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Prologue
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God stood atop his platform in the stars, looking over his universe in contentment. Of course, recent events had given him far more reason to be happy than he had for a year now. After vanishing for a year, his interdimensional friend Sean had been found by his fiancée, Sylvia. It turned out he had been under the control of a being known as Cthulhu, but the duo had managed to lure Cthulhu and his army to God's universe, where the Creator Deity had dispatched them in seconds. 

Furthermore, he had figured out a method that would allow him to spread his power through to other universes, albeit at an absolute fraction of a fraction of his full might. Still, while he would need to test it more, this knowledge could potentially allow him to experience the multiverse himself, as opposed to hearing about it second hand. It was something that had bothered him ever since he had learned of the multiverse, as he personally couldn't leave his own universe for reasons he still was unsure of... 

His musings vanished as he instantly sensed the presence of someone that didn't belong. A powerful presence, who had just appeared in his universe, on his platform, no less, without any portal or other obvious method of transportation. Turning his armored form around, God allowed himself to fully take in this visitor. He was dressed like a Pharaoh from ancient Egyptian times, but that was the only remotely human thing about him. The visitor had pitch black skin with pinpricks of light resembling stars all over his humanoid body. His head had no eyes or nose, merely a wide brimmed mouth full of sharp teeth. That mouth was currently turned up in a wide smile, one of both glee and maliciousness.

"You are not native to my cosmos." God said, to which the Pharaoh simply bowed. 

"I am but a humble messenger, here to seek an audience with your greatness." The visitor replied, the smile never wavering from his face. 

"From another universe then." God stretched his awareness over the unknown being, passively learning all he could about this new arrival. "You wouldn't be the first." 

"Funny you should mention that, because Sean and Sylvia are exactly what I want to talk about." The visitor said, briefly drawing God up short. 

"You know of them?" The Creator deity redoubled his efforts to know this being, given what he himself knew. 

"Why wouldn't I?" The messenger replied, his tone becoming more malicious even as it remained playful. "After all, my servant was the one who took... Sean, was it? Yes, Sean, as his own servant, paving the way for his-"

The visitor didn't get a chance to finish as God's power abruptly disintegrated him. The Pharaoh was reduced to ash, then dust, then not even atoms remained as the Creator's power erased him from his cosmos. God felt more than a little spike of anger knowing that this visitor had had some responsibility for Sean's predicament, let alone that he had been responsible for Cthulhu. Unfortunately, as much as the Creator would love to do to this entity what he had to Cthulhu's army, it became quite clear that it wouldn't be so simple as another figure appeared on his platform seconds after the Pharaoh had been destroyed. 

"You know, I kinda liked that avatar." The new arrival had the appearance of a plain dressed man in a business suit, with no obvious signs of wrongness, but God could easily tell this was the same being he had just destroyed. "Oh well, good thing I have spares." 

"So, a fellow deity then." As God had suspected the moment he had arrived. "Weaker than me, especially here." 

"Yes, in this universe, you are unbeatable. I'll admit, your power does surpass my master's let alone my own." The unremarkable man admitted. "But I have a thousand forms back home and across the multiverse." He spread his arms wide as if offering himself as a target. "Destroy my avatar as often as you like, it does not affect me. So please, stop wasting both our time."

God could see that he was telling the truth, and that his mental defenses were far stronger than Sean and Sylvia's had been. Of course, God could easily destroy whatever avatar he sent to his universe with a thought, as many times as needed. But that wouldn't help him figure out what this other god wanted. So instead, God crossed his arms and turned to the normal looking man. 

"What is it you seek?" 

"Merely someone to speak to. Someone to relate to." The man turned to the stars around him and waved a hand. A ghostly map of the multiverse appeared around the platform, a construct created by the power of this other deity. "The multiverse is truly amazing, wouldn't you agree? So many insects and deities across the expanse of time and space. Even Gods like us are insignificant in the face of all creation." 

"I'm well aware of the mechanics of the multiverse." God replied impatiently, hoping this visitor would get to the point. 

"Yes, I suppose you are." The plain man just chuckled as he dismissed his map of the multiverse and turned back to God. "You're a fascinating deity. All this power, an entire universe at your fingertips." He gestured to the galaxies around them. "Yet you regard two mortals who'll succumb to the tests of time, two mortals who are intruders to the realm you possess, as companions and even friends." The other God sounded both thoughtful and amused. "Out of curiosity, I must ask. Why are you so interested in these mortals? They're less than ants compared to you." 

"Because they showed me the truth." God replied simply, walking towards the edge of the platform. The image shifted to a view of a solar system teeming with life. "I believed myself the mightiest among all. Everything in the cosmos, in creation, it was all mine to command. But then they showed up one day." The ghostly images of Sean and Sylvia appeared on the platform right next to the visitor. "Through them, I learned that the multiverse existed. Through them, I felt something I had never known before. I felt tiny. Insignificant." The scene around the platform changed back to a view of the universe itself. God raised his hand and all the stars swirled around at his gesture. "I am the God of one single universe, in a multiverse of infinite potential."

"Not an inaccurate description." The visitor replied, confusion in his voice. "But that doesn't explain why you would care so much about a pair of insects." 

"I once thought the same as you. I thought that all these mortals were less than insects to me." God turned back to the visitor. "But then two insects appeared to me with the ability to traverse the multiverse as easily as breathing, something even I can't do. I am no less of an insect to that, as they are to me." 

"So, you felt a sense of kinship with them?" The suited man tapped his chin in a distinctly human expression. "Interesting." 

"Do you have a point to make?" God sighed in annoyance. 

"Just an observation." The other God shrugged. "I myself enjoy playing with the lives of mortals." He looked at the ghostly images of Sean and Sylvia. "Humans are rather entertaining, given how they amount to little more than cosmic dust." 

"This is all a joke to you then, Nyarlathotep?" It was the first thing God had said that wiped the smile off the other deity's face. 

"I never told you my name..." Nyarlathotep recovered from his surprise and smiled again, but it was much more guarded than it had been before. "You are a clever one." 

"And you're getting on my nerves." God replied. "Tell me why you really came here and stop wasting my time." 

"Please, haven't we already established we're beyond threats-GAAK!"

Nyarlathotep fell to his knees and clutched his head in agony. His avatar started rippling and shimmering as God stood before him, completely unconcerned. 

"You're correct. My powers are far more limited outside this universe." God admitted. "But your Avatar is still connected to you from outside the universe. And since you were so kind to come here, I can exploit that connection." To punctuate that point, God sent more of his power through the connection, causing Nyarlathotep to scream in pain. "I may not be able to kill you. But I can make this hurt." With his point made, God cut off his power. "So cut to the chase already." 

"Impatient, I see." Nyarlathotep spoke shakily, but even in spite of the sheer torture he had just undergone, he couldn't help but let out a genuine laugh. "I haven't felt pain like that in eons." The avatar of the Outer God got to his feet, his smile never wavering. "Very well. Like you, I have to admit I'm fairly bored. So, I'm suggesting a little game between us." 

"For what?" God asked dismissively. "To decide the fate of all reality or something? Because that's simply not possible." 

"Please, I'm not some simple minded fool who believes that being a God means that you could destroy all of creation." Nyarlathotep agreed, waving his own hand dismissively. "Sure, I could cause some severe destruction, destroy some worlds, potentially cause a universe or two to end, but what would be the point?" The other deity looked out at the stars around them. "It would inevitably be recreated like nothing happened. Every madman's attempt to commit complete multiversal destruction is ultimately an exercise in futility." Nyarlathotep turned back to God. "Besides, playing with the lives of mortals is just too much fun." 

"You're rambling." 

"Ah, forgive me." Nyarlathotep shook his head with a chuckle. "In short, no real stakes. At least not for the two of us." 

"So what are you offering instead?" God asked, generating a ghostly image of Cthulhu right next to them. "Because I took care of your last little servant, with some help." 

"Ah yes, you turned High Priest Cthulhu into a plushy." Nyarlathotep raised his hand and the ghostly image of Cthulhu changed to the same plushy that he had been turned into. 

"I hope you're not expecting an apology for that." God crossed his arms and tilted his head to the side. 

"Actually, I have to admit that was pretty funny." Nyarlathotep chuckled at the memory. "But to be frank, this is more of a courtesy call. It's not like you will be able to stop me as you are." 

With another wave of his hand, the Cthulhu image vanished and in its place, apparitions of Sean, Sylvia and the Alchemist all appeared instead. God uncrossed his arms and looked at the image intently, while Nyarlathotep's smile somehow grew even wider. 

"I find myself enjoying the conflict between your little friends and the Alchemist, so I decided to make things a bit more... interesting." Another wave of his hand caused the image to vanish as the Outer God stepped forward. "If your little compatriots there can beat the Alchemist and his latest scheme, then I will return to my home cosmos and never bother this little corner of existence again." 

"And if they can't?" God's eyes narrowed. 

"Then they'll die." Nyarlathotep shrugged, walking right up to God's own form. "You have your champions. I have mine. Let's see who comes out on top."

Before God could say or do anything more, Nyarlathotep was gone, having disappeared from his universe just as suddenly as he had appeared. God clenched his fist in anger, but he couldn't deny that he was also intrigued by what Nyarlathotep had done. 

"Avatar bodies, huh?" God mused. "Interesting idea." 

***

[image: ]


SEAN WAS BACK IN THE depths of R'lyeh, in the middle of the altar room. Before it was filled to the brim with mutated cultists, but now it was empty of anyone, save for the two shriveled up corpses that had been left on the altar, forgotten like pieces of garbage. Sean walked up to the altar, his fist clenched in fury and sorrow that this happened to them. That changed to fear as the corpses suddenly stood up and grabbed his wrists.

"You let us die." Sean struggled against them, but their grip was unyielding as they grabbed his throat.

"You led us to our deaths." He was being suffocated, unable to get a breath out as the voices continued to shout at him. 

"Our blood is on your hands!"

Sean awoke with a start, breathing heavily as the nightmare remained vivid in his mind. He sat up and looked around the room, taking in all the familiar pictures and souvenirs laying around from their adventures in countless different universes. His movement and nightmare didn't go unnoticed, as the comforting warmth next to him shifted in her sleep.

"Another nightmare?" Sylvia asked with a yawn, before wrapping her arm around his chest. 

"... Yeah." Sean sighed as he sat up. "It was the same one."

"The one where Rachel and Jacob's bodies come to life and blame you for what happened?" Sylvia sat up with him and put an arm around his shoulders. "Babe, you know that's not your fault, right? Cthulhu and the Alchemist made that happen, not you."

"Tell that to my subconscious." Sean sighed, though a slight smile touched his lips when Sylvia kissed him on the cheek. 

"This is the third time in the last week." Sylvia absentmindedly ran her hand over his chest. "You tell Doctor Octa about this?" 

"I'll do it in my next session." Sean promised, before sighing. "Though I'm pretty sure that "I need to face my fears" is gonna be part of his advice." 

"It's not like it's bad advice." Sylvia offered, prompting Sean to point to the plushy of Cthulhu sitting on their bedside drawer. 

"The object responsible for my nightmares is literally sitting in our room while we sleep, I'm pretty sure that more than qualifies as facing my fears." Sean deadpanned.

"Well, we know it's not causing them, at least." Sylvia admitted with a shrug. "And it's definite proof that Cthulhu is dead."

"One version of him anyway." Sean replied, but before Sylvia could speak up, there was the sound of a knock coming from their tablet, drawing a sigh from both of them. 

"Yeah?" Sylvia picked up the tablet, causing an avatar of the Agency's AI to appear on the screen. 

"I couldn't help but notice you were both awake." The AI said, causing the couple to look at each other. "I thought you would like to know that I have found more information on Cthulhu. In a few universes, he's nothing more than a fictional character created by one HP Lovecraft." 

"Okay, disregarding why you felt the need to monitor us so thoroughly." Sean grumbled. "... Are we supposed to know who that is?" 

"I suppose not." The AI said after a moment. "I sometimes forget that your fleshy minds do not have the same capacity as mine." 

"We're really not in the mood for this, tonight." Sylvia clicked her tongue in an annoyed tone. 

"Alright." The AI replied with a digital shrug. "So, how are the wedding plans coming along?" This just drew a groan from both Sean and Sylvia. 

"God, don't remind me." Sean ran a hand over his tired face. "We're still working those details out." 

"Considering everything we've done before, you'd think getting married would be the easy part." Sylvia sighed. "And yet just choosing a venue is a pain enough as is. Not to mention catering, guests, and all the other shit that goes into planning weddings."

"Honestly, we're tempted just to elope at this point." Sean sighed. "It would sure as hell be quicker." 

"Well, I suppose this can wait until the morning." The AI offered. "You probably still need sleep."

"Maybe it can wait until after our leave?" Sylvia grumbled. "We still have another week and a half before we're supposed to come back to work."

"Very well." The AI replied. "I'll leave the data for you if you're interested." And with those words, the tablet shut off at last.

"And that takes care of that." Sylvia sighed, tossing the tablet back on their bedside table, as she and Sean lay back in their bed. She turned to face her fiancé. "Would you really want to elope?"

"A little bit, I guess?" Sean sighed and turned to her, their faces only centimeters apart. "I lost an entire year with you when Cthulhu kidnapped me." He cupped her cheek. "I really don't want to tempt fate even more than that."

"I swear, if I get my hands on that bitch..." Sylvia faux-threatened, drawing a chuckle from her lover and a wistful sigh from her. "I get what you mean, though." She pulled him into a quick kiss. "I would marry you in a heartbeat. Hell, I'd be fine just doing it right now." 

"Pretty sure we'd be arrested for public indecency." Sean pointedly looked at their current state of dress, or rather, the lack of it.

"We can find a universe where they won't care." Sylvia waved a dismissive hand. "But I'm pretty sure my parents would kill me if they didn't get to see their daughter get married."

"Oh, you'd be fine." Sean replied with a chuckle as he kissed her. "They'll just blame it on me, anyway."

"Not if I have anything to say about it." Sylvia replied, before looking him in the eye. "Look, let's just not worry about it right now, okay? We've got plenty of time to figure out the specifics later on."

"Alright." Sean agreed, before wrapping an arm around her waist and pulling her close to him. "Though if we haven't got some plan within the next few months, let's just go for it. Agreed?"

"I can live with that. Parental wrath be damned." She nodded and kissed him again, before running a hand down his thigh. "So, seeing as we're both awake now, anything you want to do?" She smiled as she felt him perk up. "Because I have a few ideas."

"God, you're insatiable." Sean shivered at the movement of her hand, involuntarily arching his back.

"Is that a complaint?" She teased, straddling his waist as she spoke. 

"Not a chance, babe." He pulled her into a deep kiss, the two of them eager to make up for lost time. 

***
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IN THE DARKEST CORNERS of his sanctum, in a place where not even the Overlord's cabal could detect, the black robed figure of the Alchemist unleashed streams of magic from his hands at the two figures who had been tied down to metal tables. The golden energy mixed with the green and black aura surrounding them, amplifying the two bodies even further. They had already been altered with cybernetic additions and built in weapons to make them even deadlier, but when combined with the Alchemist's own power, it amplified their ability even further.

Once the spell was complete, the Alchemist looked over his latest creations, feeling rather pleased with himself. Thanks to the knowledge he had attained from the Necronomicon, and the power bestowed upon him by the Crawling Chaos, these two would be his instruments to ensure his two biggest annoyances were out of the picture permanently. His hand glowed gold as he released the restraints around the two bodies. One by one, they quickly woke up and stood up beside the tables, drawing a grin from the Alchemist.

"Welcome back to the land of the living, my creations." The magic user spoke with barely restrained delight. "In time, you shall have your revenge on those who wronged you. But for now, you must prepare for the invasion to come."

Without a word, the two of them turned and walked into the shadows, assuring the Alchemist that the methods he had to control them were doing their job. Otherwise, they would almost assuredly have killed him the second they saw him. 

"Very impressive, Alchemist." A soft-spoken voice came from behind him, causing the Alchemist to jump in fright as he turned around. "Your work is exceptional."

"I live to serve." The Alchemist bowed to the Avatar of Nyarlathotep, the plain looking businessman simply watching impassively with his hands clasped behind his back. "They will serve us well."

"Yes, I believe they will." Nyarlathotep turned to look at the Alchemist directly. "And you have earned an extra gift for your services."

A gauntlet made of pitch black glossy stone suddenly appeared over the Alchemist's right hand and he looked at it in awe and confusion. It weighed nothing, and he couldn't even physically feel it over his hand, yet he could still feel the power flow through him, boosting his magical ability to an exponential degree. 

"I am honored, master." The Alchemist bowed again. "I will ensure the Overlord's destruction and rule over his realm in your name."

"I'm sure you will." Nyarlathotep sounded surprisingly bored as he said that, drawing a look of confusion from the Alchemist. "But not yet. First, he will lead the attack on the Agency's homeworld. In the chaos of the conflict, you will have your opportunity to depose the Overlord and from there, your rule will be complete."

"As you say." The Alchemist nodded. "The Quantum Tunnel has been repaired, thanks to your gracious aid. We will be ready to begin within the next two weeks."

"Good." Nyarlathotep's grin grew wider. "The coordinates I've fed you will take you to Sean and Sylvia's world. Once you're there, they will come to you, and then..." The Outer God's avatar gestured to the spot where the two figures had just been before the Alchemist had sent them away. "Well, the fun really begins."

"As you command." Once more, the Alchemist bowed, drawing an unnoticed roll of the eyes from Nyarlathotep's avatar. "I will ensure that things are prepared to your specifications. The Overlord will have no idea what awaits him."

And with those words, the Alchemist stood up and turned away. Gesturing with his gauntleted hand, the magic user generated a portal for himself and walked through it. As such, he didn't see Nyarlathotep's smile become an annoyed frown.

"Idiot. A useful idiot, but an idiot nonetheless." He smirked in the direction of the two figures the Alchemist had helped create, with Nyarlathotep using his power to ensure that they couldn't see him, at least not yet. "Let the chips fall where they may." 
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One and a half weeks later

The city skyline below was alight with fire and explosions as advanced fighters flew through the buildings, dropping their payloads and unleashing devastating destruction throughout, toppling a number of buildings. Gunships and dropships poured forth from the massive warships hovering overhead, disgorging close air support and Cabal soldiers on the ground. Unfortunately, they ran into heavier resistance than they had been expecting. As the Overlord's forces were finding out the hard way, every single person on this new Earth were actually superhumans, each with a different variety of superpower. Where the Cabal soldiers expected easily cowed civilians who would surrender with little resistance, they found people who could unleash energy blasts from their hands, manipulate the terrain to their advantage, or even alter the weather to make life hell for the invaders.

Far above the skyline of the city, the Overlord's Citadel loomed over the destruction as an ominous omen in the sky. The massive floating city served as a command and control center for the invasion, while simultaneously bristling with massive weapons and armies ready to serve the whims of the Cabal. However, they were being held back for the moment as more news came in from the soldiers on the ground. Within moments, this information had been relayed to the Overlord and his inner council in their most guarded meeting room.

The room in question was circular and made of dark stone, while a blood red carpet covered the floor. The only actual light source in the room came from the six lava falls spread equally around the chamber, casting dark shadows everywhere. A circular table sat in the center, made of glossy black material. And despite the primitive appearance of the table, it was actually quite sophisticated, capable of showing a real-time holographic appearance of any landscape or subject that the operator chose. At the far end of the table was an ornate throne that hovered on its own. This was the throne of the Overlord, who was dressed in black-plated ornate armor as he watched the events going on down below. 

The Overlord looked rather young compared to the three others currently sitting at the table in smaller chairs. Compared to his youthful appearance of 30 years old, the rest were much older and wizened compared to him. On the Overlord's right was the Advisor, the Overlord's most trusted lieutenant and second in command, who was currently dressed in a military uniform, though without any armor like his leader. Further down the table was the Administrator, who was responsible for much of the logistics in the Cabal and currently dressed in a snazzy three piece suit. And finally, there was the Alchemist, who was still dressed in the black-hooded robes as was his custom. All of them were looking over the hologram of the battle going on, with varying expressions on their faces.

"Though the Alchemist was able to rebuild the Quantum Tunnel even better than before, we are still suffering setbacks." The Advisor spoke up, looking at the magic user pointedly. "All across the globe, we are encountering far more resistance than we were promised."

"I warned you from the start that I would have very little information to go on." The Alchemist pointed out. "Did you honestly think I'd be able to get a comprehensive map of this world? Their agency very much wants me detained or dead." The Alchemist shook his head. "Besides, we have still been able to make great strides in our conquest thanks to the element of surprise."

"He speaks the truth." The Overlord conceded the Alchemist's point. "The improved Quantum Tunnel has allowed us to strike most of the major infrastructure on the planet at once, before they muster their defenses."

"And that is all well and good, my glorious Overlord." The Administrator replied. "But if we are to fully pacify this world, we will need far more of our forces than anticipated. Furthermore, we have to expect potential reprisals from the United Extradimensional Worlds, and we still have little information on how much they can bring to bear against us."

"We will expend as many forces as necessary." The Overlord stated firmly, as the hologram shifted to allow the Earth to be seen floating overhead. "An entire world full of billions of superhumans is a rare prize, one that we must seize before someone else does. As for the UEW, let them try. None were able to withstand our might before. And none will be able to now." 

"My Glorious Overlord, if I may." The Alchemist stood up from his chair, drawing everyone's attention. "You are a supreme and capable conqueror in your own universe. But this, this is not your universe. I believe our best option is to locate the Agency's HQ and seize it and all the secrets within." 

"And we're taking advice from someone who has consistently failed in his endeavors?" The Advisor asked, pointing to the Alchemist. "Ever since this fool came to us, we have lost more and more personnel and hardware for his worthless experiments, while also losing our best troops protecting him from the UEW."

"Choose your next words carefully, Advisor." The Alchemist clenched his fist as black and gold energy started wafting off his gauntlet.

"Enough!" The Overlord snapped, slamming his fist against his throne's armrest. "I will not tolerate your pathetic rivalry now, not here. Sit down. Now." 

"Apologies, my glorious Overlord." The Advisor bowed in submission, while the Alchemist simply sat down in silence.

"Alchemist, you have my approval for your plan." The Overlord nodded. "Seek out the Agency's HQ and seize whatever information you can from them. They have been a thorn in our side for far too long, and I wish to see them brought to heel."

"As you command." The Alchemist bowed and stood up. "If you'll permit me, my glorious Overlord, I shall begin my efforts at once."

"You may." The Alchemist turned to leave, before the Overlord spoke up again. "And Alchemist, I have tolerated your presence for a long time because you are useful to me. Do not give me cause to think otherwise."

"I understand, my glorious Overlord." The Alchemist turned back and bowed, before generating a portal and walking through it. Once he was back in his sanctum, he smiled gleefully. "Those idiots. Those predictable and overconfident morons." 

"That's not very nice." The Alchemist froze at the voice coming from behind him. Turning around, the Alchemist found the familiar avatar of Nyarlathotep standing there and dropped to one knee.

"Master, I-" 

"Enough with the bowing, Alchemist." Nyarlathotep gave a dismissive wave. "I don't have the patience for that today." 

"Forgive me, my liege." The Alchemist replied as Nyarlathotep simply floated through the interior of the Alchemist's sanctum and moved to follow him. "Things are prepared to your specifications. With your aid, the Overlord's armies will conquer this world, and by your grace, I will ensure that this is the last world he takes before I take over. This universe shall bow to your whims, sacrifices will be made to your name and all will worship the great Nyarlathotep!" 

"Yes, yes. I know the routine by now." Nyarlathotep replied disinterestedly, causing the Alchemist no small amount of confusion. "Now, you've been tasked with finding the Agency, correct?"

"Yes." The Alchemist nodded as they approached the two figures who were unconscious. "Thanks to you, I know exactly where they are."
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