


Camazotz's wings shimmered as he gathered Ethan, 
Lara,  Isabella,  Pablo,  Amara,  Judge Bradley,  and 
little Liberty. The Idol of Power glowed brightly in 
his  claws.  "The Temporal  Tyrant  wants  to erase 
Rome," Camazotz said. "Only six of you can stop 
him, each guarding one thread of history." Ethan 
gulped. "Which thread is mine?" Camazotz smiled. 
"The Road, young navigator. Trust the numbers." 
Lara squeezed Liberty's hand. "We protect Rome 
together," she said. The Idol pulsed once, sending 
each hero toward their mission.





In  ancient  Italy,  whispers  of  fear  spread among 
Rome's founders. Isabella Monteverdi found little 
Liberty hiding by the river, trembling. "The Tyrant 
told them Rome will fail," Liberty whispered. Isabella 
knelt beside her.  "You are part of Rome's story, 
brave one. I will protect you, but the future is still 
yours to shape." She wrapped Liberty in a warm 
cloak. Her Anchor glowed gold, weaving around the 
child and settling deep into the timeline, holding 
Rome steady against the lies.





Pablo  wandered  a  marketplace  where  families 
stared  blankly  at  each  other,  memories  erased 
by the Tyrant's magic. A boy didn't recognize his 
own mother. Pablo lifted the Idol of Power, and 
warm  light  spilled  over  the  crowd.  "Love  isn't 
holding  tight,"  he  said  softly.  "It's  setting  each 
other free to choose." Faces softened as memories 
returned—hugs, laughter, recognition. The mother 
scooped up her son. Pablo smiled, watching Rome's 
true heart beat again, stronger than any spell of 
forgetting.





Ethan stepped into the humming Time Gyro,  its 
metal  walls flickering with light from the future. 
Three glowing coordinates appeared before him. 
"Choose wisely," Camazotz's voice echoed. Ethan 
remembered  his  Garnicone  lessons  and  traced 
the numbers with his finger. "This one preserves 
choice," he said, pointing to the middle path. The 
Gyro rumbled as he sealed the gateway shut, cutting 
off  the  Tyrant's  route  into  ancient  Italy.  Ethan 
exhaled, proud. One thread of history was safe.





A shining army from the future marched toward 
Rome's hills. Judge Bradley Rutherford stood firm, 
RANCME hovering beside him like a silver guardian. 
A strange Time Stone offered destructive power, but 
he pushed it aside. "Rome deserves protection, not 
ruin," he declared. RANCME's magnetic field rippled 
outward, forming a shimmering shield over the city. 
The future soldiers halted, unable to pass. Judge 
Bradley smiled at the sturdy dome of light. Rome 
stood safe, untouched by weapons of war.





Stars vanished from the sky, calendars crumbled, 
and ancient traditions faded as the Tyrant tried 
erasing Rome's knowledge. Amara Akoye climbed 
a  hill,  lifting  her  hands  toward  the  darkening 
heavens. "History belongs to those who discover 
it," she whispered. Threads of starlight returned, 
weaving constellations back into place. Calendars 
reappeared  on  scrolls,  traditions  blossomed  in 
village squares. Amara smiled, knowing Rome could 
still choose its own future, guided by knowledge 
instead of fear.





Deep underground, Camazotz uncovered a glowing 
Pregiver archive humming with ancient memories. A 
voice offered him a human body, promising comfort 
and rest. But accepting meant losing his bond with 
the Chronosphere forever.  Camazotz thought of 
Ethan, Isabella, Pablo, Amara, Judge Bradley, and 
Liberty, all depending on him. "I choose to remain," 
he said gently, closing the archive. His wings glowed 
brighter, memory and duty intertwined, ready to 
guide Rome's heroes toward their final stand.





Foundation, People, Road, Shield, Knowledge, and 
Memory blazed like six  colors merging into one 
light. The Zero Chrono Engine roared to life beneath 
Rome's hills. Ethan, Isabella, Pablo, Judge Bradley, 
Amara,  and Camazotz gathered around the Idol 
of  Power,  its  glow  pulsing  in  rhythm  with  their 
heartbeat. Liberty and Lara stood nearby, holding 
hands. "We're connected now," Isabella said. "Every 
thread, together." The ground trembled as ancient 
Rome shimmered,  steady once more within the 
timeline.





The Temporal Tyrant appeared atop a hill, his armor 
crackling with borrowed time. "I WILL CREATE THE 
PERFECT FUTURE!" he bellowed, raising a fist toward 
Rome's sky. Ethan stepped forward bravely. "Rome 
doesn't need a perfect future," he said. "It needs a 
real one." Camazotz spread his wings protectively 
over the group. The Tyrant sneered, sending a wave 
of crackling energy toward them, but the six heroes 
stood their ground, unshaken by his roaring threat.





Camazotz's voice rang clear. "There is no perfect 
future—hold hands in circle." Ethan, Isabella, Pablo, 
Judge  Bradley,  Amara,  Lara,  and  Liberty  joined 
hands around the Idol of Power. Its light swirled 
upward, weaving Foundation, People, Road, Shield, 
Knowledge, and Memory into a single golden ring. 
The Tyrant's energy wave crashed against it and 
scattered harmlessly.  "Your future isn't  yours to 
steal," Isabella said softly. The circle glowed brighter, 
wrapping Rome in gentle, unbreakable light.





The  golden  light  pushed  the  Tyrant  backward 
through his own crackling portal, his shouts fading 
into echoes. RANCME's shield dissolved gently, no 
longer needed. Ethan's sealed gateway stayed shut 
forever. Rome's people laughed, remembered, and 
looked up at returning stars. Isabella hugged Liberty 
close. "You helped save your city," she said. Liberty 
smiled proudly. The Idol of Power dimmed to a soft 
glow, resting safely in Camazotz's care, its work for 
now complete.





Rome stood quiet under a calm morning sky, its 
people  going  about  ordinary  days—unaware  of 
six  heroes  and  one  bat-winged  guide  who  had 
saved their history. Camazotz gathered Ethan, Lara, 
Isabella, Pablo, Amara, Judge Bradley, and Liberty 
near the Chronosphere's shimmering edge. "You 
didn't create Rome's perfect future," he said. "You 
gave it a real one." They smiled, hands still lightly 
clasped, watching the city that simply, wonderfully, 
existed.






