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CHAPTER 1

BAD FEELING


[image: ]


Darkness enveloped the city of New Vazuno, its streets eerily empty. Once alive with chatter, laughter, and the hum of hovering cars, the city now lay silent. Footsteps echoed as King Aessoid emerged from his palace, his eyes scanning for any sign of life. Panic gripped him, his heart pounding as he glanced at the spot where the portal to Earth should have been. Sweat trickled down his brow, confusion mounting.

As he descended the palace stairs to the deserted street, he noticed a lone figure standing there. "Are you alright?" he called out, approaching the woman.

"Of course, little brother," she replied, turning to face him. "Why wouldn't I be?"

"Aenchoid..." Aessoid breathed, relief washing over him. "Is this another one of your dreams? Trying to convince me to abandon the people from Earth?"

"This isn't my doing," Aenchoid said, her expression serious. "At least, not consciously. Isn't this your dream?"

Irritated, Aessoid brushed past her. "Stop playing games, Aenchoid. You're dead. You're not real."

It was true. She had died years ago in the battle of New York. Their experience on their own Earth had been fraught with racism and war, hatred fueled by their arrival from Vazuno. Aenchoid despised humans for their cruelty toward her people.

Once, Aenchoid had been the queen of New Vazuno. She had ascended to the throne at the age of eight after their parents, the previous king and queen, sacrificed themselves back on their home planet. 

Here on Earth, Aenchoid had conquered North and South America; a result of an initial attack by humans, forcing many humans to flee to Europe, Asia, and Africa. Their new city, like their continent, was named New Vazuno, built atop the ruins of New York.

One day, a portal opened, leading to what they believed was Europe, as they encountered humans there. In truth, it connected to Central Park on an alternate Earth in the multiverse. Aenchoid's hatred for humans drove her to plan the conquest of this other Earth.

Aessoid despised the violence. He yearned for peace and abhorred the death of innocents, regardless of their race. Aenchoid hadn't anticipated the presence of extraordinary individuals on the other Earth, nor their resolve to resist.

Superheroes like Xyreon, GhostLife, Molecural, Ultimate Soldier, and Phoenix Eye, fought against the New Vazuno army. Aessoid joined them, knowing they were right, even though it meant bearing the guilt of his sister's death.

"I'm starting to doubt whether I'm real or not," Aenchoid mused, watching Aessoid walk into the darkness.

Aessoid halted, turning to face her. "You aren't. Stop talking to me and wake me up."

Since Aenchoid's death, Aessoid had been plagued by dreams and visions of her. Even awake, he often heard her voice. Doctors and therapists in New Vazuno attributed it to trauma from killing Aenchoid, claiming the dreams and voices were manifestations of his guilt.

"Then why do I know everything you experience daily?" Aenchoid challenged. "Remember that kid who got stuck in the artificial black hole? Jordan, wasn't it?"

Aessoid approached her, his voice heavy with frustration. "You're just a part of my trauma, nothing more. You know all of this because you're in my head, remember?" Their eyes locked, each doubting the other's sincerity. The city's eerie silence was punctuated by a cold breeze that swept past them.

"Why did I have to fall asleep?" Aessoid muttered to himself. "Just why." 

He usually fought to stay awake, even though it left him weaker. The guilt of refusing to help Omar, Artie, and Victoria catch Donny gnawed at him. Hugo and Toby had stepped in, but with Victoria now missing, he couldn't shake the feeling it was his fault.

"She went missing because of her own choice. She walked away from Om—"

"Shut up!" Aessoid snapped, pointing a finger at her, his temper flaring. "Stop reading my damn mind!"

Aenchoid regarded him with an expressionless face. "I just wanted to say it wasn't your fault."

Silence stretched between them, heavy and unresolved. Aessoid finally broke it, curiosity edging into his voice. "Why are you suddenly not so cold anymore? You used to talk about killing humans because they deserved it."

Aenchoid's lips curled into a cocky smile. "Because, little brother," she said, moving past him, "I'm with you daily, and I see what you're doing."

Aessoid sighed, confusion lacing his words. "What do you mean by that? You suddenly don't hate humans?"

"Oh no, I still hate them," Aenchoid replied, a chuckle escaping her as if the notion was absurd. "But I don't necessarily want to see them dead anymore."

"Wh—"

"You showed me something," she continued, her voice softer yet firm. "You fight for them as fiercely as you fight for your own people. I find that intriguing, especially because many humans still hate you, both here and on the other Earth.”

It was true. Aessoid had forged peace on both Earths. Europeans, Asians, and Africans were now in a trade agreement with New Vazuno, thanks to his relentless efforts over the years. Some people still harbored resentment toward him and his people, a sentiment somewhat justified by Aenchoid's reign as queen. But most respected him, on this Earth and the other.

Aessoid followed Aenchoid into the darkest part of the city. The electricity was out, plunging everything into complete darkness. He couldn't even see his own hands.

"Your superhero friends taught me a lot," Aenchoid's voice echoed through the streets. "Humans hurt and feel emotions just like us. More importantly, your friends never judged you for where we came from."

"I told you they could be trusted," Aessoid replied, his voice tinged with sorrow. "You died because you didn't believe me."

Aenchoid was nowhere in sight, and Aessoid stopped walking, realizing it was futile. "That's right, and I've had enough time to think about it. You were right."

Aessoid felt skeptical, but why? She was just a trauma lodged in his mind.

"I want you to know I've changed," Aenchoid said, her voice serious. "Now that you know, I'll leave you alone."

A chill ran through Aessoid's body as his eyes opened. As always, after dreams of his sister, he was drenched in sweat. Seeing her brought both stress and anxiety, yet also comfort, knowing he wasn't alone.

He lifted his head, realizing he was in his office at the Palace of New Vazuno. He'd fallen asleep while reviewing immigration documents for people from the other Earth, Earth A. These were the first immigrants, and he wanted to handle their cases personally.

Exhaustion had claimed him; he hadn't slept in about a week, and his head had slumped onto the table. This was a familiar occurrence over the years.

Aessoid stood, quickly sorting the jumbled immigration papers. He walked to the giant window in his office. The palace, a massive futuristic skyscraper, was built in the architectural style of his home planet.

Outside, the trees displayed beautiful blue leaves, native to Vazuno, and the city teemed with life. Hovering cars zipped by, children played, people walked, everything seemed alright.

In the distance stood the portal to Earth A. Roads had been constructed around it, ensuring it no longer obstructed traffic, unlike when it first appeared in the middle of the road.

Aessoid felt a sense of relief seeing the city thriving, especially after previous visions had come true, like when Emily's general attacked. Fortunately, Harry, Emily's boyfriend, was now the new general, and they had a strong connection.

"Thank goodness, it was all a dream," he whispered to himself.
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CHAPTER 2

AWAKE
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After that strange dream, Aessoid descended the stairs into his throne room. He had wiped away the sweat and was ready for another day as king. The people of New Vazuno respected him deeply after he stopped the general, largely because he did what needed to be done for them. It reminded the Vazunions of his sister, who once held their belief in her justice.

Aessoid's hard work was paying off. People admired him, respected him, and most importantly, followed him. He understood well that a king was nothing without his people, not the other way around.

"Sir," Renort approached him, "you have three appointments today. First, the opening of the New Vazukery, a bakery specializing in traditional breads and cakes from Vazuno."

"I know what it is," Aessoid replied, his voice weary.

Renort, once a mere servant of Aenchoid, had changed significantly over the years. He was now loyal to Aessoid and a true friend. The incident with a boy from Earth A, named Jordan Morris, had nearly ruined Renort's reputation, but Aessoid had helped him, and for that, Renort was deeply grateful.

"Sir, you really need some sle—"

"I'm fine, Renort," Aessoid interrupted, his voice calm but slightly irritated. "There are more important things than sleep right now. What about the other appointments?"

"One is in Brazuno," Renort informed him. "They are waiting for you to open their new city, New Brazuno, inspired by New Vazuno."

Brazuno had once been Brazil, before Queen Aenchoid waged war on Earth.

"Very well," Aessoid said, watching Renort pull something from his bag. "No, throw them away, as usual."

These were letters, not from admirers, but from his ex-wife, Arya, who had cheated on him when he left for Vazuno in the universe of Earth A. Going there had been a foolish decision, bringing more problems than it solved. His parents from that universe, not his true parents, had attempted to take over New Vazuno and now languished in the palace dungeons.

Suddenly, Aessoid stumbled to the ground. "Shit," he muttered, falling on his arm.

"Are you alright?" Renort asked, rushing to help him up. "I will immediately cancel all the a—"

"I'm fine, Renort."

Silence hung between them. Renort cared about Aessoid's health, but Aessoid seemed indifferent.

"I'm just a little tired," Aessoid stammered, gazing at the open doors of his palace. "I can't bail on my people, not after everything they've been through."

"With all due respect," Renort began, confused, "what does this have to do with what the people have been through? It isn't a life-or-death situation."

"And still, I need to show them I care. They need a compassionate king. I don't want them to become as cold as when my sister was queen."

Without another word, Aessoid walked out of the palace. It was early morning, and he headed to his favorite coffee spot, open 24/7. The shop, called 'Vazuno's First Coffee,' was indeed true to its name. They had discovered coffee only when they began trading with Earth A, after everything on their continent had been burned to the ground.

Aessoid walked in, greeted the man behind the counter, and grabbed his coffee. Usually, he drank it inside the shop, but today he wasn't in the mood. He stepped out, feeling an inexplicable urge to walk the same road he had traversed in his last dream. As he took a sip, he pondered Aenchoid's words, that he would never see her again in his dreams. If that were true, was she ever real? Or was his mind playing tricks on him? Either way, he hadn't heard from her since waking, which was typical.

Finishing his coffee, he stared at the ground as he walked. The coffee had a hint of tree bark from the blue trees, tasting like vanilla with cinnamon. Despite popular belief, only the leaves of these trees contained their famed medicine. When crushed, soaked in water for 24 hours, and then baked, they produced pills capable of healing almost anything. Stab wounds? No problem. Cancer or other illnesses? Easy. Severed limbs, however, were beyond their power. The people of New Vazuno, unfamiliar with other medicines, simply called them New Vazuno pills. But since trading with Earth A, they had become known as NV pills.

The demand for these pills was high, and supply struggled to keep up. Fortunately, Aessoid ensured that the superheroes from Earth A always had enough. He refused to sell to those seeking to exploit their value for profit, believing the focus should be on healing, not wealth.

Before he knew it, he arrived at the portal to Earth A. The guilt from Aenchoid's attack on that version of New York lingered, driving him to work tirelessly to maintain a good relationship with them.

"Hey," a woman said, catching his attention. "Thank you for everything you do for our country."

Aessoid turned to face her. She was beautiful, with the signature blue skin of the Vazunions and dark hair. "Of course..." he stammered, "thanks."

He walked away, tempted to ask her out but too wary to trust anyone again. After what his ex-wife did, the thought of another relationship was daunting. Besides, there was no time for love, especially after Omar's recent message. Something had happened in Chicago. A new superhero, Vurqron, warned him that someone named Grox was after him. Whoever it was, Aessoid was ready.
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