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Syntax Guide
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For some context on why this is included in the story. I believe that the use of syntax for a written story can help readers like yourself to not only who is speaking but also how that form of speech should be interpreted depending on the characters themselves and how they portray their words as well as thoughts. Especially when you have characters that can express power through their voice or have a more demonic tone with their voice. Or a character who has a warped-sounding voice or a collection of voices that speak all at once. Within writing, this is a lot harder to display in comparison to manga and comics. Their advantage is the art style of the speech bubble. Movies, Cartoons, Anime, and Video Games can use the voice actor and some tech stuff to display this as well. Yet, this is a lot harder to accomplish when you lack artwork or voice actors to display this form of unique dialog. Here are the types of syntaxes to expect within the series going forward. Hope this helps with the story!


●  “Regular Speech.”



●  ‘Thoughts.’



●  “Complicated Accent. [Translated Accent.]”



●  “Telepathic Speech.”




●  “Robotic Speech.”



●  “Empowered Speech.”



●  (Ghostly Speech.)
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Prologue: The Starting Motion of Gears
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Within a military base in The Ryūgū-Jō Realm, Eilrael was growing quite frustrated with how the three remaining survivors were not cooperating with his efforts. He did not care much that the Garuda, Cat-Sìth, and Ljósálfar were a part of The Milo Gang. He knew about the type of conditions they would have to deal with. It didn't give the people who lived in that Realm many options beyond living the rot or potentially being able to thrive through criminal activities. However, what troubled The Paladin of Tyr was how they were able to pull off the transportation of a large supply of Arcane Crystals without the need for The Aiser's Bifröst Technology Even more concerning was how he assumed that neither Heimdal nor Horus was able to notice them. After all, the Ethereal Council was able to monitor all Realms by their unique Visionary Powers they possessed. Now, the thing that Eilrael wanted to avoid was Emperor Ryequar coming to learn about this unconventional method for Inter-Realm Travel. 'If Ryequar were to learn about their method to pull this off... Midgard would be in untold danger... The Emperor has always craved to conquer Midgard, but I don't think he can recognize why it is wiser to keep Midgard ignorant of our existence...' The Green Dragon thought to himself while leaning against a wall, trying to figure out his next move. Eilrael's tail swayed slightly as he went into deep thought. That was until he was brought back into reality as he heard the heavy footsteps of The Dragon Emperor himself, snapping at a militaristic posture and saluting Ryequar. "Welcome, Emperor Ryequar. I was not expecting you to be coming to my garrison, Sir." Declared The Paladin with genuine shock to see him as Ryequar towered over him. The Emperor had the physique of a true warlord, a body well-toned by countless battles as some of the brick-colored scales were chipped and scared. A body hulking with muscles and raw strength, adoring a gusoku-styled armor crafted to endure insane levels of damage. Making Ryequar far more of a tank than he already was. Ryequar posture made him reak with a strong sense of arrogance, yet his demeanor depicted this Warlord to be a tactical genius in contrast to his brutish physique and power. Eilrael knew better than to assume that The Dragon Emperor did not earn his status as Emperor. Having watched him when Ryequar was nothing more than a Gladiatoral Slave, displaying his infamous brutality as he would power through most. Crushing their bodies through his elemental affinity to Earth to throw massive stones at his enemies or tear them apart with his powerful claws and raw strength. Ryequar then displays his tactical brilliance during a war between Dragons and Minotaurs, taking command of the war and exterminating the entire race.



"I was informed by my Admiral, Oto Kyōfushō, that we had an unexpected turn of events." He began as his voice boomed with authority and power, making Eilrael flinch slightly before The Emperor, "Detailing how a group of cartel rabble was able to travel between Realms before an Asura Cyborg tore them apart. With an army of machines no less." Ryequar snarled with anger rising. "Mind explaining why you haven't reported this yet, Colonel." The Emperor growled as he leaned down into Eilrael's muzzle, which made Eilrael slightly lower his head and take a few steps backward. Ryequar’s thick tail slammed onto the ground, cracking it with the force upon impact. This was a non-verbal order for Eilrael to explain himself as The Emperor snarled with his fangs visible.

––––––––
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EILREAL THOUGHT ABOUT his next words, ensuring that each one was carefully selected to prevent Ryequar from crushing him. "I wanted to hold on reporting until I was able to understand how this was performed. I would believe that you would want confirmation on this strange form of breaching between Realms. Not only words to back up something that was thought to be only possible through Bifröst Technology." The Paladin replied with sincerity, using parts of the truth to explain himself. Thankfully, Ryequar saw the logic behind Eilrael's partial truth as he backed away from the Colonel. "Unfortunately, sir... The three I had arrested are being quite lip on their means to perform this... Or at least the two that are conscious to be able to answer my questions. The Cat-Sìth that accompanied the Garuda and Ljósálfar had suffered multiple injuries after falling due to a collapsing portion of the town where we found them. She is in critical yet stable condition thanks to my medical staff, sir." Eilrael concluded as Ryequar briefly locked eyes with his Colonel. 

––––––––
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HE HAD A FEW MOMENTS to think over these details that Eilrael had given to him. Ryequar understood that it would be better to report solid evidence regarding the truth of an assumed method thought to be impossible. "You haven't been able to gather the intel because the two that are conscious aren't willing to cooperate, correct Colonel?" The Emperor asked as Eilrael simply nodded while folding his arms behind his back after extending his wings to create a more comfortable position for his arms. "I see. In that case, we should take a different approach on gathering this information from these cartel rabbles..." The Emperor concluded as he headed towards the interrogation room to force out the information that he wanted. Eilrael watched the Emperor walk away to where the Ljósálfar and Garuda were being held. A wave of dread filled the Dragon Paladin as he worried, for their sake, that Ryequar would be merciful to them.

––––––––
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RUHAK MEDITATED ON the roof of a semi-ruined building due to the decay of time, but this was one of the many forgotten safehouses that belonged to the MI6 Agency. Served as one out of many bases for Leon's Clodius Gang, but something was amidst for Ruhak. The Khnum was not able to fully understand what the source of this sensation was. Yet there were many ways to seek out guidance from the essence of Yggdrasil as it was too a living entity itself. Some had a strong connection to The World Tree, most infamously the four Celestial Monkeys. These four were Sun Wukong, the Golden Monkey of Wisdom, granted to him by his mastery of shape-shifting and cunning mind. Liù’ěr Míhóu the Six-Eared Macaque as he could all cross Yggdrasil and throughout all of time itself. Wu Zhiqi the Red-Bottomed Horse Monkey due to her understanding of the Primordial Forces of both Light and Darkness. Hanuman the Long-Armed Monkey with the capability of rearranging the position of stars and moons if the stories were to be believed. Not all claims within Mythology were accurate ones, but the power described by these tales wasn't always exaggerated. The raw power of conflicts between Midgardians, Mythics, and even The Divine themselves have left scars upon Midgard itself. However, what created this ominous shade throughout Midgard alone was something that frightened this Khnum. He knew the extent of what this Shadow could do and the followers that worshipped it. Ruhak wanted to ensure that his plans would hold off their operations, yet it was made quite difficult when not many even knew of The Winged Shadow. Suddenly, he felt a powerful force sink into his mind as a vision played through his mind. Gasping due to the overwhelming presence of this to be forcing these images into his mind while Ruhak meditated, the visual was all scrambled and fuzzy within his mind. However, once Ruhak came out of his meditation, the Khnum stood up with a newfound goal and began to craft schemes to ensure this path given to him would play out. Hoping these images of flames, devastation, and dread would ensure that The Winged Shadow would remain imprisoned. Hoping that Ragnarok will be halted and prevent Her Darkness from swallowing all of Yggdrasil.

––––––––
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DEEP WITHIN THE FOREST regions of Quebec of Eastern Canada, the remnants of Loxtrom's Meili Garðar Warship were scattered across the landscape. The ship had been mangled by not only the forces upon it but also the crash landing that left the entire ship as mutilated pieces of metal debris all over the forest. Alabaster slowly groaned in pain while trying to pull herself out of the wreckage and flames that engulfed it. 'What in Hades' name happened..?' Questioned the Oni Wulver as slowly recovered from the crash, shaking her head in an attempt to regain her senses. Burning remains filled the air as she started to hear the warship's sirens blaring and automated systems speaking of many malfunctions that burden what was left of the warship. Creaks and groans of metal coming close to snapping due to being ripped apart and bent from the harsh landing came next. These new sounds brought Alabaster's attention to the upper floors of the disassembling ship, seeing that she was about to be crushed by metal beams, computer systems, and other various mechanics that kept the ship in one piece. Seeing this, she started to put a lot more effort into escaping the area before things could turn for the worse. Unfortunately, Alabaster came to see that one of her legs had been impaled by a large metal shard and was incapable of moving effectively. Bracing herself for the inevitable death of being crushed, Alabaster reactively raised her arms to protect herself from this. Her eyes squeezed tightly as her body tensed up along with her reactive actions. Yet, it never came. Surprised by this revelation, the Oni Wulver opened her eyes to see what had stopped her unceremoniously death by fallen debris to see an unexpected sight. What had saved her was a Dragon covered in Sapphire scales and electricity still sparking across his body. Struggling to keep the intense weight of the upper level from falling through a mixture of his natural superhuman levels of strength and what Alabaster had assumed, the electrical magic he was calling upon. 'Is he... Is he managing to use the lightning to increase his natural abilities?' Questioned Alabaster as she gazed upon her savior though something about him felt very familiar to her. ‘He... Looks a lot like... That Hopkins guy who tried to fight off that Metallic Methuselah and his knights...’ She declared with pure astonishment at the discovery that a man from her past had a child. The scale coloring of a Dragon is a genetic trait that is directly passed from parent to child. The only time she had seen a dragon with the unique sapphire blue scale coloring was from one of the very few who dared to stand up to Nivoxus Alméras. The memory of this event began to play within Alabaster’s mind as another magic user quickly made sure to pull her away with powerful vines from the collapsing portion that she was trapped in. 

––––––––
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ROUGHLY THIRTY YEARS before the current date, The Oni Wulver Hybrid was known as the young lad named Astaroth and rushing to find a means to travel into The Demon Realm. He didn't know why his parents, his mother, Belvina, being a Latina Wulver, and his father, Utrox, being an Oni, thought it best to escape Midgard and take up a new life within the harsh wastelands of The Demon Realm. However, Astaroth didn't question it much due to the forces that were actively hunting them and a few other Mythics that were making this journey. It was only because of a Hybrid that called himself Riley Hopkins and the assistance of a Midgardian woman who happened to get herself in the middle of this hidden conflict known as Amari that his family as well as the Mythics that journeyed with them had been able to avoid their hunters. The Midgardians who hunted them had technology thought to be out of their current reach with their understanding of science and lacked Arcane Crystals. And yet, these Knights had weapons as well as armor that were far more advanced than what should be possible. Most terrifying among them was their Grandmaster, as they referred to him. Not only did this Templar Warrior bring a feeling of utter emptiness devoid of all life, but it was also clear that he was much more than a Midgardian. The Grandmaster was like a living tank, being able to endure powerful attacks and dish out the same level of power with ease. This one Midgardian was tied to the countless deaths of many, many Mythics through their raids on Broker Heavens for Mythics. Even tearing down entire cities that should be hidden from the rest of Midgard. "We're almost there. If the stories of Myth are to be believed, we are approaching one of The Janus Gateways within the fallen Roman Empire. Thankfully, we have been able to mislead Nivoxus as long as we have been..." Declared Riley as he took a moment to catch his breath from all of the running he and the others had to do. The group that Astaroth was with had a Seishin Kitsune named Ayaka Shiori, a Fae Warrior named Birch Sourlance, a Khnum named Olabisi Ragruk, and a Garuda named Gavyn Alicante. Ayaka, Birch, Olabisi, Belvina, and Riley himself were injured from their last encounter against The Metallic Methuselah. Amari felt horrible that these Mythics were forced to run from their homes due to the operations of The Templar Order. Already, she was investigating the inner workings of The Templar, but she was not expecting something on this scale of operations to be performed by this  religious military. 

––––––––
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"I KNOW I AM NEW TO all of this, but how aren't you able to stand up to that man in the armor?" Questioned Amari while readjusting her hair and wiping away the sweat from her forehead, "Some of you have abilities that only a few days ago I didn't think existed outside of Wonder Woman comic books. Can't you work together to overpower him or something?" The Private Investigator questioned while making sure her words did not come across as disingenuous or insulting.

––––––––
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THE FOUR-TAILED SEISHIN Kitsune began to let out a bitter laugh before she spoke, "That guy in the metal suit is toying with us..." Explained the young woman dressed in a form of Kunoichi Uniform, a form of kimono with kevlar armor plating. Skin Tight yet flexible for mobility and crafted with a black-colored gambeson cloth to enhance her already incredible stealth talents. Being a Seishin Kitsune gave her telepathy, telekinesis, invisibility, the capability to communicate with spirits, and even become intangible. Among the thirteen races of Kitsunes, Seishin was gifted with powerful Spirit Magic. "The Metallic Methuselah isn't even using any portion of his true power. To make matters worse... I think that guy's helmet is stopping any of my Sensō-No-Me Glare's illusions from affecting him..." Ayaka spat with anger at how easily her greatest power was being countered. 

––––––––
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"HOW DO WE EVEN KNOW that Pompeii's Janus Gateway is even operational?" Questioned Birch as he struggled to get onto his feet, wearing some kind of modernized Viking armor as his moth wings flapped about to stretch their muscles. Birch was the reason behind the stories of The Mothman of West Virginia, but he was best described as an adorkable himbo. Despite that, this Fae was still a powerful fighter in his own right. "I may have my history wrong, but wasn't Pompeii destroyed by a volcano and considered an iconic Midgardian Archaeological site? If the Midgardian Archeologist wasn't able to find any traces of Jötnar technology, why would there be a Janus Gateway there?" He reasoned with a sense of skepticism. It was a fact regarding the nature of Pompeii, and this connection to Jötnar Technology that Riley claimed to be there didn't seem probable. 

––––––––
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"JÖTNAR OFTEN MARKS their creations with a special rune symbol. I have seen this symbol before within one of the lower regions of Pompeii." Declared Riley as the group managed to find their way onto a private airfield. Riley had a C-16 plane on standby and prepared to take these Mythics and Amari to Italy. He managed to acquire this military aircraft thanks to his abilities as a Dragon Hybrid, easily hacking the systems as well as taking down the soldiers that guarded the craft. Since obtaining this plane, Riley had done his best to save Mythics from the relentless pursuits of The Templar Knights. Addressing the group on what they needed to do to get the plane ready to take off, Riley took Astaroth to gather supplies as the others went into the C-16 for recovery. All did what they could to prepare for take-off, knowing that they did not have long before The Templar Warriors had caught up to them. Things were in their favor as the plane was able to power up, and the pair had managed to find supplies. However, they came to feel a terrifying presence of emptiness and absence of life. Riley paused as his eyes narrowed and took a moment to calm his fears. "Knew that it would only be a matter of time until you found your way here, Nivoxus." Stated Riley bitterly as he turned to face his old friend-turned-enemy, "But I am not allowing you to harm these people." He declared with fierce determination while turning around to face Nivoxus Alméras. 

––––––––
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A SMALL CHUCKLE CAME from The Cyborg as he slowly walked across the airfield's runway, the heavy clanks of his suit ringing outwards as he walked. Nivoxus didn't speak as his helmet concealed any form of emotion. His armor glowed with a blood-red crimson as Nivoxus held up a hand to silently give his soldiers their orders to stop the C-16's ability to escape their attack. One of these Knights who led this assault carried a modified M249 Paratrooper Assault Rifle with him. His left arm was a cybernetic replacement after he lost it against The White Bone Blight five years ago. Birch was quick to notice this warrior and his squad on their way to fire upon the plane's engines and took the attack to stop them. As Nivoxus continued to make his way toward Riley, Astaroth let out a roar before charging at The Metallic Methuselah. "Astaroth! No!" Riley shouted as he tried to stop the young hybrid, yet it was too late to stop his reckless behavior. 

––––––––
[image: image]


NIVOXUS CALMLY CAUGHT Astaroth by his left arm before throwing him at one of the hangers that were at the airfield. Astaroth made an impact against the wall as he began to struggle to breathe, being choked by The Grandmaster through the use of a cybernetic enhancement. Granting him a form of telekinesis that allowed him to deal with powerful Mythics with ease by simply crushing their organs with a simple gesture or throwing massive objects at them. Riley attempted to intervene by a surprise strike at the Cyborg, but Nivoxus was able to pick up on this and morph his right forearm into the powerful blaster that he was known for. Several beams of energy were fired at Riley as Astaroth was freed from the Telekinetic Grip of Nivoxus. Taking a few moments to recover while Riley used his wings to take flight before the beams could hit him. Each one left behind massive craters as they destroyed the runway with ease. Next, Astaroth lunged at Nivoxus with claws extended and ready to pierce his armor. Yet, Nivoxus' armor was not easy to damage. Causing Astaroth to yell out in pain as he felt his claws snapping into pieces upon impacting the Cyborg's armor. His fingertips bleeding as Astaroth tried to back away from The Metallic Methuselah as he saw his mother and father helping Birch with defending the C-16. Left dazed by his failed attack, Nivoxus grabbed ahold of Astaroth's throat before slamming him into the ground. Making the teen spit out blood as Astaroth felt multiple bones breaking upon hitting the ground. Slowly losing consciousness due to the intense attack, Nivoxus held his blaster at Astaroth's chest. It powered up to blast a hole into his body, but before Nivoxus could fire. Riley grabbed ahold of The Grandmaster and started to zap the armor with powerful surges of electricity. Causing Nivoxus to not only scream out in pain but also his armor to begin malfunctioning and forcing him to drop Astaroth. The last thing Astaroth was able to recall before passing out was Riley, ensuring that he and the others boarded the plane as it took off.
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Chapter 1: A Vexing Inquiry
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Vainomtie rushed through the corridors of his research facility. His armor clanked with each rapid footstep as The Hidden Mage wondered what had caused the sudden quake. Bursting through the doorway of his facility's base, hearing the shrieks of multiple Wendigos in fury. Off in the distance, Vainomtie saw the remnants of the crashed Meili Garðar Warship and the fire that it had unleashed within forest regions of Quebec. Gripping the railing of the rooftop, Vainomtie let out a scuff of his anger. However, his anger was replaced with confusion. 'This makes no sense... Mythics wouldn't dare make their technology known to Midgard. Let alone an entire Meili Garðar Warship...' Vainomtie concluded within his thoughts as he held a hand up at the chin of his helmet, 'Plus the extent of The Dark Thrall's efforts to remain hidden... Even from Heimdal, Liù’ěr Míhóu, and Horus...' He continued as he analyzed this situation. The only possible explanation for why this Warship was here. That explanation is that someone had planned for it to crash here. "Perhaps I would gain more from these unexpected visitors. Best to make sure that the inhabitants don't end up slaughtering them." Vainomtie declared as he soon jumped into the forest. Willingly venturing through the territory of monsters to intercept these beings.





Esmeralda was shaking with terror as the forest was filled with the shrieks of many Wendigos. "We need to get out of this forest right now..." She declared as Esmeralda tightly gripped her scythe as Tyrik found his way over to her, the Cybernetic Asura, and the Wulver Oni. The Sapphire Dragon was confused by The Dökkálfar Princess' claim and what had her so scared. Yet, Tyrik had no reason to question her either as the sounds left an eerie chill enveloping him.

––––––––
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“WHAT'S MAKING THOSE sounds?” Questioned the Wulver Oni as she allowed Esmeralda's Flora magic to heal her injuries. “Also, what the hell is that scent!? Are there rotting cors-” She began before coming to understand the extent of their situation. “Please don't tell me we are in Wendigo Territory...”She begged with the same terror on her face.

––––––––
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THIS SPARKED A MEMORY in Tyrik's mind as he recalled The MYBIAH Creature that had hunted him and even captured his mother as well as Washta’s sister. “If I was someone trying to weaponize an entire race of sadistic hunters like Wendigos...” Tyrik spoke aloud as Esmeralda began to realize the same conclusion, “I would definitely create a lab right by their territory. Making it easier to capture and experiment on them. Learning how they work and how to control them...” He continued as lightning sparked across his body with fury.

––––––––
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“WHAT ARE YOU EVEN TALKING about Dragon?” Demanded the Asura Cyborg with rage, “No one will dare to disturb the habit of any Monsters. It is suicidal to do what you’re implying!” He continued as Tyrik began to venture into the forest to The Asura’s surprise.

––––––––
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“YET, THERE IS SOMEONE conducting experiments on these Monsters. They even created a walking weapon with traits of other creatures to enhance their power.” Esmeralda elaborated as the Cyborg was stunned by this information. “We were attacked by something that possessed several traits of these Monsters, but yet enhanced by some kind of magic and technology. They had ensured that the Wendigo's only weakness was made irrelevant.” She continued before following Tyrik to assist in his efforts to locate this laboratory.

––––––––
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THESE WORDS WENT THROUGH both The Wulver Oni's and The Cybernetic Asura's minds while they reviewed the odd events that had been occurring lately. From Monsters being spotted running from their territories, the power that caused the collapse of Bodie within California, to the creation of The Vèl Automatons like R4-11Y as he soon landed next to the Asura Cyborg and Wulver Oni. “Prince Loxtrom. I was unable to pursue the Cobrivite, Krakens, and Demons that had attacked our Meili Garðar. They were last seen making their escape out of the forest.” Reported R4 as he held his rifle close to his chest while observing the surroundings. “We should get moving while we have the chance. Multiple bio-signatures are coming towards us as we speak.” Declared the Automaton as his Visual HUD displayed a different set of lights and digital appearance while using a different form of visual sensors. 

––––––––
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‘WHOEVER MADE THESE dumb furry robots seemed to make sure they are equipped to take on any combat situation if R4-11Y has different types of visions...’ Loxtrom thought to himself before looking back to the Wulver Oni as he was still perplexed by why she resembled the Wolf from his dream upon returning home. There were times when dreams were nonsense, but others were far too detailed and vivid to be mistaken as nonsense. “We should put aside whatever had prompted our battle and follow those two. Better to find this supposed facility than stay out in the open, wolf.” The Asura Cyborg advised, before taking off, to follow both Tyrik and Esmeralda. Alabaster thought about these words as the Vèl Automaton began to rush over to his commander. However, she did come to understand the logic behind his words as Alabaster began to follow the four through the territory of Wendigos.

––––––––
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WITHIN THE DUNGEON Keeper's Inn, a TV screen was covering a news story regarding how the entirety of Bodie had suddenly caved in. Though, thanks to the efforts of Abigail Burton. These stories discuss the reckless actions taken by Cryptix Energy in one of their projects. Putting Drake and Viviane at ease that The Mythic Underground will not be exposed anytime soon. Even though not all Mythics and Divine accepted being forced to forever hide their existence from Humans. They all could agree that it would be a death sentence for The Mythic Underground's Veil to be destroyed. Despite how things have managed to change slowly throughout the ages, Humans remained corrupted despite their vase potential. At this point to many Humans, tragedies that took the lives of countless were nothing more than Déjà Vu. A forgettable notion before resuming their normal routines as they had forced themselves as a species to desensitize themselves to these types of events. "As much as I appreciate Abigail's efforts to keep our side of the world hidden. I fear the hatred that she carries for her mother. An anger like that can lead to devastation on untold levels, Drake." Stated Viviane as she glanced over to the bartender while he cleaned a few glasses. The Paladin of Khonsu didn't respond, but it was clear he shared similar thoughts regarding the frigid fury buried within Abigail Burton. He knew all too well that it only takes a single moment to force that kind of Rage to snap and Drake was surprised that Abigail has yet to experience her moment. 

––––––––
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"THERE IS NO POINT IN worrying about the future, Miss Byrne. Best to focus on the present, such as the situation involving your students." Drake announced while putting the glassware away, "All of them seem to hold large amounts of Mana within them. If I had to guess where they would fall on The Seshat Potentia. I believe you have a group of students that range from Sigma to Zeta Levels. Especially Valencia, Wanda, Sarah, and Rowan from what you told me about their handling of Thomas Anthakos." Drake continued with high praise regarding the four's talents against the Infamous Son of Hermes. "Speaking of the Speedster... What had happened to him?" Drake questioned with an expression of concern. It was doubtful the cave-in would be enough to kill Thomas as he was too fast to be caught within the collapsing mines and he could simply phase through the tunnels with ease. Then there was the other matter involving him, the Shadow that had possessed him. The power of this Shadow was far greater than anything that any of them knew yet it was strange that no records of such a being had existed in the first place. What did it mean that its plans wouldn't be stopped and what was the nature of those plans? However, something about the nature of this Shadow felt familiar to Drake Ameranth. Well, not his current self. It was one of his past lives that had this sense of familiarity, the one that belonged to a story of a legendary warrior named Beowulf. Despite this, Drake was not able to figure out why nor find the memories of Beowulf to call upon for this information. Those who were Reincarnations were not fully capable of calling upon the memories of their past lives. These attempts are best described as trying to watch a video through a scratched and blurry screen. The memories were too blurry to see or hear clearly. However, deep down within Drake and his previous Carnation, Beowulf, knew that whatever it was. The raw power it held was far stronger than any being currently alive. Capable of shaking the very foundations of Midgard if not Yggdrasil itself.

––––––––
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VIVIANE WASN'T ABLE to provide any answers regarding Thomas, mostly because he was too fast to catch and any signs that he was crushed would be underneath a lot of rubble. Suddenly, the sounds of a ringtone began to sound off as Viviane took out her runestone to see that her daughter, Angel, was calling her. It had been a long time since the two had talked, especially due to their careers forcing them to separate. While Viviane took on the role of Teacher for those with autism as well as special needs on Midgard and Administrator for the Broker Heavens. Angel wanted to specialize as a nurse and took off to the city of Xuanpu to venture throughout the Realm of Midgard. Accepting the call from her daughter, Viviane happily announced: "Angel. About time you called me. I was getting wor-" She attempted to speak until Angel cut her off.

––––––––
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"MOM! XUANPU WAS ATTACKED by The Templar Order and one of them tore out Jörmungandr's rib! Carrying it like it was nothing to her!" The Water Fairy yelled in fear and disbelief at what she managed to witness. "They managed to free Merlin too! At first, I thought that scumbag was gonna kill The Knights, but the Metallic Methuselah... By the Divine, how is a Midgardian like him able to exist!?" Angel spoke with pure fear as she said each word, the sounds of her head-turning repeatedly to check if she was being followed, barely allowing Vivane to hear what her daughter was saying. Not only did it frighten Viviane to hear that Merlin, the traitorous wizard that had manipulated Mordred Pendragon to turn on his father, Arthur, and the egotistical knight, Lancelot. Hearing from her daughter that a fable mechanical monster was more than some rumor.
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‘WAIT... THAT MECHANICAL Monster is real? I thought he was just some made-up rumor!’ Vivianne thought to herself as she grew pale upon hearing the name of The Templar's Grandmaster. Not many Mythics and Divine believed that Nivoxus Alméras was real despite the claims of survivors that had managed to escape him like Peng, Ayaka, Birch, Azure, and Tamamo-No-Me. The stories about a cyborg that created the feeling of emptiness wherever he went and wore armor that could destroy beings such as Cabrakan, The Mountain Breaker, were unbelievable. Any Mythic that had unfortunately come across this Templar Monster's path were brutally slaughtered unless they were captured for his experiments. These experiments were so cruel and inhumane that many saw this as a fate worse than death itself. “Angel, if what you're saying is true. You need to keep running. Helheim! Even fly to escape that monster! You can't stop him and he will not stop until you're dead!” Viviane screamed into her Runestone as tears filled her eyes Viviane was not sure if her daughter would be able to escape the Metallic Methuselah.
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THE SOUNDS OF VIVANE'S terror grabbed the attention of all present. “Miss Byrne, what's going on?” Questioned Rowan as he was willing to help, but the fear in Viviane told him that whatever had left his teacher in fear. It was something far more dangerous than the Speedster he had fought. 
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“WHAT MONSTER ARE YOU talking about Viviane?” Questioned Drake as he summoned his Paladin armor, ready for a fight as his sword and shield manifested. “A Nuckelavee? Wendigo? Hag? Troll?” He continued to press as Drake tried to pry Viviane for information as she trembled.
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“WORSE... THE METALLIC Methuselah...” Spoke the Lady of The Lake with a voice barely a whisper due to her worry and fear. “He is hunting my baby girl...” She continued as even the sister of Morgan Le Fay was left in terror. This reaction told Drake all he needed to know about the danger of this enemy as it told him that even the sister of Morgan Le Fay, an Epsilon Level Fae with wings capable of creating entire storms with a single flap, was nothing to this Templar Warrior.
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Chapter 2: Weave of The Phantom Queen
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Bethany strolled through the halls of her personal research laboratory. Unlike most of Cryptix Energy's Research and Development facilities as well as their off-the-books labs. This was where she conducted more of her vital and most inhumane forms of experiments. Bethany had very few qualms with morality when it came to the pursuit of the advancement of science and technology. One of these experiments was, as she would describe it, a curiosity among the other projects to satisfy Bethany's thirst for knowledge. It was a commission from religious origins, specifically from The Templar Order. Even though Bethany could care less about such superstition ideals, it was a surprise to be given a glimpse into how advanced this group was. From what the Noble, Myles Oliver, had disclosed to Bethany. The Templar Order had been a hidden force that combats the forces of Monsters that hid amongst the rest of the world. The commission that was requested from Bethany was crafting an army of robotic soldiers and a powerful artificial intelligence that could command these robots with ease. 
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'THOUGH... I STILL OCCASIONALLY ponder how they came across such a mangled body...' Bethany thought to herself as she entered the Cryogenetics segment of her lab where several components for her efforts to complete this project resided, 'Even if the child's body is the most important aspect to craft this... Quantus Phoenix A.I. Program to operate their Phoenix’s Alcahest Project. The condition of this child's body displays many unexplainable forms of damage...' Bethany continued within her thoughts while she typed on the main computer panel to reveal a singular cryo-pod. Within this pod, showing signs of frost covering the metallic container and reinforced glass panel, there was a young girl inside left in a form of stasis. This stasis was one of the very few things that preserved the fourteen-year-old girl from various forms of frostbite, frozen decay, and amputations that littered the girl's body. The loss of limbs and what Bethany was able to conclude a few organs too came from some kind of conflict. Even stranger was how the states of frozen decay were also signs of this same conflict that had removed her left forearm, parts of her legs, and her right eye, and destroyed several of the girl's organs. If Bethany had not seen this girl's state and the oddities of her injuries. She would have laughed at The Templar Noble's claim about the supernatural. 'At least this girl’s mind makes crafting the A.I. Programming is much easier than making it from scratch. It even gives me a chance to see what this item is capable of.’ She thought to herself while operating the computer to reveal a storage unit. Once Bethany had opened it, she pulled out a fragment of wood. Yet, this wooden fragment was not something from this world. It had a strange pearly white appearance that shined with energy colored by the rainbow. Bethany felt the raw power within this wooden fragment as if it held the foundations of creation inside it. As Cryptix Energy searched for more of the Arcane Crystals to study, an excavation team within Norway stumbled on this strange wooden fragment. Thanks to Bethany's enhanced powers granted to her from how The Ändern Elixir reacted to her biology. Dealing with the crew as they grew drunk on the fragment's power was simple and easy. Approaching the cryo-pod as the hand that held the wooden fragment changed into a more draconic form covered with steel-colored scales, Bethany opened the pod and inserted the fragment into the hole where the girl's heart should have been. Infusing it with the body a chain reaction occurred with both of them as the overwhelming glow of Rainbow Energy engulfed the room. Prompting Bethany to work swiftly to craft both new limbs for the girl and The Phoenix’s Alcahest A.I. Program.
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VALERIE WAS FILLED with fury due to what that Ravenna bitch had done to her. Glancing at her right arm again she saw it being consumed by a shadowy force. Turned her arm into some black-colored substance that had a strange teal hue outlining it. Yet, she refused to allow whatever this was to kill her. Valerie would not allow that elven slut beat her in such an unceremonious manner. Yelling in a defiant rage, Valerie smashed through a tree trunk and caused thousands of wooden shards to fly across the forest. A form of purple energy engulfed her eyes while Valerie began to decimate the forest that was all around her. She may have not known who her father was, but Valerie already understood that she held a great deal of power deep within her. Her physiology was far stronger than it should be and Ricky long ago had triggered her true power as a Demi-Goddess to trigger. “I'm gonna make sure that damn elf bitch will regret ever coming into Tyrik's life... He's...” She began with absolute certainty on what she wanted to do to Esmeralda yet when it came to her former high-school flame. Valerie was unsure how to think about him... Valerie understood that she regretted how she had treated Tyrik and used the song Scotty Doesn't Know by Lustra to humiliate him. Valerie understood that her relationship with that dork was far more genuine than any other of her relationships. Yet, recalling how that same person that Valerie had grown to regret hurting and came to see how she should have cherished him. Recalling how Tyrik reacted to her requesting that they should try to fix their relationship and find a way to redeem herself for the mistakes she had made. Valerie was not prepared for how vile and filled with hatred Tyrik would be upon trying to make amends with him. 
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SHE KNEW THAT TYRIK was not one to quickly forgive, but Valerie saw a sign of Tyrik that shook her to her core. Not only Valerie witnessed Tyrik tear into every insecurity that she held deep within such as being seen as a burden, a child that was never wanted, and a brat that needed attention for her ego. Tyrik used his song to rip her apart like she had done to him. Hearing Tyrik sing every lyric of the song known as Wolf In Sheep’s Clothing by Set It Off without stuttering as he would normally do when overwhelmed with emotions. Valerie was attacked and left utterly scared in a way that she could have never foreseen. Valerie had her entire person shattered and then burned by someone she had valued unlike no one else. However, after experiencing this from him. Being hurt in this way by Tyrik. A bitterness started to grow deep within Valerie as whatever had infected her arm began to change and manifest in her arm. A form of rage grew on Valerie's face as her infected arm became far more monstrous, turning her nails into claws of black poison. 
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AS VALERIE WATCHED this metamorphosis of her right arm by this power, a Nuckelavee crept towards her. This Zeta Level Monster took on the appearance of a strange hybrid of man and horse, seemingly fused. The head of the man was enormous, with a mouth sticking out like the snout of a pig. It had arms so long that it could reach the ground without even bending over. The wide mouth of the horse's head was sneering at him while steam belched out of it
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