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‘Run. Run. Run. Run. Run.’

The only thought that kept running in my mind. I felt the ground shake with every step I took, the vibrations rippling through my legs made it difficult to keep myself from falling over. I glanced back and there he was –golden hair and shining armour.

Elian...

A woman I didn’t know was also here, running with me. Away from the mob of dark creatures with blood red eyes.

Ear piercing screams echoed across the dead flat lands. A sharp sting shot through me as claws raked my achilles, I screamed out in agony and terror, hoping –praying– for someone, anyone.....

“Ahh– Help. Please –Anyone!”

My screams were met with nothing but silence. The only thing I heard was the soft blowing of the sand from the wind. The others were littered across the ground, blood spewing out of them, the woman split in half. I couldn't tell if the blood beneath me was mine or theirs.

With tears drowning my face, the last thing I could feel was the gut wrenching feeling in my stomach.

-schlkt- ............ A wet, sickening noise.

Then –chirps– the soft sound rang through my ears, along with the sight of blinding light shining on my face. My eyes fluttered open, I laid still for a moment bringing my hand to my face.

-sigh- “The same nightmare.... Again.”

This isn’t something that's uncommon to me. I’ve been having nightmares like this for years now. The first few times I would wake up terrified out of my mind..... But after some time it just became a normal Tuesday for me. But the same one for days. That's new. That’s never happened before.

The most confusing part about this was Elian... I hadn’t seen him in years so why was he popping up?

I try not to dwell on it for too long usually but strange things have been happening relating to my dreams..... But it must just be a coincidence right?

I shook off the dream and headed downstairs.

Anyways got stuff to do today.

My name is Capio Fatum and this was my ordinary life... Until it wasn’t

_____________________________________

I approached the dining table. It was eerily familiar –the way the chairs were angled and the dishes set on the table. From the small details to the obvious ones. It was identical to a dream I had some time ago.

“Capio you gonna sit down?”

A deep voice pulled me from my thoughts. It belonged to a man who was nearly identical to me –same bone structure, same brow– but his eyes and hair were lighter in shade.

“Uh- yeah”

I stammered out.

“I’m just going to check something –be right back.”

I could feel the 3 questioning gazes, but I can’t ignore this. It was too similar and it was better to be safe than sorry.
With that in mind, I walked into the kitchen. The cold tiles beneath my feet helped keep me calm. I approached the metal cube—waist-highet, smooth, and familiar. Just as I remembered from the dream, the heating stone inside glowed a deep, dangerous red.
It was supposed to shine a bright orange, vibrant and warm. But when used for too long without rest, the color deepens, and eventually... it ignites. A burst of fire, uncontrolled and violent.
Without hesitation, I reached in and pulled the stone free. It burned hot in my hands, but I didn’t flinch. I focused, channeling the energy into my hand. A soft, orangish glow spiraled around my fingers, and the stone gradually dimmed, cooling in my grasp.
It was beautiful—almost hypnotic.
I placed the stone back in its place. My palm started to cool down and a drop of sweat slid down my forehead and onto the floor. Making my way back to the table I immediately first saw the same questioning eyes –but this time there was also a hint of concern.

“Sorry, I just... needed to do something”
I mumbled sliding into a chair.

“How long are you going to be gone today?”
A soft high pitched voice asked.

“You ask me that everyday, Celia.”

I retorted back with a small smile, glancing at the little girl –just about half my age.

“Because what if you get too busy like Cato?”
She pressed with a familiar blend of curiosity and care.

“I’ll be back before you know it ok.”
Her face lit up from my response. I’m glad I could reassure her –even if only a little.
“And if I do leave for a long time, you’ll be the first to know.
“You should be careful today, Capio, I heard that Severus is being even more of a nuisance today.”
My mother voiced her concern.
“And don't forget to be alert, don't let your guard down. You never know what might happen.”
My fathers deeper tone followed, firmer but with no less care.

He glanced side to side –trying to be secretive about it.
“Thanks for the heads up, Mom and Dad, I’ll be sure to do that.”
Their concern for me gave a sense of comfort for an already heavy day.
_____________________________________

With a final wave to my family I stepped out into the morning light. The roads of the village were familiar and easy to navigate. My footsteps crunched against the gravel, blending with the murmurs of walking voices and rustling carts.

“-Their minds!”
The loud unmistakable voice brimmed through the town –as usual– without any warning.

I slowed my pace to catch a glimpse of what Severus was spewing from his old mouth this time.

“They are taking our children from us! Just as they took my son! We must band together to protect them and fight against the Builds!”

Same speech, same conviction. I wouldn’t be surprised if he practiced in the mirror.

Severus along with Ignatius had always openly voiced their distaste towards the Builds. Whether it was the fact that they pursued ambitious things or just were paranoid –I could never tell.

Severus was the worse of two evils in my eyes, with how he even hated his son for joining my brother at the Builds.

Ignatius on the other hand was more... interesting to me, he was much more calm but still voiced his disdain for the Builds, it made me wonder what he would do if his children decided to go to the Builds as well.

But that wasn’t my problem today. I need to get to the lab, I doubted Titus would be able to stall Sir Valerius like last time.

I picked up my speed, cutting through alleys and weaving past people. A few people waved at me, others looked at me with disdain –Severus had quite the influence.

In a matter of minutes I was standing in front of the lab in all its gloomy glory. Its crooked chimney coughing up lazy tendrils of smoke into the blue sky.

I pushed open the creaky door, its hinges groaned in protest. The building was old –it had been here for decades, passed down from Head Alchemist to Head Alchemist. Inside the air was thick with the comforting scents of herbs –I could tell this was going to be a good day.

“Capio! Over here!”
A familiar voice rang out from the back. Titus was impatient today –I had a feeling as to why.
Passing by the store counter –with displays of potions– I walked into the back room. It was filled with books and potion bottles. The large cauldron at the center of the room still radiated a faint warmth. Wall-mounted tables overflowed with glass vials, quills, scattered notes, and a few empty cups.

Titus stood near the back, sleeves rolled up, already halfway through sorting ingredients. He was about my height, maybe a touch taller, with thick, dark hair that always looked like it had just been in a windstorm –whether or not he’d actually been outside.
“Hey Titus, what are we doing today?”
He gave a dramatic sigh.

“Sir Valerius was working late last night, and it’s now our job to pick up after him.”
As always. Titus always found cleaning up the annoying part of being an assistant of the Head Alchemist.
“You should watch your sarcasm Titus, what if I was in a bad mood today?”
The voice was calm, a little gravelly but playful in nature and carried a hint of authority.

We turned to see Sir Valerius, stepping in from the hallway. His face, worn with age and wisdom, held the usual small smile. He enjoyed these little morning exchanges with us –a moment of calm before the chaos of potion requests began.

“I thought old people didn’t have bad moods?”
Titus said with a chuckle. Tossing the joke like a pebble.

“You’ve clearly never met Severus.”
I added with a smug grin.

Titus placed the final bottles neatly –as he could– on the table. He had this half-annoyed, half-amused smile on his face. Before I could finish my thought he had me in a headlock, ruffling my hair.
“You think you're so funny huh?”
Titus grinned, clearly enjoying himself.
“Ok, boys settle down, we don't need you making a whole new mess.”
Sir Valerius chuckled.

There was warmth in his voice –that gentle, paternal tone he often took with us. We knew he saw us as more than just assistants. To him, we were the sons he never had.

Titus released me from his headlock, heeding our mentor's warning. He added a final ruffle to my hair. Finally free from his torment I gave a light punch to his left shoulder.

I crouched down gathering the last few books and quills off the ground, stacking them neatly on a table.

Then –the front door hastily creaked open. Metal clinked. Boots thumped across the wooden floor echoing all the way to the lab.

Sir Valerius was the first to walk out to the front. Titus and I exchanged a glance before following in suit. We were confused –It was too early for any request to come in yet.

Standing at the counter was an old friend that hadn’t been in the village in years.

Elian... he was different than I remember –his golden hair was longer almost till his shoulders. He was taller too, not by much but I could tell.

Standing there at the front counter, he carried this sense of safety around him –not surprising considering he is the highest ranked knight.

“Capio”
He gave a gentle wave along with a warm smile –not formal, but familiar.
I waved back trying to mirror him but confusion crept onto my face.

But inside?

I was panicking.

Not because he was here –but because of the last nightmare.

And part of me was starting to wonder...

‘Is this the next to come true’
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Elian stood at the counter –tall, confident and radiating a sense of safety. He was taller than me now and was dressed in dark, polished armour. He looked like he came out of a dream... literally
“Capio”
He said, offering a small wave and a smile.

I tried to mirror the gesture, unsure of what expression was on my face. My mind had gone completely blank.

It wasn’t the surprise of seeing him that shook me. It was the fact that I have been seeing him in my dreams for days now –always ending in blood.

“Sir Valerius, the King has requested your arrival.”
Elian spoke calm and precise. Not a single syllable was forgotten.

Sir Valerius’s expression shifted slightly. Calm as always –but now alert.

“I understand. Let’s leave as soon as possible.”
That was all he said –along with a nod.
Sir Valerius grabbed his potion pouch. He glanced at me and Titus, his gaze lasted for no more than a second.
“Capio, you’re coming with me.”
Sir Valerius, spoke dryly with a serious tone.
“And Titus, you’re in charge of any potion request until I return.”
Sir Valerius never took me for anything this serious –I hesitated. But I steeled myself and gave a hum of understanding along with Titus.

Elian stepped to the side to give us a way to the door –he followed swiftly behind the two of us. On my way through the door I gave one last glance back at Titus and gave a thumbs up. He returned it.

The both of us were doing things we had never done before and I could tell Titus was trying to steel himself for his hardest struggle yet... talking with people.

The door shut behind us with a soft thump. The smell of herbs and drying roots were out of my reach. The morning light stung brighter now. I always preferred to stay in the lab during this.

“Would you like to tell us what has happened?”
Sir Valerius spoke with his smile returning slightly.

“I wasn’t told anything specific. I was only told to bring the Head Alchemist.”
Elian responded with an apologetic tone.

I stayed relatively quiet during the small journey to the Capital. Elian did the same as well, it was hard trying to speak to an old friend you hadn’t seen in a long time –especially when we might be walking toward our deaths.

There was an invisible thread of nostalgia connecting us to our childhood but also a taunting distance between us of the awkward silence.

To keep myself from slipping too deep into my thoughts, I focused on the things around me: the crunching of boots against the gravel, the tang of fruit stalls along the market street, and the cool morning breeze narrowing through the alleys.

The wind punctured through Elian’s armour producing a faint whistle breaking any moment of silence.

Sir Valerius walked ahead with steady,  measured strides. He was composed but I could tell –somehow– that he was concerned about what was happening.

Because if the King required the Head Alchemist it was something that the Castle wasn’t equipped for.

It didn’t take long until we stood in front of the tall metal gates bordering the richest part of the kingdom. We walked through the gate, neither of us felt the need to slow down.

The guards stationed near the gate only gave slight glances and a nod, before closing the gate once more. Their armour was more bulky and shiny compared to Elian.

I couldn’t help thinking back to how I imagined this place as a kid –every wall covered in gold, diamond plated floors and a pond filled with rubies.

Safe to say it wasn’t quite what I imagined. The walls were smoother, more symmetrical, but otherwise the same. The roads were still gravel, just lined with wood –probably for aesthetics.

There was a pond with rubies though –or at least what I think were rubies.

Small victories, can’t forget them.

Sir Valerius and Elian, didn’t even bat an eye to the rich atmosphere that was around us. They lead the way to the main building.

The gravel crunching beneath boots was the only sound I could hear. There were no propaganda speeches or arguments in the middle of the roads, it was calm. The calm that would come from both peace and etiquette.

“It’s nice to see you
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