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The Prophecy




Five Hundred Years Ago

Temple of the Seers, Kryos Prime




The Oracle was dying.

Lysa could feel it in her bones—the slow, creeping cold that started at her fingertips and worked its way toward her heart. Death had been circling for days now, patient as a predator. Soon, it would claim her.

But not yet. Not until she delivered the final prophecy.

The temple chamber glowed with bioluminescent moss, casting everything in shades of blue and silver. Ancient stone walls rose around her, carved with the history of her people. Thousands of years of Kryos civilization, all recorded here. All bearing witness to this moment.

She knelt on the altar platform, her frail body trembling with effort. The markings on her skin—once brilliant gold—had faded to dull bronze. The Silence had taken so much from her already. Her strength. Her connection to the collective consciousness. Her time.

But it hadn’t taken her gift.

Not yet.

“Oracle Lysa.” Prince Theron’s voice echoed through the chamber. He stood at the base of the altar, his two brothers flanking him. All three princes wore identical expressions of concern. “You shouldn’t have called us here. You need rest.”

She almost laughed. Rest. What use was rest to a dying woman?

“Come closer,” she whispered. Her voice sounded like wind through dead leaves. “I must… I must speak.”

The princes climbed the steps. Theron, the eldest, moved with the careful grace of a born leader. Aldric, the middle son, had the gentle hands of a healer. Kyros, the youngest, possessed the reckless energy of a warrior who’d never lost a battle.

They would all be dead within a decade.

The vision had shown her. The Silence would take them, just as it was taking her. Just as it would take every Kryos still breathing unless—

“The prophecy,” she gasped. “I have seen it. The last vision.”

Theron knelt before her. “Oracle, please. Save your strength.”

“For what?” She reached out with shaking hands, grasped his face. His skin was warm, alive, so different from her own cold flesh. “Listen. Listen and remember.”

The vision slammed into her.

She gasped as the future unfolded behind her eyes. Images cascaded through her mind like a waterfall of light and shadow. She saw things that made no sense. Impossible things.

A woman with skin like honey and eyes like amber. Human. Utterly, impossibly human.

Three princes who wore the faces of warriors but carried the weight of a dying species.

A bond that would shake the foundations of the universe.

“When darkness consumes the stars,” Lysa heard herself say, her voice no longer her own—deeper, resonant with power that didn’t belong to her dying body, “and Silence steals your voices, salvation will come from beyond.”

The princes stared at her. Aldric’s hands glowed with healing energy, trying to ease her pain. It wouldn’t work. Nothing could stop this.

The words kept coming.

“A daughter of earth with fire in her veins will stand between three princes and oblivion.” Her eyes rolled back, showing only white. The vision consumed her. “She will resist. She will run. But the Resonance does not lie.”

“Oracle—” Kyros started.

“Bond her or perish.” Her voice cracked. Blood trickled from her nose. “Save her or fall. The choice will damn you all.”

Theron gripped her hands. “What does that mean? A daughter of earth? There are no humans in Kryos space. They’re the empire’s—”

“The future is not fixed,” Lysa interrupted, her voice returning to normal. Weaker now. So much weaker. “But this… this path exists. I have seen it. Five hundred years from now, when The Silence has become death itself, when your line stands on the brink of extinction…”

She couldn’t finish. The cold had reached her heart.

Aldric’s healing energy pulsed brighter. “No. Oracle, stay with us.”

“Record this,” she whispered. “Record everything. Your descendants must know. They must… must…”

The vision flared one last time.

She saw the woman clearly now. Saw her standing in fire and starlight, saw her surrounded by three males whose markings blazed like supernovas. Saw the bond complete—a thing of terrible beauty.

Saw salvation and damnation intertwined so tightly they became indistinguishable.

“The human will be the key,” Lysa breathed. “But she will bring war. Blood. Sacrifice.” A tear slid down her wrinkled cheek. “And love. So much love it will rewrite the stars themselves.”

“Oracle Lysa,” Theron’s voice was thick with grief. “Please.”

She smiled. After everything, after all the visions of death and darkness, she could still smile.

Because she’d seen hope.

“Do not fear the human,” she said. “Fear what you will become without her. The bond is… is everything. Trust it. Trust her. Trust—”

The Silence took her mid-sentence.

Her eyes dimmed. Her markings went dark. The light that had burned in her for two hundred and thirty-seven years finally, mercifully, extinguished.

Oracle Lysa, last of the true Seers, died on the altar of her ancestors with a prophecy on her lips and peace in her heart.

Theron stood slowly. His brothers remained kneeling, heads bowed in respect.

“Record every word,” the prince said quietly. “Exactly as she spoke it.”

“You believe it?” Kyros asked. “A human? Saving Kryos? It sounds—”

“Insane,” Aldric finished. “It sounds insane.”

“Perhaps.” Theron looked down at the Oracle’s peaceful face. “But she has never been wrong. Not once in two centuries of service.”

“Then what do we do?”

“We remember.” Theron placed a hand over his heart—the traditional salute to the fallen. “And five hundred years from now, our descendants will make the choice she spoke of.”

“Bond her or perish,” Kyros murmured. “Save her or fall.”

“The choice will damn us all,” Aldric added softly.

The three brothers stood in silence, watching as the temple’s ceremonial guards entered to prepare the Oracle’s body. Around them, the ancient walls seemed to whisper with secrets. With warnings.

With hope.

Theron made his decision.

“We’ll create a vault,” he said. “Seal this prophecy away. It will open only when the conditions are met—when three princes of royal blood face extinction, when The Silence threatens the final generation, when—”

“When a human enters Kryos space,” Aldric finished, understanding dawning in his eyes.

“Exactly.”

“And if the prophecy never comes true?” Kyros challenged. “If there are no princes in five hundred years? If The Silence doesn’t—”

“Then the vault will remain sealed.” Theron’s voice was firm. “But if Oracle Lysa was right, if even a fraction of what she saw comes to pass…”

He didn’t finish. He didn’t need to.

They all understood.

Somewhere in the distant future, three princes would stand where they stood now. Would face a choice that would determine the fate of their entire species. Would meet a human woman who would either save them or destroy them.

Would have to trust in a bond they couldn’t understand.

Would have to believe in salvation that came wrapped in the form of their sworn enemy’s species.

The prophecy had been spoken.

Now, it only remained to be fulfilled.
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WORLD-BUILDING

The Universe:

The Solvarn Empire - A brutal galactic regime that controls 40% of known space through military might and genetic experimentation. They create “Perfected Ones”—genetically enhanced soldiers with no free will.

The Void Territories - Lawless space beyond empire control, home to rebels, pirates, and outcasts. Dotted with hidden stations and rogue colonies.

The Kryos - An ancient alien race on the brink of extinction. Only a few thousand remain, scattered across space. They possess powerful psychic abilities but are slowly dying from “The Silence”—a genetic degradation that severs their connection to each other and eventually kills them.

The Kryos Species:

Physical Traits:


	Tall (6’5”-7’2”), powerfully built

	Skin has faint bio-luminescent markings that glow when emotional

	Eyes: dual-toned (two colors swirled together), no whites

	Hair: ranges from white to deep blue-black

	Extended lifespan (500+ years)

	Stronger and faster than humans

	Body temperature runs hot (102°F normal)




Psychic Abilities:


	Telepathy (touch-based, stronger with bonds)

	Empathy (can feel others’ emotions)

	“Resonance”—ability to sense their fated mate

	Combat precognition (split-second danger sense)




The Silence: A genetic disease killing the Kryos. Symptoms:


	Loss of psychic abilities

	Chronic pain

	Eventual madness and death

	Affects males more severely

	No known cure… until now




Cultural Elements:


	Triadic bonding—Kryos mate in groups of three (biological imperative)

	Royal bloodlines have strongest abilities

	Exile is worse than death (cuts them off from collective consciousness)

	Honor-bound society with strict codes

	Three princes bonding to same mate is prophesied salvation




CHARACTER PROFILES

RHEA CASTELLAN (27, Human Female, Heroine)

Background:


	Former lead geneticist for Solvarn Empire’s “Project Genesis”

	Discovered the empire was using her research to create mind-controlled super-soldiers

	Stole her own experimental serum (designed to repair genetic damage) and injected herself

	Fled with evidence of empire’s crimes

	Captured by bounty hunters, sold to black market traders

	Has been on the run for 3 months when story opens




Physical Description:


	5’6”, athletic build from years of running

	Honey-brown skin, dark amber eyes

	Black curly hair usually tied back (practical)

	Multiple scars from her escape and capture

	Burn scar on left forearm from destroying her lab




Personality:


	Brilliant, analytical mind—sees patterns others miss

	Deeply guilty about the soldiers created with her research

	Trust issues after betrayal by her mentor

	Sarcastic humor as defense mechanism

	Fiercely independent but secretly craves connection

	Self-sacrificing to a fault

	Protective of the vulnerable




Internal Conflict:


	Doesn’t believe she deserves happiness after what her research enabled

	Terrified of being controlled/losing autonomy

	Wants connection but fears vulnerability

	Scientific mind struggles with “mystical” mate bond




Arc: Learns to forgive herself, accept love, and trust others while maintaining her independence.

PRINCE SOREN VELITHAR (156 years old, appears early 30s, Alpha/Leader)

Title: Crown Prince of the Kryos, Commander of the Void Fleet

Background:


	Oldest of three princes

	Watched his parents die from The Silence when he was young

	Raised brothers alone while leading their people

	Exiled himself and brothers to protect them from court politics

	Leads a small rebellion fleet against the empire

	Has been searching for “the Catalyst”—prophesied mate who can save his people

	Symptoms of The Silence starting to show




Physical Description:


	7’0” tall, broad-shouldered, warrior’s build

	Deep bronze skin with silver bio-luminescent markings

	Eyes: silver and deep purple swirled

	Long black hair, usually tied back

	Scar across jaw from assassination attempt

	Tribal-style tattoos marking his royal status




Personality:


	Natural leader—commands without trying

	Protective to the point of possessiveness

	Carries weight of his people’s survival

	Stoic exterior, passionate beneath

	Strategic thinker, always three steps ahead

	Gentle only with those he loves

	Guilt over failing his people




Powers:


	Strongest telepath of his generation

	Combat precognition

	Can “push” commands into weak minds (refuses to use it)

	Resonance sense highly developed




Internal Conflict:


	Duty vs. desire—knows bonding to human is political disaster

	Fears his darkness will corrupt Rhea

	Doesn’t believe he deserves happiness

	Terrified of losing control of his protective instincts




Relationship Dynamic with Rhea: The “push-pull” dynamic. He fights the bond hardest, convinced he’ll destroy her. Ultimate protector who struggles to let her fight her own battles.

PRINCE DAKKAR VELITHAR (142 years old, appears late 20s, Heart/Emotional Center)

Title: Second Prince, Fleet Medical Officer

Background:


	Middle brother, family peacemaker

	Trained as healer to save his people from The Silence

	Lost his bonded partner to The Silence before completing the triad (deeply traumatizing)

	Nearly died himself, saved by Soren

	Gentle soul in warrior’s body

	Secret artist (draws to process trauma)

	Most affected by The Silence symptoms




Physical Description:


	6’8”, leaner build, graceful movement

	Golden-tan skin with blue bio-luminescent markings

	Eyes: warm amber and soft green swirled

	Shoulder-length dark blue-black hair, often loose

	Beautiful features, almost ethereal

	Healing scars on hands from medical work




Personality:


	Empathetic, feels everything deeply

	Romantic, believes in destiny

	Patient and understanding

	Haunted by past loss

	Self-sacrificing

	Playful when comfortable

	Deep well of hidden pain




Powers:


	Empathic healer—can sense injuries/illness

	Telepathic, specializes in emotional bonds

	Can ease pain through touch

	Resonance allows him to feel Rhea’s emotions strongly




Internal Conflict:


	Terrified of losing another mate

	Believes he’s “broken” and will fail Rhea

	Struggles with survivor’s guilt

	Wants to bond immediately, others want to wait




Relationship Dynamic with Rhea: The “emotional bridge.” He feels the bond most strongly, helps her understand the connection. Vulnerable, allowing her to see the beauty in their bond. They connect through shared trauma.

PRINCE ZAYDEN VELITHAR (134 years old, appears mid-20s, Wild Card/Protector)

Title: Third Prince, Chief of Security & Intelligence

Background:


	Youngest brother, always trying to prove himself

	Grew up in shadow of older brothers

	Master spy and infiltrator

	Humor masks deep insecurity

	Reckless, takes dangerous missions

	Secret romantic who hides behind sarcasm

	Bonded briefly to brothers’ former mate before she died—carries guilt




Physical Description:


	6’9”, muscular but agile, fighter’s build

	Warm brown skin with crimson bio-luminescent markings

	Eyes: bright gold and deep crimson swirled

	Short, tousled dark hair with silver streak

	Multiple scars from missions

	Roguish grin, sharp features




Personality:


	Sarcastic, quick wit

	Loyal to the point of stupidity

	Impulsive, acts on instinct

	Playful flirt

	Deep-seated fear of inadequacy

	Fiercely protective

	Secretly afraid of abandonment




Powers:


	Combat precognition (strongest of the three)

	Can “shadow walk”—brief teleportation through shadows (rare ability)

	Telepathy focused on surface thoughts

	Danger sense for threats to loved ones




Internal Conflict:


	Feels he doesn’t deserve Rhea (brothers are “better”)

	Reckless behavior stems from feeling expendable

	Afraid she’ll choose others over him

	Uses humor to avoid vulnerability




Relationship Dynamic with Rhea: The “unexpected connection.” Banters with her, matches her sarcasm. She sees through his masks, recognizes his worth. They bond through humor and honesty.
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Rhea’s POV




The drugs were wearing off.

That was the first thing Rhea noticed—the slow return of sensation creeping through her limbs like pins and needles. The second thing she noticed was the cold. Bone-deep, merciless cold that seeped into her skin and settled in her chest.

The third thing she noticed was the cage.

Her eyes snapped open. Metal bars surrounded her on all sides. Beyond them, shadows moved—shapes that weren’t human. Weren’t anything close to human.

No. No, no, no.

She tried to move, but her arms wouldn’t cooperate. Still too heavy. Still too slow. The sedative they’d pumped into her veins was potent, designed to keep merchandise docile.

Merchandise.

The word made her want to scream.

“Lot forty-seven is awake,” a grating voice announced. “Bring her forward.”

Hands grabbed her—rough, scaled, cold. They dragged her from the cage, and her bare feet scraped against grimy metal flooring. She tried to fight. Tried to resist. But her body was a stranger, sluggish and unresponsive.

The auction house stretched before her like something from a nightmare.

Hundreds of beings packed the grimy warehouse. Aliens of every shape and size—some humanoid, some decidedly not. Holographic displays flickered with inventory numbers. The air reeked of unwashed bodies and desperation.

And at the center of it all, a raised platform.

An auction block.

This can’t be happening. This can’t be real.

But it was. God help her, it was.

They shoved her onto the platform, and bright lights blinded her. She stumbled, nearly fell. Managed to catch herself at the last moment, some desperate survival instinct overriding the drugs in her system.

“Lot forty-seven,” the auctioneer announced. He was vaguely reptilian—scales, slitted pupils, forked tongue that flickered as he spoke. “Human female. Prime breeding age. Certified fertile.” He smiled, revealing rows of needle-sharp teeth. “Scientifically valuable. Former Solvarn Empire geneticist. Bidding starts at fifty thousand credits.”

Scientifically valuable.

Rhea’s stomach heaved.

She knew what that meant. Knew exactly what buyers would do with a human geneticist who’d worked on Project Genesis. They’d take her apart piece by piece, mining her brain for the empire’s secrets.

And when they’d extracted everything useful, they’d sell what remained.

Three months, she thought numbly. Three months of running, and this is how it ends.

Three months since she’d discovered the truth about her research. Three months since she’d learned that her life’s work—her brilliant, groundbreaking genetic research—was being used to create monsters. Soldiers with no free will. Humans “perfected” into weapons.

She’d destroyed her lab. Injected herself with the only serum sample. Fled with evidence of the empire’s crimes.

And for what?

To end up on an auction block in the armpit of the galaxy, sold to the highest bidder.

“Sixty thousand,” someone called.

“Seventy.”

“Eighty thousand credits.”

The numbers climbed. Rhea stood frozen, forcing herself to breathe. To think.

There has to be a way out. There’s always a way out.

But her wrists were bound with energy cuffs. The platform was surrounded by armed guards. And even if she could run, where would she go? She didn’t know where she was, didn’t have a ship, didn’t have—

“One hundred and fifty thousand credits.”

The voice came from the back of the room. Deep, commanding, cutting through the chaos like a blade.

The bidding stopped.

Rhea squinted against the lights, trying to see who’d spoken. A massive figure stood near the exit—easily seven feet tall, wrapped in a dark cloak that concealed everything but the glint of strange, swirling eyes.

Eyes that were fixed directly on her.

Something in her chest tightened.

What the hell?

“One hundred and fifty thousand,” the auctioneer repeated, surprise evident in his voice. “Do I hear one sixty?”

Silence.

The cloaked figure began moving toward the platform. As he walked, Rhea noticed two more shapes detaching from the shadows behind him. Also massive. Also cloaked. Also watching her with an intensity that made her skin prickle.

“Sold,” the auctioneer said quickly, clearly eager to close the deal. “Lot forty-seven, sold to—”

He never finished the sentence.

The first explosion rocked the warehouse.

Rhea hit the platform hard, ears ringing. Smoke billowed through the air. Screams erupted—aliens scrambling for exits, guards shouting, weapons firing.

Through the chaos, she saw them.

The three cloaked figures moved like death itself. Fast. Lethal. Unstoppable. They cut through the guards with brutal efficiency, their movements perfectly synchronized. Like they could read each other’s minds.

Maybe they could.

The leader reached the platform first. Up close, his size was even more staggering—he had to be seven feet tall, maybe more. His cloak fell back, revealing bronze skin that seemed to glow faintly, marked with silver patterns that pulsed like living circuitry.

His eyes found hers.

Silver and purple, swirled together like galaxies.

Beautiful, some insane part of her brain whispered. Terrifying and beautiful.

“Dr. Castellan,” he said. His voice was deep, resonant, scraping against her nerve endings. “We need to leave. Now.”

“Who—who are you?”

“Explanations later.” He reached for her.

His hand closed around her arm.

And the universe exploded.

Pain—no, not pain. Something beyond pain, beyond pleasure, beyond anything she’d ever felt. Energy slammed through her body like lightning, setting every cell on fire. She heard herself scream. Heard him gasp.

The world went white.

Connection. Bond. Mate.

The words weren’t hers. They came from somewhere else—somewhere deep and primal and completely alien. They echoed through her skull, branding themselves into her consciousness.

MINE.

She couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. Could only feel—feel him, feel the two others rushing toward the platform, feel something vast and ancient and impossibly powerful snapping into place between them.

The energy cuffs on her wrists shattered.

Not unlocked. Shattered. Like they couldn’t contain what was building inside her.

“Soren!” One of the others reached the platform—this one slightly leaner, with golden-tan skin and markings that glowed blue. His eyes were amber and green, swirled together, and they went wide when he looked at her. “The Resonance—it’s real. She’s—”

“I know.” The leader—Soren—hadn’t let go of her arm. His grip was tight, almost desperate. “I feel it.”

“We need to move,” the third one said. He was the shortest of the three, though still well over six and a half feet. Brown skin, crimson markings, eyes that blazed gold and red. “Empire ships inbound. We have maybe three minutes.”

Empire ships.

The word cut through the haze of whatever was happening to Rhea’s body.

Empire. They’re coming. They’ll never stop coming.

“Can you walk?” Soren asked her.

She tried to answer. Couldn’t. The connection between them was too overwhelming—she could feel his concern, his urgency, his fierce protective instinct that roared through the bond like a wildfire.

Bond. What bond? What is happening to me?

“I’ll carry her.” Soren didn’t wait for permission. He lifted her like she weighed nothing, cradling her against his chest. His body was impossibly warm—like pressing against a furnace. “Dakkar, clear a path. Zayden, cover us.”

They moved.

The warehouse had devolved into absolute chaos. Bodies littered the floor—some unconscious, some not moving at all. Fires burned in the wreckage of the explosion. Aliens fled in every direction.

Rhea should have been terrified.

She was.

But underneath the terror, something else pulsed. Something that felt horrifyingly like… relief.

No. Don’t be stupid. These are just different captors. Different cage. Nothing more.

But Soren’s arms were gentle around her. His touch sent waves of warmth through the bond—comfort, protection, a fierce vow that resonated without words.

Safe. You’re safe. We have you.

“Get out of my head,” she managed to whisper.

Surprise flickered through him. “You can hear that?”

“I can feel it.” She tried to push against his chest, but her limbs still weren’t cooperating. “Stop it.”

“I’m not doing anything intentionally. The bond—” He shook his head. “Later. We’ll explain everything later.”

They burst through a side exit into a docking bay. A ship waited—sleek, dark, dangerous-looking. The ramp was already lowering.

Behind them, Rhea heard shouts. Weapons fire.

“Move!” Zayden—the one with the crimson markings—spun and returned fire, covering their retreat. “They’re right behind us!”

Dakkar was first up the ramp, rushing toward what Rhea assumed was the cockpit. Soren carried her aboard, his long strides eating up the distance. The ship’s interior was all dark metal and amber lighting, surprisingly warm compared to the cold chaos outside.

He set her down on something soft—a bench or bed, she couldn’t tell. Her vision was still swimming, the aftereffects of the Resonance making everything blur at the edges.

“Stay here,” he ordered. “Don’t move.”

“Wasn’t planning on it,” she muttered.

Something that might have been amusement flickered through the bond. Then he was gone, disappearing toward the front of the ship.

The ramp sealed shut. Engines roared to life. Rhea felt the ship lurch as it lifted off.

And then—acceleration. Hard, brutal, pressing her into the cushions beneath her.

They were running.

We’re all running.

She lay there, staring at the ceiling, trying to process what had just happened. One minute, she’d been standing on an auction block, waiting to be sold. The next, three massive aliens had stormed in, rescued her, and—

And whatever that Resonance thing was.

She could still feel them. All three of them. Faint presences at the edge of her consciousness, like distant radio signals. Soren was focused, controlled, his mind a wall of strategic calculation. Dakkar was worried—about her, she realized. The concern pulsed through the bond like a heartbeat. And Zayden…

Zayden was enjoying himself.

What the hell is wrong with him?

The ship banked hard. More weapons fire, muffled by the hull. Someone shouted something she couldn’t make out.

Then—a gut-wrenching lurch as they jumped to hyperspace.

Silence.

Rhea lay perfectly still, breathing hard. Her heart pounded against her ribs. The drugs were finally clearing from her system, which meant she could feel everything now.

The terror. The confusion. The strange, impossible connection to three aliens she’d never met.

And underneath it all, a tiny, treacherous spark of hope.

They rescued me. They actually rescued me.

But why? What did they want with her? Why had that touch—that single moment of contact—felt like the universe rearranging itself around her?

Footsteps approached. Heavy. Deliberate.

Soren appeared in the doorway. Without the chaos of battle, she could see him clearly for the first time.

He was… beautiful. There was no other word for it. Bronze skin marked with silver patterns that seemed to pulse with inner light. Strong jaw, sharp cheekbones, full lips pressed into a serious line. His black hair was pulled back from his face, revealing pointed ears and that scar across his jaw.

And those eyes. God, those eyes. Silver and purple, ancient and knowing, fixed on her like she was the answer to every question he’d ever asked.

“The jump was successful,” he said quietly. “We’ve lost them. For now.”

“Who are you?”

He stepped into the room. The space suddenly felt much smaller.

“My name is Soren Velithar. Crown Prince of the Kryos.” He paused. “And you are my mate.”

Rhea stared at him.

Then she laughed.

It wasn’t a pleasant sound—high and sharp and edged with hysteria. But she couldn’t help it. After everything she’d been through, after months of running and hiding and terror, this was too much.

“Your mate,” she repeated. “I’m your mate.”

“Yes.”

“I don’t even know what a Kryos is.”

“You will.”

“I was just being sold at auction like livestock, and now you’re telling me I’m your—your—” She couldn’t even say the word again. “This is insane.”

“The Resonance doesn’t lie.” Soren moved closer, and despite everything, her body responded to his proximity—warmth flooding through her, the bond pulsing with something dangerously close to desire. “You felt it when I touched you. The connection.”

“I felt something. That doesn’t mean—”

“It means everything.” His voice was soft, but absolute. “We’ve been searching for you for over a century. The Catalyst. The one who would save us.”

Save them?

Rhea pushed herself upright, ignoring the way the room spun. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’m just a scientist. A geneticist. I can’t—”

The door behind Soren opened. The other two stepped in.

And the bond flared.

She felt them all now—three distinct presences wrapping around her consciousness like chains made of starlight. Soren’s controlled intensity. Dakkar’s gentle warmth. Zayden’s crackling energy.

No. No, this isn’t possible. This isn’t real.

But it was.

God help her, it was.

“We need to talk,” Dakkar said softly. His voice was like honey, warm and soothing. “All of us. About what you are. What we are.” He paused. “And what happens next.”

Rhea looked at the three of them. Three massive, beautiful, terrifying aliens who claimed she was their mate. Their salvation.

Her head pounded. Her body ached. The bond thrummed between them, inescapable and overwhelming.

She had no weapons. No allies. No idea where she was.

But she had her mind. Her training. Her will to survive.

And right now, that would have to be enough.

“Fine,” she said. “Start talking.”

Soren’s eyes met hers, and something in them shifted. Respect, maybe. Or recognition.

Through the bond, she felt something that made her breath catch.

Hope.

“Welcome to The Revenant, Dr. Castellan.” Soren’s voice was rough. “I hope you’re ready for the truth.”

Truth, she thought. As if I even know what that is anymore.

But she kept her mouth shut and waited.

Whatever came next, she’d face it.

She didn’t have a choice.
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Soren’s POV


One hundred and fifty-six years.

Soren had lived for one hundred and fifty-six years, and nothing—nothing—had prepared him for this.

The Resonance.

He stood at the back of The Revenant’s bridge, watching the hyperspace tunnel stream past the viewports, and he could still feel her. Rhea. The human woman currently sitting in the med-bay, probably plotting seventeen different ways to kill them.

His mate.

Impossible.

But the bond didn’t lie. It never lied.

He pressed a hand to his chest, feeling the steady thrum beneath his ribs. The connection was already forming—threads of awareness linking him to her, to his brothers, to something vast and ancient that he didn’t fully understand.

And for the first time in months, The Silence was quiet.

“You’re brooding.” Zayden’s voice cut through his thoughts. His youngest brother sprawled in the pilot’s seat, feet up on the console, looking annoyingly pleased with himself. “Big surprise there.”

“I’m thinking.”

“Same thing with you.” Zayden grinned. “Come on, brother. We found her. The Catalyst. The one the prophecy promised.” His grin widened. “And she’s gorgeous.”

“She’s terrified,” Dakkar said quietly from the co-pilot’s seat. He was running diagnostics on their shields, but his attention was clearly elsewhere—focused inward, on the bond. “I can feel it through the connection. She’s trying to hide it, but she’s scared.”

“Of course she’s scared.” Soren finally turned to face them. “She was about to be sold at auction. She has no idea who we are or what the Resonance means. She—”

He stopped.

Because suddenly, through the bond, he felt something else.

Panic.

Raw, overwhelming panic.

“She’s—” Dakkar started.

An explosion of energy rocked the ship.

The lights flickered. Alarms shrieked. The Revenant lurched sideways, and Soren grabbed the nearest console to keep his balance.

“What the hell was that?” Zayden was already running diagnostics. “We didn’t take any hits. There’s nothing—”

“It came from inside,” Dakkar breathed. His eyes had gone wide. “From her.”

Soren was already moving.

He sprinted through the corridors, his brothers’ footsteps pounding behind him. The bond pulsed with that same desperate energy—fear and confusion and something else. Something powerful.

Something that shouldn’t be possible.

He reached the med-bay and stopped dead.

Rhea stood in the center of the room, her hands raised in front of her. Golden energy crackled between her fingers, arcing like lightning. The medical equipment around her was destroyed—monitors shattered, beds overturned, supplies scattered across the floor.

And she was screaming.

“What’s happening to me? What did you do to me?”

“Rhea.” Soren held up his hands, stepping forward slowly. “Rhea, you need to calm down.”

“Calm down?” She laughed—a wild, broken sound. “I’m shooting lightning from my hands! I can feel you inside my head! I can feel all of you, and it’s—it’s too much. It’s too—”

Another burst of energy exploded outward.

Soren threw himself sideways. The blast scorched past him, leaving a blackened streak on the wall. Behind him, Dakkar yelped as debris clattered around them.

“Okay,” Zayden said slowly. “That’s new.”

“It shouldn’t be possible.” Dakkar moved cautiously into the room, his hands raised in a placating gesture. “Humans don’t have psychic abilities. They can’t—”

“The serum.” Soren’s mind raced, piecing together what he knew. “Dr. Castellan, you injected yourself with a serum before you escaped the empire. What was it?”

Rhea’s eyes darted to him. The energy still crackled around her, but it was dimming slightly—her panic giving way to confusion.

“How do you know about that?”

“We’ve been tracking you for months. Trying to find you before the empire did.” He took another careful step forward. “The serum. What was it designed to do?”

“Genetic repair.” She swallowed hard, her hands still shaking. “It was supposed to… to fix damaged DNA. Reverse genetic degradation. I never—I never imagined—”

“The Resonance,” Dakkar whispered. “It must have activated something in the serum. Combined with the bond…”

“She’s evolving.” Soren stared at her—this fragile, fierce human who was somehow developing powers that took Kryos decades to master. “The serum in her blood is responding to the mate bond.”

“That’s insane,” Rhea said.

“Welcome to our world.”

She stared at him for a long moment. The energy around her flickered once, twice—then died completely. Her shoulders slumped. Her hands dropped to her sides.

“I think I’m going to pass out,” she said.

Soren caught her before she hit the floor.

She was so light in his arms.

Soren carried her to one of the few undamaged beds, laying her down gently. Her face was pale, dark circles under her eyes, her body pushed far past its limits. The drugs from the auction, the trauma of capture, the overwhelming force of the Resonance—it was a miracle she was still conscious at all.

She’s strong, he realized. Stronger than she knows.

“Is she okay?” Dakkar was beside him in an instant, his hands already glowing with healing energy. He pressed his palms to Rhea’s temples, his brow furrowing in concentration. “Her nervous system is overloaded. The Resonance was too much too fast. And these new abilities—her body doesn’t know how to process them.”

“Can you help her?”

“I can stabilize her. Help her rest.” Dakkar’s voice was soft. “But Soren… the bond is already forming. I can feel it. She’s becoming part of us.”

Part of us.

Soren looked down at her sleeping face. Even unconscious, the connection thrummed between them. He could feel her exhaustion, her fear, the stubborn spark of defiance that burned beneath everything else.

His markings were glowing.

He hadn’t noticed until now, but the silver patterns on his skin had brightened—pulsing in rhythm with her heartbeat. With the bond that was weaving them together whether she wanted it or not.

“This is going to be complicated,” Zayden said from the doorway.

“When is anything ever simple with us?”

“Fair point.” Zayden pushed off the doorframe, moving to stand on the other side of the bed. His expression was unusually serious. “But brother, we need to talk about what just happened. A human developing psychic abilities? That’s not just unusual. That’s unprecedented.”

“The prophecy spoke of the Catalyst,” Dakkar said quietly. “A daughter of earth with fire in her veins. Maybe this is what it meant.”

“Maybe.” Soren studied Rhea’s face. “Or maybe this serum she created is something far more dangerous than we realized.”

“The empire certainly thinks so.” Zayden’s jaw tightened. “They sent six ships after her. Six. Whatever she knows, whatever she stole, they want it back badly.”

“They can’t have her.”

The words came out harder than Soren intended. Fiercer. He felt his brothers’ surprise through their bond—and beneath it, their understanding.

“We know,” Dakkar said gently. “She’s ours now.”

Ours.

The word settled into Soren’s chest like a key turning in a lock. After decades of searching, after watching his people die from The Silence one by one, after giving up hope so many times he’d lost count—

She was here. She was real.

And he would protect her with every breath in his body.

“What do we tell her?” Zayden asked. “When she wakes up?”

“The truth.” Soren forced himself to step back from the bed, to put distance between himself and the overwhelming pull of the bond. “All of it. About the Resonance, the mate bond, The Silence. About what she is to us.”

“She’s going to fight it,” Dakkar warned. “She doesn’t trust us. And after what she’s been through with the empire, she has every reason not to trust anyone.”

“Then we earn her trust.” Soren’s voice was firm. “We don’t force her. We don’t rush her. We give her time to understand, to choose.”

“And if she chooses to leave?” Zayden’s question was quiet.

Soren didn’t answer.

Because the truth was, he didn’t know what he’d do if she rejected them. The bond was already too strong, too deep. The thought of her walking away, of never seeing her again—

It felt like dying.

The choice will damn you all, the prophecy had said.

He was beginning to understand what that meant.

An hour passed. Then two.

Rhea slept while the ship sailed through hyperspace, carrying them toward the hidden Kryos station where they could repair and regroup. Soren stayed at her bedside, unable to make himself leave. His brothers took shifts at the bridge, monitoring for pursuit, but they drifted back regularly.

Drawn to her.

Drawn to the bond that was solidifying with every passing moment.

She woke without warning—eyes snapping open, body tensing, hands immediately reaching for a weapon that
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