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​Prologue
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A dreadfully thick grey mist engulfs a muddy field torn by a long-dead hellish battle. Decrepit corpses lie butchered and broken. Weapons of different shapes and uses scatter around, cast aside like the ones who once wielded them.

Golden shiny chains stretch out, contrasting against the dark, muddy fields. The chains lead to a magnificent, golden, bejeweled shrine with a giant golden throne and nine tall, luminous pillars. Each pillar bears a distinct colored effigy: a sky-blue crystal cluster, a green mutated tree-like antler, a greyish-blue twisted dancing figure, a bronze bejeweled crusted claw, a white bundle of weapons with a shield splattered with different colored blood, a blue-green interwoven sigil with many small faces, a heavenly golden cross-like sun, a golden-red shooting star shooting up, and a wildly rainbowed antlered woman holding her arms out.

A man with a clean-white skull head and a skinned body, revealing his black-blooded muscles, sits on a throne, weighed down by bundles of golden chains. Bright sunlight blasts through the thick Mist.

The skull man moves his finger. The sunlight beams brighter on him, burning him. The skull man slowly looks up. The sun blasts full brightness, enveloping the man in light.
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​Chapter 1
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A man concealed in tanned hooded robes sneaks through a busy shipping dock. Many alien slaves in dirty, ragged jumpsuits work moving supplies off and on to the ships. Pechon, a huge, brawny commander, and her temporary squad of guards and slave masters watch over the property, dictating the transfer process.

The orange evening sun descends slowly down into the horizon, blazing against the crumbling ruins of a long-defeated city with a massive golden-bronze pyramid-like castle on top of a mountain overlooking everything. The robed man pulls on his hood, trying to cover more of his face from the bright sunlight.

Pechon glances at the robed man. He steps back into the shadows, sneaking around. Pechon shrugs off, continuing her duties.

A tired, cub-like woman enters near the robed man’s hiding spot, carrying a small cooling unit. Hungry, she opens it, revealing a variety of fruits. She stares at the delicious inventory, slowly reaching into it.

The robed man attempts to step out of the shadows to stop her.

Suddenly, the woman screams in pain, falling down. Bright golden-red sigils burn on her suit. The woman tries to pat down the flames. The woman screams out, “Help me!!!”

Her co-workers all stand there, watching in fear. The robed man tries to step out again.

“Be thankful for the position you are given...” a youthful voice echoes down.

The slaves and the guards look up while the robed man steps back, hiding.

Loxar, a white lion-like man in gold-red armor, descends down like a heavenly being. He continues, “You show great dishonor to my great dear father, the Supreme Being, when any one of you little things dare to steal anything from his holiness.”

Loxar tightens his fist. The woman screams out, suffering more.

“This is what awaits you for even touching the gifts that my father had entrusted me with,” Loxar proclaims.

The robed man grunts before descending further back.

Loxar glances at the hiding spot suspiciously.

“Speaking of which...” Loxar says. “Bring out the Empire’s treasured possession!”

Loxar snaps his fingers. A group of toad-like slaves struggles to move a massive, golden casket with a blazing, yet constraining, design. Loxar praises, “A thing of beauty this casket is... For this thing holds a fool who defied the Supreme Being. But now he is but a toy for my father and his nine God Emperors as they are the rightful owners of his life and death-”

The casket seemingly shakes. One of the slaves slips, letting the casket fall.

“You retched little pest...!” Loxar explodes out. He flies down, holding up his hand. The slaves cook from the burning curse.

The robed man pulls out a long sword with an anchor-like tip.

Loxar exclaims, “I am surrounded by morons! All of you have no idea of precious this treasure is! This toy had been passed along the God Emperors for ages. That is why it is important to deliver it in one piece, as they deserve everything in the world-”

The casket shakes once again. Everyone looks at it cautiously. Loxar shouts out, “What did you ingrates do to the-?!”

The casket shakes violently, jumping around. Loxar raises his hand, conjuring a huge flaming claw as he tries to push down the casket.

The casket jumps, pushing against Loxar's claw. Loxar commands out furiously, “Help me, you imbeciles!”

The slaves run up to the casket, trying to throw chains on it. But the casket jumps up, sending them flying.

Loxar shouts out, “Hey, Captain lady-!”

“Pechon. And not a captain-” Pechon responds.

Loxar demands, “Don’t care! Get your men, get the chains!”

“Not mine...” Pechon mutters before she and the guards dash over. The casket jumps around, smashing into the guards. The casket falls onto Pechon’s arm, crushing it before bouncing away. Several guards pull Pechon and their injured brethren to give aid.

“Damn it! Useless, all of you!” Loxar screams out. “I have to do everything myself...!”

Loxar summons another claw, trying to grab hold of the casket. Loxar screams, “Just stand still, you stupid...!”

Loxar slams the casket onto the ground as he shouts, “Lousy...!”

The casket still shakes. Loxar raises it high and roars out, “Box!”

Loxar smashes the casket into the ground, cracking it. The shaking seemingly stops.

“There!” Loxar exclaims. “I stopped it. That’s how you do it... You bunch of morons...”

Loxar flies around the casket, examining the damage.

“God...! Look at these cracks...” Loxar points out as he looks deeper into the gaping darkness, noticing a dark figure within.

“I hope they don’t notice,” Loxar wishes. “Get me a drink. Now!”

Loxar snaps his fingers. A sickly slave takes out a bottle of alcohol from a crate before running it over to her master.

Loxar examines the bottle, uncertain. The slave asks, “Everything is alright, Lolar?”

“Do not ever call me that name, you wretched thing-!” Loxar roars as he tries to smash the bottle on the slave.

Nasty barbed wire webs, suddenly, ensnare his arm. Loxar screams in pain, trying to pry the wires off. only for them to dig deeper into his flesh, infecting it with an inky black substance.

The robed man steps out and waves his hand over the suffering slaves. Their suffering ends as their wounds heal.

Noticing this, the sickly slave smiles, waving back to him sarcastically. The robed man grips his anchor sword tighter.

“What in my father’s name is this...?!” Loxar cries out.

The grey Mist seeps out of the cracks, corrupting the area around in dreary dark colors.

“My favorite muse has finally woken up...!” The sickly slave announces before falling over dead.

Loxar forms a fireball in his other hand, ready to attack.

The robed man lunges forward.

The Mist explodes out of the casket, blanketing the entire area.
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​Chapter 2
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Titan, a strong, heavily scarred man, wakes, lying in a dirty bed. He looks around the messy room. Used cans and other junk pile up in the corners. Different equipment and machinery lie broken across the floor. Dust and sand cover everything.

Titan stands up. The blanket falls, revealing more of his pale, burnt-scarred body. Titan caresses his rough skin, feeling uncomfortable. He then glares at the sunlight seeping through the ragged blinds.

Titan grunts, raising his arms up. Dark, blazing clouds quickly form around his body. The clouds condense tightly along his body, transforming into clothes. Titan glances at his new outfit: a dark workman’s jacket, dark grey cargo pants, and a pair of rugged boots.

The robed man enters carrying a box of canned food and other gadgets. He notices Titan and says, “Oh, good! You’re finally awake.”

“Anchron...” Titan growls, staring at him.

Anchron lies the box down and replies, “So you still remem-"

Titan dashes over and grabs Anchron, pushing him through several weak walls. Titan pins him against a support pillar.

Anchron removes his hood, revealing his handsome black face with a nice short afro. He says to Titan, “I know you’re mad at me-”

“Mad does not describe what’s happening here!” Titan barks back.

“I know!” Anchron replies. “I know how you feel.”

Titan lets go of Anchron and backs away. Anchron continues, “Why do you think I’ve come back? To clean up what we left behind.”

“You mean what you left behind!” Titan replies.

“Hey,” Anchron counters. “You share some of the blame, too.”

Titan glares at Anchron.

“Have you forgotten about all the battles we waged against our many enemies?” Anchron continues. “And half of which have founded this godforsaken Empire in our absence...!”

Titan takes a deep breath and asks, “How much do you know?”

“I see that Zol is very much alive and well, leading this very sorry excuse for a government,” Anchron states.

Titan tries to hide a chuckle and replies, “You should still know how narcissistic that bastard is.”

“Yeah,” Anchron responds. “I saw his latest spawn during the transfer.”

“So, what do you think of him?” Titan asks.

“Much like many of his brothers... A brat looking for his father’s affection,” Anchron answers with a smirk.

Titan chuckles, “Those poor fools...!”

“I still feel for them,” Anchron states.

“There’s nothing we can do for these spoiled rotten children,” Titan replies.

“Yes, there is,” Anchron asserts as Titan stares at him.

“You know what I am talking about, my old friend,” Anchron alludes.

Footsteps echo to them. Titan pushes Anchron behind a wall. Titan peeks out. Several scouts scour around nearby.

“Are you sure they went this way?” A scout questions.

“Hey, do not question that one-arm bitch. She’s a follower of Stain,” a fellow scout answers.

“I’m glad that brute’s not here...” Anchron mutters softly.

“He’s everywhere...” Titan replies cryptically.

“Really?!” Anchron whispers back, surprised.

“Yet nowhere...” Titan finishes.

“What the hell do you mean? Is Stain here or not-?” Anchron questions before Titan shushes him.

Anchron notices a mutated fleshy flower growing in the room. He taps Titan.

Titan then sees the flower growing with half a dozen eyes. He then comments, “But a fellow God Emperor is.”

Titan kicks sand into the flower’s eyes. The flower screams at a high pitch.

The scouts hear the scream rush over. Titan and Anchron run away.
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​Chapter 3
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Mice-like castle servants in white-gold clean robes scurry around carrying towels, medicine, and other medical equipment to and from a steamy spa room. Loxar’s screams echo out in painful discomfort.

A pair of temple servants walk out carrying bloody towels stained with a pitch-black, oily substance. One of them, Cindrel, comments, “Lord Loxar has been screaming for days. Are these treatments even helping him?”

“Yes, it has,” the other servant, Zyla, answers. “But it’s his pride. That sudden attack put a massive wound on his heart.”

Cindrel asks, “What exactly happened there?”

“We were completely unprepared,” Pechon says, appearing from around the corner. Pechon has a bloody bandaged stump where her former arm should be—a dark corruption scars half of her face, blinding an eye.

“A warrior of the God Emperor Stain, we mean no disrespect,” Cindrel exclaims before bowing to Pechon, along with her friend.

“No need. None of you knew. None of you knew what was in that box,” Pechon replies.

“So, what was in it?” Cindrel asks. “I heard that our great lords are quite afraid of it-”

“Hey, don’t say that!” Zyla scolds before elbowing her friend. “Our Supreme Being and his divine family cannot be defeated!”

“But during the last battle of the Great Cosmic Plague, didn’t Zol suffer that mighty defeat-?” the servant questions.

“You need to shut up!” Zyla shouts as she drops the towels and grabs her friend. “You do not dare question our divine lords!”

Zyla pushes Cindrel down, starting to strangle her. Pechon pulls the zealot away.

The castle guards rush in as Captain Kaibeth asks, “What in Zol’s name is going on?!”

“She was questioning our Supreme Lord’s divinity!” Zyla shouts out.

“Hey, wait! That wasn’t what happened-!” Cindrel tries to defend.

“Captain, is this true?” Kaibeth questions.

Pechon stares at Kaibeth before answering, “She did not remotely say it. She was only concerned with the escape the other day.”

Zyla points out, “But she was insisting that the Empire is afraid of the escaped criminal!”

The guards looked at Cindrel as one orders, “You are talking too much. Take her away.”

“Hey, wait! I only want what is best for our lords,” Cindrel tries to explain as the guards drag her away.

Pechon steps in front, blocking them as she demands, “Let her go.”

The guard refuses, “Do not interfere, Captain.”

Kaibeth steps in and tries to order, “Hey, that is not what happened-”

Another guard knocks Kaibeth out. Pechon tries to swing, but the guards aim their weapons at her. Pechon questions, “What is the meaning of this?!”

A guard steps forward and explains, “Oh, we are only following our god given roles as much as you should. For you see, Kaibeth here had failed to live up to the expectations of our Empire, much less of our lord.”

“That’s a lie! I serve what is best for our people-!” Kaibeth briefly wakes and tries to explain before being knocked out again.

“Take him and the heretic away!” the guard orders as they take the prisoners away. “It’s best not to interfere any further, captain.”

“I’m not a captain,” Pechon responds, trying to stare him down.

The guard smirks, counters, “Oh, you seem to have forgotten your place. Weren’t you that one general that embarrassed Stain on that disastrous Great Hunt?”

Pechon stares down at the guard. Unmoved, the guard responds, “Release the devout and move out of the way.”

Pechon glares before letting go of the zealot. Zyla picks up the bloody rags.

“Now step aside for the new captain,” the new captain commands, waving his hand.

Pechon steps away. The guards walk past, giving her the stink eye. Zyla looks back at her betrayed friend before walking away.

Loxar screams out. The new captain says, “Lord Loxar will be ready to see you soon.”
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​Chapter 4
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Titan and Anchron dash through the ruined city, jumping over jagged rubble and through crooked, cracked walls. The scouts pursue them, trying to catch up to them.

One pursuer manages to get a clear shot of Titan and fires a big blast, which then pierces a huge hole through his shoulder, spraying black blood.

Anchron sees Titan falling over and screams out, “Titan!”

“I’m alright!” Titan responds, holding his shoulder. His gaping hole begins to close.

The duo continues to flee. Titan grabs a rusty canister, smashing it onto the ground. The canister blows up, covering the area in smoke. The scouts run in, searching for their targets.

Titan and Anchron hide in a nearby building, donning on gas masks and desert cloaks. Titan holds his hand out to Anchron, watching the passing scouts. Anchron waves his hand, causing distant smoke to be distorted. The scouts run off, being led astray.

Once hearing the scouts disappearing, Anchron asks, “Why can’t we fight them?”

“Malin's here,” Titan responds.

The two walk out. Anchron comments, “That sick amateur artist?”

“One of the God Emperors now,” Titan replies.

“Not surprised. This Empire needs its creepy, sadistic tastes of his- Oh, sorry! I didn’t mean to...” Anchron points out.

Titan glares at Anchron before asking, “Do you have a ship here?”

Anchron looks back, puzzled before answering, “No.”

“Let’s go find one,” Titan responds before walking faster.

“Hey! Wait,” Anchron replies, trying to keep up with Titan. “Why do we need to do that? I flew here.”

“How? I thought I tore your wings off,” Titan questions.

“Well, that wasn’t a fun experience. But I forgive you,” Anchron answers.

Titan grunts, increasing his speed.

Anchron states, “But there are other ways to fly. Even you can. Heck, we can both teleport. Can you not do it anymore?”

Titan remains silent, dashing away.

“Hey, can you stop?!” Anchron calls out, running up to Titan. Anchron grabs Titan’s shoulder. Titan turns, grabbing Anchron’s arm. Titan then flips Anchron, who then throws an air blast into the ground, sending them both up into the sky.

Titan wrestles with Anchron, flying high up into the dusty clouds. Anchron struggles to defend himself, yelling out, “Titan...! Stop!”

The duo slows down high above the city in a tight hold. Anchron looks at the spectacular view of the dusty desert as dead forests and dried-out seas stretch around the city. However, Titan stares at the intensity of the sun. Anchron comments, “What a sad, lovely view...”

The duo begins to fall back down. Anchron pushes Titan away but still holds onto his arm. However, Titan kicks his friend away as he braces for a decrepit tower.

Nearby, a group of scouts hears a loud crash and enters the building. They wait and watch as Titan breaks through each floor, getting closer. They aim their guns up. The crashing stops with a thump, shaking the ceiling’s dust off.

Titan struggles to dig himself out of the sharp rubble as he tries to stand up. Jagged pipes and shards of floor stick out of his body. Titan hears clicking, dodging out of the way. The scouts blast through the second floor. Titan hugs the wall, trying not to get shot.

The floor collapses. A huge cloud of dust blows through the first, covering the scouts.

A scout, Fylor, points out, “I guess he’s dead.”

“Dig him out and confirm it,” Captain Pyron commends.

“You’re kidding me, right?” Fylor asks.

“Does it look like I’m kidding?! Start digging now!” Their leader commands. “You two, help him.”

The scout team groans, starting to sift through the rubble with one complaining, “I could barely see in this dust...”

“I can deal with that!” A voice from above projects down. A bright light crashes down into the hole. Another fireball spews out of the light, hitting Titan, burning him. Another light crashes into the pile of rubble, exploding it. The explosion pushes the scouts away. Pyron stands up, looking at a huge, brightly burning fire.

“Behold the glory of the First Son...!” the light proclaims, condensing and morphing into a silhouette of a strong lion man.

“Bow down, you fools! This is the first of our Supreme Being,” Pyron yells out before bowing down.

“The First Son?! Oh shit!” Fylor responds. A powerful gravitational force pushes him and his team, facing down. The scout team screams in pain.

Seeing his team’s suffering, Pyron begs, “Please, my lord! Let them go!”

The silhouette finishes forming into a figure that of a robust lion-like man with long flowing bronze-blond hair and rustic gold armor. The figure proclaims, “Address me with my proper name, Sevelas...”

“Yes, my Lord Sevelas! Please end their suffering!” Pyron cries out.

“I guess I showed too much of my glory,” Sevelas answers, waving his hand.

The heavy gravity disappears, releasing the scout team. Sevelas jumps to and kneels over a scout before asking, “What did my wimp of a brother screw up this time?”

Sevelas lifts the scout in the air. Fylor answers, “We heard something crashing through this building...”

“So, you decided to shoot at it,” Sevelas finishes the scout’s sentence.

“It didn’t break through the ceiling, so we had to,” a fellow scout answers.

“Did I ask you?” Sevelas responds. He then stares at him and nods his head. A gravitational force punched the scout back down.

After hearing a weird thump, Sevelas slams the scout down, looking at their captain. He laughs, “And you idiots didn’t even get the target!”

A dark, hellish cloud forms behind Titan. Anchron pokes his head out. He then comments quietly, “So that’s Sevelas... The brat our mutual friend has once killed...”

Anchron pulls Titan through the cloudy portal.

“Many of you cannot even catch him!” Sevelas shouts out while flying up, finding the portal closed.
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​Chapter 5
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Pechon enters the spa room as thick steam impairs her vision. Loxar screams, “Curse this blasted bath!”

Pechon wades through slowly. Doctors and nurses run past her, carrying bloody rags and medical equipment. Loxar screams, “Curse that skull man and his goddamn poison!”

Pechon waves her hand, finding Loxar in a chemical bath washing off black oil that is corrupting his body. Loxar coughs, “And curse you too...”

“Me?” Pechon asks. “What minor offense did I commit?”

Loxar coughs, “You did not tell me what sort of ‘thing’ was in that crate!”

“You should know that the Empire’s greatest enemy was in there,” Pechon replies.

“That was not the greatest enemy. That was some disgusting mutant monster that the House of Blood cooked up,” Loxar refutes.

Pechon chuckles. Loxar asks, “What is so funny? Is it because I am naked in the godforsaken bath?!”

“I fought him before,” Pechon says.

“What? All your men had died because of it,” Loxar replies.

“No, the first time,” Pechon implies.

“What do you mean the first time?” Loxar asks.

Pechon answers, “At the Second Galactic Rebellion.”

“Impossible, then you must be...” Loxar says.

“With the plane of space distorting time, my birthplace must’ve traveled around the glory of your father [sun] several tens of thousands of times,” Pechon answers.

“So, you were one of those battle generals who helped catch the Silent King and his black blooded ilk?” Loxar questions.

“I followed Stain and the other God Emperors into battle all that long, chaotic time. So, trust me when I tell you that thing that broke out and did this,” Pechon states, pointing out Loxar’s sorry state. “Was the Silent King himself.”

Loxar stares at Pechon before asking her, “You defeated that thing?”

“Your father and his Nine God Emperors did most of the work. But I did provide some help for my lord, Stain,” Pechon answers.

“And you are here?” Loxar continues questioning.

“Yes, I am,” Pechon answers back.

“As a captain?” Loxar asks.

“As a major now, lord,” Pechon replies.

“Still not a great rank of your fervor,” Loxar points out. “You should be with your lord then. Unless...”

Pechon glares at Loxar. Loxar points to her, stating, “You had dishonored him.”

“He is the Empire’s greatest victor. He doesn’t allow defeat to hold him down,” Pechon replies.

“Personally, he hasn’t,” Loxar continues taunting. “Unless, of course, you were the one who’s holding him down. Causing him to lose.”

Pechon tries to hold back her fist. Loxar continues, “So it’s true! You had held him back! But how?!”

“I tried to save him,” Pechon answers.

Loxar laughs, “You saved one of the toughest warriors in the Empire. From what? A little dust?”

“Do not underestimate the enemies of our Empire,” Pechon states.

“Coming from some man-girl with one arm...!” Loxar continues laughing.

In a sudden flash of light, Sevelas appears next to Loxar, laughing, “What’s so funny, little Lolar?”

Loxar splashes away Sevelas and screams out in surprise, “Sevelas...!”

“Hey! Watch the cape,” Sevelas says as he jumps away, pulling his cape away.

“Why are you here, little brother?” Loxar asks angrily.

Sevelas laughs, “Oh, little Lolar. Did you forget that I’m the first one here? The eldest out of the entirety.”

“You were dead for a long time, Sevelas. Only brought back fairly recently,” Loxar points out mockingly.

“Oh, Lolar,” Sevelas says, placing his burning hands on his brother’s shoulders. “Why do you make things complicated?”

Loxar’s shoulders glow, absorbing the heat. He then asks, “Why are you here?”

“What? I can’t see my brother?” Sevelas questions back.

Loxar glares back silently.

“Nah, to be honest,” Sevelas replies. “I am here about the little package.”

“It’s in the cargo hangar,” Loxar answers.

“No, no. I’m talking about what’s in it,” Sevelas responds.

“I am dealing with the issue as we speak right now,” Loxar proclaims.

“Is that so?” Sevelas replies, letting go of his brother. “Funny because I saw him on my way over here.”

“What?! Where was he?!” Loxar questions splashing in his tub, hitting Sevelas.

“Hey! You splashed me!” Sevelas snaps back, holding his wet cape. He touches the damp spot, evaporating it.

“Don’t change the subject! Where is he?” Loxar demands.

“He let him get away,” a sickly voice says.

The brothers look behind them. A horned doctor, concealed in a dark, latex medical robe, steps out.

Loxar commands, “How would you know? You were here treating me the entire time.”

“I have eyes and ears everywhere, little Lolar,” the sickly doctor answers, beginning to convulse.

Before Loxar could speak, Sevelas mutters, “No, it can’t be...”

“Sevelas, who is this?” Loxar demands.

Sevelas questions back, “Don’t you recognize him?”

“No, but what in my father’s name is he doing?!” Loxar asks as he and his brother watch the doctor transform. The doctor convulses violently. His limbs twist wildly in different painful directions. The other doctors and nurses scream in pain and terror.

Loxar grabs Sevelas’s arm and cries out, “Sevelas, what is happening to them?!”

“Get your wet hands off of me, Lolar!” Sevelas smacks his brother’s hands off before answering. “Don’t you see that we are in the presence of a God Emperor?”

“A God Emperor?! Which one? One of those fabled mutant lords,” Loxar wonders.

“You are very much correct, brother to my ‘son’,” the sick voice answers from the mutating medical team.

The doctors and nurses burst open, transforming into grotesque figures of flesh and bone. They all ask in unison, “Do you admire my latest work, my ‘son’?”

“I am Zol’s son, not yours, Malin,” Sevelas insults back.

“But I was the one who brought you back from your long, deep slumber,” Malin replies through his avatars.

“So, you are the one who’s spreading that disease on my planet,” Loxar accuses Malin.

“Please,” Malin says. “My kind have been doing that for hundreds of thousands of years. Long before your dear father had any interest in creating you...”

“Oh, shut it!” Loxar explodes and tries to throw a fireball at an avatar. The attack hits the wall way off. Loxar collapses, coughing up black, oily blood.

“Who do you think is keeping you alive?” Malin says as the mutant avatars quickly crawl up to Loxar. The mutants start grabbing him.

“Hey, what in my father’s name-?!” Loxar tries to speak before a mutant puts its tentacle into his mouth. The other mutants fuse together. A weakened Loxar struggles to break free.

“Malin,” Sevelas asks. “What the heck are you doing?”

Malin answers, “Do you not recognize it? I’m reviving your little brother.”

“But why?” Sevelas continues questioning. “He’s weak. Isn’t that the reason why he’s stationed on this godforsaken planet?”

“Loxar is indeed weak, much weaker than his far-achieving siblings. But I sense hidden potential within him,” Malin answers, engulfing Loxar more into his disgusting fleshy mass. “Much like you...”

A twisted claw points towards Sevelas. Sevelas points back at himself before saying, “Me? I will never be a twisted mutant fuck like you.”

Sevelas starts to burn up, illuminating the dark room. The mutated mass waves its many limbs while saying, “No, no, not you. But I could if you want to.”

“Don’t push it, freak,” Sevelas rebukes, burning more brightly.

“More hotheaded than your father...” Malin clarifies, “Yet sadly, I was not talking about you, only to the former huntress hiding in the corner.”

The fleshy mass points to Pechon hiding in the corner. Pechon stares back, holding onto her arm stub.

Sevelas turns to Pechon, pointing out, “Her? But she has disgraced the Empire!”

“True, but that was only with that brute, Stain. However, if you ask me, he can be more of a drama queen than I could be. Quite the prideful fool...” Malin answers.

“Does it bother you that I sometimes work for your rival?” Pechon asks.

Malin chuckles, responding, “Your connections to that tasteless Tobian don’t bother me one bit. But I can restore your honor and reputation.”

“In exchange?” Pechon asks.

“Very astute... I bet you can guess what the cost might be,” Malin responds.

“Why would I join your parade of twisted flesh and sadism?” Pechon questions.

“Oh, no. While I do enjoy dashing warriors in my service, I am offering you to join a different God Emperor instead,” Malin answers.

Pechon asks back, “Who?”

“My greatest love, the Mother of Monsters herself, Valia,” Malin answers. “So, what will be your answer, General?”

The mutant mass extends a long tentacle hand to Pechon. She stares at it before responding, “Sevelas, where did you see the Silent King?”

Sevelas dims his burning brightness, answering, “Like I said, he disappeared. I have no idea where that fucker is.”

“Try me,” Pechon replies before heading out.

“With one arm in that shoddy body?” Malin ponders.

“You regenerators always fail to understand there’s more than one way to replace what is lost,” Pechon answers, leaving the spa.

“Clever girl,” says Malin.

“What does she mean by that?” Sevelas asks.

“Do you think my kind’s blessed blood is the only thing this great Empire has to offer to us?” Malin answers.
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​Chapter 6
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The skull man finds himself crawling across the muddy battlefield. The long golden chains are still attached to him, yet slowly dimming their glimmering glow. Even the chains themselves are still attached to the shrine, now starting to crumble.

The skull man stands up, starts walking towards the thick Mist. The sun blasts more intense light onto him, weighing him down. The skull man struggles against the light as he burns from its brightness. The chains have reached their limit, tripping the man over. The skull man manages to catch himself on a fence post with a long bushel of barbed wire.

The skull man looks out at barbed wire leading out into the concealing Mist. The sun flashes brightly onto the shrine, causing the chains to pull back. The man clings to the barbed wire, resisting the shrine’s pull. The skull man begins to pull on the barbed wire. The shrine glows brighter, pulling its chains harder. The skull man battles its pull by wrapping the barbed wire around himself, tightening his grip. The skull man then draws the wires in, beginning to walk again. The sun blasts a bright ray of light onto the shrine. The chains glow brighter, pulling even tighter. The skull man strengthens his grip, starting to absorb the barbed wire into himself. The skull man glares behind as he continues to pull himself, along with the entire shrine itself.

**********************************
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ANCHRON SITS AT A MAGICAL workbench, working on the armor of a dead guard. Two huge scars are engraved deep on his back. Anchron pulls out wires, circuits, and other components from its helmet. Tiny runes randomly glow and blink on many of their components.

“Interesting...” Anchron mutters, examining the parts. “Ah, this might be it.”

Anchron pulls a small runic circuit from a wire bundle and places it on his forehead. Various radio signals play in his mind. Anchron slowly moves the component to different spots as it speaks to him, “I don’t care about the damage! We need to get these shipments going...”

“You know how to put on a show, my old friend,” Anchron chuckles. “Let’s see what others have to say...”

Anchron moves the component to a different spot as it pronounces, “Hey! This is not the man! He’s just a bald mutant with a burnt scar! But still throw his crazy ass in with the others!”

“Ha! Not like he would show his true face given how rather shy he is,” Anchron remarks.

“Is that so?” Titan appears behind Anchron, shirtless, covered in ash.

“Ah! I see you healed well,” Anchron replies.

“Is he dead?” Titan asks, pointing at the dead guard.

Anchron replies, “Yeah...”

Titan picks up a sharp pipe and throws it into the dead guard's head. The pipe impales him into the wall.

“Double-checking?” Anchron asks.

“Can't be sure whether he’s a mutant or not,” Titan answers, summoning a new jacket on.

“Not going to take a shower or a nice bath, at least?” Anchron points out.

“We need to keep moving,” Titan responds, heading to a door.

“Hey, wait!” Anchron calls out as he jumps out of his seat and runs up to Titan.

Anchron stops Titan from opening the door as he briefly explains, “We’re safe here.”

Titan looks at Anchron, replying, “You look like a naked fool.”

“There’s your colorful sense of humor,” Anchron remarks.

Titan tries to open the door. Anchron pulls it closed. Titan stares at Anchron. Anchron responds, “Don’t look at me like that! You have nothing to worry about here.”

“You of all people should know that this Empire is made of many people who very much want to tear you apart piece by piece,” Titan states.

Anchron takes a deep breath and responds, “I became very well aware of how this new Celestial Empire operates since my return. With the oppression and the massive sense of hopelessness that this entire world feels right now, I cannot comprehend what you went through personally. But we can take them on like before.”

Anchron tries to place his hand on Titan’s shoulder, only to stop. Titan looks at Anchron, replying, “First, get a shirt on.”

Anchron smiles as white clouds form around his body. He then claps quickly, quickly condensing the clouds into a nice, fancy shirt. He responds, “I am so happy to hear about that. Let’s discuss our next plan of action.”

“But we need to keep moving. The Empire might be closing in,” Titan says, opening the door. Only a dark, empty space resides beyond it.

Titan looks at Anchron. Anchron responds, “I am not all too worried, as I was able to create this pocket dimension.”

“They can still track us, you know,” Titan states.

“Judging by their average grunts, like this poor chap here,” Anchron gestures to the impaled corpse. “They would not find the trace that easily.”

Titan points out, “But there’s a God Emperor here. Even the likes of Sevelas could possibly find it.”

Anchron waves Titan down, telling him, “Titan, Titan. By the time they can find this place, we will be moving far away.”

Anchron waves his hand, summoning a pair of comfy chairs and a small table of alien snacks. He then walks over and sits down, offering, “Come sit down. Enjoy a treat or two.”

“Don’t underestimate the Empire. I can sense one of them closing in,” Titan warns, closing the door.
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​Chapter 7
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Sevelas hovers around the completely wrecked hangar, examining the widespread damage as dark grey smoke stains almost every inch of the place. Massive, blasted holes are dug through the thick metal floors. Bodies of guards lie dead and butchered. Boxes and cargo containers lie smashed and shattered, open with their contents scattered everywhere. Many slaves work to clean up everything as they pick up the lost inventory while the soldiers supervise.

Sevelas flies over to the destroyed golden casket, completely blown out. He looks closer at the jagged edges of its massive holes. Sevelas grins, observing, “Man... After all this time, you still know how to show everyone a really good time...”

A sniveling soldier walks by. Sevelas looks behind suspiciously. Sevelas flies to then lands behind the soldier, saying, “Right, Malin...”

The sickly soldier glances behind at Sevelas, confused, not saying anything.

Sevelas spins him around, demanding, “Hey, you pretentious art freak! Answer me-”

“I’m sorry, Prince Sevelas. But I wish I were a God Emperor,” the soldier replies.

Sevelas looks at the soldier, humiliated. Thick gooey spit hits Sevelas in the face. A slave laughs out loud. Everyone looks at her, frightened.

Sevelas turns with his eyes glowing bright. The spit evaporates as flames burn around his body. Sevelas roars, jumping at the laughing slave. Sevelas stabs through the slave’s body with his flaming claw. The slave catches on fire, continues laughing, “Nice try, my son!”

Sevelas shouts, “God damn it, Malin!”

Sevelas tosses the burning slave out of the hangar, who still laughs. Sevelas looks around at everyone and shouts out, “Malin, stop playing these games! Or I’ll show you the power of my true father!”

Sevelas bursts a huge pyre of fire around him. Everyone steps back from the intense flames. The corpses wake up, reviving their missing limbs into mutated blobs. One proclaims, “Now, now. Enough of those flames...”

The corpses jump up and start running towards the enflamed Sevelas. The mutated corpses burst into thick blood, trying to extinguish Sevelas.

“What in my father’s name?!” Sevelas reacts, throwing fire back at the bursting corpses. “Malin, you need to stop this now!”

“I couldn’t agree more, my son,” Malin’s voice echoes above. A sickly misty portal forms out of thin air above an unsuspecting Sevelas.

A giant disfigured fist smashes down on Sevelas, extinguishing his fire. The corpses fall dead once again. All living soldiers step out, along with the slaves. A lieutenant commands the slaves, “You low-borns stay away!”

The slaves back away, grouping up with each other. The soldiers slowly approach the fist. A corporal asks, “This is a God Emperor. We must not fear him-”

Tentacles quickly unravel from the fist. One smacks the corporal’s head off. The head rolls into the arms of a slave. The slave freezes in fear, staring into his dead, surprised eyes.

The tentacles stab into the corpses, transforming them into mutated roots. The roots burrow into thick metal ground. More tentacles unravel, forming a misshapen opening on the fist. A massive lump moves through the arm.

The roots sprout disgusting, fleshy plants from the ground. The soldiers try to back away. Unfortunately, the plants bloomed toxic flowers, infecting some of them. More mutated plants sprout out of them.

The lump arrives near the bottom, enlarging and building up pressure. The bottom begins to glow golden red. Fire emerges, burning a hole. Sevelas digs himself out of the flames, screaming out, “Fuck!!”

“Lord Sevelas!” A soldier cries, trying to step forward. His fellow soldiers grab him, pulling him back.

Sevelas roars out, “Malin! You disgusting fu-!”

The lump bursts open below, spewing out nasty, gooey slime. The fires become drenched and extinguished. Sevelas drowns as he is swept away in the liquid.

A few dark clumps flow out of the arm. The clumps morph within the slime, becoming more humanoid as the slime reforms into translucent columns, fences, and other structures. The humanoid clumps emerge into gooey spheres, along with a drowning Sevelas. The spheres move into positions around the fist. The three bigger ones, including Sevelas, position themselves along the fencing, forming a pathway.

One last clump spits out of the arm. The spheres inflate as the clumps finish their forms: a winged temptress with a crown of multiple horns and a pair of long, sharp tails; an armadillo-like giant; a thorny man with huge, spikey antlers; and several small glob-like monsters behind them. All, except Sevelas, lie kneeling before the arm. The last clump morphs into a slender figure.

A soldier questions, “Is that him? The God Emperor of the Great Pleasure, of Absolute Beauty, of the Many Arts...?”

The soldiers watch as the transformations finish. A great, fancy, yet nasty, shrine gate stands around the towering arm. The mutilated fist blows up, finishing the horrifying display with large veins dangling out, leathery skin flapping, and huge bony shards containing a clear membrane around the final figure. The spheres burst open, freeing Sevelas.

Sevelas coughs out, looks up at the three figures before complaining, “Ah, great... It’s you guys!”

Takarak, the thorny creature, teases, “Sevelas, about to fail like always.”

“Screw you, you gigantic pincushion!” Sevelas insults back.

Touching herself, Axolia, the winged temptress, flirts, “Oh, sweet brother, I do love the immense energy you give off.”

Deron, the giant with the thick exoskeleton, advises, “Easy, Axolia. Sevelas only keeps it within his first family.”

Axolia complains, “Oh, father. Is this true? He does not love us?”

The membrane splits open. Malin, a grey-blue androgynous slug-like man, walks out in a tight, dark latex suit. Malin looks around, marveling at the mutated creations before stating back, “My lovely Axolia, we mere creatures of this world are free to do as we please. But with this freedom, we come with rather bothersome defenses. Which is why I encourage you to break them down, my sweet child...”

Axolia smiles, raising her twin tails. Sevelas flares up, about to bark back.

“But!” Malin commands, “We are not here for just pleasure. Even though I would still want some later...”

Malin caresses Axolia’s face. Malin turns to everyone, stating, “No, I am after my favorite toy that sadly had been misplaced...”

Malin glances at the wrecked casket. Sevelas laughs out, “Ha! You just want to see him before he’s handed over to Tobian!”

Angered, Malin whips his arm, transforming it into a huge horde of long tentacles. The tentacles grab Sevelas. Sevelas struggles to fight back by summoning his burning fire. But the tentacles restrain Sevelas as more slime spews out, extinguishing his fire.

Malin brings the insolent Sevelas closer to facing him. Malin shakes his head in disappointment, saying, “Tsk, tsk. Apparently, I have to teach you some manners.”

“Go suck yourself-!” Sevelas shouts out before a tentacle gags his mouth.

Malin continues, “Knowing your first father, I doubt that you picked up that tongue from him. Even I doubt it’s from your long, very dead mother. Hmm... Perhaps, you chose this way all your life. Am I correct, my son?”

Sevelas tries to curse Malin, only muffled by the gagging tentacle. Malin chuckles, “My poor, poor son... You rely so much on the power of your first father. But yet, the Supreme Being doesn’t even recognize you anymore, like all his other children. It’s really sad, isn’t it?”

Sevelas looks at the setting sun, absorbing its light. Malin continues, “You worked so hard the entirety of your first life only for it to be snuffed out like a candle by that sea wench who knew you and your father before your home world was destroyed. And now you are following that same path once again. Perhaps, her friend will finish you this time around.”

Sevelas bursts out of the tangle of tentacles in a huge, fiery explosion. Malin’s companions prepare to attack. Malin holds out his hand, stopping them. Sevelas flies up, absorbing more sunlight, recharging his powers. Sevelas looks down on Malin and proclaims, “I’ll show you... I shall show all of you fuckers! I, Sevelas, the First Son of Zol the Supreme Being, will capture the Celestial Empire’s once greatest enemy!”

Sevelas flies away, beaming like the sun. Malin looks at the evening sun, smirks before muttering, “Your firstborn sure does have your ambition, my dear Zol...”

Malin stares at his burning tentacle hand. Axolia sheds a tear as she watches Sevelas disappear in the distance. Takarak asks her, “You’re crying? For that insolent piece of shit?”

Axolia replies, “I just find it touching when hopeless fools declare to do the impossible. Right, Lord Malin?”

Malin keeps staring at his burns before transforming his tentacles back into a regular hand. Malin notices the Misty residue on the casket before answering, “Actually, the First Born might have a chance.”

Takarak questions, “I thought you said the Silent King is one of the formidable foes that the Empire has ever faced. Even for you, correct?”

“Yes,” Malin responds. “But I feel that seal is still bound within him.”

Deron comments, “Interesting, I thought that seal was constructed by you, along with the other God Emperors and even the Supreme One himself.”

“Correct,” Malin replies. “And that concerns me. He should not be moving, much less...”

Malin stops pondering. His companions look at their lord, concerned. Takarak asks, “Much less what, my lord?”

“Oh, it’s nothing,” Malin answers. “But we would need more hands. Deron, want to do the honors?”

Deron nods and walks to the arm. He then grabs a pair of thick dangling veins. Many scales on his body open up, inhaling in much air as his chest expands. Blown up like a giant balloon, Deron then blows into the veins. The skin on the towering arm rips up as bone and muscle expand out. Reaching the top, the arm expands, opening the portal much wider. Nasty, sickly clouds spew out as hordes of flying, mutated creatures descend upon the world below.

The slaves run away, scared. Many scream out, “Monsters...! Help us...! They’re coming...! We’re doomed...!”

The soldiers try to chase after the slaves. Their commander orders them, “Get these foolish cowards back! You are all disrespecting Lord Malin! And even while the Supreme One’s gaze goes down!”

Malin chuckles, “Zol never loses sight of us. Takarak! Axolia! Make all these pesky wimps stronger!”

The pair nods, grinning deviously. Axolia flies up while Takarak whips out several of his spikes. Takara challenges Axolia, “I bet I can get more than you!”

“In Solum’s dreams...!” Axolia rebuffs as she descends on a hapless soldier. Axolia’s face opens up with a trio of nasty, sharp tongues sticking out. The tongues dig into the soldier’s armor as her twin tails stab two others.

Takarak whips his spike tentacles at a group of fleeing slaves. He only manages to impale five. Takarak pulls them in as he exclaims, “Five to three! Seems like I’m going to win!”

“Oh, my dear Takarak. It seems Stain had been a bad influence on you,” Malin says as he caresses Takarak. “Let daddy show how it’s done...!”

Malin points his finger out. The small creatures rush past them towards the soldiers and slaves. The horde bites the fleers, absorbing itself into their victims. Malin asks, “It seems you two have some catching up to do.”

The duo looks at each other as their captured prey begins to mutate wildly. The duo then moves on, racing each other along with the hordes.

“Kids, these days... Am I right, Zol?” Malin says, smirking as he gazes upon the sun disappearing on the horizon.
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​Chapter 8
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A small red magical circular rune appears on a random door in a vacant sandy alley as the afternoon sun reigns high. Anchron exits in his concealing robes. Anchron waves out, calling within, “Titan, let’s go.”

Titan walks out, wearing similar robes, but in dark grey. Titan looks at Anchron.

“Don’t give me that look! I said this will work,” Anchron responds as he closes the door, removing the rune.

“You said, ‘might’ back in there,” Titan responds, pointing at the door.

“Hey,” Anchron replies, gesturing with his arms. “We need to start with small steps first before we can take on that behemoth of an empire...”

A small shadow lurks out of a pile of wreckage, spying on the duo.

Titan asks, “Are you sure this is going to work?”

“This is actually my first time I am doing this in a long time,” Anchron answers.

Titan stares at Anchron. Anchron replies, “Stop giving me that look! I’ve done this many times before. Just this time I don’t have the help of others, much like yourself. Speaking of which? What happened to our friends we left behind?”

Titan looks away, eerily silent.

“Ah, that bad,” Anchron observes. “I’m sorry. I’m still adjusting to all of this shit...”

Titan then says, “Let’s go and find some new friends then...!”

Anchron comments, “I bet you’re smiling under there.”

Titan tries to hide a chuckle before walking away. Anchron points at Titan, asking him, “Ah, you laughed...?!”

Titan continues walking without saying a word. Anchron follows Titan as he continues, “Tell me that you laughed!”

Titan walks faster as Anchron tries to keep up. The small shadow follows.

**********************************
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PEOPLE OF DIFFERENT alien species walk around a busy bazaar early in the evening. Many makeshift stalls sell clothing, tools, salvage, and artifacts of the planet’s original occupants. Shopkeepers shout out, “Come, come...! See what the old fools used to defy the Empire...!”

Cooking stations are scattered around, making disgusting foods from watery stews to large roasts of mutated creatures.

A pair of friends is waiting in line. Quibb, a rat-like man, says, “God! Look at that slop!”

Grilex, a short man with short horns, replies, “Yeah, I agree with you. But others should be grateful to at least eat.”

“Eat your ass,” Quibb replies. “Who would even eat this crap?!”

“That thing would,” Grilex answers, pointing at a scrawny woman in rags sneaking to a food station. The woman steals a thick bug leg.

The cook notices and calls out the thief, “Hey! Drop that leg!”

The woman runs away past the friends. She tries to maneuver through the crowds. The cook shouts out, “Somebody, stop that thief!”

Suddenly, a guard lands on her. The leg falls out of her hand.

“Pick that leg up before someone ste-” the cook asks before another guard lands on the bug leg. “God dam it...”

Quibb comments, “You have a good point.”

Grilex laughs, “You see! I’d rather be paid and fed for our suffering. Life’s better than what she’ll get.”

A ship flies over. Quibb comments, “And right on que...”

The ship lands nearby at a stage. The guards put chains on the woman. They drag the defeated woman to her fate.

Quibb comments, “I doubt she’ll fetch much...”

“Looks like it’s our turn,” Grilex says, stepping in front of the station. His friend begrudgingly smiles at the disgusting meals. The two friends buy their rather small portions before sitting down at a makeshift dining area.

Titan and Anchron enter the bazaar, passing by many families and other groups as they eat together, trying to enjoy their meals. Anchron remarks, “I feel sorry for them.”

“Don't be,” Titan responds. “Everyone is bound to this fate.”

Anchron looks at his friend, shocked. He then asks, “It’s not too late to back out of this.”

“Just telling you what it’s like on the floor of the Empire,” Titan responds.

Anchron looks, concerned, before noticing the stage. He asks, “Is that what I think it is?”

Titan looks as the guards finish putting the thief on a pole. He nods, answering, “Yeah...”

The ship opens, revealing its cargo of weak, decrepit slaves. Its slave traders lead them out, hooking them up to the poles. Lord Menatz, an overweight green salesman with multiple golden-chained piercings, waddles out wheezing. His pair of healthier, yet frightened, slaves follow behind carrying his long-worn, yet fancy, cape. Menatz coughs, “Zol be damned... This air is dry as the Strombringer’s Scornful Ash.”

Menatz and his slaves arrive at the center stage. A group of potential buyers gathers around waiting. Menatz looks around, annoyed.

“Where is it? Somebody, get me the mic. Now!” Menatz shouts at his slaves, snapping his slobby fingers. One of his slaves drops a corner of the cape and runs off to a dusty technician holding a junky microphone.

“Hey, hey! My cape!” Menatz shouts out. The slave takes the mic and quickly returns to her grumpy master.

Menatz takes the mic and smacks his slave with it, causing a brief loud screech on the bazaar’s loudspeakers. Everyone, except Titan, holds their ears. Anchron glares at Menatz.

“Useless slave...! Never let my cape get dirty! It’s a gift from my God Emperor, Tobian himself!” Menatz disciplines his frightened slave. “Now, get back to your position!”

The slave runs back to carry his cape. Menatz mutters, “Why are these slaves so stupid?”

Menatz taps on the dented mic, questioning, “Is this piece of junk working? Ah, good. Now, on with the show...”

Menatz smiles and presents to the crowd, “Welcome, everyone, to this special auction! Many of you, sandy folks, are what make this rather small... (sigh) event so special. Well, once in a while, I might be a bit generous. That’s why I am selling my old hand-me-downs-!”

Menatz presents his cargo of slaves before going into a coughing fit. Anchron comments, “Looks like we found our new friends...”

Titan looks at Anchron and whispers to him, “No.”

“Why not? These people need some hope in their lives,” Anchron asks.

Titan answers back, “You can’t save everybody. Let’s go...”

Titan starts to walk away. Anchron sighs before following him as they try to weave through a busy crowd.

Menatz spits out a ball of mucus, clearing his throat. He then returns to the mic, “Now, for the first item- Wait! Who is this skinny ass bitch?!”

Menatz sees the thief and questions, “She’s not one of mine. Who is this?”

A guard walks up, answering, “This desperate thief tried to steal something before you got here, my lord.”

“Ah,” Menatz comments. “I doubt she’ll fetch much... But let's get rid of her anyway.”

The traders unhook the thief and put her next to Menatz. Menatz continues presenting, “Now, shall we continue with this show? Okay, I present you with our sudden flash deal: this dangerous criminal who dares to defy our glorious Celestial Empire! Now let’s start the bidding at... eh... a 100 copper?”


“125 copper,” a potential buyer calls out, raising his hand.



Menatz points back, announcing, “We got 125! Anyone else got-"

“150,” another buyer shouts.

“And we have 150!” Menatz replies before noticing the silence in the crowd. “Come on, people. She’s a criminal. You can force her to do whatever you want so she can pay for her crimes. It’s simple logic, you people! So, any more buyers?!”

The crowd remains silent. Menatz sighs, counts down, “Okay, I’m going to count down... Three... Two... One-”

“A thousand gold!” Anchron shouts out from far behind the crowd. Everyone looks at him, surprised at the absurd amount. Titan stands elsewhere, annoyed.

“A- A thousand? Who in Zol’s name has that kind of gold?” Menatz asks, flabbergasted.

“It is I,” Anchron steps forward, raising his hand.

“Okay, why don’t you come up with your ‘gold’ then?” Menatz suggests.

Anchron makes his way through the crowd. Everyone he passes by gives him a dirty look. Anchron smiles and waves back.

Anchron walks up on stage. Menatz welcomes the mysterious buyer, “I bid you a generous welcome, Lord...?”

Menatz presents his greasy hand. Anchron stares at it.

“Oh, sorry,” Menatz apologizes, noticing his messy hand. He then wipes his hand on one of his slaves before presenting it again to Anchron.

Anchron stares at it once again. Embarrassed, Menatz shakes his hand. Anchron continues to stare at it. Impatient, Menatz tries to reach for Anchron’s hand. Anchron swiftly opens his robe, revealing a deep, dark shadow.

Anchron states, “I would like to buy your entire inventory.”

Everyone, including Menatz, laughs. Menatz jokingly asks, “How are you going to pay for all these useless fools?”

Menatz gestures to his slaves, continuing, “I doubt that you have enough gold-”

Anchron sticks his hand deep into the shadow. Menatz and the crowd watch in amazement. Anchron pulls out a long-bejeweled staff.

Anchron answers, “I bet this will be enough to cover them all.”

“Y- Yes, master wizard! This is more than enough...” Menatz tries to reach for the staff.

Anchron pulls it away from him before asking, “Do we have a deal?”

“Yes, yes. We do!” Menatz answers, trying to reach for the staff again.

Anchron pulls the staff away and smiles, commanding, “Hand them over now, please.”

“Of course! Guards, unhook them!” Menatz commands his guards. They then unhook the slaves, preparing them for Anchron.

Anchron hands the staff to the greedy slave master. Satisfied, yet curious, Menatz asks, “Do you mind if I ask what you are going to do with my old slaves?”

“Free them, of course,” Anchron answers.

Everyone at the bazaar stares at Anchron, confused. However, Titan looks at his friend curiously, possibly with hope.

“What in Zol’s name are you talking about?” Menatz asks rudely.

“Like I just said, I am planning to free them before supplying them with proper education,” Anchron replies.

Menatz stares at Anchron and asks, “Are you serious?”

Anchron nods, answering, “Yep.”

Menatz bursts out laughing, followed by most of the bazaar. Anchron stands there on stage, looking around, puzzled.

Once the crowd quiets down, Anchron asks, “What's so funny?”

Menatz answers back, “Why would you free them, let alone teach these idiots?”

“Why wouldn’t I?” Anchron replies. “It’s never too late to learn and grow.”

Menatz and several others continue to laugh again. Anchron once again stands there waiting patiently. Titan starts to walk out towards the stage. Anchron holds out his hand. Titan stops. The crowd silences.

Anchron stares down Menatz, proclaiming, “Why do you laugh at growth and progress?”

“Because they’re weak!” A spectator shouts out.

“Weak?” Anchron continues asking, “Can they one day be strong just like you?”

“They don’t deserve it! Only the gods deserve-” Another spectator shouts.

Anchron points to the crowd continuing, “Why? Why do you say- No, think that?”

In silence, the crowd gazes at Anchron, a mix of feelings ranging from annoyance to curiosity. The guards touch their weapons. One calls in silently into his helmet. Titan watches suspiciously before the small shadow tugs on Titan’s robe. Titan looks down.

Anchron continues, “Everyone may have different paths that led them here today. But many of you might have the common goal that you face every single day.”

Menatz chuckles, asking, “What is that? A treat?”

“No, no,” Anchron replies. “It’s to live.”

“Life?!” Menatz rebukes. “They are living, you fool!”

“You call this living?!” Anchron argues back. “Everyone here, regardless of class, struggles just to be here. And what for?! To appease someone seemingly higher than you?”

“Watch it, you little punk!” Menatz snaps. “I still provide for them.”

Anchron counters, “Provide them with what? Your old property, I just bought, does not seem they have not touched a single crumb for quite some time!”

“Should’ve sold them to a game show. Then I’ll have a much better time than this shit show...” Menatz mutters to himself unknowingly into the mic. The entire bazaar heard it, looking at the fat lord, annoyed.

Anchron continues, “Is this what this lord provides? Disrespect and abuse. I beg of you to find something more than what this current life offers.”

“That’s right!” Menatz chimes in. “I may not be the perfect lord here. But I know a bunch of people in the Empire. Therefore, I am well-connected! Heck, this fine cape was a gift from Tobian himself, the God Emperor of Wealth...!”

Menatz briefly presents his cape before continuing, “So if you are good, I can hire you. Heck, I can put a good word in with Tobian. But only if you obey this great Empire and not listen to this blasphemous heretic...!”

The guards draw their guns at Anchron. Everyone, except for the slaves, ducks down. Anchron holds up his hands, suggesting, “I could have just left if you had asked so kindly.”

“You are a major fool to think you can insult me,” Menatz explains. “For insulting me, you insult the entire Celestial Empire.”

“Insulting you?” Anchron answers back. “I just merely pointed out some things you all need to work on-”

“There! You did it again!” Menatz calls out, pointing at Anchron. “Shoot him! Shoot him, you idiots-!”

The guards grunt before opening fire on Anchron, not minding the slaves. Anchron and the slaves (along with Menatz’s cape slaves) explode in hellish-black smoke, covering the entire bazaar. All of its shoppers run away in fear. The guards swing their weapons around in a panic.

“Where in Zol’s name is that heretic?!” A guard shouts out.

Menatz coughs out, “My slaves...! He stole my slaves!”

A big shadow bumps into a guard. The guard quickly elbows the figure down and aims down. He proclaims, “I got him! Oh, wait-!”

Menatz rolls around in the ashy dust, struggling to get up while cursing out, “You goddamn idiots! You hit me! God, I hate this stupid, sandy-ass planet! I wish Loxar would finish this god-forsaken planet off!”

“Here, take my hand, my lord,” the guard offers his hand to Menatz.

“Why, thank you,” Menatz offers his thanks as he reaches out for the hand. “At least, the grunts still respect their bet-”
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