


Rome trembled under a strange fog. From the sky, 
the Temporal Tyrant descended, his armor crackling 
with  dark  lightning.  "Rome  will  never  exist!"  he 
bellowed.  The  Idol  of  Power  glowed on  Ethan's 
palm. "We need the Six," Camazotz said, spreading 
his wings. Isabella, Pablo, Amara, Judge Rutherford, 
and little Liberty gathered near the ancient hills. 
RANCME hovered above, ready to protect them all. 
Each Merger held a piece of Rome's future in their 
hands. The adventure to save history had begun.





Isabella knelt beside Liberty, who trembled near the 
Tiber River. The Tyrant's shadow whispered lies to 
the founders, filling them with fear. "Don't listen," 
Isabella said gently. "You are meant for something 
wonderful." She held Liberty's hand as golden light 
formed an Anchor around them. "I  can't control 
everything that happens next," Isabella whispered, 
"but I can protect this moment." The fear faded, and 
Rome's story stayed rooted in time.





Across Rome, families stopped recognizing each 
other. The Tyrant had wiped their memories of love. 
Pablo walked through the confused crowd, holding 
up  an  old  drawing.  "Remember  this  laughter?" 
he  asked a  mother  and her  son.  Slowly,  smiles 
returned. "Love isn't about holding on tight," Pablo 
said, "it's about letting people choose to stay." One 
by one, families embraced again, and Rome's heart 
began beating once more.





A shining gateway opened near the hills, sparking 
with electricity. Ethan stepped inside the Time Gyro, 
and  three  glowing  coordinates  appeared.  "Only 
Garnicone  math  can  solve  this,"  he  whispered, 
remembering Camazotz's teachings. He calculated 
quickly, choosing the path that protected people's 
freedom to choose. The gateway sealed with a flash. 
"Route closed!" Ethan cheered, wiping sweat from 
his forehead, as RANCME's engines hummed nearby 
in approval.





A  future  army  marched  toward  Rome,  their 
weapons humming with dangerous energy. Judge 
Rutherford held the Time Stone but shook his head. 
"I won't use destruction," he said firmly. Instead, 
he  raised  his  hands,  and  a  shimmering  shield 
rose around Rome's walls. RANCME's magnetic field 
joined his shield, doubling its strength. The army's 
weapons bounced harmlessly away. "Rome stands 
safe," Judge Rutherford smiled, "without becoming 
a weapon."





The  Tyrant  erased  calendars,  star  charts,  and 
ancient traditions, leaving Rome confused about 
time  itself.  Amara  gathered  scrolls  and  pointed 
toward the night sky. "The stars still remember," 
she told worried villagers, tracing constellations with 
her finger. She rebuilt calendars and taught children 
to  read  the  sky  again.  "Your  future  is  yours  to 
discover," Amara said softly, and hope returned to 
every rooftop in Rome.





Camazotz  discovered  a  hidden  Pregiver  archive 
buried beneath Roman hills, glowing with ancient 
memory.  A  soft  voice  offered  him  a  human 
body, warm and alive. He paused, wings folding 
thoughtfully. "If I take this form, I'll lose my bond 
to the Chronosphere," he said. Camazotz shook his 
head gently. "I choose to remain who I am, so I can 
keep guiding Rome forever."





The Zero Chrono Engine rumbled to life beneath the 
hills. Foundation, People, Road, Shield, Knowledge, 
and  Memory  glowed  together,  connecting  like 
threads  of  light.  Liberty  gripped Isabella's  hand 
tightly as the Idol of Power pulsed brightly. "We're 
stronger  together,"  Ethan  said.  RANCME  roared 
overhead, shielding them all. The six lights merged 
into one powerful beam, aimed straight at the heart 
of the Tyrant's fortress.





The Temporal Tyrant towered above them, lightning 
crackling from his fists. "I WILL CREATE THE PERFECT 
FUTURE!"  he  roared,  shaking  the  ground.  Judge 
Rutherford stepped forward,  unafraid.  "There is 
no perfect future," he said calmly. "Only choices, 
consequences, possibilities,  and memories." The 
Six raised their combined light together, and the 
Tyrant's fortress began to crumble under the weight 
of true history.





The  Tyrant's  dark  fog  lifted  from  Rome's  hills. 
Families hugged, stars shone clearly, and the young 
child  Liberty  smiled beneath the golden Roman 
sun. RANCME landed gently as Camazotz folded his 
wings in relief. "Rome is safe," Amara said, holding 
an  old  star  chart.  Pablo  laughed with  returning 
friends. The Idol of Power dimmed to a peaceful 
glow, its energy finally at rest.





Centuries  passed,  and  Rome  grew  into  towers 
of  stone  and  marble.  High  above  the  city,  the 
Six Mergers gathered once more, watching lights 
twinkle below. "After everything we saw," Ethan said 
softly, "so many battles, so much history..." Liberty, 
now grown wiser through memory, smiled at the 
glowing city. Camazotz's wings caught the wind as 
RANCME drifted quietly nearby, watching over their 
journey's end.





"It  just  exists,"  Isabella  finished,  smiling  at  the 
ancient, glowing city below. The Six Mergers held 
hands  together—Ethan,  Isabella,  Pablo,  Amara, 
Judge  Rutherford,  and  Liberty.  The  Time  Stone 
shimmered warmly between their palms, holding 
countless  choices  and  memories.  Rome  stood 
eternal, not perfect, but real and free. Together, they 
had protected not a single perfect future, but every 
possible one.






