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Chapter I - Three Fathers. Three Sons. One Canyon. Zero Mercy.
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Opening Scene – Skuda Canyon, Training Zone Gamma-4

The twin suns of Skuda burned high over the rugged terrain of Drakka Canyon, painting jagged cliffs in gold and fire.

Slicing through the narrow stone corridors, three sleek training ships raced at breakneck speed. Their repulsors were glowing, wings twitching through air pockets.  At the controls, three seasoned warriors gripped their flight sticks, weaving through the canyon with practiced hands and smirks full of challenge.

But this wasn’t a battle.  This was playtime.

And sitting in the secondary seats, strapped into modified gunnery pods with child-proofed controls, were the true stars of the show:  Lukka, DuDu, and SipSip.

Ship One – Mallu & Lukka

Inside the lead ship, Mallu piloted with the incredible precision of a Skudan storm hunter.

Next to him, Lukka, age 4, operated the simulated laser turret like a seasoned tactician.  Eyes narrowed, mouth firm, scanning targets on the HUD with almost unnatural focus.

“Left drone. Trajectory curved. Firing.”

+25 points. +10 combo bonus.

Mallu glanced at him. “Did you just calculate a ricochet shot?”

“Obviously,” said Lukka, already locking onto the next virtual wave.

Ship Two – Tatu & DuDu

The second ship jetted through a tighter curve.

Tatu handled the turns like a madman on a rollercoaster.
DuDu, age 2, squealed with joy every time he pressed the bright green "ZAP!" button. “I GOT ONE!” he screamed.
“That was a rock!” Tatu corrected.

+5 points (random object destruction).

“I’M A ROCK FIGHTER!”

Tatu laughed despite himself. “If we make it out without you nuking the canyon, I’ll buy you an ice cream.”

“WITH LASERS IN IT!”

Ship Three – Omiddu & SipSip

In the third ship, chaos reigned supreme.

Omiddu, leaning into each turn with nonchalant ease, whistled an old Skudan rebel tune.

SipSip, age 2, stood in his seat, strapped in like a tiny general, mashing every button within reach on his training panel.  “PEW! PEW! DOUBLE PEW!”

“Try aiming, soldier,” Omiddu suggested.

“TRY DUCKING!” SipSip shouted, launching a wild spray of virtual bolts into the canyon wall.

-10 points. +1 for enthusiasm.

Omiddu shook his head, grinning.

“This is why we don’t let you drive.”

Overhead Scoreboard Flickers Online

Lukka & Mallu: 105 pts

DuDu & Tatu: 68 pts

SipSip & Omiddu: 3 pts

Tatu’s voice lit up the intercom: “Three points?!  Come on, even DuDu hit something!”

Mallu’s calm voice answered:  “DuDu hit a rock.”

“It was strategic,” DuDu added helpfully.

Omiddu, unfazed: “SipSip’s going for psychological warfare.”

“CRASH THE SYSTEM!” SipSip screamed from the background.

Landing Pad – Debriefing Mayhem

The ships touched down above the canyon, dust clouds swirling around them.

The boys were unstrapped in seconds, tumbling out of the cockpits in a blur of laughter, sand, and sugar-fueled chaos.

Lukka held his helmet under one arm like a miniature commander.
DuDu tried to tackle a cactus again.
SipSip was still yelling "RELOAD!" at passing birds.
Tatu slumped against his ship.  “Remind me again... why do we do this?”

Mallu folded his arms, watching Lukka calmly explain their victory to a rock.  “Because one day, they’ll protect the galaxy.”

Omiddu tossed him a snack bar.  “Or destroy it. But either way, they’ll look great doing it.”

And for a rare, perfect moment...

There was nothing to fear.

They were just fathers.

And sons.
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Chapter II - The Sight Within
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The canyon winds had quieted. The suns of Skuda were beginning their slow descent, casting long shadows that danced across the rock walls.

Most of the group was back at the base camp, laughing, drinking flak juice, and comparing scores. 

Tatu was showing DuDu how to dramatically recount a barrel roll that never happened, and Mallu was sitting in quiet pride while Lukka tried to teach a training droid how to salute properly.

But not Omiddu.  He was walking slowly away from the group, one hand resting on the small shoulder beside him.

SipSip, still catching his breath from the first round, looked up at his father with wide eyes.

“Where are we going, Daddy?”

Omiddu didn’t answer at first. He just kept walking, stepping over a low ridge that opened onto a quiet alcove tucked away behind a rock face. The canyon opened into a crescent-shaped space, shielded from view.

Somewhere quiet,” Omiddu finally said.  “Where you and I can talk alone.”  He turned, knelt down to SipSip’s level, and placed both hands gently on his son’s arms.  His tone was different now.  Calm. Low. Serious.  “Listen to me, my son.  You are... something different. Something rare. There’s something inside you that even you don’t yet understand, but I’ve seen it.”

SipSip blinked. “What do you mean?”

Omiddu reached into his flight vest and pulled out a soft black band of cloth.  “For the second round of training... I want you to try something new.”

SipSip tilted his head.  “Are we gonna cheat?”

Omiddu actually smiled, for a split second, then shook his head.  “No, not cheat. Something better. I’m going to blindfold you.”

SipSip’s face scrunched.  “But... how will I shoot anything if I can’t see?”

“Exactly,” Omiddu said.  “You won’t see... You’ll feel.”

“That’s weird.”

“Yes,” Omiddu agreed. “And that’s why it will work.”  He gently tied the cloth around SipSip’s eyes. Not tight. Just enough to shut out the light.

SipSip stood still, unusually quiet. His mouth, which was usually forming some mischief, was now closed.  He was listening.  “What if they laugh at me?” SipSip asked.

Omiddu rested a hand on his son’s head.  “They won’t even know. You’ll sit in the gunner's seat, as always. I’ll handle the flying. You do what you feel.”

SipSip didn’t smile. Not this time.  There was no trademark Omiddu grin. No raised brow. No giggle.  Instead, he just nodded.  “Okay, Daddy. I’ll do what you say.”  

Omiddu looked at him for a long moment.  ‘He doesn’t even know who he is yet,’ he thought.
‘But the universe already knows.’
And together, hand in hand, they walked back toward the ships — a little slower, a little quieter, but with something awake between them.
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