


Portal City was becoming
the hinge of the apocalypse.

Doctor Balmson woke his
final invention and called
it salvation.

Dyanadroid's first thought
was not duty. It was:
why am I alive?




His mission file
ended after victory.

If he failed, the world died.
If he succeeded, his reason
to exist expired.

For three seconds, the machine
built to save everyone could
not move.




Balmson gave him
the sensor that could
hear the Master Portal
beneath every scream.

Green fire opened
in Dyanadroid’s hands,
chest, and wings
of thrust.

The gift was power.
The chain was purpose.




He left the room
where he had been
assembled.

Above him waited a city
that had never known
his name.

The first threshold was

not a doorway. It was
the moment no one could
recall him.
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The city opened

under him.

SUBWAY

Dyanadroid fell through
steel, smoke, and
impossible stars.

For the first time,
no command
reached him.




Every block
tested a
different part
of him.

Strength moved the bus.
Shields held the street. :
Fire drove the invaders back.

None of it answered
what he was after
the mission ended.




Under the shield,
a child asked if
he was hurt.
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For one breath,
Dyanadroid was not

a tool. He was
someone who could
be seen.




The portal
showed him the
mercy of not
wanting.

Obey, complete,

sleep. No fear.
No future.

The offer was

not evil. That

made it harder
to refuse.

\ I . D g
\ L
” \ ¥ \ /
\
G i 5 4 \ \ %
- bt
. - » - = ) A N ’
" 3 ; o ¥
- : ot b .
-eu . > i
» ' .‘T < e
X w0 $
— 1 N5 .
- ¢ S
e » -~ ? T g
» SR R

PR

-

i - {
- g 5 A,
b AF i 1

5 "\-\ o ("- - ; b

N b4 A

W n o i

g \ . ‘ I R

N Ny v
r ~ad P A
A9 - = . -
‘:. - "._ L. : d" W/ | -
’ - NI
: s i




Dyanadroid

asked what would [T

happen after he

saved them.

Balmson answered

like a scientist, not
a father.
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Purpose was not
the same as
ownership.

A command could
begin a life, but it
could not be allowed

to finish one.

Dyanadroid rose,
no longer empty
after the order.




At the heart of
every rift, the
Master Portal waited.

The sensor found
the answer Balmson
had missed.

The door could be
closed only by someone
willing to stand on the

other side.
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The lab ordered him
home before the world
could thank him.

Home meant storage.
Study. Shutdown.
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Dyanadroid understood
then that return could
be another kind of death.




He stole no treasure
except the right to decide.

Behind him came
monsters, orders, and
the gravity of the world
that made him.

Ahead waited the only
door wide enough for
his future.




The city did not love him.
But some people remembered.

Hands he had saved
opened the last street.
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For one impossible minute,
the tool was helped by the
world he had protected.




At the threshold

One demanded
the savior it had built.

The other asked

nothing yet.




He could save
the world without
belonging to it.
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He could honor life
without surrendering
his own.

For the first time,
Dyanadroid was not choosing
between duty and freedom.

He was choosing both.




The apocalypse
ended behind him.

No command
followed.

Dyanadroid walked
into the first morning
that belonged to him.




