
The Flash: Speed Force Divined 

 

Chapter 1: The Warning 

 

Barry Allen ran. 

It wasn’t the usual run, the joyful blur of city lights, the rush of wind carrying the faint scent 
of ozone, the rhythmic hum of electricity vibrating through every nerve. No, this was 
diƯerent. He wasn’t in Central City, wasn’t chasing down rogues or racing against an 
impossible deadline. 

This was chaos. 

The Speed Force, his eternal companion, his endless highway, had become something 
else. The golden streams of energy that usually flowed smoothly around him now flickered 
like dying lightbulbs. Cracks of black and crimson lightning forked through the once-
ethereal plane, tearing rifts into the void. Time no longer felt linear here, it fractured and 
looped in jagged shards, like broken glass suspended in syrup. 

His feet barely touched ground, if there even was ground, as he fought against the pull of 
violent eddies and whiplashing currents of speed energy. 

"This isn’t right," Barry thought, gritting his teeth against the crushing pressure in his chest. 
"What’s happening?" 

The familiar hum of the Speed Force had twisted into something unrecognizable, a low, 
guttural growl, like distant thunder rolling across a dying world. The vibrations gnawed at 
Barry’s bones, rattling his ribs and sending shockwaves through his skull. Every step felt 
like he was slogging through molasses, his feet sinking into the unstable flow beneath him. 
It wasn’t solid ground, it was something else, a liquid-light hybrid that pulsed and flickered 
underfoot, like walking on the fragile skin of a storm cloud. 

Around him, pieces of existence drifted by, frozen moments ripped from time’s fragile 
tapestry. A child’s laughter suspended mid-air, the sound frozen in crystal droplets of light. 
A city skyline at sunset, its buildings dissolving into ash as they melted into the horizon. A 
cracked pocket watch hovered nearby, ticking down to an impossible midnight, its sound 
sharp and deafening against the oppressive silence. 

Every fragment carried a weight, a sensation. Barry could feel the child’s fleeting joy, the 
skyline’s fading grandeur, the pocket watch’s gnawing dread. They weren’t just images; they 



were emotions calcified into artifacts, stripped from their rightful place in time and 
abandoned here, in this broken space. 

Then he saw it. 

A fissure in the fabric of the Speed Force, a colossal wound carved into eternity itself. It 
stretched across the horizon like a jagged canyon made of pure void, yawning wide and 
bleeding out thin strands of golden energy. It wasn’t light, nor was it darkness, it was 
absence. A place where time, matter, and motion had ceased to exist. Around the fissure, 
time itself appeared to hemorrhage. 

Barry saw distant shapes, faces, buildings, rivers of light, pulled inexorably toward the 
wound, warping and twisting like clay being sucked into a black hole. Colors ran together, 
forming bleeding streaks of orange and crimson. Shapes shattered into shards of glass that 
disintegrated before they ever reached the fissure's edge. 

The wound throbbed, its ragged edges twitching like the lips of some great, starving beast, 
endlessly chewing on the threads of time. 

"It’s dying," Barry realized, his breath hitching in his throat as icy dread crawled up his spine. 
"The Speed Force is dying." 

A sharp, percussive snap cut through the air, a sound like celestial glass fracturing under 
infinite pressure. The fissure let out a reverberating crack, deep and resonant, like the toll of 
an ancient bell struck by a hammer the size of a planet. The sound wasn’t just heard, it was 
felt. It vibrated through Barry’s skull, down his spine, and into every nerve in his body. His 
vision blurred as waves of force rippled out from the fissure. 

Time seemed to stutter and skip. Barry could feel fragments of seconds slicing against his 
skin, a thousand splinters of frozen moments embedding themselves into his suit, into his 
bones. 

Then the world collapsed inward. 

Barry was ripped from his footing and hurled through the shattered remains of the Speed 
Force. He tumbled uncontrollably, limbs flailing as jagged shards of golden lightning and 
fractured time slashed across his vision. He caught glimpses as he fell, of endless voids, of 
cities suspended in fragments, of a figure standing motionless in a bubble of frozen time, 
their face locked in an eternal scream. 

The storm around him roared, screamed, and then… silence. 

When Barry stopped tumbling, he found himself in what could barely be described as a 
place. 



The chaos had stilled. 

The horizon stretched out in all directions, vast and pale gold, glowing faintly as though the 
light itself was sick and fading. Above him, the sky (if it could be called that) was a glassy 
expanse filled with cracks of darkness, the void threatening to spill through. The air (if it 
could be called that) was heavy, thick, saturated with the metallic taste of stopped time. 

The ground beneath Barry’s feet, if it even qualified as such, was a reflective plane of 
shimmering glass, stretching into eternity. Each step he took sent ripples through the 
crystalline surface, distorting the reflections like waves on a still pond. The glass wasn’t 
simply reflective, it was alive, showing fractured glimpses of other places, other timelines. 
A family dinner frozen mid-smile. A soldier frozen mid-fall. A world crumbling under a red 
sky. 

Then he felt it… a presence. 

It didn’t approach him so much as it manifested, coalescing out of the light and shadows 
like a silhouette dragged from a forgotten painting. 

A figure stepped forward, emerging from the shifting horizon. It was a man in a tattered 
Flash suit. The once-vibrant crimson fabric had faded to a deep maroon, marred with burns 
and streaks of blackened ash. The iconic lightning bolt insignia across his chest flickered 
weakly, like a dying filament in a shattered lightbulb. His cowl was torn, its edges frayed and 
curling like charred paper. His face, what little Barry could see of it, was haunted, lined with 
exhaustion that no sleep could ever heal. 

His voice, when he spoke, was layered, as if many voices were speaking at once. 

"You shouldn’t be here, Barry Allen." 

Barry blinked. The man’s tone wasn’t hostile, but there was an edge of sorrow to it, 
something ancient and exhausted. 

“Who are you? Are you… another Flash?” Barry asked, his voice shaky. 

The figure nodded, his movement slow, almost fragile. "I was. Once. In another time… 
another universe. But now, I am something less. An Echo, a fragment left behind in the 
Speed Force when my timeline collapsed. A remnant of a remnant." 

The figure stepped closer, his faded boots clicking softly against the glass-like surface. 
Around them, shards of broken moments floated lazily in the air, crackling TVs, flashes of 
faces, old photographs catching fire. 



"The Speed Force is unraveling, Barry. It’s collapsing under the weight of… something 
parasitic. Something old. Something hungry." 

Barry clenched his fists, his voice low and urgent. “What do I need to do? How do I fix this?” 

The Echo shook his head slowly. "This isn’t something you can just outrun, Barry. The 
fracture runs deeper than speed, it’s cutting into time itself. Past, present, future… all of it 
is slipping away. And if the fracture reaches the heart of the Speed Force…" 

He stopped, his voice catching, as if the words themselves were heavy chains around his 
neck. 

Barry stepped closer, his voice soft but steady. “If it reaches the heart, what happens?” 

The Echo raised his head, and Barry saw his eyes. They weren’t just tired, they were 
haunted. "Then time stops. Everywhere. Every when. Every how. The universe becomes a 
still photograph in a shattered frame. And you, Barry Allen, are the only one who can stop 
it." 

Barry’s breath hitched. The weight of those words pressed against him like a physical force. 

“How?” he whispered. 

The Echo extended a trembling hand, and in his palm was a flickering shard of golden light, 
a fragment of the Speed Force itself, barely holding together. 

"You’ll have to go deeper than you ever have before. Beyond the boundaries of speed. 
Beyond the limits of mortality. There is no finish line where you’re headed, Barry, only 
eternity. Only light… or darkness." 

Barry hesitated before reaching out and taking the shard. The moment his fingers closed 
around it, his mind filled with visions, collapsing cities, frozen skies, Iris crying out his name 
as shadows swallowed her whole. 

His knees buckled, and he barely caught himself. 

Barry’s voice cracked as he whispered, his breath trembling in the golden haze of the 
fractured Speed Force. 
“Why me? Why does it always have to be me?” 

The Echo tilted his head slightly, the faint glimmer of a sad smile tugging at the corner of his 
cracked lips. His eyes, sunken and haunted, locked onto Barry’s with a weight that felt 
eternal. 
“Because you’re Barry Allen. You’re The Flash. And when time breaks, when the universe 
stutters and falters… it’s always you who runs to hold the pieces together.” 



A tremor rippled through the glass-like ground beneath them, spiderweb cracks racing 
outward from Barry’s feet. Golden light bled upward through the fissures, glowing like 
molten fire. The roar of the fissure in the distance intensified, a soundless scream that 
clawed at Barry’s bones and rattled his teeth. 

The Echo’s form began to break apart. First his fingertips dissolved into glowing dust, then 
his arms, his legs, the pieces trailing away into the windless void like embers torn from 
dying wood. Yet his voice, layered and infinite, remained clear. 
“Run, Barry. Run before it pulls you apart. Run, and don’t stop, no matter what happens. No 
matter what you leave behind.” 

Barry’s hand tightened around the shard of light in his palm, its warmth bleeding into his 
skin like a heartbeat. For the briefest moment, he hesitated. The weight of every choice, 
every sacrifice, pressed down on his shoulders like the sky itself had fallen on him. 

But only for a moment. 

His breath steadied. His eyes narrowed, locked onto the endless, distorted horizon where 
fragments of time hung like shattered mirrors in the void. 

Then he ran. 

Barry Allen didn’t just move, he exploded forward. The ground beneath him shattered into a 
million shards of crystalline light as he pushed oƯ, the force of his acceleration carving a 
glowing trail into the unstable fabric of reality. Golden lightning surged around him, 
threading through the fractures, knitting together fragments of splintered timelines as he 
passed. 

The edges of his vision blurred, colors bled into each other, and the laws of physics folded 
into origami shapes that made no sense. The universe itself seemed to lean forward, pulled 
into the slipstream of his speed. 

Somewhere behind him, the fracture howled, a predator that had missed its chance, its 
jaws snapping shut on empty space. 

Somewhere ahead, eternity stretched wide and waiting, a cosmic road paved in light and 
shadow. 

And in between those two impossible infinities, Barry Allen ran, faster than he ever had 
before, faster than he ever thought possible. 

Because he was The Flash and the universe needed him to keep running. 

  



Chapter 2: Family and Fragility 

 

Barry gasped awake. 

His lungs burned as if they were filled with electric fire, his chest heaving like he’d been 
holding his breath for centuries. The world around him was a smear of colors and 
motion,neon lights streaked across rain-slick streets, distant sirens wailed in warbled 
echoes, and the scent of ozone hung heavy in the air. His fingertips twitched against the 
rough texture of asphalt. 

Central City. 

The hum of traƯic buzzed distantly in his ears, but it sounded… wrong. Like a radio stuck 
between frequencies, like time was trying to play its song but kept skipping on a scratched 
record. 

He pushed himself up onto his elbows, blinking away the blur. His body ached, not like the 
aftermath of a hard run, but like something had been pulled out of him and roughly stitched 
back in. His heart pounded, erratic and sharp. He could still feel the shard in his palm, the 
cold weight of it, though it was long gone now. 

"Run, Barry. And don’t stop… no matter what happens." 

The Echo’s words rattled in his mind, etched into the folds of his memory with the 
permanence of scar tissue. But here, now, he was home. Or at least, something that looked 
like home. 

The streets were alive with motion, but something felt… oƯ. People bustled about their 
evening routines, coƯee cups clutched tightly, children tugged along by tired parents, a 
street musician played a melancholy tune on an old saxophone. It was all so normal on the 
surface, but Barry could feel it, a vibration at the edge of his perception, a tension in the air 
like the universe was holding its breath. 

His communicator buzzed faintly in his ear. 

“Barry? Are you there? Please… Barry, answer me!” 

It was Iris. Her voice cracked with worry, and Barry’s chest tightened. 

He stumbled forward, almost falling face-first into the crosswalk before catching himself. A 
blur of red lightning flickered across his suit as he accelerated, not quite a run, but fast 
enough to bend around the crowd as he headed toward home. 



 

Iris opened the door before Barry could knock. She stood there, barefoot in sweatpants and 
one of his old Central City College hoodies, her hair pulled into a loose bun. The sight of 
her, the raw realness of her, made something in Barry’s chest crack wide open. 

Without a word, she threw her arms around him. The smell of her shampoo, vanilla and 
faint citrus, hit him hard, anchoring him in place. 

“Barry…” she whispered into his shoulder, her voice trembling. “Where have you been? You 
were gone for days. No calls, no signals… nothing.” 

Barry swallowed, his throat dry and raw. “I… I’m sorry. I was in the Speed Force. 
Something’s wrong, Iris. Something big.” 

She pulled back slightly, her hands on his face, searching his eyes like she could extract the 
truth if she just looked hard enough. “Are you okay?” 

He wanted to say yes. He wanted to tell her that he was fine, that everything would be okay, 
that the Flash would fix whatever was broken. But he couldn’t. Because he wasn’t okay. 
And he wasn’t sure he could fix this. 

“I’m here now,” he said softly, his voice fragile as glass. “That has to count for something.” 

Iris nodded and led him inside. The warm glow of their apartment wrapped around him, and 
for a moment… just a moment… it felt like everything might be okay. 

The living room was alive with voices, overlapping questions, and the faint hum of Speed 
Force energy lingering in the air like static before a storm. 

Wally West stood by the kitchen counter, arms crossed tightly over his chest, his body a 
study in barely contained tension. His red and gold suit, unzipped halfway, hung loose 
around his waist like a discarded skin, exposing the dark compression shirt underneath. 
Golden lightning trim along the seams still flickered faintly, like the embers of a dying fire. 
His hair, once carefully styled, stuck up in wild, uneven spikes, a physical manifestation of 
the restless energy crackling just beneath his skin. His jaw was set, teeth clenched so 
tightly the muscles in his neck twitched with each breath. His emerald green eyes, sharp 
and searching, were locked onto Barry with an intensity that spoke of worry mixed with the 
fierce protectiveness of someone who had carried the mantle of The Flash himself. 

Beside him, Bart Allen, Impulse, was a fidgeting whirlwind of nervous energy barely 
contained by his slight frame. His bright white and red suit hugged his lanky form, the 
goggles pushed up onto his forehead revealing wide hazel eyes that never seemed to focus 
on one thing for long. His freckled face was flush with both relief and tension, his lips 



twitching as if words were piling up behind them, waiting for the floodgate to burst. His 
knee bounced incessantly, a metronome of anxious energy, and his fingers drummed 
against his thigh in uneven rhythms. Despite his restlessness, there was a sharpness to 
him, a flicker of focus that hinted at the prodigious speedster genius beneath his jittery 
exterior. He was a raw nerve, a live wire sparking in the corner of the room. 

The contrast between them was stark, Wally, the seasoned veteran who carried the weight 
of his responsibilities like a leaden mantle, and Bart, the unchecked hurricane of youthful 
energy and raw potential. Yet in both of them, Barry could see a reflection of himself, the 
same fire, the same fear, and the same desperate need to keep running, no matter what lay 
ahead. 

In this fragile moment, surrounded by the weight of unspoken fears and fractured time, 
Barry couldn’t help but feel that the two speedsters were not just his family, they were his 
legacy. And that legacy was watching him now, waiting for answers he wasn’t sure he had. 

“Uncle Barry!” Bart blurted out the moment he spotted him, practically vibrating with relief. 
“You’re back! We thought, well, I thought, you’d gotten sucked into some evil alternate 
timeline or maybe a…” 

“Bart,” Wally interrupted with a tired sigh. “Give him a minute.” 

Barry raised a hand, silencing them both. His gaze softened as he looked at Wally, the kid 
he’d mentored, who had grown into his own mantle of The Flash when Barry was gone. And 
Bart, the endless spark of unfiltered optimism in the family. 

They all stood there for a moment, the silence hanging heavy between them. 

Wally was the first to break the silence, his voice low but edged with something sharp, 
something close to fear. 
“What happened, Barry? Talk to me.” 

Barry froze under Wally's gaze. How could he explain it? The fissure, the dying Speed Force, 
the Echo’s warning, how could he make them understand what it felt like to stand at the 
edge of infinity and realize it was crumbling? 

His lips parted, but no words came out at first. He swallowed hard, the weight of what he’d 
seen pressing against his ribs like an iron cage. 

“The Speed Force is…” Barry’s voice cracked. He started again, softer this time, his words 
measured and brittle, like they might shatter if spoken too loudly. “It’s breaking, Wally. 
Fracturing. Like glass under pressure. And if it collapses…” 



He hesitated, the silence heavy enough to drown in. Wally’s green eyes didn’t waver, and 
Bart had gone completely still, his usual jittery energy stilled by the gravity in Barry’s voice. 

“If it collapses, everything stops. Time. Motion. Life. It won’t just be Central City, or Earth, or 
even our universe, it’ll be everything, everywhere. Frozen. Gone. Like none of it ever 
happened.” 

The air in the room seemed to thin, every breath harder to pull in. Bart’s knee stopped 
bouncing, his freckled face pale under the living room lights. Wally’s jaw tightened, a faint 
tremor running down his arm as his grip on his crossed elbows turned white-knuckled. 

Wally’s voice came low, calm, but razor-sharp with focus. “Is there a way to stop it?” 

Barry looked down at his hands. They trembled faintly, the skin along his palms still faintly 
tinged with golden light, the ghost of the shard he’d held still etched into his memory. These 
were the hands that had reached into eternity, that had tried to hold the unholdable and 
found nothing but fragments slipping through his fingers. 

His voice came out in a whisper. “I don’t know.” 

The truth hung in the air, raw and unpolished. 

Barry’s shoulders sagged slightly as he continued, his voice firmer now, though it carried 
the weight of a thousand impossible runs. “But I have to try. I have to, Wally. Because if I 
don’t… if we don’t…” 

He didn’t finish the thought. He didn’t need to. 

Wally’s gaze softened, and for a moment, the mask of the seasoned hero cracked, letting 
something fragile slip through. “You won’t do it alone, Barry.” 

Bart piped up then, his voice quieter than usual but steady. “Yeah. Wherever you have to 
run, whatever you have to face, we’re with you. All of us.” 

Barry looked at them both, Wally’s unyielding resolve, Bart’s unfiltered sincerity. They were 
more than just speedsters. They were family. 

He nodded, his throat tight, his voice just above a whisper. “Thank you.” 

For a moment, there was silence, not heavy, not suƯocating, but still. A fragile calm before 
the storm. 

In the fragile silence of the room, three generations of speedsters stood together, Barry 
Allen, Wally West, and Bart Allen, each carrying the weight of their shared legacy and the 
unbearable burden of what lay ahead. 



The air hummed faintly with residual Speed Force energy, like the dying embers of a distant 
star. It wasn’t just their connection to the Speed Force that united them in that moment, it 
was something deeper, something unspoken. Family. Trust. Purpose. 

Barry’s voice cut through the silence, steady but heavy with determination. “We’ve faced 
impossible odds before. But this… this isn’t just a villain or a storm we can outrun. It’s time 
itself unraveling. Every moment, every life, it’s all hanging by a thread. And we’re the ones 
holding the line.” 

Wally nodded, his emerald eyes sharp with resolve. “Then we hold it. No matter what it 
takes.” 

Bart grinned faintly, though his voice was soft. “Guess it’s time we show the universe why 
the Flash Family doesn’t lose.” 

For a heartbeat, the world seemed still. Three speedsters, three hearts beating in unison, 
three sparks against the infinite dark. 

And then the stillness shattered. 

A faint buzzing hum from Barry’s communicator crackled in his ear, followed by a sharp, 
high-pitched whine, an alert signal. The faint sound of a scream filtered through the distant 
cityscape. 

Barry’s head snapped up, his shoulders tensing. The golden glow of Speed Force energy 
flared briefly in his irises. 

Outside, the world was calling. 

The transition from warmth to cold was instant. The door slammed shut behind them, and 
the four speedsters streaked into the dying light of evening. Golden and crimson lightning 
crackled through the streets, weaving between flickering streetlamps and startled 
pedestrians. The city skyline loomed ahead, bathed in shades of bruised violet and burnt 
orange. 

But something was wrong. 

The streetlamps buzzed and sputtered, their lights flickering in chaotic rhythms, pulsing 
like dying stars. Shadows warped and stretched unnaturally on the pavement, bending at 
angles that defied geometry. The air felt heavy, like thick glass on the verge of cracking. 

And then, from somewhere deep in the city’s core, a scream. MuƯled, sharp, and full of raw 
terror. 



Barry was already moving before the sound finished echoing, his body a crimson and gold 
blur, his focus razor-sharp. Wally, Bart, and Iris weren’t far behind, their forms streaking like 
meteor tails across the dim streets. 

They arrived in a downtown square, skidding to a halt in synchronized flashes of lightning. A 
small crowd had gathered, faces pale and eyes wide as they watched in frozen horror. At 
the center of it all, a young man lay crumpled on the ground. 

And he was aging. 

His skin shriveled like parchment left in the sun. His hair, once dark and full, bleached 
white in rapid flashes, strands falling away like threads in the wind. His spine bent under an 
invisible weight, his arms trembling feebly as he gasped for breath that wouldn’t come. 

His eyes, wide, terrified, locked onto Barry for the briefest moment before he collapsed, his 
body now a fragile husk, still and empty. 

Bart took an instinctive step back, his breath hitching as his hands clenched at his sides. 
Wally knelt beside the man, his face tight with tension, the faint golden glow of Speed Force 
energy flickering along his fingertips. 

Time anomalies. Barry felt it in his bones, in the way the air vibrated, in the faint smell of 
burnt ozone. The distortion wasn’t contained to the man, it was spreading outward. 

To the left, a woman froze mid-step, her foot hovering just above the pavement, her face 
locked in a wide-eyed expression of confusion. Her chest didn’t rise. Her lips didn’t move. 
She was stuck, her moment severed from the flow of time. 

Nearby, a street performer froze mid-chord on his saxophone, the sound stretching into an 
endless, trembling note, vibrating faintly in the thickened air. 

Reality was cracking. 

Barry knelt next to the aged man’s body, his gloved fingers pressing gently against the man’s 
fragile wrist. Nothing. The pulse was gone. Time had pulled this man apart, aged him 
beyond life and left him discarded on the concrete. 

Wally stood, his voice low and sharp. “This… this isn’t just random, is it?” 

Barry rose to his feet, his jaw tight as he scanned the scene. The faint hum of Speed Force 
energy prickled across his skin. His blue eyes glowed faintly in the dim light, streaks of gold 
sparking along his arms. 

“No.” His voice was steady, but there was a faint tremor in its edges. “This is spreading. 
Whatever’s causing it… it’s accelerating.” 



Bart swallowed hard, his usual chatter absent as his voice came out small and tight. “So… 
what do we do now?” 

Barry looked at them both, Wally, the steadfast anchor, and Bart, the unbridled spark of 
hope and energy. His fists clenched at his sides as the familiar hum of the Speed Force 
began to build in his chest, like a drumbeat deep in his ribs. 

“We run.” His voice was firm now, unyielding as stone. “We investigate every crack, every 
anomaly. We follow them back to wherever this fracture starts, wherever it’s spreading 
from. And we stop it, however we can.” His voice dropped to a murmur, barely audible over 
the flickering lamplight and distant, fractured sounds of a city holding its breath. “Because 
if we don’t… time dies.” 

Wally and Bart exchanged a brief glance before nodding in unison. There was no hesitation, 
only resolve. 

The Flash Family stood together, lightning pooling at their feet, their silhouettes illuminated 
against the fractured twilight. 

Then, with a synchronized surge of golden and crimson light, they ran. 

  



Chapter 3: A Visit from an Old Friend 

 

The sky above Central City was wrong. 

Barry could feel it in the static hum of the air, in the flicker of streetlights that buzzed and 
sputtered like dying stars. The clouds hung heavy and unmoving, painted in deep bruises of 
violet and gray, illuminated from below by the glow of flickering neon signs. It was as if the 
entire sky was holding its breath. 

Somewhere above the skyline, a crack appeared, a thin, jagged seam of light splitting open 
the heavens. It wasn’t a flash or a strike; it was a tear in the fabric of reality itself. From 
within, golden light spilled outward, cascading across the city in radiant waves. 

Barry stood atop CCPD Headquarters, his silhouette outlined against the unstable glow. 
His cowl was pulled back, and the wind clawed through his sweat-dampened hair. Wally 
and Bart stood nearby, silent but watchful, their suits reflecting the surreal golden light. 

The tear widened, and she stepped through. 

Diana of Themyscira. 

But this wasn’t the Diana Barry had fought beside in countless battles. This was something 
more. 

She descended gracefully, feet barely touching the rooftop, her form glowing with an 
ethereal radiance. Her armor shimmered like molten gold, intricate patterns shifting across 
its surface as if etched by celestial hands. A faint glow outlined her immense wings, 
feathers made of pure light stretching outward like the rays of a sunburst. A golden halo 
floated above her brow, inscribed with ancient symbols that pulsed softly in rhythmic 
intervals. 

Her eyes, once sharp and piercing, now carried a depth that felt endless, as though she 
was staring through Barry, into him, and beyond him, to the horizon of eternity that was his 
soul. 

Barry swallowed hard, his voice hesitant. “Diana… is that… really you?” 

Diana smiled faintly, though there was a sadness behind it, a weight only a goddess could 
bear. “It is, Barry. But I am not who I was. Not entirely.” 

She raised a hand, and the light around her dimmed slightly, as if bending to her will. Wally 
and Bart instinctively stepped back, the sheer pressure of her presence making the air feel 
heavier. 



Diana’s voice was clear, melodic, yet laced with a gravity that pressed against Barry’s 
chest. “The wound in the Speed Force, it’s not simply a tear in time, Barry. It is a wound in 
reality itself. A gash in the fabric that holds everything together: time, space, matter, 
thought… it all threads through this fracture. It bleeds into everything.” 

Barry’s brow furrowed as his mind tried to keep up with the enormity of her words. “But… 
how? What could cause something like this?” 

Diana’s gaze turned skyward, toward the crack still smoldering in the heavens. “The cause 
is not singular. It’s a culmination, a storm born of countless disruptions across the 
multiverse. Wars, time travel, entropy, greed. Every crack in every timeline, every reality… 
they echo. And now, they’ve converged here, in your Speed Force, Barry.” 

Wally stepped forward, his voice steady but urgent. “Is it… too late to fix it?” 

Diana turned her radiant gaze toward him, her expression softening. “No. But the window is 
small, and the cost will be immense.” 

The wind tugged at Barry’s suit as he stepped forward, his blue eyes locked onto Diana’s 
golden ones. “What do I have to do?” 

Diana hesitated, just for a moment, her luminous wings folding slightly behind her as if 
shielding herself from her own words. “The fracture must be sealed from within, Barry. You 
must go deeper into the Speed Force than any mortal has ever gone. Beyond time, beyond 
light, beyond life. And once there… you must become something more.” 

Barry’s chest tightened. “Become what?” 

Diana stepped closer, her presence almost overwhelming, her voice a whisper carried on 
the wind. “A bridge, Barry. A tether between the Speed Force and the fabric of reality. A 
guardian. But…” She hesitated again, her voice catching. “…you may not return.” 

The weight of those words struck Barry like a physical blow, and for a moment, the world 
around him felt distant, muted. The hum of the city faded. The flicker of broken streetlights 
blurred into meaningless points of light. 

Wally spoke up, his voice sharp. “No. No way. Barry, we’ll find another way. There’s always 
another way.” 

Diana turned to him, her voice firm but kind. “This isn’t a fight that can be won with strength 
or speed, Wally. It’s… a choice. A choice only Barry can make.” 

 The rooftop went silent. The distant wail of sirens echoed faintly across the city, and the 
golden glow of Diana’s presence cast long shadows against the concrete. 



Barry looked down at his hands, his hands that had saved countless lives, that had built a 
life with Iris, that had carried the weight of being The Flash. And now, those same hands 
were trembling. 

He looked up at Diana, his voice soft. “If I do this… if I go into the fracture and become 
whatever it is I’m supposed to become… will it stop? Will it save them?” 

Diana nodded slowly. “It will give them a chance. A fragile chance, but a chance 
nonetheless. Without you, Barry… there’s nothing.” 

Barry closed his eyes, drawing in a long breath. Images flickered behind his eyelids, Iris’s 
smile, Wally’s unshakable resolve, Bart’s nervous energy, the people of Central City, the 
faces of every life he had ever touched. 

When he opened his eyes again, they glowed faintly with golden lightning, and his voice 
was steady. “Then I’ll do it. Whatever it takes.” 

Wally stepped forward, grabbing Barry by the shoulder. “Barry, wait…” 

But Barry gently placed a hand over Wally’s. “Wally… if this is the only way, then I have to 
run it. You’ll have to keep watch here. You’ll have to protect them if I don’t make it back.” 

Bart spoke up, his voice cracking. “You will come back, right? Right, Uncle Barry?” 

Barry forced a smile, one that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “I’ll try, Bart. I promise I’ll try.” 

Diana raised her hand, a soft glow emanating from her palm as a golden feather drifted 
down to Barry. It shimmered faintly before dissolving into light as it touched him. “Go, Barry 
Allen. And know this, you are not running into darkness. You are running through it, toward 
something greater.” 

She stepped backward, her wings unfurling, and with a blinding burst of light, she rose 
skyward, disappearing through the fracture in the sky. 

Barry turned to face Wally and Bart, the weight of his choice settling deep in his chest. 

“We have work to do.” 

With that, golden lightning arced around them, and in a synchronized burst of motion, the 
three speedsters blurred into the fractured night. Above them, the fissure in the sky 
flickered… widening. 

  



Chapter 4: The Fracture Grows 

 

The world was unraveling, and Barry Allen could feel it in his bones. 

Keystone City was quiet, too quiet. The skyline loomed against a slate-gray sky, clouds 
stretched thin like pulled wool. The wind carried the faint smell of ozone and something… 
old, something rotting. The streets were deserted, but not because of any evacuation order. 

Time had stopped here. Or rather, it had skipped. 

Wally stood next to Barry, golden lightning crackling faintly along the seams of his suit. His 
emerald eyes scanned the frozen cityscape with the sharp focus of someone who knew 
how fast everything could fall apart. Beside him, Barry was still. 

Their boots crunched against shattered glass as they walked down a boulevard filled with 
statues of people who weren’t supposed to be statues, a family frozen mid-laughter at an 
ice cream stand, a woman mid-scream as her child’s stroller tipped over, a man mid-stride, 
hand clutching his chest in frozen panic. 

It was wrong. All of it. 

Barry knelt beside the stroller, his trembling fingers brushing against the edge of the frozen 
child’s blanket. His voice cracked as he spoke. “This… this isn’t just time stuttering. It’s 
breaking. Like fragments of glass slipping between our fingers.” 

Wally stepped closer, his brow furrowed. “Why is it spreading here? Keystone isn’t even a 
nexus point for Speed Force activity. It’s not…” 

The sky above them shuddered, not with the trembling of wind or thunder, but with a deep, 
guttural vibration that thrummed in their bones, like the universe itself had taken a sharp 
breath and was holding it. 

Both speedsters’ heads snapped upward, their eyes locking onto the sky as a jagged seam 
of blinding light ripped across the heavens. It wasn’t a clean break, it was an angular 
fracture, sharp and crooked, as if some immense, invisible hand had clawed through the 
fabric of reality itself. The edges of the rift pulsed with chaotic light, white-hot at the core, 
fading into deep hues of electric blue and bruised violet, each color bleeding outward like 
ink seeping through fragile paper. 

The crack was not still. It moved, twitched, as though it were alive, an open wound in the 
sky straining against forces too vast to comprehend. 

Through the rift, they could see... something else. 



It wasn’t space, nor was it time, it was an absence of both. A realm where light twisted in 
impossible spirals, bending and refracting as though it were caught in an infinite whirlpool. 
Gravity seemed optional there, fragments of solid matter hung suspended, drifting slowly, 
their jagged edges glowing faintly with golden embers. Shapes, almost recognizable, but 
horribly wrong, floated in the void, silhouettes of cities folded in on themselves like origami, 
rivers flowing upward, and stars burning inward, collapsing into tiny pinpricks of darkness. 

Barry’s breath hitched as he took a step back, his boots scraping against cracked 
pavement. The very air felt thick, as if reality itself was pressing down around them. 

Wally’s voice was barely above a whisper, carried away by the low, persistent hum 
emanating from the rift. “Barry… what is that?” 

Barry’s eyes remained locked on the tear above, his voice tight and low, spoken almost as if 
afraid of drawing its attention. “It’s… a wound. A wound in the universe. And it’s getting 
bigger.” 

The crack in the sky let out a faint whine, like overstretched metal on the verge of snapping, 
and a ripple passed outward from its core, distorting the air and casting fractured shadows 
across the buildings below. 

Time itself seemed to stagger for a moment, a brief, dizzying stutter before the world 
snapped back into motion. 

Whatever lay beyond that fracture wasn’t just wrong. It was hungry. 

Without another word, both speedsters vanished in a crackle of lightning, Barry’s streak 
golden, Wally’s crimson, leaving behind two smoldering arcs of energy where they had 
stood. 

 

The Central City Library had always been a place of quiet refuge, a temple of knowledge 
and stillness amidst the constant hum of the city. But now, it was anything but still. 

The building’s exterior shimmered with faint ripples of blue and gold energy, distorting 
reality like a heat mirage. Shards of time, fragments of moments, floated in mid-air: an ink-
stained hand mid-sentence across a journal page, a child reaching for a fallen crayon, a 
librarian’s wide-eyed terror frozen behind thick glasses. 

Barry skidded to a stop just inside the entrance, Wally right behind him. The smell of burnt 
paper and static filled the air. 

Barry’s chest tightened. “It’s a pocket anomaly. A bubble where time is folding in on itself.” 



Wally glanced around, his jaw tight. “It’s spreading, Barry. These anomalies, they’re not just 
breaking time; they’re eating it. Like it’s being… siphoned away.” 

Barry nodded grimly. He could feel it in his fingertips, a pull, faint but relentless, dragging at 
the edges of reality like a vacuum. 

And then he heard it, a faint crack, like a pane of glass underfoot. 

The world tilted sideways. The air felt thick, the colors around him ran together, and for a 
moment, Barry felt like he was falling through an endless mirror maze, every surface 
reflecting fragments of himself at diƯerent ages, diƯerent lifetimes, diƯerent choices. 

Wally’s voice echoed faintly, “Barry!” 

But then the library was gone. 

Barry’s feet hit solid ground, if it could even be called that. He stood in a shifting void, 
surrounded by floating shards of glass, each one reflecting a diƯerent world, a diƯerent 
reality, a diƯerent moment in time. 

In one shard, he saw Central City in ruins, red skies choking the horizon. In another, he saw 
Iris standing alone, clutching an empty Flash suit to her chest, her face streaked with tears. 
Another shard showed Bart, older and worn, standing at the edge of a fractured skyline, 
lightning crackling around him as he stared into the void. 

Each shard carried a weight, pressing against Barry’s chest like stones piled atop him. 

But then, Barry’s gaze was drawn upward, to something impossible. 

Above him loomed a colossal fissure, stretching across an endless sky. Through it, he could 
see pieces of the multiverse spiraling inward, breaking apart and crashing into each other. 
Galaxies colliding, entire realities bleeding together in a cacophony of light and shadow. 

It was the collapse of everything. 

His knees buckled, and he fell to the reflective surface below him. His breath came in 
sharp gasps. 

“No… no, this can’t be happening.” 

But it was happening. And it had already begun. 

The shard in his palm, the one left behind by the Speed Force Echo, flickered weakly, its 
glow dimming. 

“You’re running out of time, Barry Allen.” 



The voice wasn’t loud; it was a whisper. But it carried across the void with perfect clarity. It 
wasn’t the Echo this time, it was something older, something colder. 

Barry’s head snapped up, his blue eyes blazing with determination. 
“No. Not yet.” 

He gripped the shard tightly, focusing on the faint pulse of light within it. Then he ran, 
across the reflective surface of the temporal pocket, his lightning leaving golden cracks in 
its wake. 

Barry snapped back into the Central City Library, gasping for air as if he’d been underwater. 
Wally was crouched next to him, gripping Barry’s shoulder tightly. 

“Barry! Are you… what happened? Where did you go?” 

Barry stared past Wally, his voice trembling with raw urgency. “Wally… it’s not just here. It’s 
not just Central City or Keystone. It’s everything. The entire multiverse… it’s breaking apart.” 

Wally froze, his green eyes wide, his breath sharp in the cold, fractured air of the library. 
Outside, the flickering light from the fissure in the sky cast distorted shadows across the 
cracked marble floor. 

His voice was tight, edged with dread. “Barry… what do we do?” 

Barry rose shakily to his feet, the faint glow of golden lightning dancing across his suit, tiny 
sparks snapping against the floor as if reality itself were struggling to hold him in place. His 
hands trembled at his sides, but when he spoke, his voice was steady, iron wrapped in 
velvet. “We don’t stop, Wally. I don’t stop.” 

Wally took a step closer, his crimson lightning sparking faintly as his voice cracked. “What 
do you mean? Barry, you’re not…” 

Barry met Wally’s gaze, his blue eyes blazing with determination. “I have to go in, Wally. Into 
the Speed Force. Into the fracture to stop this thing.” 

Wally’s breath hitched. “No. Barry, no. We’ll figure this out, we always do. You don’t have to 
do this alone. We can…” 

“This isn’t a fight we can win together.” Barry’s voice cut through Wally’s objections, quiet 
but sharp. “The fracture is spreading. It’s pulling the Speed Force apart, and every second 
we waste, more cracks form in time, in reality. I can feel it, Wally. I can feel the pull in every 
cell of my body. There’s no time left for second-guessing or half-measures.” 



Wally shook his head, his voice rising with desperation. “Barry, stop. Just stop. You can’t…  
You have a family, Barry. You have Iris, and Bart, and all of us. You can’t just… run into 
eternity and leave us behind. What happens to us if you don’t come back?” 

Barry hesitated, his chest rising and falling in sharp breaths. The weight of Wally’s words 
hung in the air between them, heavy and unyielding. When he spoke again, his voice was 
raw, bare, like an open wound. “That’s exactly why I have to do this, Wally. Because of Iris. 
Because of Bart. Because of you.” 

Wally’s jaw tightened, his fists clenched at his sides. “That doesn’t make sense, Barry! 
You’re talking like… like this is goodbye.” 

Barry stepped forward, placing a firm hand on Wally’s shoulder. The glow of golden 
lightning pulsed faintly around them, illuminating their faces in flickering light. “If I don’t do 
this, Wally, there won’t be an Iris. Or a Bart. Or a future for anyone. The fracture isn’t going 
to stop, it’s going to spread until there’s nothing left. No light, no time, no us.” 

Wally’s head dropped slightly, his eyes squeezed shut as his shoulders trembled. When he 
spoke again, his voice was hoarse. “There has to be another way, Barry. There’s always 
another way.” 

Barry shook his head slowly. “Not this time, Wally. This isn’t a rogue or a cosmic warlord we 
can punch into submission. This is… entropy. Decay. A predator that feeds on the lifeblood 
of time itself. And it’s inside my Speed Force, its tied to me.” 

Wally looked up, and for a moment, he wasn’t The Flash. He wasn’t the hero who had 
carried Barry’s mantle in his absence. He was just… Wally. A man who didn’t want to lose 
his mentor, his friend, his family. 

His voice broke. “How am I supposed to tell Iris? How am I supposed to look her in the eyes 
and tell her that you ran into eternity and might never come back?” 

Barry smiled faintly, a sad, small smile that carried the weight of every goodbye he’d ever 
said. “You’ll tell her the truth, Wally. That I did this because I had to. Because if I didn’t, 
everything we love, everything we are, would disappear.” 

Wally shook his head again, but it was slower this time, more defeated. “Promise me, Barry. 
Promise me you’ll try to come back.” 

Barry’s hand tightened slightly on Wally’s shoulder, his voice barely above a whisper. “I’ll 
try, Wally. If there’s a way, any way, I’ll find it. I promise.” 



The two stood there for a moment, surrounded by the flickering distortions of a fractured 
timeline. The weight of finality pressed heavy on the air, every second stretching thin like 
old thread. 

Finally, Barry let go of Wally’s shoulder, stepping back as golden lightning began to gather 
around him, arcs of energy snapping against the library floor. 

Wally watched him, his crimson lightning flickering weakly in comparison. His voice 
cracked one last time. “Barry… don’t get lost out there.” 

Barry nodded, his lips pressed into a tight line. “Take care of them, Wally. Take care of Iris. 
And if… if I can’t come back, make sure they know I did this for them.” 

Wally didn’t respond. He couldn’t. 

With a final look, a moment frozen in the rippling distortion of time, Barry turned away. His 
boots sparked against the marble floor as he took his first step forward, then another, and 
then, he ran. 

Golden lightning erupted from him as he disappeared into the distance, the pulse of the 
Speed Force echoing faintly behind him like the fading ring of a bell. 

Wally stood alone in the shattered library, his crimson lightning flickering faintly in the dim, 
distorted light. The silence was oppressive, heavy with the echoes of words he wished he 
could take back, arguments he wished he’d won. 

He glanced down at his trembling hands, sparks of red energy dancing along his fingertips. 

“Don’t make me regret letting you go, Barry…” The fissure in the sky above them widened 
slightly, its edges pulsing with oily light. Wally clenched his fists, his voice low but steady. 
“If you’re out there… if you can hear me… run fast, Barry. And come home.” 

  



Chapter 5: The Speed Force Unbound 

 

The world stretched thin as Barry Allen ran. His surroundings warped into shimmering 
ribbons of gold and blue light, streaking outward in impossible directions. Time folded over 
itself, moments layering into kaleidoscopic prisms that shattered and reformed with every 
step. There was no ground beneath his feet, only the pulse of the Speed Force, a living, 
breathing current that hummed in every direction. 

He had run here before, into the heart of the Speed Force, but this time felt diƯerent. The 
energy wasn’t just turbulent; it was sick. Colors dimmed as he pressed deeper, golden 
hues tainted with streaks of sickly green and oily black. The pulse of the Speed Force, a 
rhythmic, comforting heartbeat, now sounded irregular, like a fractured metronome 
struggling to keep time. 

Barry pushed forward, his body trembling as the very air became thick with resistance, like 
running through freezing molasses. His breaths came in sharp, ragged gasps as he passed 
through a shimmering membrane of light, and then, everything stopped. 

The infinite speed, the relentless pull… it all vanished. 

He stood in an impossible space, surrounded by monolithic structures of light and shadow. 
They weren’t buildings or shapes in any traditional sense; they were concepts given form. 
They stretched infinitely, each one carved from something older than time itself. The air 
was heavy, vibrating faintly with whispered words spoken in languages Barry’s brain 
couldn’t process. 

And there, suspended in the center of it all, was the Fracture, a wound splitting the Speed 
Force’s core. It pulsed weakly, flickering like a dying star, its edges corroded with inky 
shadows spreading outward in slow, creeping tendrils. 

Barry clenched his fists. “What… what is this?” 

A voice spoke, not in sound, but in feeling, reverberating through every cell in his body. 

From the shadows and light, three forms emerged, each one distinct, each one an 
embodiment of something vast and immeasurable. 

The first was Time, a figure wrapped in flowing ribbons of silver and blue light, its face 
obscured by a shifting mask that displayed countless clock faces, hourglasses, and 
fragmented calendars. Its voice was slow, deliberate, and steady. “Barry Allen. You stand at 
the end and the beginning, where threads unravel and destiny fractures. Time bleeds 
because the loom has been severed.” 



The second was Space, a vast and awe-inspiring figure whose form seemed to stretch 
infinitely in all directions, woven from shifting constellations, swirling nebulae, and 
cascading stardust. Its edges blurred into the void, and within its chest pulsed a singularity, 
a black hole devouring light and matter alike. Its voice was both vast and intimate, carrying 
the weight of the cosmos itself, as if countless stars whispered in unison. “The center 
cannot hold, Flash,” it intoned, its words a steady hum that resonated with the rhythm of 
the universe. “The fabric of existence frays with each step you take. The parasite feeds, 
warping the delicate balance of motion and stillness.” 

The third was Possibility, a swirling mass of golden threads and starlight, flickering like 
candle flames. Its voice was melodic, but filled with endless tension, like a string pulled 
taut. “Every choice, every path, every flicker of light across infinite realities now bends 
toward collapse. Your speed has always been the spark that ignites possibility, Barry Allen. 
But now… the fire is dying.” 

Barry took a step back, his pulse hammering in his ears. “You keep talking about a parasite. 
What… what is it? And how do I stop it?” 

Space’s massive head turned toward him, stone grinding against stone as it spoke. 
“It is called the Chronarch, it is a servant of Entrophy. A predator born in the void between 
moments. It was never meant to exist, it is outside time, beyond purpose. And yet, it feeds. 
Every fractured second, every loop, every skipped beat, it consumes them, growing 
stronger while your Speed Force grows weaker.” 

Time extended a ribbon-like hand, pointing toward the fracture in the distance. 
“The Chronarch nests within the wound, burrowing deeper, feeding on every pulse of 
energy the Speed Force releases. It is a parasite, Barry Allen. And it will not stop until the 
pulse goes silent… forever.” 

Barry’s breath came in sharp gasps as he stared at the wound in the distance, the tendrils 
of black energy spreading like spiderweb cracks across golden glass. “Then tell me how to 
stop it. Tell me how to fix this.” 

Possibility stepped forward, its swirling form brightening as it spoke. “The wound cannot be 
stitched. The fracture cannot be patched. The only way to stop the Chronarch is to become 
something more, to act not as a runner in the storm, but as the anchor that holds the storm 
at bay.” 

Time’s ribboned form floated closer, its voice carrying a mournful weight. “Barry Allen, you 
must become The Speed Eternal, a living conduit between the Speed Force and the fabric 
of reality. A bridge across which time, motion, and possibility may flow freely. You must 
become the pulse that keeps the Speed Force alive.” 



Barry’s heart froze. His voice was barely a whisper. “And… what happens to me? To Barry 
Allen?” 

Space let out a deep rumble, its form shedding small nebula and stars as it shifted. “There 
is no returning from this path, Flash. No home. No Iris. No family. To become The Speed 
Eternal is to surrender your mortality. You will exist in every moment, across every timeline, 
but you will never truly be in any of them.” 

The weight of their words crashed down on Barry, and for a moment, he couldn’t breathe. 
The images of Iris, Wally, and Bart filled his mind, their faces, their laughter, their love. The 
life he had built, the moments he still hoped to share. 

But behind those memories loomed the fracture, the dying pulse, the spreading tendrils of 
black energy. 

Time will die if I don’t do this. All of it. 

He clenched his fists, golden sparks crackling around him. “Then show me how. Show me 
what I need to do.” 

Possibility’s light flared brightly, swirling upward in radiant spirals. “The choice is made. But 
your path will not be easy. The Chronarch will sense you coming, Barry Allen. It will fight. 
And it will devour you if you falter.” 

Space stepped back into the shadows, fading into a vast expanse. “Run, Flash. Run not 
toward victory, but toward eternity.” 

Time’s final words came as a whisper carried on the current. “We are with you, Barry Allen. 
But this race… this race is yours alone.” 

Barry turned toward the distant wound in the Speed Force, and it breathed, a deep, 
shuddering exhale that rattled his ribs and set his teeth on edge. The jagged edges of the 
fracture pulsed weakly, their glow fading in and out like the dying light of a sun on the verge 
of collapse. Black tendrils, oily, writhing, alive, snaked outward from its core, weaving 
through the golden currents of the Speed Force like parasites burrowing into flesh. 

The air vibrated around him, thick with static and entropy, every particle charged with a 
desperate energy that pulled at his muscles, his skin, his soul. His chest tightened, and the 
weight of what lay ahead pressed down on him like an avalanche. Every instinct screamed 
at him to stop, to turn back, to run away. 

But Barry Allen didn’t stop. He couldn’t stop. 



Golden lightning crackled violently along the seams of his suit, arcing from his fingertips 
and splitting the shattered ground beneath him. Each breath was sharp and deliberate, his 
lungs filling with something that wasn’t quite air, something raw, electric, and ancient. His 
boots hovered an inch above the fractured surface, golden sparks spiraling out beneath 
them like miniature stars being born and dying in rapid succession. 

He took the first step forward, and the wound answered, in the distance it howled, a 
soundless scream reverberating across the infinite expanse of the Speed Force. The black 
tendrils surged toward him, their oily surface shimmering with sickly green veins that 
pulsed with malignant hunger. 

Barry’s eyes narrowed; his jaw set tight. 

Then… he ran. 

It wasn’t the frantic, desperate sprint of survival. It wasn’t the reckless charge of someone 
with nothing to lose. No… this was something else. 

It was deliberate. It was unstoppable. 

Every step was a hammer blow against the fragile fabric of reality, each footfall splitting the 
golden ground into a fractal mosaic of molten light. His speed pulled the golden streams of 
the Speed Force into a vortex around him, a maelstrom of glowing energy that carved a path 
straight into the heart of the wound. 

Time began to fracture around him, shards of frozen moments flashing past him like jagged 
glass. A sunrise paused mid-crest, shadows stretching unnaturally across the sky. A child’s 
laugh frozen in crystalline perfection. Entire lifetimes reduced to floating motes of flickering 
light, caught in the relentless tide of his speed. 

The wound loomed larger now, a churning maw of darkness and decay, its jagged edges 
gnashing together like teeth in the mouth of some cosmic predator. The black tendrils 
reached out to meet him, writhing and snapping, their tips tipped with shards of void-like 
ice. 

One brushed against his shoulder, it was cold, impossibly cold, so cold it burned. His suit 
smoldered where it touched, golden energy sizzling against the void’s hunger. But he didn’t 
slow down. 

Barry ran faster. 

The wound widened in anticipation, pulling at him with a gravitational force that felt like it 
could tear the atoms from his body. The air turned to liquid glass around him, his motion 
distorting the space behind him into a spiraling helix of golden and black light. 



Somewhere deep within the fracture, he felt it, a presence. A monstrous, ancient hunger 
that was aware of him now. It stirred, its shadowy mass shifting in the darkness, two great 
luminous eyes snapping open like collapsing stars. 

The Chronarch was awake. 

The wound rippled, its edges shuddering as the tendrils pulled inward, folding reality into 
itself. It was trying to devour him, to pull him into the endless dark where time and light no 
longer existed. 

Barry clenched his fists, golden lightning exploding outward from his form in a shockwave 
of radiant fury. His voice was a whisper lost to the roar of eternity: “Not today.” 

The final gap closed between him and the wound. The fracture’s edge was upon him now, 
and the shadows surged forward like a tidal wave of ink and venom. 

But Barry didn’t flinch. 

With one final, explosive burst of speed, he leaped into the wound. 

For the briefest moment, there was silence. 

And then… nothing. 

No light. No sound. No breath. 

Just infinite blackness. 

Barry Allen… The Flash… had crossed the event horizon into eternity. 

And somewhere deep inside the wound, the Chronarch waited. 

  



Chapter 6: Conversations with Time 

 

Barry was falling. 

Endlessly, weightlessly, through an expanse that defied description. The Speed Force 
wasn’t a place, it wasn’t even a state. It was everything and nothing at once, an eternal sea 
of light and shadow threaded with infinite strands of golden lightning. The darkness was 
alive, curling and reaching for him like skeletal fingers. The golden currents surged in 
pulses, like the heartbeat of a dying god. 

His body felt stretched thin, his atoms pulled in every direction, yet his mind was clear. He 
wasn’t sure if he was still breathing or if he even needed to breathe anymore. 

Then he stopped. 

It wasn’t a gentle stop, it was a sudden stillness, like being snapped into existence mid-
step. The void around him had changed, coalescing into something… stable. A plain of 
cracked glass stretched beneath his feet, glowing faintly with golden light. The air vibrated 
with whispers, so many whispers, each one a faint thread pulling at his mind. 

He wasn’t alone. 

A figure stepped forward from the golden mist. His form was familiar, the crimson and gold 
suit, the helmet with silver wings, the steady, confident posture. 

Jay Garrick. The first Flash. 

Barry’s throat tightened. “Jay…” 

Jay smiled, warm but weary, his kind eyes carrying the weight of endless roads run. “Barry. 
You’ve come further than anyone ever should. But you’re not done yet, are you?” 

Barry’s hands trembled. “Jay… I don’t know if I can do this. If I can,” 

Jay raised a hand, silencing him gently. “You’re not here to doubt yourself, son. You’re here 
to see.” 

Jay gestured outward, and the golden mist swirled, folding inward, forming visions 
suspended in the air like panels from a shattered comic book. 

 

Barry saw himself, suspended in a vast expanse of twilight, a figure made of raw, radiant 
light. His body had become something beyond flesh, beyond bone; it was an amalgamation 



of pure golden energy, pulsing with an ancient rhythm that matched the trembling 
heartbeat of the Speed Force. Streaks of white-hot lightning coursed through his form, 
tracing patterns like rivers of molten light running through cracks in glass. 

He floated above a fractured skyline, a world clinging desperately to survival, held together 
by impossibly thin threads of glowing golden lightning. Entire cities hung suspended in the 
air, their foundations crumbling yet frozen in place, caught in a stasis so fragile it felt like a 
single breath could break them apart. Skyscrapers leaned precariously over chasms that 
stretched endlessly into the void below, their glass surfaces reflecting Barry's radiant form 
like a kaleidoscope of broken mirrors. 

Rivers did not flow anymore, they twisted upward, spiraling into the sky like liquid ribbons 
of sapphire and silver, defying gravity, reason, and physics. The stars above flickered 
erratically, some pulsing like the last beats of dying hearts, others flaring briefly before 
vanishing into the vast ink of the cosmos. 

But somehow, it was intact. The world had not collapsed, not shattered into the entropy he 
had feared. It was saved, fragile and flickering, but saved nonetheless. 

Yet there was something terrible about it. 

Barry’s face, if it could still be called that, was expressionless, his once-bright blue eyes 
now hollow pits of light, glowing faintly but empty. His lips moved, whispering words that 
vibrated through the air, syllables heavy with a language that no mortal ear could 
comprehend. Each word seemed to ripple outward, reinforcing the fragile golden threads 
holding the world together, maintaining the stasis with every reverberation. 

But those words were not spoken with feeling. They were spoken like a command issued by 
the universe itself, a binding force that required his existence to perpetuate. 

Far below him, in the flickering remains of Central City, Iris stood amidst the fractured 
ruins, her hair whipping around her face in ethereal gusts of wind. Her voice rose in a 
desperate call that shattered the quiet stillness. 
“Barry!” 

Her hands were outstretched, trembling, reaching upward, her face streaked with tears and 
illuminated by the faint golden glow of Barry’s form. Her voice cracked as she called his 
name again and again, her words breaking apart in the hollow vastness between them. 

But Barry… he didn’t turn. 

He couldn’t. 



His form hovered motionless, suspended in eternity, his empty eyes staring straight ahead 
into infinity. His lips kept moving, his whispers unbroken. He wasn’t Barry Allen anymore. 
He wasn’t even The Flash. 

He was The Speed Eternal, a being of light, a conduit for the flow of time and energy, an 
anchor against entropy itself. 

The gulf between them was infinite, not just in distance but in essence. Barry was no longer 
of this world. He was a piece of it, a cog in the grand machine keeping the universe turning. 

His humanity, his love, his laughter, his pain, was gone. 

And in that silence, the horror of it set in. 

Iris kept reaching. She kept calling. But Barry didn’t move. He didn’t feel. He simply… 
existed. 

Then, with a sound like shattering glass, the vision collapsed inward. 

The cities, the rivers, the stars, all fragmented into a billion shards of golden light that 
scattered outward, fading into the void. The hum of the Speed Force resonated softly, like 
the faint toll of a distant bell. 

Barry stumbled back, his breath sharp and ragged. His chest heaved as if he had been 
holding his breath underwater for hours. His hands were trembling, faint golden sparks 
dancing between his fingers. 

Behind him, Jay Garrick’s voice cut through the silence, soft but heavy with meaning. “You 
save them, Barry. But you lose yourself. The man fades. The Flash remains.” 

Barry’s head hung low, his shoulders trembling under the weight of that truth. 

Because for all his speed, for all his sacrifice, this was a race he couldn’t win without losing 
everything that made him who he was. 

 

The mist curled inward, folding and twisting like an ethereal curtain being drawn back. The 
golden light dimmed, replaced by a suƯocating darkness, thick, heavy, and absolute. The 
air carried the stench of burnt ozone, ash, and something chemical, something wrong. 

Then the image crystallized. 

Central City lay in ruins. 



The skyline, once proud and gleaming, was a silhouette of agony, jagged towers twisted 
into grotesque spirals, their steel frames bent as if by enormous, invisible hands. Molten 
rivers of golden energy coursed through the cracked earth, glowing with a feverish intensity. 
They pulsed, alive and angry, cutting across the city like molten veins through fractured 
stone. 

The streets were a mosaic of stillness and horror. 

Thousands of people, men, women, children, were frozen mid-scream, their faces 
contorted in expressions of pure terror. Their bodies had become crystalline ash, fine and 
fragile, glittering faintly in the glow of the molten rivers. A single breath would have been 
enough to scatter them like dust in the wind. 

Windows had melted into viscous puddles, hardening into jagged shapes. Cars sat rusted 
and fused into the pavement, their exteriors warped like they had been dipped into acid. 
Above it all, the sky was black, not the peaceful black of night, but an absence, a void so 
deep it felt like staring into the mouth of something ancient and insatiable. 

And then… there was Iris. 

She stood in the center of the devastation, her figure illuminated by the flickering golden 
light reflecting oƯ the molten rivers. Her clothes were torn, streaked with ash and blood, 
her face streaked with tears cutting trails through the grime smeared across her cheeks. In 
her trembling hands, she clutched Wally’s tattered suit, the iconic lightning bolt emblem 
scorched and peeling away. 

Her shoulders shook as silent sobs wracked her frame. Her lips moved, Barry, Barry, Barry, 
but no sound came out. 

Just a few feet away, Bart Allen’s shattered goggles lay in the dust, the once-clear lenses 
now cracked and smeared with streaks of dark crimson. 

Everywhere Barry looked, time was dead. There was no flow, no motion, just frozen 
devastation, a snapshot of the final moment before everything was gone. 

Above Iris, the fissure in the sky yawned wider, its jagged edges pulsing weakly as oily 
tendrils stretched downward, caressing the ruins below like the fingers of some cosmic 
predator. It was feeding, pulling fragments of reality into its bottomless maw. 

And then, Barry saw himself. 

He was standing mere feet from Iris, his suit torn, lightning bleeding from cracks along his 
body like glowing fissures in fragile porcelain. His face was frozen in an expression of pure 
terror, his mouth open mid-shout, his eyes wide, wild, and desperate. 



One hand was outstretched, reaching for her. The other was clutching a shard of golden 
light, flickering weakly in his palm. 

But he was still. Frozen. Helpless. 

His body was rigid, unmoving, locked in that final, horrible moment as Iris turned toward 
him, their eyes meeting through the thin veil of smoke and ruin. 

They would never reach each other. 

The silence was deafening. No wind. No movement. Just stillness. 

The fissure pulsed again, and a faint sound, like the dying echo of a heartbeat, rippled 
through the scene before everything shattered into light. 

The mist coiled around Barry once more as the vision collapsed inward, shards of the 
ruined city folding into glowing splinters before fading into nothing. 

Barry stumbled backward, his chest heaving, his gloved hands clutching at the space 
where his heart was hammering in frantic, panicked beats. His mouth was open, but no 
words came, only sharp, gasping breaths. 

Jay Garrick’s voice cut through the silence, trembling with a weight Barry had never heard 
before. 

“You stay with them, Barry. You hold on. But the cost… the cost is everything.” 

Barry squeezed his eyes shut, but the image wouldn’t leave him. Iris’s tear-streaked face. 
His own frozen hand reaching for her. Bart’s shattered goggles in the dust. 

His voice came out hoarse, barely a whisper. “No… no, there has to be another way. There 
has to be…” 

But deep down, in the pit of his chest, he knew the truth. 

There was no other way. 

The fracture couldn’t be ignored, couldn’t be bargained with. If he stayed, if he held on, this 
was the future that awaited them all. And he couldn’t let that happen. 

Even if it meant letting go of everything. 

Even if it meant becoming something else entirely. 

Even if it meant losing himself. 



Somewhere in the distance, the faint pulse of the Speed Force called to him, a slow, fading 
heartbeat urging him forward. 

And Barry Allen, The Flash, opened his eyes, his vision still swimming with golden light and 
flickering shadows. 

His choice was clear. 

But the cost would be everything. 

The visions faded, leaving Barry trembling, his breaths sharp and ragged. The mist began to 
shift again, forming more figures, each one stepping forward, their forms illuminated by 
faint golden light. 

Wally West, his suit glowing faintly with crimson lightning, his eyes fierce with loyalty. Bart 
Allen (Impulse), jittery and wide-eyed, but with a rare stillness in his expression. Jesse 
Quick, calm and sharp, her arms crossed over her chest. Max Mercury, ancient and wise, 
his posture still and unyielding. And finally, Reverse-Flash (Eobard Thawne), a twisted smirk 
on his face, his golden eyes glowing like molten embers. 

They weren’t real. Barry could feel it, they were the Speed Force itself, using faces he knew, 
voices he trusted (and despised), to speak to him. 

Wally stepped forward, his crimson lightning crackling softly. “Barry, you’ve carried this 
weight alone for so long. But this choice… this isn’t something we can help you with.” 

Bart’s voice was softer than usual. “You always said we had to make the hard calls because 
no one else could. Is this one of those times, Uncle Barry?” 

Jesse Quick folded her arms. “Every hero faces a moment where they have to choose 
between the world and themselves. This is yours, Barry.” 

Max Mercury’s voice carried the weight of countless generations. “The choice isn’t just 
between sacrifice and survival. It’s between existing and becoming.” 

Reverse-Flash stepped closer, his smirk fading slightly, replaced by something closer to… 
understanding. “Isn’t this what you wanted, Barry? To save everyone? To always be fast 
enough? Well, here’s your chance.” 

Barry turned away from them, clenching his fists so tightly his knuckles turned white. 
Lightning, wild, unstable lightning, crackled around his body. “You’re all telling me the same 
thing. That I can’t have both. I can’t have my family and fix this.” 

Jay’s voice cut through the tension, gentle but unyielding. “Because you can’t, son. The 
truth is cruel, but it’s honest. If you ascend, if you become The Speed Eternal, you leave 



behind the man who loved Iris, who laughed with Wally, who guided Bart. You become 
something else.” 

Barry’s breath hitched as tears welled in his eyes. “But they’re why I’m doing this. They’re 
why I run.” 

Max Mercury nodded slowly. “Then honor them, Barry. Honor them by making the choice 
only you can make.” 

The others began to fade into the mist, their forms dissolving into streaks of golden energy. 

Only Jay remained, his hand on Barry’s shoulder. “No matter what happens next, Barry, 
you’re still The Flash. And the world, all worlds, will know your name because of what you 
choose here.” 

Barry stood alone in the endless golden mist, the fracture in the distance still pulsing like 
an infected wound in the heart of eternity. 

His heart ached with the weight of love and loss, of hope and sacrifice. 

He spoke aloud, his voice steady despite the tears streaking his cheeks. “I can’t hold onto 
both. I have to let go. I have to run, not away, but through. For them. For Iris. For Wally. For 
Bart. For everyone.” 

Golden lightning exploded outward from his body, illuminating the void, stitching fractured 
cracks back together, if only briefly. 

Barry Allen, the man, took a breath. 

And The Flash ran toward destiny but not before saying goodbye. 

  



Chapter 7: The Breaking Point 

 

Barry Allen crashed back into reality like a lightning bolt striking glass. His body slammed 
into solid ground, sending cracks spiderwebbing across the asphalt of an empty Keystone 
City street. Golden lightning crackled violently across his suit, dancing along his fingertips 
before sputtering into faint sparks. 

His chest heaved as he gasped for air, his lungs burning as though he’d been holding his 
breath across infinite eternities. The weight of his visions, the radiant ascension, the 
horrific collapse, pressed against his chest, each breath sharp and painful. 

The world around him was wrong. 

Time had begun to fracture outward in great tidal waves from the sky. Buildings flickered, 
whole sections stuttering, dissolving into static before reappearing in distorted shapes. 
Cars froze mid-turn, their tires suspended inches above the asphalt. People stood 
motionless on the sidewalks, faces frozen in half-spoken words, some mid-laugh, others 
mid-scream. 

Above it all, the wound in the sky yawned wider, its jagged edges bleeding oily black 
shadows downward in great threads of consuming nothingness. The edges of the fracture 
crackled with lightning, sickly green and violent gold, spilling outward like cosmic veins 
bursting open. 

The Speed Force was dying. And reality was following. 

Barry pushed himself up onto shaking legs, his body trembling as lightning twitched along 
his arms. His voice cracked as he whispered, more to himself than anyone else. 
“I’m running out of time.” 

In the distance, a sound split the air, a wailing scream of distorted reality, followed by an 
explosion of gold and green energy rising into the sky from downtown Keystone. 

The Chronarch was here. 

Barry didn’t waste time. His golden streak cut through the frozen streets of Keystone City, 
blurring past distorted faces and crumbling buildings until he reached S.T.A.R. Labs, the 
one place that still felt real. 

Inside, the lab’s emergency lights flickered. The distant hum of generators and alarms 
vibrated through the air. In the center of the control room, Iris, Wally, and Bart stood 
waiting. Their faces were etched with fear, but also resolve. 



When Barry stepped into the room, Iris rushed to him, her hands cupping his face as her 
wide, tear-streaked eyes searched his. 
“Barry! Oh, thank God. Are you okay? What happened out there?” 

Barry hesitated, his lips trembling as he reached up to gently hold her hands. His eyes 
glistened, the weight of what he had seen, the choice he had to make, bearing down on 
him. “Iris… I need to tell you something.” 

Wally and Bart exchanged a glance, their crimson and white suits crackling faintly with 
energy as the static hum of time fracturing crept into the room. 

Barry took a sharp breath, his voice low, steady, but thick with emotion. “I’ve seen it, Iris. 
The end. The fracture isn’t going to stop, it’s spreading, feeding, consuming everything. If I 
don’t stop it, it’ll tear this world, and every world, apart.” 

Iris’s hands trembled against his cheeks. “Barry… no. Please. Don’t say this.” 

He gently pulled her hands away, his own trembling as they intertwined with hers. “I have to 
go into the fracture, Iris. Deep into the core. And I have to become something else. 
Something more than Barry Allen. More than The Flash. I have to become the thing that 
holds it all together.” 

A sob escaped her lips as she shook her head. “No. There has to be another way. There’s 
always another way.” 

Wally stepped forward, his voice thick with anger and grief. “Barry, stop. Don’t do this. Don’t 
leave us.” 

Bart’s voice was small, trembling, his hands fidgeting at his sides. “You’re supposed to 
come back. You always come back.” 

Barry turned to them, his voice breaking. “I want to. God, I want to come back. But this… 
this isn’t a fight I can win and walk away from. If I don’t do this, if I don’t stop it, there won’t 
be a future. Not for Iris. Not for you. Not for anyone.” 

His blue eyes met Iris’s, his voice soft. “Wally, Bart… you have to protect this city. Protect 
each other. And Iris, tell her… tell her I love her. Always.” 

Iris’s knees buckled slightly, but Barry caught her, pulling her into a tight embrace. His voice 
trembled against her ear. “I’ll try, Iris. I’ll try to come home. But if I can’t… know that I did 
this for you. For all of you.” 

He kissed her forehead gently, his tears mixing with hers as he stepped back. 



For a moment, no one spoke. The air in the control room was heavy with grief, with love, 
with the fragile weight of finality. Barry’s golden lightning flickered faintly along his suit, the 
energy around him subdued, as if the Speed Force itself understood the gravity of what was 
coming. 

And then… the building shook. 

The faint hum of alarms blared through the lab as overhead lights flickered wildly. The sky 
outside turned an unnatural shade of green and black, a vortex of fractured energy swirling 
above Keystone City. The sound of shattered glass and tortured metal echoed through the 
city, carried on the howling wind as the very fabric of reality twisted and folded into 
impossible shapes. 

But before Barry could move, before he could take that first step onto the roof to confront 
the storm, a faint golden glow filled the room. It wasn’t the frenetic crackle of the Speed 
Force; this light was warm, celestial, carrying the faint scent of myrrh and ozone. 

A voice, clear and resolute, spoke through the chaos. 

“Barry Allen. Hold a moment.” 

She stepped forward from the light, her radiant wings unfurling with a soft hum, each 
feather glowing with a light more eternal than any star. Diana of Themyscira, now the 
Goddess of Creation, stood before him, her celestial armor shimmering in waves of gold 
and pure white. Her halo glowed above her brow, ancient symbols flickering across its 
surface like whispered secrets of the cosmos. 

Barry froze, his blue eyes wide. “Diana…? I don’t have time for this, I have to go.” 

She stepped closer, her armored boots silent against the lab floor, her presence bending 
the air around her. Her voice was both gentle and unyielding, carrying the weight of both 
friendship and divinity. “I know. You’ve made your choice, Barry. You’ve chosen sacrifice, 
and with it, a burden no mortal should bear. Your path will take you to places where light 
cannot reach, through realms beyond gods, beyond universes, and into the heart of eternity 
itself.” 

Barry swallowed hard, his throat tight as he tried to speak. “I,I have to do this, Diana. 
There’s no other way.” 

She nodded solemnly. “I understand and that’s why I’m here. You may carry the Speed 
Force, Barry Allen, but where you’re going, even that might not be enough.” 

From her palm, a shard of pure light appeared, a fragment of divine energy, radiant and 
alive. It hovered just above her hand, pulsing with a steady, rhythmic glow. It wasn’t harsh 



or violent; it was calm, patient, the heartbeat of creation itself. “This is a spark of my 
essence, a fragment of the divinity I now carry. It will not make you invincible, nor will it 
guarantee victory. But it will shield you from the hungering dark, from the entropy that lies 
beyond the cracks in reality. It will allow you to endure.” 

Barry hesitated for only a moment before extending his hand. The shard lifted from Diana’s 
palm, drifting gently until it rested just above his chest. He felt its warmth, its power, as it 
pressed against him, passing through his suit, through his skin, and into his very being. 

The energy spread outward, threads of golden light weaving into his form, merging with the 
lightning that coursed through his veins. For a brief moment, Barry glowed like a star, his 
outline blurring as divine light and Speed Force energy intertwined. 

His breathing steadied. His fear, the gnawing dread at the edges of his mind, faded slightly, 
replaced by clarity and resolve. 

Diana smiled faintly, though her eyes shimmered with an unspoken sorrow. “May this spark 
guide you through the dark, Barry. And may you find your way back to us.” 

She stepped back, her wings folding gently around her before they spread wide once more. 
With one final glance, one final faint smile, she ascended into the golden light, her form 
dissolving into radiant strands of energy that faded into the flickering overhead lights. 

For a heartbeat, the lab was silent again. 

Barry placed a hand over his chest, feeling the faint pulse of the divine spark that now 
resided within him. His voice was low, a whisper carried on trembling breath. 
“Thank you, Diana.” 

And then, outside, the sky screamed. 

 

The sky outside turned an unnatural shade of green and black as the sound of shattered 
glass and tortured metal echoed through the city. The streets below twisted and folded into 
themselves as time stuttered and bled in chaotic bursts. 

Buildings contorted into spiraling, impossible shapes. People froze mid-motion, their faces 
locked in silent terror as time unraveled around them. The fracture in the sky pulsed and 
yawned wider, spilling oily shadows that dripped downward like molten tar. 

And then… it arrived. 

The Chronarch emerged from the vortex, its skeletal form cloaked in shifting black armor, 
veins of sickly green lightning coursing along its body. Its head was smooth and featureless, 



save for two burning emerald slits where eyes should have been, cold, hungry, and filled 
with endless, consuming purpose. 

Its voice vibrated across Keystone City, resonating through every molecule of matter, every 
frozen moment in time. “Barry Allen. The final spark of the Speed Force. The final ember 
before darkness. Your time ends now.” 

From its elongated hands, tendrils of black and green energy erupted, twisting downward, 
wrapping around buildings, shattering streets, and freezing everything they touched in a 
temporal stasis. 

On the roof of S.T.A.R. Labs, Barry stood silhouetted against the chaos, golden lightning 
crackling wildly around him, his suit glowing faintly with the divine spark Diana had given 
him. 

His blue eyes locked onto the burning gaze of The Chronarch, and his voice, low, firm, 
unyielding, cut through the wail of fractured time. “You don’t belong here. This isn’t your 
world. And I won’t let you take it.” 

The Chronarch tilted its head, shadows coiling and writhing behind it like smoke given 
malicious intent. 

Barry turned back to the doorway behind him, where Iris, Wally, and Bart still stood. His 
voice was sharp, filled with command. “Get everyone out. Now. I’ll hold him back as long 
as I can.” 

Wally hesitated, but Bart pulled him back. Iris met Barry’s gaze one last time, her face 
streaked with tears and shadowed by grief. 

The building shook again as The Chronarch unleashed another wave of temporal chaos. 

Barry turned back to face the looming nightmare, golden and divine lightning pouring oƯ 
him like a blazing star. 

His voice was a whisper carried on the electric storm. 
“One last run.” 

And then, he ran. 

Golden lightning erupted from him as he streaked forward, a comet blazing against the 
backdrop of unraveling eternity. 

The Chronarch rose to meet him, tendrils of shadow and time distortion whipping outward 
in chaotic arcs. 



The two forces collided in the heart of Keystone City, and the sky, the very fabric of reality, 
shuddered under the weight of their clash. 

  



Chapter 8: The Final Run 

 

The world around Barry was unraveling, an intricate tapestry torn to shreds. 

Keystone City’s skyline twisted like a nightmare made real, buildings spiraled upward into 
the void, stretching into distorted infinities before shattering into frozen shards of glass and 
stone. The ground quaked and splintered beneath him, rupturing into jagged chasms that 
bled with lightless energy. Above, the sky boiled with chaos, a monstrous expanse of 
blackened void where stars once lived, now consumed by the wound in reality. The fissure 
spread like a ravenous infection, black tendrils writhing outward, clawing through the fabric 
of existence, devouring everything they touched. 

At the heart of this apocalyptic storm loomed The Chronarch, a colossus of destruction, a 
nightmare given form. Its towering frame was sheathed in shifting plates of obsidian armor, 
each surface etched with veins of sickly green lightning that pulsed like the heartbeat of 
some ancient, malevolent force. Its face, smooth and mask-like, was devoid of emotion, an 
unfeeling monument of death, with two searing emerald slits for eyes that glowed with a 
hunger so vast, so consuming, it seemed to devour time, space, and meaning itself. 

Barry stood firm, a beacon of defiance amidst the maelstrom. Golden lightning cascaded 
oƯ him in ferocious waves, each arc searing through the corrupted air and cracking against 
the distorted asphalt beneath his feet. The divine spark gifted by Diana pulsed within his 
chest, a fragile, celestial ember, but even its radiant warmth felt faint and delicate under 
the crushing weight of the void. 

The Chronarch raised its jagged, clawed hand, the air around it bending and tearing as time 
itself warped under its command. Shards of moments, frozen laughter, flickering sunsets, 
and forgotten embraces, fractured from its fingertips and dissolved into nothingness. Its 
voice erupted through the storm, a harrowing symphony of grinding metal, guttural echoes, 
and a thousand broken screams woven into one. 

“Barry Allen,” it thundered, each word vibrating through the crumbling remnants of reality. 
“You cannot stop me. This universe will unravel. You are but a fleeting spark against the tide 
of infinite entropy. Your run ends here.” 

Barry’s breath was steady, his chest heaving in measured rhythm as the storm howled 
around him. His blue eyes blazed faintly with golden light, and his voice, sharp and 
resolute, pierced through the cacophony like a blade. 

“Then I’ll run faster.” 



The Chronarch surged forward, a towering specter of shadow and distortion. Tendrils of 
living darkness snapped toward Barry, each one twisting with the crushing force of 
collapsed timelines. The air groaned under the weight of its assault, the very fabric of 
existence tearing in its wake. 

But Barry was already in motion. 

He exploded into a golden storm, the world behind him igniting in a blaze of crackling 
energy that tore through the fissures and pushed back the encroaching void. The ground 
fractured beneath his first step, time bending and splintering as he accelerated past the 
limits of comprehension. 

And so began the final chase, a race through the end of everything, where time itself would 
decide its victor. 

Barry exploded forward, a comet of golden lightning tearing the fractured sky asunder. Each 
footfall detonated against the frozen pavement, sending cascading ripples of raw energy 
outward, splintering reality in his wake. Behind him, The Chronarch gave chase, its 
grotesque limbs slicing eƯortlessly through crumbling timelines and shattered dimensions, 
each step a seismic ripple through existence. 

The pursuit roared through chaotic landscapes where time had forgotten its rules: 

 A battlefield caught in an eternal moment, soldiers frozen mid-charge, blades 
suspended mid-swing, their war cries trapped in soundless agony. 

 A colossal ocean, its waves towering like mountains of sapphire and silver, glittering 
as they hung in stillness above shattered ships locked in crystal eternity. 

 A cityscape reduced to madness, buildings spiraling into Escher-like impossibilities, 
staircases leading nowhere, streets folding into skies. 

Reality buckled and stuttered, shards of overlapping moments colliding and fracturing, 
fragments of time looping and unraveling in an endless cacophony of chaos. 

The Chronarch surged forward with terrifying grace, its tendrils of green and black energy 
lashing out like serpents of void. Entire sections of space and time froze beneath its touch, 
trapped in swirling vortexes that dissolved into nothingness. Barry darted and weaved 
through the onslaught, his golden streak slicing through the storm of destruction, barely a 
step ahead of the unraveling tide. 

But the toll was mounting. 



The familiar hum of the Speed Force, the rhythmic pulse that had always been his anchor, 
was fading, dimming with every step. His lightning, once blinding and vibrant, now flickered 
like a dying flame. Each stride felt heavier, his muscles burning, his breath ragged. 

Barry’s mind raced faster than his feet, scrambling for answers as the horizon loomed 
ahead. The fracture was there, a monstrous, pulsing wound at the edge of everything. It 
yawned wide, devouring reality in waves of consuming darkness. 

The Chronarch's voice echoed through the broken world, a thunderous cacophony of 
malice and inevitability. “You cannot outrun entropy, Barry Allen. The Speed Force is dying, 
and with it… so will you.” 

But Barry didn’t slow. He clenched his fists, lightning flaring brighter for a fleeting moment 
as his jaw tightened in defiance. His voice carried through the chaos, resolute and burning 
with the spark of hope. 

“Then I’ll outrun eternity.” 

With every ounce of strength he had left, Barry surged toward the fracture, golden lightning 
erupting from him in a final, desperate blaze that set the collapsing multiverse alight. This 
wasn’t just a race, it was a battle for existence itself. 

Amid the chaos, as Barry leapt from one broken moment to another, a gentle light bloomed 
against the storm, a soft, golden glow that cut through the darkness like a whisper of dawn. 

Time stilled. 

The fractured timelines around him froze, fragments of reality suspended in fragile stillness. 
The golden lightning coursing around Barry dimmed as he landed on a solitary shard of 
solid ground, a lonely fragment adrift in the void. The silence was deafening, the weight of 
the storm pressing against the edges of this fragile sanctuary. 

In the glow of the light, she appeared. 

Diana. 

Not as the goddess draped in celestial armor, radiant and untouchable, but as a flickering 
echo, a fragment of the divine spark she had given him. Her wings, once resplendent with 
unyielding light, were translucent now, their brilliance dim and wavering like candlelight in a 
storm. 

Barry’s knees buckled slightly as the momentum left him. His breaths came in ragged 
bursts, his chest rising and falling under the strain of his fading strength. His voice cracked 
when he spoke. 



“Diana…” 

Her expression was kind, but her eyes carried the weight of eternity, a sadness that saw 
every choice he had ever made and every sacrifice yet to come. 

“Barry…” she said softly, her voice a melody of warmth and resolve. “You’re so close. But 
you must keep running.” 

Barry’s hands curled into fists at his sides, the trembling of his body betraying the storm 
within. 

“I’m losing it,” he said, his voice edged with desperation. “The Speed Force, it’s dying. I can 
feel it unraveling. Every step is heavier. Every breath feels like it might be my last.” 

Diana stepped forward, her presence shimmering faintly with each movement. She 
reached out, her hand hovering just over Barry’s chest, where the faint glow of her divine 
spark pulsed weakly beneath his suit. 

“You still carry the light, Barry,” she said, her voice steady and unyielding. “From the Speed 
Force. From me. But more than that, you carry hope. And hope is what will guide you 
through the darkness. Through the hunger. Through the end.” 

Barry’s voice trembled, raw with doubt. 

“What if I fail? What if I’m not fast enough?” 

Diana’s smile was faint, yet it held the strength of a thousand battles won. Her golden halo 
flickered softly, like a dying ember refusing to extinguish. 

“Then you fall running, Barry Allen,” she said. “But you won’t fail. Because you’re The Flash. 
And you were born to run.” 

A surge of warmth ignited within Barry’s chest as the spark flared brighter, spreading 
through him like a tide of light. The golden lightning in his veins surged with renewed 
intensity, the air around him vibrating with a resonance that felt both ancient and infinite. 

Diana began to fade, her form dissolving into shimmering strands of golden light that wove 
themselves into the storm. Yet her voice lingered, a steady echo that refused to be 
silenced. 

“Run, Barry. Run to the end, and beyond.” 

And then she was gone, her presence etched into the lightning that now burned brighter in 
Barry’s soul. 



He stood there for a moment, the silence pressing against him, before the crackle of golden 
energy erupted around him once more. His eyes narrowed, his resolve unshakable. 

Barry Allen took a deep breath, then pushed oƯ, the void trembling under the force of his 
step. 

And he ran, not away from the darkness, but through it, chasing the light to the very edge of 
existence. 

Barry’s eyes snapped open, blazing with an unrelenting golden light as arcs of lightning 
erupted violently across his body, crackling through the broken air. His exhaustion clung to 
him like lead, his fear whispered at the edges of his mind, but they were drowned beneath a 
surge of something far greater. 

Resolve. 

He straightened, his chest rising with steady, deliberate breaths as the storm around him 
churned. Ahead, The Chronarch loomed like an apocalyptic sentinel atop a fractured tower 
of frozen time. Its jagged silhouette flickered with veins of sickly green light, tendrils 
twisting and curling outward, writhing with a predator’s hunger. Its searing emerald eyes 
locked onto Barry, smoldering with the weight of infinite entropy. 

It hissed, a sound sharp and venomous, cutting through the fractured air. 

“You cannot win, Flash. You are dust in the wind. A moment in the shadow of eternity.” 

Barry crouched low, his boots grinding against the shattered ground as golden lightning 
spiraled outward in a storm of radiant fury. His fists clenched, every fiber of his being 
trembling not with fear, but with unyielding determination. 

“Maybe not,” he said, his voice steady, burning with defiance. “But I can run.” 

And so, he ran. 

Barry surged forward, a streak of golden fire tearing across the broken remains of reality. 
The air buckled and cracked around him, waves of light rippling outward as he pushed past 
every barrier he had ever known. Time bent in his wake, fragments of moments dissolving 
into streaks of light as he accelerated beyond the reach of physics, beyond the limits of 
existence. 

The divine spark within him flared brighter, entwining with the fading pulse of the Speed 
Force, merging into a single, brilliant source of power that coursed through his veins. Each 
step felt like an explosion, the fractured ground beneath him disintegrating into golden 
shards as he carved a path toward the horizon of the impossible. 



The fracture loomed ahead, a gaping wound in the heart of creation, its edges jagged and 
alive with writhing darkness. At its center, The Chronarch waited, its monstrous form coiled 
like a spider in its web, feeding on the collapse of everything. 

Barry didn’t falter. 

He was no longer just running toward the fracture; he was running through the fear, through 
the pain, through the weight of every impossible choice he had ever made. 

Behind him, the remnants of reality trembled. Ahead, the void screamed with hunger. 

The two forces hurtled toward each other, Barry Allen, The Flash, a storm of divine and 
golden lightning, and The Chronarch, a writhing abyss of decay and hunger, tearing at the 
fabric of existence. 

The sky split open, fissures of light and shadow racing outward in jagged streaks. The stars 
flickered, their light collapsing into pinpricks of nothingness. The very essence of reality 
roared in protest; the soundless scream of creation caught in the grip of annihilation. 

And then, they collided. 

The impact was blinding, a cascade of golden and emerald energy erupting like the birth of 
a new star. The universe itself seemed to hold its breath as the unstoppable force met the 
immovable shadow, the battlefield of existence shuddering under the weight of their clash. 

Barry Allen didn’t stop. He couldn’t stop. Because this wasn’t just a race. It was everything. 

  



Chapter 9: Into the Infinite 

 

Barry Allen had never run this fast. 

The golden lightning pouring from him didn’t simply streak behind, it engulfed him entirely, 
a furious tempest of light and energy that carved through the fraying fabric of existence. It 
wasn’t motion; it was raw power unleashed, a radiant inferno that scorched through the 
dying threads of time, unraveling them as he pushed forward. 

Each step shattered the ground beneath him, the fractured remains of reality disintegrating 
into glowing shards that dissolved into nothingness. The world around him warped and 
twisted, folding in on itself as he surged deeper into the Speed Force. 

The physical world began to dissolve, fading into a surreal expanse of golden light and 
undulating currents. Frozen battlefields flickered out of existence, soldiers mid-charge 
disintegrating into streams of energy. Silent oceans collapsed inward, their towering waves 
bursting into radiant mist. Impossible cities, their inverted spires spiraling into eternity, 
crumbled into cascades of shimmering dust. One by one, these echoes of reality 
disassembled, leaving only the pulse of the Speed Force, a rhythm as ancient and infinite 
as the multiverse itself. 

Barry’s body screamed with every stride. His muscles burned like molten iron, every fiber of 
his being straining against the overwhelming forces that sought to tear him apart. His lungs 
heaved, sharp, shallow gasps clawing for air that felt thicker with each passing second. Yet, 
within him, the divine spark flared brighter, its warmth surging through his veins. It entwined 
with the fading Speed Force, a fragile alliance of light fighting against collapse. 

And then, he felt it, the boundary. 

It wasn’t visible, not like a wall or a barrier. It was an overwhelming presence, a threshold 
that pulsed with energy so intense it felt like the universe itself was holding its breath. The 
currents around him churned violently, waves of golden light clashing against one another, 
threatening to crush him under their magnitude. The air vibrated with an otherworldly hum, 
a soundless resonance that gnawed at his mind and body. 

Crossing this boundary wasn’t just about speed. It demanded more, it required everything. 

Barry clenched his fists, arcs of lightning exploding from his body like solar flares, carving 
jagged streaks of light through the surrounding void. His blue eyes, now blazing with the 
intensity of a dying star, locked onto the horizon ahead. His voice, steady despite the storm 
raging inside him, whispered against the roar of eternity. 



“One more step.” 

He leaned forward, every ounce of his being driving toward the impossible. His muscles 
coiled like steel cables as he launched himself forward, his form becoming a streak of 
golden fire hurtling toward the unknown. 

The boundary responded, roaring as its energy surged to meet him, resisting his presence 
with a force that felt like gravity multiplied a thousandfold. The currents screamed, bending 
and twisting under the weight of his momentum. 

And then, with a cataclysmic burst, Barry broke through. 

It was like tearing through the fabric of existence itself. The air exploded in a brilliant flash, 
golden light cascading outward in every direction. For a moment, the world fell silent, as 
though the multiverse paused to witness his ascent. 

Barry’s form streaked across the threshold, his body shimmering as the currents around 
him coalesced into pure, radiant energy. He was no longer running through reality, he was 
running beyond it. 

The Speed Force embraced him, its infinite expanse unfurling ahead, an endless ocean of 
golden light and flowing concepts. In this realm, time, space, and matter were 
meaningless. It was energy, motion, and thought made manifest, a symphony of creation 
and destruction woven together in perfect harmony. 

Barry Allen, The Flash, had crossed into the unknown. 

 

It was a place, yet not a place, a realm of pure essence, where concepts took form and 
infinity folded into itself. The Speed Force sang around Barry, its symphony a blend of light, 
energy, and motion that rippled with both beauty and sorrow. Golden currents wove 
through the boundless expanse, carrying fragments of moments, laughter, tears, triumphs, 
and heartbreaks, all the echoes of existence flowing together in a harmony that defied 
comprehension. 

For a fleeting moment, Barry was weightless, suspended within the heart of something 
immeasurable, something greater than himself. 

Then, he began to change. 

The edges of his body blurred, dissolving into radiant light. His suit, his skin, his very being 
shimmered like sunlight refracted through water, fracturing into streams of pure energy. He 
could feel it happening, his physical self unraveling thread by thread, every tether to 



mortality slipping away. The golden lightning that had once surrounded him now became 
part of him, threading through his essence like veins of molten starlight, connecting him to 
the eternal pulse of the Speed Force. 

He was no longer Barry Allen, the man. He was becoming something infinite. 

And yet, even as the transformation consumed him, a voice pierced the radiant storm. 
Faint and familiar, it whispered his name, carried on the currents like a prayer. 

“Barry…” 

His heart clenched, the weight of the name pulling him back to himself. 

The golden light around him shifted, bending and parting like a curtain drawn open. 
Through the shimmering glow, a figure appeared, ethereal and radiant, standing amidst the 
swirling storm. 

Iris. 

She wasn’t there in the way he’d always known her, not physically. But her presence was 
unmistakable, as real as the warmth in his chest. The Speed Force had reached into his 
soul, into his deepest memories, and brought her here, an echo of love made tangible in 
this timeless place. 

Barry’s chest tightened, his glowing form trembling as he stepped toward her. His voice, 
raw and wavering, broke the silence. 

“Iris…” 

She smiled, her eyes glistening with unshed tears, her expression a mixture of pride and 
heartbreak. “You’re really doing it, aren’t you? Becoming something more.” 

Barry nodded, his voice thick with emotion. “I have to. The Speed Force… it’s falling apart. If 
I don’t do this, everything, everyone, will be lost.” 

Iris stepped closer, her form shimmering as though woven from the same golden light. She 
reached out, her hand hovering just over his cheek. When her fingers passed through him, 
they left a warmth that spread through his entire being, a reminder of everything he had 
ever loved. 

“You’ve always carried so much, Barry,” she said softly, her voice tinged with sadness. 
“Always running to save everyone else. But what about you? What about us?” 



Barry’s resolve faltered. Tears, glowing with the same golden light that now defined him, 
streaked down his face. “I don’t want to leave you, Iris. I don’t want to let go. But this… this 
is bigger than us.” 

Her smile was bittersweet, her voice steady despite the tremor in her breath. “You don’t 
have to let go, Barry. Not really. I’ll always be with you. Just like you’ll always be with me.” 

Around them, the golden currents pulsed faintly, a gentle resonance echoing her words. 

Barry closed his eyes, his voice breaking as the weight of the moment crushed him. “I love 
you, Iris. I always will.” 

“I love you too,” she whispered, her voice like a soft caress. “Now run, Barry. Run for all of 
us.” 

Her form shimmered, edges blurring as strands of golden light peeled away from her being. 
Each thread of her existence dissolved like sunlit mist, unraveling in delicate streams that 
wove themselves seamlessly into the endless currents of the Speed Force. She lingered for 
one final, heartbreaking moment, her eyes locking with his, a gaze that held the weight of 
eternity, of love unbroken by time or space. 

Then, she was gone. 

The connection snapped, leaving behind a void that pressed against Barry’s soul like a 
wound that could never heal. The ache in his chest was unbearable, yet transcendent, a 
paradox of love and loss so profound it felt as if his very essence was being torn apart. It 
wasn’t pain that brought him to his knees; it was the enormity of what he had just let go. 

Barry stood motionless, his glowing form trembling as the golden storm swirled around 
him, crackling with unspent energy. Love and loss intertwined within him, driving him 
forward even as they threatened to crush him under their weight. The ache didn’t weaken 
him, it forged him, tempering his resolve into something unyielding. 

He clenched his fists, arcs of lightning erupting from his hands like wild, living fire. His heart 
surged with power, the spark Iris had left behind fusing with the divine fire within him and 
the fragile remnants of the Speed Force. The energies collided, merging into a single, 
brilliant flame that roared to life in his veins. 

Golden lightning exploded outward in a radiant storm, the currents of the Speed Force 
igniting in a chain reaction of brilliance. The infinite expanse around him glowed brighter, 
illuminated by his transformation. Barry’s physical form shimmered, edges breaking apart 
into waves of pure energy, the lines between flesh and light dissolving entirely. His suit, his 
skin, every fiber of his being disintegrated into a luminous vortex of motion and willpower. 



What remained was essence. 

Barry Allen, the man, was gone. In his place was The Flash, an eternal storm of energy and 
speed, a force of nature blazing with golden fire. 

The Speed Force resonated with his presence, the currents rippling in harmony as he took 
his first step into the infinite. 

This wasn’t a race toward a finish line, nor an escape from what he’d left behind. Barry 
wasn’t running away, he was running toward. 

His stride carved a path through the endless expanse, golden light blazing against the 
endless darkness. Every step pulsed with purpose, his energy crackling in waves that 
stretched into the farthest reaches of the multiverse. 

Barry Allen’s light wasn’t just moving forward, it was guiding. It cut through the void, burning 
away the shadows, weaving a path of hope back into the fabric of creation. 

And so, he ran, not as a man, but as an eternal force, the light that would carry the 
multiverse toward a new beginning. 

  



Chapter 10: The Eternal Guardian 

 

The Speed Force roared around Barry, a boundless ocean of golden energy, its currents 
surging through every fiber of his being. He was no longer confined by the frailties of flesh. 
He was motion incarnate. He was light unending. He was infinite. 

Ahead, The Chronarch loomed like a nightmare made manifest, a void given form. Its 
shadowed figure pulsed with raw, malevolent power, its towering presence a harbinger of 
annihilation. The fractured tower beneath it writhed grotesquely, a jagged monument of 
collapsing timelines and shattered realities. Tendrils of green and black energy coiled 
outward, twisting into the void like the corrupted roots of a cosmic leviathan. Its emerald 
eyes burned with a ravenous intensity, a hunger so vast it seemed to devour even the light. 

The Chronarch’s voice erupted, a guttural cacophony of grinding metal and fractured stars 
that reverberated through the crumbling expanse. “You persist,” it spat, its words dripping 
with venom. “But you are nothing. A fleeting spark, flickering against the tide of eternity. I 
am the void that consumes all.” 

Barry hovered, his form a brilliant silhouette against the encroaching darkness. The golden 
currents of the Speed Force spiraled around him, their energy crackling in defiance of the 
void. His resolve didn’t falter. The spark within him flared, brighter and fiercer, fueled by the 
divine energy Diana had entrusted to him. He felt her presence within him, a steady, 
unwavering warmth, a reminder of why he fought. 

His voice cut through the chaos, steady and powerful, like the first rumble of a storm. “I’m 
not a spark.” 

The currents around him exploded outward, a radiant storm of gold and white light. His 
blue eyes blazed with unrelenting determination as he surged forward, his words echoing 
like thunder across the fractured multiverse. 

“I’m the lightning.” 

Barry became a streak of divine brilliance, a living storm hurtling toward The Chronarch. 
The collision was not just inevitable, it was destiny. 

 

The collision was cataclysmic. 

Barry struck The Chronarch with the force of a supernova, his golden light tearing into the 
abyssal void of its form. The universe itself seemed to scream in response, waves of energy 



rippling outward in blinding, chaotic bursts that ripped through the collapsing multiverse. 
Timelines buckled and twisted around them, fragments of past, present, and future 
colliding in a maelstrom of chaos. For an agonizing instant, it was as if existence itself held 
its breath, caught in the fragile balance between destruction and salvation. 

The Chronarch retaliated with ferocity, its tendrils of black and green energy snapping out 
like serpents of annihilation. Each strike distorted reality, bending the fabric of time and 
space into impossible shapes. Fractures shimmered with echoes of broken possibilities, 
worlds undone, lives erased, futures never born. The darkness coiled tighter, threatening to 
envelop Barry entirely. 

But Barry was faster. 

Each movement was a streak of brilliance, his golden light cutting through the chaos like a 
blade. He wove through the storm of destruction with precision, his energy severing the 
Chronarch’s connection to the fractured timelines. The divine spark within him flared 
brighter with every strike, an inferno of power and purpose that surged through the Speed 
Force, strengthening it, restoring its essence. 

The battlefield became a war of titans. 

The Chronarch roared, its voice a deafening cacophony that shook the very core of 
existence. Its form writhed, unraveling under the relentless assault, shadows peeling away 
in torrents of writhing black energy. “You cannot destroy me!” it bellowed, its emerald eyes 
burning with desperation and rage. “I am entropy! I am inevitable!” 

Barry’s response was unyielding, his voice carrying the weight of resolve and the hope of 
countless worlds. “And I’m The Flash.” 

The Chronarch lunged, its tendrils converging in a final, desperate assault, each one 
twisting with the force of collapsing timelines. Barry didn’t hesitate. He surged forward, a 
storm of divine and golden lightning that erupted with impossible speed. 

With a final, earth-shattering strike, Barry drove himself into the heart of The Chronarch. 
The impact ignited a blinding explosion of light, a crescendo of golden fire and divine 
energy that surged outward, engulfing the void. The Chronarch shrieked, its tendrils 
retracting as its form unraveled, dissolving into fragments of shadow that faded into 
nothingness. 

The void was silent. The Chronarch was gone. 

As the echoes of the battle faded, the multiverse began to stabilize. The fractured timelines 
shimmered with new light, the cracks sealing as the Speed Force wove them back together. 



Worlds that had teetered on the brink of annihilation were restored, their futures no longer 
tethered to destruction. 

Barry hovered amidst the radiant expanse, his golden light pulsing faintly as the weight of 
his actions settled over him. He had won, but the cost was clear. The Speed Force called to 
him, its currents surging with a steady rhythm. 

The battle was over. Barry Allen had saved the multiverse. And now, he would guide it 
forever. 

 

The multiverse quaked, a tremor of rebirth rippling across its vast expanse. The fractured 
timelines trembled as the cracks that once threatened existence itself began to seal. 
Threads of reality, torn asunder, were knitted back together by the golden light of the Speed 
Force, its radiance weaving a tapestry of restored histories and rekindled futures. Worlds 
on the verge of collapse steadied, their people oblivious to the narrow brush with oblivion, 
their lives given back to them. 

But the cost was written in the silence of the storm. 

At the heart of the radiant expanse, Barry Allen hovered, his form barely there. The energy 
that had been his body, his connection to the physical world, was gone, unraveled and 
absorbed into the infinite currents of the Speed Force. All that remained was his essence, a 
presence of light and motion, a guiding force forever bound to the eternal flow. 

Barry cast his gaze downward, through the golden haze, to the world he was leaving behind. 

On Earth, Wally West stood amidst the wreckage, his red suit torn and streaked with dirt, 
the faint hum of lightning flickering erratically around him. He stared up at the sky, his chest 
heaving, his eyes wet with tears. He had felt it all, Barry’s sacrifice, the surge of power that 
rippled through the Speed Force, the finality of the choice his mentor had made. The ache 
in his heart was almost unbearable. 

From within the golden currents, Barry’s voice reached him, steady and calm, carrying a 
warmth that steadied Wally’s trembling frame. 

“You’ve got this, Wally. The world needs a Flash. And it’s you now.” 

Wally’s breath caught in his throat as he looked up, his gaze locking onto the faint glow that 
lingered in the heavens. His tears fell freely, but his jaw tightened, his hands clenching into 
fists as a fierce determination ignited within him. 

“I won’t let you down, Barry,” he said, his voice trembling but resolute. “I promise.” 



The Speed Force swirled around Wally, a golden acknowledgment that seemed to embrace 
him, a quiet assurance that he wasn’t alone. The light lingered for a moment, wrapping him 
in its warmth, before it began to fade into the horizon, leaving behind only the faint crackle 
of lightning. 

Wally stood there for a long moment, his heart heavy with loss but alight with purpose. He 
took a deep breath, the air carrying the weight of a legacy he was now bound to carry. 

Above, in the infinite expanse of the Speed Force, Barry turned his gaze forward. The golden 
currents surged around him, welcoming him fully into their flow. He had given everything, 
but it was enough. He had saved them all. 

As the last remnants of his mortal self dissolved into light, Barry Allen, the man, the hero, 
became something eternal. 

And somewhere, in the boundless reaches of the Speed Force, he smiled. Not because the 
journey was over, but because the legacy would continue. 

 

Barry turned his attention forward, his essence now inseparable from the boundless 
currents of the Speed Force. Every thread of existence pulsed within him, the rivers of time, 
the infinite possibilities, the unbroken loop of beginnings and endings. He didn’t just feel 
the Speed Force; he was the Speed Force. 

He wasn’t running anymore. He was guarding, an eternal sentinel standing watch over the 
delicate balance of creation. He was guiding, his presence woven into every crackling bolt 
of lightning, every surge of motion across the multiverse. 

He was The Speed Eternal. 

As the multiverse steadied itself, the fractures healing, Barry took his first step into the 
infinite. It wasn’t a sprint, nor a desperate dash to save a fleeting moment. It was 
deliberate, purposeful, a step that carried the weight of countless worlds and infinite lives. 
His golden light flared as he moved, blazing a trail across the vast expanse of eternity. 

The Speed Force hummed around him, its rhythm ancient and unyielding, a melody of 
creation and motion that echoed through the corridors of existence. Barry’s light merged 
with its song, his presence becoming the guiding star for every world, every moment that 
would come after. 

Barry Allen had given everything. His body, his past, his future, he had surrendered it all for 
the sake of the multiverse. 



And now, he would run forever. 

His light burned across the infinite, a beacon of hope that pierced the deepest shadows. 
His legacy would endure, carried by the currents of time and the heroes who would follow 
in his footsteps. 

He wasn’t running to save the world anymore. He was running to ensure it would always 
have a chance. 

Barry Allen was gone. 

But The Flash, the eternal, undying force of light and speed, would guide the multiverse 
forever. 

  



Chapter 11: Ripples Across Time 

 

Central City still stood, though its skyline bore the faint scars of the recent calamity. The 
cracks in its buildings had been repaired, but the streets carried the invisible weight of 
memories, of chaos, battles fought, and lives almost lost. The people moved cautiously, 
their steps hesitant, their eyes still shadowed with the echoes of what had almost been. 
And yet, amidst the uncertainty, a spark of hope persisted, a quiet, unyielding flame that 
refused to be extinguished. 

Atop a hill overlooking the city, Wally West stood tall. The faint hum of lightning crackled 
around him, the red of his suit catching the warm, golden glow of the setting sun. The 
mantle of The Flash had been thrust upon him, and though the weight of it pressed heavily 
on his shoulders, his resolve burned brighter than ever. He wasn’t just running for himself, 
he was running for Barry, for the city, for the world. 

Behind him, Bart Allen, Impulse, fidgeted impatiently, rocking back and forth on his heels. 
His boundless energy contrasted sharply with the somber atmosphere that clung to the 
moment. “So… you’re really doing this?” Bart asked, his voice cutting through the stillness 
like a spark. 

Wally turned, oƯering a small smile that carried equal parts reassurance and 
determination. “Yeah, Bart. I am.” 

Bart raised an eyebrow, folding his arms. “You sure you’re ready for it?” 

Before Wally could respond, another voice joined the conversation. “It’s not just running 
fast, you know. It’s carrying a legacy.” 

Jesse Quick stepped forward, her golden hair catching the sunlight as if it, too, was part of 
the lingering hope. Her blue and white suit bore the marks of recent battles, a testament to 
her role in helping restore the multiverse. Her expression was steady, though a softness 
lingered in her eyes. 

Wally nodded, his gaze returning to the city below. “I know,” he said quietly, the weight of 
her words settling over him. “Barry prepared me for this. Whether he realized it or not, he 
taught me what it means to carry hope, not just for one city, but for the world.” 

Bart’s grin returned, though his eyes shimmered with unspoken emotion. “Well, don’t get 
too full of yourself, Wally. You’re not the only one carrying the legacy.” He gestured between 
himself and Jesse. “We’re part of this too. The Flash Family.” 



A quiet laugh escaped Wally, carrying with it a bittersweet warmth. “I wouldn’t have it any 
other way.” 

Jesse stepped closer, placing a firm but comforting hand on Wally’s shoulder. “We’ll always 
be here, Wally. But right now, the world needs its Flash. And that’s you.” 

For a moment, Wally stood silent, the enormity of what lay ahead settling over him. Then he 
nodded, his resolve solidifying. “Then I better get to work.” 

The three of them stood together, their silhouettes framed against the fiery hues of the 
setting sun. The weight of their loss hung in the air, but so did the promise of something 
greater. Together, they weren’t just rebuilding a city, they were rebuilding a legacy, one step 
at a time. 

The Flash Family wasn’t just about speed. It was about hope. And they were ready to carry 
it forward. 

 

Elsewhere, in a quiet corner of Central City, Iris West sat on the worn wooden porch of her 
home. The house behind her was still, the hum of daily life muted in the weight of her 
solitude. In her hands, she held a photo of Barry, the edges frayed and faded from years of 
being handled, cherished, and cried over. 

Her heart ached, not with the sharp sting of fresh loss, but with the dull, persistent longing 
that had become a part of her. She had seen Barry leave before, had watched him sacrifice 
everything for the greater good more times than she could count. But this time felt heavier, 
more permanent. This time, he wasn’t coming back. 

The faint sound of footsteps on the sidewalk drew her attention. She looked up, startled 
from her thoughts, and saw her approaching guest. 

Diana. 

Her presence was subdued yet radiant, a tempered divinity wrapped in the quiet elegance 
of a simple, flowing dress. The fabric moved gently in the breeze, its earthy tones grounding 
her celestial beauty. Her posture was regal, her stride unhurried, and her very being 
seemed to hum with a quiet power. The soft light of dusk framed her figure, making her 
appear almost like a vision. Yet the compassion in her sapphire eyes and the faint, knowing 
smile on her lips made her undeniably real. 

“Iris,” Diana said gently, her voice like a soothing melody. “May I join you?” 

Iris nodded, her throat tight, her voice barely a whisper. “Of course.” 



Diana ascended the steps with eƯortless grace, settling beside Iris on the porch. For a 
moment, neither woman spoke, their shared silence heavy with unspoken emotions. 
Diana’s gaze drifted to the quiet street ahead, her thoughtful expression imbued with a 
deep understanding of both loss and resilience. 

“He’s gone, isn’t he?” Iris’s voice trembled as she finally broke the silence, her eyes welling 
with tears. 

Diana turned to her, her expression soft yet resolute. The divine light in her eyes seemed to 
flicker, a reflection of her empathy. “In one sense, yes. Barry has become part of something 
greater now. He is woven into the very fabric of the Speed Force, an eternal guardian 
watching over all that he saved.” 

Iris’s fingers tightened around the photo, her tears spilling over. “I just… I miss him. I miss 
the way he’d come rushing in, always late, but with that ridiculous, perfect smile. I miss 
hearing his voice, the way he’d say my name like it was the most important thing in the 
world.” 

Diana reached out, her hand steady and warm as it rested on Iris’s trembling fingers. Her 
touch carried a strength that anchored, a comfort that soothed. “Barry’s love for you is 
infinite, Iris. As infinite as the Speed Force itself. It transcends time, space, and even death. 
He may not be here as you knew him, but he is with you. Always.” 

Iris lowered her gaze, tears falling freely onto the photo. “It’s just so hard,” she whispered. 

Diana leaned closer, her tone soft yet imbued with the unshakable resolve of a warrior. “I 
know. Loss never becomes easier, but Barry’s light shines through you, through Wally, 
through everyone whose lives he touched. His sacrifice wasn’t just for the multiverse, it 
was for hope. And now, you carry that hope forward.” 

Iris’s shoulders shook as the words settled over her, not erasing her pain, but reframing it 
into something more profound. Slowly, she nodded, the weight of grief shifting ever so 
slightly. 

Diana rose, her movement fluid and graceful. The setting sun caught in her hair, turning it to 
gold, and the faint glow that seemed to radiate from her grew brighter in the fading light. 
She oƯered Iris a small, reassuring smile, her presence both grounded and godlike. “If you 
ever need a reminder, remember, you have your family. And you have us.” 

As Diana descended the steps and walked away, her figure gradually blending into the 
deepening shadows, Iris remained on the porch. The air felt lighter, her chest less 
constricted. 



She looked down at the photo in her hands, her fingers brushing over Barry’s face, then 
lifted her gaze to the horizon where the last hints of daylight lingered. Somewhere, in the 
boundless expanse of the Speed Force, she felt him. 

“Thank you, Barry,” she whispered, her voice soft but resolute. “For everything.” 

 

Above, the sky shimmered with faint streaks of golden light, the ethereal currents of the 
Speed Force rippling gently, ever forward. It was a quiet, unending motion, a testament to 
the infinite. The Flash Family had begun the long task of rebuilding, not just their lives, but 
the spirit of hope that Barry Allen had fought to preserve. Across the multiverse, stability 
returned, the fractures mended, and the fragile threads of time were once again whole. 

Barry Allen’s legacy endured. 

It lived in the lightning that crackled across the heavens, a brilliant reminder of his sacrifice. 
It thrived in the speedsters who bore his name, each step they took echoing his unyielding 
resolve. And it burned brightest in the hope he had reignited, a light that would guide those 
who followed in his path, just as he had always done. 

The Flash was never just one man. 

The Flash was a promise. A vow to protect, to inspire, and to keep running toward a better 
tomorrow, no matter the cost. 

  



Chapter 12: Epilogue – The Speed Eternal 

 

The expanse was infinite, an ever-shifting sea of golden light and flowing currents. Here, in 
a realm beyond time, space, and matter, Barry Allen existed as something more than a 
man. He was motion without end, light without shadow, and purpose without doubt. He 
was The Speed Eternal. 

Through the infinite threads of the Speed Force, Barry felt the pulse of the multiverse. Each 
timeline was a melody, every decision a note in an unending symphony of creation. He saw 
worlds bloom, their histories weaving into intricate patterns. He felt moments ripple, births, 
triumphs, heartbreaks, and sacrifices, all part of the delicate balance he now guarded. 

Yet amidst the vastness of his new existence, Barry’s heart remained tethered to what he 
had left behind. He didn’t just watch the multiverse; he protected it, ensuring that the 
fragile beauty of life endured. 

A soft glow began to form within the currents, a presence that grew brighter and warmer as 
it approached. The light coalesced into a form both familiar and divine. Diana, her essence 
shining with celestial power, stood before him. Though her armor was absent, replaced by 
flowing robes of silver and gold, she radiated strength and serenity. Her sapphire eyes met 
Barry’s, filled with both admiration and sorrow. 

“Barry,” she said, her voice a gentle echo that resonated through the endless currents. 
“Even here, beyond the bounds of time, you run.” 

Barry’s form shimmered, golden arcs of energy rippling as he turned to her. His voice 
carried the weight of his transformation, yet it retained the warmth of the man he had been. 
“I have to. There’s still so much to protect. So much to guide.” 

Diana smiled faintly, stepping closer. “And you’ve done it. The multiverse breathes because 
of you. Its light endures because you were willing to give your own.” 

Barry hesitated, his gaze distant for a moment. “I didn’t do it alone. You… Wally, the Flash 
Family, Iris, they were all part of this. I was just the spark.” 

Diana reached out, her hand hovering over his radiant form. Though she could not touch 
him, the gesture was enough to bridge the distance. “You were more than a spark, Barry. 
You were a storm that swept through the darkness, a light that refused to falter. And now, 
you are something greater, a guardian of eternity.” 



Her words carried a weight that even Barry, in his newfound cosmic state, felt. He looked at 
her, his golden essence glowing brighter. “It’s… diƯerent, Diana. I’m not the man I was. I’m 
not sure I ever will be again.” 

Diana’s expression softened, her celestial presence stilling the currents around them. “No, 
you are not the same. But you are not lost, either. Your humanity, your heart, it echoes in 
every step you take, every current you guide. You have become what only the greatest 
heroes ever do: a symbol, a protector beyond mortality. That is why I’m here.” 

Barry tilted his head slightly, curiosity flickering in the light of his form. “Why you’re here?” 

Diana’s smile grew, and the glow around her deepened. “To welcome you, Barry Allen. Not 
just as a guardian of the Speed Force, but as an equal. A member of the New Pantheon.” 

The currents of the Speed Force swirled, resonating with her words. Barry felt their rhythm 
shift, a hum of acknowledgment that coursed through him. He didn’t respond immediately. 
He let the weight of her words settle over him, the gravity of what he had become finally 
clear. 

“You think I belong there?” Barry asked quietly. 

“I know you do,” Diana said, her voice unwavering. “Your sacrifice wasn’t just for the 
multiverse, it was for the very idea of what a hero can be. You’ve transcended, Barry. You’ve 
earned your place among those who will guide and inspire for all eternity.” 

Barry’s golden form flickered, the light around him growing steadier, stronger. For the first 
time since his transformation, he felt something akin to peace. “Thank you, Diana. For 
everything.” 

Diana inclined her head, her celestial light blending momentarily with his. “The multiverse 
will forever owe you a debt it can never repay. But even now, your story isn’t over. You will 
continue to run, to protect, to inspire. And when the time comes, we will stand together, as 
equals, as guardians.” 

With those words, her form began to fade, dissolving back into the currents of eternity. 
Barry watched her go, the currents of the Speed Force singing softly in her wake. 

He turned his gaze outward, to the endless expanse of timelines and possibilities 
stretching before him. He wasn’t just running anymore. He was part of something vast, 
eternal, and unbreakable. 

Barry Allen, the man, the hero, the symbol, was gone. 



But The Flash lived on. As The Speed Eternal, his light would blaze across the multiverse, a 
beacon of hope for all time. 

And so, Barry Allen took his next step. Not because he had to. But because he always 
would. 

 


