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Prologue
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Emerging from a massive crack in reality, a large space station shaped like a massive cannon drifted through the void of space, accompanied by its escort fleet. A single aquatic planet teeming with life was within their range, as energy charged within the cannon's barrel. Once at the zenith of its charge, the crew of the station fired their deadly weapon. The planet killing beam lanced out towards the planet below... only to suddenly and inexplicably reverse direction and strike the space station that had fired it instead. The resulting blast annihilated both the station and the accompanying fleet, while the debris was kept from hitting the planet by an invisible barrier.

Elsewhere, a swarm of space vampires were immediately disintegrated by the star that had been brought into existence right in front of the crack in reality they were coming in from. In a different region of space, several galaxies over, in a verdant forest on a paradise world, an army of industrial machines emerged from another fractured tear in the dimensional walls and started cutting down trees and plantlife, only for acid rain to appear above, specifically tailored to melt anything metal while leaving the wildlife unharmed. A sentient planet eating monster was consumed by a black hole. An army of metal eating reptiles were blown away by hurricane winds. A swarm of grey goo nanites were incinerated by directed nuclear fire. All of this and more was happening simultaneously across the cosmos as God's power reached out to contain all the hostile entities that were flooding through the fractures in the dimensional walls that bled into his universe.

"Alright, this is starting to get annoying." God sighed, using a more gentle touch for the less hostile beings that were coming through, simply nudging them back through the cracks into their home realities. 

This had been happening in his universe for an hour already, and so far he was sensing 2,345 cracks in reality that led to other universes. Of course, many of them simply led to different starfields in those universes and were floating in the void of space, but others led to locations with more inhabitants. Many of those inhabitants were either wild animals or confused explorers, but there were also the much more hostile ones coming through, the ones that God felt fine using more powerful force against. But every time God seemed to be getting more of the cracks under control, more fractures and tears in reality would appear. Even now, as he was finally starting to contain the latest batch, another 243 cracks in the dimensional walls appeared and more entities started to spill through.

"Oh for fuck’s sake, ENOUGH!" Frustrated, God froze time around his entire universe, trapping everything that came through within frozen time. It didn't stop any more rifts from being created, but it easily contained them the moment they came through, allowing the Creator to analyze the situation. "Alright, so whatever's happening is not going to stop because of me, meaning the source is extradimensional. And given the circumstances, Sean and Sylvia are probably going to be busy with that for a while."

With a sigh, God teleported himself in front of one of the interdimensional rifts, this one leading simply to the void of space in another universe. As he had done during the conflict with Nyarlathotep and afterwards, God simply created a weaker avatar form and hijacked the current dimensional connection to send the form through. He found his awareness on the other side, once again idly noting how much weaker this form was compared to his universe, but he was well aware of that limitation by now. Stretching out what he could of his cosmic awareness in this new reality, God found what he had suspected: whatever this was, it wasn't limited to his own universe.

There were several more fractures close by the one he had come through, leading to entirely different universes. It was clear that his allies in the United Extradimensional Worlds would undoubtedly be very busy as a result. However, the Creator deity had no intention of just waiting idly by while sealing off his own universe. If this was happening across universes and dimensions, then there had to be a source somewhere. He just had to find it.

"Well then." God directed his avatar towards the nearest reality crack and went through it. "Once more unto the breach."

***
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A SOUL STOOD OVER HER body, the medical instruments around her all flatlining. The woman felt a fleeting tinge of sadness as her husband and young son were crying over her deceased form, wishing there was some way she could still comfort them. But now, they could no longer hear her ever again. She wondered if she should feel sadder than she was, but in truth, she felt lighter than she had in years.

"I am sorry your time came so soon." The woman turned at the unexpected voice, finding the hooded and skeletal form of Death looking right at her. A part of her wondered if she should be frightened, but... she wasn't. "It's rarely fair, the loss of life at such a young age."

"I feel... so strange." She admitted, looking over her soul, then back at her body. "The pain is gone. And yet, there's so much I wish I could have done. So much I still wish I could do." She walked up to her husband and son, trying to put her hands on their shoulders, only to pass right through them. "I wish I could hold them one last time."

"I know." Death said in a comforting tone, putting a hand on her soul's shoulder. "I know it hurts, for you and for them. Death is never easy for anyone to endure. But you will see them both again when their time comes."

"Hopefully not so soon." She sighed as Death gently guided her out the door of the hospital room she was in. "So, this is what being dead feels like. What happens now?"

"That's a complicated answer." Death replied as they walked through the halls. "But suffice to say, dying is not the end of existence-" 

Death froze upon seeing the cracks in reality appearing around them. The woman looked around in confusion as she realized that the living could also see this strange phenomenon, with hospital workers, patients and guests all reacting to the rifts that looked like fractured glass appearing all around them. 

"Oh no..."

"What is it?" The woman asked, looking at Death in confusion. "What's happening?"

"She's escaped." 

***
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THE DEVIL SAT ON HIS throne in Hell, watching as the wicked were tortured for their crimes. There was a certain sense of satisfaction in that, especially the delusional morons who believed that they were doing the right thing by being bigoted or prejudiced against certain individuals, only to find too late that they would be condemned to the pit for their sins, suffering in agony while those they had hurt or killed would enjoy eternal paradise in their place. The Devil certainly couldn't deny the schadenfreude from that felt good to witness, especially when begging the demons torturing them that there had to be a mistake.

And of course, torturing the wicked was simply one aspect of Hell. The other, of course, was making deals with those who sought him out, either for money or power. That was something the Devil often took a vested interest in, and he had incinerated more than a few demons who had tried to make deals in his name that were designed to screw over the individuals who had called upon him to make the deals in the first place.

He never understood why his interdimensional counterparts would deliberately create bad deals to screw over whoever made the deals with him. Sure, trying to manipulate the deal in a way that also benefitted you was just good business, but doing it in a way to screw the other party over led to a loss of trust fairly quickly. Eventually, the only ones who would make deals with demons would be brain dead morons, and while they could be useful in their own way, it was a poor substitute.

The musings of the Lord of Hell were interrupted when an unpleasantly familiar event happened. The Devil frowned upon seeing the fractured cracks in reality appear all over Hell, an unquestionable sign of an old foe's re-emergence. His frown deepened when some sort of ornate throne hit him in the face. It did no actual harm to him, but that wasn't the point. 

"So, she's managed to escape." The Devil stepped off his own throne and incinerated the ornate chair that had hit him with Hellfire. "Alright, fine." His own eyes glowed with fire as he looked towards one of the nearest fractures in the dimensional walls. "If that's the way you want to play, then that's the way we'll play."

***
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SHE WAS A PERSONIFICATION of the concept of Fate, one of countless such beings existing in the multiverse. Of course, when it came to the multiverse itself, fate was one of the concepts that was simultaneously both incredibly powerful and utterly powerless. While in countless universes, everything happened according to Fate's design, by that same principle, there were just as many universes where the fated destinies of countless beings and events were undone, never came to pass or were just outright defied. Some might argue this to be an element of free will, but while strong, that concept in itself was never as powerful as its proponents liked to claim. 

Regardless, in an infinite multiverse of unending possibilities and destinies, there were several events that could be considered inevitable. And one of those events was happening right now, on the mountain temple she took residence in. Clad in her normal purple robe, the glowing white eyes of Fate turned up to see cracks appearing through reality around her universe.

"So it was fated." Fate frowned at the multiverse fractures. "She has escaped from their grasp. I suppose it was inevitable."

As if hearing her, a stone obelisk crashed through the roof of the mountain temple and landed right in front of Fate. On the obelisk were hieroglyphs written in a variety of ancient languages from various locations in the multiverse. Despite this, the message on the Obelisk was simple: 

"Come and get me, bitch." 

***
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THE MOMENT SHE HAD been freed from the Interdimensional Guardians, Celeste had felt her power return to her, which meant that all the infinite knowledge of the multiverse returned as well. Once again, she felt her mind breaking from the onslaught of knowledge, but she managed to keep her wits about her to completely flee her cell before the Interdimensional Guardians could apprehend her once again.

She had shifted between universes freely, simultaneously fleeing from the Guardians while trying to comprehend all that had happened before and all that was happening now. Once her mind had stabilized enough from the information overload, she knew exactly what to do. Once again, Celeste eventually took up residence in a border realm between dimensions and universes, altering the empty space to her liking. The formerly white void of this Astral Realm was already filled with bits and pieces of countless universes, while she stood on a platform of black metal. 

After what had brought her down the first time, being trapped in a different border realm that a number of cosmic beings had tricked her in and then managed to lock her in, the interdimensional goddess certainly wanted to avoid a repeat performance. She hadn't chosen this realm idly, either: Something about this place also seemed to make it easier for her to use her powers, almost as if this realm was in tune with them. 

"So much to do, so much to do." Shaking out of her musings, Celeste pondered her next move.

Obviously, it was only a matter of time before the Interdimensional Guardians alerted the same gods, abstracts and cosmic beings who had captured her the first time. Of course, unlike before, she had no intention of being tricked into going anywhere this time. Death, the Devil, Fate and all the rest would not be able to bait her this time. Anything in the multiverse she might need, she could bring it here, to her new kingdom. 

And with that thought, she brought a rather ornate floating throne right to her, an alien warlord sitting on it and now looking around the white realm in confusion. The creature snarled at her in its native tongue, one she could understand easily enough, but she didn't care for its words. Celeste simply teleported the alien off the floating throne and into a random sun, before taking the throne for herself. She got off it a second later.

"Way too uncomfortable." With a thought, she launched the throne through time and space until it hit the Devil in the face, the same Devil who had helped imprison her. "Here, have a gift, asshole." She barely paid any attention as the Devil incinerated her gift, choosing instead to pass on a message to the personification of Fate that had helped chain her as well. "And here's a little something for you too."

She also felt... as if something was wrong. No, she knew everything about what she was doing was wrong. And yet... what did it matter? Any guilt she might feel for her actions would be irrelevant, especially with the countless timelines where she hadn't undertaken them... wouldn't it...? She was pulled out of her musings upon sensing the presence of another God nearby, one she recognized by the name Nyarlathotep. He was watching her in a way that he clearly thought was cleverly concealed, but she could sense him just fine. Of course, just because she could sense him, it didn't mean that she wasn't wary of him.

"I'll worry about him later." Celeste shook her head as she looked elsewhere in the universe. "Y'know, I think I'm going to need a dumping ground, a place to send things I don't want..." Reaching out with her power, she found a familiar universe, one with a Random Omnipotent Being that she had avoided during her first foray into the multiverse. Now though, with her power enhanced by her current location, using his universe as a dump site would be mildly amusing, especially since his power couldn't leave his universe. "Oh, that'll do nicely."

Reaching out with her power, she first thinned the dimensional walls to allow Lustaka, the Fucking God, to breach his universe. Then, she started opening cracks and fractures through the dimensional walls, displacing beings into God's universe and forcing him to deal with them. She couldn't help but smile at the sensation. Turning a being that was effectively God into her own personal garbage disposal and messing with him at the same time... it was undeniably petty, but it felt so funny at the same time-

Celeste's attention was drawn away from the omnipotent space god and turned back to her previous captors. The Interdimensional Guardians had moved rather quickly, already contacting Death, the Devil, Fate and all the other gods, abstracts and Celestial beings who had helped trap Celeste the first time. She could hear their plan, restarting their previous alliance and gathering whatever allies they could to help contain Celeste once again.

"I'm not going to fall for the same trick again, you little shits." Celeste smirked, watching as the alliance gathered once more. "If you want me, you're going to have to come to me. Or maybe I can just dump you in this ROB's universe..."

Her attention went back to God and she did a double take when she saw his armored form in another universe from his own. That- that wasn't possible, he shouldn't be able to leave... he hadn't left. Celeste could see God still in his universe, so how could another be- an avatar? A puppet body? Celeste's eyes widened at that thought. That was certainly a new trick she hadn't expected. A brief rush of panic came over her, before taking a closer look and realizing that God's avatar had only a fraction of a fraction of his full power. Well, that was a relief. If he could move between universes at even something close to full power, she would have been in trouble. Still, she could probably have some fun with this.

"So many universes, so many options." Celeste couldn't help but muse, before clutching her head and feeling her mind get overwhelmed once again by the sensation of knowing pretty much everything in the multiverse. Eventually, the feeling passed, at least for a moment, and Celeste was able to focus again. "I'll have plenty of time to deal with my enemies, but first..." With Celeste's wave of her hand, a line of ornate thrones appeared around her. "Time to find my seat of power and use my enemies as target practice." 
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Chapter 1
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Earlier

In the Agency locker room, Sylvia O'Neal sifted through her locker, feeling more than a little irritation and annoyance at how the latest mission had gone today. Of course, the mission had been a total success. After detecting several dimensional anomalies, the United Extradimensional Worlds had traced the source back to a corrupt businessman who had made a device that could siphon energy from other dimensions. On principle, it was a decent idea, and one the UEW had used themselves. However, the lack of knowledge on the multiverse meant the man in question had tapped into a dimension he really shouldn't have.

Fortunately, the Agency had managed to detect the interdimensional breaches and through an impromptu infiltration, had managed to shut it down and expose the shady dealings of the corrupt businessman to the people on his world. Still, none of this was what was bothering Sylvia. Right now, it was the other man in the room, slowly sauntering over to her with a lecherous grin on his face.

"So, Sylvia." McConnell drawled as he walked up to her. "That kiss was really something else."

Sylvia groaned as she recalled what had happened during the mission. Once again, she hated how Sean had been called away for a different mission, leaving her stuck with McConnell and Lucy. It had quickly turned into an undercover operation when the trio had to infiltrate the unveiling of the businessman’s machine, during which time, the three interdimensional agents had to sneak into a place where they weren't supposed to be.

Several guards were about to spot them, and fighting them wouldn't exactly be ideal, so Sylvia had no choice but to use an old classic. The fake out make out trick was one of the few undercover tricks she knew well, and given that she was often paired with her husband, it was definitely an enjoyable one. Since public displays of affection made people uncomfortable, it was rather easy to fluster any guards who might stumble onto them into thinking they were simply young lovers who had wandered away for some alone time. 

Unfortunately, this time she had been stuck with McConnell when that situation happened. Sylvia had had to pretend that he was Sean so she could kiss him without puking into his mouth. Not that she would have necessarily minded puking on him, but it wouldn't have done well for their cover. Fortunately, Lucy had managed to get the guards occupied with something else, and they were able to complete their mission. 

Strangely, once they got back, Lucy had left in a hurry, leaving her alone with the electrokinetic. Of course, she had hoped it had been clear to McConnell that she had only kissed him for the sake of the mission, but she supposed she shouldn't be surprised that he clearly hadn't taken the hint.

"That didn't mean anything, McConnell." Sylvia slammed her locker door shut before turning to face him. "See, this is the reason Sean and I didn't invite you to our wedding."

"It certainly didn't feel like it meant nothing." McConnell took a few steps closer to her. "Is there trouble in paradise? Maybe Sean isn't as great a husband as you say." Sylvia's fist clenched at his words.

"McConnell!" Zoey called out as she walked into the room, interrupting Sylvia before she could consider doing anything that she might or might not regret. "Control wants to talk to you, ASAP."

"Alright." McConnell shrugged before winking at Sylvia. "I guess I'll see you around." Sylvia shuddered in disgust as he walked out the door, before turning to Zoey.

"Thanks for that." She sighed. "I was about two seconds away from either breaking his everything or tossing him somewhere unpleasant."

"Exactly why I showed up." Zoey chuckled as she walked up to her own locker and started sifting through her stuff. "I heard about what happened during that op. Suffice to say, I don't envy you."

"Yeah... so, seeing as you're here, I take it your own mission is finished." Sylvia replied conversationally. "How's Kaitlin doing?"

"Still doing well." Zoey nodded, reflecting on the last time they had met the psychic woman with a friendly sonic-based eldritch entity in her head. "It was just a simple matter of capturing a few loose entities and locking them back up."

"And what about your little protégé?" Sylvia asked with a smirk, causing Zoey to sigh.

"Why does everyone keep calling Evelyn my protégé?" The telekinetic shook her head. "Nate and I both found her, remember?"

"And yet you're the one she most often works with whenever Quintala needs help." Sylvia replied with a chuckle. "Besides, you're arguably the best agent in the field, and she's one of the more powerful magic users we've encountered. There's a lot she can learn from you."

"What do you mean, 'arguably' the best agent?" Zoey telekinetically shut her locker as she faux boasted. "I am the best at what I do."

"Okay, don't go turning into McConnell on me." Sylvia laughed with Zoey as the two headed out the door. "I already worked with two pains in my ass today, I don't need a third."

"Speaking of which, where did Lucy go, anyway?" The telekinetic asked as they walked down the hall.

"I don't know." Sylvia shrugged dismissively. "Maybe she had a hot date to get to?"

"Or maybe she's trying to make her own hot date with your husband?" Sylvia scoffed dismissively before pausing. 

"Right... I suppose she would try to do that, still." The dimensional jumper sighed. "Speaking of which, I'm guessing Sean's already at home?"

"That's where he said he'd be." Zoey smiled sardonically. "And listen, whatever you crazy kids get up to, try not to drop into the briefing room in a compromised position again, okay?"

"Oh come on." Sylvia groaned while generating a portal right in front of her. "For fuck's sake, we do that once-"

"Twice."

"And no one lets us forget it." She rolled her eyes as she turned to look at Zoey. "Anyway, have fun with Evelyn. I'll see you later." Sylvia didn't wait for Zoey's response as she entered the portal.

***
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SEAN SIGHED AS HE RELAXED on the couch of his home, waiting for his wife's mission to be finished. Granted, he didn't exactly envy Sylvia's position, having to be stuck with McConnell and Lucy alone. He gladly would have stayed with her instead, and of course, the initial plan was to do that. Then they got a call from an old ally of the UEW, one Kaitlin Holmes, head of one world's own Supernatural Containment Center, or SCC for short, which held one of the UEW's prison dimensions. It turned out that the dimensional anomalies in question had managed to breach into the SCC and let a variety of alien and eldritch creatures loose from their prison.

So while Sylvia, McConnell and Lucy went to shut down the corrupt businessman's work, he, Nate and Zoey had been dispatched to help Kaitlin contain the escapees. Not that she needed much help, of course. Considering Kaitlin was a powerful psychic who had been bonded with a powerful sound based entity she called "Tanya", the three Agents were basically just there to hunt down any stragglers that had escaped from their grip. In short, it hadn't taken very long, and Sean found himself back in the Agency before his wife had finished her mission. So after the debriefing, he decided to head home and wait for her.

He was pulled from his thoughts when he heard someone at the door, which was a definite rarity. After all, with their powers, the amount of times Sean or Sylvia had actually used the door into their apartment could be counted on one hand, and they didn't exactly get many visitors who came through the door, barring the occasional exceptions of Sylvia's parents. Sighing, Sean walked over to the door and checked the camera, surprised to see who was on the other side.

"Lucy." Sean greeted cautiously as he opened the door. "Hi..."

"Can we talk?" Lucy asked, and the way she said that briefly drew a spike of concern from Sean. 

"What's going on?" He asked, letting her into the apartment as all sorts of scenarios played out in his mind. "Is Sylvia alright?"

"More than alright it would seem." Lucy sighed as she tapped her wrist computer and generated a holoscreen. "Look, you deserve to know about this."

The screen displayed an image of Sylvia kissing McConnell and holding him in a passionate embrace. They were dressed in rather nice clothes and trying to stay out of sight in an alcove, looking to all the world like a pair of lovers who were enjoying the presence of each other, hiding away from everyone else. 

"Oh my god..." Sean whispered. "She's improved." Lucy was briefly struck silent for a second before finding her voice. 

"Sorry, what?!" 

"Her acting skills." Sean clarified, briefly glancing back at Lucy before looking at the screen proper. "I'm impressed, she actually looks like she's into McConnell. Normally, she'd want to punch his face in." Lucy's jaw was hanging open, causing Sean to look at her again. "Oh I'm sorry, was this the part where I'm supposed to collapse crying into your arms so you can comfort me and build a romance from that?" Sean rolled his eyes as he held up his hand, the one with the wedding ring on his finger. "I'm already spoken for, Lucy." 

"But- but- Sylvia-" Lucy stuttered, gesturing to the screen as it looped through the same moment. "She's making out with McConnell-" 

"And this proves... what exactly?" Sean raised an eyebrow. "Or did you really think a single out of context holo video would make me believe that the love of my life, the woman I love and who's loved me since we were both kids, the woman who literally went to Hell trying to find me, the woman who’s been my wife for the last year, suddenly decided to become unfaithful?" He pointed at McConnell. "Especially with someone I know she hates." Sean shook his head with an exasperated sigh. "Lucy... this is just sad. I thought you would at least be above this pathetic high school-level attempt to drive a wedge between us." He gestured at the door. "Now, if this is the only reason you came, would you please be so kind as to get out?"

Silently, Lucy simply shut off the hologram and walked heavily towards the door, to which Sean shut behind her as soon as she crossed the threshold. Making a mental note to keep an eye on her in case she decided to act a little deranged after this (which admittedly didn't seem likely, but he wasn't going to rule anything out), Sean simply sat back down and waited for his wife to get home. Fortunately, he didn't have to wait long as a blue-white portal opened in the middle of the living room. 

"Hey beautiful." Sean smiled as Sylvia walked into the room. "How was your mission?" 

"Could have been better." Sylvia sighed as she walked over to her husband and wrapped her arms around his shoulders, while his went to her waist. "Just a heads up, I had to kiss McConnell while we were undercover, so expect him to gloat about that later." 

"Yeah, I figured it was something like that." Sean nodded thoughtfully as Sylvia made a double take at his knowledge of that. "I'm impressed that you didn't end up breaking his everything after that." 

"How did you know-" Realization struck Sylvia mid-sentence. "Lucy. She recorded it, didn't she?" At Sean's nod, she sighed. "I was wondering where she ran off to. Was this another one of her attempts to split us up and woo you?" 

"Yup. Was about as successful as McConnell's attempt with you." Sean scoffed. "Honestly, those two would probably make a good couple if they stopped obsessing over us." 

"I'm just annoyed that they keep trying to turn our love life into their own little drama." Sylvia shook her head. "Anyway, I still feel the need to wash my mouth after that." Smirking, Sean kissed her, locking their lips together for a brief moment before pulling back slightly. "Okay, that's definitely an improvement." Sylvia smiled as she pulled him into another kiss again. Unfortunately, it wasn't to last as their wrist computers signalled an alert. 

"Why am I not surprised?" Sean sighed as they pulled apart and answered their comms. "What is it?" 

"We have a problem." The Agency AI explained. "Celeste has escaped." 

Both of their eyes went wide as the couple looked at each other, their rings turning purple with the emotion they were now feeling. Sylvia was the one to eventually break the silence. 

"Oh... shit..." 

***
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THEY HAD BEEN RECALLED back to the Agency immediately, and once Sean and Sylvia got there, they weren't surprised to see that quite a few agents had been recalled, with Nate, Zoey, McConnell and Lucy among them. The couple pointedly avoided speaking with the latter two, not that there was much time for conversation anyway. As soon as they arrived, the six of them in particular had been pulled over by control and directed to one of the briefing rooms, while everyone was being assigned elsewhere.

Given they had been the only six members of the UEW to have actually fought Celeste when she was loose last time, it wasn't hard for any of them to guess that they were singled out for that reason. However, to the surprise of the agents, an Interdimensional Guardian was present in the briefing room when they arrived. He was talking to one of the Agency's controllers, who turned to the six of them as they walked in.

"Good, you're all here." The Controller nodded as the door closed behind them. "We can begin now."

"What's he doing here?" McConnell couldn't help but ask as he pointed to the Guardian.

It was a fair question: the relationship between the United Extradimensional Worlds and Interdimensional Guardians had always been rather frosty. While never becoming outright hostile, the two multiversal organizations had often found themselves in jurisdictional disputes over interdimensional matters, most of which had been won by the Guardians given their age and power. Granted, they'd also allied more than once before, but that was often out of convenience and it rarely lasted long. And they'd certainly never come directly into UEW territory like this before.

"Things have become rather grave." The Guardian explained. "As you have been told, Celeste has escaped-" As if Celeste heard him (and she probably did), a crack in reality appeared right in the middle of the room, and an ornate throne impacted the Guardian, shattering on impact. 

"Yeah, no shit." Sylvia snarked, looking at the crack in reality that vanished just as quickly as it had appeared. "And judging by that, I think she can hear you."

"And she's been doing that a lot, to everyone who's pissed her off." The Guardian noted. "Speaking of which, you all might want to duck."

"What?" That was the only warning they had before three cracks in reality appeared and three thrones were launched out. The six agents were narrowly able to avoid being struck by the unique and ornate thrones, which embedded themselves into the wall. 

"Like I said, she's been doing that a lot. Suffice to say, her sanity hasn't exactly improved since her imprisonment." The robotic being shook his head as the cracks vanished once more. 

"Okay, can we back up a second?" Zoey drew her eyes away from the thrones and looked back at the Guardian. "How did she even escape?"

"That... we're still not sure." The Guardian sighed. "Her cell was warded with countless enchantments and defenses. It would have taken a powerful deity or something with the same power to get through the defenses so easily."

"Oh, I can think of someone who'd both be able and willing to do that." Sean scowled, recalling the Outer God who had ravaged their world a year ago.

"How she escaped is irrelevant right now." The Agency Controller spoke up, though he shot a brief glare at the Guardian. "All that matters now is finding a way to contain her again."

"Please tell me you're not planning on sending us to fight her directly like before." Nate spoke up, gesturing to himself and the other five superhuman agents. "She wiped the floor with us last time."

"And I somehow doubt she's going to fall for the same trick we used to catch her the first time around." Sylvia agreed. 

"We're not asking you to." The Guardian tapped the briefing room table, remotely overriding the holoprojector and generating a hologram of his own, showing the same group of cosmic entities who had brought Celeste down originally. "We're building a force to take down Celeste and we need all the allies we can get."

"That's where you all are coming in." The Controller nodded. "You're all going on a recruitment drive to gather anyone and everyone who could potentially help fight against her."

"Wait, why do we need an alliance?" Lucy couldn't help but ask as she gestured towards Sean and Sylvia (notably avoiding eye contact with both). "Can't we just get their omnipotent friend on our side? Even if he's limited to only a fraction of his power outside his universe, that should be more than enough."

"Wait, what?" The Interdimensional Guardian did a double take at that new information, while the Controller just shook his head.

"We've already tried contacting him, but we can't get in touch." The Controller explained. "Long range scans show that Celeste has already been creating fractures into his universe. And from what we can tell, it seems that all time in that reality has stopped completely."

"If Celeste has made her own cracks there, then God probably has an avatar running around the multiverse as is." Sean pointed out. "We just need to find him."

"That's going to be easier said than done." The Controller sighed as the Interdimensional Guardian generated a shifting map of the multiverse on the holotable. "Look, we'll keep an eye out for him, but for now, consider him out of reach. In the meantime, you are all going to gather who you can, and quickly."

"Celeste has taken up residence in another border realm, one that seems to amplify her powers." The Interdimensional Guardian took over the explanation, highlighting the realm in question on the shifting map. "The longer she's allowed to continue her rampage unchecked, the worst things will be for the multiverse."

"We have a list of potential recruits as needed." The Agency AI spoke up for the first time as all their wrist computers beeped and showed a list of familiar names. "There is no doubt that Celeste's influence will inevitably reach their worlds, so the faster you move, the better."

"Understood." Zoey spoke up for the rest of them. "We'll split up into teams and gather whoever we can."

"Good luck." The Controller nodded as several portals opened. "You're all going to need it."
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Chapter 2
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Celeste sat in her throne, looking at all the pieces of the multiverse that were filling up the border realm that was her kingdom. From tiny plots of land to entire worlds, and even whole star systems, the white realm of this plane of reality was slowly being filled with a mosaic of color. Realms of magic and worlds of science co-existed alongside each other, alien fleets continued their original conflicts, unaware or uncaring that they had been transplanted to a new reality. And of course, there were the beings many universes would label as superheroes, working to save whoever they could. Several of them had tried to attack Celeste herself, but she had effortlessly displaced them through time and space when they tried that. Otherwise, she was content to leave them alone.

Despite all this, despite bringing entire worlds together and ruling over them like the Goddess she had become, Celeste couldn't help but feel... empty. She wasn't feeling any joy in this, not really. Despite her raw power, despite her ability to manipulate the multiverse at will, she knew that none of it mattered in the grand scheme of things, that everything that happened was meaningless. In truth, she wasn't entirely sure why she was doing this at all. She remembered her mindset when she first got her powers, after being vaporized by a solar flare and finding out that not even Death could shut off her power and knowledge. She was simply following what she had done before, though with a twist now. As even though she had found an actually comfortable throne, it was still fun to use them as projectiles to throw at her enemies.

It was also becoming clear that she would have no shortage of enemies soon enough, as she could see the Interdimensional Guardians and United Extradimensional Worlds dispatching agents and envoys to recruit whoever they could against her. And it seemed that they wouldn't be alone, as several dozen portals appeared all around her. Hovering platforms floated through into Celeste's realm and surrounded her throne, each one containing dozens of soldiers with highly advanced armor and weapons. And on one of the platforms, a man with an ornate uniform and haughty attitude stepped forward, his eyes locked on Celeste. 

"Sorry, is there something I can do to help you?" Celeste snarked. "Or did you just show up to interfere with my view?"

"We are the Core Universe Authority." The pompous man said. "And you belong to us."

"Ah yes, I've heard of you." Celeste rolled her eyes as she slouched back in her chair. "Though I haven't had the displeasure of meeting you before now."

"What you feel toward us is irrelevant." The leader said arrogantly. "We are the only universe in the multiverse that matters."

"According to who? You?" Celeste snarked. "Maybe we should ask every other version of you and your universe the same." The interdimensional Goddess leaned forward. "I'd be impressed by your ego if it weren't so pathetic."

"We do not need to listen to the justifications of lesser copies." The leader of the soldiers replied with the same haughty tone. "Your actions are interfering with the original universe." In a flurry of nanotechnology and hard light, hundreds of rifles and arm mounted guns were aimed at her. "Submit yourself and your power to us, and you will fulfill your true purpose as our tool." Far from being intimidated, the Interdimensional Goddess just broke out into laughter. 

"You idiots believe your universe is the original?" Celeste laughed, her voice tinged with madness. "It's not only not the first universe, this whole place isn't even the first multiverse! You are all less than nothing in the face of existence!" She abruptly stopped laughing as her voice took on a low and dangerous tone. "And you are less than nothing to me."

At her will, cracks in reality appeared around her. The CUA forces immediately opened fire, aiming to capture Celeste by stunning her and putting her under their control, but the Interdimensional Goddess simply shunted their stun rounds into another dimension, before doing the same to all the soldiers themselves. Within seconds, the entire force of the Core Universe Authority had been displaced across the multiverse. 

"Those assholes could really use some tact." Celeste said, before closing her eyes and allowing her awareness to spread across reality. "Still, I'm sure I can find a use for them later." She opened her eyes and smirked upon remembering one particular individual. "In fact..."

***
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GOD HAD TO ADMIT, HE was lost. His avatar had been wandering between cracks in the dimensional walls, trying to find out what was causing this, but he wasn't exactly having any luck in that regard. In fact, he was pretty sure that whoever or whatever was responsible for this was also aware of him, and was just toying with him for fun. It wasn't a feeling he liked, but at the same time, it was the only thing that made sense, especially when at one point, a crack in reality appeared right in front of him and an ornate throne slammed into his face. It didn't do any damage, of course, but God definitely got the sense that someone was trolling him. 

And that was just one example. More than once, a crack in reality would abruptly slam shut just as he was about to reach it, only for another one to open elsewhere, definitely to a different universe than the original one. He had tried to use what power he could force through dimensions to zero in on the source, both using his avatar body and his true power in his own universe, but the multiversal distance meant that it wasn't working properly. It didn't help that he still didn't fully understand the multiversal mechanics that meant his power was severely cut down outside his universe. All that meant that he was forced to play along with whatever was doing this, and while his avatar body had more than enough power to take care of or evade most threats, it was still annoying nonetheless.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
9EFFREY JONKIN

A NOVEL FROM BEYOND REALITY





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





