID.

Slowly, the sphere's colour shifted, the blue hue mingling with streaks of white, until it settled into a
uniform, bright white glow. The transformation was a visual testament to the energy it had assimilated.

"Incredible... You never cease to amaze me," Stark couldn't help but blurt out.



'Energy containment is an old bloodline... Glad | had it merged and further developed it's power.'

With a deep breath, Gustav raised his hands toward the sphere, his palms facing it as he began to
channel his energy.

The room's atmosphere tensed as his power flowed outward, a visible current of crimson energy
streaming into the sphere. The white glow intensified, growing so bright it was almost painful to look at
directly.

The entire vault began to tremble, small pebbles and dust motes vibrating off the ancient shelves. The
sphere's energy expanded, pushing against the physical confines of its form.

"Now, to stabilize and resize it for integration."

He clapped his palms together sharply, and the sphere compressed rapidly under the force of his will,
shrinking down to the size of a small marble before it finally stabilized at about half the size of a pinky
nail.

Gustav's face was a mask of concentration as his forehead reflected the light from the tiny, intensely
glowing sphere.

He recalled how in the past this would have caused a massive blast. Fortunately, he had longed to gain
the strength to control it.



"Is it supposed to be this... volatile?" Stark inquired.

"It's concentrated now, more potent but also more stable. This should be exactly what the NID needs,"
Gustav responded.

With a cautious hand, Gustav guided the miniature sphere toward the NID. As it approached the device,
the air around them seemed to crackle and pop with static electricity.

He allowed the sphere to phase into the NID, merging it with the artefact's internal matrix.

For a moment, nothing happened, and the room was silent but for the sound of their breathing. Then,
without warning, the NID lit up, its display activating with a series of soft chimes that filled the room
with a melodic resonance.

As its mythical energy filled the room, Uncle Bila couldn't believe his eyes.

'It hasn't functioned in centuries... This young man is truly spectacular.’

Chapter 1477 Arriving At Miss Aimee's Planet

Uncle Bila watched in amazement as Gustav interacted with the newly revived NID. The artefact, long
dormant and silent within the depths of the Vertigon vaults, now pulsed with a vibrant, mystical energy.

"Mr Crimson, to use the—"



"Don't worry, | understand how it works," Gustav cut Uncle Bila off.

He placed his palm flat against the NID, and the device responded immediately, its surface shimmering
with an ethereal glow.

The rhythmic pulsing seemed to sync with Gustav's energy, creating a resonance that filled the room
with a palpable sense of anticipation.

Gustav's thoughts were singular, 'l need to find a way to get to the remnants of planet Humbad."'

He held onto this intention, willing the NID to provide a path forward.

After a few tense moments, the artefact responded. A projection of shimmering letters floated in the air
before them:

"Planet AGON."

Gustav stepped back, his surprise evident.

"AGON? That's... that's the name Miss Aimee calls her planet."



The room fell silent as the NID powered down, its task seemingly complete. Uncle Bila, breaking the
silence, confirmed what the machine had implied.

"It seems that whatever you need, Gustav is tied to Planet AGON. According to our ancestors, the NID
has never been wrong."

Gustav, puzzled, murmured to himself, "But why there? What could be on Miss Aimee's planet that
relates to Humbad or the Warp Demolator?"

Miss Aimee's planet was still very new so it didn't make any sense to him.

Stark chimed in, "Remember, Miss Aimee isn't just your former master. She's a creator of worlds, a
manipulator of cosmic scales. There is every possibility that she has foresight of the current
predicament."

The idea resonated with Gustav but he was still skeptical about it.

"You might be right. | guess the only way to find out is by heading there."

"I'll arrange for transport,” Stark voiced in response.



"And I'll gather some supplies for your journey," Uncle Bila added.

"I need to find a way to send a message... An intergalactic message," Gustav requested.

Days had passed since the Warp Demolator's appearance and subsequent disappearance, leaving Aildris,
Endric, Falco, and Ria adrift in uncertainty.

They had been scouring the coordinates and searching for any trace of Gustav, their efforts fruitless and
their morale dwindling.

As they prepared to set a course for a nearby planet in hopes of finding assistance, the console beeped
loudly, signalling an incoming transmission that immediately drew their attention.

Falco who was closest to the console, quickly tapped to accept the transmission. The familiar face of
Gustav appeared in full vibrancy.



"Hey, guys."

The group exchanged looks of relief mixed with confusion upon his appearance.

"Rival! We've searched everywhere, where did you vanish to?" Ria was the first to yell out.

"I'm on earth," Gustav revealed.

"You're on Earth?! How did you end up there?" Falco voiced in shock.

-"It's Stark's doing. It's a long story—I'll fill you in later. But I'm alright."

"We thought we lost you... How are you going to get back?" Aildris inquired.

"I'm not coming back just yet. I'm actually about to head to Miss Aimee's planet, AGON."

His revelation prompted a round of surprised murmurs among the group.



"Miss Aimee's planet? Why?" Endric voiced in bafflement.

"It's related to something called the NID—an artefact pointed me to AGON. | think it's crucial for what
comes next. Since | missed the Warp demolator's appearance, this might be the only way | get to planet
Humbad."

The group listened intently as Gustav briefly explained his encounter with the NID and its mysterious
guidance.

"So, what do you need us to do now? Head to the Milky Way to join you?" Aildris inquired.

-"No, that won't be necessary. You're over a month away, and | can't have you trailing behind that long.
Instead, | need you to fix up my ship. | believe by the time you're heading back, | will have gotten what |
need."

"Okay, we could help with other things while you do what needs to be done," Endric answered with a
nod.

-"Thanks. I'll keep you posted on my progress and what | find out on AGON."

As the transmission faded, the crew sat back, processing the flurry of information. Gustav was safe, but
he would have to tread alone on the journey ahead of him. They turned their attention to the task at
hand—repairing Gustav's spacecraft and finding their way back without mishaps.



"We are gonna head for Earth afterwards right?" Ria asked.

"You bet we are."

Gustav and Stark stood in the dimly lit hangar, their spacecraft prepped and ready for departure.

The air thrummed with the low rumble of the engines warming up, a subtle vibration underfoot that
spoke of the power at their disposal. Beside them, two bodyguards in silver robes, their features
obscured by the high collars and hoods, stood silent and alert.

Gustav, checking over his disguise—a similar silver robe that masked his identity—nodded towards
Stark.

"It's time to go."

Although Gustav didn't shapeshift due to the numbers seeing Stark off, he knew he wouldn't shy away
from it when the time came.



Stark adjusting his gear, looked at Gustav with a mix of excitement and apprehension.

"What should | expect out there, Gustav? It's not every day one travels to a planet crafted by a
goddess."

"Honestly... it's hard to say what we'll find. Miss Aimee is... unpredictable. But if there's one thing I'm
sure of, it's that she's continued creating life. She aims to craft a world far different from Earth's—full of
diversity and harmony," Gustav responded with a reminiscent look.

As they boarded the spacecraft, the bodyguards took their positions at the controls, and Gustav settled
next to Stark.

The bay doors slowly retracted. With a smooth surge of power, the spacecraft lifted off, leaving Earth's
atmosphere in a streak of light.

As they ascended, Gustav's mind drifted to his past interactions with Miss Aimee. He remembered the
lush landscapes she had shown him, teeming with life—creatures of her design, each species more
fascinating than the last.

Miss Aimee stood before a sprawling vista, her hand sweeping over a field dotted with two-headed
creatures grazing under a colourful sky.



"Here..." she had said, "l will create a sanctuary where all the life forms | create can coexist in balance. A
model of what any world could be, free from strife and inequality."

Gustav felt a pang of nostalgia and a deep-seated curiosity about how much her world had evolved since
his last visit.

He pulled himself back to the present as their ship broke free from Earth's gravitational pull and entered
the open cosmos.

"Space travel still amazes me every time," Stark mumbled while peering forward. He started intently at
every nook and cranny of the exterior of the spacecraft.

"How far until we reach AGON?" Gustav questioned.

"We're looking at just over a day's journey with the current hyperdrive settings since AGON is situated at
the edge of the Milky Way," Stark answered informatively.

The journey through space was smooth, with the vast starlit void offering a display of serene beauty.
Stark occasionally attempted to draw out more stories from Gustav, who remained somewhat reticent,
lost in his thoughts.



"You respect her, don't you? Miss Aimee, | mean."

"More than respect, Stark. | owe her my life. | was hoping | wouldn't need her help anymore until all this
was over but | guess, there is no other way," Gustav voiced with a look of admiration and perturbation.

As they neared AGON, the planet's image began to fill the viewport—a colossal world, its surface
swirling with vibrant colours and cloud patterns that hinted at its dynamic atmosphere.

"There it is. AGON," Gustav announced.

"Wow, it truly is four times the size of Earth... Very breathtaking. To think one being could create all
this... it's beyond what | thought possible," Stark couldn't imagine just how powerful Miss Aimee was.

Although he had very much witnessed her might at IYSOP, it was an entirely different scenario to
physically be in the presence of an orbital body she created.

The spacecraft's approach was carefully calculated, as they prepared for descent.

As their spacecraft approached the vibrant, swirling atmosphere of AGON, Gustav and Stark were
suddenly jolted by an unexpected resistance.



A shimmering barrier, invisible until now, materialized just as their ship was about to enter the planet's
orbit.

Stark startled by the sudden halt, looked over at Gustav with concern. "What's happening? Why can't
we move forward?"

Gustav brow furrowed in confusion and surprise as he responded, "This... this wasn't here before. Miss
Aimee must have later put this in place to prevent external entry."

"But she should be aware of my presence by now. Why isn't she taking the barrier down?" Gustav
wondered out loud.

It was impossible for anything to pass by Miss Aimee since she became a goddess so Gustav had
expected her to have sensed their spacecraft long before it got to that point.

Trying to understand the situation, Gustav instructed the ship's Al to attempt a gentle push forward, but
the barrier remained impassive, its surface repelling every advance with increasing force.

"Let's not force it. We might damage the ship—or worse, trigger a countermeasure we're not prepared
for."

Chapter 1478 Welcome To Agon

"Let's not force it. We might damage the ship—or worse, trigger a countermeasure we're not prepared
for," Gustav instructed with a bothersome expression.



"Can we find a way around it?" Stark questioned.

"I'm not sure, there's a high chance it's surrounding the entire planet," Gustav paused, considering their
options.

"This is no ordinary barrier," As Gustav delved deeper into his examination, Stark monitored the energy
readings, noting a peculiar pattern.

"Gustav, it looks like the closer we get to the barrier, the more our ship's systems are drained. Our
energy levels are dropping."

Gustav, pulling back from his focused state, nodded slowly.

"You're right. It's not just a physical barrier... It doesn't seem to allow any type of matter through."

Knowing how powerful Miss Aimee was, Gustav was very well aware that whatever he threw at the
barrier wouldn't matter. She was able to keep even the third-strongest alpha out.

"What's our next move then? How do we get through?" Stark inquired.

"I'll use God Eyes to scan the barrier and the planet," Gustav voiced in response.



[ God Eyes Has Been Activated ]

Activating his God Eyes, Gustav's vision expanded, piercing through the veil to analyze the barrier's
structure and the planet's surface.

His eyes glowed with an intense light as streams of complex data flowed into his mind.

As he scrutinized the terrain, a particular anomaly caught his attention—a subtle, unnatural opening on
the far side of the planet.

"Stark, look there," he pointed towards the coordinates displayed on the ship's navigation screen.

"There's an opening on this side of the planet.”

"An opening? That's peculiar," Stark was just as befuddled as him.

Why would there be a barrier covering up almost the entirety of the planet except for one spot?

They adjusted their course, heading towards the indicated location. The journey was brief, and soon
they hovered above the opening, which was indeed too small for their spacecraft to pass through.



"It's smaller than | expected. Looks like we're going on a little excursion, then," Stark said to Gustav.

"Family head, it's not advisable for you to go without proper backup," one of his bodyguards voiced in
defiance.

"l appreciate your concern, but Gustav is more than capable of handling any threats. We'll be fine."

Despite the bodyguards' protests, Stark reassured them of their safety due to Gustav's formidable
power.

As Gustav and Stark approached the opening while flying, a brilliant beam of light suddenly materialized
in front of them. The light morphed into a majestic creature adorned with a shimmering cape and
conjoined silver horns that arched gracefully from its head.

The creature was imposing, standing about nine feet tall with eyes that blazed like twin suns. It carried a
seven-foot-long sword, which it stabbed into the ground on a newly formed platform beneath its feet.

"I am Gragaroth the pathkeeper. Entry is unallowed without correctly answering three of my questions,"
The creature stated with an imposing voice.

Stark looked to Gustav, uncertain of their next move.



"Should we try to answer, or do you want to take a more... direct approach?" He asked.

Gustav observed the creature carefully, noting the familiar essence that emanated from it—a signature
that he recognized as Miss Aimee's.

"This being is infused with Miss Aimee's essence, and it possesses a power greater than my own. No
doubt one of Miss Aimee's creations. We should comply with its demands."

Reluctantly, Stark nodded, turning back to the creature with a cautious stance.

"We will answer your questions. Proceed."

"First question: What binds the realms of AGON and Earth?" Gragaroth the path keeper voiced.

Gustav pondered for a moment before answering, "Miss Aimee herself being originally someone from
Earth."

"Incorrect," Gragaroth the pathkeeper responded.

"You have one more try before you are forever denied entry into Agon."



Stark's eyes narrowed in suspicion since he also believed that would have been the correct answer.

Gustav was taken aback a little but his mind raced with different possibilities.

'It's not related to abilities... I'd say being at the edge of the Milky but that's not it either since the Sun is
outside of it. Perhaps it's a case of personal bond...'

Gustav stared at Gragaroth once more before spitting out another answer.

"Master-student relationship?"

"Correct. Our creator is only bound by her affection for her only pupil, Gustav Crimson," Gragaroth
answered with a tone of reverence.

"Ohhh we got it," Stark jubilated.

"Two more questions, human," Gragaroth reminded him.

Gustav decided to play the disciple card.



"I am actually Gustav Crimson so can you just let us through?"

"You shall not pass until all three questions are accurately answered," Gragaroth stated sternly.

"He is saying the truth though," Stark chimed in from the side.

"You shall not pass until all three questions are accurately answered," Gragaroth repeated.

'I'm guessing this is a preventive measure against any form of deceit... Which might mean Miss Aimee
doesn't want anyone visiting except for me,' Gustav thought.

"Second question: What is the future of AGON under its creator's vision?" Gragaroth the pathkeeper
voiced once more.

Gustav instantly recalled his moments of recollection within the spacecraft on their way there. It was
something Miss Aimee had personally told him. He was starting to believe more and more that she
didn't want anyone visiting besides himself.

"Miss Aimee envisions AGON as a model of a world governed by the principles of equality. The equality
that other civilizations fail to adopt," Gustav answered with a tone of certainty.

The creature's blazing eyes seemed to flicker, perhaps in approval, as it moved on to the third question.



"Third Question: What is the one secret shared by master and disciple that our creator warned Gustav
never to reveal to anyone?"

At that moment, Gustav was sure that he had been right. He let out a little chuckle.

Stark stared at him in bewilderment.

"You do know the answer, right?"

"Of course. I'm just a little surprised," Gustav voiced in response before turning to face Gragaroth the
pathkeeper once more.

"My ability to steal bloodlines and make them my own," Gustav answered.

Stark eyes nearly popped out of their sockets upon hearing this.

"What?"

Gragaroth the pathkeeper slowly withdrew its sword from the ground, the platform fading away as it
considered their responses.



"Your answers are accepted. You may pass," He stated.

Stark was still in awe but Gragaroth's reaction proved that Gustav's response was accurate. Questions
ran through his mind but at the moment, they needed to head forward.

As the barrier dissolved, Gustav and Stark exchanged a look of relief and curiosity.

They proceeded through the opening, each step taking them deeper into the heart of AGON and closer
to the answers they sought.

They both descended through the teal skies of AGON, their path illuminated by ethereal clouds that
shimmered with a heavenly glow.

The air was crisp and invigorating, filled with the scents of unfamiliar flora.

As they ventured deeper, the landscape revealed its unique beauty—rolling hills dotted with vibrant,
alien flowers and towering structures that blended organic curves with crystalline sharpness, unlike
anything on Earth.

Stark, taking in the breathtaking views, commented, "This place...it's like stepping into a painting. Every
corner is a masterpiece. Miss Aimee didn't just create a world; she crafted a living artwork."



"But it's changed since | was last here. More... alive," Gustav intoned.

As they neared the structure that Gagaroth the Path Keeper had directed them toward, a magnificent
temple emerged from the horizon, its spires piercing the clouds.

Its architecture was a harmonious blend of ancient earthly designs and otherworldly aesthetics, with
walls made of a luminescent stone that seemed to pulse gently with internal light.

The area around the temple buzzed with activity. Beings clad in flowing, white garments moved about
their daily routines. The creatures had an ethereal quality, their movements graceful and fluid, exuding
an aura of peace and purpose.

Upon seeing Gustav and Stark, the creatures paused, their luminous eyes wide with curiosity. However,
they maintained a respectful distance, whispering amongst themselves in a melodious language that
filled the air with its lilting cadence.

As Gustav and Stark approached the temple, the crowd parted naturally, creating a pathway for them.
The air was filled with a resonant hum, possibly from the temple itself, which vibrated with a powerful
energy.

Stark, looking at the parting crowd, asked Gustav, "Do you think Miss Aimee is inside? Will she know
we're here?"



"I can't be certain. | don't sense her presence but she's also very much more powerful than | am so it's
possible that she can escape my perception," Gustav analysed with a disturbed look.

One thing for sure was that things were different. Miss Aimee would have been aware of his presence
and revealed herself. Something didn't seem right.

Just then, a figure approached them. This being was taller than the others, with skin that shimmered like
moonlight and eyes that reflected the stars of the night sky. Its robes were adorned with symbols that
glowed faintly, tracing the contours of ancient celestial maps.

Chapter 1479 The Trial

Gustav stepped forward, "Thank you, Celethial. | am Gustav, and this is Stark. We seek my master... Miss
Aimee."

Gasps could be heard in the environment as the creatures stared at Gustav with reverence.

Every single one of their faces held a knowing look but Gustav couldn't place his thumb on what the
reason was.

"Lord Gustav of Earth and his friend, you are very much welcome," Celethial bowed alongside the others
in the surroundings.

"Hmm?" Gustav expressed his confusion.



"Our creator has told us so much about you. To grace us with your presence, we are honored," Celethial
voiced in reverence once more.

"Is Miss Aimee here?" Stark questioned from the side.

"Our creator's presence is all around us, in the essence of AGON, but she resides not within these walls
at this moment. Her current location is known only to a few. However, | can guide you to the message
she left behind for you, Lord Gustav."

Gustav and Stark exchanged a glance, their hope renewed by Celethial's words.

"Please, lead the way," Gustav voiced.

Celethial nodded gracefully and turned, leading them into the temple.

The interior was as breathtaking as the exterior, with vaulted ceilings that arched overhead like the
canopy of a vast forest. The walls were lined with tablets and scrolls, each emitting a soft glow, bathing
the chamber in a warm, golden light.

As they walked, Celethial explained, "These archives contain the chronicles of AGON's creation and
evolution, the philosophies of Miss Aimee's design, and the prophecies of future paths. Here, every
decision, every creation is recorded and reflected upon."



Stark looked around in awe, his eyes wide with the scale of knowledge preserved within the temple.

"Incredible," Stark mumbled.

"Miss Aimee sure got busy since the last time | was here."

As Gustav and Stark followed Celethial deeper into the temple, the atmosphere grew heavier with the
scent of ancient incense and the murmur of distant chants.

It almost felt like the planet had been in existence for ages when that was far from the case.

The guardian led them to a spiraling staircase that seemed to ascend endlessly into the shadows of the
temple's highest spire.

"From here on out is a restricted area. Lord Gustav, the path forward is yours to open."

With a gesture of farewell, Celethial stepped back, leaving them before a towering wall adorned with
intricate carvings that depicted the display of stars, planets, and ethereal beings woven into the stone.

Stark, looking uncertain, whispered, "What now? How are we to go from here?"



Gustav approached the wall, reaching out tentatively. As his fingers brushed the cold stone, the carvings
began to glow softly, pulsing with a gentle light. Then, with a rumble that echoed through the vast
chamber, the wall parted, revealing a passage bathed in a celestial light.

"Let's see where this leads," Gustav motioned for Stark to follow.

They stepped through the opening into a space that was both majestic and mythical. The chamber
beyond was a vast dome, its walls lined with murals that seemed to move subtly, as if alive. In the center
of the room floated a giant orb, pulsating with an inner light that grew brighter as they approached.

As they neared, the orb transformed. It reshaped itself into a projection of Miss Aimee, so lifelike and
detailed that it could take anyone's breath away.

Her greyish hair cascaded down her shoulders, flowing onto the floor, framing her extremely beautiful
face. Her figure was draped in a long white gown that accentuated her ethereal presence and yet
couldn't hide her glamorous curves.

"Hey kiddo," her voice filled the chamber, warm and familiar.

"If you're seeing this, then you made it. | won't be in AGON anymore by the time you get here."

Gustav and Stark stood transfixed as she continued, her image flickering like a candle in the wind.



"After my return from the Intergalactic IYSOP, a mysterious visitor came to me. They had a tablet with
them and gave me a set of instructions... about you, Gustav."

Stark glanced at Gustav, his face etched with curiosity and concern, but Gustav's eyes were locked on
the projection, absorbing every word.

'A tablet? That sounds like..." Gustav recalled a certain occurrence back on Planet Gohatark while
focusing on Miss Aimee's next words.

"This visitor... they knew things, Gustav. Things about specific points in time relating to the challenges
we are to face. The instructions were clear—I had to leave AGON to make some changes but | ensured
that when you arrived, you'd find what you need."

The projection paused as if giving them a moment to digest the information.

"I've set in motion events that will lead you to the answers you seek..."

As the projection of Miss Aimee faded away, the environment around Gustav and Stark began to warp
and change.

The once majestic temple-like space transformed dramatically into a vast, open chamber that appeared
almost virtual, its boundaries stretching into a blurred horizon. The entrance through which they had
arrived disappeared, sealing them inside the newly formed arena.



In the center of the chamber, a massive statue materialized, rivaling the size of the Statue of Liberty. Its
features were stern and imposing, with eyes that glowed a deep, fiery red and a mouth poised as if
ready to unleash fury.

Miss Aimee's voice echoed, "Good luck kiddo."

Before Gustav could respond, her presence vanished completely, leaving only her final words echoing
through the space.

Stark looking around bewildered, turned to Gustav.

"What now? This looks like some kind of trial."

Before Gustav could reply, the air tensed with a palpable charge, a hum of energy that grew in intensity.
Reacting instantly, Gustav grabbed Stark and dove to the side as a red beam of energy blasted from the
statue's mouth, scorching the ground where they had just stood.

The residual heat from the beam left them with minor scalds despite evading direct contact.

"Stark, it's not safe for you here. This trial is meant for me," Gustav stated.

"Looks like there's no way out now. We're in this together," Stark responded firmly.



As they spoke, the statue attacked once more.

A massive milky-coloured sword appeared in Gustav's grasp as he activated Atomic Disintegration to
parry the beam.

Raising the sword before him and Stark, the beam collided with intensity, pushing Gustav backward and
causing his feet to draw lines across the ground.

Bang!

Before Gustav could manage to fend it off, the beam exploded with a higher intensity, causing him to
get blasted backward.

"Gustav!" Stark yelled and ran towards Gustav after noticing that Gustav was now missing his right arm.

Another beam shot out before Stark could close in on him and they were both forced to evade once
more.

"Don't worry about me, just do your best to avoid them," Gustav realized that the beams were way
more powerful than anything he had faced before so taking it head on would not be a good option.



His right arm grew out immediately as the situation escalated.

The statue's attacks had become more frequent and precise.

Red beams shot out in rapid succession, each one faster and more intense than the last. Gustav and
Stark dodged and weaved, barely escaping the destructive paths of the beams.

Realizing that they couldn't keep it up forever, Gustav made a decision. He sprinted towards the statue,
his body tensed for action. With a powerful leap, he flew toward the statue's head as his fist cocked
back ready to deliver a crushing blow.

But as his fist connected, it phased right through the statue's material, as if it were nothing but an
illusion.

Shocked, Gustav barely had time to react as the statue's mouth opened once more, unleashing a direct
beam that struck him squarely. The force of the impact sent him crashing into the ground as the breath
was knocked from his lungs.

"Gustav!" Stark transformed into his draconic form at that moment.

His frame shimmered with golden and silver scales as three heads grew right out of his body and he
became as large as a skyscraper.



The beam was still descending upon Gustav, becoming even more powerful by the moment, burrowing
his body into the ground. His skin melted off from the immense heat that was hotter than the surface of
ten massive suns combined.

Stark sped forward and grabbed Gustav's figure, pulling him away from the disintegration of the beam.

At that point, Gustav was like a roasted chicken with half his skin burnt and his hair toast off. His upper
garments were gone and he was almost naked.

"That little son of a bitch," Struggling to rise, Gustav shook off the disorientation.

"Are you okay?" Stark asked with a concerned expression.

"I'll be fine..." Despite being cooked, Gustav's skin was starting to regenerate.

Unfortunately, the statue's relentless assault didn't pause, and it became clear that physical attacks
were futile.

"What do we do, Gustav?" Stark inquired with a deeper baritone. His voice had gone through some
changes after his transformation.



"We have to figure out the motive behind this trial," Gustav voiced in response while his face displayed a
contemplative expression.

"Is that before or after we've been burnt to a crisp?"

Chapter 1480 Second Trial

"We have to figure out the motive behind this trial," Gustav voiced in response while his face displayed a
contemplative expression.

"Is that before or after we've been burnt to a crisp?" Stark said rhetorically.

"There's a pattern to the beam's targeting. It doesn't just strike; it lingers, building intensity over time
once it hits a target," Gustav voiced out his analysis.

"So, it's testing endurance rather than strength?" Stark had an expression of realisation.

"Possibly. Perhaps to see how much | can handle," Gustav mumbled.

Deciding to test his theory, Gustav positioned himself directly in the path of the next beam. He knew this
was a risky move, but it was the only way to potentially uncover the mechanics of this trial.

"Gustav, what are you doing?!" Stark yelled out in disbelief.



"Testing the theory. Just keep clear, Stark," Gustav stated.

As the next red beam surged towards him, Gustav activated his Iro Sik ability. A radiant sheen enveloped
his body, forming a crystal-like armor that shimmered with the resilience of diamond. The beam struck
him full force, its red light enveloping him like a fiery cocoon.

The intensity of the beam increased with each passing second, but Gustav stood firm, his body encased
in the protective layer of Iro Sik. The heat was immense, and under the relentless energy, even the
diamond-hard armor began to show signs of strain.

Stark, watching anxiously, shouted over the noise, "Gustav! How much longer can you hold on?"

Gustav, his voice strained but resolute, replied through gritted teeth, "Keep watching the statue! Look
for any changes when the beam's at full power."

As the seconds ticked by, the beam's intensity grew exponentially. The air around Gustav shimmered
with heat, and the ground beneath him started to crack from the energy overload. Despite the immense
power bearing down on him, Gustav's focus remained unwavering.

However, as the statue's relentless beam intensified, Gustav realized that the Iro Silk alone was
insufficient against the growing power. In response, he layered Atomic Disintegration over it, enveloping
himself in a milky energy. This was designed to break down the beam's atoms on contact, transforming
lethal energy into harmless particles that drifted away like dust in the wind.



Initially, this combination of defenses seemed to hold, creating a spectacular display of light and energy
where the destructive beam met the milky shield around Gustav. Sparks flew off in every direction as
atomic particles were obliterated, illuminating the chamber with each collision. The air crackled with
released energy, filling the space with the scent of ozone and the sound of sizzling power.

However, as the statue continued its assault, the beam's power escalated beyond Gustav's calculations.
The energy began to penetrate the milky layer of Atomic Disintegration, each photon and particle
straining his defenses to their limits.

Gustav gritted his teeth as he felt the beam's heat pierce through the protective layers, the force of the
energy pushing him back step by step.

The situation deteriorated quickly. The protective energies of the Iro Silk and Atomic Disintegration,
once a formidable shield, started to falter under the relentless assault. The beam, now a brilliant shaft of
pure destructive power, began to sear through Gustav's defenses, reaching his very skin. With no further
options left, Gustav resigned himself to face the beam with only his physical resilience as a shield.

"Stark, stay clear!" Gustav shouted, his voice echoing ominously in the chamber as he seemed to have
noticed that Stark was about to make a move.

Stark, watching helplessly from a distance, felt a surge of frustration mixed with admiration for Gustav's
courage.

As the beam hit Gustav directly, the impact was monumental. Gustav's body absorbed the full force of
the energy, his skin glowing red as it began to burn under the intensity. The ground beneath him
cracked, creating a crater from the sheer force of the beam's impact. Gustav's muscles tensed as he
fought to remain standing, his body a conduit for the incredible power being unleashed upon him.



The pain was excruciating, a burning agony that would have felled anyone less resilient. Gustav's
resolve, however, was ironclad. He stood his ground, channeling every bit of his innate power to
withstand the torture. His skin blistered and peeled, the smell of burnt flesh filling the air, but his spirit
remained unbroken.

Amid the chaos, Stark watched in horror and awe. "Gustav! You have to move! You can't take much
more of this!" he yelled, but his words were lost in the roar of energy.

But Gustav remained unmoved. With each passing second, his resolve seemed to harden even as his
body bore the brutal consequences of the energy assault.

Finally, as if acknowledging Gustav's incredible fortitude, the statue ceased its attack. The beam tapered
off, receding back into the silent maw of the stone giant. The chamber fell eerily silent, the only sounds
the heavy breaths of a severely wounded warrior.

Gustav collapsed to his knees, his body scorched and steaming, but alive. Stark rushed to his side,
supporting him as he struggled to stand.

"That was insane! You okay?"

"Yeah..." Gustav mumbled amidst hurried breaths.

"You did it, Gustav... You survived," Stark said, his voice thick with emotion.



"I almost didn't," Gustav could tell that he would have been a goner had that continued.

"So it was indeed a test of endurance," Stark mumbled.

With the trial apparently concluded, the room began to transform once more. The oppressive
atmosphere lifted, replaced by a calm clarity. A new pathway opened at the base of the statue, leading
deeper into the temple.

"Looks like we passed the test. Let's see what lies ahead," Gustav said, his body fully regenerated thanks
to his remarkable healing abilities.

They entered a narrow pathway flanked by glowing walls that pulsed with a soft, ambient light. The
walls seemed to stretch endlessly into the distance, guiding them deeper into the unknown.

Minutes into their walk, Gustav's expression turned thoughtful. Stark also seemed perturbed, his brow
furrowed in concentration.

"My perception can't give me a feel of what lies ahead... It's almost like it's beyond reach," Gustav
voiced.

"I can't see what lies ahead... Almost like it is out of range," Stark revealed as well.



Their mutual suspicion grew. Without another word, they both darted forward at full speed, hoping to
outpace whatever strange phenomenon was affecting their senses.

[ Lightning Blitz Has Been Activated ]

Gustav, activating Lightning Blitz, became a blur of motion while transforming into a lightning streak.
Despite his speed, however, the end of the pathway remained elusive. He repeated the attempt, yet the
result was the same.

"Impossible. | would have rounded Earth at least sixteen times already with the distance I've traveled...
This doesn't make any sense," Gustav said with suspicion evident in his eyes.

He turned around to meet back up with Stark.

"Could the pathway be infinite?" Stark wondered aloud.

Gustav shook his head; "It can't be. There has to be a trick to this."

Stark, unable to transform into his dragon form due to the confined space, tried to think of another
solution. "What if the pathway isn't about distance at all? What if it's about perception or some kind of
puzzle?"



They continued to struggle with trying to figure out the mystery of the pathway. Each step they took
seemed to get them no closer to the end. The glowing walls were disorienting, and the ambient light
made it hard to focus.

"Let's try something different. We'll mark our starting point and see if we actually move at all," Gustav
suggested.

He scratched a mark on the floor with his nails morphing and lengthening.

After Stark and Gustav marked their position, they darted forward with extreme speed.

Gustav grabbed Stark and activated Lightning Blitz, pushing their velocity to its limits.

[ Lightning Blitz Has Been Activated ]

The glowing walls streaked past them in a blur as they surged ahead. After what felt like an eternity and
yet a single second, they arrived at a very far distance.

Gustav looked back, expecting to see the mark they had left far behind.

"It's gone," Gustav said, his brow furrowing.



"What do you mean?" Stark asked while turning around as well.

"The mark | made... it's nowhere to be found," Gustav explained.

"Could the pathway truly be infinite?" Stark had expected them to be in some kind of loop environment.

"It isn't," Gustav shook his head slightly.

Stark had a look of confusion etched on his face. "If this pathway isn't infinite, then what's happening?"

Gustav's mind raced with possibilities, analyzing the situation with every bit of his vast intellect. "I think
this is the work of space manipulation. The pathway must be shorter in reality but elongated through
spatial distortion."

Gustav suspected this was the case from the start but couldn't sense any space disruption device so he
knew this was sorely done with supernatural abilities.

"So, is there a way out?" Stark inquired, concern creeping into his voice.



