Aftermath


I thought the fight was over. My companions and myself battled so hard to save the world, yet still, there was more to fight for. People saw the effect we had on the planet, what damage using Mako caused, yet we still used it. I thought Sephiroth and the Meteor was a wake up call, showing us what harm we truly were causing. Instead, they continued on, continued to use the reactors, destroying the world we fought so hard to protect. When that day happened, the day Meteor landed, the day the world saved itself, I died. We flew to close the conflict; there was just too much power, the airship flipped. We were flung towards the ground. It was a miracle I was able to come to, but when I did, she was in my arms. She was pinned under me, her body barely recognizable. I yelled and screamed for so long, but no one came. There was nothing I could do for her this time, my own body broken and battered, unable to move without excruciating pain. I passed out, then awoke safe in a nearby city. They found the bodies of some of them when they found me. Yuffie, Barret, Tifa. Cait Sith was in thousands of pieces. I didn’t hear any word on the others. Then the pain really came back, they were re-building Midgar. Some of the reactors had survived the attack, and they were still using them. When I was able to move again, I went straight to Fort Condor for help. We built a mighty army, made up of mercenaries, soldiers abandoning Shinra, and anyone that would want to fight for the planet. Junction, Corel, Nibelheim, there reactors all fell. We fought so hard, lost so many lives, all for the greatest cause of all, saving the planet. The last stronghold still stood, our final battle at hand. We will be victorious.

The calm grasslands spread for miles to the north, as infinite as the eye could see. Only a few feet to the south, deaths hand had swept past, killing all that had lived near it. As if the lifeblood of the plants had been drained, their weltered remains laid in a peaceful, yet disturbing stillness. Nothing was left untouched. Thin, dried up remains of brushes rolled past, only able to go where the wind will let it. Dried up ravines are all that linger from water long dissipated.  Bugs, unable to find food merely die away, and animals run to what land they can find that still has nourishment. Even monsters don’t dare live in this area, afraid of what else could loom in this region. Off in the distance, trails of smoke arise to the skies, creating a blanket of smog that never leaves the region. The city of power, the city of destruction, the city of Midgar stands tall, forever there. The whole city lit up in the day sky, the lights reflecting off the pollution it gives off, as if it was showing the city what harm it is causing. Sun shone through what breaks it could, but clouds were on the horizon.

Within the grasslands, a camp emerged, sprouted overnight. Men and women from all over the world gathering, ready for battle. Children running through the stables, tend to the needs of the chocobo. A gold chocobo sits and rests, knowing of what is expected of it. Any soldier that has a feather from the bird considers it great luck, and keeps it with them at all times. The clang of the forge echoes for miles, creating a variety of weapons. From lances to swords to bullets, any weapon needed is being fashioned for its only purpose, to kill. The troops gather, reminiscing about people and battles in the past, relieving the tension of the future. The morale is high, as is the energy.

Pacing out of the largest tent in the campground, the leader strides towards the stables, donned in the famed black armour. Created from the scales of Weapon, this armour has given this soldier his nickname, The Black Knight. No light reflects off the darkness, it simply absorbs any luminosity around it, giving off its own shadowy aura. His weapon also rests on his back, taken from the same being that he had gotten his armour from. The massive sword named Ultima Weapon has been used in many battles, its own existence has taken many lives, its rest never to occur. Behind him walks the lieutenants, 3 soldiers all wearing armour from the scales of a weapon. Blue, white, red, all have struck fear into the heart of Shinra in past and present. The one in blue carries a chocobo lance, the one in red carries a giant axe, and the one in white carries a rifle. 

On route to the to the stables, the soldiers all arise, saluting their valiant leaders. Each one giving their greatest respect for what their leaders have done for the world, and that respect is returned from the leaders. 

