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Life as a trader was easy now. The Galactic Council was the only real power in the galaxy; using their Galactic Justice Committee they ensured peace. Recently, Pog hadn’t even had much trouble from pirates or raiders. Soon Pog would be able to reduce his guard force and considerably increase his profits. Life was good.

“Sir we’ve been boarded by a small passenger class vessel, there appears to be one extra life form aboard the ship.” Reported Pog’s chief of the guard, he would stay with his quick thinking and strong leadership.

“You no what to do get extra men with the cargo, eliminate the threat.” This used to be routine, almost every journey they would be boarded by some pirate or raider trying to make their way in the galaxy. Pog sympathised with them, he struggled to feed himself in his early life. However, he had made his way to his position and had done it legally, whoever boarded him deserved justice. 
“The intruder doesn’t appear to be heading toward the Cargo sir, they’re heading this way. My troops are providing little resistance.” 

“Let me see.” Pog pushes the head of security to the side allowing him to see all the feedback from the security cameras. He made out a Woman of narrow figure, skin a deep purple, wearing all black and appearing to be unarmed. How had one unarmed person managed to get through so many of his guards? The woman approached another set of troops who opened fire. The light of the bullets stopped midair before it reached her, frozen as if the feedback from Pog’s cameras had stopped, but she kept moving. Sliding under the bullets she approached Pog’s men. Suddenly the feedback from the camera went black. Before Pog had time to complain the monitor lit up again and all his troops lay on the floor burnt and deformed the intruder nowhere to be seen. Pog froze like the laser bolts from his troops guns, he would usually bark orders at his men, but there was nothing to be done. This creature could not be stopped.
“Sir she’s on the other side of the door, what do we do?” Pog did not respond, instead dropping in to his command chair. He glanced at the door and saw it melting, this had to be some wicked nightmare, this couldn’t happen. He’d worked so hard all to be the target of some bounty hunting assassin. The door opened and he saw his men drop to the ground out of the corner of his eye, he couldn’t tell how. He didn’t care, soon he’d be dead so what did it matter. The room went black. 
“Just end it.” Pog exclaimed.

“You think I’m here for you old man.” She whispered in to his ear, her voice almost piercing. How wrong he was, Jilaiya wasn’t here for him or his shipment of goods. She was here for a much more precious cargo: his child. “You can keep your life and your valuables just don’t move.” He was still and seemed to become calmer, that wouldn’t last for long. When he resisted he would be silenced. She entered the room behind the deck spying a female Zardon. Zardons were lizard like humanoids which varied in colour with shades of green, blue or purple. The Woman was a light green with darker stripes travelling vertically down her body. The baby a light blue, it was probably a boy due to the colour.
Jilaiya sucked the light from the room absorbing it. A surprisingly useful ability she could use due to her connection to Jnata. Her connection to Jnata allowed the manipulation and sensing of light, any type of light. The room was dark, but she could see. She created ultrasonic light all around her allowing her to feel the room. Although, she could see it was mot with her eyes, her sight came from within. The Zardon woman would not be able to see, her son might though. 
Darkness would scare the woman, fear made people surprisingly weak when used properly. It reduced how much someone would think before they reacted making them clumsy and easy to target. Used the wrong way though fear could make someone stronger, increasing their adrenaline and encouraging flight or fight instincts.
The Zardon fled child in one hand and using the other to navigate. She reached the door, but what was on the other side would stop her. As the door slid open it revealed a beast on the other side. It had five tentacles laced in spikes and a circular mouth that occupied its entire blob of a body.  The creature appeared to fill the whole corridor yet it wasn’t really there. Jilaiya had created it through the manipulation of light using a memory her journey to Zardoth. It was a screecher, one of the most feared creatures of the Zardon home planet especially for their farmers. 
The Zardon was a statue, stuck between one of her greatest fears on her home world and the darkness created by some unknown being. Before the Zardon could react Jilaiya scooped her baby from her arms and dashed the way she had come. Pog stood on the deck holding a large laser rifle. As Jilaiya had expected, Pog would not stay there for long. When she entered the room he fired, his resistance would only make things worse, but he didn’t know that. Jilaiya pulled the light around her; it orbited her slingshoting back toward Pog. He dropped to the ground as his guards had before him. 
Jilaiya left meeting little resistance on the way back to her ship. She had found another member for the Mayak, a Zardon boy with the ability to use Jnata. Her superiors would be happy and there would be a grand ceremony where she would name the boy. It was Mayak custom for the one who found a recruit to name them, if they were not born in to the order. The boy would be named Zyad.
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Ayon sped through space at what many called lightspeed, of course it wasn’t most believed that was impossible. He was travelling at 99C or ninety-nine percent of light speed. Many ships could travel faster up to 99.9999C, but the Boru had made many cuts to spending recently. Although, it wasn’t the best ship Ayon likely wouldn’t part with his A64 Starjumper if he had the option. When the Boru had given it to him it was the fastest ship in their fleet, if you could even call it a fleet anymore. It was a small ship, but you could fit up to three people in at a squeeze. Arrowhead shaping allowed it to glide through the atmosphere as well as the vacuum of space. However, the ship was as worn as their fleet. If he tried to sell it for scrap he wouldn’t be able to buy a meal, yet the wear was only superficial Ayon maintained the ship and just didn’t have time for fancy paint work.

“This boy is the key to the training of the trinity,” Dara the head of the Boru exclaimed over Ayon’s crackly communicator. “If we don’t train three pupils together they won’t develop the right skills and will likely be lost to the Mayak.”

“Mistress Dara, I understand, but surely the requirement of Trinity training is a myth created from our traditions. I was one trained in a pair after one of my Trinity was lost.” Ayon responded.
“There are always exceptions to rules Ayon, over my time as head of the Boru countless pupils have been lost to the Mayak as a result of a lack of proper training.”

“I still don’t agree with this method Mistress, the boy will already be attached to his family.”

“Neither do I Ayon, but this is the only boy who we’ve discovered who could use Jnata in five years. It is better we take him than the Mayak.”

“Understood Mistress, I will contact you when I have the boy.” Ayon shut of his communicator, he would reach Dagis. All he knew was the planet was densely populated with undergrowth and few people lived there. The planet was in the far reaches of the galaxy and so few travelled there.
After spending a good portion of time trying to find somewhere to land Ayon had a long journey through the undergrowth to the boy’s home. The planet had many unusually spherical flowers on the ends of their stalks and various plants that were cone shaped. If Ayon had crashed he’d have no idea how to survive on the planet due to such limited knowledge of the environment.

When Ayon reached the dilapidated house he had been searching for he was covered in various saps and plants, which he decided not to attempt to remove in case any were poisonous. He knocked on the door in the previously agreed code and a human woman’s head peaked around the door. “I’m here for the boy.” Was all Ayon said, handing a pouch of the tokens they used for currency in this solar system to the woman. She shouted a name which was hard to make out from behind the mostly closed door, someone who was probably the boy came. Ayon made out muffled conversation; the woman presumably the boy’s mother seemed upset and may have been crying. She opened the door fully revealing a young boy and pled Ayon, “Don’t change his name, I…I’ve heard you do that. M…My boy you can’t change his name.” Ayon nodded, although the woman had never told him the boy’s name. The boy and his mother embraced and the boy left the house the mother slowly closing the door behind him. Surprisingly there was little resistance from the boy; he likely knew the arrangement would allow his mother to pay for protection for their small farm from raiders or pirates. 
The two of them walked in silence back to the ship, Ayon toyed with what to say to this boy who he had just taken from his family. Training this him would be Ayon’s responsibility and yet he was finding it difficult to say a word to him. Soon he would have to inform him that he could not keep his name. After what he had said to the boy’s mother the boy would probably hate Ayon for renaming him. If he could just find the right may to explain… 

Ayon could feel high speed light travelling toward him. Probably a laser bolt. He pushed light in the direction the bolt had come from using Jnata. The boy sensed it too, he was alerted. The bolt ricocheted randomly away from them. A figure emerged from the shadow of a tree in the dark night of Dagis. “Ayon, I should have expected you. You do know that I can’t allow you to take that child.” Jilaiya said with her rough voice, oozing confidence as usual. Every time the Boru were about to make a small victory over the Mayak this [Poran] seemed to bringing it crashing back down to the ground. “You will have to stop me if you wish to take the boy Jilaiya.”

“Oh, it would be my pleasure.”

The forest darkened, that trick wouldn’t work on Ayon he understood Jnata. He could see everything using ultrasonic light he created, yet he could not find Jilaiya. She had vanished like a Condoran with their ability to teleport; that wasn’t possible using Jnata though. There, she emerged from behind a tree. A huge pulse of light approached Ayon. Impossible, he didn’t have the energy to deflect it. The boy was in the way, the pulse would vaporise him and Ayon in one burst of incredible power. The light hit the boy and then was gone; surely he couldn’t have absorbed so much energy with no training. The only living wielder of Jnata Ayon knew with such power was Dara. Ayon threw aside his shock. Jilaiya didn’t have the power for another attack after that blast. Grabbing the boy he ran in the direction of his starjumper.
Ayon could sense the Mayak pursuing them, she would likely switch to attacks using a blade or close combat weapon. Those who could wield Jnata were often trained with such weapons incase they were evenly matched with other Jnata or used all of their energy. Small bolts of light came from Jilaiya. It was still dark. Ayon still used ultrasonic light to see, Jilaiya was drawing all the light energy from their surroundings. That was how she powered her blast before and how she continued her assault now. Ayon could deal with this though, he pushed light behind him as he had before. He deflected the light of his attacker with ease.
Never had Ayon been so happy to see his starjumper, using a remote he opened the hatch. As Ayon approached the ship he threw the boy in and then scrambled in to the cockpit. Before Jilaiya could do any serious damage to the ship Ayon diverted power to the shields. Soon Ayon and the boy were in the safety of space, Jilaiya’s ship would be miles away so she would find it difficult to track them, and silence returned. This time the silence was due to Ayon’s shock rather than how to tell the boy his new name.

“How did you do that boy?”

“I don’t know, I didn’t mean too. Who was that?”

“A Mayak, our enemies. enemies of the Boru.”

 “Why do you fight them? Aren’t you the same? You both have the same powers.”

“We have fought for as long as I can remember boy, and our histories say we fought a long time before that too.”

Now was as good a time as any too tell the boy his new name, he didn’t seem angry with Ayon and Ayon would have to tell him eventually. “You will be called Llohan from now on boy.”

“But you promised my mother. You can’t do this.”

“Sometimes we make promises to make people feel better boy.” The boy went on for a while arguing, but hopefully he would eventually understand. Perhaps when he met with the other Boru he would realise they had all also been given new names. Maybe Llohan would hate Ayon forever; not a great relationship for a master and pupil. Time would tell.  

