

    
        
          Nightmare Fantasy 3 : The Unknowns

        

        
        
          Nightmare Fantasy, Volume 3

        

        
        
          ShieyeOne

        

        
          Published by ShieyeOne, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      NIGHTMARE FANTASY 3 : THE UNKNOWNS

    

    
      First edition. May 10, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 ShieyeOne.

    

    
    
      Written by ShieyeOne.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by ShieyeOne

	    

      
	    
          
	      Nightmare Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Nightmare Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Nightmare Fantasy 2: A Soldier's Story

          
        
          
	          Nightmare Fantasy: Collaborators of Questions

          
        
          
	          Nightmare Fantasy 3 : The Unknowns

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Record of the Guardians Series

          
        
          
	          Record of the Guardians

          
        
          
	          Record of the Guardians 2

          
        
          
	          Record of the Guardians 3

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Reconciled in the End

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By ShieyeOne

The Unknowns (Nightmare Fantasy, #3)

Chapter 1: A Sight in Greys

Chapter 2: Troublemaking Terror

Chapter 3: Finding One's Place

Chapter 4: Love’s Painful Sting

Chapter 5: One’s Path

Chapter 6: Travel Plans

Chapter 7: Ruined Desert

Chapter 8: Damage Control

Chapter 9: Ravings of Reality

Chapter 10: Pampered Dog on a Leash

Chapter 11: Good Company

Chapter 12: Deep Discovery

Chapter 13: Nariasen Network

Chapter 14: Dangerous Depths

Chapter 15: Where’s Our Man Aurin?

Chapter 16: Sinister Saedi

Chapter 17: Hidden Depths of Hiesu

Chapter 18: Home Visit

Chapter 19: Forgotten Evil

Chapter 20: Pieces to the Puzzle

Chapter 21: Lament Lamele Learns

Chapter 22: Price for Insanity

Chapter 23: The Unforgivable Sin

Chapter 24: Take the Hand

Chapter 25: The Day After

Chapter 26: Price for Crimes

Chapter 27: A Desperate Break Through

Chapter 28: Ages Ending

Chapter 29: All Pieces Have a Place

Chapter 30: The King’s Final Words

Chapter 00: Bonus

Chapter 1: Heart-torn Tribrinkian

Chapter 2: Rejection in the Finest Manner

Chapter 3: Feeling Out the Situation

Chapter 4: Still in the Running

Chapter 5: Bordering Evil

Chapter 6: Joy to Sorrow

Chapter 7: Devastated Heart

Chapter 8: Price to Defy

Chapter 9: Death is Not an Ending

Also By ShieyeOne

About the Author


Nightmare Fantasy 3: 

The Unknowns

By ShieyeOne

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: A Sight in Greys
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The day was a peaceful spring day, the crispness of winter was long gone, and a mother thought to take a walk in the garden with her boy. The queen had done much to make the environment here less intimidating then its long history had been. It now might be considered peaceful. 

The woman moved about a little tired, she had a five year old son and now another little bundle on the way in a month or two. The gentle little boy with grey eyes and mouse brown hair studied her quietly as she sat on a bench to catch her breath. The one inside was far too energetic as it kicked away for a bit.

“Mama, what’s in there that makes your belly so big?” he spoke as he crawled on the bench and rested his head beside her. For the first one he certainly had been a sweet and well behaved child, she loved him dearly as she placed her arm around him gently to protect him from a breeze. With a soft smile she calmly replied, “You shall see in time.”

Another figure walked up and joined them, he watched her carefully as he groaned an exhausted sigh. He had just come out of an aggressive talk with some Dei officials. Although the Great City had been decimated by a fire of their own judgement, Queen Orionna made attempts to help the refugees and give order back to the land. It had been hard work and much had been tossed around after the great battle to overthrow Nevar, but now the people were coming together and listening to the Great One. The world was settling into peace after centuries of atrocities. 

This blonde man was once the highest soldier in all Tribrinka, years he was chained to that awful empire. Now that he was free, he found he still had purpose to help the people. The Great One tasked him as highest advisor to the throne. He loathed leadership, but it wasn’t a horrible employment that the Great One tasked him to do with his brilliance, and most importantly it kept his precious ones safe.

He bent over and kissed his wife tenderly. Even for a few hours apart, he yearned for her desperately. Though he had spent years separated and pining for her secretly, for Nevar sought to take everything one loved, to part even for short amounts of time now were pure torture. She returned a look of ardent affection in those alert, pale blue eyes. 

She equally longed for his presence in such a manner. Though one wouldn’t imagine it from her motherly form at the moment, she was the most intense female soldier as well. Even Nevar had been thwarted numerous times at an attempt on her life for revenge, but failed. She even had one special trick no one had been able to master, the ability to block the highest spell castor’s magic. It left both Divine Sanction leaders speechless to explain. After the tough battle to dethrone the unrightful ruler Nevar, she nearly lost her life. After recovering she settled down to attend the Queen and King right beside her loyal husband and soulmate. They finally could lavish each other in their deeply treasured love. 

“Daddy!” the boy exclaimed as he launched on his father happily. One so young could never fathom the long years of suffering they had endured apart, only to value the time together all the more. All the boy knew was his parents loved each other and him as strongly. 

“What’s in Mommy’s belly?” the cute little sprout questioned in wonder. He had his mother’s large inquisitive blue eyes, they reminded his father of an alert owl. 

“A brother,” he answered in his usual monotone, the man wasn’t a very expressive creature. Only his family picked up his carefully guarded emotions without a problem. 

“A brother?! Am I going to have any other brothers or sisters?” the child beamed in absolute excitement. He didn’t really understand how any of it worked, but he really wanted a friend! He was going to love playing with someone younger. 

“Mmm probably a lot of them,” Marix chuckled as his wife Chaos brought her eyes swiftly to his face. She looked a little horrified at the thought.

Marix grinned while playfully pretending to take his son’s nose with his thumb as he shrugged to his wife, “Well it's the fun in making them that’s the hard thing to say no to.”

His son looked dumbfounded while patting to check his nose. He was awfully shocked for a moment as his dad revealed his hand to show the trick. The boy giggled in amusement as he tried for their noses. He was so gentle toward his mom however, she had to snicker about his delicacy. 

“Oh Lamele, you’re the gentlest soul I know!” she declared as she gave him a kiss on the cheek. 

She winced as another kick in her belly occurred. That boy was sure to be a handful! Lamele carefully placed his tiny hand over her belly as his eyes popped wide.

“What is that in there!” he uttered in shock.

“Your rowdy little brother,” Marix laughed, “Tell him to behave already.”

“Behave you!” Lamele frowned as another kick occurred.

Lamele sighed as he forlornly shot out, “He doesn’t listen.”

Marix shrugged unconcerned, until Lamele next asked, “How did he get in Mama’s belly anyways?”

Marix grinned at his wife as she shook her head, “By the Great One's blessing like all children. They rest in a mama then come out, and that’s the lesson today.”

The gentle afternoon came and went as Marix went to address other governmental paperwork. Normally he wouldn’t take such breaks, but he worried about his wife's health. Though she never verbalized her strain, being a trained and hardened soldier since youth, he knew this pregnancy really took her down several energy levels. Since her near death experiences, her heart was weak, and her body didn’t work as it ought at times despite the rehabilitation exercises and corrective surgeries. Though she could maneuver with fairly good agility for the most part, she had permanently weakened grip in her arm and leg from stab wounds tearing into her musculature. She learned how to adapt to it all as most only observed the outer scaring, but he still feared for her safety. She was his heart, his soulmate, she kept him alive and well.

The day after, Chaos watched her son and the princess play in the royal chambers on the highest floors of the Sirakui palace. Queen Orionna was hosting court with King Sky, and Marix was their advisor. Saedi, the spitfire princess with wavy black hair and hazel eyes, decided to tell a scary story she’d heard from her father. He had certainly made her so adventurous, whether that was a good idea or not. Lamele listened fearfully, his arms around his folded legs tightly. Though she was a year younger, she was intimidating to the timid boy.

“And then the witch came out of the mirror and attacked your mama!” Saedi jumped into the air for hyper-emphasis. 

“No Mama,” he screamed in fright toward her as she was reading a military report on the safety conditions of Dei’s aftermath. 

She hugged him as he clung to her knees, he wouldn’t unlatch for anything. She peered down at him as she inquired, “Lamele what’s wrong? Don’t cry, why are you shaking?”

Lamele sobbed, “Saedi said a witch was going to come out of a mirror and hurt you! I don’t want that!”

Chaos’s eyes widened as she gave a little shudder, “Saedi, where did you hear that from?” 

Saedi, hyper little thing that she was, sprung out by the wall with her hands twitching like a witch. Lamele flinched behind his mother.

“Daddy said the bad Nevar was a witch lady,” Saedi roared, then squat like a pet animal. She got distracted easily, and loved pretending she was all sorts of animals.

“What about this mirror she comes out of to attack me?” Chaos feigned ease, but felt the opposite. It was too strange of a detail to ignore. Acruetae, Nevar’s real form, was an awful woman who tormented the world for centuries. Being a corrupt and wicked Divine Sanction leader, she had horrendous power. She had in fact tormented Chaos several times, mainly coming from a mirror, but no one but Marix knew those stories. Chaos didn’t even know why Acruetae lashed at her so.

Saedi merely shrugged haphazardly like a flighty young girl she was. It normally looked downright sweet, but this subject unsettled her too much.

“I just saw a mirror over there and thought it would be funny to see Lami cry to his mommy. He’s a scardy cat! Meow, meow!” she twirled.

Lamele shot up as he hollered, “It’s not funny! Daddy says Mommy’s hurt and won’t get better! I don’t want Mommy to be hurt and die! I love her! Great One please protect Mommy!”

Chaos reached down to calm her son gently, “Mommy won’t die for a long while.”

“But your hand moves funny and there’s a lot of marks on you that don’t go away,” Saedi blanched, she was looking scared that his mom was sick too. Chaos was her Auntie!

Chaos shook her head as she realized how disfigured the children still saw her despite the many treatments and surgeries she had to reduce such. “I am not sick. This was from a scary time long ago and I won’t be fighting anymore. Daddy and uncle Sky watch us too carefully, we all are safe here.”

Lamele still looked distress as Chaos froze still in shock. His shoulder emanated an ominous glow as she tugged his shirt up to see a symbol that horrified her. She sat down unbidden in terror as she wailed, “No, no, no! Not him, not my boy! Acruetae, you can’t have him! Not his body!”

Both children shivered at the screaming, inconsolable adult. She grabbed him up and strode immediately to the great hall. She couldn’t stop her frustrated tears. Chaos strode into the hall unafraid what any official thought, she looked absolutely brave to her child. She had walked these halls alone as an Elite Soldier long before any of these people had ever been allowed in the palace. She had witnessed the sterile coldness of Nevar’s reign, and she didn’t fear anything in this place more than the past. 

“Orionna, please! Take it off him,” she pleaded solemnly as many wondered what was with this distraught woman. How dare she interrupt important political decisions in such a state! Orionna froze as she strode forward toward her. Saedi had giant tears trickling down as she looked utterly upset too. Orionna gathered her child up in her arms as she looked to Chaos full of question. Orionna had never seen Chaos so lost before. 

“Take off Acruetae’s mark. I don’t want her to have my baby!” Chaos whimpered, completely hysterical. Poor Lamele was ever so afraid as he sobbed inconsolably.

In the uncomfortable silence, Orionna observed the mark in apprehension. She frowned as she apologized, “I can’t, I don’t know how to. I’m sorry. I’m just so sorry!”

Sky approached as he frowned unhappily. He recognized the mark, but also concerned for the safety of the children with the state the frantic woman was in. “Settle out Chaos, Lamele is crying and...”

“I won’t let her have him!” she shrieked while pointing at Sky, “Your daughter hit it on the head. ‘The witch came after me from the mirror’. Acruetae numerous times tried to take my body and now she’s got ahold of my dear son! She won’t have him!”

Sky froze, he really wondered where Marix had gone. He went out to snatch the budget proposals on his desk, but Sky needed him to be here now to calm his wife. Numbly, he watched her wail as she grabbed up her boy and walked out. 

“We’re going to Guard then,” she wept. The distraught cries of her child filled the grand place where once she reported to that hated Being, Nevar.

Marix faintly heard the sounds of his wife’s rare scream and a child’s constant bawling from a hall. It was his son as he ran in full haste to the central hall breathlessly. He looked around with the icy face that had given him the nickname, Second Nevar.

“Where’s my wife?” he demanded frigidly as he scanned the area. The room was silent as even the King gulped slightly. 

Orionna then informed with a deeply concerned look, “She went to see Guard. I’m afraid that she was worried about a mark on Lamele’s shoulder.”

Sky came by his wife in case Marix snapped. Anything that concerned his wife in a negative way was a loaded gun set to shoot. Marix took two seconds to process whatever his thoughts were, then nodded as he sprinted out. 

The room filled with silence again as Sky muttered, “I guess he’ll be absent for a good while. We’ll wrap up and adjourn for the day.”

Chaos loaded onto a train with Lamele as she comforted him the best she could. The people around looked over in distress, watching the woman sit and rock her child tenderly. Something was horribly wrong. Chaos kept wiping her tears as she ignored the stares, her focus was her child.  

How did that wretched creature get ahold of her precious child?! She was gone, Orionna had judged and the Great One eliminated Acruetae from the World. She couldn’t come back, and to pick her boy as her next vessel, never! An uncontrollable unsettling filled her as she tried to recompose herself but failed.  

Once the train started rolling, the door from another section opened as a fierce, blonde man scanned the people intently. They shuddered, giving him plenty of space. Many recognized him as the cold Advisor, and others as the Elite One. His blonde hair and intense face pointed him out clearly. No one wanted to get in his way whatsoever. 

He soon saw his wife and child as he maneuvered down next to her and embraced them tightly. Chaos knew she worried him greatly, but she had to get that mark off as fast as possible, hoping it wouldn’t settle in. While waiting at the ticket counter, of course she’d sent a fleeting message to update him of her absence, but she hadn’t anticipated him getting to the exact train.

“What’s going on Fia?” Marix whispered in her ear. 

Their son overheard the name, and was completely confused. His mom’s name was Chaos, not Fia. Lamele was so scared, his mom was acting so strange, he had a weird mark on his shoulder, now his dad was calling her weird names while looking sad himself. Lamele started bawling all over again as Marix took and cradled his son.

Lamele calmed with his dad’s gentle reassurance as he sputtered out to his father, “I got a mark somehow and Mama’s afraid the witch is going to get me!” 

Marix frowned and examined his shoulder cautiously. He’d seen that familiar mark before on Acruetae as she tormented his love several times from a mirror. Marix wouldn’t frighten his son without researching more as he consoled his emotionally heart-broken family. 

“No witch is going to get you Lamele. We’re only going on vacation to see Uncle Guard,” he informed, stealing his son’s nose again with a flat, unreadable expression he was known for. Lamele squirmed on top of him, trying to get it back again. He tried to reach for his dad’s swift fist which teasingly lifted just out of Lamele’s grasp. Marix smirked while laughing how simple and innocent a child was in the right environment. He wouldn’t change it for anything. He knew how he had grown up was not an ordinary thing. It had damaged and disabled him permanently. He wouldn’t repeat such things with his son. 

Chaos leaned onto her husband’s shoulder in a haze. Absently, she watched Lamele play with her husband. She was exhausted and over run, but she welcomed his presence more than she realized. The world wasn’t spinning as much as he took over the overbearing strain so dutifully. After a bit, Lamele tired out and fell asleep on his father’s chest. The two parents could then discuss things amongst themselves. Chaos hadn’t stirred or spoken since the whole trip, she was still churning the worst in her mind. Marix sighed as he turned his head to study her. 

“She doesn’t have him Chaos, Lamele looks fine. We’ll get this fixed and it’ll all be well,” he consoled, “Jaxx is always there for Fia, and that deceased witch will utterly pay by my hands if any mischief befalls our family.”

She nodded solemnly as she gave him a forlorn smile, “It’s relieving to not bare this alone.”

“I’d never let you take this on alone without a doubt!” he firmly demanded as he shifted his one arm over from his slumbering child to lean over and kiss his wife. She sighed as she met his forehead.

“My Jaxx is the best man I’ve ever known,” she declared softly, both felt like they were in a world of their own.

After Marix had sought impromptu supplies and a meal for his family the next stop, they spent an apprehensive journey to Narias. Lamele was in awe of the scene as his father carried him in the great temple of the Divine Sanction. He’d never been there before, and seeing Uncle Guard’s home was amazing. 

“It’s dark all the time,” he murmured as his father described the land.

Soon Lamele was face to face with Guard as he was perplexed why he had such an abrupt visit from Marix’s family. He listened cautiously, then studied the boy’s arm carefully. Chaos quickly pleaded at Guard’s feet, “Please take the symbol away!”

Guard frowned as he felt awkward facing her upset composure. He bent down toward her and he winced, “I can’t. No one can. That symbol is bestowed by the Great One Himself. But,...”

He looked one more time at it as he continued, “It’s not really Acruetae’s mark. I believe that’s the third Sanction symbol. She doesn’t control him, be at ease. Acruetae had it for a very long time, but like my and Orionna’s predecessors, the Great One bestows its responsibilities to another being once the leader dies. Acruetae no longer exists to torment us, but I think the Great One has decided who will be the next responsible for the Sanction. I confess though, I have no idea where Acruetae was supposed to be from, or what the Great One desires for Lamele. We might know in time I guess.”  

Chaos sobbed in relief as she held her boy in her arms. Lamele didn’t understand all that the white haired man spoke, but he trusted it didn’t sound all bad. The witch wasn’t going to get him at least.

“I’m going to have to raise him much more careful,” she murmured. She wanted her boy to never follow Acruetae’s path but what the Great One chose. Her life was her testimony, both good and bad.

“I’m going to look into this,” Marix concluded, deep in thought. It was a strange puzzle, and he had never gotten an answer as to why his wife had always attacked her shoulder in her most distressing moments. Several things in fact never had an answer, he would take a crack at this mystery using his old Elite One ability and deciphering. 

The family returned to Sirakui as Marix on his off time carefully investigated with his great intellect. Several times he left the palace to pursue an unknown lead to something as Chaos missed his absences. As she got closer to being due, he hung tighter to the palace however. 

Then, in one eventful night, Pienso, was born into their family finally. He had a much spunkier demeanor than his brother as Lamele studied the baby in curiosity. The little hand squeezed his finger tightly. 

“He has Daddy’s eyes!” he noted in curiosity as he hopped around. Marix looked over at his exhausted wife. He was always ever worried about her, but she pulled through each time. 

“I've always liked your eyes, I’m glad,” she smirked happily. 

Marix laughed a little as he twirl a tiny little lock of his hair carefully. Like herself and Lamele, it looked like he had a similar hair color, but a bit more gold than the greyish brown she reluctantly had. 

“I’ve always admired your hair in the sunlight. All that shimmering gold and silver, no one but my family has that hair,” he commented absently. 

Chaos shrank as she muttered, “No one but that nasty Acruetae had hair like that. Mine has always been mouse brown color.”

Marix furrowed his brow as he thought something interesting to himself. He was pretty sure he had an answer for something important.

“Your perception of yourself is quite depreciating Fia. It’s not true at all. You’ve always been a beautiful woman. I know, I had a lot of competition in training whether you ever heard the guys talking or not. I hated hearing Sky talking on that lousy bunk beneath my head, with fools confessing how they adored you. It made my blood boil as I loathed the evenings after we parted from the library. Your proportions are of a picturesque model, and your smile radiant. You are the most intelligent creature I’ve met, with gentle wisdom flowing from your lips. You still move with grace, and work hard alongside me. To me, you’re simply the most wonderful soulmate I could ever have, and you’ve given me so much I’m indebted for. You’ve given us babies, they’re both from us, and they’re beautiful Fia,” Marix commented sincerely.

Chaos blushed as Lamele popped up and remarked, “Whose Fia, Mommy?”

Chaos chuckled as she kissed his forehead, “Daddy’s special name he calls Mama because he loves her. No one else can say it because it only means something to us.”

“Daddy loves Mommy?” Lamele spoke incredulously.

Marix tussled his hair in a playful manner as he repeated, “I do very much. Mommy is my favorite person.”

Lamele shouted, “Mine too!”

Marix teased with his tongue out playfully as he gently thumb wrestled the boy, “Mommy is my special best friend. I won’t share her with anyone else.”

Lamele laughed, “She’s my special Mommy, Papa!”

Marix nodded, “True, she’s not my mommy for sure. I’m your special papa right?”

Lamele crawled onto his dad eagerly, “Of course Papa, I need you too. I need two special people!”

“Three. You have a special brother now too,” Marix corrected while tickling him teasingly. A cry from the little one refocused Chaos as she thanked the Great One for such an amusing family. She never would have predicted it would be as it was.

After several more weeks, Marix finally concluded his research. He was ready to report his findings to both the King and Queen, but also Guard from Narias. Using the video technology off his mobilecom, Guard on-looked with Order, his wife. Marix set another com on the floor to display a full screen presentation mid air.

“As you can see, I was quite anxious to this task once I found out it affected my boy. We now know he’s the next appointed Sanction leader following Acruetae after her demise, thank goodness. He also completes the mystery as to whether a supposed third one exists, but now as to where this leader is from and why my boy. I have a few more answers which I found surprising as well. I can sketch Acruetae’s character much more clearly,” he informed dutifully, like the head of the army he had been before stepping down from it now in peaceful times.

“Where? That’s the first question,” he paused, looking around the room as he flung a map image up of the world, “I think it’s the great desert wastelands south almost to Narias. Perhaps even Narias was a part of that territory before Aneiya had been torn and split by the last great war, and its Sanction leader disposed of. Acruetae probably hoped to cut the other two Sanction leaders down at that time, but the Great One had His unconquerable plans instead. I bet she destroyed her lands first in her cruelty, and liked to parade it about. Chaos and Sky, you both took the test for Elite levels. Nevar paraded those bodies, proudly carving her sigil to claim her dominancy over them. That bizarre temple from Five’s trial was in those wastelands.”

He let the information sink in before continuing as he studied their faces. “Remember the hacking test at Three? All those strange images were of people she controlled and tortured. She wanted to proclaim herself the great conqueror.”

Sky clicked his tongue in anger as Chaos looked pale. Those memories were awful. Lamele touched his mom’s hand gently as she looked frightened of something he didn’t understand. She smile down at him as Marix watched his family from afar. There was much more to explain.

“I’ve covered the where she was Sanction leader over, now why my boy? I took genetic tests of the bones in that place and matched both mine and my wife’s to it. I thought I was always Tribrinkian, but my golden blonde hair is not common in Tribrinka. I am 66.7 percent whatever they are. They aren’t Tribrinkian. It’s no longer possible to know who they were, but it was Acruetae’s people. I’d rather label them ‘the Unknowns’ then associate them with her blood.” 

Sky couldn’t contain himself anymore with that knowledge as he busted out laughing and sputtered, “With that heritage, you really are the Second Nevar!”

Orionna tried to put her hand over his mouth as she winced an apology. Marix glared hatefully at him, and was about to use some choice words, but he heard Lamele whimper, upset to see his father act in such a frightening way. He groaned a moment with his arms crossed as he refrained from further reprimand. 

After a moment he composed himself enough to continue, as he spoke gently to his wife with an earnest look of empathy. “When I took your blood Chaos, your percentage is 99.7 Unknown, a near perfect descendent. You and your family weren’t Tribrinkian at all. I think when Acruetae went on her genocide, your family left their homeland to the desperate life in the wastes over five hundred years ago at least. Masking themselves in rural towns, these refugees managed a meager life. In all the samples I collected, your blood was the most ‘Unknown’ of them all in that area,” Marix reported softly. 

The room remained in silent shock, it was a breakthrough in their history. Chaos remained quiet and pensive, her head held high. Deep down he knew she was feigning bravery that she wasn’t feeling. Her whole life wasn’t as she thought it was after all.

He spoke toward her to address her personally. In reality, he sincerely wanted to scoop her up and comfort her, but there was much yet to say. “It explains why you looked so similar, and why she coveted your body more than anyone else’s. She foolishly killed off her own kind, then turned around, wanting it back. Even that golden and silver color in your hair, it all fits perfectly.”

Marix paused and paced while lifting his finger in the air, “I remember her telling us there were clearly other reasons besides tormenting us that one time in the mirror. I think she knew if she hadn’t outlived herself as long as she had, you would’ve been the one to carry on as Divine Sanction Leader. There couldn’t be two however, and she still bared the mark yet. I think because she unnaturally had it yet, you never had any magical capability, but...”

He paused to kneel and study up at her, he couldn’t help but touch and connect with her, “... There were still so many irregularities, things you could do that no one else could ever. You can dissolve even the most potent castings we discovered! She wanted to take over another that was supposed to be Divine Sanction Leader. What better body than a near full blooded Unknown female so like herself? You were fit, elevated in status and prestige, beautiful, and we won’t recall how she longed to use me as well in all her plot. And you had always been the most sensitive to her offensive presence as illness took over you. She hounded you every chance she could. In your Elite trial, she didn’t give you a chance, she was going to take your body without offer. Thank the Great One, you relied on Him to help you through that alone! That story still haunts me today, I keep thinking what if she had gotten you that day?”

Marix shivered as he stroked his wife’s shoulder tenderly, “This too, you kept attacking your shoulder, saying how itchy it was right to the bone. I should have connected that much sooner too. It was a destiny you had ripped from you. But it was passed to our son instead.”

Marix stopped as his foot angrily tapped the ground in his thoughts, “It also explains that prophecy you two got on that stupid trip to Narias. You both were very important in changing our World. Sky became our king, and Chaos, you give us the return of the Unknown Divine Sanction Leader. That’s pivotal! At least I can console myself that I contributed to your purpose.” 

He winced as Chaos stood to embrace him. She knew that had always been a spot of jealousy for him. Anything in her life that didn’t include him, he couldn’t reconcile it well at all. He melted into her embrace happily as Guard cleared his throat, unsure to observe their intimacy over the communications. 

“Well, that is quite a history lesson!” Sky exclaimed with a whistle, “What ticks me off however, is we failed to hear any of your side of Acruetae in our travels until far after you both had been married! You two little Unknown snakes!”

Orionna laughed, “Yes, they’ve always been so private, haven’t they? I think it’s cute that they got their own little world to themselves though.”

“Don’t take their side Ori!” Sky groaned with a teasing laugh as he embraced his wife happily too.

Chaos shook her head as she looked over to Lamele. “We really have to train him well so he never thinks about following Acruetae’s path.”

Marix nodded firmly, but watched as Saedi teased playfully with Lamele. The boy smirked some, but kept watching his parents carefully. He knew the grown-ups had been speaking of serious things, but couldn’t follow what it all meant. It was about him though, scary stories came out of his father’s lips about what the witch had done to his mother. It was all real, and he knew he’d have to be brave with whatever the grown-ups wished to do. It was for his mother’s sake.
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Chapter 2: Troublemaking Terror
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Marix groaned, hearing the steady click of a cane. He pondered what the Fool was to torment him about. Being reluctant friends for years, he knew the man’s idiosyncrasies too well.

“Marix, we need to talk,” Sky frowned.

“Why?” Marix curtly returned without interest.

“You’re my Advisor, of course we need to talk, like all the time! Quit avoiding me! You don’t get to do that,” Sky huffed, “Well, this is about your son anyway. You can’t avoid this one.”

Marix looked up unhappily as he sighed, “Who did what? No, it wasn’t Lamele. What did Pienso do now?”

Sky wiped his face, “He’s what, eight right? He asked me for Saedi’s hand in marriage. She’s thirteen! He was actually serious too, he tried to get me to sign an authentic Hiesuian license! How’d he hack into there!? I told him no, but...”

Marix grinned contently, “He’s very bright for his age, even I’m having troubles watching that he doesn’t hack into trouble. That girl, I can’t seem to reason with him that his approach isn’t how one deals with courtship.”

“I’d say! Tell him I declare he’s far too young to be getting any chance of me saying yes! This is a ridiculous situation,” Sky huffed.

Marix nodded, “I’ll mention something, but I think he means well. He is earnest in his feelings, and I can’t blame him for trying to approach this in a sensible, adult way. He does need to realize affections must be reciprocal, and more years to gain proper wisdom.”

Sky sighed in relief that the father at least understood the dilemma. It was why Marix had been his Advisor. Sky had to admit that Marix many times had given him invaluable council. The Tribrinkian Empire wouldn’t have the smooth peace now without the man. 

Sky was about to leave as Marix gently inquired, “Can I ask one thing? What do you think Saedi’s feelings are for Pienso?”

Sky shrugged, “She thinks he’s a little kid. She’s embarrassed that he’s chasing her around with flowers on bended knee in front of everyone.”

Marix nodded carefully with a wince, “Humiliated. Pienso will feel that sting bitterly, I suppose, if he ever realizes it. I’m going to take this delicately. Please be gentle to him, his feelings are sincere. Despite his age, he’s a brilliant child more mature than most.”

“Right, we know he’s too bright for his own good. I’ll pray the Great One gives you the words you ought say,” Sky declared as the mighty King went his way. 

Marix groaned in worry, it would not be a pleasant chat, but heartbreaking. After finishing his prepared proposal, he loaded it away, and heading for his apartments. Taking a section of inner Sirakui’s middle floors, it allowed the Advisor at hand at all times. 

Sky just wouldn’t let his family get a home around the area instead. Marix had procured a nice house when the Empire had reestablished itself, the lavish estate rested empty, even though the boys and Saedi were growing. The Derval family ought leave indefinitely, but Sky and Orionna just kept making excuses to keep their best friends and Advisor there. Every couple weeks, Marix explained he’d be out, moving items away into the other place, but Sky kept pulling late-nighters, causing Marix to simply crash at the convenient place for reprieve. When the kids moved out on their own, then Marix would put his foot down on his reluctant friend's clinging. He honestly didn’t hate the guy, they were close comrades, but Marix knew an Advisor ought not live in the palace of government. 

Marix opened the doors to his family’s domain, the scent of floral sugar cookies baking made him drool. He swallowed carefully, knowing a delicious meal was coming. A clatter from the kitchen caused him to step that way. His wife scrambled on the floor, laughing in embarrassment.

“Dang hand and leg wanted to give out together this time. Dang body is in cahoots!” she hooted, enduring her injury, picking herself up. 

She groaned at the fallen bodies of cookies on the floor dismally, “I wanted those.”

Marix shrugged, “The floor is clean I’m sure.”

Chaos cringed, “Maybe. This was the floor with that bloody mirror. I sterilized as best I could, but we don’t know if anybody died here and how...”

Marix groaned, “I won’t acknowledge that information.”

He popped a cookie from the floor into his mouth with a wicked smile. She pointed a playfully chiding finger at him as a mouse-brown haired young boy poked in to see the commotion. He looked at the freshly made treats. Seeing his father seek one, he chose the best one for himself and devoured its sweet goodness.

Chaos gaped at the two from the floor, then settled on one for herself in resignation. “They came out okay.”

“The fall aerated them perfectly, Mom. Cooled succinctly to eat,” Pienso beamed, wondering if his parents would let one more be snuck before supper.

Marix groaned, knowing a talk was coming. The boy was so innocent, yet his actions needed correction, oblivious to his wrong doing. After a calm meal, he'd have at the gentle battle. Even Marix couldn't contemplate what the inquisitive boy was next to inquire about. Everything seemed so random within the child's orderly mind. Like most things that came out of that boy’s mouth however, his child’s spontaneity got him again. 

“Well Father,” Pienso groaned while eating his Deian veggies, one by one, “I had a bit of a defeat today.”

“Uh huh,” his father remarked, knowing where this was heading, “I know, I heard about that from Sky.”

Unbothered, Pienso continued, “Well Saedi is royalty, so I thought to cover my bases. One ought really make legal arrangements for the future, especially for a princess. That did not work as planned. Sky didn't seem to understand at all. I am positively certain I wish to marry her, did he think me insincere? I tried my hardest to declare myself, but he wouldn’t listen. Queen Ori only laughed at me too. Currently, I find myself rethinking what went wrong? I am baffled!”

Marix winced, “I believe you were quite aggressive in your plans. You are young, give yourself plenty of time to plan your life out.”

Chaos smirked while adding, “You also need to consider Saedi’s feelings. You both might not match too well in likes. Maybe there's other people out there, one that wants to be devoted to you. You've been holed up in this palace, you haven't been out to see other people. To promise to attach yourself now is a bit hasty if I had to infer.”

Pienso crumpled up his face. “I love Saedi.”

“But she has to return that feeling,” Marix responded.

“How in the world am I going to do that?” Pienso puzzled. 

He didn’t seem affected that he could possibly be rejected. Marix shook his head, how was he going to make it clear that his feelings were completely unrequited? The boy was eight after all, too young to know better, but too smart to get himself in trouble. It was awfully hard to be painfully blunt to his dear boy, he could do that unflinchingly to everyone else with a merciless glare.

Chaos bent down by her precious little one, giving a great big hug. She groaned a sigh, “Honey, you just aren't meant for her. It's the honest truth. You're not going to be with Saedi. There is no winning that battle. I love you and want you not to get hurt. Her dad told you no, because Saedi, herself, is saying no. Your father and I, Sky and Orionna, are happy because we found our life partner. We work in tandem effectively. When love is one-sided, it's like two farm animals pulling the cart in opposite directions, an absolute mess! You need both to pull together, just like love. You need to find the one you pull with, Saedi doesn't want that and pulls the other way completely. There will be no way for you to change that either.”

Pienso sighed, “This is a hard thing to think about. My insides don't like it. Maybe that's pride?”

Chaos kissed her son’s forehead tenderly. “Indeed.”

Pienso slumped his face into the table. Giving up his crush was an awful thought, he simply didn't know if he could let it go. Looking at his father, he knew to ease back off the subject. If his father had a talk with Sky, it wasn’t good. Pienso felt a little humiliation knowing it caused his father grief. He honestly never wanted that, he respected his dad so much.
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Pienso took a glance at the famed Sirakui military school as he strode into a house on the hill overlooking it. The house was old, but immaculately well kept. It was a very familiar romp, he visited numerous times during the week. There was one special person he harassed with question after question. That man answered everything succinctly like the Secondaries Two he was. 

The man expected his entrance as he cleaned an old gun at his table. The weapon had remained at his side for years, very dependable and true. Hian confirmed that they just didn't make this type of quality anymore. 

“Hey Grandpa,” Pienso casually shot out, “Ma had me bring over some Hiesuian curry for you. She eased up on the spice since the heartburn.”

Hian groaned, ever so defeated, “Yup. Sadly the ninety-six year old guy just can't stomach stuff anymore. My insides might be giving up, yet I live.”

Pienso patted him gently in consolation, then took to a chair at the table. “Well, this twelve year old boy wants you here.”

Hian remarked, “I partly wonder if you coming around here is to give me something to do, that being someone to teach, or if it’s you that needs something. Perhaps both, my boy. Either way, I know you got more questions ready, and I am quite at my leisure since this crazy notion of retirement the young ones came up with. Never thought I'd get this age!”

Pienso nodded, “Nevar really never let you stop? People get old, how did they survive it then?”

Hian groaned, “Tribrinkians didn't. There was a massive loss of life then, I hope you never see such in these times. To be honest, I really don't know how I got to be my age! Really don't. That's the miracle of the Great One. I'm the oldest Secondaries to have lived. Used to be sixty-seven was the oldest I ever knew. Am I going to double that?!”

Hian bit his lip at the thought. He honestly found that daunting. The Great One had been kind these silver years, his health fairly stable. He couldn’t complain, but he knew an older generation, not these newer ones. He had outlived his longtime friends.

Pienso chuckled a little, “You're my best friend, Grandpa! You gotta stay, no one talks with me like you do. You know so much!”

Hian snorted at the comment, “Your parents are far sharper now than I am.”

Hian peeked at the food as a sliver of a grin lit his face. Chaos’s cooking sparked his interest. Not much did anymore, especially since his favorite curries didn't agree with him. For most of his life, he lived off military rations as he was ordered about, bullied by the great Dictator.

As that food disappeared off his plate, Hian puzzled, “Don't you have kids your age around? What about Lamele?”

Pienso shook his head, “He’s gone training in Narias, and he chats with the priests a lot. Just me and Saedi kinda. She sneaks out though. Her parents don't like it since she is seventeen and the princess.”

“How irresponsible for a future leader to act that way! In my day, any disrespect in training at the age of ten and you could be executed. How can such a flighty thing rule?” Hian winced, foreseeing a monumental issue to come. In truth, he didn’t expect to see it in his lifetime, but the boy was sure to see a peaceful reign come to ruin. 

“You don't think Saedi will make a good queen?” the boy inferred carefully. Even at twelve, he understood the weight of the old, experienced soldier’s words carefully.

His grandfather squinted, giving a stern look. Remaining quiet for a moment, his mind debated what to say. Finally, the one known as Nevar’s Interrogator, relinquished his words carefully. “These words are between us, but no, she will not. She grew up spoiled and naive. A good ruler needs struggles and discipline that she's never experienced. She cares for herself. Abandoning responsibility, she proves she desires indulgence versus enduring for the good of others. A good leader, like the King and Queen currently, must sacrifice. It is the heavy price for their role. It was a hard price for myself as Secondaries Two, and definitely for the Elites. It is funny, but being a leader, you lose your freedom.”

Pienso thought hard on his wisdom. “What is going to happen to Saedi? This makes me feel pretty sad. I don't want her hurt.”

Hian patted his grandchild. “You know me, Pienso. I don’t lie, and say the bad quite truthfully. Do you want me to answer with my opinion?”

Pienso frowned, “Yeah Grandpa. I'll take it.”

“The people will suffer horribly, or,” Hian sighed, “There will be rebellion when she pushes them too much in a foolhardy way. The Empire will crush her with their demands. Her parents are strong and take the kicks grandly, especially that Elite One, but Saedi will crumple and fail.”

A deep feeling settled in Pienso's stomach. He didn’t like this news, but trusted the best profiler in the Empire with his assessment completely. His grandpa took on even Nevar in a psychological battle of wits.

“How can I fix this? I love Saedi, I don't want to see her hurt,” Pienso choked out.

Hian grit out, “Not much to be done, but pray and offer her support in the right way. She has a choice to reject it though. You ought to focus on becoming an asset to others and on the right path yourself. Can't help a friend sinking in deep muck if you're in it too.”

After a moment, Hian snickered, “I heard about that conversation a few years ago with your dad. You're still sweet on that undisciplined lady?”

It was Pienso's time to groan whether to admit his thoughts. His grandfather really was his best friend. The man was open and nonjudgmental. Perhaps the many years of instructing soldiers shaped him to be patient in handling his extremely inquisitive grandson, or the many lonely years spent in a house after his wife’s death. The two needed each other for solace against their solitude, their age irrelevant.

“Yeah, Grandpa, I still love her. Haven't said anything after my dad talked about it. I don't want to disappoint my parents, or make her hate me. Plus, she's slightly younger than Lamele’s age,” Pienso confessed nervously, “Five years is a big difference!”

Hian snorted, “Well try fourteen years, that's a difference. I got no right to talk about that!”

Pienso grinned as he recalled his grandparents. Hian had told the boy much of their story, including most censored conversations. The secret ones were meant for the grave, where he'd recall them with Rhya face to face again. 

Hian shrugged nonchalantly, “Well, you've done well handling these feelings. I don't have much to say about love and devotion. Heck, I was only married for about five years before Rhya passed. How I see it, love is an investment. You may save it for one that might not pay it back ever. Or, if it's my situation, I save it for someone who will never be coming back.”

Pienso nodded at that truth. His grandfather spoke wisely, but the reality stung a bit. He might love someone with nothing in return. It was too complex for a twelve year old he figured, so Pienso decided to change the subject to another.

“I read in your chats that you got stuck in Hiesu’s muck. What was that like Grandpa?” Pienso next inquired. He'd gotten through reading some of Hian’s old logs, and that story seemed fascinating. Very few traveled in such a hostile spot, even fewer had a core breach. Pienso again wanted to hear his grandfather's past. The Secondaries was so amazing, although he acted so casual and humble about it.

After chatting about his friend Moure and the experience itself, the conversation then drifted to different Secondaries next. Pienso was probably the second best interrogator in the world. He knew what to ask to glean even a sliver more of information out. He collected history and knowledge like a sponge. He rattled off soldier records like he knew them himself. The boy was a natural genius, like the father, but his focus wasn't technology, but people. They fascinated him with all their quirks. Hian assumed the boy realized machines were made from man, but man was made from the Great One. Although they didn't act like it, man was far superior in complexity, especially the mind.

The boy puzzled mankind earnestly, he understood their ruthlessness in his lifelong research. Even the young chose wickedness at times, himself included. Just like defective toys or technology, Pienso pondered why the Great One still valued them so much? It reflected how much enduring love the Great One had toward mankind. 

Pienso also wondered of the old ages, Nevar’s rule seemed utterly oppressive. How his grandparents shielded their emotions, even through loss, he tried to comprehend such things. Although he heard these stories countless times, they didn't get tiring. 

Pienso found his father less forthwith and censored. Perhaps because it was harder for his reserved father, perhaps more guilt being an Elite One with a massive amount of blood on his hands, and perhaps because Pienso was only twelve, but the boy wanted to understand his father’s unspoken memories too. The Locksmith made hacking his private conversations impossible, so Pienso could only study his record distantly through old news files, his grandfather's collected reports, and minor accounts. 

“Well, it's getting late,” Hian assessed cautiously, “The great Advisor’s son makes a good target to get if you're a disgruntled terrorist. You have to be extra alert out there, Pienso. Always be mindful of it, you're your parent's weak spot. You'll be that until you die. I want you safe.”

Pienso nodded, “Yes, that's why Dad taught both Lamele and me defense carefully. He warned us a lot, more than other kids. I'll go home before it starts getting shifty. See ya tomorrow, ok Grandpa?”

Hian waved him off, recalling his son's weekly family visit was the next day. Looking around, for many years now the home wasn't lonely and desolate. It hadn't been since the two had married and had kids. Marix had been a wonderful son, and his family so dear to Hian. Never had he thought that Rhya would bless him so. Hian smiled as he thanked the Great One for them before bed. He had a very fulfilling life, hadn't he? Bless that inquisitive grandchildren of his too!
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Marix rapped on the familiar house's door, it was more to alert his father of their presence than anything. The famed Locksmith could open any door without too much difficulty. Something caused a furrow in his brow, as he thought briefly why there was no lingering scent of coreo in the kitchen. It was dark yet, and silent. The Secondaries had always been a succinct, early riser in the morning. Years of discipline enforced the behavior indefinitely. Hian Derval never slept in, not even in retirement.

As these thoughts pressed into the man's mind, his eager son looked ready to greet his grandfather. He had just chatted with him last night after all. It all seemed as it should. His mother watched him set the packed breakfast down on the counter. She flicked on the lights and studied her husband with a stern pensiveness. 

“Grandpa, we're here like I said we'd be. Where are you?” Pienso laughed like nothing was amiss. “You can’t tell me you overslept!”

Pienso was about to pounce up the steps eagerly, however Marix, the great Elite One, outmatched his stride with a strange urgency. He put his hand to block Pienso's path, then strode up alone silently. Knocking on the bedroom door, no response was given.

“Stay here a moment Pienso,” he murmured in uncertainty.

Soon Marix disappeared into the room as Chaos wrapped around her son. She looked very distressed. Pienso couldn’t fathom their apprehension. He just remembered waiting and waiting as sniffles filled the quiet silence in the other room. His father was murmuring things, but neither in the hallway could discern it. 

Finally, Marix came to the door, bleary eyed as he whispered, “He's finally with my mother and the Great One now. He's been wanting this release. It's okay. He passed in his sleep calmly, he didn't see it coming.”

Chaos came over to embrace him tenderly, then both grieved into each other. Marix yet blocked the way to the room, but Pienso felt too numb to move anyway. He'd never seen a dead body, but knowing his best friend left him stung horribly. In the end, he knew Grandpa was ready for this, he couldn’t be angered.

After a half hour, Marix reasoned to set things in order. His father, expecting these things years in advance, had it all finalized. Marix knew simply shoving the great personage into a hole like a war casualty was irreverent, but Hian expected that modest burial all his life. He was with the Great One now, let the old, worn body rot in the ground. 

In consolidation, Marix offered a simple cremation, with the ashes placed near Rhya’s statue guarding the palace. It appeased Hian when they finalized such years ago.
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The day of the funeral service was grim. Pienso looked outside at the cloudy skies dismally. Wearing a grey formal uniform Tribrinkian trainees normally wore, he felt out of place. He was no soldier, he had been only privately trained by his father and mother. He had never seen war, brutality, or hardship whatsoever. He didn’t even feel worthy to attend the legendary Secondaries funeral, his grandfather had lived an epic life!

Old soldiers trained by the great Instructor came to pay high honor and respect to the now still form. Pienso heard so many verbalize how much impact the man made in their lives. It was a part of Hian’s life that Pienso couldn’t reconcile, he wasn't alive then to see such things. 

The service was held by the great Aneiyan Sanction Leader, Guard. Lamele had just arrived with him two hours beforehand. With taking Lamele to teach and mentor him in being a Sanction Leader himself, Pienso hadn’t seen the now seventeen year old brother in a long time. Lamele immediately struck to his family’s side once he caught sight of them. His father was extremely somber since that morning he'd seen Grandpa pass. Pienso knew the stoic man was taking his father’s death hard, harder than it showed on his inexpressive face.

The King, Queen, and Saedi came by as many made a procession to honor the deceased. Pienso felt so numb as people approached with condolences. Knowing his grandfather's body rested nearby left him squirming for some reason. It was like something was in the blind spot of view, just in the corner of his eye, but no matter how he moved, he couldn’t catch it. He hated that frustration, and also sorrow. It was so weird, just some random thought about his grandfather sent tears to eyes and a tightness grasping at his throat, almost strangling him even! It was embarrassing when it happened so swiftly, but the painful sorrow rushed at him in a blaze. He really hated Saedi smirking at his glossy eyes, he felt mortified. He didn’t feel brave like his mother or father, they felt the pain worse but kept it in so much better. 

He decided to look at inanimate surroundings instead. People were too much to focus on right now. The place was foreign to him. Grandpa never would've wanted to be near the palace too much. To him it was a hateful place, one where he lost his wife and it had added so much sorrow to his life. 

This place was solemn and humble near the palace. An old war supply warehouse that had been renovated to become a temple to the Great One, it was airy and open. Nariasen stone crafters really had done wonders with glowing stonework and pillars that gave off a cool blue. 

A lot of renovations had come to the once aesthetically void Great City. Even Hiesu tried to lend an artistic hand to help, being masters of metalwork. Pienso studied the ceiling arranged with wiring to form heavenly shapes. The main room could host three thousand, the rich Tribrinkians could finally use their long unused alias savings without the fear of death from the horrible Dictator. They wanted to transform everything eagerly, and wanted their children to be better off than their dismal lives had been living in terror.

After a couple hours of this awful event, the family then had a final private visit. Saedi’s family also remained, as well as Guard. All had been close comrades for years. 

Pienso studied their farewells to Grandpa carefully, even Saedi appeared somber when presenting herself. Hian had been very kind toward her in younger years, watching all three grow up. She did have some discomfort seeing her mentor had passed on. Pienso watched her gulp, then turn away. Struggling to shift away from tears herself, she grit down and walked away, bravely not displaying her heart or concern. Deep down it did bother her however. 

Pienso next was forced into this mess. He confessed he'd rather not be here, and definitely not confront his best friend's body. He felt eyes on him from behind, as if they were assessing every reaction he made. But he didn’t want to react to this, it felt like acting really, just for the others. He had loved his grandfather, and probably had been the closest of all, but what was the point of sobbing before people in some forced display? His grandfather would never move, nor respond again in that still corpse. 

Pienso even knew what his grandfather would have thought of this display. He'd call it utter nonsense, he probably was elated at the release! How long had he wanted to go before to be with Grandma at the right time. Hian had also told of the battlefields he was raised in. One nodded at the fallen, then moved on, the old soldiers didn't focus on their losses which were many!

Pienso kept murmuring, Move on, move on! He desired his grandfather's unbothered nature. Hian took everything without worry. Even royalty didn't faze him, he'd interacted with Nevar after all! A smile laced Pienso's face at the memory of Hian’s cocky remarks, then a deep dread filled the boy. That sweet set of memories shoved at him, that's where it stung too bad. Those blasted recollections and interactions he'd never get again. He didn’t need to see all this pomp of mourning, just his blasted mind was simply enough to torment him, and anywhere too! 

A little unbidden whimper left his mouth. He tried everything to stifle it down, but it stabbed him in surprise. As he tried hindering the tears welling up with constant blinking, a pat on his back caused him to straighten more. His own father nodded at him tenderly, his eyes very glossy as well.

“Grandpa wouldn't want us to do this,” Pienso frowned.

Marix gave a weak snort, “Too bad for him. Gonna give him respect to spite him. He shouldn't have become the Empire's unsung hero. He's gonna get it regardless.”

Pienso laughed gently at his dad’s humorous spitefulness. Marix smirked contentedly at his child's improved mood. He understood the two closest to his father were himself and his son. He worried most for Pienso through this.

Pienso squeaked out before his voice tightened too hard, “Well Grandpa, I gotta say goodbye for a bit. I miss you, but as you told me many times, that's just how it is in life. Brace up and trust in the Great One.”

Pienso was trembling as he saluted. Marix, overhearing, performed the same action. Pienso had said what he had to in this ordeal as he stepped back kinda hazy. He left his dad while his mother embraced her husband at the casket. Soon the body would go for cremation. 

Saedi stood by a wall as Pienso dithered about. He had no specific purpose, and his head fluttered every direction. Since Lamele was talking with priests, he tried to casually lean in the background, waiting for his parents to say their peace privately. 

“Well, looks like your only friend is dead now,” Saedi teased meanly, she waited impatiently too. He was so small and puny to her, the twelve year old didn't understand it in the least. He was a complete annoyance to the seventeen year old girl.

Pienso cowered at his crush's words. He didn’t want to offend her, nor wanted to stir up a princess either. She normally could be so bubbly and perfect to others, he was just the one that annoyed her for some reason. He honestly tried everything to gain her affection, he couldn't help his genuine adoration for her. She was amazing in his eyes, no one compared to her beauty!

Pienso's voice made an unusual squeak that even he didn't know he was capable of. Clearing his throat, he responded politely, “Well, I...”

He frowned as he realized he didn't really have anyone his age that he closely hung around with. They were years older, and no one as close as his grandfather. What was he really going to say about that? He really just wanted her attention right now, and not be in the sad state he currently was. He felt pathetic, raw, worn, and worthless. He was a presence undeserving to exist in front of royalty. 

She rolled her eyes, “The guy was ancient, this wasn't a shock to have happened. Too bad it happened this week, missed my trip to Hydyn now. What a hassle this was! My friends are kinda ticked I bailed on them. They don't know what it’s like with duty and responsibilities as princess. Bah!”

Pienso winced, “Yeah, well...”

Suddenly a nudge next to him caused Pienso to jump a bit. His brother was trying to gather his attention. Giving a pat, Lamele smiled at his brother while trying to wave off Saedi for a private sibling chat. He observed his poor younger brother in a toxic situation that he didn't like any. The older brother felt obligated to step into the situation.

Lamele then whispered, “Are you alright Pienso? You look a bit pale.”

Wiping his face, Pienso nodded, “Yeah, I'm fine.”

The two watched their father sniffle with extremely glossy eyes as he said his last goodbyes to Grandfather. Saedi stood beside the boys, looking baffled. “Why does he care so much for? It's not like the two were actually related. I mean it shouldn't bother him so much. They don't look alike at all with the blonde hair and all. They never even checked if they were related. I heard that from my dad.”

Pienso felt his skin crawl at those cruel, mean words. He prayed his father never heard it, his ears were sharp to things since he was one of the best soldiers ever. Only his mother and King Sky matched his level. The absolute best hacker in the world, nicknamed by Nevar as the Locksmith, he had a knack for discovering the most secret and classified deftly.

Pienso then froze at another numbing thought. He glanced ahead at the casket, his Grandfather had warned of this very thing carefully to Pienso. Saedi was not going to make a good Queen. Pienso felt his blood freeze at that thought more than anything that occurred the whole grief-stricken day! Should he warn his father? Should he tell the King or the Queen? No one knew his Grandpa's wise warning, only Pienso. 

Pienso knew he ought to speak, say something, but his throat went dry. He didn’t want to hate Saedi, or her to hate him, but he had to defend his family. Speak! He told his brain, speak! Pienso meekly stood there frozen and numb.

That was until Lamele straightened and declared back, “You never tested your blood to see if you were really related to your parents either, have you? They didn’t, because it was a stupid test! It didn't mean anything. Legally they definitely were without a doubt. They always will be at heart too.”

Saedi sputtered at Lamele’s rebuke. She felt miffed that a simple boy was telling her off. She was the princess! Yes, he was Sanction Leader, but of what? Was he really going to be a leader? She disliked him being just a few months older and slightly taller too. 

To retaliate her wounded pride, she stammered, “Where did you learn to be so sassy? Since when are priests so rude?”

Lamele lifted his finger carefully as he returned, “Your family isn't the only one ruling several Great Cities carefully. Divine Sanction Leader Guard must also as well. He has his hands full of troubling people, and must ensure they are in their proper place so others don't suffer. He does have to nip, and teaches me carefully. A Sanction Leader is to be kind, caring, and follows the Great One’s Path, but we are not pushovers to what
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