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A Guardsman wakes a deadly weapon of mythic proportions, Rathi, and she must choose sides with only his earnest gaze to go on.

 

 

Hidden does his work in secret and silence. Searching for the deadly weapon known as the Destroyer of Ichadra, he insinuates himself into an archaeological team looking for the ancient power. The woman he finds is young, strong and can rip him apart at the molecular level with the wave of her hand.

Rathi can remember over sixteen hundred years, but she has slept for the last thousand. The handsome male who wakes her entreats her to do what is right and that alone wins her agreement. When she sees that her world is dead, she must choose to align herself with a current power, and nothing will convince her like a kind word and an offer to help discover what happened to those who came before.
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Chapter One

 

 

The assessment council of the Citadel gathered in conference with Relay of the Sector Guard.

Arcalithic, Master of the Citadel Niffu, addressed the union. “We have been notified that the Raiders have been digging on Ichadra.”

Relay asked, “The same Ichadra known in myth and legend as home of the Destroyer?”

Arcalithic nodded. “We have had several of our archivists looking into the weapon, and it seems that it has shared characteristics with Star Breaker.”

Relay asked, “How so?”

“They were both organic weapons brought out to perform one task alone. The last time the Destroyer was seen was nine hundred fifty-seven years ago.”

“What happened?”

“The Ichadra were wiped out by disease and the Destroyer faded into history. The Raiders have been sifting through history and locating living weapons. We really need to get the same sort of program enacted. We can’t let them get the upper hand.”

Relay smiled on the screen. “That is what this meeting is for, ladies and gentlemen. We are looking for tidbits of information just like this.”

Arcalithic cocked his head. “So, what is your plan?”

Relay smiled. “The Sector Guard is on its way. They will assess the validity of the danger and put a plan into action to obtain the Destroyer, whatever it is.”

“Make sure that they use due care.”

The coordinator of enhanced beings across three sectors smiled. “We always do.”

 

* * * *

 

Jarrod dug with the others, seeking the Destroyer of Ichadra. They had only the most vague of location descriptions, but they did seem to be in the correct area.

Jarrod had been a student of the Citadel for years before joining the Sector Guard. As Hidden, he was not on any public rosters, he went in undercover and got the job done.

A cry rang out from the far end of the site, and the diggers all moved to excavate the find. Jarrod kept his mind on his task and his hands busy until the silvery metal and onyx stone was exposed to all of them. The Seeker, running the dig, moved them all back as he tried to read the code to the lock.

Jarrod watched with the others as the Seeker entered code after code, moving his fingers over the glyphs around the opening.

Jarrod and the others sat around, watching as the Seeker worked into the night. For Jarrod, the means of entry was simple, and yet, he could not move. Not yet.

 

It was near dawn when the Seeker keeled over and had to be taken to his tent to rest. Only two men remained near the doorway, and they were both listing over with fatigue. It was time to see if he could take possession of the Destroyer before the Raiders captured one of the greatest weapons in history.

He hid himself and walked to the door in the ground, standing centrally. He knocked with his heel and the door disappeared beneath him.

Jarrod dropped fifteen feet before sliding to a halt. He looked up and the door solidified once again. If they could wake the Seeker, they would figure it out in a few moments, but with the drug he had slipped into the Seeker’s meal, he should have a few hours.

The halls didn’t light as he entered, so he flicked his secondary lids over his eyes to improve his night vision. The tiny bit of light from the end of the passageway was enough to lead him directly to his quarry.

He had no idea what he was seeking. The people of Ichadra were lost to history. No images of them remained. They had been a race who didn’t like strangers. Their Destroyer was designed to keep all invaders at bay. It had been so successful that once the Destroyer had been engaged, no one had seen an Ichadra for six centuries. That had been before the quarantine went up.

He rounded the corner and entered the lightly lit area. Tables and computers covered in thin plexi sheets sparsely occupied it. A taller structure stood against the wall, a sheet draped over it as well. Jarrod shook his head, as it seemed that the Destroyer was a creature of myth and legend, not fact.

He pulled the plexi sheets off one by one, removing the tall covering last.

To say he was shocked by the woman sleeping in full armour and a standing position was to minimize his feelings at the moment. He was stunned to the toes of his boots.

Dark hair was braided away from her face, fine tattoos in the palest gold across her cheeks and dark lining around her eyes that was more pigment than makeup. Her body was clothed in black armour etched with the same gold colouration as her face.

Jarrod reached out to touch her skin, and to his amazement, it was warm. There was a small bell near her head, and he took the hint. He lifted the small hammer and struck the bell.

Her eyes opened wide, and she looked at him in shock but then continued past him. “Who woke me?”

Jarrod reverted to being seen, and he bowed low. “My name is Jarrod, Destroyer. There are those above who wish to capture you to use for their own gain. I am here to tell you that working for the Raiders would cost countless lives.”

Her gold eyes blinked slowly. “You are not one of my people.”

He could literally feel power swirling in the room. “Your people have been dead for nine hundred and fifty-seven years. They were destroyed by a pestilence and none survived.”

She stepped from her platform and the power simmered but remained in the vicinity. All of the hair on Jarrod’s body stood on end.

“Why did you come for me?”

“Because I wanted you free and alert before they came for you. It should be your choice whether you are used or not. I merely came to wake you before they did and offer you a position in the Sector Guard if you want it.”

She took a few steps, the chainmail dags covering her abdomen swinging. “You have come to offer me employment?”

“I have. In the Guard, your free time is your own, and your only duty is to those who are desperate for your help. You will have companionship of others with similar powers, and you are free to come and go as you please.” He inclined his head.

The Destroyer tilted her head as if she heard something in the distance. “You are offering me freedom?”

“I am offering you nothing but the opportunity to choose. You served your people well, but they are gone. You can return to your sleep, but now that your tomb has been unearthed, others will come and try to take by force what you can offer freely.”

She turned and faced him. “They are coming. Are you honest in what you offer? I may have my freedom?”

Jarrod nodded and turned to face the doorway.

The Destroyer wrapped her arms around him from behind and whispered. “I really hope you are telling the truth. Death at my hands would not be pleasant.”

She moved one hand and held it out in front of him, palm up. The ceiling turned to dust, and they lifted off the ground.

Jarrod swallowed as she levitated them out of the hole, and he pointed to the area where he had a small shuttle secreted.

Shouts from the Raider camp began as they were noticed, and Jarrod had to admit that being carried by a woman a head and a half shorter than he was was slightly unnerving.

The Destroyer landed them next to the shuttle, and he removed the camouflage draped over his vehicle quickly, opening the door to allow her to settle in.

They were on their way off her world in a few minutes, and he noted the tear that tracked down her cheek.

He knew she was seeing the ruins of her civilization for the first time, and his heart went out to her. He didn’t waste his breath on platitudes, there would be time for her to grieve later. For now, he had to get them out alive. Though, if she were over sixteen hundred years old, life may not be the problem for her that it was for the rest of the universe.

 

 

 

 


Chapter Two

 

 

Wacorathi Quen watched the ships moving into attack position. She reached out and dropped the ships out of the sky, grounding them on her beloved world. Her companion asked her, “Are you doing that?”

She looked at his serious features and his lovely icy green eyes. “Of course. I am trying to minimize the death, but it is difficult at these heights and speeds.”

He paused. “That is thoughtful of you.”

She shrugged.

“I am amazed that you came out of your sleep so easily. I thought that stasis would have affected you.”

“Oh, I wasn’t in stasis. I was simply dormant.”

“You don’t age?”

“Not that I have noticed. I have molecular control over anything within my field of vision. Well, not control precisely, I can engage in disintegration of the molecular bonds in just about anything.” She propped her chin on her fist and watched the last of her world disappear beneath her. She wiped another tear off her cheek.

“That is handy.”

“Not particularly. How do you enjoy disappearing?”

He shrugged. “It is a very useful skill at times and a pain in the ass at others.”

His frankness startled her into a small laugh. “Excellent description.”

She settled into silence as they left her home, and she decided that she would find out if the men on the ground were any worse than the man she was sitting next to.

He shivered next to her, and she asked, “What was that?”

“I hid us from view. I can hold it for a few minutes and, hopefully, that is enough time to pass the ships.”

She wanted to ask what ships, but the hulking warships from a dozen different species were cruising around like enormous predators. The ships bore the marks of battles and a few had been renamed. It was bad luck to rename a ship. To do it, you had to kill every member of the previous crew.

Her companion’s words were beginning to hold weight. A great deal of time had indeed passed, and these ships were no casual archaeological group. They wanted the Destroyer, and she wasn’t going to play with them.

She was free of her home and her prison, nothing and no one was going to put her back in the position of being summoned only when needed and sleeping the rest of her life away.

 

They streaked silently through space toward a place called Balen Base. Wacorathi was flicking through the last thousand years of Alliance history, choosing planets at random and seeing how politics and treaties had interlocked them. It made for interesting reading, and once they had linked with an Alliance warship to transport them to Balen, she had to admit that the treaties seemed to have done the participants a lot of good.

Wacorathi thought back to the conservative governments that she had served. A few strategic treaties would have given them access to help when the plague struck. As it was, having destroyed every ship and crew that had ever tried to land on Ichadra, there was no one to call for help when trouble loomed. Stupid.

She asked her companion, “What is your name?”

“Hidden.”

She was disappointed that it wasn’t his given name.

“We have to withhold our names until we are safe at a base.”

The ship shuddered as they were transported from location to location. “What was that?”

“That was a jump. Two points in space can be connected for an instant, and the move between them is facilitated by a special engine designed to utilize that connection.” He grinned. “We will be making two more of them.”

She frowned. “Why not make a direct jump from place to place?”

“If care is not taken, the jump can rupture the space near an inhabited world. We jump where it won’t do damage and then fly a few hours to get us where we are going.”

She absorbed the information and looked up jumps on the data pad he had given her. She had a lot to catch up on, and she wanted to make choices with knowledge and not desperation. Guessing had never been a favourite occupation of hers.

There were two more jumps, and before she knew it, Hidden was requesting clearance to land on Balen Base.

The world beneath them was bright and new. Everything around had the energy of new life.

“How old is this world?”

He shrugged, “Hundreds of millions of years. Balen recently renovated his surface in celebration that his child was able to be his Avatar.”

“What?”

He chuckled and nodded to the data pad. “Look up planetary and stellar avatars.”

She did, and after she read the pages, she looked up. “You have to be kidding.”

“No. Not kidding. Avatars carry a portion of the mind of the world inside them. It allows the world to choose for itself what will and will not be done to it. The Avatar also allows them to engage in self-defence.”

She nodded. “Out of all the bases, why choose Balen?”

He winced. “It is one of the only bases where your talent will not result in massive death if you slip and dissolve a wall. Station 13 is an orbital station, Udell is on a gas world, Teklan is aimed at investigation and Morganti at environmental disasters. Balen is still getting its full complement, so it will be easier for you to find a place here.”

“What is that building with the tower sticking out?”

“The Citadel. It is a teaching academy and a boarding school for those with talents outside the norm.” He chuckled as he set the shuttle down. “They have recently introduced a new species to Balen. If you see anything fluffy and knee high, they are called Yaluthu or Fixits. They offer healing for the price of a cuddle.”

“They are pets?”

He shook his head and unclasped his harness. “Not in the strictest sense. They are the infantile phase of their species and remain in it for a decade. Their adult form is far less fluffy, but they are intelligent and choose their companions carefully.”

She unbuckled and held tight to her data pad. It was her link to learning the modern world, and she didn’t want to lose it.

A man with dark skin and pale hair came out to greet them. Hidden did the introductions. “Olaris, this is Destroyer of Ichadra. Destroyer, this is Olaris, ex-Avatar of Saru the star in the sky above us.”

She inclined her head. “Thank you for the introduction, Hidden. I am happy to be here.”

Olaris extended his arm. “May I show you your quarters and then get you something to eat?”

She nodded. “That would be pleasant. I don’t remember the last time that I had a good meal.”

He inclined his head. “I too have lived beyond what my species expects. I will help you catch up to the present day.”

“Thank you. Where is Hidden going?”

He walked into the base and disappeared from view.

“Relay wishes him to break down the situation on Ichadra. He is engaged in the standard debriefing that follows every mission.”

He walked with her into the base. “I see. Will I be interviewed?”

“Of course. After you have rested and eaten.”

“I believe I would prefer the food first. I have slept quiet enough.”

Olaris smiled and there was knowledge in his eyes. “I understand completely. A meal it shall be.”

Cheerfully, he escorted her into the dining area where the staff was manning a fairly extensive buffet. The smells assaulted her, and she wished that she had recipes from her old world.

With Olaris helping her, she picked out several plates of small items that she could try as well as several new beverages.

She spent two hours with him, talking about food and how the modern universe was getting so small.

When Hidden appeared, Olaris smiled. “I believe that you can finally learn his name.”

Hidden bowed low over her hand and smiled. “Allow me to introduce myself. Jarrod Kivenar of Halquin Twelve.”

She inclined her head. “Wacorathi Quen, Destroyer, Protector of Ichadra and scourge of her enemies. You may call me, Rathi.”

Her smile grew as a small creature waddled into the dining hall and one of the servers put a plate full of greens down on the floor for it. “Is that a Yaluthu?”

Jarrod turned and nodded. “It is. I didn’t realize that it had a meal appointment here.”

Olaris laughed. “Stay away for a few weeks and the world spins along.”

Rathi went cold. “And sleep for a thousand and all you know is gone.”

Their gathering went silent as she felt her grief washing over her in hard waves.

Olaris took her hand. “Not always. Balen slept and our daughter grew up to be a formidable woman on his surface. Zenina did us both proud, though I wish her mother had lived to see her.”

“Her mother died in childbirth?” Rathi had seen it hundreds of times in her lifetime. It never ceased to be tragic.

“Just before. Zenina was placed into an incubator that allowed her to slowly finish growing to term. When she was ready and Balen’s grief for her mother had begun to ease, she was placed on the surface with the tools she needed to come into her full awareness.”

Jarrod asked, “Pardon my question, but how did you learn Alliance Common?”

She half-smiled. “I took it from your mind. How do you think I learned it?”

The two men stared at her in shock, so she reached for another dessert. “I would like to see my quarters now, please.”

With a bemused expression, Olaris offered her his arm and led her into the base with Jarrod following behind.

 

 

 

 


Chapter Three

 

 

Rathi frowned at the bed. The completely horizontal plane was fine for someone naked, but her armour hadn’t been removed in years.

With a small grunt of surrender, she flicked her armour off and went on a tour of exploration. A bit of fumbling showed her how the shower worked and common sense decoded the lav for her.

She stared at her image in the reflective surface and tilted her head. She had not aged a day since she was last called to duty. Her skin was still golden and her hereditary marks still blazoned her family name.

Rathi stared into her eyes and tried to remember her life before she became the Destroyer. There was nothing. She knew she was Wacorathi Quen but that was where her knowledge stopped. No parents, no siblings, nothing appeared in her mind when she thought of home. The only images in her memory were those of the invaders who had died at her hands.

She sighed and let her hair unravel. Rathi couldn’t even recall the first time she used her talent and that was not something that was normal from what she could determine. She had caught whispers over the years, thoughts in the minds of talents she had destroyed. They all thought of the first moment that they realized they had a power beyond their species’ norms. It was their final thought if they were on the attacking side.

Her hair hung past her collarbone. She picked up a brush and smoothed it into rippled waves. She could have done it by thought, but it was nice to use her hands for once.

She splashed water on her face, smiling at the feeling. It was strange that something so small could spill pleasure through her with a light flick.

Rathi dried her face, walking back into the room she had been assigned. Aside from the flat bed, there was a com unit, a dressing table, wardrobe and an entertainment unit. It was a very comfortable room, something that she may have rented if she had been a student on Ichadra.

The light coming through the window was moonlight. She wanted to try the bed, but she had had enough of sleeping for a while. Rathi looked in the wardrobe and found a light robe. Clothed and settled, she queued up a number of vids and settled in for an informative evening.

A knock on her door halfway through the documentary on the first Citadel brought her out of her fixated stupor. She got to her feet and walked to open the door. A smile was on her lips. She enjoyed doing things manually.

“Hello, Jarrod. How can I help you?”

He held up two cups of tea. “I couldn’t sleep, and I thought you had had more than enough. I came to answer your questions. I am fairly sure you have some.”

Rathi paused and then stepped back to allow him in.

He came in and paused as he saw her armour in the same standing pose she had been in when she walked out of it. “Does the armour do that?”

“No, I do. Please, have a seat. I was watching a few vids, and they have been fairly informative.”

He took a seat, and when she was settled, he handed her the mug of tea. She took it with one hand and resumed watching those incarcerated in the first Citadel make their treatise for release. They helped their population and were granted open rights to learn and travel. Most chose to leave and find other worlds to live on, spurring other Citadels to crop up in the most peculiar places.

“What are you watching next?” Jarrod smiled, and his gaze skimmed over her before returning politely to make eye contact.

“The origins of the Sector Guard. If I am on a world where they are the only inhabitants, it behoves me to learn what I can.”

Jarrod nodded and watched with her, and she felt a fondness for him watching what he had obviously seen time and again. Rathi sipped at the tea he brought her and made a note to ask him what it was called. It had a refreshing coolness with a hint of citrus that was just what she needed after that tremendous meal.

They watched the early exploits of the Sector Guard as voiced over by a member of the Alliance Archive.

Rathi asked, “How long ago was this?”

“Just a little over a decade. It was a good idea that spread quickly. This base is proof of it, though they take pains to never overextend. Slow and steady growth will see a maintainable level of support to the worlds who make use of the Guard.”

“Where would I fit in?” She looked at him and tried to be direct.

He shrugged. “I am sure that a woman of your power could be offered dozens of positions. I think a position as a live-in guardian would be a good option, but with full communication and socialization privileges. Perhaps at one of the resort worlds.”

She grinned, “Me, at a resort?”

“You will have to go through an exam and a test of the limits of your talent, and after that, you will be eligible for assignment.”

“Will I be able to meet with a Minder? I have a mental block, and I wish it removed.”

He frowned. “Is it painful?”

“No. I just do not have any memories before I began my life as Destroyer. Nothing. Not one.”

He placed his hand, palm up, on the couch between them.

She cocked her head and gripped his hand with hers. They watched another vid, and to her surprise, that small contact let part of her relax.

It was different than the casual contact she had engaged in with Olaris. The small bit of intimacy that she felt helped hold the horrors of her past at bay. As the light of Saru crept across her room, she smiled and turned to look at Jarrod. “What happens now?”

He smiled and lifted her hand, pressing a kiss to the back of it. “Now, you take a trip to medical and get an assessment, then we go on an excursion to one of the more distant locations of Balen.”

“When can I see a Minder?”

He got to his feet. “As soon as the physician arranges it. Do you need privacy to change?”

She shrugged and walked over to her armour, letting the robe fall away from her as she backed into the metal that was her daily wear.

Jarrod raised his eyebrows and shook his head as if trying to clear his vision. “Is that how you always get dressed?”

Rathi frowned. “It is how the suit is designed. Only I can get in and out without destroying it. It is keyed to me.”

“Would you care for breakfast?”

“After the trip to medical, please. I would like to see what your medical professionals have to say about my physiology.”

He nodded, and they walked the halls in the early morning, passing few staff members and two people in reinforced uniforms. Based on their similarity to Jarrod’s clothing, they were in the same job as he was.

Rathi felt a touch on her mind, and she looked at the woman who was smiling in a friendly manner. Rathi inclined her head, and the woman blinked in surprise. “Good morning to you as well.”

“I am Icon, welcome to Balen Base.” The woman extended her hand.

“I am the Destroyer. Pleased to meet you.” Rathi shook the woman’s hand, and she smiled politely.

The other female had an amused grin on her face. “I am Recall or Tonya.” She gripped Rathi’s hand next.

“Rathi. I am new here.” She smiled, and the other woman’s open expression showed no hostility or subterfuge.

“Welcome. No matter where you end up in the grand scheme of things, Jarrod is a good person to have at your side.” Recall inclined her head with a wink.

Jarrod cleared his throat. “Thank you, Recall. Now, I need to get Rathi to the medical bay for her entrance exam.”

Recall smiled and bowed slightly. “Then, do not let us keep you. Dr. Yarmek is a good physician. He will be businesslike and thorough.”

Rathi sighed in relief. It was exactly what she needed to hear.

 

 


Chapter Four

 

 

In her memories, when she wasn’t fighting, she was being scanned, poked and prodded. Rathi didn’t have good thoughts when she remembered doctors.

Dr. Yarmek was an older male of the Azon species, and he gently asked her to remove her armour and step into the scanner.

Jarrod turned his back when she emerged naked. It drew a smile from her that he respected her personal modesty.

Dr. Yarmek helped her get into the correct position with light touches on her arm and elbow. She was settled, and the machine whirred to life in a few moments.

The physician was muttering in amazement as the scans worked over her. She felt herself tilted to her back, and the scans continued with a field of energy supporting her body.

Her stomach rumbled hungrily as the scans went on and on. Finally, she was finished with waiting. “I would like to end this now.”

Dr. Yarmek said, “What? Just a few more, please.”

Rathi forced the scanner to right itself and summoned her armour. “I am hungry now, as your scans must be showing. We can continue later.”

He was staring at her as she stepped into her armour. “You just managed that without any change in brain function.”

She gave him as sarcastic a look as she could manage. “Of course not. That is simply what I am.”

He frowned and then smiled hopefully. “Will you return?”

Rathi gave him a gentle smile. “Of course. I just need something to eat first. You have plenty of data to play with. Enjoy.”

Jarrod raised his brows as they walked to the dining hall. “Is everything all right?”

She frowned. “Why would you think otherwise?”

“You were in the scanner for two hours.”

“Oh. Well, that explains why I am hungry.”

He laughed.

“What?”

“I find it funny that you can sleep for a thousand years and then get hungry the moment you wake.”

“It is a matter of…well…matter. When I burn energy, I need energy. I can remain passive indefinitely, but when I need to use my talent, a snack is in order.” She gripped a tray and made some selections, nodding to a few people, as she walked to a table, that she had seen the night before when she ate with Olaris.

Jarrod sat across from her, and they both tucked into their selections. Halfway through her food, she asked him. “What species are you?”

“You can’t tell? You have run through every bit of data on the Sector Guard that you have been able to find.”

She tilted her head and stared. His skin had a silvery tint reminiscent of Nhavil, but there was an undertone that she had only seen once in a Vorwing. “You are a mix of species. At least four that I can identify, all very old though.”

They were also very powerful species, so it was no shock that he was able to bend light and block electronics.

He smiled. “Have you met all the species in person?”

She shrugged. “Ichadra was attacked by the Vorwings twice. The Nhavil were authorized visitors, but they did not stay long. The Rhenkahil is a bit of a surprise. They tend to be on the darker side of legal in most sectors, but the Wyoran is the most normal of your component species.”

Rathi chuckled. “Close your mouth or finish chewing.”

His jaw snapped shut. “You actually met a Vorwing?”

“He tried to purchase me from Ichadra soon after I became the Destroyer. When he refused to take no for an answer, I was forced to use my skills on him.”

She remembered his solid black eyes, the bright wings and the purple skin. His scream when she tore him molecule from molecule was something she wished she could forget. He had certainly looked surprised.

“You have seen them in person?”

She blinked. “Of course. Every time a new species asked to land on Ichadra, I was brought to greet the visitors, just in case.”

He absorbed the connotations of her comment and swallowed then shrugged. “Right. Of course.”

“Does that disturb you?” She watched as he thought about it.

He finally came to a decision. “Not as much as I initially thought.”

Rathi exhaled in relief. He was the one person that she felt a connection to, and if he had been appalled by the subtext of her comment, she would be completely alone once again. Suddenly, alone didn’t seem like such a comfortable thing.

A small prod at her calf made her look down. A butter-yellow Yaluthu with wide blue eyes was blinking up at her. It flapped its little wings and chirped earnestly.

Rathi looked at Jarrod. “What does it want?”

Jarrod peered under the table at the frantic little creature. “I think it wants up.”

Unsure, Rathi reached for the creature, and it stilled as she gripped it under its wings and lifted it. It made a small happy noise as she held it and a settled warmth moved from the point of contact with it, up her arms and across her chest.

“I feel strange.” She tried to put the creature on the table, but it ran toward her chest and cuddled against her.

“The Yaluthu go where they believe healing is needed. Apparently, you need a little attention.” Jarrod sat back. His amusement was palpable.

Rathi looked down at the little creature and held it tight, rubbing her fingers through the fluff that was a peculiar mix of fur and feathers. “Hello, Targo. How are you?”

Jarrod looked at her, “Targo?”

“It is in my mind, so it must have something to do with this critter.” She stroked the fur back and tweaked the ears gently. The beast chortled and burrowed deeper in her embrace.

“So, I don’t think I remembered to get Dr. Yarmek to make an appointment with a Minder. Can we take care of that now?” She smiled and it surprised her. She rarely smiled.

Targo chirped and rubbed his head under her chin. Rathi looked at Jarrod.

“Of course. We will head there right after we finish eating. Are you going to put Targo down?”

She tried, but her new friend did not want to go down. It wanted to be cuddled against her and squawked when she tried to leave him on the chair next to her. He hopped back onto her lap and made a peculiar thrumming noise.

Rathi surrendered and kept one arm around it while she worked on her meal.

She felt pressure on both legs and looked down as she finished her dessert. Rathi heard laughter in the dining hall and the cluster of Yaluthu around her legs was definitely the cause for amusement.

“Why are they here?” Whispering seemed appropriate.

“They think you need help, Rathi, and they are going to make sure you get it.” Jarrod was trying to keep a straight face, but his grin kept flashing out.

The Yaluthu wandered around in slow figure eights, taking turns making direct contact with her and then stumbling away and shaking their heads as if dizzy. When they regained their balance, they came back for more.

Rathi was getting worried. “I think I need to go to medical. If this many of the little ones are getting drunk off me, there must be something wrong.”

His grin faded. “You are correct. Let’s go.”

She got to her feet with Targo cuddled in her arms, and she waded through the crowd of the little creatures, but they waddled after her as she made her way down the hall.

When they entered medical, an assistant was sitting at a desk. She stood up in alarm when she saw Rathi. “Dr. Yarmek would like to meet with you in Olaris’s offices.”

Jarrod took her arm and steered her out of medical and down the hall. His face showed his worry.

Targo chirped, and the dozen fluff balls that were waddling after her answered his voice. The Yaluthu had her back no matter what happened, and it was giving her far more comfort than she would have imagined.

 

 

 

 


Chapter Five

 

 

Dr. Yarmek was speaking earnestly with Olaris, and he jumped as Jarrod, Rathi and her entourage entered the room.

Olaris’s features were grim. “I understand, Doctor, but she is now under our protection. We must deal with it as it comes.”

Rathi perked up, and as Dr. Yarmek backed off to hide behind Olaris, she asked, “Can you please make an appointment for me to see a Minder? I want to see what goes beyond my life as the Destroyer.”

He nodded nervously.

Olaris sighed. “Dr. Yarmek, you may return to medical but make that appointment, please.”

The doctor nearly ran from the office.

Rathi took the seat that Olaris gestured to, but Jarrod stood at her shoulder, his hand pressed against her arm.

Olaris sighed and tented his fingers. “Dr. Yarmek has become aware of the fact that you are a very dangerous woman.”

Rathi cuddled Targo and remained silent.

“He has found that you have an unstable molecular assembly that could dissipate in a violent manner and blow this entire continent to hell in a matter of seconds.” Olaris remained serious.

“I see. So, I am a danger to this facility and even this world. That is unforeseen.” She felt a tightness in her throat.

Targo chirped and rubbed his head against her chest while the other Yaluthu resumed their routine around her legs.

Olaris looked at them. “How long have they been doing that?”

“About an hour. Targo seems to have called them, and I have to admit, I feel a bit better though the poor things look a little drunk when they stagger away.” Rathi grimaced. “What are my options?”

“I will ask Relay for ideas. She will be able to access requests that normal Guardsmen can’t handle.”

Jarrod stood straight and stated, “I want to go with her wherever she is posted.”

Olaris leaned back in his chair with a smile. “Relay won’t like that.”

“Tough. I am dispatched all over the place. The least you can let me do is choose my home base.” He crossed his arms, and he shifted closer to Rathi, his thigh pressed against her arm.

Olaris chuckled. “Well, Rathi, it seems you inspire loyalty in those around you. Man or beast.”

She shrugged. “I have never been awake long enough to do much of anything before. Is there a Minder on staff?”

He nodded. “Recall can pull out your memories, but I think you would do better with one of the specialists at the Citadel. They are always training new members, and it would do them good to see someone like you in a retrieval of lost information.”

“As an experiment?” She wasn’t sure how she felt about that.

“As a new experience for them. Your example might help them save someone in the future.”

Rathi slumped back in her chair, and Targo rubbed against her chin again. She absently stroked his fur. “What was so disconcerting about me aside from the unstable molecular structure?”

Olaris grinned. “Yarmek was freaked by your telekinesis. There was no change in your brain activity, so you are constantly in a state of active psychic activity. You are a hot-running engine just wandering around and that can be a dangerous thing.”

She twisted her lips and nodded. “How long will I be allowed to stay here?”

Jarrod pressed more tightly to her arm.

Olaris was firm. “You will remain on Balen until you have another, safe home. I will make a quick call to the Citadel, and you can head over there with Jarrod whenever you are ready.”

She got to her feet and inclined her head. “Thank you for your assistance in this matter. I did not wish to be a burden.”

Olaris shook his head. “You are not a burden, but there is an astronomical reward for your capture alive. We have to keep you away from the Raiders and whatever they have planned for you. I am guessing that it would not be pleasant.”

“A reward?”

“A bounty really. They must bring you in alive and unharmed. That alone is peculiar. We are looking into what they want you for, but since they rarely let their experiments loose, it is not likely to be a good thing.”

She grimaced. “I understand. I have done a bit of research on the matter, and I agree that the Raiders do not offer me a proper solution or a chance at any kind of a life.”

“You will have a life with your own freedom, it just may be slightly less open than we had anticipated.” Jarrod placed his hand on her forearm.

Rathi gave him a determined smile. “One day of freedom is better than a century of sleep.”

She turned and walked out of the base commander’s office with her fluffy posse staggering drunkenly behind her.

Jarrod caught up with her, and he silently steered her out into the daylight, toward a collection of small flying vehicles.

“Do you want to fly on a vehicle or on your own?”

“I think I will fly on my own if you don’t mind. Can you take Targo?”

He frowned at the Yaluthu, but he nodded. “If it will stay put, I will take it.”

Rathi pulled Targo away from her, and he complained mightily. She tried to explain what was about to happen with pictures, but he counteracted with an image of her flying with him in her arms.

She sighed. “I will fly and carry him. He doesn’t want to leave me, and physically, I am not feeling as jittery as I normally do.”

He laughed. “Aim for the building with the tower across the valley. Wait for me before you go in. We want to give Olaris enough time to make that call.”

She lifted off and floated while he got the vehicle going. She let him get a head start, and then, she floated after him at a leisurely pace until Targo chortled with the urge to win the race. “Competitive thing, aren’t you?”

She increased her speed and flickered past Jarrod in a few seconds, landing two minutes before he set his vehicle down.

Another crowd of Yaluthu gathered around her, and they swirled in an endless pattern of creatures getting drunk off the power leaking out of her.

A woman in swirling robes and a bright gown came out with a bright-eyed raptor on her shoulder. “Hello, Rathi. I am Veera, Headmistress of the Citadel Balen. You are going to let one of our Minder’s look for repressed memories?”

Rathi smiled. “Hello, Veera. Yes, I want to know who I was before I became a weapon.”

The bird on her shoulder screeched and raised its wings. Targo chortled and flapped his wings excitedly.

“Whoa, little guy. Do you want down?” She tried to put Targo down, but he fought her, and she lifted him back to her hip again.

Veera smiled. “He is merely greeting Fixit. This is what your little fellow there will turn into in a few years or even months. Fixit is the oldest, but the next in line may be fairly close.”

Rathi looked down at Targo in surprise. “He is going to turn into a hunting animal?”

Veera grinned, “And when he changes, he will have his young, and they will grow over a ten-year period until they are the same size yours is now. Once they have their young, the cycle begins again. They are super cute while they are that size, aren’t they?”

“He is adorable, but I don’t think I can carry him around all the time and he fusses when I try to put him down.”

Veera gave her a sober look. “If he doesn’t want to go down, that means that he feels you need him, and with the size of the crowd around your legs, I am thinking that he is right. Now, come inside. Rebani is waiting to see you. She has a class of Minders and medics, and they will all be watching.”

Rathi frowned. “Will they see my thoughts and memories? I have some fairly violent incidences in my history.”

“They might see them, but since that is not the purpose of this investigation, they should ignore them. Is that acceptable?”

Rathi looked to Jarrod, and he nodded.

She hugged Targo tight and said, “Let’s do this.”

 

 

 

 


Chapter Six

 

 

Reclining in the chair made it easy for the Yaluthu to crawl all over her. She was coated in the fluffy and adorable creatures, and Targo was keeping his place on her chest.

Rebani was a Master Instructor Minder and a Garvor. Her red enamelled scales made her look like a walking ruby. “Are you prepared?”

“Of course. Are you clear on what you are looking for?”

“I am going back before you were the Destroyer to find your first memory. I will be careful and the students will be monitoring my mind, not yours.” Rebani smiled. “Veera will be watching everything.”

Veera was standing near the wall, and her hands were folded in front of her, but Fixit was on her shoulder, his eyes glittering with alert attention. Jarrod was next to her, a fixed and concerned expression on his face.

Rathi took a deep breath, and Rebani sat beside her. The Garvor took her hand and they breathed slowly until their chests rose and fell in unison.

Rathi felt Rebani touch her thoughts, and she fought the instinctive reaction to destroy the intruder.

Rebani moved warily through her mind and sifted memory after memory, seeking the moment before the first time she exercised her talent in defence of her world.

The moment Rebani reached the first memory, Rathi braced herself, but what she was shown shocked both of them so much, Rebani retreated.

Rathi sat up and got to her feet, the Yaluthu tumbled to the floor, but she couldn’t be bothered with that now. Her thoughts reeled, and she distantly heard Veera calling to her, but she staggered out of the lecture hall and took flight. She didn’t care where she was going, she just had to get away.

Land passed beneath her, oceans and mountains. Finally, she paused and sat on a cliff face overlooking the open ocean.

A clone. She was grown from a combination of samples and designed to destroy. There was nothing before her life as Destroyer. That was where her life began.

Her life. It was laughable. She had been purpose built, and there was never anything else that she would have been allowed to do. To think that she was lucky that her world had died around her was horrible, but then, she wasn’t actually part of the population, was she?

The sunlight dimmed and reddened, and she turned around to find her way back, but since she flew blindly, she was lost. Rathi groaned and sat back down. She was going to have to wait until morning to determine which direction to fly in. The darkness was now complete, and she wasn’t aware of any of the constellations that could steer her back to the base.

Light streaked toward her, and a woman with pale skin and dark hair hovered in front of her. “Rathi? I am Zenina-Balen. I am here to help you get home.”

“I am lost.”

“I will help you. Take my hand.” Zenina extended her hand, and there was a series of sparks as Rathi made contact.

“Thank you.”

They flew together in silence, Zenina-Balen didn’t weigh her down with chatter, simply led her back to the base where Jarrod was waiting for them.

He thanked Zenina-Balen and wrapped his arm around Rathi, leading her back to her quarters and closing the door with him on her side. “I have your robe ready, take a shower, and we will talk.”

She stepped out of her armour and stalked across the room, she turned on the shower and let the water wash over her. Her eyes felt hot and water continued to run down her face even after she turned off the taps.

Jarrod was standing in the open doorway to her bedroom, and he had a robe for her. She slipped it on but her face still felt hot.

He touched her cheek and his fingers came away wet. “You are crying.”

“Am I?”

He reached out and pulled her to his chest. The contact shattered a barrier inside her and she sobbed against his chest.

“I am guessing that the Minder found something you were not expecting.” He was rubbing his hands up and down her spine.

She sniffled and hiccupped. “Something like that. I am not real.”

“You feel real.”

“Someone on Ichadra designed me. Several someones. My name is the first initial of every scientist and donor that was involved in my project. Even my name isn’t mine. It was designed as well.” She muttered into his chest.

“Ouch. That is something harsh to discover. It does explain why your memory started when you went on duty.”

She nodded, inhaling his scent and feeling the strength of his arms around her. Rathi looked up, and he stared down at her for a moment before he pressed his lips to hers.

The kiss went from something she had enjoyed in the abstract to a devastating fact. She clung to his shoulders and held on tight. When he leaned back, her heart was pounding and her limbs were shivering, but she didn’t feel as isolated as she had moments earlier.

He smiled and stroked her arms through the robe. “That is enough for now. Are you calmer?”

She nodded. “Confused but calmer.”

He led her to the recreation area and sat down with his arm around her. “Now, tell me what you discovered.”

She dragged in a deep breath and started her tale. “I was grown in a tank. They chose thirteen different donors from the population to give me the broadest spectrum of genetics, and they designed me with as much power and psychic activity as they could arrange. They wanted me to be the prototype of a global defence system, and once word leaked about my power level, the Ichadra came under attack.”

“This was all in your mind?”

“It was all in the first year of life before I began my work as the Destroyer. There is more if you want to hear it.”

“Go ahead.”

“They tried over and over to replicate their success with me, but one of the donors and designers died with all their bodily samples destroyed and buried with them in the Ichadra way.”

“You remembered all this from one short contact?” He hugged her and pulled her more tightly against him.

“My entire first year rushed in on me in that moment. I had to get away as the realization came to me in that same moment. I wasn’t born. I was designed. It is going to take some time to come to grips with it.”

“Why did they hide it from you?”

She snorted and snuggled against him. “Because I couldn’t come to grips with it.”

“What?”

“I started to lose my mind. I wanted things I could not have, and they brought in a Minder to remove my first year at the base, leaving me with the knowledge of my skills and the world I was on and nothing else.”

“They took your awareness of self and locked it away.”

“Yes. They left me with duty and destruction. It was not a good replacement, so they had to trigger me into dormancy in between defence actions.”

“You said you were the first, why weren’t there any after you?”

“A set of Vorwings tried to buy me, and when that wasn’t working, they demanded me or they would exterminate the entire city of Fashdora. They didn’t treat the threat seriously, and the entire research facility that I was decanted in was destroyed along with the city. I destroyed the attack ships and all those hovering in the immediate vicinity. They set me on the highest promontory, and I destroyed every intra-orbital vehicle that was sent after me. It took two weeks, but they finally stopped coming.”

Rathi sighed. “After that, they returned me to my training base and attempted to rebuild the research facility. Unfortunately, most of the contributing researchers were dead and the original samples were all destroyed.”

“So, you were alone and the only one of your kind.”

She shrugged. “I was the only power of my kind, but I was designed in the Ichadra pattern. The marks that I thought were of the Quen family are the marks of Fashdora city.”

“Which marks?”

She touched her cheeks and the dark marks around her eyes. “My cheeks’ marks are the city and the dark circles are the Ichadra marks.”

He chuckled. “They are very attractive. I guess that your lack of navel is also one clue that you were not born the normal way.”

She touched her abdomen. “I never thought about it but that does make sense. I would shower and step into my armour. The armour has design elements from all of the fourteen great cities of Ichadra.”

“How do you simply walk into your armour?”

She laughed softly and yawned. “I never thought about it. I simply need to be in it and I walk through it, stopping when everything is in the right place.”

 

* * * *

Jarrod looked down at Rathi. Her chest rose and fell evenly as she slept. She had drifted off between questions, and her weight was comfortable against him.

Olaris had panicked when Rathi had flown off. He had been terrified that her mood was going to blow half the continent. Jarrod had wished that he was able to follow the Destroyer, but she had flown off without him.

Her body was stunning. Her armour had concealed devastating curves and skin that was softer than the finest l’nal silk. It was taking every bit of self-control he had to not ease the robe off her shoulder to view more of it, but considering that the woman he was cuddling had destroyed entire fleets of invaders with the power of her mind, he was not going to push his luck.

Olaris had a line on a world where Rathi would be able to be free and protected from those who were trying to find her. The species on that world was having a problem with being removed from their planet by force, so having the Destroyer in place would assist in their attempts at survival.

Despite the current attitude toward him joining her, Jarrod was enjoying his first romantic fixation since he had entered the Guard.

He lifted her and placed her on her bed. A light tapping at the balcony door showed the pale yellow Targo. Jarrod sighed as he let the other man in Rathi’s life into the room and helped him up and onto the bed.

The Yaluthu snuggled up against Rathi’s side, and she turned to cuddle around him.

Jarrod smiled and returned to the couch. He had to catch a bit of sleep. Keeping on his toes around Rathi was going to be a full-time job.

 

 

 


Chapter Seven

 

 

A strange noise and a fresh day woke her. Targo was in her arms, and he blinked his wide blue eyes at her. “How did you get in here?”

The noise repeated, and she looked toward the couch. Jarrod’s head was visible, and he was snuffling as he rolled over.

Rathi checked and she was still dressed, sitting up on the covers and wearing her robe. She picked up Targo and tiptoed over to watch Jarrod for a moment. When it was certain that he was deep in sleep, she walked over to the wardrobe and eased it open. A bodysuit in pewter and green hung there, and she put Targo down so she could get dressed. A pair of boots in her size fit just fine, so she walked over to Jarrod and stroked his forehead.

His lids fluttered and he smiled. “Good morning.”

The low husky tone of his voice sent a very distinct shiver through her.

“Good morning, Jarrod. I am going to get some breakfast. Would you care to join me, or do you prefer to sleep?”

He was up and out of his makeshift bed in seconds. “Just give me a moment in the lav and I am all yours.”

Targo chirped to hurry him, and Jarrod quickly entered the lav.

Rathi looked at her armour, and she traced her fingers over it. It was designed to be impressive, distinctive and she was the only one who could wear it. What started as a symbol of defence had become a symbol of fear. She was no longer in the mood to put that particular symbol on.

Jarrod emerged, his hair tidy and his face shining.

“You used the solar shower?”

He nodded. “It is the fastest method I am aware of to have a shower and still escort a beautiful woman to breakfast.”

She laughed and shifted Targo to her hip while they left her quarters and headed to the dining hall. She had seen the other Yaluthu eating salad and seeds, so she got Targo a plateful alongside a bowl of water. She set him up on the table and quickly got her own meal.

“I think Dr. Yarmek should measure me again with Targo in the room…there might have been a change.”

Jarrod raised his brows. “Do you think so?”

“The Yaluthu are having an effect, and Targo hasn’t had to call in reinforcements today, so it might be good to see the difference.”

They talked about the possible effects that the Yaluthu might be having, including the possibility of an allergy that was dampening her body’s systems.

Jarrod spoke to his com unit and requested a Reader from the Citadel accompany them to medical.

When he was done with his call, she asked, “A Reader, not a Minder?”

“You and your armour were designed for a purpose. If we can find out where you were, it will put more of your memories into context.”

“What do you mean?”

“Your earliest memories did not involve you in battle. If you can learn more about your first days, you might find more of a peace with your current situation.” He chuckled. “Who knows, you might have had a hobby.”

She let out a snort of laughter and finished her meal. Targo returned to her lap the moment her hands were free, and she rested her chin on his soft and fluffy head.

“Do you mind if I get another round?” Jarrod waited politely for her answer.

“Of course not. How long will it take for the Reader to get here?”

“Half an hour or more.” He got to his feet and wandered off to continue his grazing.

Tonya walked by with a tray of food. “May I join you?”

“Please. Jarrod is on his seconds.” Rathi gestured to the open seat to her left.

Tonya took a seat and smiled at the Yaluthu. “It seems you have been adopted.”

“Apparently I am unstable. Targo is helping with that.”

“They are good for healing or so I have heard. What are your plans for the day?”

Rathi laughed, “First, I need to convince Dr. Yarmek to put me back in the scanner, and then, I will have my past run over by a Reader. It should be entertaining.”

Tonya offered, “I could take a look.”

Rathi extended her hand just as Jarrod was sitting down.

Tonya put her hand on Rathi’s wrist and closed her eyes.

Jarrod shouted, “No!” and quickly pulled Tonya’s hand away.

It was too late, Tonya was shaking violently, and her eyes were staring blinding into the past.

Targo made a high-pitched squeal, and he squirmed to get onto the table and into contact with Recall.

Jarrod was watching Tonya, and Rathi asked, “What is the problem?”

“Recall hasn’t been exposed to much violence. She has only been sent on investigative missions to date. I am afraid that your past as Destroyer is more than she was prepared to see.”

As Targo nuzzled Tonya, a flotilla of Yaluthu hopped into the dining hall and gathered around Tonya’s legs. Sighing in relief, Targo left Recall and returned to Rathi.

When Tonya’s gaze finally focussed again, Rathi apologized. Tonya smiled weakly and blinked rapidly. “I wasn’t expecting…that.”

“I am sorry. I never thought about what you would be seeing on your way to my past.”

“I shouldn’t have tried when I wasn’t aware of your situation. It was something that they warned me about when I was brought on board.” Tonya sighed and looked down at the crowd of fluff around her legs. “They are handy little things, aren’t they?”

“They removed your shock, didn’t they?” Jarrod smiled and started to eat his seconds.

“They did. They stopped it from progressing, and now, it is only a vague memory.”

Rathi felt bad. “I do apologize. I have never had to deal with others, so any offer of help is accepted without thought to the consequences to the one offering it. I am rather self-centred.”

Jarrod snorted. “You have spent the last eon alone. You have a right to be focussed on you.”

She cuddled Targo as Jarrod finished his meal.

Tonya was feeling better and even cracking jokes about strapping two Yaluthu to her legs for warmth.

When Rathi and Jarrod headed to medical with her little companion firmly in her arms, Tonya lingered over her lunch and waited for Icon to finish her combat training.

“It must be nice to have a friend who will wait for you.”

Jarrod smiled. “It is. Thanks for waiting until I could get a second round of food. I am always a little tired when I replace sleep with food.”

She scowled. “You didn’t sleep?”

“Your couch is a little uncomfortable.”

“You should have slept on the bed.”

“I didn’t want to startle you.”

Rathi laughed. “I normally sleep standing up, so having someone nearby won’t worry me. Next time, just come on in. I am fairly sure that Targo will be a good chaperone.”

He grinned. “Thank you for the invitation.”

They arrived at medical and a nervous Yarmek helped her into the machine, and she could feel him holding his breath while the unit hummed to life. The numbers were different from the day before, she could tell the moment she left the scanner. “So, I am better today, right?”

Yarmek stared at his monitors, and he nodded. “You have had molecular containment increased by over thirty percent. How did that happen?”

She picked Targo up and snuggled him. “I was surrounded by Yaluthu for several hours. They drained the excess energy and got hammered at the same time.”

Yarmek ran his hand through his hair and cocked his head. “Well, if your levels remain this low, there is no reason why you can’t stay on Balen. I will let Olaris know.”

“Thank you.” Wearing a bodysuit she didn’t have to change for the scan, she was upright when a male entered the room, his horns curling up from his forehead toward the back of his skull before they changed direction and curled under his ear. His face was not conventionally attractive, but it was riveting.

“I am Deoth, the Reader you requested. Is there somewhere we can sit quietly?”

Jarrod straightened and looked the newcomer over carefully. “There are some tables and chairs set up in the gardens. She can meet with you there.”

Deoth nodded and waited for Rathi.

Jarrod led the way while they walked side by side through the halls.

“I will examine your armour later, but we are looking for the reason for your existence, and so, I am going to go back as far as I can, reading the signatures in your very bones.”

They walked outside, and the fresh air made her react as it always did. She filled her lungs as if another breath might not come. “Will it hurt?”

“It might. I have never worked on a woman of your age before. It could be agonizing, or it might tickle.”

Jarrod paused next to a table and chairs, holding out Rathi’s chair for her. He took the third seat when Deoth sat across from Rathi.

The Reader gave him a look. “You cannot be in contact with her during this. Any contact will ruin the connection.”

He turned to her. “You will have to release the Yaluthu as well. He will skew the readings that I get from you.”

She set Targo on the ground and tried to send him a pictogram of him being several feet away. He chirped and hopped off, eating at the shrubs that bore the marks of his people.

Rathi inhaled in slow, measured breaths. “I am ready.”

Deoth extended his hands, palms up, on the table. She reached out and settled her hands against his while Jarrod watched with a concerned gaze.

Deoth didn’t touch her mind, he touched everything around her, and what he said opened her eyes.

 

 

 

 


Chapter Eight

 

 

“You were designed as one of a set. The Ichadra were trying to create gods.” Deoth’s voice was calm and quiet.

She didn’t ask, she waited for his additional input though her curiosity was going wild.

“The first attempts did not produce a viable creation. You were the first success of your creators, but the twelfth attempt. Once you were decanted, they spent a year trying to determine why you were a success and engaged in a campaign to promote their triumph that reached across the stars. This was their undoing.”

Deoth’s eyes had gone from golden to crystal grey, and he stared over her shoulder as he read the past written on her body.

“When the first demand for you occurred, they began to realize what they had done. The armour had been prepared to enable you to walk into the annual celebrations in your incarnation as Destroyer, but they brought it forward to give you an iconic figure to face those who threatened. Once they got a look at you, they were even more determined to have you, so the Ichadra had to give you the order to become the Destroyer in every way.

“Once they set your ability free, they had no way of recalling the power that they had loosed, so they asked you to sleep until they called for you again, and you did.” Deoth blinked and leaned back, dragging in a deep breath as his eyes resumed their normal colouration.

He smiled weakly. “That is it for today.”

She blinked. “Thank you. It was more than I was expecting.”

Jarrod cocked his head. “Is that all you needed to know?”

Rathi sat back and rubbed her hands together. “It was one thing to know I was designed in a lab, quite another to know that I was created with a specific purpose in mind. I wasn’t an experiment. I was a goal. It is quite a difference from where I sit.”

Jarrod frowned, but Deoth smiled and Rathi could see the understanding in his eyes when he said. “She was wanted.”

Jarrod blinked, and his smile was slow. “I understand now.”

Rathi sighed and felt at peace with the universe for the first time in over a thousand years. On duty, she had done what she had to and then returned to her holding area. Knowing that she was wanted for both her body and her purpose now gave her a sense of relief that her existence was not an accident born of boredom or chance.

Targo waddled up to her and chirped to be lifted. She settled him on her lap and stroked his fluffy fur while a lightness swelled in her chest.

Deoth got to his feet. “I will come back tomorrow, and perhaps, I can take a look at that armour. From your memories, it is quite spectacular.”

Rathi smiled brightly at him. “That would be nice. I didn’t know anything about the development process. I only got to step into the suit after it was complete. It had been encased in a storage cabinet next to my bed for months before I first got to wear it.”

The Reader left with a swirl of his robes, and Jarrod slid closer to her. “What did you wear at other times?”

“Nothing. My quarters were climate controlled and five kilometres from the nearest city.” She shrugged. “I spent most of my time alone and reading.”

“Interesting. Well, Dr. Yarmek has found you.” Jarrod sat up and gestured over her shoulder.

She turned and watched Olaris and Dr. Yarmek approach together. She waited and they stood near their table.

“Wacorathi Quen, I am happy to tell you that your body has stabilized tremendously since yesterday.” Dr. Yarmek’s relief was visible in every line of his body.

Olaris grinned. “And on that note, I have found you a placement.”

Jarrod was on his feet in an instant. “Where?”

Rathi looked up at him and blinked in surprised. He seemed almost hostile toward the base commander.

Olaris smiled, “Resko-Devi. They have been asking for a defender for a decade, and no member of the Guard or Citadel has suited them.”

Rathi asked, “I would have to audition?”

He inclined his head in a nod.

“Where can I learn about them?”

“The Citadel has an Archive access port. You can research them there. Jarrod, I need to speak with you about your next assignment.”

It was obvious that he was separating them for his own reasons. Rathi got to her feet with Targo in her arms. “Will you make sure that I can access the Archive?”

“I will contact Veera and have someone meet you in the courtyard.” He smiled brightly.

She knew a dismissal when she heard one, so she took flight and headed for the Citadel with her little companion held carefully.

She enjoyed her time in the sky and looped lazily around and around as she approached the place containing the information she needed for the next phase of her life. Jarrod was going to be a memory she treasured, but he had his destiny and she had hers.

She sniffled as she landed, and Targo chortled in commiseration. Life was loss. That was something she had always known. She was designed to be the goddess of destruction for a race that died without her lifting a single finger, there was no happily ever after for her.

Rathi landed in the courtyard just as a man in rich violet robes came out to greet her. “Wacorathi Quen?”

He looked her over from head to toe, and there was a heated interest in his gaze. He was a few inches taller than she was and built like a stone wall. He had pearly white skin, deep emerald eyes and a thick wave of black hair that reached his ankles.

“Yes.”

“I am Archivist Penodal. Please, come this way.” He extended his hand to her.

She slipped her fingers against his, watching the shock that ran through his body at the contact.

Targo chirped and let out a growl.

“You can’t bring him into the access room.” Penodal’s fingers closed against hers as he led her inside.

She pulled back. “Then, I am not going. Give me the information on a chip, and I will read it at the base.”

“It is secure information. You can’t copy it or transfer it.”

She removed her hand from his with a jerk. “Fine. Show me where it is, but Targo has to be there, for everyone’s safety.”

He frowned. “No animals have ever been in an Archive outlet before.”

Rathi laughed. “This is a Yaluthu. It is helping me maintain molecular stability.”

“Oh. I suppose that you could bring it with you as long as it doesn’t shed or anything.”

She lifted Targo so that they were eye to eye. “Don’t shed.”

He chirped in what she hoped was agreement, and she resumed her position with him on her hip as they walked through the Citadel to the Archive access deep in the basement.

“Why is the Archive access so secret?”

Penodal gave her a disbelieving look. “Because this access point runs through the archives of nine systems via living relays. The information assembled in this sort of hub can bring down governments and topple planets.”

“Oh.” She absorbed that. “Will you be doing the data retrieval or shall I?”

“I will set you up, and you can do the recall on your own. I will be nearby in case you need any assistance.” He pressed his palm to a door pad and leaned forward for an optical scan.

The door slid open, and he ushered her inside. She got her first look at the Archive access, and it was distinctly underwhelming. Three terminals, one master control and a view screen that reached from floor to ceiling made up the entire structure.

Penodal helped her to a seat and pulled a second seat close for Targo. “You can enter in the data that you are seeking, and I will begin the uplink.”

She entered Resko-Devi into the terminal in front of her and watched as Penodal sat in the master control, and he set a metal halo onto his head. He placed his hands flat on the desk surrounding him, and he breathed deeply. “Uplink commencing.”

The screen in front of her flickered to life, and she saw the data streaming regarding the possible location she would be spending the rest of her life in.

 

 

 

 


Chapter Nine

 

 

Resko-Devi had a peculiar life form that took the representation of dancing sparks of light. They had the odd ability to create objects from raw materials around their world. It was this ability that had thrown their very existence into jeopardy.

Raiders and casual passersby had scooped up a few of the Resko-Devi for their own purposes and depleted the population to the point where it was in danger.

After engaging the Sector Guard to help them, the Resko-Devi sat behind a phalanx of satellites and defensive weaponry, but the passive population did not like having that much metal in the skies above. Their view of the stars was blocked.

Rathi absorbed the information as it scrolled past on the screen. She had been designed to assess information and make a decision as quickly as possible. With all the information on the Resko-Devi absorbed, she quickly typed in Ichadra.

The information was old, but she watched the rise and fall of the species that had designed her. When the data stream was complete, she sat back and turned off the monitor. Her skin shivered, and she welcomed Targo as he hopped into her lap.

Penodal rose to his feet. “Is that all you need to look up?”

“It is. Thank you.” She waited for him to open the door, and when he paused next to her, she felt his hand on her waist.

“If you are not doing anything this evening, I would love to discuss data mining and the histories of your people.” His low tone had a smooth and practiced rhythm to it.

She lied. “I don’t know anything about my people other than that which I have learned today.”

He didn’t open the door. “Would you care to learn more about the Citadel?”

His hand on her waist was making her uncomfortable. She reached out and gripped his arm. “I am sure that the Guard can tell me what I need to know. I am not interested in spending time with you socially if that is where you are heading.”

He blinked and backed up. “I understand…I think.”

“Good. Now, let me out, and I will return to the base.”

Targo was growling in her arms, and when Penodal reached out to touch her arm, he snapped at the archivist with his little beak.

Penodal quickly opened the door with the same security protocols that the entry required.

Rathi walked out with a distinct stride as she called out, “Thank you that was helpful.”

It wasn’t quite a run, but she made her way out of the Citadel at the most decorous speed she could manage. The moment she was clear of the building, she took off and headed back to the base for some meditation and some time to make out the details of what she had picked up. One thing rang in her mind over and over. She was not alone.

 

She paced back and forth in her room, Targo was romping in the open garden just outside her balcony and Jarrod had not answered her ping. If they sent him off world without letting him say goodbye, she would not forgive them.

A knock on her door brought her head around. She quickly opened it and hauled Jarrod inside.

He was confused. “What?”

“They made more than one.”

His eyes widened. “You? They made more than one of you?”

“Not exactly like me. A goddess of the elements and a goddess of green nature. There are two more out there. Or there were. I don’t know if they are still alive, but I want to find out. How can I access the archive without Penodal groping me again?”

Jarrod changed colour. “He did what?”

“He put his hand on my waist and tried to get me to agree to see him in a social venue.”

Jarrod’s hands clenched and released in irritation. “I will have to address that.”

“So, when are you heading out on your next assignment?”

She sat on the edge of her bed and stroked the fabric with her hands.

To her surprise, he knelt in front of her, leaving his head just slightly below hers. “I leave in a day. It is a non-essential assignment, but they want someone there just in case.”

Rathi caught on. “You can’t tell me because it is classified.”

He nodded. “Correct. Will you be all right when they send you to Resko-Devi?”

She shrugged. “I think so. I hope so.” Before she could change her mind, she held his head in her hands and pressed a soft kiss to his lower lip.

He trembled in her hands, and she followed her first kiss with six more, each slowly taking one of his lips between her own as she learned the different sensations that ran through her with every light touch.

He gripped her waist and held her lightly as he tilted his head to increase their connection.

When she stopped and looked into his eyes, his slow smile brought her back to him as he slowly stood and bore her back to the bed.

With delicate touches, he eased her out of her bodysuit, pausing to let her halt him if she chose to. She opted to let things run their course.

His clothing disappeared under her hands, and she felt a wince of guilt when she realized he wasn’t going to have anything to wear back to his room. Ah, well. His skin felt too good under her fingers to regret anything for long.

Jarrod moved over her, into her and they rocked together until she felt the strange sensation of leaving her own body in a burst of energy. When her system settled, she was curled against him, and he was on his side, stroking her slowly from shoulder to knee.

She shivered and looked up at him. “So, I can’t see how cloning ever caught on.”

He grinned and kissed her with a hand on her belly. “I think you need to get a meal. I will join you in the dining hall, all right?”

Rathi kissed him back. “I am sorry about your clothing.”

He chuckled and pressed his lips to the back of her hand as he faded from sight. “Oh.”

The tip of one breast felt the flick of a tongue before the door to her room opened and closed. She giggled. “I forgot about that.”

Rathi got to her feet and wobbled into the lav, taking a quick solar shower so that she wouldn’t feel sticky. A fresh suit and a quick brush of her hair later and she was on her way to the dining hall.

An irritated chirp from behind her stopped her just before her door closed. Wincing, she opened the door wide and picked up Targo. “Sorry, squirt.”

With him chattering his displeasure in her ear, she walked down the hall and got him a full plate of greens and seeds while she loaded up her own plate with some edible selections. She put Targo and the tray on a table before she returned to the beverage station for a glass of water and a small pot of tea.

She passed Jarrod on her way and smiled brightly at him as he went to collect his own meal. Though she was not up on the finer points of post-coital interaction, she was sure that a smile was in order.

They ate, and he asked her if she could remember any details about the clones in question.

“No. They were decanted before I was and taken from the Ichadra without any attempt at purchase. Two cities were burned to the ground to take them, so when I was decanted, they moved me.”

“Where did you learn all this?”

“I mugged the Archive. I know it was probably against protocol, but the information offered by the Cheekan archive was very interesting. I can’t confirm it until I find another source, but it is a wonderful thought that I am not the only one of my kind.”

He smiled. “I have a number of siblings, so I can understand how you feel. If I knew that there was someone out there related to me, I would engage in every possible means to find them.”

She sighed and toyed with her salad. “I am fairly sure that they have passed on. The only reason that I survived as long as I did was my situation underground in my resting state.”

Silence fell between them.

Rathi perked up and fed Targo a piece of lettuce that he was having problems with. “Of course, if either of them had children, I would have grandnieces and nephews out there. That would be interesting.”

Olaris walked in and got his meal. He paused next to them. “May I join you?”

Jarrod waved his hand in invitation. “Rathi, if you want to mention it to Olaris, now might be a good time.”

Rathi grimaced and explained the topic to the ex-stellar Avatar. When she was finished, he sat for a moment.

“Are you sure?”

She shook her head. “No. I am not. I have no idea if the Cheekan were correct when they recorded the first two Ichadra goddesses and their departure from their home world.”

Olaris nodded. “I understand the pain of separation. I will have some of the Seekers look into the possibilities. The Raiders are still in orbit around your home, so we will have to wait until they leave to get some good samples for a Reader to work over. Do you have any younger siblings?”

She frowned. “Not that I know of. There was never anything mentioned to me when I came out to defend the world, but I only came out, performed my duty and returned to my compound. I believe there would have been more notice if someone else had been decanted.”

Olaris ate in silence for a moment. “Is it possible that one of the clones caused the destruction of the Ichadra?”

Rathi paused while feeding Targo. “What?”

“An entire species was wiped out without notice. They disappeared without a whimper. Do you think one of the clones could have had a talent for disease?”

Jarrod was staring at her, and she shrugged. “Biological manipulation is definitely a possibility.”

Olaris nodded. “I will give Relay the data that you have accumulated and tell her what to look for. She may be able to locate the most likely places for your siblings to be.”

Rathi nodded, a ball of hope starting to swell in her chest. “Excellent. Now, when do I try out for Resko-Devi?”

“You leave at dawn. We have a pre-programmed shuttle that will take you there. We can’t broadcast co-ordinates, because it is a secure world. We are trying to keep the remaining population safe.”

She bit her lip and looked at Jarrod. “Can I have visitors?”

Olaris shook his head. “If the Resko-Devi accept you, you will be on your own with the exception of supply drops. I understand that you may feel cut off from contact, but you will have access to a secure com unit. You can talk with any of the Guardsmen and Citadel personnel anytime you wish.”

His bright smile sank her heart. She looked at Jarrod, and he met her gaze. Targo hopped over to her and nuzzled her chin.

“You can, of course, take Targo. If the Resko-Devi accept you, they accept him.”

It was a bit of brightness to her day that would have to keep the memories of the last twenty-four hours burning. Tomorrow, she would leave it all behind.

 

 

 

 


Chapter Ten

 

 

Jarrod was gone when she strapped into the automated shuttle. Targo had his own safe box on the seat next to hers, and Rathi kept her breathing even as the shuttle took off and accelerated away from Balen.

A tear tracked down her cheek as hours passed and the ship ran through its first automated jump. The moment that they had resumed travel to the next jump site, she felt a hand on her skin.

Looking down, there was no one there. She whispered, “Jarrod?”

A kiss to her lips left her in no doubt that she wasn’t alone in the shuttle. A tiny smile crossed her lips, and she enjoyed a stroke on her cheek before a tiny movement behind her told her he was settling back to the floor.

Rathi chuckled and stroked Targo. He was hopping up and down eagerly, enjoying his first space flight.

The second jump was followed immediately by a third, and an hour after that, the ship began running a complex web of signals that were picked up by the satellites in orbit around Resko-Devi.

The shuttle slipped through the defence grid and began its pre-programmed descent to the surface.

She scooped Targo up and let him look out the viewing window. “See that? That’s going to be home if all goes well.”

He chortled and shifted from foot to foot on the control panel.

The shuttle passed over green and scarlet trees, deep amethyst water and settled next to a building designed in a similar manner to the Citadel.

There was no sign of the locals, so Rathi got to her feet, cuddled Targo and slipped past the reclining form of Jarrod on the floor. He chuckled, and she heard him stand to follow her out the door of the shuttle.

She walked across the smooth stone surface toward the structure that seemed built for her. The first light flickered in her peripheral vision. She didn’t turn to stare, and it was soon joined by another light. She smiled and let Targo waddle around.

Rathi turned to the Resko-Devi, and she bowed. “Greetings. I am afraid that I did not come alone. This is Targo, and this is Hidden, a member of the Sector Guard.”

Jarrod shifted into view and the lights swirled in alarm.

“He has come because we are beginning a pair bond. The emphasis is on pair.”

Jarrod walked up and slid an arm around her waist below the metal of her armour. She had suits available, but it was agreed that this was the way she should meet the clients who had requested her services. Technically, they had to sign her through the Citadel, because the Sector Guard did not have long-term outposts aside from the bases.

The Resko-Devi thickened, and it was a swarm of a hundred that wrapped her from head to toe and separated her from Jarrod. She remained calm as they coaxed her off the edge of the cliff and hovered in place while they began to swirl in a tight spiral from her feet up to her forehead.

Rathi asked Jarrod. “What are they doing?”

He and Targo were watching attentively. “It seems they are giving you a makeover.”

Her employers moved her back over the stone walkway and set her down gently. They fluttered away, leaving her staring down at the elegant gown she was wearing. The sides were slit to show the amethyst-enamelled boots that went to mid-thigh, the emerald green gown covered her from shoulder to ankle, but it was strategically slit to expose her arm, cleavage and the top of each hip down to her heels.

She felt something on her head, and the tiara they had woven in with her hair made her grimace. “Did they stop at my armour?”

Jarrod was laughing. “No, you have amethyst lipstick.”

He walked up to her and pressed a kiss to her lips. Whatever they used on her mouth did not rub off on Jarrod.

She sighed and pressed her forehead to his chest. “I am guessing that they accept me. Now, let’s have a look inside.”

The mini-Citadel was part home, part office and part com centre. They had a halo similar to the one Penodal had used and an array of similar components.

The Resko-Devi came in through the window carrying Targo. He was now wearing stripes of emerald and amethyst in his fur, and he seemed pleased with the new markings.

Jarrod took a seat at the array and pulled the halo into position. He closed his eyes, and a very irritated woman’s face filled the screen.

“Hidden, you are supposed to be on assignment.”

He nodded. “I am aware of that, Relay. However, I have bonded to Rathi, and since she was coming to Resko-Devi, I stowed away.”

Relay pressed her fingers to her temples. “You have made things difficult, Hidden.”

“I beg to differ. I can cloak a shuttle and lift off the surface with no visible signs. No one will know I am here, and they certainly will not think that the surface is unattended.”

Relay gave him a sarcastic look. “And where are you supposed to get this shuttle? This was a one-way trip for Wacorathi Quen. That ship is not designed to lift off again.”

Rathi snorted. She had suspected, but this confirmed it.

“I am sure that the Resko-Devi can be asked to assist in that matter.” He smiled charmingly.

Relay sighed. “Find out and get back to me. You are an asset, Hidden. This is going in your file.”

“Understood, but love wants what love wants.”

Relay grinned. “I am well aware. Have fun while it lasts. It may be a while before we can get you back there once we get you out of there.”

“I will take whatever time you can get me here. Hidden, over and out.” He disconnected the connection and removed the halo. “There, I am no longer AWOL. I am now simply out of range.”

She laughed and walked up to him with a sway in her steps. She looked down. The damned locals were giving her high heels as she walked. Rathi fell into Jarrod’s arms. “What shall we do for dinner?”

A bed of glitter carried in the ration packs from the shuttle.

“Oh, that answers that.”

Another sparkle of Resko-Devi were working on the bed, widening it and the bedding on top of it.

A proximity alarm went off just as Jarrod was figuring out how to remove her costume.

The Resko-Devi formed a ball, and Rathi checked the display to figure out where the threat was coming from.

Someone had followed them in.

Rathi fitted herself with the com and earpiece before she exited her new home through the upper portion of the tower.

The Raider ship had weapons systems armed, so she issued a simple demand. “Leave now or be destroyed. I do not take prisoners.”

The words that came to her through the com were not flattering, nor were they polite.

Rathi did what she did best. She extended her hand and the Raider ship went from solid to scattered molecules in an instant, including the pilots.

By the mass she dissipated, there were four crew members on that shuttle in addition to the pilots. As they were exposed, they were destroyed.

It was her job description after all. She was the Destroyer.

 

 

 

 


Chapter Eleven

 

 

Rathi managed to keep Jarrod for three weeks before the Resko-Devi worked the shuttle into the ideal configuration for Jarrod’s needs. His skills as Hidden were in need, and he had to go.

Rathi watched him as he finished grooming Targo before he left. “I am going to miss you.”

He stood and walked to her without a word. “I am coming back as soon as I can. This will be my dispatch point if I have any choice in the matter.”

She hugged him and stroked the familiar planes of his back. “If you don’t come back, I will come out and get you, and you know what kind of a fuss that will cause.”

She grinned and leaned up for his kiss.

“You are my heart, my soul and my destroyer. I will be back as soon as I can. Take care of Targo. He is approaching his special time, and he needs a lot of grooming.”

“His special time?”

“He is going to moult, change and have babies. His diet will also shift from vegan to carnivorous, so prepare to part with your jerky.” He gave her a peck on the nose and got into his newly refitted shuttle.

She watched him go with Targo leaning against her calf. She didn’t need to reach down for him, the Resko-Devi were lifting him into the air so she could reach him easily.

She took him for a walk on the beach and helped him remove his extra fluff. He was half bald but still adorable.

The Resko-Devi were keeping her. In the three weeks since she had arrived, not only had she stopped two attempts to obtain either her or the other inhabitants, but also she had provided a safe space for them to gather in the large numbers required for reproduction. They reproduced via combined energy, and the more of them that could join a mating bundle, the more little bits of light that could create matter would be cruising around the world.

A column of light particles formed in front of her, and she paused. They tended to do makeovers when the whim struck them, and it was best to hold still.

Greetings, Destroyer.

Rathi blinked. “Greetings, Resko-Devi. Speech is new.”

We needed to gain sufficient mass. Thanks to you, we now have a safe place to build our numbers and enough stray energy to power our offspring.

“Power?”

We feed off your stray energy, and you give off plenty. Thank you.

She tilted her head as the light column formed into a simulation of a bipedal being. “Thank you for allowing me to stay. It is good to have somewhere to belong.”

While we doubted the description of the Destroyer guarding us, once we met you, it was clear that you would keep us safe. Speak to us when you have the need. We will be listening.

The light being dissolved into a thousand points of brightness that zipped off in different directions, leaving Rathi and a moulting Targo to continue their walk.

 

Fourteen days passed before Hidden’s code came through the com system. Targo was busy with his six little fluff balls, so it was up to Rathi to meet the ship as it entered the atmosphere.

Three ships were streaking through the sky and none of them were the new shuttle. Rathi activated her com.

“Incoming vessels, exit the atmosphere or you will be destroyed.” She hovered with the new gown that the Resko-Devi had crafted for her blowing in the breeze.

A voice came to her. “Destroyer, surrender to us or your lover will be the first thing to fall out of the sky. He is in our sights and—”

She ripped the shuttles apart, personnel and all. “You would think that they would learn.”

A swarm of light circled something in her field of view, and as she turned, Hidden’s shuttle circled for a landing or, at least, the outline of it did.

The shuttle flickered into sight, and she landed next to it, waiting for Jarrod to appear.

The door opened, and Hidden staggered out, blood covering him and his eyes glazed with shock.

Rathi caught him to her and held him as he smiled weakly at her.

“I made it home, Rathi.”

She let out a shrill whistle, and Targo screamed, flying toward them and landing on Jarrod’s arm. The Resko-Devi surrounded them, and Rathi gave them all the power they needed to heal him.

When the lights flew off and Targo returned to his children, Rathi was left holding Jarrod’s hand as he reclined on the landing area. “Thank you. I did not think I would make it.”

“What happened?”

“I was caught re-entering this system. I had not thought that there would be more Raiders here. I didn’t get myself cloaked in time.”

She stroked his forehead where a long gash was now healed and sealed. “When did they catch you?”

“Two days ago. They tortured me a bit, trying to get me to give them the entry code. The injuries I sustained were in the escape. They have a station set up now. They are watching for us to leave.” He inhaled slowly as if testing his lungs.

She didn’t blame him, one had collapsed.

“Targo doesn’t ride wherever you are anymore?”

“He is busy with his children. There are six of them, by the way. You are an uncle or grandpa, I haven’t figured out the relative designation yet.”

Jarrod laughed and sat up slowly. “You look better. More stable.”

“I feel better.” She whispered to the Resko-Devi, and they flew into the shuttle to clean up the blood and wipe the drives.

They would reset the systems before Jarrod left again, but in the meantime, they cleared any digital signal coming from the ship on the off chance there was a tracking or listening device. Jarrod’s clothing would suffer the same treatment when he slept.

“Come on, let’s get you inside.” She helped him to his feet, and they managed to get his legs working enough to haul him into bed.

She sat him down on the edge and removed his clothing, a piece at a time. “Don’t worry, the Resko-Devi will repair your clothing and probably design you something festive. They have quite the sense of humour when it comes to clothing.”

“This is not how I imagined my homecoming.” He helped her ease him into bed.

“Well, I imagined getting you naked but that is where the similarity ends. If you don’t mind, I will tell Relay that you are home. She was getting worried.”

With Jarrod resting, Rathi walked past Targo’s nesting box and let the little ones bump into her hand as they tumbled over each other for a scratch on the head.

They were perfect pastel miniatures of what their parent used to look like, and she wanted to cuddle them all, but they were still too small for a hug.

After her fuzz therapy, she hooked into the connection with Relay. “Hello, he is back.”

Relay paused. “How much time does he think passed?”

“Two days.”

Relay was silent, and then, she said, “So, he is now a security risk. Keep him with you. We will keep him out of assignments until we can have a Minder sent to you.”

“You know to have them call me first with the code words?”

“I do. Keep him safe, Wacorathi Quen, and congratulate Targo for me.”

“I will. The little ones are so darned cute. Over and out.” Rathi disconnected the headset and went outside to speak to the Resko-Devi.

The glowing figure stood next to her. “What do you wish to say, Destroyer?”

“Watch my mate. The Raiders have subverted him. We do not know what he will do, and he may act against you when I am not present.”

The figure nodded before it shattered into thousands of bits of light.

Rathi looked back at her home before she entered it and crawled into bed with Jarrod. A Minder would be on its way soon.

 

Three days later, Rathi was swamped with relief and Jarrod was vomiting wildly, a side effect of Recall’s talent when she had to break deep blocks.

Recall was sitting at the kitchen table and gulping down water while Jarrod hurled another round of rations. “I wish I could say I was sorry, but he had some nasty shit in there.”

Rathi snorted and got some clear broth started for Jarrod. “I know. The Resko-Devi had to keep him from killing me in my sleep. Twice.”

The light was currently swarming all over Recall’s shuttle and making aesthetic changes to it.

Jarrod washed his face, brushed his teeth and returned to sit at the table with them. “I am so sorry about that. I had no idea that they did that to me.”

Rathi shrugged. “I won’t say it is fine, but it is understandable. Don’t worry, I don’t love you any less.”

He turned to her, “You love me?”

“I think so. I miss you when you are gone and feel a hole in my life when I can’t talk to you. I love Targo too so that is what I used for a criteria.” She blinked and jerked as the cool mint of his kiss swamped her senses.

Recall cleared her throat. “I think I need to check the inventory in my shuttle for a few hours. I will be back at dinner for a final check up on Jarrod, and then, I can leave.”

Rathi smiled up into Jarrod’s eyes. “I did miss you.”

He laughed. “I do love you.”

She sighed and stroked his cheek. “Even if I turned the satellites on everything within blast radius to clear a path for Recall?”

“Even more for you making sure that those around you are safe. You could have killed me, but you waited for Recall to break the conditioning.”

She got to her feet, and when he followed, she backed him toward the bed. Rathi peeled his clothing off inch by inch. “How could I not wait to heal you when killing you would have taken part of me with you? It was pure self-preservation. I want to live a long and luxurious life, and to do that, I need you alive, well and naked.”

He laughed as the light lifted her up so that she was eye to eye with him. She used her skills to remove all impediments to their union and jumped him, tackling him back to the bedding and enjoying the proper reunion that had waited for three days too long.

 

“So you are now clear on the protocol for approaching Resko-Devi, right?”

Relay answered, “Yes. You need warning before they enter your system. The code word is Targonaut, the mental image is a raptor with a helmet.”

Rathi nodded. “Correct.”

“How is Jarrod?”

“He is good. He is helping Recall shoo all the Resko-Devi out of her shuttle. They are rather curious about space, but they should not go out alone. They can far too easily use up all their energy if they are alone.”

Relay chuckled. “Remind me to tell you about Tinkerbell one day. It’s a fun story.”

Rathi grinned, “It is a good name for one of the Yaluthu. There is a little gold and mint one that would suit that name, of course it has to choose it.”

“I will upload the story to your terminal. Enjoy it.”

 

* * * *

 

“…and so, it came to pass that the world of Resko-Devi came to play host to an invisible man, a destroyer, the grand patriarch Targo and the following new lives. Tinkerbell, Captain Hook, Peter Pan, Wendy, Nanny and Mr. Smee.” The Yaluthu gathered around her feet chortled happily, and Rathi closed the book.

They all enjoyed their names and loved tumbling over and over with their grandmother and playing hide and seek with Grandpa Jarrod.

It had been six weeks since the last Raider incursion and life had a delightful rhythm now. Relay was working on the trail left by the Ichadra goddesses, and she was getting closer with every passing day.

As enthralling as the idea of women like her being somewhere in the universe, Wacorathi Quen was content for this moment. She had her family, a lover and a community that depended on her. When she added Targo and his family into the mix, her heart overflowed.

 

 

 

 


Author’s note

 

 

So, the Yaluthu (or Fixits if you prefer) have returned in another book. Rathi needed help with controlling her power output, and the Yaluthu needed help absorbing the energy.

I haven’t really experimented with energy beings before, but the Resko-Devi are a good start. They are literally a being that can be used to death, shaping and reshaping the world around them.

We are building toward the big moment that will collide the Sector Guard, the Citadel and the Terran Times. I hope I can pull this off.

Ah well. More clones to find.

 

Thanks for reading,

 

Viola Grace

http://www.violagrace.com

viola@violagrace.com
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