Collision

A Fenrs Wolf Tale

Age of the ??th Stone

Cycle: ??

He walked, perhaps he thought endlessly. His name was given to him long ago, long enough for empires to rise and fall, for names to be etched into history and washed away. His name was known to one person, only one, on the entire planet other than he. This person was Oraru, who took note, making records of happenings, staying inside his tower and summoning stones which the two kept track of time by- at first they used leftovers from the tower, though they were not infinite, and magical substitutes were made after they were depleted. The Wanderer, however- he took upon himself to travel the world, to see, and share with Oraru. Sometimes, though, he would intervene, to change something that happened. These two who never aged took care of the world, but they were not omnipotent. They could not protect it from itself always.

It is at this point, one of numerous- that he walks in defeat. He has failed, again. Tattered robe flaps in the wind, and precious, worthless gems glow dimly in his pocket, nearly spent of energy. There is no path here, for it is his fault, his involvement, which led to the death of people he took especially good care of. He had not been there in time to save them, not a single one. Because of this, he walked far from civilization, from life, from the paths, the reminders and the memories. So pained, that he would rather travel over mountains than risk contact with people. It was atop one of these snowcapped mountains I waited for him, and where he met me.

“Hello, Wanderer. Nice to finally meet you in person.”

“Please, whoever you are, hermit of this mountain or figment of illusion, leave me be.”

“I cannot do that I’m afraid, as I need your help with something.”

“Don’t ask for my help.”

“I understand your plight, and know you are unwilling at this time, but for now, I need you to come with me.”

“Who are you?”

“I am the one who needs you to come with me to stop something dark and terrible.”
I motioned to my right, and he looked into the portal I brought into existence, the other side showing a simple room, a lounge with chairs and fireplace.

“Go through. I will not explain here, or now. Your assistance is required.”

“Only I can make those.”

“Indeed. Now go.”

The Island Of Void

Another sat there, alone. Tired. Bored. The grass on the island was a wonderful shade of green, and the trees were healthy. The artificial sun and moon overhead glowed, and all was peaceful. Too peaceful, though, all was quiet, there was nothing except the island, the sun, the moon, and him. And then there was also me. He was familiar to me, the one I’d spent the most time with. He had a Doctorate degree from a place of learning on a planet called Earth. Like I, he was something between a wolf and a man, though he was born human. I pondered the best way to make my presence known. I decided on a course of action, rather than words.

I sat next to him on the edge of the island.

“Hmm? Someone on my Island? That can’t be right, you’re me. Must be another hallucination…”

“No, I have come for you.”

“Hmpf. Are you death then, with words like that?”

“You of all people should know better. You met me before, once. I believe I rather confused you.”

“Hm. God?”

“Technically. I need your help.”

“This place was paradise for me… but now, it’s just so… boring.”

“I knew you would say that.”

“I bet.”

We stepped through the portal, to the Lounge. I was glad he was easy enough to convince, for the next would be… harder.

Airship: The Silver Dawn,

Year 26 of the Empire of Koh’do

“Avast, mates! Ye know tha plan, so git to it before I send ya to the Downs!

A chorus of “Aye-aye!” met the ears of this one. The third… I had not anticipated him. He appeared, as many things of mine do, all of a sudden. He was not so much once, but became more of his own will. This universe was not of solely my own design, but also the design of fate, and his own. He had no knowledge of this; he was just a pirate captain here. Reader, I wonder sometimes about him. His universe has yet to become known to the others, to you- except for now. Ah well. You will get to know him soon enough.

It was shortly after his pirate raid of a nearby island that I made myself known to him, while he was in his private room. None disturbed him here, and thus privacy was assured.

“Captain.”

“Eh? Don’t remember yer face. Git off my boat.”

“I will, believe me. I will. You need to come with me though.”

“Oh, is tha’ so…”

“Yes. I can also see you reaching for your scabbard. Don’t put up a fight, you will lose. Don’t call for help. I need your aid, and I certainly don’t need you putting up a fight.”

“Sneakin’ onta a pirate boat, inta the cap’ins room, and all fer a bit o’ help? Yer a madman.”

“I am not. I’m insane. I need your help, and I need it NOW. Just go through the portal.”, I gestured behind him to the portal to the Lounge as I finished my sentence.

“Wha in tha name o’ tha Downs…?”

“It goes somewhere that isn’t here. Go through, I will follow you, and then I will explain.”

“Heh. Maybe, wolf. Maybe… wha’ is in it fer me, then?”

“Books, money. More than enough. GO.”

“Fine, fine, lemme git some rum first…”

“NOW.” I regret that I had been slowly losing my temper, here… I was getting rather impatient and begun baring my fangs. He may have been a pirate captain, but he was smaller than me and I had rather sharp teeth. I managed to catch myself, however, and straightened out my robes before calmly adding “You can get some booze where we’re going. Just go on through.”

“The good stuff?”

“Yeah, whatever you like.”

The Lounge

I looked up from my book at three rather confused figures- two wolves, and a ferret and ermine hybrid, all anthromorphic in appearance. I motioned to the other chairs gathered around the warmth of the fireplace, all green akin to a forest. While they each took a seat, I put my fedora on a nearby hatrack and placed my staff on a table, next to my book. Dr. Wolf spoke first; waving his arms at the empty blackness outside of the area we were in.


“Where are we? What is this place? And who are you people?”

“These two are The Wanderer and Captain Fennel. We are in a place I call The Void, sitting in a temporary lounge I have created here for your comfort.”

“Okay…” He said, eyes flickering between the Wanderer and I. “Who are you, though? You conveniently left that part of my question out.”

“Me…?” I looked up, at nothing at all. “I am Fenrs Wolf, and to me and my friends, my family, anyone who ever has and ever will meet me- from my world, anyway, a regular person, though one with quite a case of insanity.”

I looked down and looked The Wanderer in the eyes.

“To you three, I am God.”

Dr. Wolf spoke up next.

“Care to explain that a bit?”

“Yes, of course. I created you. I created your universes and everyone in them. But they are not my home- I have my own. I did not create it, and I have no power outside that of a normal person in it. Here, in the universes I have created, I am God, for they are my creations. As are you. Many from my world create their own worlds, stories, places, people… though, very few make themselves known to their creations. I decided to do otherwise.”

“So… you live in a world of gods? How strange it must be.”

I looked again at The Wanderer, and sighed.

“As I said, in it we are but normal people. It isn’t strange at all.”

“I don’t believe ya.”

“Didn’t expect you to, Captain... but, it’s true. I know a number of people like myself. Though we are not true gods obviously, we are something alike to them. This realization brought me to another. I may be alike to you, in a world of another’s creation. I believe this, anyway. Unfortunately, the god of my world seems unwilling to make himself known to us, though the past has texts of him speaking to individuals… but I digress. I brought you all here, as I said, because I need your help.”

“…What with?”

A great figure loomed above us, yet another wolf- though different from the two others and myself. A black, scarred, wretched man.
“With him.”

“Hahahahah. Gathering your little helpers, are you, Fenrs? Or perhaps I should call you T-“

“Don’t you dare. Don’t you dare you bastard.”

“Hah. No matter… but, oh.. so few. Where are the others, hmm? Oraru, Dragn, Mannick, and that ‘E’ child? Left them behind, have you?”

“I don’t want you anywhere near them.”

“Of course not… you could never bear to let me near your little pets.”

“They’re not pets, and you know it. Get out before I send you back to whatever hellhole spawned you.”

He smirked. I hate that… I hate him, more than anything. Bastard… 

“Sure, sure.. I’ll leave you to your tea party then.”

“It’s rum, ya daft arsefase!”

He was gone already, though. I might not understand everything, but I understand that I had their help now.

“Good on you, captain… we’re gonna need to take him down.”

“Who was that?”

I looked up to the scientist who asked the question. Maybe he was one of my favorites. Probably, I suppose. He worked well. I liked his universe- it came easily to me.

“That...” I sighed. “was Skrull Witherborn.”

The Wanderer was the first to comment-

“What a hideous name… Fitting, though.”

“Yeah. That’s why I gave it to him.”

“Aye, fittin’ name an all, but crivin’s if he didn’t make ya snap like a twig.”

“He… makes me very angry. Very easily. He knows this, and that makes me even angrier.”

“You said you gave him the name, though, right? What did you mean by that? You create him, too?”

“A lot of worlds have a god, and a devil. Similar to how I am a technical god in your worlds, he is the technical devil… though, he showed up on his own. I didn’t create him, he just showed up in my head one day. He put himself into my worlds, even though he has yet to do much in them yet.
“…so, now what?”

“No training, or anything- if that is what you mean. When you’re ready, we’ll bring him here. We’ll challenge him. And, hopefully… we’ll win.”

“That isn’t quite the epic adventure I’d expect.”

“No… it isn’t. But then again, this isn’t a regular tale either. It is a battle between two forces. I shook my head, wishing they did not need to be involved.
“Whenever you’re ready.”

They all exchanged glances and nodded, Dr. Wolf speaking up yet again. He seemed the most talkative of the bunch… Though, I’m not sure why…

“Yeah, I think we’re ready right now.”

“Alright. Luck to you.”

I watched them fade away, and when they reappeared, the black wolf grinned.
The Battle against the Withborn had begun.

A throne of bones. People use this all the time in stories and pictures. It invokes fear, and suggests conquest. Skrull does not sit on a throne of bones. He sits upon a throne of the dead. His throne is a pile of rotting corpses, sculpted into a grisly image of a throne. People. Animals. Constructs. Monsters. It matters naught to him- if it will look hideous dead, it is in his throne. The stench is almost as much a weapon for him as the appearance. It will not be forgotten, even if you close your eyes.

It is a testament to his evils. And he loves it.

This land is dead, barren. If someone were to try to scorch the ground to nothing, they would be disappointed. There is nothing to burn. No water. No Life. Only Skrull Witherborn, and his kingdom of death and dust.

He loves every inch of it. The place he created, full of life and hope and joy- all for him. He created it so he could destroy it. All of it. 
You may think “How horrible, he killed an entire planet he created for fun!” you would be right in thinking this… but only in part. It isn’t a planet he killed.

It’s a universe.

I meant it when I said he destroyed all of it.

I hate him for it.

In part, I am angry at myself as well. I didn’t stop him. Maybe I couldn’t? I don’t even know. I also gave him something he used against me every second of the way.

I gave him the enjoyment of messing with people’s minds. I have it, myself. I always did, but I never went very far with it. Him, though… he drove them to madness with it. Every last person, and then he watched them as they killed things that weren’t there, to things that were harmless, to each other… to themselves.  He got it from me, when he first came into being. Though I admit to having fun with other people with this, I never hurt anyone, the worst of it was sharing scare methods with friends. Skrull, though.. expanded on it, made it a weapon.
Now, he mocks me from atop his dead kingdom. Mocks me with his form, with his words, with his actions. I can take it no more, and that is why I sent them out to defeat him. I do not know if they will succeed, but I have faith that they will. They must. They are a part of me, just as he is… they are resistant to his methods. They can win.
And with a wave of my hand, the three who would represent me in a battle of minds met their opponent again.
“So… he sent you off to die right away then, did he?”

“My.. my god, what the hell is that you’re sitting on?”

“Whatever I feel like sitting on. Actually, my throne needs a few new bodies. Maybe you’d like the position?”

“You... you sick bastard! What the hell is wrong with you?”

“I thought that was obvious. Well then, let’s get this over with, hmm? How about a game? If you win, I’ll leave… A goodie like you lot and the original  could never actually kill me, anyway. If I win, though… hm. Well then my throne’ll get a bit comfier. How about that?”

“You.. gah, HELL.”

“Hmm? Throne a bit distracting? I never noticed.” He smirked again, thinking himself funny in his sick ‘humor’.

“Fine, fine! We’ll do it. Just start it already and get that disgusting thing away!”

“Hmm. Tests for each of you then! You’ll all have to win… You should know better than making deals to play with the evil ones, though. We always have the deck stacked in our favor. Too late now, though. Hahaha!”

“Bastar-“

Dr. Wolf couldn’t finish his insult, as he was sent off to a separate void section. They all were, for their “Tests”. I hoped he would do something like this, though- but I was worried for what he might inflict upon them for his disgusting amusement…

The Trials of The Wanderer

Trail One: Failure

“So, “wanderer”, you figure yourself a hero.”

“I have saved many a life, over the lifetimes enough for many families to be born and die out!”

“Hah! I know all the wrongs you did too. I know about Lamurana. I know about the city of Shann. I know everything you’ve every failed at. I even know about Shyrn.”

“H- how do you know about Shyrn?”

“I know everything that has happened to you that was of any reasonable importance. EVERYTHING. You’re no hero, “wanderer”- you’re a fraud. A coward, a fool, a runner. A loser. Nothing else you did matters any, because in the end you still failed.”

“It is true, that I have failed… But… I can get past my failure! I have learned from it and made myself all the better from it! 

“Psh, you tell yourself these lies. Do you believe them, really? I wonder about that, because I know you dwell on each and every time you’ve failed oh so miserably when you aren’t distracted by skipping around the world, sprinkling false hopes to those who you know will turn to dust before you know it.”

“That may be, but I know fiends like you. I have seen your type of tricks and lies before, and bested them all the same.
“Hmpf.”

Trail Two: Pride

“Hah, you got me! Just kidding. All your failures, they don’t mean a thing. You’re a great dude, accomplished, powerful, immortal…”

“What?”

“You know what I mean! Hell, you were practically worshipped once.”

“This... is true…”

“So, be proud of yourself! You did some amazing stuff in the past.”

“But…”

“No buts, you did great. You’re awesome. I didn’t think you’d beat me, but you did. Go you. The other two haven’t beaten me yet, though! You won, and you won first. If it was just you, I’d have already lost by now. I’d be packing my bags…”

“That so.”

“Yup. You know, If one of those guys loses, It’ll cost all three of you. You all have to win. Those guys can only drag you down. You’re better than them.”

“Am I really… hm.”

“Yup! Like I said, you’re awesome. All your failures are nothing compared to your successes!”

“But… I am not only success. I have failed, and that isn’t something I can change.”

“Well, yeah, bu-“

“No, I see now. You’re just a two-faced liar. Moving from one extreme to another, trying to trick me to trip me up. I will not be brought down so easily! Though my accomplishments are great, so are my failures. Neither drives away the other, and both are part of my past and who I am now!”

“…Damn, I almost had you too.”

“Are you finished yet?”

“Not just yet. One last test for you.”

Trial Three: Willpower

“And that would be?”

“This one…”

And a multitude of people appeared, in fact, an entire civilization- all going about their day, not even noticing the two wolves who appeared from nowhere.

“This next test is very simple.”

“And it is?”

“Take this…” Skrull said, handing his opponent a katana. “And kill all these people.”

“…wha.. what?”

“Kill. These. People. Either their life, or yours and those of the others who are up against me. The choice is yours. You have until sundown.”

He looked up, at the sun around the noon position in the sky, and when he turned to speak, the black demon of a wolf was gone. He was left alone in his choice, unnoticed. He sat down on a bench with the sword, and merely stared at it, contemplating. Hours passed, and day turned slowly to night. Skrull returned, and the place was deserted.

“So?”

“No. I refuse to kill any of them.”

“Not even for your life? For the lives of those other two? For the sake of defeating me?”

“I won’t.”

“Then, congratulations, I suppose… you pass. Lucky you.”

“Wha?”

“You win. Congratulations. Don’t make me say it again or I’ll rip your eyes out.”

And so, the Wanderer succeeded in his tests, despite deceptiveness from Skrull. I was glad for that- it was a step closer to complete victory, but it was a dangerous game they were playing. It was against the house and the stakes were high.

The Tests of The Pirate

Test One: Rage

“Your turn, short stuff.”

“Git offah yer high boat, or A’hm gonna shove a harpoon so far up yer bum ye’ll need a hole in the bottom of that filth pile you call a throne!”

“Hah. I’d like to see you try… ‘course, you’d never be able to reach that high!”

“OOOoooh, I’ll skin ya alive ya trertchy bastard!”

“Trertchy? Is that some sort of stupid swear where you come from? Sounds like something a child would come up with.”

“ARRRRRGH!”


“Yes, ‘arrrrrgh’, that’s the sound pirates make, right?”

“BRAERFRARGER! I’LL- I’LL… Grrr… no… calm… this ain’t just yer bastardin’ round, is it? Yer testin’ us, and ain’t got tha time ta go muckin’ round… nah, nah… THIS is onena yer test right now, innit? Tryin’ ta git me all worked up!”

“Hmm. A pirate with anger management? Never thought I’d see the day a pirate’d go on NOT brawling away right off the bat… Well, not like you’ll get the rest of it with as much success anyway. I know your type.

“Try me.”

‘Whatever makes you think I wouldn’t?”

The Tests of The Pirate

Test Two: Literacy

“This next test is… well…. A written test. If you get an A, you win. Anything else, you fail.”

“That ain’t how real test work, ya arse!”

“So what? It’s my test; I get to make the rules. I only need to make it possible for your to win, not plausible.”

“Yer still an arse.”

“Sure thing, captain silverbutt.”

Fennel glared at him, but silently turned to the written test. Literacy, of all things.

1. They’re/Their/There going to take they’re/their/there explosives over they’re/their/there to make a breech in the wall to attack through.

“Hah… They’re, then their, then there.”

2. Write the following sentence correctly:

“You need to go their to exchang you’re coup-on for meals free.”

“Easy…”

The next 48 questions went by, muck the same- and the test was turned in, with the pirate getting a perfect score, muck to the disbelief of Skrull.

“What? You must have cheated... somehow!”

“Bah, ya daft fool. Jus’ cuz I got an accent, an I’m a pirate, it don’t mean I ain’t literate in written language. Think yer plots through and do some bloody research next time ya stupid idiot. Books are tha most valuable things in tha whole world where a’hm from.”

Test Three: Morality

Suddenly, Fennel was back on his ship. His crew was all there, and they were in position for their next raid. He scoped out the area, but noticed something he hadn’t before… a village. It was so small, it was a wonder he even found it in the first place. Everyone was slaving away in farms, and the castle they had planned to hit had carts full of their hard work going away from the farms and village- and to the castle. It was obvious from the size and status of the village and its inhabitants that they were very poor, but also obvious from the castle that he was very rich.

“Hmm. We got a nicker, boys!”

“Eh? What is it, boss?”

“Tha little village over thar… real poor. We could give ‘em some of our stuff, but…”

“But cap’n! we needs all we can get for repairs from that last run-in in the navy, the ship can’t stay going much longer if we keep ‘er as-is!”

“Yeah, I know… I know…”

One of the newer crewmates pokes his way through the crowd, saying

“Methinksss… the captain may have gotten a little... sssoft, perhapsss?”

“Shut yer yap, ya mutinous bastard, or I’ll have ya sent tat ha Downs!”

“Cap’n, we gotta make a choice soon. Navy’s comin’ in soon…”

“Aye… aye.”

“Well, captain? What isss your choice?”

“… Let’s loot ‘em dry, Lads!”

a great cry of “Aye-Aye, Captain!” went up, and everyone sped off to get things started… The raid went without a hitch, and the hold was filled with every last coin they had found, but before they left, Fennel found a few more bags…

“Well.. there still be room in tha hold fer more.. but… ach, mebbe I am goin’ a bit soft… bah, to the Downs with it! I’ll give those farmers some of the blasted loot…”

Sneaking out the back with a sack filled to the brim with valuables, he trekked back to the village. No sooner had the money exchanged hands than he suddenly found himself back in the void.

“Wha? But I was jus on an islan’…”

“Shutup, you bloody pirate… you win, goodie for you, have fun, BYE.”

And so only the Scientist stood as the decider of success, or failure. The Pirate and Wanderer had both passed their tests, much to the anger of Skrull Witherborn, for he now only had one last chance…

He may have stacked the deck, but I had played my ace in the hole, and put out all the tricks up my sleeve. It was anybody’s game.

The Obstacles of The Scientist

First Obstacle: Escape

“Alrighty then, Mr. Wolf…”

“DR. Wolf to you….”

“Hah, whatever. Listen, you want out?”

“Explain.”

“Of all this nonsense. The test stuff, all this void gunk, the work, the boredom, the stupid people... all of it. I can get you to a perfect world.”

“A perfect world.”

“Yup.”

“I had a perfect world once. My Island, you see. But then I realized how lonely it was there. No people, no animals, no nothing except me. And I realized something else.”

“Oh... and what was that, pray tell?”

“Shutup. It was that there is no such thing as a perfect world, because the perfect world will become boring eventually. It is impossible to be perfect. There is no such thing.”

“So you think. But I’ve got it. Anything you want, it has!”

“Anything.”

“Yes, anything. Anything at all, that’s why it is perfect.”

“What if I want imperfection?”

“Why would you?”

“Because I don’t want perfection. A perfect world is something I had for awhile, and It started to get boring after awhile. It wasn’t perfect anymore.”

“Well.. it can have that too I guess?”


“But it can’t. That’d be a paradox- to be perfect and imperfect at the same time. It can’t happen.”

“Feh. Fine, I can’t get you a perfect world then. I can still get you away from all the stuff you don’t like.”

“But without the things I don’t like, life become monotonous. There is no excitement. It wouldn’t work.”

“…Fine.”


Second Obstacle: Vanity

“The Formulas, you know…”

“What of them?”

“You created them, for Vanity.”

“In a way, but.., what of it?”

“Deadly sin, ya know.”

“I made them because people felt what they looked like did not reflect what they were. I fixed that for them… and myself included.”

“For vanity.”


“No, for making the world a better place. The fact that I did it with appearances means little. To me, it was a good method, a way to do it that hadn’t been done in the past at all.”

“Of all the little Earthlings to choose, he had to choose the one who isn’t obsessed with what they look like. Unbelieveable…”

“Heh.”

Third Obstacle: Consequence

“Ready, little chemist?”

“More than ready.”

“Good. Time to see all the crap you caused.”

“What?”

“Tada, welcome to the Consequence Tour!”

“What are you talking abou- oh… oh my god.”

“I thought you’d like this.”

It was the FenTech Headquarters. It was on fire. No, everything was on fire.

“Oh, but that’s not all!”

The world blurred out, then refocused… to a cold steel room, with some… thing lying in the center, unmoving. Dead.


“Guess who that is.”

“Tha.. that can’t be.. is it?”

“Yup. E. died, he did. Finally hit the bankrupt slot on his lottery card of forms, turned into something that breathes pure nitrogen. Don’t ask me how that works. Anyway, they couldn’t figure it out, not until after the suffocated and died. IF you had been here, you would have gotten him fixed before he hit this form. Oops.”

The world unfocused and refocused again, this time in a destroyed apartment.

“No.. they’re gonna get me now, They’re here for me! PLEASE DON’T! I’LL PAY! I SWEAR, I WILL! I SWEAR!”

“This is what the new management of your company turned the citizens into…”

Refocusing again, to somewhere underground, a mine.

“And this is where those people are taken to, mines for resources to make more products.”

“No... can’t be…

“Don’t be stupid, of course it can. And is. All your fault too, if you hadn’t left. If you hadn’t escaped…

“No. This isn’t true. You’re lying. It makes no sense. The company was on fire, the whole city! It couldn’t operate on fire, these people would be free to go, and that man wouldn’t be afraid because the company would be destroyed! It’s not possible! It’s a lie, a fabrication!”

“…Crap.”

“I’m right, aren’t I?”

“Yeah.”

“And we ALL know what that means, Witherborn.”  I said. “You got desperate, with this being your last shot at a win. You panicked, and messed up. 

“Yeah… I lose, I’m gone, way to go killjoys.”

“Get the hell out.”

And he was gone.
“Congratulations, the three of you! Ya won!”

“Yeah… yeah, we did, didn’t we?”

“Yes. You did. Unfortunately… I don’t think I can let you guys remember this. It’d have too much of an impact on your own stories. You’ll remember, eventually. I’ll give the memories back to you, when your stories are done… but, before you all go back… any questions?

The Wanderer spoke first:

“Will my story ever end?”

“Yes. You have something very important to do, but you will be able to do it someday. Until then, what has been happening is what will continue happening.”

Next Fennel asked:

“What is the point of my stories? How are they important?”

“Adventure… the quest, the journey. Seeing something through to completion. That’s the importance.”

Finally, the most troubling of questions.

“Was anything he showed me just then actually happening?”

“No. The HQ is not on fire, the people are not working in mines, and E is not dead. But you need to go back.”

“But, if none of that was real… why?”

“Because… you do. You must. You cannot avoid it- or else…” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

“Anyway, I’m sending you all back now. Good luck to all of you!”

“Alright.”

“And to you as well.”

“Aye.”

Each was returned to where I had taken them from, without memory of what had just happened, and with no time having been spent. Eventually, they would come to remember. But not yet. They still had wonderful, new stories to look forward to.

The End

“What a touching story, Fen. Looks like I lost in it. Happy ending, again…

Now write me a sad, tragic story.”
