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Chapter I - Where Memories Don’t Belong... But Still Find A Way
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The sky above Zunda was the color of quiet thunder. There was a heavy kind of silence that made even the wind hesitate.

Fress Bolog, Reginna, and Sttely had taken Kyky and Bonna on a long-awaited vacation, sailing the glassy lakes of Durran, a distant planet known for its mirrored waters and skies that changed color with every hour. It was meant to be a break from the tension, the training, the ever-looming shadow of prophecy.

This meant, for now, that it was just Omiddu and SipSip at home, father and son, two souls linked not by blood, but by battles, secrets, and love that defied logic.

SipSip stood barefoot on the edge of the rooftop terrace, the warm tiles under his feet grounding him against a sky that felt too big today. 

He was twelve now, and lately... the dreams had changed. They weren’t just dreams anymore.

“Daddy?”

Omiddu was beneath the ship, wrist-deep in a coolant valve that refused to stop leaking. “Mmm?”

SipSip hesitated. “Is something wrong with me?”

The wrench dropped with a sharp clink. That wasn’t the kind of question his boy usually asked. Not this boy. Not the one who learned to fly blindfolded. Not the one who could hit a target with instinct alone.

Omiddu stood slowly, brushing his hands on a rag as he walked over. “What do you mean, my son?”

SipSip didn’t look at him. “I keep seeing places I’ve never been and feeling things before they happen. I hear voices when I’m not dreaming. Sometimes they say things like... ‘Remember what was never written.’” He looked up, eyes full of something ancient. “Is that normal?”

Omiddu crouched before him. His antennae barely moved, the only sign of the storm behind his steady gaze. “There’s nothing wrong with you, SipSip,” he said softly. “But maybe... maybe the universe is starting to talk to you.”

Professor Lubban Tonn

Far across the stars, in the ice-clad observatory of Tressil 9, Professor Lubban Tonn sat up in bed, drenched in cold sweat. The console beside him pulsed.


Temporal Event Detected.
Subject:  SipSip Bolog.
Stability Threshold Breached.
Probability of Multiversal Divergence:  67.4%

He reached for his robe and whispered, “Daka... Kumza... It’s happening again.”

The Oracle Stirred

On Ishna, beneath ruins wrapped in vines and silence, a door older than memory groaned open.

Daka Jar and Kumza stepped inside.

The Oracle stirred. Two golden eyes blinked slowly. “You let the timeline fracture. Now it will seek to correct itself... or consume itself.”

And in Zunda, beneath a sky flickering with strange shimmer, SipSip whispered,  “Daddy... I think something’s coming.”

Omiddu looked up, and for once... didn’t smile, because he felt it too.
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Chapter II – A Fishing Trip to Remember
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The air on Zunda was thick with questions and the weight of a future unraveling. 

Omiddu had had enough of timelines, theories, and tangled destinies. It was time to do something meaningful.  Something essential. Fishing. He turned to SipSip, who was lounging upside down on the couch, reading a manual titled “Advanced Intergalactic Steering Patterns for Intuitive Pilots.”

“Son,” Omiddu said, his antennae twitching with mischief, “what do you say we take a break from saving the universe?” 

SipSip blinked. “Like... play a game?”

“No,” Omiddu said, dramatically pulling out a map of the galaxy, slapping it onto the table. “We’re going fishing.”

SipSip sat up, eyes wide. “Really?! On Durran?” 

“The planet of crystal lakes itself!” Omiddu beamed. “Your mom, Fress, Reginna, Kyky, and Bonna are already there on vacation. Time to crash the party.”

SipSip’s smile could’ve lit up a solar flare. “But... do we even have fishing rods?”

Omiddu puffed his chest out. “Please. Have a little faith in your old man. We’ll rent them when we get there, like legends.”

The Fish That Hit Harder

The trip was swift. The stars blurred past the windows of their sleek family cruiser. Upon arrival at the Durran hotel, they were directed to Lake Hukan, where the rest of the family was already peacefully casting lines into the shimmering water.

Omiddu and SipSip rented a small motorboat and two shiny rods from a grumpy lizard vendor, and zipped off toward the lake.  “Today, son, I shall show you how to catch a beast,” Omiddu declared, revving the engine like a warrior charging into battle.

“Let’s go, Daddy!” SipSip cheered.

The peace of the lake shattered the moment Omiddu’s boat roared into view. Two other boats rocked violently from the incoming waves.

Fress and Reginna managed to stabilize theirs, but Sttely, who had just snagged a fish and stood triumphantly reeling it in, lost her balance. She yelped, flailing, and the fish?  Gone.

“WE’RE HERE!” Omiddu shouted like an intergalactic rockstar, making a grand entrance.

Sttely spun around, fire in her eyes, her hair slightly damp from the splash, holding her fishing rod like a weapon. “You unbelievable idiot!” she shouted. “You scared off my fish!”

“I’ll catch it back for you, love!” Omiddu promised, rubbing the spot where her rod had just smacked him.

From both boats, multiple rods began raining on Omiddu’s head like scolding noodles from the heavens. Laughter echoed across the lake.  Now, all eyes were on Omiddu. Could he deliver?

The answer came with a mighty tug. His rod bent into a perfect arc. “I GOT IT! I GOT THE BEAST!” he roared. “GET READY TO APOLOGIZE, LOVE!”

The fish breached the water, a dazzling, silver-scaled beauty landed, flopping, right near Sttely’s boat. She calmly grabbed the line, pulled, assessed the weight of the fish... And then, with the grace of a seasoned warrior... SLAP. The fish hit Omiddu right in the face.

Six hands flailed, reminiscent of a baby bird trying to fly out of its nest for the first time. He gasped, teetered, and SPLASH. Down he went, into the lake.

Silence. Then...

Laughter. Pure, uncontrollable, family-wide laughter.

Fress leaned over to Reginna. “Ten points for style.”

Sttely, now finally seated and wiping her hands on the towel, muttered with a grin, “That’ll teach him to make an entrance during my big catch.”

SipSip leaned over the edge of the boat, calling into the water, “You okay, Daddy?”

A gurgled reply came from below, “That fish hit harder than your mother...” 

They would talk about this fishing trip for years to come.
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