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Chapter 1: The powers that may be
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From the vast expanse of space, orbiting a yellow dwarf, lay Makt Mundi, a hyper supermassive globe teeming with life and resources.

It moved through the void with majestic serenity, but beneath its surface, its people were anything but peaceful. For centuries, humanity warred, their conflicts so ceaseless and devastating that only two paths remained—extinction or evolution.

Four major nations ruled the strained planet, each draining its resources, each blaming the others for its impending ruin. Their posturing, firepower, and deception proved meaningless; none were greater, none emerged dominant.

And just before the most powerful weapon ever conceived—claimed to harness the source of God—could be fired, something arrived.

And everything changed.

Years passed. The world rebuilt, evolved. Yet ideology, like a stain, remained.

In the heart of an emerging metropolis—fresh steel towers rising against the skyline—a commotion broke the early calm.

Fireballs erupted through the streets, consuming glass and stone.

Officers specializing in deflection formed barriers around a lone irate man, his body convulsing in a living inferno, flames shifting violently from yellow to blue to white. Heat swallowed the pavement, scorching vehicles, melting their frames.

Specialized officers—elemental manipulators—launched counterattacks, but their abilities barely phased him. Slowly, deliberately, he paced forward, fire licking at his feet, destruction trailing behind. With a flick of his wrist, plasma beams shot outward, igniting a man in an instant. Behind him, the towering Omen Corp. building erupted into flame. Glass splintered beneath the pressure, walls cracked, furniture vanished into embers. The wind carried the screeching burn upward.

"Yes!" the man roared, his voice cutting through the desperate screams. "This is what my power should have been!"

Civilians scrambled, healers tending the wounded, others attempting their own abilities.

A woman, desperate, let out a shout so powerful the air itself trembled, glass rupturing around her. His flames wavered—only briefly.

It was not enough.

His eye burned with violent light—a beam of focused plasma thin as a thread pierced through her mouth, expanding until her head disintegrated into ash.

Her body collapsed, leaving behind only a seared neck, scorched remnants of what had been.

A child screamed.

Raw, unfiltered rage.

And deep within the rising inferno, power grew unchecked.

The child’s scream tore through the air—raw, desperate, unchecked rage bursting from his small frame. He had just witnessed a woman die, erased in an instant, leaving nothing but scorched remnants where she had stood.

The pain, the grief, the fury collapsed into instinct.

Light surged from him, an unrefined blast so intense it pierced the skyline, visible from the next city over.

Daniel Struhl recoiled, gripping his head, his sight snuffed out in the overwhelming radiance of the attack.

"You worthless brat!" Struhl bellowed, staggering, rage thick in his voice. "Arrgghh!!"

Blinded but undeterred, he released a dome of flames, an expanding sphere of violent heat. Then—plasma whips lashed outward, snapping through air and steel alike, cutting into structures and scorching pavement beneath their vicious embrace.

The chaos settled momentarily, smoke coiling in thick, suffocating waves.

Through the haze, a silhouette emerged.

His cape billowed along the gusting wind, edges shifting like liquid shadow. As Struhl’s vision struggled to return, the figure sharpened into view.

Ricktor.

Leader of The Guardians’ Terra Division, commander of Maritime Operations, and the son of the Grand Mind—the most intelligent being in the known universe. Often dismissed, underestimated. A mistake many had made only once. Ricktor stood unwavering, holding something in his arms—the child, his small frame barely recognizable beneath the burns. His presence was deliberate, his stance one of control, not aggression.

"Power?" Ricktor asked, his voice calm, unshaken, dissecting rather than mocking.

He carefully handed the child off to a nearby medic, ensuring every movement was measured.

"This?" Ricktor gestured toward the wreckage, the bodies, the flames licking hungrily at steel. "This is untamed desperation. Is this the power you're talking about? Or would you like me to show you what it actually is?"

Struhl’s fingers twitched, his breath uneven, something in him shifting in recognition of a force unlike his own.

"You don't know what you're dealing with," he spat.

Ricktor’s expression remained unreadable.

Then—a rumbling.

It reverberated within Struhl’s skull, his body collapsing instantly, paralyzed from the neck down. His breath hitched.

Ricktor stepped forward, towering over him.

"That is power," Ricktor murmured, his voice controlled, quiet—far more terrifying than any flame ever could be.

Then, tilting his head slightly, Ricktor let the weight of his presence settle.

"Now imagine if I were as desperate as you." 

"What did you learn from him?" came a voice from the distance—distinct, confident, carrying a rasp beneath its baritone.

Ricktor smirked without turning. "Probably not as much as you'll learn from him."

Spector scoffed, brushing dust off his gloves as he rummaged through the debris. "Don't get too cocky, golden boy. We both know you're out of your league here."

Ricktor’s smirk vanished instantly. "Don't call me that," he growled, his posture stiffening.

Before he could retaliate, Spector flashed forward, appearing over the mangled man, his expression unreadable.

"What's your name?" Spector asked smoothly. "What was the purpose of all this?"

He barely paused before continuing, firing off another question before the man could react. Ricktor, impatient, took advantage of his heightened speed—a deliberate interference, just to frustrate him. But before he could land near Spector—Ricktor found himself abruptly somewhere entirely different. A hot air balloon. Floating in the upper atmosphere. Anchored to the sea floor below. Wind whipped viciously against his golden cape, forcing it to lash against the erratic currents. The dense air irritated his lungs, the force of every breath requiring more effort than it should. The pillowed clouds grazed against him, soft yet unrelenting. The distant land below blurred like an oil painting, its edges distorted through the harsh glare of the sun. Everything about the moment aggravated him. Spector, at this very point, was brilliantly irritating. Ricktor exhaled sharply, narrowing his eyes, a flicker of amusement buried beneath his frustration.

"Was that really necessary?" he muttered under his breath.

Thousands of miles away, in West Stone City, Spector collected his final sample and evidence.

Despite his deep involvement with The Guardians, neither he nor Psych were official members. His past efforts in dismantling the crime syndicate—and confronting figures well beyond its reach—had woven him into their operations, but he remained an enigma. Spector’s identity had always been shrouded in mystery. His birth, considered miraculous and inconceivable, fueled rumors and speculation, but his anonymity had crafted something far more powerful—a fog of memory. People had seen him, had interacted with him, yet few could confidently recall what he truly looked like. He wore his usual attire: a long, trench-style Guardian suit, its dark fabric stretching to his feet, concealing most of his form. Only his piercing eyes and his exposed feet remained visible—a deliberate choice, a constant reminder that despite the obscurity, he was undeniably real.

And then—he was gone. Vanished into the unknown along with Daniel Struhl—former politician, advocate of the Power Act, and the first “noner” elected to the Tera Council—Struhl’s fate had been altered forever. For Spector, the burden of that knowledge weighed heavily, a secret mystery interlaced with cosmic possibility.

In a dim, basement-like room cluttered with worn door frames and holes in the walls, Daniel sat bound. The cool, damp air and spreading condensation gave the space the feel of an abandoned cellar. His wrists and ankles were loosely tied, leaving him just enough freedom to wriggle free. With a trembling hope, he extended his fingers expecting a blazing spark from latent power—but nothing ignited. Confusion burned in his eyes as he glared at Spector.

Spector sat serenely, his gaze flickering over his cell phone. Yet beneath that calm exterior, his mind churned with guarded theories:

The Grand Mind—Ricktor’s father, a human of unparalleled intellect—stands at the center of these events. His mind processes information on a quantum level, and yet I fear that even he may be compromised by cosmic forces. Kailand’s technology, far from being mere machinery, serves as a key in this elaborate design. My network of trusted agents confirms these whispers. Still, the possibility that something cosmic has tainted the Grand Mind troubles me deeply.

Daniel’s gaze shifted to a partially open door. Seizing the chance, he wriggled out of his restraints and staggered toward the exit. Spector watched with a quiet, enigmatic smile as the disoriented man fumbled with the door. Daniel grasped the knob only to realize he needed to push. When the door swung open, a burst of blinding sunlight, calls of seagulls, and the distant crash of waves swept over him. In an instant, he found himself on the deck of an unoccupied freight ship, drifting over a vast, still ocean. Still reeling, he turned back to see Spector remaining in the silent, dim room.

“How? How did I get here, and where...?” Daniel stammered.

In a measured, cryptic cadence, Spector replied, “I asked first, Daniel. Let mutual respect set our rhythm. Now, tell me—how does a gentleman such as yourself come to be imbued with these powers?”

Daniel’s voice grew bitter. “I guess I’m just a late bloomer. Perhaps the world grows weary of endless pretenses—or maybe fate curses us when forbidden gifts emerge.”

Spector’s tone was charmingly sardonic. “My guess is as good as yours. I cannot claim this phenomenon is beyond understanding—it’s loosely influenced by forces we struggle to define. But you lack the means to produce these chemical compounds yourself. Access is trivial; the enigma lies in the purpose of that enhancer streaming through your blood. It may be a latent awakening, or it could be a deliberate orchestration by someone intent on altering fate.”

A heavy pause fell between them as Spector’s inner thoughts echoed silently, Every clue tightens the net around a plan that even the Grand Mind—Ricktor’s esteemed father—might not fully escape. And if cosmic influences have indeed seeped into his realm, then no one remains untouched by this corruption.

After a moment, Spector gathered his belongings with deliberate calm and vanished into the unknown, leaving only murmured questions in his wake.

Alone amid the cold, stale air, Daniel’s mounting frustration burst forth. Desperation gave him new strength as he bolted for the open door—only to stumble over a hidden frame in the dark. “God damn it! What is this worthless shithole?! Do you know who I am?!” he roared, hurling debris in his fury.

At that moment, the unmanned freight ship shuddered. On the deck, Ricktor had burst onto the scene, determined to interrupt Spector’s investigation. His eagerness, however, betrayed him—a heavy boot struck a critical support beam, sending vibrations rippling through the silent vessel. In a brief, quiet flash of regret, Ricktor thought, I was too eager.

As the ship swayed over the endless, still ocean, the mysteries of forbidden powers, cryptic influences, and even the potential corruption of the Grand Mind deepened—each moment a puzzle awaiting resolution.

Ricktor was left to deal with the immediate consequences of his impulsive act. He helped damage control agents gather what little remained from the destruction of the freight ship. West Stone City lay devastated—damaged, yet repairable. At The Guardians’ operations base, teams worked quietly to restore the battered urban landscape. Bricks and mortar were mixed with water high in the air as focused crews cooperated to stabilize crumbling structures. Sewer lines were reconnected, roads reinforced, and power stations rebuilt. In the quiet hum of the recovering city, the steady drone of traffic blended with the soft voices of its determined citizens.

Within moments of the explosion of chaos, the city recovered as if it were simply following its natural rhythm. Monitors showed citizens pooling their abilities at every level—whether minimal or monumental—all sharing the workload in an organized and compassionate manner. Neighbors cheered one another on as children nurtured injured trees and animals, water fountains were rebuilt, parks rekindled, businesses reopened, and a sense of community and unity quietly returned.

At the heart of the operations, Gladia—a respected and formidable figure among her peers—surveyed the unfolding recovery from her command center. Standing 6’5 in stature (and able to expand her presence to an astonishing 12 feet when needed), she embodied both strength and intelligence. Though she was known for her confrontational drive and unwavering pursuit of justice, Gladia carried a cynical edge, shaped by her complex relationships with The Guardian and King Kai. These influences had forged her worldly views and propelled her meteoric success.

Clad in traditional Guardian captain attire modified for her unique ability, Gladia balanced power and beauty effortlessly. Her groundbreaking innovations had transformed her company from one of the top 50 to the largest conglomerate in the history of Makt Mundi, ushering in a golden economic age that benefited the globe for four generations. Despite her impressive record—particularly her relentless capture of dangerous criminals—she remained open to learning and adapting. Gladia could communicate with all forms of technology, enhancing efficiency through her unique connection (though she could not command or control sentient systems).

Peering into a global network of satellite feeds and witness accounts, Gladia spoke into the quiet room, “Any information we could gather from satellite feeds and witnesses?” Her rich, commanding voice carried the weight of her experience and respect.

She paused to collect her thoughts. “I’m also tracking global weather shifts—elevated heat patterns even before the incident began.” As she spoke, her eyes closed briefly, rolling left and right as she murmured in a blend of mathematical terms and alien-like language. When her eyes snapped open with sudden excitement, it was clear that beneath her steely exterior, Gladia was always ready to decode the next mystery.

"I found images and video surveillance of the subject on the outskirts of West Stone City," Gladia announced, her tone brisk. "In a small industrial town, there are traces of elemental minerals—likely released when he exerted high levels of heat. That release may have boosted his abilities and increased his body's production."

Ricktor cut in. "Psych is on her way. She picked up residual telepathic readings from that exact location. She and Farah are investigating."

Gladia arched an eyebrow. "And the psycho arsonist? His vital readings are completely unknown." Rising to her full height, she fixed him with a serious gaze. "She can't make decisions without proper counsel—we're neither judge, jury, nor executioner. There’s always a process."

Ricktor’s tone was curt. "I hear you, Gladia, but we’re losing focus when protocol isn’t followed."

Gladia’s retort was sharp and unyielding as she stepped closer. "Grow up, Rick! Do you really want to play hero for this team? Either step up or step aside—this is exactly how we start to lose focus." Her finger jabbed lightly on his chest. "We're all responsible. You need to reexamine how you're leading this team."

Ricktor dismissed her criticism. "Not today. There's too much to process, and your questioning of my leadership isn't high on my list."

Gladia brushed against his shoulder in a final, pointed gesture as she turned to leave. "I’ve got to check on something halfway around the globe. I might invite you, but you seem too busy re-learning what it means to be a leader."

After she exited, Ricktor shook his head slowly while reviewing the footage she’d left on his screen. The video was intriguing, and while the genetic transmutation theory seemed a bit far-fetched, the data on biological terraforming caught his attention.

Ricktor adjusted the settings on his nano quantum computer—integrated into his helmet—curious about the new data. In the blink of an eye, Spector appeared in the room. Ricktor turned, shaking his head in disappointment.

“What did she say?” Spector asked, breaking the ice. “Anything about that simple case of the pyro noner?”

Ricktor sighed. “We’re responsible for an entire hyper-giant globe here—nations, cities, and councils all watching our every move. We rarely get a case like this, but it’s not out of our league.”

Spector countered coolly, “She treated this like a check and balance, as if she were our safeguard. And let’s not forget—she’s the one who invented all our tech advances and now runs an empire.”

Ricktor shook his head, his tone firm yet measured. “We need this to work. There are millions out there with unique abilities roaming space, and thousands in our Guardian fleet—and you know what long-term exposure to space can do.”

Spector leaned in, his voice dropping to a cryptic cadence. “This isn’t about safeguarding a species like children. It’s about political agendas, defied science, and dismissed facts. If we’re not ready to make the hard decisions, people will get hurt... or worse.”

Ricktor’s eyes narrowed as he asked, “So, what did you gather?”

Spector scanned his display before replying, “Any minerals we recover get lumped in as generic. His last known location—the warehouse—was swept clean, and the documents we have don’t hold any evidentiary weight.”

Ricktor exhaled, “So, nothing then?”

“Not directly related to the case,” Spector said as he tapped a control on his suit, transferring data to Ricktor’s helmet. “But I’ve got something else that might catch your interest.”

On the screen flickered an image of a quiet small town outside the city. Minimal traffic, barely a sound on the streets—and at the far edge, an empty warehouse stood out as a landmark. This was Bellarus: a town whose silent, enduring presence spoke volumes about what once was, and what might be uncovered next.

As Ricktor studied the data, he couldn’t help but think how much he’d appreciate Psych’s steady influence right now. Even though their closeness never interfered with their work, her reminders to stay composed always kept his leadership in check.

"I'm getting a sensory reading from the upper levels, ahead of us," announced Psych. Clad in a form-fitting ensemble that highlighted her caramel skin and long, flowing hair, she stood poised—as always, the foremost expert in psychic abilities whose legendary control was both admired and feared. Despite her calm professionalism, there was a tightness in her tone whenever Farah was near.

Almost silently, Farah glided up beside her. Though elegant, Farah’s presence carried an unsettling undercurrent. Introduced to the world government by Dr. Horu—alias Horror—to assist with the secretive project known as El Prison, Farah was not entirely human. Psych knew this all too well, and the knowledge made her uneasy, though she carefully kept her concern hidden.

"Strange," Psych murmured as she extended her senses toward the building, "there’s almost no trace of residual psychic energy here. Normally, thoughts splash like water—they fade, but they leave a mark. Yet ideas burn like fire into space, and here... nothing remains."

Farah replied coolly, "Strange indeed."

Psych continued scanning the upper levels. "What could have erased all of it?" she asked, her voice low as she searched the vessel for anomalies.

Over the communications channel, Gladia’s calm, commanding voice entered, "Anyone else picking up readings? Does it look like nothing ever existed up there?"

"Yes, we are getting the same readings," Farah answered through the transponder. "This is becoming an interesting 'strange.' Shall we convene?"

As the exchange ended, Psych stole a wary glance at Farah. Though her tone remained steady for the team, inside she battled discomfort and mistrust. Farah’s mysterious nature and unseen agenda were constant reminders that not everything was as it seemed—even among allies. Still, Psych swallowed her doubts. The mission came first, and for now, discretion was the only way to keep everyone focused and the team united.

"We have a leader who should be able to answer that. Try with him," Gladia snapped.

Ricktor shot back, "Spector and I are at base—we’ve got something to share, too."

Across the room, Ricktor and Spector sifted through data while casually tossing a small ball back and forth. Neither looked away from their devices as the ball bounced off corners and fixtures, a playful respite in an otherwise tense investigation. Their coordinated catch was effortless, almost a wordless conversation about accuracy and focus.

Before the game could continue, Gladia strode in alongside Psych and Farah, intercepting one of Ricktor’s tosses. "Are we done trying to look busy?" she demanded.

Spector leaned forward, his tone measured yet pointed. "There are complications with this new case. You already knew that, considering you were the last to review these filings."

Gladia folded her arms. "I did see them. The division in question has been closed for three months now—I checked it out myself."

Spector shook his head. "There aren’t any residual readings at all. When scanning for minerals or particles, even the tiniest fractions should show up. But nothing did."

Farah inquired, "Faulty equipment? Or perhaps uncalibrated sensors?"

Gladia dismissed the suggestion instantly. "Not even in your worst nightmares would that happen. The real question is: what in our universe can remove something as minuscule as a single particle?"

Ricktor muttered, "My dad..." before continuing, "Well, not exactly. He was developing a 'cleansing' machine that could purge an environment down to every particle for the medical industry."

Gladia’s eyes flashed with memory. "That project fell apart when I exposed its true potential as a weapon—back when I was ten."

Ricktor’s tone hardened. "You were always so desperate to prove you were more than just a bookworm in disguise."

"There were advances, sure," Gladia replied quietly, "but his narrow vision blinded him. In the end, he was destined to face the same outcome we’re staring down."

"Death," Psych remarked softly from the edge of the conversation.

Spector added, "If it were that simple..." His voice trailed off as the team absorbed the weight of their discussion.

A brief pause followed. Then, with an edge of exasperation mixed with genuine concern, Gladia fixed Ricktor with a steady look. "We need answers—and you need to start showing the leadership your father once did."

Ricktor bristled. "Maybe you’re just having a hard time accepting that I’m not supposed to be in your shoes." His dismissive tone was laced with hurt, as if her constant comparisons threatened his very sense of identity.

Their eyes met for a moment—a silent clash of expectations and unspoken grievances—before they turned back to the data. Even Farah, usually quiet, drew a long, unreadable glance from both Gladia and Ricktor. Though none of them openly discussed the uneasy feeling they had about her agenda, it was there, simmering beneath the surface.

Together, they returned to work on the case—determined, despite their differences, to unravel the mystery that seemed capable of erasing even the smallest particle from existence.

"Semantics! We need to discover what gave a noner any ability—especially one as rare as this!" Ricktor exclaimed. "We know that a transport division of the Gladia Corporation was active before the incident, with West Stone City as its destination."

"I found that the division wasn’t the source but rather a relay," Spector interjected. "It must be a mobile station since the originating position was vacant."

Gladia proposed, "We should do a wide psychic scan—maybe even pull a snag from the net."

"Why is it considered rare?" Farah asked.

"Elemental manifestation takes a heavy toll on those born with the gift," Spector replied.

Ricktor added, "Such a level hasn’t been seen in nearly 15 years."

"Back in 2001, Hector Cardona from Hollow Dunes, rated at level 7, helped defend against that cultist group called The Equity," informed Psych.

"There’s interference in the sky," Psych noted slowly, blinking out of a daze. "I'm getting sporadic psychic readings over the northern pole—looks like a large craft."

Ricktor barked a command, "Spector, take Gladia and me out there. Farah, assist here. Psych, give us a landing spot."

Psych focused her mind on the hidden craft. She connected Spector to the image in her mind and guided him to its nearly precise coordinates. Reluctantly, Gladia allowed Ricktor to gather the team. As Spector prepared to receive the transmitted image, Farah closed her eyes and levitated softly, chanting under her breath. In a moment, Spector’s mind cleared, and the image of a large, flying platform emerged. When his eyes opened, the three of them stood on an aerial platform, slowly hovering in the cold sky.

At the platform’s center, a tube emerged from a hatch below. Within the tube, their eyes fixed on a figure—Daniel Struhl—whose glare radiated fury. It was not the Daniel they knew; it was a trap. The glass tube shattered as this "new" Daniel burst forth. Fluids sprayed around him while he exhaled searing heat and flames, his eyes glowing red and skin charring away like burnt paper.

He became the embodiment of fire—white and blinding. In a flash, he lashed out, sending a plasma-like blast hurtling toward Gladia and splashing molten metal across the floor. Gladia moved nimbly, dodging the volatile beam; she leapt away and threw a punch that barely registered against the intense pressure.

Spector quickly conjured a dark, flat shield to deflect the hot, liquid metal. Ricktor attempted to cool the air and increase its density around the being, but this only drove the creature to intensify its heat. Seizing the moment, the being lunged toward Ricktor with a blinding fireball trailing a gaseous hue. Ricktor stumbled backward, nearly falling off the ledge.

Acting fast, Spector transported Ricktor and Gladia to his side and enveloped them in a protective black dome just as the fiery being unleashed an explosive blast that decimated the platform beneath them. In an instant, Spector relocated them onto snowy ground at the base of a mountain, about 1,000 yards from the burning platform. For a tense moment after the explosion, the three stood in confused silence, alert and poised to engage the enraged, fiery threat.

Steam billowed in the distance as Gladia watched the flame-engulfed being dashing forward. Although the creature advanced, the rising snow moved slowly in comparison. Gladia narrowed her eyes, clenching her fists. As the being quickened its pace, she tensed her muscles. With laser focus, she dashed forward with blinding speed—even as, moments before, Spector had teleported Ricktor and himself back to base. Gladia’s motion stirred the snow into a flowing surge, rising like ocean waves toward the creature, which now appeared almost frozen in slow motion. The force of her charge stopped it in its tracks; the being raised its arms in a futile attempt to resist. With a single, powerful punch, Gladia stripped away its flames until only a blackened, charred remnant remained.

She paused to study what was left. Cracks ran along its surface, and it began shedding like brittle ash. Not willing to take any risks, Gladia raised her hand and snapped her fingers sharply. The impact echoed like a miniature explosion, and the statue-like figure dissolved into dust. Gladia scoffed at the remains and, with practiced precision, quickly gathered a small sample of the residue—just moments before Psych’s teleporter whisked her away.

In an instant, Gladia materialized in West Stone City at the center of the commons. There, standing among the slowly rebuilding structures, was another being—bigger, broader—a living embodiment of Henry Cleaver. Known as the infamous cultist leader, Henry wielded his rare ability of air manipulation with uncanny charisma. He could alter the density of air around his targets or even shape it into a humanoid form that acted on its own, driven by the emotions of passion and anger. His manipulative influence had once swayed the downtrodden; his peak infamy was sealed at the hands of Gladia when she famously proclaimed, “My advantage was his unimaginative ego,” after crushing his chest with a forceful blow of manipulated air.

Breaking the tense silence, Spector’s voice crackled over Gladia’s comm, “This is a huge distraction for something far more important. You’ve got the easiest task—take out the test tube and head to the coordinates on your map.”

Gladia’s frustration was palpable as the communication abruptly cut off. “You gotta be kidding me,” she muttered, her tone half exasperated and half incredulous.

The battlefield was far from over—even with the crystalline dust and shattered remains marking one victory, the weight of the larger mission pressed on every decision they made.

"You don't know who I am!" Gladia shouted as she lunged at the being engulfed by raging air. Nearby, Ricktor and Psych fought their own elemental foes—each locked in desperate combat against a force of nature.

Psych faced a water elemental with calm determination. Her spherical psychic force field shimmered around her even as torrents of water battered it, forcing the shield to contract. With a measured sigh, she reshaped her barrier into a precise cube. The turbulent water obeyed her will slowly, calming despite the elemental’s furious assaults. In a graceful motion, she gathered the water into a tiny sphere that fit neatly in her hand. Though the water being shrieked and thrashed, it could do nothing but submit to her control.

Not far off, Ricktor battled a terra elemental. The assailant hurled jagged spikes, dust-formed daggers, and spherical rocks at him, using the very ground as a weapon. Ricktor countered efficiently manipulating molecular vibrations to level the ground beneath his feet. Spikes and daggers disintegrated into dust, swirling around him before dissolving entirely. Even when small terra spheres began to buzz wildly from every direction, Ricktor deflected them with precise kicks and punches until they, too, were reduced to chalky remnants. Finally, the elemental itself erupted into dust, and Ricktor stood, battered but proud of his hard-fought victory. The three Guardians had defeated their opponents, yet a gnawing unease lingered. Their hearts pounded with uncertainty, curiosity warring with anxiety over the mysterious source of these attacks. West Stone City was reeling, while Spector’s signals from the Animum nation on the opposite side of the globe had shown no distress.

Breaking the quiet, Gladia spoke with urgency, "We need answers. West Stone City is reeling from these attacks, but Spector’s readings from Animum are clear. What is the source of all this?"

Psych’s voice was soft but sincere, "The forces behind these elements are unlike anything we've encountered. It’s as if someone is deliberately bending nature to their will."

Ricktor added, "Maybe we're not just dealing with random chaos. There could be an orchestrator—a force capable of warping the elements with precision. We need to uncover who or what is behind this."

Their voices mingled with the distant sounds of a city beginning to recover, each Guardian silently grappling with the mystery of the day. There was a shared determination to press on, even as an uneasy question hung in the air: what exactly had set these extraordinary forces in motion?

The experimental subjects either fully transformed into the element they controlled or were released already changed. There was no clear person or location linked to these transformations. The related technology was over twenty years old and incomplete compared to what they witnessed. Information was scarce, vague, and even deceptive. The team knew there was more to the sequence of events—and that the samples they’d collected held vital clues.

Spector and Farah crept through a crashed spacecraft sprawling a hundred miles wide and two hundred miles long. Once a proud warship from a neighboring galaxy, it had been abandoned nearly twenty years ago after peaceful humanoid visitors—who later attempted a siege by overwhelming numbers—were forced to retreat. At its peak, over 60% of the planet could have been rated level 5 or above, more than capable of repelling invaders if not for the sheer number of the attackers. The ship, stripped of technology and valuable resources, now served as a stark reminder of the importance—and vulnerability—of unity. Its silent message was clear: sacrifice determined survival.

Inside the massive wreck, Spector and Farah searched for the recurring frequency that triggered the attacks. With miles to cover, they split up and planned to meet near the laboratories.

Spector roamed what remained of the armory—a vast, empty space filled with battered military crates, rust, cobwebs, and wild, untamed flora. Scattered weapon parts testified to years of scavenged resources and technology from neighboring nations and tribes. Alien technology, still active in the ship, operated by filtering light and tachyon particles to power basic functions. It had replaced combustible thrusters with a method that magnetically directed particles at high velocity against metal plates with tungsten-like strength.

The technology these aliens brought far exceeded anything known in Makt Mundi’s history—even the sharpest minds of that era couldn’t have conceived of its possibilities. Over time, the flickering lights from this nearly defunct ship became a known, albeit unamusing, spectacle. Once a monument of intellectual superiority for the Animum Nation, it had transformed into a massive tourist venue a decade ago and, over the past 5 years, into a creaking scrap yard for engineers and innovators. Today, however, the ship was silent. Dim lights flashed, aged metal creaked, and every step Spector took echoed with the ghosts of past events.

Searching the west wing for signs of recent modifications, Spector stretched out his hand and closed his eyes. In his mind, everything turned black with a blueish outline as old, fading images played like phantoms above him. When he opened his eyes, frustration filled his gaze as he wondered what all these attacks truly meant. He moved through rooms along the wing, stepping in and out of spaces that whispered secrets of a bygone era.

Meanwhile, Farah drifted between realms. She swayed in and out of the physical and the “monster realm” where the same tragic scenes were immutable. In that alternate view, the spaceship’s damage was replayed exactly as before. Each act on the physical plane triggered new growth in the monster realm—a dense, poisonous forest that grew from every impact, making traversal nearly impossible.

At this moment, the tension between the Guardians weighed heavily on their focus. Their shared mission and the unsettling gaps in the collected data exacerbated a quiet internal strain. Even as they sought technical clues in the ancient wreckage, every step was influenced by the fragile confidence of a team temporarily divided by uncertainty.

"It seems, though, there is no evidence in the east wing to confirm our theories or suspicions," Farah radioed to the other Guardians.

"The monster realm is affected by even the slightest movement from this plane. Is there no new growth there?" Spector queried.

"Quite the opposite," Farah replied. "The plant life here is dead, wilting as if poisoned. Yet just inches outside the craft in the monster realm, the foliage is vibrant and lively."

Ricktor then radioed in the results from his battles with the experimental beings. Concerned about Spector's lone wolf approach, he demanded, "Spector, give me your current location. We need to regroup, get her here, and assess what we know so far."

Over the channel, Gladia's worried voice interjected, "Spector! This isn't the time for you to go off on your own. Where are you?"

Intrigued by Farah's report, Spector decided to act. He quickly transported the rest of the team to the labs where Farah and he were set to convene. While covering the final stretch of the west wing, he did one last scan of the surroundings. Soon, the team gathered around a large monitoring table. Their faces showed concern and a touch of paranoia—everyone except Spector, who stared blankly at Farah. They all looked to him for answers, trusting his calm confidence to shed some light on the situation.

Spector cleared his throat and began to explain what he had gathered.

“We’ve been chasing a ploy—a diversion using unconventional methods,” Spector began, his tone low and cautious. He stole a quick glance at Farah, who sat silently nearby. I must be careful what I reveal with her here, he thought.

Turning to Gladia, he asked, “You have extensive knowledge about dimensional planes. What’s a common fact about mirrored planes?”

Gladia raised an eyebrow and replied, “Mirror dimensions can have either devolving or evolving effects, depending on the plane’s frequency.” She paused before adding, “For example?”

“Exactly—give me a specific case,” urged Spector.

Gladia spoke clearly, “Consider the fabled negative plane. It’s been theorized yet never safely explored, so we have no definitive data on its effects. Then there’s the ‘Monster plane,’ where the environment shifts based on activity in our own plane. The more people that visit or inhabit a space here, the richer, denser—and often more poisonous—the environment becomes in that alternate plane. In other words, its rules don’t follow our science.”

Spector nodded. “Precisely. That alternate plane reacts similarly to our own when technology manipulates tachyon and light particles—especially when used in weaponry.”

Ricktor leaned forward, his tone edged with impatience. “So what does that have to do with these random attacks? Unless you’re suggesting everything ties back to the Monster plane, please explain.”

Spector began pacing around the table, lowering his voice as he connected the dots. “Gladia co-authored a dissertation with Psych on the particle effects in mirroring planes, including how entities in opposing planes interact. In it, Psych detailed how a mechanical device could harness tachyon particles—bonding them with light particles to transfer data. Theoretically, that same process could be weaponized.”

He paused, glancing briefly at Farah. I wish we had a moment without her constant presence, he mused silently. “Since our abilities emerged 500 years ago, our two planes have been merging in some form. Before that, there are few records of the monsters we now know exist. In fact, we have more accounts of non-humanoid beings manipulating elements than of humans doing so.”

Ricktor’s jaw tightened as he exchanged a brief, skeptical look with Gladia. Farah is always lurking—she doesn’t inspire any confidence, he thought. “I still don’t see the direct link. What do these theories have to do with the attacks?”

Gladia continued, “I discovered something five years ago when I, along with three others, ventured into the Monster plane. We found clear evidence of human intervention—portions of the terrain showed signs of alteration. Most notably, when humans interact with that environment, the local foliage deteriorates, almost as if it’s being poisoned by something unknown.”

Quietly, Psych observed, her inner thoughts betraying her mistrust. Every time Farah is around, I feel the truth is being obscured. Yet she kept her focus.

A heavy silence settled over the group as Spector’s explanation lingered in the air. Each Guardian—despite their camaraderie—harbored a quiet distrust of Farah’s mysterious motives. The room brimmed with unspoken questions, and though the pieces were far from complete, they knew that cracking this puzzle would be essential to understanding the attacks.

"The equipment we found was manufactured and designed by creatures from that plane—with unmistakable evidence of bio-integration."   Gladia stated, her tone matter-of-fact yet edged with caution.   "A couple of months ago, with Gladia and her team’s help, Ricktor discovered that the plane might support humanoid life—provided its inhabitants can manage the nitrogen-oxygen balance between the two realms," Psych added calmly. Inwardly, she noted, Farah’s insistence always makes things murky.   Farah snapped, "Are you suggesting something specific here?" Her voice carried a mix of defensiveness and quiet accusation.  
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