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Foreword

“Time rises for those with promises to keep, and those unknowingly prepared for battle, for they alone are ring bearers forged by the promises that bind them.”

 

Alethea Stauron

 

For my thread master.


Pronunciation Guide

 

Lucius(lü-shŭs)      Dextorus(dĕks-tȯr-ŭs)      Yaztarifenn(yăz-tĕr-ĭ-fĭn) 

Yuleshua(yü-lĕsh-yü-wŭ)      Deminar(dĭn- ŭ-m är)      Deasja(dēz-jŭ)

Oobadoave(ü-bŭ-dōv)      Shuelltyson(shüĕl-tī-sŭn)      Teagan(tē-gŭn)

Ometrian(ō-mē-trē-ăn)      Artorus(är-tȯr-ŭs)      Myramaye(mī-rŭ-mā)

Akhtar(ăk-tär)      Gamerilaye(gŭm-ĕr-ĭ-lā)       Nicholson(nĭk-ŏl-sŭn)

Horadom(hȯr-ŭ-dŭm)      Ru’unee(rü-ü-nē)      Shordivaye(shȯr dĭ-vā)

Haresess(hĕr-ĕ-sĭs)      Val Morea(văl\mȯrā)      Arstoleci(är-stō-lē-sē)

Hatrueshian(hŏ-trü-shē-ĭn)      Baàlsarideem(bŏl-sĕr-ĭ-dĭm)

Thorvaxaline(thȯr-văks-ŭ-lēn)      Krỳdenmarr(krī -dĭn-mär)

Jett Commdearadea(jĕt\kŏm-dēr-ŭ-dāy)      Jazee Su Thrace(jā-zē\sü\thrās)

 

Pronunciation Symbols

 

ā …. aid, made, tray       d …. dare, dull, fad       z …. sneeze, raise

ē …. feed, seed, meat      f …. far, whiff, full       ow …. cow, meow, how

ĕ …. elephant, egg, led       g …. gig, gone, gore       p …. pop, tip, pray 

ă …. apple, map, tram       h …. hollow, hum       s …. sun, sauce, sir

ī …. eye, thigh, rye       j …. jet, gelatin, jack 

ŭ …. umbrella, mud       l …. limbo, lull, loud 

ŏ …. ball, ominous       m …. man, mambo 

ō …. boat, slope       n …. nice, non, naked

ĭ …. it, hip, sister       r …. race, runt, reek 

ü …. moon, tune       sh …. shadow, shush 

är …. ark, star, mark       thr …. three, throw

ȯr …. shore, floor      r …. tree, trunk, troll

ĕr …. air, tare, where       t …. tut, mitt, tail

wŭ …. wall, what       v …. vow, vacate, stove

b …. baby, bark, tab       w …. wane, water

k …. carrot, car, crack       y …. you, yule, yolk

‐ …. Hyphen divides syllables. 

( ) …. Pronunciation of item word is placed between parenthesis.

\ …. Usage of reverse virgule indicates transcription break for dual items. 

, …. Commas separate variant pronunciations.


One

Peaceful Storm

 

Twenty-one years have passed since the victorious battle for Gamerilaye. Some of Lucius’s righteous Gamerin brothers had died during battle, but Baàlsarideem and the fallen Gamerin are a vague memory, for the heavenly Father has given life and provided the Gamerin people a time to grow and mature. 

Life has a blessed relationship with time, gathering what would have been empty moments and now soaking those moments with laughter, children, and love. The gift of new life has brought Lucius a sense of long forgotten peace, peace he had only dreamed of now has become a welcomed part of him.

Although his life remains a secret to those outside his realm, to his own people, Lucius is the respected principality he once was, a victorious defender and honored king. Even more so, he is the husband and father he yearned to be. However, time continues, and with time, peace trickles like sand in an hourglass. 

The peace of the Gamerin people or the peace known to the world of Gamerilaye, Gamerin galaxies, and their king was already predetermined to be for only a time. The time given to him is to heal what was previously fractured to resemble the champion he was always destined to be. 

Deep in Lucius’s bones, he feels the tug of something hidden. There is a thickness in his dreams, like an unknown enemy making plans to destroy. Easily distracted with joy filling the moments of his life, Lucius continues in the wonders given to him and his yoshawn, Josephine, until time forbids him to ignore the small gnawing in his heart. 

The time of peace has come to a thin line of sand. To protect him and his entire people during their growth, many of his forgotten enemies have been hidden from Lucius. And the Gamerin principality can no longer remain ignorant as such. 

After reestablishing his world with the hope of a righteous population—a new breed of Gamerin warriors, along with his children, Yuleshua Lucius Gamerin carries on with a light yoke on his shoulders. A softened touch of character has developed in him because of his wife and daughters. Having no idea of how much the war is about to take from him, Lucius lives in a half-truth of harmony. The foundations of the worlds also sense the change of time, for Yuleshua Lucius Gamerin secretly knows his greatest battle has not yet awakened. As the love of the Father always prepares his children, the Trinity, in a subtle way, is preparing the heart of Yuleshua to go into battle once again.


Two

If Memory Serves

 

On the bright world of Oobadoave and after a long mission, the angelic commander, Deasja, sits in a common restaurant in the Crystal City. Tired after a recent mission, he awaits his new orders with a fresh squeezed beverage in his glowing hands. He stretches his neck by rolling his shoulders and head back to allow tense muscles to release their tension. His eyes are closed, as the sounds of gentle voices overlay each other and drown out any particular sound. The distraction is calm, the moment peaceful. Occupants of the restaurant carry on without a worry. Deasja is not trying to hide his being there, but he needs a well-earned respite.

Home, he thinks. I’ve missed being home.

Everyone on Oobadoave glows with the holiness of the Trinity. With a delicate lift of his brows, Deasja watches nearly three dozen angels lining a bar to order fresh drinks or a stout bit of nerve medicine after their own difficult missions. He’s reminded of his recent assignment and tries distracting his current thoughts from the discoveries and disturbing recent developments so they won’t invade his moment of rest. 

Deasja inhales the smell of the grill. With a little concentration, he hears the sizzling of meat and looks over at the empty chair in front of him. On the placemat, a tall glass of orange juice sits to save the spot for the one he will be giving his report to.

Looking toward the front entrance, he thinks, I’m glad I saved that spot. 

As if a line has never formed, visitors gather to any empty seat, even if the table is already occupied. More than half of the tables are full, yet all visitors newly sitting with each other speak as if they have always been family. None are inconvenienced, for they are true family and smile with one another.

Deasja turns his gaze back toward the opening of the kitchen. He watches as a partially transparent server makes his way around all the glowing inhabitants at the tables around him. The server has hair as tall as him, but pulled into a twisted bun like most Jett natives usually do after letting their hair grow out.

As everyone carries on with their tasks, Deasja reflects on the relationships made daily with a simple gesture of sitting down. Deasja thinks, Known as the inheritance of souls to some, but for those on Earth, it is Heaven. Some of the inhabitants are in spiritual form, and others are like tourists visiting the worlds within Jazee Su Thrace. They all look slightly different with colorful skin, hair, eyes, but all in the likeness of their Creator.

With woven locks piled into a large bun made of braids, the spiritual bodied, server soon catches Deasja’s eye again. The server is a retired Jett warrior. “I haven’t seen you in a couple years,” says the Jett warrior making his way toward Deasja.

Like many who have gone on in spirit, the work never ends, but the battlefield rarely reinstates a sacrificed warrior into battle. The Jett warrior has been serving Deasja in the same fashion for seven centuries. Deasja stands to greet him, saying, “Krỳdenmarr, my old friend. It has been a couple of years. I’m glad you remember.”

“About thirty years, Deasja. How could I forget you?”

“Thirty years, you say?” With a stunned moment, Deasja stares into Krỳdenmarr’s eyes. He exhales and shrugs before saying, “I didn’t mean that as in you forgot me.”

“Have you ordered omelets yet? You always tend to order the same plates when you arrive after combat. Is that where you’ve been?”

“You know I speak not of my travels. Why do you fish for information you’re not privy to? It’s almost as if you miss the battlefield, old friend.”

Krỳdenmarr replies, “Somedays,” and pauses before saying, “but did you want some omelets?”

“Other places never seem to have Oobadoave omelets where I go. It’s a spiritual food that I get only back home. I haven’t been relieved of duty long enough recently to order any.”

“Recently? Thirty years is a long time for your favorite plate. I’ll be only a moment,” Krỳdenmarr says and strides toward the kitchen.

“This conversation is fruitless. Fish all you want, but I’m still not talking,” Deasja says with a side smile as he watches Krỳdenmarr grab the newly placed steaming plate from an opening in the wall. 

As quickly as he left, Krỳdenmarr returns with the plate of rolled Oobadoave omelets for Deasja. “Careful. They’re hot,” he says as he places the dish down and refills a glass of fresh squeezed orange juice. “Surely, they will allow you to speak to me if you are saving a spot here for someone.” 

“If you weren’t already in spirit, I’d say that you’re dying to hear details. The spot is for the one taking my report.”

Krỳdenmarr says, “And you know that I have no body or orders to get back on the field. I must remain here.” He sits down in the chair next to Deasja for a moment. “Sometimes…sometimes,” but he stops speaking.

Deasja cuts a bite of his food and whispers, “Thank you, Father, for your blessing of this meal. Nourish me by it.” Swallowing his hunger, Deasja glances up at Krỳdenmarr. “Please, friend, finish what you were saying. I don’t want you troubled at home.”

“I do miss the battlefield. I miss hearing how the war fares. Or even going to distant worlds.” Looking at his partially transparent hands, he says, “Or even holding a weapon so I can wield it outside of this realm.” Studying Deasja, Krỳdenmarr says, “Being in spiritual form has drawbacks and perks. I know when the great culling happens, I will receive a new body, but it feels so far from now.” His eyes turn large as if asking further. “If I was reinstated, I could go and work under your command.”

Deasja takes a bite of food and says, “I know exactly what you’re trying to ask,” and allows Krỳdenmarr the opportunity to get his thought out. 

“How do you know?”

“Let’s say, I have experience,” Deasja answers.

“That means you must know that there are whispers of events that have happened, even here.” Krỳdenmarr asks, “Have you been in combat with anyone I know? How are all my old comrades? How’s Dextorus? How are those that he had commanded over?”

“Mmmm,” Deasja says while swallowing his sip of orange juice and nodding his head. “He’s well. He’s still on assignment. Still commanding.”

“Where at?” 

“As you know, he was assigned to mentor and monitor Lucius a couple millennia ago. Do you remember?”

“Yes, and that is what I was wanting to talk to you about.”

Deasja continues saying, “For some reason Dextorus still hasn’t been relieved from duty. And…” he says with a pause and raises his hand, “you didn’t hear that from me. Yuleshua Gamerin’s, or Lucius’s, life is a secret.”

Krỳdenmarr asks, “You clearly know what I am asking. Can you tell me more so that the whispers are clear to me?”

Shaking his head, Deasja says, “Some. But only to clean reputations at this moment. Anyway, I don’t know if Dex is still on assignment to keep an eye on Lucius or if he just wants to work in the principality’s home, but Lucius doesn’t know he’s monitored so closely. I guess all principalities need to be watched from time to time. Either way, Dex is finally enjoying his mission after all these years. I even hear the staunch boot laugh from time to time around the children. The way he acts is almost as if he has the family he would’ve had if it wasn’t for the war robbing him of everything.”

Baffled, Krỳdenmarr asks, “What do you mean children? So…the whispers are true?” Shrugging his shoulders, he says, “I am even more confused. I thought you said Dextorus was working on a mission with Lucius. Is it like…you know…like V? That one mission on Heyune in the Shadow Cluster?”

“Not exactly,” Deasja answers. “Please remember not to speak of her. The pain cuts Dextorus deeply.”

“What’s Dex doing there? Surely, he isn’t knocking on Lucius’s door every day and asking to borrow sugar as his eyes pry over toward the principality’s belongings.”

With a smile, Deasja answers, “No, Dex is commanding over the angels that guard over Yuleshua’s children. Yuleshua’s married now,” Deasja pauses for a moment to gather his fork and spoon. Using his psychokinetic ability, he holds up ten fingers while levitating his fork and spoon, in order to bring the count to twelve while speaking again. “He has twelve children.” Lowering the utensils, Deasja closes in toward Krỳdenmarr and says, “It’s a secret. And I know you’ll keep the secret.”

“But I’ve heard things.”

“The stories that you heard were from Shuelltyson’s restaurant, spoken about the day of its invasion. You must be hosting over there too.”

“How did you know where I got the information?” Silence strikes Krỳdenmarr where he sits. Slowly mulling over their discussion, he is finally able to form a sentence and asks, “So it really did happen within the boundaries of Jazee Su Thrace?” Shaking his head, he says, “This can’t be. Please allow me to repair my confusion. Are you speaking of the assassin known as Lucius? Or are you speaking of another soldier? They tend to give out the same sounding names. Maybe, I’m mistaken. You said the principality, Yuleshua Lucius Gamerin, right? This must be the same guy, but didn’t he cause the fall of two worlds? He has a wife and twelve children now? I’m confused.”

Deasja says, “Yes, to Yuleshua having Gamerin children, but no to what you just said. Yuleshua wasn’t the one that caused the fall of two worlds. That is a terrible rumor. I don’t know why the General allows people in multiple realms to continue believing this fictitious tale about Yuleshua. There must be a reason behind that lingering story.”

“I know that Yuleshua gave his brothers as a gift for his Father.”

Deasja says, “Correct. During that time, those of his brothers and those of Earth who stumbled and fell were weak. Their deeds weren’t Yuleshua’s fault. They gave themselves into temptation one step at a time. That goes for the children of Earth, as well.” Deasja takes another sip of his orange juice before continuing. “The real sin was them turning their backs on the one true Creator who would have provided a sacrifice for their return into His presence.”

Krỳdenmarr asks, “What happened to all Yuleshua’s or Lucius’s brothers? I thought they had died.”

“The true story is long, but I will provide you with a summary to relieve your confusion at the moment. Many of the Gamerin stayed true in their hearts, but had been imprisoned by one I will not speak of in our holy city. For the ones who fell by their great power, their hearts became bitter, and their hearts waxed cold.” 

Deasja begins cutting up his omelet and says, “However, mankind is a different story of their own. Just like the Shadow Cluster you spoke of earlier.”

Krỳdenmarr says, “Thank you for correcting my misunderstanding. I thought Yuleshua had vowed to complete pennants as a soldier for his sin, became Lucius, but had lost his own inheritance. But you say otherwise.”

Deasja stops cutting his omelet. “Again, that misunderstanding has suffered against our righteous brother for quite some time.”

Krỳdenmarr dips his chin with his nod. Deasja sees him deep in thought before Krỳdenmarr asks again, “So Yuleshua is still a principality? And has a wife and family? And he is not fallen?”

Deasja smiles at Krỳdenmarr, stares in the smokey brown of his eyes, and says, “Yuleshua gave his life as a sacrifice in order to save his brothers.”

Exhaling, Krỳdenmarr says, “I am in disbelief that Lucius could ever be a husband to a…” he pauses for a moment before asking, “From what world did he wed? One from his inheritance or from the galaxies that he stewards over?”

“Neither. But I can’t speak further on the matter. It’s too long of a story. You need only to know that the union was blessed by the Father, for He was the one that performed the ceremony.”

“The Father himself?”

Deasja nods. “The Father himself,” he says.

“She must be something fierce.”

“Not in the way that you think. She can be quite powerful, but her hands and voice are calm and gentle.” 

Krỳdenmarr shivers. “Such a burgeoning basket of news.” He raises his fingers with a lift of his eyes and says, “I didn’t mean anything offensive, Deasja. I remember Yuleshua only as a soldier named Lucius. He was a cold, isolated, assassin. I thought he was too far gone. He was a great warrior, but I didn’t know what had happened to him, and I was afraid he was going to fall.” He looks down for a moment. A few seconds later, his shoulders relax as he exhales and confesses, “Honestly…”

Deasja’s brows crease inward and he says, “Please do be honest.”

“I was prying because I watched the spiritual judgment of Baàl on one of the outer moons of Oobadoave. There was quite an uproar here. Baàl and all his minion were casted out from glory. I watched as they were thrown into a vortex, like a pit going straight to the prison planet. There was no mention of Lucius among those being judged. Many of us asked around, but as if he didn’t exist, there was no answer given. I don’t remember the General answering anyone. Honestly, I worried because there was no word of the Gamerin principality, and I haven’t seen him in a long time.” 

Deasja says, “You know that this conversation might be erased from your memory.”

With the braids of his hair leaning his bun to one side, Krỳdenmarr nods. “Partially, but I hope not all of it.”

“You must remain quiet if you believe the General wouldn’t speak of him.”

Krỳdenmarr smiles. “Does he really have twelve children?”

Deasja answers with a nod. “Yes, in the last twenty-five years. He’s very happy now. The oldest daughter is twenty-four years old.” With a few fingers pressed to his chest, Deasja includes, “I even helped to deliver his second born. His only son, Joshua, is now his second-in-command. Joshua is twenty-one years old and is training with Dextorus and Lucius on how to be a leader and warrior for his people like his father before him.” 

In a moment of pause, Deasja looks off in a seemingly unrelated portion of the restaurant—a public and social hot spot, he thinks quietly to himself before saying, “Here I am in public, but my closest friends live in secrecy.” Making eye contact with Krỳdenmarr, Deasja says, “Because the life that Lucius lives is a secret, Joshua must train on Gamerilaye and some of the outer planets of the Gamerin realm. Rarely does he go to Jett. The kid has no idea how blessed he is to be a principality’s son in a new galaxy. I don’t think he knows how tough his dad really is because of how isolated they are.”

“I’m sure they are at peace. At least I am, after hearing your testimony of him,” Krỳdenmarr says. “Lucius will teach Joshua to be the best ruler in case the war takes Lucius’s life like it did mine.”

“I rebuke those words,” Deasja says.

Krỳdenmarr finishes what he was implying and says, “You know what I mean. I know the truth now. Yuleshua Lucius Gamerin wouldn’t leave the Gamerin galaxies without a principality to protect his people. I had no idea his life was such a secret. Hopefully, I am allowed to remember this story, or, if the testimony is erased, at least, have peace about him.”

Deasja winks his eye. “You can’t speak one word. That would be the only way to keep this memory.” Sitting silently, Deasja allows a tiny chuckle to escape.

“What is it?”

“I know your mind will be erased.”

Krỳdenmarr asks, “How do you know?” 

Deasja looks at him with a gentle gaze and confesses, “Because we had the same conversation two years ago. I thought that you remembered until you said ‘thirty years’ when last time you told me ‘twenty-eight.’ I know that you will not be able to speak of him.”

“Somehow, I know you’re right.” Krỳdenmarr brushes a braid of his thick hair back behind his waded bun. “I believe this meeting was more for you than it was intended for me.”

Deasja says, “I’m sorry I rebuked you earlier. It’s that currently I have troubling images on my thoughts. Not in the way of ongoing, but more as the beginnings of trouble…and…and I…I think Lucius has gone soft. His wife doesn’t know the half of who he used to be, and he won’t show her either. Besides that, he has eleven daughters, and every one of them make him a gentle being. And what you say about not having a principality, you’re wrong. By his flesh and blood, his wife is also a principality now.”

“Is that what troubles you?”

“In some ways.”

Krỳdenmarr pauses for a moment of seriousness before asking, “Where did he meet his wife?”

Without answering, Deasja wears a hint of a smile.

Krỳdenmarr bops his own forehead, and says, “I guess the conversation has gone as far as it can.”

Nodding, Deasja says, “I’m sure of it now. I have spoken all this before. I’m merely repeating myself at this moment.”

“Please allow me the honor of having this conversation when next we meet.” Krỳdenmarr stands from his chair. “I feel the information already fading.” Krỳdenmarr raises his hand and takes a step back before turning. “For what it’s worth, our time has been pleasant this morning, Deasja.”

Deasja smiles as he watches Krỳdenmarr walk toward the kitchen. Taking a moment, he whispers to himself, “Until the next time we speak the same words.” Deasja looks down at his cut Oobadoave omelets. “Real food,” he says as he picks up his fork and knife.








Three

Unexpected Visitor

 

During Deasja’s meal, he looks toward the opening of the restaurant and notices a familiar face of someone walking around outside the glass. As Deasja stares, his bite slows down when seeing the earthly dad of Josephine walking around from the street corner. “Surely, he’s not coming in here,” Deasja says to himself, as Wesley circles the walkway outside. 

Wesley’s steps slow down much like Deasja’s bite. “Wesley is turning in here,” Deasja says. Shaking his head, he thinks, Would be strange if Josephine’s dad were to give me orders much like he did Lucius. “Surely not,” he says aloud.

Wesley is in spiritual form. His appearance isn’t striking in any way, for he stands 5’9” and enters the establishment with a common stride in his steps. With his hazel eyes and slightly shaggy hair, known by Deasja as Lucius’s father-in-law, Deasja watches Wesley coming closer with a grin when their eyes meet. 

Deasja says to himself, “Josephine and Wesley have the same smile. I know where her majesty gets her charm,” as Wesley walks over.

Deasja stands. “Your eyes are familiar, Wesley.”

Wesley shakes Deasja’s hand and says, “Deasja, I am to speak with you. The Father and I set up our meeting today, for I’m who you are reporting to. I’m not only receiving report, but also giving one.”

Deasja smiles and says, “Sounds like I’m in trouble.” 

“There’s always some kind of trouble lurking in the cosmos, but you’re not the one. When we’re done, you can update me on my daughter, Josephine.”

Deasja answers, “I have nothing but good things to say about your family.”

Wesley nods and says, “I do miss her.” He takes in a large breath to break the conversation and says, “We need to discuss your next assignment but not here in the open. We need to meet beyond the mountains used for harvesting coffee.”

“Which ones?”

“A couple thousand miles away from all this heavy traffic, next to the silver almond orchard.” 

“I’m not familiar of a…” Deasja tries to think of the area so he can open a gate. In this moment, the area is opened to his thoughts, as he says aloud, “In the olive gardens outside of the hop gales…” He pauses for a moment as he remembers the area where Wesley wants to go. “…in the Gamerin section? How did I forget?”

Nodding, Wesley says, “Don’t say it openly. Like the one you spoke to earlier, much memory is shrouded about my son-in-law. The power is Trinitarian to protect our family.” Looking at the Oobadoave key on Deasja’s chest, Wesley points to it while saying, “There’s a wall made of crystal and onyx that lines the water fountain.”

Deasja says, “I see it in my mind. I’ve been there. I remember touching the golden Sagittarian statues depicting them riding on their unicorns.” 

In his memory, Deasja sees his hand sliding over the oversized statue and says, “This would embarrass Lucius if he saw…” he paused to look at the victorious leader in gold, “if he saw himself as a gold statue, riding into battle.” Jokingly, he added, “This should be silver.” 

Slightly stunned that he could forget, Deasja stares at the floor as if waking from sleep. As soon as Wesley touches Deasja’s shoulder, Deasja gazes at him and says, “I will open the gate next to the battle monument of Lucius leading his warriors to victory.”

“Yes,” Wesley answers.

Deasja pauses with a gasp. “They live there.”

Wesley pats his back and says, “Let’s speak when we’re there.”

Deasja and Wesley leave through a portal.


Four

Gamerin Monument

 

Stewarded by the Gamerin who died during battle, a hidden section of Oobadoave has been staked as a temporary claim for those left in spirit form from Gamerilaye. Honoring their king for sanctifying them and making their very existence in heaven possible, they had built a memorial to be the cornerstone of their location. They know that when the day comes to be called back to their inheritance, their king will come for them.

Wesley walks through the portal first and says, “The cornerstone of this hidden area of land is the statue itself.” He points at the monument as Deasja walks through the portal before closing the opening. As soon as Deasja gazes upon the monument, Wesley lowers his hand and says, “The king of the Gamerin will return for them someday, right here.”

Light from all around the atmosphere glimmers over the golden metal. Deasja says, “The victorious warrior leading the Sagittarians to battle in this long sculpture, is your son-in-law. An impressive family.” Deasja turns to wink at Wesley. “Lucius married well. You are more royal than he.”

Wesley nods. “I know exactly who he is, and I am proud of him.”

“Have you visited here with him before? I know you can’t really leave. Is Lucius not aware of this place?”

Wesley shrugs. “Before I answer your statement completely about not leaving, we in the spiritual realm can peer through any portal when we pray for those who fight on the battlefield. We can go completely unnoticed by almost anyone.” Wesley sits on a bench etched out of stone and redwood.

Deasja takes a breath to speak, but he pauses when he sees three figures appear without any origin of entry. “How did you just appear?” Deasja asks as Wesley and he are joined by three Gamerin brothers.

“I saw them because they allowed me to, but you couldn’t,” Wesley explains. 

Deasja closes his opened mouth and says, “Truth. I didn’t even feel their presence.”

Wesley says, “Not many can detect the spiritual who have mastered the ability of being hidden. The Gamerin have ability to hide even in physical form, but in spiritual form, they are impossible to detect.”

With a nod, Deasja says, “I believe I am learning something for part of my next mission, aren’t I?” He holds out his hand to greet the Gamerin. “My brothers, how have you been? It was my privilege to battle alongside you.”

The Gamerin standing known as Chartvey and standing closest to Wesley opens his arms wide for a hug rather than a handshake. “What is this hand you hold out?” Squeezing Deasja with a strong hug, Chartvey lifts Deasja off the ground. “We’re brothers, aren’t we? Yuleshua taught me to hug when greeting those closest to me. Did I not die while battling beside you? I believe that warrants a hug when we meet.” 

With a grunt, Deasja says, “True story,” as his eyes feel as though they’re bulging. “Are you really hugging me, or is this a thought that you are manipulating in my mind?”

Chartvey answers, “I am truly hugging you.”

Wesley says, “I see the physical interaction catches you off guard, Deasja. You who are trillions of years old and have battled many spirits, yet you didn’t know that the spiritual realm could have such power over the physical body.” 

Chartvey releases Deasja and takes a step back. “I felt your thoughts, Deasja. And you have stayed humble by never claiming to know everything.” 

The three Gamerin brothers, Chartvey, Joslyndo, and Henan, stand beside each other once again.

Deasja answers, “No. But I just discovered that Gamerin can read thoughts in physical and spiritual form.”

“Our design will never change,” Joslyndo replies.

Henan includes, “Whether dead or alive. Surely, you’ve encountered such interactions.”

Deasja says, “Not as apparent. I’ve had interactions with the spiritual realm, yes. And at times, felt like they’re in a body, but I know they’re not. However, I never knew that they could move my body without permission.”

Chartvey smiles at Deasja, says, “You gave me permission.”

“When?”

“As you held your hand out to me, you allowed me permission to maneuver your body with what I was wanting to do.”

“As you did to me when we met at the restaurant,” Wesley pauses and says, “I needed you to see this firsthand before sending you on your next mission.” He pauses again as he studies Deasja’s expression. “I see the revelation troubles you.”

Deasja rubs his fingers in one hand together as he fidgets before saying, “I believe that what I have recently experienced is going to be worse than I originally expected because of this report.”

Wesley asks, “How was your last mission? The Father is here now in Spirit. You can feel Him. The missions you have been on in the last four years…Deasja, the last four years are crucial for your next mission. When you were watching the principalities, you were assigned to memorize, did you notice anything different?”

“You know about my missions? Completely?”

“Correct.”

Deasja explains, “I was assigned to follow four different principalities. These principalities are around the Gamerin realm.” Deasja studies Chartvey, Joslyndo, and Henan. He glances at Wesley, says, “Are they permitted?”

“Yes,” Wesley answers. 

Deasja continues. “In secret, I was to be a guest in their homes, monitor, and memorize them and their people. None were informed of my whereabouts, my camouflage, or itinerary, as I was to appear as a casual visitation, like a rest period. They were to know that I was there for meeting with them as a guest, but not to become curious of me.”

Nodding twice, Wesley asks, “And was keeping your identity a secret successful?”

“I believe enough to satisfy what mission you are going to inform me of.”

Wesley says, “The Almighty and I have been monitoring the portals around you.”

“For what?”

“Have you noticed anything different within the household of the principalities you’ve been following?”

Deasja opens his mind to be read by Wesley. “See for yourself what you are trying to find, for I feel the Almighty here now. I don’t know what this all means, for I am without guilt.”

Wesley answers, “Don’t be troubled.”

“Then why is there a heaviness covering me?”

Wesley answers Deasja, saying, “Because of the guilt that truly is swarming.”

Deasja says, “I’ve maintained my mission: to memorize every interaction of the principalities I was assigned to. There is no guilt upon me; however, I know not of the ones you investigate. My mind has remained clear, for I was told not to enter their minds because I wasn’t fully trained for what might be there. That’s no different from what I was trained in the beginning. Besides, principalities always have the power to block their minds from everyone, except the Almighty. I’ve entered the mind of Yuleshua only while he was weak. I did this to protect him, and I did it with his knowledge, so he could heal after combat.” Deasja breaks down into the core of what he is wondering, “What are you searching for?”

“True. We are searching,” Wesley confesses. “During the battle of Gamerilaye, before Baàlsarideem had fully entered the portal into the Gamerin galaxy, there was an unknown surge of energy. We had speculated that many ships were hidden alongside the vessel. To confirm, we spoke with the Mangoram to count the prisoners from the rosters of Hell that would be in that battle. As suspected, four fallen principalities who are in spiritual form are unaccounted for and are no longer on Earth.”

With a serious expression, Deasja asks, “How would they escape their bonds?”

“Gamerin Technology. We believe that Baàlsarideem had opened Nephilim holes to release them for the battle.”

Deasja says, “There were many principalities on the battlefield that day. Do you believe the principalities that escaped the battlefield ran from battle instead of upholding their deal with Baàlsarideem?”

Wesley says, “You and I know fallen spirits can’t be trusted. There are several kinds of spirits: principalities and those who served principalities. For the few spirits that can be trusted, they must be governed directly by a principality or, in my case, the Almighty.”

“Why are you telling me this?”

“Yuleshua was allowed to use the Forawvine. They’ve been working with us and have confirmed that the principalities who are missing have been released.”

Slowly, Deasja lowers his shoulders and sits down on the stone and redwood bench. With a heavy feeling, he asks, “What does this mean? Are you trying to say that principalities who are in bodiless form are gallivanting throughout the universe?”

“Yes,” Joslyndo answers.

Wesley continues, saying, “Deasja, I know this is troubling news.”

Deasja interrupts and asks, “Why was I sent to those principalities’ homes? They have families. They aren’t bad people. I feel heavy from what you’ve already told me. I could warn those realms. We could help them, save them.”

Wesley says, “I need you to calm down for a moment because my family could be in mortal danger. Principalities in spiritual form, going around unchecked, has never happened before, and it’s happening now because of Gamerin technology. We cannot alert the innocent when our enemy are unlocated.”

Deasja laments, “I can’t get rid of stupid Baàlsarideem. He lingers like a bad smell. Will his legacy never disappear?” Deasja lowers his head into his hands and takes in a deep breath before saying, “How do we track our enemy? They have no bodies…Wait. How did they escape without bodies?”

“Our enemy have learned new technology while infiltrating Baàlsarideem’s lab and vessel,” Wesley explains. “The fallen spirits did not act alone when escaping the battle. The spiritual principalities possessed the bodies of other escaped prisoners. Much like the Forawvine did. Those the principalities in spirit had possessed were also principalities. We have confirmation that once the spirits had left their bodies, the other physical bodied principalities escaped into the only realm they could hide: to the Shadow Cluster, where evil hides in the darkness.”

“How would you know they went there? None leave that filthy realm.”

“Three principalities who were in physical form had perished and went for judgement. They had all died within a few years of each other after entering the Shadow Cluster. They gave their testimonies individually.”

“I can’t believe people still go to the Shadow Cluster. None leave before death and judgement.” Deasja rubs his head. “Were all of the escaped principalities accounted for, I mean, the ones that were still alive and had a body.”

Wesley says, “Our intelligence has led us to believe that that is where the last one remains. We’re having trouble finding him.” 

Deasja asks, “Could this job get any worse?”

The air of the meeting place changes when Yeshua enters the presence of His warriors. Deasja’s head is still lowered in dismay when the voice of his Lord speaks, “You told me that you would be willing to do anything for me. Are you complaining?”

Deasja stands. “My Lord,” he says and immediately kneels before Him. “I gave my word. I’ll do anything for you. Forgive me.”

The Lord answers, “Everybody knows that the unclean cannot possess the clean. However, those who unknowingly open themselves ignorantly, or those who struggle with falling might open themselves up during weak moments in their lives, they might open a door by allowing permission whether they realize it or not.” 

Deasja nods and says, “I understand.”

Yeshua continues. “I need you to remember what you have seen and heard today. Deasja, unclean spirits never just simply possess someone without oppressing them first or if they know their true name.”

Speaking of his training, Deasja says, “If the spirit is more powerful than them, calling them by their true name, places power of command over them.”

The Lord says, “This is why we give our soldiers new names. These spirits who are fallen are good at what they do, for they are strong and vicious.”

Deasja places his hand upon his heart as he rises to stand. “This is starting to make more sense to me. The principalities I was ordered to follow were slowly changing. They’re not soldiers like me, so they all go by their natural name, the one you gave them.”

The Lord explains, “Sometimes the doors are opened with something simple and completely natural. Once they’re in, they break down the barriers within someone’s mind, all the while, telling their victim that everything is okay and natural. Then, one step at a time, they infest what they want to possess with their believable lies. The enemy knows there are rules they must follow. If they don’t follow these rules, we can track our enemy immediately when the soul cries out to us. Their punishment is most severe.” 

Yeshua takes a step closer. “The principalities that are missing are extremely powerful because of the powers they possess in temptation of all sorts of evil. Those who are in spirit form can almost possess anyone who is weak, both physically and spiritually. I gave the Gamerin household Oobadoave portal crosses as a gift because I didn’t want to raise awareness. The unclean spirits cannot touch an Oobadoave shield. That’s why the new crosses are made of Oobadoave metal. I was trying to keep Yuleshua’s family protected because their keys have the spirits’ old inheritance on them. We believe the spirits are looking for an opportunity to strike at my Gamerin children to get their old birthrights back. Evil spirits won’t stop until I make them. It’s one reason we guard the Gamerin made keys strictly.”

Deasja asks, “But I thought only angels, warriors, and principalities have access to portal gates. No unclean spirit can enter through the portals that most principalities have. Those keys have just a handful of stones and were given to them by the Almighty Himself. They link directly to Jazee Su Thrace. Unclean spirits are immediately seen because they’re drawn to the surface of the outer moon which orbits outside of the Oobadoave shield.” Deasja makes these revelations in his mind while he thinks aloud. “There must be only a few hundred principalities who have the original Gamerin forged keys made by the Gamerin principality around their necks. They’re the ones who know Lucius personally. Those keys do not have Oobadoave metal. 

“And, Angels aren’t weak who wear the crosses the Father and him had made together. We don’t allow our minds to become tainted with such temptations that the fallen use.” Suddenly, Deasja starts to make a connection. Slowly, he turns while placing his fists to his eyes. He grunts, “Of course.” Deasja glances at Yeshua. The Lord allows the revelation to be spoken aloud, as Deasja says, “As a steward over those realms, Lucius has governance of their birthright. 

“When they revolted against the Almighty, Yuleshua pulled his army together and defeated many of them. He slaughtered many of those fallen principalities within their own realm alongside the archangels and his Gamerin army.” Deasja pauses before saying, “Baàlsarideem knew every one of them. The fallen principalities are trying to destroy Lucius in order to get everything back. Everything! Even what wasn’t theirs in the beginning.” Deasja shakes his head. “They never give up trying to gain power. Lucius’s realm is where their abilities are magnified. If they took over the Gamerin…” 

The Lord says, “You’re right in realizing the truth. Yuleshua himself had destroyed their bodies to end the growing threat plaguing the universe. I had Yuleshua destroy or capture them, so he could rightfully govern their realm without sin. I didn’t just hand those realms over to him, Yuleshua had to fight for those people because he cared for them. Those he destroyed want revenge along with what they believe is theirs. The fallen principalities, those in spirit, are trying to eliminate their biggest threat.”

Deasja says, “And their biggest threat is Yuleshua.”

The Lord nods. “If they can control the Gamerin household, they could possibly stay hidden for thousands of years to avoid their severe punishment. They would inherit everyone in his realm along with theirs.” The Lord pauses for a moment before saying, “I’ll leave you with Wesley. He’ll discuss what needs to be done to save the Gamerin family from destruction.” Within a blink of an eye, He vanishes.

Wesley picks up the conversation. “We need you to keep a closed mouth and mind about this,” as he hands Deasja two different bands. “Wear these, but only in an interdimensional space. If one of you is lost in the spiritual world, activate this one. These bands are powerful enough to release only one soul from the bowels of Hell, but it must be activated quickly before the body dissolves when it is left behind.”

Deasja asks, “The other one is for Lucius, isn’t it?”

“Yes. The Holy Spirit has been dealing with his heart on the matter. Although Lucius knows nothing, he knows that someone will speak to him in coming days. Everything I tell you is to remain a secret. Lucius needs to know, but he’s not allowed to let anybody else find out what’s going on. Not even my daughter, his daughters, or his son are supposed to know. None of his servants, even Artorus.

“Any habits that change in the houses of the principalities you have been tracking, need to be investigated thoroughly. The four principality houses within the realms you’ve been tracking are where we last received a DNA signature through a used portal. Spirits don’t have DNA, but the bodies they inhabited while jumping through a portal during Baàlsarideem’s battle did. If they’re making a home where these principalities are located, we need you to track it before anything happens. When you’ve isolated where the spirits are located, initiate the device that opens the gateway to their damnation. A special weapon has been developed to pull the unclean spirit through. 

“No holy entity or righteous warrior wants to touch an unclean principality while it’s going to its prison. Principalities who are in spirit form are strong and can pull the soul of another out of his own body. Do not allow any you are capturing to know that you’re following or tracking them. We might get only one chance to be this easy. The knowledge of your mission cannot get out, or many could be lost.”

“Easy?” Deasja asks. “I wouldn’t call my mission easy. Why doesn’t the General just give them bodies so we can track them?”

“Because we can’t track them, Deasja. They’re missing.”

Deasja sighs quietly. “I forgot that part.”

“Remember, you can let only Lucius know what’s going on. Him alone. The Lord has shielded your mind from being read by any fallen principality because you’re from Oobadoave, and your body itself is made of the holy dirt that we walk on. Because Lucius is a principality, he can shield his mind. Everybody else would be vulnerable. We need for you to leave soon after you’re done gathering yourself for this mission. We’ll give you one week to prepare and lose your Oobadoave glow. I’ll relay the information and schematics through your mission band located on your right forearm. The band is set only to be read by yours and Yuleshua’s DNA.” Wesley concludes. “Are you ready for this mission?”

Deasja answers, “In the words of my comrade, Judgment’s coming.”


Five

Gamerilaye

 

On Gamerilaye, Lucius and his family are on their private beach. Outside the royal castle of the king’s island, the king’s children play in the water and upon the sand for an autumn outing. The warm sun bids summer goodbye, for the mornings have been cooling down with the changing season.

Keeping guard with his children in his sight, Lucius naturally performs guardian surveillance over his son and daughters much like their personal guardians are doing. Each camouflaged guardian stands quietly to the side and are unseen. Most of his children do not realize who constantly watches them, only that they are watched. All but one lives this way, Claire, who is playing catch with a football and her best friend, Artie, her guardian.

Lucius glances over toward Josephine lying on a towel under a cabana and says, “Josephine, we make beautiful babies,” before turning back to watch his children again.

Shielding sunlight from her eyes, Josephine smiles and answers, “We sure do. It’s a nice day today. I thought it would be cold, since I saw frost on the grass this morning.”

“I told the weather to behave today.” Lucius glances at the blue breaks in the clouds before saying, “But I can’t force the weather to stay this way. Life has a cycle here much like it does on Earth.” He looks down at his wife again and studies her exposed legs that are lightly tanned by the warm sun reflecting between clouds. With the soft breeze blowing her hair to one side of her shoulders, Lucius stares and tries to hide his thoughts of growing his family.

Before he can think of a way to ask her about having another baby with him, Josephine reads her husband’s thoughts and answers, “No. I’m not ready. For some reason I’ve had twins the last five times. It makes me look fat in my gowns.”

Knowing he’s been found out, he tries to play ignorant by squinting his eyes and replies, “What? You always have a beautiful figure.”

“I don’t think so,” she says and glances over. “My womb is staying closed. I can read your thoughts, and I know what you’re trying to do.”

“What’s that?”

“You’re trying to make me give into your wants. Don’t play like you’re oblivious of your demanding nature.”

“Demands?” Pretending to be unaware still, Lucius continues, “I beg your pardon. I never make demands with you. I don’t force you to do anything, Josephine.” Looking around the beach and watching his children, he says, “If anything, you make demands of me. You know you control me.”

“I beg your pardon. But no one controls you.”

“Yes, you do.”

Defending herself, Josephine says, “I simply hold you accountable for your actions. That’s why the Father set us up together.”

While blowing a breath out through his scrunched lips, he facetiously utters, “Please.” He gazes at Josephine and lifts his brows and whispers, “I’m wrapped around your little fingers and you know it too.”

She giggles and says, “I’m still not ready.”

Lucius asks, “Why not?” He points around toward all his children. “Our youngest daughters are already five.” Looking back at Josephine, he pleads, “You haven’t breastfed in two years. We have empty bassinettes in our bedroom, and Claire is twenty-four years old.”

“My love, there’s nothing to discuss.”

He says, “We’re not getting any younger.” 

“We’re not getting any older either. Don’t try to confuse me, Lucius. I know your thoughts.” Josephine rubs her knees together as she flirtingly says, “Don’t forget we’re ageless. I’m not wasting any of my seed. We froze them in place. When we did that, you promised me that I would be the one to make them move when I was ready. Remember?”

Nodding, Lucius says, “You’re so beautiful.” He shakes his upper body, as if he were chilled by her temptress figure. “Of course, I remember, my yoshawn. I’ll wait for when you say it’s okay for me to have children.”

“You’re unrealistic, right now, Yuleshua Lucius Gamerin.”

Not responding to her statement, Lucius waits half a moment before turning away to look around. A few moments later, he glances at her, and asks, “Is it time now?”

She chuckles. “Lucius…I need more time, baby.”

“How about now, my yulee?” he asks with a smile.

Speaking softly, she says, “I’ll think about it.”

Lucius smiles and says, “That’s a whole lot closer to a yes than what I was getting fifteen minutes ago.”

Changing the conversation, Josephine nubs her nose in the air toward their oldest twins, Carissa and Amber. “I don’t know if you’ve noticed this…” she pauses for Lucius to gaze upon the scene she points out, “take notice on the new behavior between Vincent and Amber, as well as Akhtar and Carissa. Our two girls have been trying to block their minds when they are around the sons of the Gamerin, Vincent and Akhtar.”

Now named Gamerin among the tribesmen, Vincent and Akhtar are the freed Nephilim slaves that were aboard Baàlsarideem’s vessels. Vincent was used for scientific endeavors and Akhtar was considered the weakest Nephilim working out in the orchard aboard Baàlsarideem’s ship. The planning between Vincent, formerly known as Rueshta, and that of Akhtar and a few other Nephilim slaves at the time, caused the escape of Lucius out of captivity. Since the victorious battle for Gamerilaye, Akhtar and Vincent have lived nearby the king as closest family during training and working as scientists in Lucius’s palace workshop.

Josephine includes, “Those boys bring butterflies to our daughters’ stomachs.”

Lucius steps over and squats down inches near Josephine. He lowers his voice, as they both speak on the developing relationship between Akhtar and Carissa, and Vincent and Amber.

 

While Lucius and Josephine are speaking of the noticeable developing love between the two couples, a football slams into the ground beside Josephine and Lucius. Before the sand of the beach can touch their skin, Lucius pauses the elements within the air. Not one grain of sand or the football touches Josephine. 

Running over to gather the ball, Claire says, “Sorry,” as her lip stretches to one side. “Sorry, Momma. Sorry, Daddy. Artie threw that one.”

Artie jogs over and has a smile when he says, “I’m sorry, your majesties, I threw that one…” he pauses before pointing at Claire “and fumble fingers here didn’t want to dive for it.”

Claire slaps at Artie’s stomach. Artie laughs loudly. “You hit like a little girl too. You certainly haven’t gained your Gamerin strength either.”

Holding in their laughter with stoic faces, Josephine and Lucius stay quiet until Lucius says, “Are you going to speak to your princess like that? You know she only has the power to grow things. Don’t give her a complex.”

Artie replies, “You’re right, your majesty. I should treat my princess with the utmost respect. It’s also not nice to make fun of people with disabilities.” Artie laughs even harder.

Josephine speaks over Artie’s and Lucius’s laughter, saying, “She might not have quick speed yet, but when she turns twenty-five, her father will enter her mind and heal her. Until then, he will keep his promise he made to her and allow her to grow on her own with only the Trinity hearing her thoughts. I think their promise is sweet, and the Father said that would be good.”

Artie gazes at Claire and says, “You know I’m just playing with you. I think you’re great at throwing the ball. Just not catching it.”

Lucius says, “It’s okay, pumpkin. It’s a hot fall day, and sweat fell in your eyes,” he winks.

Claire places a hand to her hip and flexes her other arm. “I’m tough. Even with sweat in my eyes.” She winks back at her dad.

Artie says, “You’re pretty tough, princess.”

Claire responds, “I know I am. Stronger than even you know.”

“I don’t think so, princess.”

Interrupting what he feels is going to take place, Lucius says, “Okay, okay.” And raises his hand at Artie like a stop sign. “Remember. Artie can read your thoughts. He’s your guardian angel and—”

Claire stands upright and laments, “Daddy. You promised me. You don’t break your promises.”

Quickly cutting her off from finishing, Lucius says, “I haven’t broken any promises, pumpkin. Artie does give you privacy, as do I. But there are rules. Guardian angels must protect the Father’s children. If they feel that you are in danger, then they will tap into your mind and protect you with their very lives.” 

“I don’t give him permission, Daddy,” Claire rebuts.

Glancing at his wife with a thought of his own experience, Lucius folds his lips in for a moment and asks Josephine, “Why did you tell her that story?”

Shrugging, Josephine says, “All the children love to hear about when we were dating.”

Lucius then looks over at Artie to confirm what he is trying to say in front of Claire and says, “Artie keeps a respectful distance…” pausing he makes eye contact with Claire and says, “when it comes to your mind, thoughts, and whatever your little heart desires. However, if you’re in danger, he’ll know exactly where you stand in your heart. All angels do this. It’s the way of the law. Artie isn’t a bioempath like I am, so the story your momma told you cannot protect you.” 

Lucius looks over at Artie, and says, “I’ve already spoken with you concerning what must be done for her safety. I trust you to protect my daughter.” As his brow creases with concern, Lucius gazes back at Claire. “Pumpkin, I never break my promises. I’m a holy being. However, Artie reports what he must, for he is accountable. Do not force royal command over him when it concerns your life.”

Realizing the hasty comment carried into a heavy discussion, Claire says, “Yes, Daddy. I don’t know what came over me. I just liked having the privacy of my own mind. In a few months when I turn twenty-five, this won’t matter anyway.”

Josephine says, “Claire, you’re the only one on this world who has been as privileged as your father to hide thoughts. Even I was unable to do so on Earth. This privacy was granted to you since you were fifteen.”

Lucius finishes saying, “I said when you turn twenty-five years old. I was giving you time to judge your thoughts appropriately. All on this world has been blocked from your mind until then. When the Father and Son come and visit, don’t think they do not know what’s on your mind.” Lucius looks at both Artie and Claire. “There is nothing hidden from Them.”

Josephine says, “The story I told you was only the half of our struggle on Earth. Claire, you and I do not understand all the ways of the Father. Because of your circumstance, the Father agreed for you to have some privacy. None of my children have this, except for you.” She clasps her fingers together. “You are maturing in grace and beauty. You will also have to be held accountable for your actions, as everyone else is. It’s not like you to become upset over something you already understand. 

“As the principality over this realm, your daddy has more right to read everyone’s thoughts; however, he wants a relationship with you, so he gives privacy. He’s respectful. I don’t know how many powers you will have, but if you ever receive the ability to read one’s mind, please be respectful of their privacy as your daddy and I, along with everyone else within our realm, have given you. You should understand this more than anyone.”

Claire answers, “I understand.” She pauses for a moment and contemplates, for within her mind there is a deeply hidden secret. Somewhat bothered, she hides her grief, and says, “If I ever become as powerful as you, or whatever, I will remember the training and the wisdom that both of you have given me. I would be more guilty than anybody within this realm for invading anyone’s privacy. Please continue to honor me.” Changing the subject, Claire smiles at Artie and says, “However, I am still pretty strong.”

Shaking his head, Artie says, “Okay, princess, you’re tough.”

“Yes, I am strong. And I forgive you,” Claire says with a twinkling wink in her eye and a side step moving toward where they were once tossing their ball.

Walking away with her, Artie mumbles something under his breath before saying, “Why am I always needing to apologize to you these days?” as they both snicker with one another. Walking off together to play catch, Artie and Claire continue their banter down the beach. 

When their voices become small in the distance, Lucius turns back toward Josephine. He realizes she is studying something and knows exactly what she is thinking. He confesses, “I’ve noticed that too. Looking back at my promise that I made with her, I wonder why I would try and test myself with so much patience because there is something she’s hiding. Do you think it’s because she hasn’t blossomed with Gamerin gifts?”

Josephine answers, “I’m sure it’s nothing. She probably just doesn’t want to give up her privacy. I was the same way.”

Lucius answers, “How can I forget.”


Six

Keeping Appearances

 

Once Artie and Claire are a distance down the beach, away from the noises of the other royals, Artie continues to apologize, saying, “Claire,” he briefly pauses speaking before saying, “You know I was just playing. I feel like I am constantly needing to ask forgiveness for my behavior. You know I wouldn’t say anything to deliberately hurt your feelings.” Artie rubs the back of his neck out of nervousness. “I’m a good servant to the family,” he says as he waits in her response. 

Staring off with much on her mind, she answers, “You are,” as if the words were merely just spoken with no emotion attached to them with the weight of something else robbing her of thought. 

Worried that she might release him from duty because he is only a servant in his lord’s house, he stops walking. Claire, nibbling on her bottom lip, stops walking too, but she is still staring off at nothing. Thoughts are dancing in her mind, her eyes are glazed, and her brows seem heavy with worry. 

Trying to calm his own nerves, Artie looks towards Claire with a tilt in his head to get her attention. When she doesn’t look at him, he lowers his arm back down to his side, in order to hold the football with one hand. With a tender volume that provides a graceful deepness, he says, “Please see me.”

With a subtle blink in her heavy eyes that follows his voice she gazes toward him.

In a voice that he has recently adopted with her, he says, “I’m sorry if I overstepped my bounds. I never want to disrespect you, especially in front of your parents. I know what it’s like to feel like you must prove yourself in front of those that see you as younger than them.” He pauses for a moment while thinking of the right words to say. “I don’t see you…see you as,” he struggles for a moment to find the right avenue in which to deliver his words. “I don’t see you as a child anymore. Don’t replace me because you’re older now.” Looking away for a moment, he had a thought, but it disappeared. I’m a good servant, he thinks.

Claire knows what he thought. With a gasp, she answers, “You’re my best friend. I can’t hear you speak in such a way. I don’t consider you a servant to the household or somebody who would purposely make me seem less than I am.”

“Then, why have you shut yourself away from me? You used to speak openly with me. But now, all I do is apologize.”

“Why do you ask? Why do you say this?” she asks, hoping he will remember the thought that never stays long enough for him to see clearly.

Carefully, he takes a deep breath before saying, “Because you’re hiding things from me.”

Claire has been hiding some things from him, and she knows that as soon as her thoughts are revealed to her family, all will know what she is feeling. She has kept multiple secrets and suppressed her abilities so Artie must stay closer to her. But her abilities are not the secret she cares about. The true secret troubles her at night, especially when she can see Artie there. Artie is never too far away from her, and she fears that when her thoughts are revealed, she will no longer be allowed to see the guardian she has fallen in love with.

Deciding to tease him after making his statement and apologies to her, she gasps. “Why would I hide things from you?”

Caught off guard, Artie holds his chest. “I didn’t mean…” He pauses after making such an accusation. 

The emotions are heavy over him before she breaks into a smile. With her smile warming him, he is relieved. Claire giggles while trying to say, “Artie, think nothing of my thoughts. I know you’re only playing when you tease me in front of Mom and Dad. You’re not at fault. I know you enough to understand when you’re only teasing. I love when you joke because we’re close.” 

She takes a step, and he follows walking beside her. Flirtatiously, Claire bumps against his arm. “I know you would never do anything to purposely hurt my feelings whether you were my guardian angel or not. I hope you know the same about me.” She stops walking, and Artie mimics in her movement. As she always does, Claire fights the emotional battle within her. She stares straight into the deep color of his hazel honey golden eyes while she tries to show him in some measure how deeply she feels for him. “I know you must understand how much you mean to me, and I would never do anything to hurt you. You’re my closest friend.” 

Without realizing her confession, Artie smiles at the young woman trying to pour out her heart without fully saying what she means. 

“I love you, Artie.” 

Relieved she isn’t truly mad, he answers as he always has, saying, “I love you too, princess.” 

Claire hears him, but she has come to understand what Artie hasn’t realized yet, how much he loves her. Are the thoughts all in her head? Is she mistaken?

He guards her every day. He has memorized her smell and knows every little idiosyncrasy that she has without reading her mind. Every moment of the day he expects to be beside her. Because they are always together, Artie has not thought about what happens when she turns of age, and her secret is exposed or if she were to be with another by desire of the king. Artie would be relieved of his duties to her, for she would be with another—a Gamerin, not a harvester servant. If Artie were to be bonded to her, he would no longer be a servant, but a master; something she believes that he was always destined to be.

The thoughts that trouble her are from what happens after she is with someone else. Anger from jealousy isn’t something that Artie has felt before, but it would surely wake him in the realization that he should be hers. She knows he has no troubling thoughts because she has seen his peaceful dreams as he sleeps. He doesn’t worry about such things as losing his first love because he doesn’t know he is in love. Artie is currently a servant and does not think in such ways.

After his statement, she reads his thoughts. The same. His thoughts are always the same. A caring guardian that will not overstep his boundaries as a servant in her father’s household. I know he cares for me, but his duties always come first, Claire thinks to herself. With trouble in her heart, she looks the other way and walks again. I only have a few months, Father. What can I do?

Artie senses the change in the air when she starts walking after his statement. He asks, “Princess, did I say something wrong, again?”

“No. Stop apologizing like some slave.” She slows down for him to catch up. “You always say the right things.”

“Then, what’s wrong?”

Claire pauses in place. She fights the temptation to let him know her heart. If I were to express to him my true feelings, I wonder what he would do. I know he would separate himself from me to protect us both from my father’s wrath. 

She looks back in the distance at her dad and mom lying beside each other, peaceful and serene, but she has heard many stories of how fierce her father’s punishment is for those in his realm after committing acts against him. She turns back toward the trail and thinks, Artie follows strict orders. To save me, he would throw away any beautiful ties I could have with him, in order to keep us from messing up. His loyalty and respect are the most honorable things about him. She lightly answers Artie’s question in a calm voice, in order not to dampen the mood of being in his presence. “Nothing’s wrong. I’m tired. I’ve been in the sun all day.”

Although Artie realizes there is more, he allows her excuse and says, “As you say, your majesty.”


Seven

Goodnight

 

After a long day of playing on the beach with Artie, Claire decides it’s time for her to wash up for bed. As always, Artie guards her from outside her quarters in the hallway. He stands in his normal position outside of her door. All in the house have had supper together, including Artie because he has always been part of the family and is a normal member at the table with his chair beside Claire. 

As Artie stands to himself in the hall, he thinks, I have the most honored position in the entire kingdom of the Gamerin galaxy. I live in my lord’s house. He is my best friend, and I guard his daughter. He pauses and bows his head and quietly says, “Thank you, Father, for you have blessed me.”

Lucius and Josephine are seen walking up the hall. Lucius carries Brittany, one tired and sleeping five-year-old, on his shoulder while Josephine carries, Heather, a sleeping five-year-old cradled in her arms. As they go to lay their youngest twin daughters down for their evening rest. Lucius glances over at Artie and smiles. The royal king and queen both stop in their tread beside Artie. Lucius says, “Is Claire getting ready for bed?”

“Yes,” Artie answers. He looks at the youngest twins and continues. “I think everybody is ready for bed.”

Flashing a giant smile, Lucius mirrors the same expression Josephine wears. He says, “They’re still just babies. They get tuckered out faster than any of us.”

Josephine says, “Well, we might not get as tired as they do, but we have a long week with all our governesses, including, Charony and Thimbette visiting family on Bengal. I think I will rest tonight. I’m to be teaching classes for the girls this week.”

Lucius transfers a thought of the evening being young for them both, but uses decency when conveying it mentally to his wife. From their expressions during the private discussion, Artie realizes what they are saying, especially, when Josephine gives a quirky half grin and shakes her head in disbelief. 

Artie comments, “I might not read your minds, but it doesn’t take a very wise man to figure out the conversation that is secretly being spoken in front of me.”

“Artie, your king is a dirty old man,” Josephine jokes.

“Old?” Lucius acts offended and says, “This old man still knows a few tricks.”

Artie blushes and says, “Okay, you two. Whatever you’re discussing needs to take place in your quarters.” Artie points down the hall toward the royal chambers. “Not out in the hall.”

Lucius says, “It’s just you, Artie. You’re family. I trust you, and I know you don’t think that way.”

Shaking his head twice, Artie’s blushing smile pushes his cheeks back toward his ears. He says, “I cherish my moments with you two. You are happily bonded together, and your love warms my heart.” He looks directly at Lucius. “You are truly joyful, finally happy. To see you with my queen and with cherished children makes my heart at peace.”

“Aye,” Lucius nods after saying. “I am.”

Artie watches Lucius and Josephine take care of Brittany and Heather by carrying them off into their room for the night. 

Quiet permeates the hall as Artie studies the smallest movements of the other guardians within the sounds of the palace. Within Claire’s chambers, Artie listens to the bathing lounge door open and close. Recently, a strange excitement turns his stomach into a wasp nest, stinging and shooting a moderate spike up his spine when he knows he can stand beside her. But the moment is short-lived as he thinks, I love serving her. He turns toward the door. She must be done. 

Although he no longer has his signature harvester fingers with freckles of yellow, orange, red, and black, he does have a form of his original DNA. Artie taps on Claire’s door with gentle fingers. With every tap, a small spark resonates onto the panel of her door, like static electricity that glows for less than a second in the dark of night. Although his fingers no longer appear colorful like they once did, Artie still has the ability that he was made with—a fire-wielder.

“Come in,” Claire answers the polite knocking announcing that Artie is ready to resume watch over his princess within her quarters. “I’m dressed now.”

With the utmost respect, and recently more caution than ever before, Artie timidly opens the door. Entering, he says in the newly developed voice he has gained over the past couple of years, “My princess. I’m entering your quarters.”

Instead of her normal greeting, Claire fights appearing bothered. She sits on the edge of the bed with her knee up, fidgets with her fingers over the hem of her pajama pants, and resituates the buttons of her shirt. She thinks of the discussion on the beach when she was tempted and nearly told him what hurt inside her. She knows her time is short with him. And if he read her thoughts by accident from her forgetting to shield her mind, or even her eclipsing her modest nature with weakness and allowing him to hear her heart, she knows it would be the end of their relationship if he were not ready. 

Terrified at how Artie will most likely push her away, she calls out, “I said I’m ready, Artie. I know you’re coming in now. You don’t need to ask countless times because we go through this every night.” She gets up for a few paces back and forth and fights the desire to embrace him before she plops herself down onto the sofa that Artie usually sleeps on after making his rounds.

The abrupt change in her character catches Artie in a moment of dismay. He freezes in place. “I…I…I don’t—” 

“Don’t apologize, Artie. Just…” she pauses, “Just…” she pauses again to stop herself from crying. Swiftly moving from her seat on the sofa, Claire rushes toward the bathing lounge before she can start bursting into a full cry. “Forget it.” Wanting to hide her emotions, she knows she is already revealing too much. The door slams behind her, as she yelps, “Just don’t say anything, like you always do!” and leaves Artie speechless and standing alone on the farthest side of the bedroom, close to the entry door.

What did I do now? Delicately, Artie closes the door. His steps are slow at first, but pick up speed over to the bathing lounge. Should I say something, or should I not say something? With his mind doing circles after what he has just witnessed, he whispers, “What did I do?” 

Calmly thinking of his next actions, Artie places his hand on the knob. Suddenly, his heart stops. 

Claire is crying. 

With stuttering in his voice, he says, “Princess, please…” and pauses saying with a sharp inhale, “princess.” An invisible mass falls upon him like he has not felt before. With all his imagination, he cannot comprehend what mistake has caused this situation. When she doesn’t answer him, he says, “Claire,” but he struggles to say clearly, “wh-what can I do?”

Her weeping gets louder. 

Dumbfounded, Artie’s heavy sensation grows worse when he hears the mighty Gamerin principality stepping down the hall toward one of his distressed children crying.

After Lucius enters the room, his gaze searches around until landing squarely on Artie standing in front of the bathing lounge door. 

Reaching his hands up, Artie takes a couple steps toward his king and says, “I don’t know what happened. I don’t think I did anything.” He steps away from Lucius’s glaring eyes.

Now sobbing in the bathroom takes on a whole new urgency as Lucius dashes in Artie’s direction.

Walking by Artie and straight to the door, Lucius uses his special vision to look through the walls. “Are you hurt?” he asks and sees Claire kneeling and trying to shield her face with a towel in a corner beside a boulder and waterfall as she tries to mask her crying with the sounds of trickling water. Lucius’s heart breaks for her. 

“Pumpkin,” he barely utters as he enters the lounge without knocking. He has given her enough privacy, but her crying issues him the right to intervene and ask questions. With gentle hands, Lucius bends down, wraps his arms around his daughter, and releases peace into her soul. “What’s wrong?” he asks.
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