
Dr. Ezone

 

The Deal 

Book 3 

 

By Desriee Sandz 

Copyright 2025 © Desriee Sandz 

 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be 

reproduced or used in whole or in part, in any form, or by 

any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, 

or otherwise) without the publisher's prior written 

permission. 

 

This is a work of �iction, and the characters and incidents 

found within are products of the author’s imagination and are used �ictitiously. Any resemblance to persons, living or 

deceased, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. This book 

was intended for adults only. 




Table of contents 

 

Chapter 1 Dr. Ezone

Chapter 2 Octavia

Chapter 3 Dr. Ezone

Chapter 4 Octavia

Chapter 5 Dr. Ezone

Chapter 6 Octavia

Chapter 7 Dr. Ezone

Chapter 8 Octavia

Chapter 9 Dr. Ezone

Chapter 10 Octavia

Chapter 11 Dr. Ezone

Chapter 12 Octavia

Chapter 13 Dr. Ezone

Chapter 14 Octavia





Chapter 1 

Ezone 

Screaming from the living room startles me

awake. Smack! I tensed with fear trailing down my spine. Galaxies, he drunk on Kundiea wine. The sound of breaking glass shatters across the �loor, sending me scurrying under the bed. Night like this, Father is in full character. His eyes are bloodshot and full of drunken rage, as he �ights with mother. I can see him now, weaving his six-foot, slightly muscular frame, preparing to strike her again.

There is no chance I would be able to �ight him

off at thirty years old, known to my species as a young one. His hands are like iron, rough and scarred from years of battle, every knuckle a testament to violence survived and in�licted. He was a warrior—once honored, now haunted—who had seen more blood and brutality than any male should.

When the shadows of his past settle over him, he

brings that storm into our home. His grievances become thunder, his �ists the lightning, and we are left to weather it, bracing against each blow, hoping the tempest will pass quickly. The fear he instills is bone-deep, a chill that never quite leaves, even on the brightest days.

“You're just my mate, ssssooomme female who ssstuck my dicck.” He slurred. He is right, Father was not my mother’s true mate or fated mate. He is her mate. His disappointment is felt every day when he looks upon my face, letting me know exactly how he feels. At times, he shows it physically, landing hit after hit, down on me like a storm.

Yells and slams echoed throughout the house,

�illed with aggression, as the �ight made its way to the entrance of the hallway.

“You will not touch our son! You're drunk, Avitakian.” She yells.

“That worthless boy needs to be uuppp practicing his skills to become a great waaaarrior.” I dart for the window, quietly open it as she �ights him towards the door. Several times, his �ists land with a hard whack against her small frame. I felt so bad. There were times when she got the best of him, but on nights like this, he is determined to get to me. I am his focus.

Each hand on the wooden window frame lifts

gently, �ingertips grazing the weathered surface as they maneuver slowly and deliberately, careful not to disturb the fragile silence that envelops the room. I could feel and hear my heart beating fast; afraid he would come storming in at any minute.

Throwing my shoes below, I slid out, my heart

pounding as I landed both feet on the wooden crate we’d wedged under the window—a makeshift escape route, worn smooth from too many desperate nights. The air outside was cold and sharp, biting into my skin as I crouched in the shadows, listening for his footsteps and the drunken slur of curses that always seemed to follow.

Tonight proved to be one of those nights, the

kind where fear was a living thing pressing against my ribs, urging me to run. Father is never disappointed with the way he treats us—if anything, he seems to relish it, his anger fueled by some bitter satisfaction. My father hates his family with venom that seeps into every word and glance, and we are a constant, living reminder of everything he didn’t want. The knowledge hangs heavy, settling over me like a second skin as I slip away into the dark.

Careful movements using both hands, I closed

the window just in time to grab my shoes and disappear when the lights in my room �lickered on. Hiding behind a magani tree, I wait with wide eyes as he �lings the window open, breaking the glass, yelling, “Get back here, Talian!” In a drunken rage. The darkness and anger of his face intensi�ied by the cloak of the night, sending chills down my spine. He is the monster that most stories are spoken about.

This night has become an almost ritualistic

ordeal, each instance more dif�icult to endure than the last. The tension in our home is palpable; every footstep, every spoken word seems to tremble under the threat of his temper. Our only reprieve is that he is to leave on assignment for an extended period of time in two days, and the hope of peace clings to us like a fragile promise. His assignments are not just work—they are an excuse to indulge himself, including the usual visit to the pleasure planet, where he seeks comfort in strangers and returns home with the same bitterness and renewed cruelty, resuming his drunken abuse.

Even worse, Mother knows about his unfaithful

sexual visits. I see it in the way her shoulders hunch, and her smile falters when he leaves. She blames herself for his indiscretions, convinced that his betrayals are somehow her fault, though everyone but her knows she bears none of the blame. The pain and shame she carries are silent burdens, weighing her down more each day.

Outside, the night is warm and dark, thick with

the songs of small oani bugs—a stark contrast to the tension inside our walls. Through an open window, the distant laughter from the pub drifts in, mingling with the night air as some begin their slow, winding trek home. The echoes of their joy make our isolation feel all the more complete, each moment stretching endlessly as we wait for the brief relief his absence will bring.

As I navigated through the shadows, the night

enveloped me like a thick cloak, guiding my steps through narrow alleys �lanked by silent houses. The faint glow of lanterns �lickered ahead, drawing me closer to the bustling market. I could hear the lively sounds spilling from the taverns that lined the square— mirthful laughter mingled with glasses �illed to the brim with spirits.

The intoxicating aroma of roasted meats and

spiced ale wafted through the air, heralding the cheerful Javasts' return from their assignments, their faces �lushed and animated by the night's revelry. Most are single out for a good time, while others await going to their home planet or returning to the newly developing battle station, Aquado.

Crawling through the crack of my mother’s

booth, I prayed to the heavens that my mother would be okay. Throughout the long, shadowy hours of the night, I huddle beneath a tattered cover, once a vibrant drape that now serves as my meager shield against the biting chill of the evening air. While this makeshift refuge is far from ideal, it is a slight improvement over the bleakness of home.

A week ago, driven by desperation and a need to

escape the suffocating atmosphere at home, I wandered onto the edge of town. There, half-hidden by wild, overgrown grass and ancient, twisting trees, I found a crumbling house. Its walls sagged under the weight of time, paint peeling in long, curling strips, and windows clouded with years of dust and neglect.

The roof had caved in at one corner, exposing the

rafters like broken ribs. Despite its eerie presence and the chill that seemed to seep from its shadowy doorways, something about the place felt strangely inviting. It was as if the house itself whispered promises of refuge, urging me to step inside and lay down my burdens, if only for a moment.

One room has caved in, windows gape open or

are missing entirely, and the porch sags dangerously. Inside, cabinets that once clung to the walls now rest on the �loor, scarred by the reckless hands of vandals or the slow decay of years. The walls are pocked with holes, and the remnants of former lives are scattered everywhere, abandoned like yesterday’s refuse. For me, this ruin was a refuge, a desperate escape from my father’s relentless cruelty.

The problem with this place is that you never

know who will be staying. What trouble they are up to when the place seems empty, or several bodies are found dead for one reason or another. Known as a dumping ground when you want something to disappear. Most of the time, the sick go there to live out their last days. Depending on my father's mindset, I found shelter there a couple of times, with little to no sleep.

In the morning, the back door opens. My mother

stands in the entrance; her eyes are �illed with sorrow. Her eyes wore dark rings from a long night, along with lines at the corners, making others believe she was older than she actually was.

“My son.” She whispered, squatting down, pulling me into her arms. “So sorry. It will be better. I promise.” She cradles my face with her soft, petite hands, pressing her lips gently to my forehead. Her touch trembles with both love and exhaustion, a silent plea for strength she no longer possesses. The words she murmurs are familiar—tender reassurances I have heard countless times, designed to soothe wounds that run far deeper than any child should bear. I know she longs to change our circumstances, to carve out a better life for us, but the path forward is a maze of fear and uncertainty.

What pains me most is witnessing her spirit

break under my father’s cruelty. I despised him as I watched her struggle to lift herself from the cold �loor, tears streaming down her cheeks as she tried desperately to compose herself, masking the agony that radiated from every movement. The effort it takes for her to conceal the truth from me is heartbreaking; each time, she tries to shield me with a shaky smile, as if her love alone could undo the night’s suffering.

“Mother, I am not coming home tonight. What time is Father due to leave?” Asking as I look at the ground, like I had something more important to say.

She gently grabs my chin, her touch feather-light

yet full of conviction, guiding my gaze up to meet hers. “Never. Never do you hang your head in shame, my brave son. It is his shame, not yours, Talian. Always hold your head up high, no matter what lies before you. My son doesn't hang his head in guilt that doesn’t belong to him, nor bear the weight of it. My son, you are a good male and will be respected.”

Her words are soft but unwavering, her eyes

shimmering with �ierce love and sorrow. As she speaks, her smile wavers at the edges, battling tears she refuses to let fall. The lamplight glimmers across her features, casting gentle shadows that dance over her tired face. In that moment, I felt the warmth of her hope and the ache of her fear—her faith in me standing as a fragile shield against the darkness that clings to our home. “I wish I could do a better job of protecting you, Talian. I guess the Gods have a reason for why things happen the way they do.” I feel her warm lips on my forehead, and a teardrop falls onto my head. Her love surrounds me. Mother began her morning ritual by placing her wares on display, “I will be back later, mother.” I felt guilty for leaving her so soon. Tonight, it will come quickly, and there is an urgency to �ind a safe place to sleep. “He will be leaving tomorrow morning. I expect to see you here when I open.” She calls out as I slowly walk away.

During the day, many didn’t talk or look in my

direction as they passed. My clothes are often a patchwork of tattered fabric, with seams that fray and threadbare spots revealing the wear from countless washes. Most clothes are slightly too small for me, hugging uncomfortably against my skin, a reminder of how quickly I’ve grown. Our family struggles to make ends meet, relying solely on my mother’s resourcefulness as she navigates the local markets, exchanging her handmade goods and whatever she can trade for our daily needs.

My father, often on assignments, has a habit of

spending extravagantly, leaving us with meager resources to get by. Each month, we face the uncertainty of whether there will be enough to cover even the basics, which makes my mother's sacri�ices even more vital. Niceties are not something we are privileged to. Many younger males pick �ights and call out names when we cross paths.

I fought a good �ight when I had to, and some

marks from these interactions left me weak for days. I didn’t let that get me down. Especially when it came to the largest male who sought me out. Vaganamalon. Vaga for short.

Dark purple skin, short brown hair, taller and

bigger than most Javast. His eyes are a yellowish hue with a hint of red. His bottom canine teeth protrude longer than the others, giving him a slightly menacing look, and he carries himself with an air of con�idence that suggests no one would dare to challenge him.

Today, a day before my father leaves, is the day that changed what others thought about me on these cobblestone streets.

Today, I set a precedent—a line drawn in the

sand that will not be crossed again. No one, not a damn soul, is going to put me down or demean my mother or me. Today, I am going to �ight back, fueled by a �ire I’ve never felt before. The weight of all the years spent shrinking into myself, the countless nights spent wishing for courage, has built into a quiet storm inside me. I am tired of feeling and being seen as weak, of letting fear dictate who I am.

What brought about the change was my mother’s

kind words, spoken with unwavering conviction as she cradled my face. She told me never to be ashamed of who I am, her voice soft but full of strength. Her faith in me is a force that drowns out the doubts planted by years of cruelty, reminding me that I am worthy of respect and love. Today, for her and for myself, I choose to stand tall.

Stepping into the alley, Vaga perches atop a

battered trash cubicle among a small group, chatting with two visibly uneasy females. In a shadowed corner, Vaga and an accomplice close in, eyes wide, hands grasping as the females fend them off with desperate slaps.

“Leave them alone, Vaga!” I command. Standing before the visibly frightened females, their eyes wide with apprehension and their bodies tense, I could sense the weight of their fear hanging in the air.

He tilted his head to the side, the sound of

cracking reverberating through the narrow, dimly lit alley. Several sharp pops echoed against the damp, dark walls, each one signaling his mounting irritation. The cool air carried the faint scent of wet dirt and discarded waste, intensifying his annoyance as he prepared to confront whatever lay ahead.

“And if I don’t? What are you going to do, Talian?” He snickers as if he is telling an unheard joke. “You are about to �ind out if you don’t leave those females alone.” Looking around, I remember what my mother told me a long time ago. “Anything around you can be used as a weapon or a tool, depending on how you look at what is ahead of you.”

Today, my weapons are scattered everywhere,

and I am ready. He turns his large form facing me, allowing the females to get away. It was him, his cowardly friend, and me. Hell, I was used to being the weak one. My father used me as a punching bag for most of my life. This is no different. They strolled closer, bragging about what they were going to do. They were going to beat me down and never get back up. Whatever happens, I’m �ighting to win, no matter how, no matter what it takes.

Vaga was the �irst to approach, his imposing

�igure looming large as I swiftly grabbed a waste bin. With a sudden motion, I swung it toward him, the clatter of metal against his sturdy frame echoing in the air, just moments before he could reach me. Quickly, I ran around him while he froze in a state of shock.

I swoop down, snatching a metal rod from the

grimy alley �loor, its cool weight solid in my grip. With one determined, desperate swing, I clip him hard behind the knees. The sharp crack of impact is followed by his cry of pain—a raw, guttural sound that echoes off the alley walls and ripples through the small crowd gathering at the entrance. Their faces blur together, some wide-eyed with shock, others eager for violence.

Without hesitating, I pivoted and swung again,

this time at his partner. The rod connects with his kneecap, a sickening crunch reverberating up my arms. He collapses instantly, howling, unable to stand. The sound of breaking bones is unmistakable, sending a chill down my spine even as adrenaline surges through me. I know it will take more than rest to repair what I’ve done—medical intervention will be needed for either of them to walk again by the time I am �inished with them. Another comes running, suffering the same punishment as his adversary.

One writhes on the ground, clutching his ruined

leg, tears streaming down his twisted face. The other tries to crawl away, dragging his injured limb and leaving streaks of dirt and blood in his wake. The alley is thick with the scent of fear, sweat, and something metallic—my own hands trembling as I realize the extent of my actions.

Instinct screamed at me to move, barely dodging

another of Vega's relentless attacks. He closed in fast, a shadow at my back. His massive �ist cracked against my head, knocking me sideways. I caught a glimpse of his foot rising, ready to crush my ribs, and rolled away just in time. He lashed out again, right then left, and my rod skittered out of reach. Vega leaned in, muscles taut, looming over me like a storm about to break.

With a menacing gleam in his eyes, he raised his

foot, poised like a dark storm cloud ready to unleash its fury upon my face. A large amount of adrenaline is pumping through my veins, and I scramble towards the rod. My heart is pounding in my chest. Just as I grasped the rod with my trembling �ingers, I felt a sudden, jarring impact as he brought his foot down hard on my left hand. The sharp pain instantly throbs, a stark gap to the urgency of the moment.

Pain crashes over me, deafening and relentless. I

clutch my wounded hand to my chest, �ingers tightening around the bar. Vega looms above, his heavy boot poised to strike again. Fear surges, but anger rises faster, fueled by memories of my father towering over me, �ists ready. My �inger scrapes the rough cobblestone, the bar's heft thrilling in my grasp. I swing hard, every muscle behind the blow, and the bar slams into his foot. The sharp crack rings out, a �ierce reward as metal meets bone and leather.

His foot barely missed as he toppled over me,

rolling in agony. I rose quickly to steady myself with a �inal swing when I saw he was helpless on the ground and unable to defend himself. It is my mother I hear in my head that stops me from making another move. “Sometimes it's best to know when to stop when you have won.” She is right.

“Next time, I won’t stop.” My eyes burned with fury, every word laced with a threat I was ready to deliver. I hurled the bar down the alley, the metal clattering against stone with a vicious clang, making it clear I could have done more. I glared at the broken male, daring them to move, daring them to test me again. Their pain and fear hung thick in the air as I turned my back on them, leaving them writhing and helpless, knowing exactly what I was capable of if there ever was a next time.

Enter the street, mother comes running with

father shortly behind. He looks down the alley and back at me, “That’s my boy!” Loud and proud with an arm around my shoulders. I shook him off, walking away as he yelled to come back. Not happening. And I won’t be home tonight.

Sitting on the edge of town, a young male walks

up behind me. He takes his place not far from where I sit, watching the yaknii �lies pollinate a �ield of pink and amber �lowers. Their long nose enabled them to reach sweet nectar as they used their large periwinkle wings to move from one �lower to another.

The buzz is a light sound as many harvesters take

back their fruits of the labor to a nest not too far away. In the distance, three suns sit in the green sky, preparing to disappear, ending the day.

“I’m Dashvagashi. Want half of the Zakona?” The words hang between us as I look at the large male beside me, studying the set of his jaw and the way his eyes linger— not threatening, but unreadable. What are his intentions? His presence is unfamiliar, his voice rough but not unkind, and I have never seen him before.

My instincts scream caution; trust is something I

cannot afford. Why offer food to a stranger? Is it kindness, or is there something he wants from me? Even the gesture—a split fruit, held out in open hands—feels loaded with meaning I can’t decipher. The air is thick with uncertainty, each moment stretching as I weigh whether to accept his offer or walk away. “Thanks.” He hands one half over. We ate slowly, letting our thoughts run. I want to leave this place and never come back. I want to take my mother with me, so she never has to feel pain again. Most of all, I’m never going to let anyone get close enough to me, so I won't hurt them like my father has hurt us.

“What is your name?” He asked, taking another bite from his fruit. My thoughts were lost when I forgot someone was actually talking to me. Many who witnessed my situation chose to look away, as though an unspoken pact compelled them to ignore the chaos happening at home. Their refusal to engage with the troubling scene spoke volumes about their reluctance to get involved.

“Sorry. Ezone.” Sharing my �irst name, which I inherited from my father, �ills me with embarrassment because it conveys my family's identity. In contrast, my last name doesn't evoke much response; it feels more like a mere label than a part of my legacy.

In our small community, the Ezone family name

is quite prevalent, with around thirteen families bearing it. This connection fosters a tight-knit atmosphere, making some neighbors familiar and welcoming. Not mine.

“Well, Ezone. I saw what you did in the alley,” he says, his tone neither accusatory nor admiring but somewhere in between, heavy with curiosity. His eyes narrow slightly as if measuring my worth, searching for something in my expression. “Can’t say I am surprised,” he adds, a faint hint of approval threading through his words. “Are you going to warrior pre-training in three months?”

His question feels loaded, as though my answer

might reveal more about me than I intend. I sense the weight of expectation in the air—the kind that comes from someone who’s seen too much to be easily impressed, yet still holds hope for what I might become. “Pre-training for warriors? I didn’t know about it. When and where?”

“It’s happening a few miles from here, three months from now. You really ought to put your name down.”

Three-month wait before training starts. If I am

accepted. By then, Father will have returned and possibly be on another assignment. Even a sliver of freedom from him is something I crave. “How long is the training and how much does it cost?” He threw the rock into the �ield, aiming at nothing. “It costs nothing, and sign-in is at the training center. Training is three years long. You must pass a brief test— though after watching what you did to those three in the alley, I have no doubt you’ll pass.” His voice is steady, an undercurrent of approval beneath the matter-of-fact tone. He stands tall, arms folded across his chest, the corner of his mouth lifting in a faint, knowing smirk.

His con�idence never faltered—not in his words,

not in the way he watched me, as if I had already proven myself worthy. The ease with which he delivered every sentence was matched only by his conviction, each word punctuated by the certainty in his stance. For a moment, the weight of the world seemed to ease from my shoulders, replaced by something like hope.

Behind him, the three suns were sinking slowly

in the distance, their golden light spilling across the horizon and bathing the training grounds in a �iery glow. Shadows stretched long and thin over the dusty earth, and the sky was streaked in brilliant shades of amber and crimson. The scene felt almost ceremonial, as if the planet itself was bearing witness to the promise of something new—a chance at transformation lit by the fading light of day.

Staring out at the vast, colorful �ield, “Come on.

Let's at least take a look.” I grabbed his hand for support, and together we stepped into the market, swallowed by a sea of strangers who barely noticed us. The air, once crisp, now swirled with layers of perfume, each scent competing for attention until it became dizzying. People hurried past, sampling fragrance after fragrance, lost in their own worlds. Crowds were never my place. I longed for an open �ield, where silence stretched wide, and life felt beautifully uncomplicated. We paused at the school-age hall, where the youngest students waited quietly as the day drew to a close. The laughter that once �illed the air had faded, giving way to the gentle clatter of tidying up. Tablets rested untouched on desks, silent witnesses to the afternoon's adventures. As a few wandered off toward the training center for tryouts, the room's earlier joy lingers only as a gentle echo.

Before entering, to my right was an old man who

looked to be in his late six hundreds, sitting on an old, dark wooden bench, reading his tablet. A �igure in a pristine white coat stood with a broad torso, creating a striking contrast against the warm background. He hummed a sentimental tune, the soft echoes blending harmoniously around him.

I looked at his strange dress, wondering why he

wasn’t wearing the standard black uniform of a warrior. Only his boots matched the regular combat gear. White hair speckled throughout his head with small wrinkles around the eyes, added to the truth behind the life he loved.

“Ready to prove yourself, young warrior?” His words carried a challenge, but his eyes betrayed a hint of encouragement, as if he saw potential in me that I hadn’t yet recognized. Looking over his uniform again, I scowled, unsure whether I belonged in his world. “I am a doctor. Medical warrior.” His voice was steady, pride layered beneath his calm exterior. He turned the tablet towards me, the surface glowing with medical diagrams and vital signs. “Warriors �ight the battles on the grounds where I �ight the battles, keeping them alive and well.”

For a moment, I saw how his hands, though large

and calloused, moved with precision and con�idence—a quiet strength that came from saving lives, not taking them. The respect in his tone for both kinds of warriors made me reconsider what it meant to serve, and I felt a spark of curiosity ignite inside me.

“You work in the med bay?” I never thought of being one myself, but I was interested in the idea. Push my way closer.

“You come talk to me, young warrior. May have something you might be interested in.” More oddly, the older male observed me with a look that seemed to blend curiosity and suspicion, his brow furrowed and eyes narrowing ever so slightly as if deciphering a riddle hidden within my presence.

Leaving him to his work, Dashvagashi and I

walked into the training hall to several trainers standing behind a table. The central ring, marked by a deep red hue, bore the scars of time, with scuffed �loors and signs of frequent use. The air was heavy with the lingering scents of sweat and musk, a reminder of countless gatherings, while the stillness offered little relief from the stale atmosphere. Above, the tan dome rose majestically, a sturdy structure that seemed poised to witness many more sunrises before succumbing to the ravages of time.

Cross the �loor , stopping at the table of three

trainers, one of whom had left as the others prepared for our processing. Dashvagashi announced himself �irst with a brief description of his father . He �inished, and they looked at me. Father, I don’t have one. Mother, I'm hoping for a long time to come.

“Ezone. No father.” The words hung in the air, heavy and �inal. They all looked at each other with no emotion on their faces—blank, unreadable masks that revealed nothing of their thoughts. The silence that followed was thick and uncomfortable, as if my admission had created a rift that none of them wanted to cross. I searched their eyes for judgment, pity, or even curiosity, but found only carefully constructed indifference. Their posture stiffened almost imperceptibly, a subtle shift as they recalibrated how to treat the boy with no father. The absence of reaction was its own kind of answer—one that made me feel even more set apart, a quiet reminder of my place on the margins.

“Ezone, middle of the rink.” The command was sharp, echoing across the expanse of the training ground. A nearly seven-foot Javast instructor towered above the others, his legs as thick as tree trunks and his uniform straining at the seams to contain the powerful muscles beneath. Every movement radiated authority and strength; his presence commanded immediate obedience. He marched to the center, each step sending a subtle shiver through the �loor, silencing the other trainees. His eyes locked onto me, issuing a wordless challenge that sent my heart racing with nervous excitement.

We entered the center and squared off against

each other, tension crackling in the air. In one massive hand, the instructor gripped a large staff, his knuckles pale from the force of his hold. The staff itself was scarred with the marks of countless matches, its surface polished smooth where it had absorbed the blows of many trainees. His eyes, narrowed to slits, revealed only a thin glimmer of green—a warning as sharp as the edge of a blade. The low hum of anticipation from the onlookers faded into the background as my world shrank to the circle of sand beneath my feet and the formidable �igure before me. My muscles coiled, every sense heightened, ready for the �irst move. “Ready, young warrior, Ezone?” With a swift glance that surveys every inch of his frame, I nod in silent agreement. We both assumed our battle stances, each step deliberated and measured as we slowly circled one another. The atmosphere is thick with tension, the ground beneath our feet dusted with anticipation, as we prepare for the imminent clash. The warrior swung when I dunked, avoiding the impact of his black wooden staff. I went to kick his feet out from under him when he moved too quickly for me to make contact.

He lunged, double swinging. This time, the

second swing ricocheted off my back, sending pain shooting through me. I raised, quickly composing myself even though the pain throbbed from the contact spot. Steady, heavy breaths, he charged again, twirling, fanning me back when I used my foot to stop the actions. Seeing an open place, I kicked up into the exposed inner thighs. He let out a grunt, delivering two hits—one to the head and the other across my back. A bump began to rise, but I was not done yet.

We resumed our �ighting stances, ready for

whatever might come next. Suddenly, a throat clearing echoed around us, drawing our attention. We turned to see the doctor sitting calmly on a nearby bench, observing.

“You battle very well, young……” looking over to the other trainers.

“Ezone.” One called out.

“Ezone. Your battle skills need a little assistance to become a great warrior. Schooling will help you along the path of becoming a great med warrior.” He closed in. “What do you say, do you want to become a med warrior and/or doctor?”

I glanced at Dashvagashi. He nodded, answering

for me without a word. The rest of the room watched, the silence pressing in from every corner. “Yes, I would like to become the best warrior or med warrior around.” He never took his eyes off me. “Warriors, this young Kalvi will enter battle training to become a med warrior. He will begin in one month.” He walked over to the table, gathering information from the others before leaving the room. “I feel there might be a different calling for you, young Ezone. You just don’t know it yet.”

I stand in disbelief, my chest tight with

frustration and confusion. Why did he stop my test so abruptly, without giving me a real chance to show my true skills? We had barely begun—less than �ive minutes into the demonstrations—before he rendered his judgment, his face unreadable, offering no explanation. My mind spun with questions, each one burning hotter than the last. Did he see something in me that I missed? Did he have some other motive for ending the test so soon? I clenched my �ists, determination rising beneath the sting of the unknown. I needed answers—needed to know why.

“Ezone, you will be ready and meet me here in one month. Your schooling will last three years. Tie up all un�inished business. For the next three years and twenty after that, there will be nothing but training for you. It was nice to meet you, young Ezone.” I watched him leave the room, amazed by how he commanded everything around him.

I hoped to grow into someone like him one day.

Soon after, we slipped away. That night, I lingered in the booth, the sounds of laughter and raucous toasts drifting in from the taverns nearby. Voices rose in celebration of distant journeys and hard-won battles. Tankards clattered together, and warrior songs �illed the air. Picking at the meal my mother had left for me, I longed for a pocket of silence to gather my thoughts.

There was a sense of excitement in the air,

knowing that my life was on the brink of change. Soon, the pain and turmoil would come to an end, and I would �inally have the chance to move on. My thoughts turned to my mother. Could I persuade her to leave this place, to escape from my father’s grasp? It felt like a goal within reach, and hope stirred in my heart.

As the night thickened and shadows wrapped

themselves around me, I �inally slipped into a �itful sleep. A sudden jolt pulled me back to consciousness. My mother hovered above, worry carved into every line of her face. In the faint glow, I saw three new bruises blooming across her pale blue skin: one on her temple, a swollen black eye, and a split lip. He had come home drunk and cheerful, turning her body into his target and his plaything, leaving her so battered she was nearly a stranger to me.

“One day, I'm going to get us out of here, and he will never touch you again!” She carefully handed me a cozy, wrapped package, its warmth radiating through the delicate paper, and then turned her attention to opening her booth. Throughout the day, as the sun made its way across the sky, I interacted with passersby and showcased our products. Meanwhile, she remained mostly hidden from view, yet fully absorbed in her work, carefully tending to the colorful array displayed behind our booth.

As night enveloped us, I shared the details of the

impending training, the timeline, and the anticipation that hung in the air. Her eyes sparkled with excitement as she considered all the tasks that lay ahead before my departure. Days turned into weeks, and three long weeks slipped by without a word from Father, casting a shadow of uncertainty. But soon, that would all be behind me as I prepared to embark on my journey to training, leaving everything else behind in the dim light of the past.

A week before I was set to leave, a sharp knock at

the front door jolted me awake. Heart pounding, I hurried to answer. On the threshold, two warriors stood rigid and silent.

“Sorry to call so late. We have unfortunate news: your father was killed in battle. His body is being processed now and will have a proper burial two days from tonight.”

My mother and I were left in shock as they

turned and walked away. The �inality of his death hit us hard; the pain and suffering had ended, but now we were left to sift through the wreckage of his legacy. Past experiences tarnished his name, and we had to navigate the aftermath of what he had left behind.

He was not the kind of man who took the time to

secure his family’s future in the event of his passing. No, he spent money as quickly as it came in, leaving my mother to make ends meet tirelessly. It was already painful for us that he left without providing any support, but it would have been a small comfort if he had taken measures to ensure our well-being for a few months.

Despite this, we are determined to do whatever it

takes to avoid ending up on the harsh streets. We refuse to let that be our �inal home.

Two days passed, and mother hadn’t cried. She

carried on as if it were any other day, selling her wares and taking care of me. Out of nowhere, we received a letter stating that, due to his death, she had been credited with a large sum of money deposited into an account.

It was, more than anything, what we ever saw

while he was alive. Enough to keep a roof over our heads for �ive years, �ill our plates for a decade, and dress us in clothes that felt new. With part of it, she buys fresh out�its and sturdy shoes for training. For a few things, they will provide us, as explained in the acceptance letter I received weeks ago.

When a warrior begins their training, they

receive essential equipment, including uniforms, sturdy boots, and basic undergarments. This provision ensures that all recruits are well-prepared and adequately equipped for their journey ahead. Emphasizing uniformity fosters discipline and camaraderie among trainees, reinforcing the bond they share as they train together. My father’s death became our welcome blessing.

In the afternoon, we gathered solemnly around

my father's grave, a freshly dug hole that seemed to swallow him whole. The high priest stood over the site, his voice resonating with a practiced calm as he prayed for my father’s soul. He used kind words, crafting a narrative of righteousness and honor as he spoke in great detail about how my father was a good man. Yet, deep down, many who were present knew that this was far from the truth.

My father had lived a life marred by shame and

indecency, a fact that hung heavy in the air, unspoken but palpable. As the priest’s voice rose and fell in solemn cadence, not a single tear was shed by either my mother or me. Instead, there was a quiet understanding between us, a shared recognition of the man we had loved and the man he had become—a stark contrast that necessitated our silence.

When the high priest �inished praying over his

stiff, lifeless body, he asked if anyone had any last words. My heart pounded in my chest, a storm of anger and pain swirling inside me. What could I possibly say to a male who spent his life as a rotten corpse? The bitterness in my mouth was almost overwhelming, my hands trembling with all the unsaid things I’d carried for years. My mind screamed with memories—his cruelty, his indifference, the fear he left behind in every room he entered. I wanted to shout, to curse him for every scar he gave us, but the words caught in my throat, strangled by a lifetime of silence.

“He belongs there.” The words slipped out, cold and �inal, echoing in the hush of the funeral. My �ists clenched at my sides as rage threatened to spill over. I wanted to spit on his box—so badly I ached with it. I wanted to spit on him in front of the high priest, in front of everyone, to show the world what he truly was. “Farewell, you sorry excuse for a male!” My voice cracked with years of hurt and humiliation, each syllable laced with all the hatred I’d buried deep within me. I turned on my heel and walked away, never looking back, tears stinging my eyes—not for him, but for everything he stole from us.

The sun was high today as the dirt was slung on

my father’s cof�in, and a slight breeze brushed my hair back. It was the best day I've had since I was accepted into warrior training. Better yet, a medical warrior, allowing me to be educated in something I am interested in.

I will be the male he never was. I will take

whatever path is needed to ful�ill my dreams of becoming a doctor. Warrior training marked the beginning of a new life, and the end of the old life, one plagued by horrible dreams, broken ambitions, and a de�lated feeling of dread that followed me like a mountain being dragged across hot desert sands.

On the day to leave, Mom walked me to the

training building where the doctor stood. Several lines formed as we were directed to our respective places. She kissed me on the cheek, watching me take my place with others on the far side. When we began loading the shuttle for Blay59 training site. Once more I turned, and she was gone. One thing I know is true, I will be back to see her again.

Space’s endless darkness swallowed the familiar

glow that once bathed the world. Amid this uncertainty, gentle shifts in programmed light became people’s new sun and moon, guiding their days more faithfully than any clock ever could.

Over the past few days, time had begun to feel

different, and I still struggled to adapt to this new reality. However, I found that I could grow accustomed to this setting, as the genuine light of day felt more authentic than any arti�icial indicators of time.

After a week of travel, we �inally reached Blay59,

a small facility dedicated to training young warriors. It was my �irst experience outside of Dreka, and everything felt unfamiliar as the door swung open. A gust of dry air hit my face, and the intense heat wrapped around me like a suffocating cloak. Standing together with my fellow trainees, we stared out at the harsh, desolate desert landscape, a scene that only deepened our collective unease.

It was hard to comprehend why anyone would

choose such an inhospitable environment for our training. The sun blazed overhead, casting harsh shadows and illuminating the rugged terrain that surrounded us, making the air shimmer with an intensity that matched our unease. Tails whipping behind us, the trainer began yelling, thrusting us into a large, sand-colored facility that matched its surrounding terrain.

As I hurried into the spacious room, I was struck

by the sight of several Divasaws lined against the walls, each one gleaming with a formidable presence, ready for our intense Warrior training—a �inal rite of passage before battle.

The massive engines of the bikes pulsed with raw

power, their sleek designs igniting a surge of excitement within me. I couldn't help but dream of the day I would �inally learn to ride one, feeling the wind rush past me and the thrill of freedom that awaited me on the open track.

We divided into �ive lines, sending one group

toward the med warrior training area. As we passed by, classrooms revealed rows of medical equipment and lifelike demonstration dolls arranged on tables. Farther down the hall, a sprawling training ring and a winding running course came into view.

Despite our identities as warriors, our roles

demanded a diverse skill set that extended beyond battle. The sharp, sterile scent of disinfectant permeated the air, a clear indicator of the rigorous sanitation standards in place.

The white walls gleamed under the �luorescent

lights, re�lecting a commitment to cleanliness and order. The glass surfaces sparkled, free from smudges and �ingerprints. At the same time, crisp lab coats of varying sizes hung neatly by the doorway, ready to be put on for the day’s training sessions. Each classroom was a meticulously organized space, equipped with advanced tools and resources, fostering an environment of both discipline and education.

In my imagination, it seemed ideally suited to my

nature to inhabit a space like this, one that was meticulously organized, where every item had its designated place. The shelves stood lined with labeled containers, each facing outward, the crisp lettering easily readable at a glance.

Nothing could be allowed to gather dust or show

signs of neglect; every surface gleamed under the bright lights, re�lecting a commitment to order and cleanliness. Even the advanced �iltration system hummed quietly, ensuring that as we walked through the pristine white quarters at the far end of the corridor, the air felt refreshingly pure and devoid of any particles, creating an almost clinical ambiance that fostered focus and tranquility.

The entire setting felt like a dream come to life.

My father, however, was a rough, unre�ined man who often neglected his appearance. He carried an unpleasant mix of stale body odor, the lingering scent of cheap tavern drinks, and a faint trace of cheap perfume that seemed to cling to him, remnants of encounters long forgotten.

On the �irst day, we process shots, rooms,

uniforms, and the dining bay. Lockers sat at the bed with matching gray linen. Most were �illed with toiletries and space for issued items, and nothing else. We settled in, waiting for direction as I meticulously set up my locker, remade the bunk, and lined my shoes. Everything was in its place, pleasing me completely, while others talked or slept. Dashvagashi intended to accompany me as I transitioned to a new path, guiding me toward a career in the medical �ield. His path took an opposite turn.

The light went out for the night, and we slept

until the alarms woke us up for the new day. Trainers led us to the warrior rink for one-on-one combat. Not a strong area, one that I can handle myself when forced. Many of us fought bravely, with bloody noses and bruises littering our bodies. They wanted to break us down before rebuilding. Repeatedly, we challenged each other, trading �ighting partners ever so often.

At the close of the day, we made our way to the

medical bay training area, where the trainers distributed instructional books. Each book contained a note outlining the training session guidelines. Dear Trainee,

Welcome to the Medical Training Program. Each

day will commence with intensive warrior training sessions, carefully structured to develop both your physical endurance and mental resilience. You will continue in this phase until you are of�icially released from the warrior training component of the program. In the afternoons, you will have an opportunity to attend to personal hygiene before dedicating yourself to the academic study of the required curriculum.

Your �irst important exam is scheduled three

weeks from today. It is crucial to understand that failing this exam will result in failing the entire warrior training program, while passing will allow you to advance in your training.

You are required to thoroughly read chapters 1

through 4 of the assigned textbook. Upon completion, please answer the accompanying questions with care and thoughtful consideration. Once your work is complete, place your books on the designated trunks for grading. This process is essential to your academic progress, so we encourage you to pay close attention to detail and to demonstrate your best effort throughout. Welcome to your Medical Training

 

Looking at the backside, there was nothing else.

My body cried out for a shower, my mind cried out for sleep, but my training demanded the opposite of what I needed. Quickly, I showered, dressed, and then ate in the dining room. I was up late reading chapters one through four several times. There is so much to remember with no time to study. Sleep paid the price of education. Up early again, I repeated the process. This continued for the �irst month, when they began adding hands-on training.

Within the �irst two weeks, several failed, leaving

twelve of us to move forward. By this time, my body reacted more than my mind did during the day, and at times, they switched, cutting off my body as I read and studied more than anyone else.

Many made comments, but none directed their

anger at me. Yes, my grades are untouchable, as I was diligent about learning. Growing up, my father instilled in me enough determination to avoid my subsequent beating, and I could achieve anything, even cleaning the dirt �loor to perfection. His methods were often harsh, driven by his struggles with alcohol and abuse. This experience was part of what he considered my junior warrior training for the weak, and it shaped the person I am today.

Studying the physical bodies of various species

reveals many fascinating aspects of their biology. One fascinating phenomenon is the heat phase, during which speci�ic species experience a signi�icant surge in hormones that triggers heightened arousal and mating behavior. This phase can lead to constant intercourse and is in�luenced by various factors, such as scent and speci�ic actions. For some species, this mating period can last up to eight days, playing a crucial role in reproduction and the continuation of their lineage.

Exploring the intricate anatomy of various

species, it becomes evident that dual penises are a natural characteristic for many winged creatures. Countless hours are dedicated to delving into the comprehensive texts provided to us each month, immersing myself in their knowledge and expertise. This foundation in understanding simpli�ied the challenges of our tests, enabling me to grasp the fundamental concepts with ease.

Life requires careful checks and balances, a

consideration that resonates deeply in both the scienti�ic and practical realms. Fortunately, practice models are readily available, offering an invaluable opportunity to re�ine our skills through hands-on experience. However, when further clari�ication is necessary, additional information is always readily available.

Five years passed, and my intelligence was higher than I ever thought it would be. After years of dedication and hard work, I have �inally graduated from junior warrior training. Now, I �ind myself on the journey back to Dreka, a place �illed with con�licting memories. I am eager to reunite with my mother, whose steady presence has always been my anchor. As time drags on, I hold onto the hope of embarking on a new path—one that leads to medical training, where I can learn to heal and help others.

Once home, Mom didn’t look well; she had

become sick while in training and hadn’t fully recovered. Over the next year, her lungs �illed with �luids till she could barely breathe. Not even the most expert medical doctors could help her. She was dying a cruel death.

As I ventured into the bustling market to gather

her much-needed medicine, the vibrant aromas and lively chatter enveloped me. Upon my return, an overwhelming silence engulfed the world around me. A chilling sense of despair swept over me as I stumbled upon Mother’s lifeless body, lying still and serene, a haunting contrast to the rush of my frantic footsteps. Her wrist was slit, leaving me a note on the table beside where she had taken her life.

The note reads words of sorrow. Sorry for the life

she gave me. Sorry for the protection she didn’t provide, and sorry for leaving so soon before she got to know the honorable man I am to become. For the �irst time, tears �low tonight—tears for her, and a deep hope that she �inds peace in the embrace of the gods.

We buried her several days later, leaving me with

credits from my father’s passing. She never spent a dime, leaving it all to me. I didn’t want it, but I needed it. Dashvagashi and his family came to show their respects, even though only a few had shown up on my day of sorrow.

“What will you do now, Ezone?” Dashvagashi asked. “Don’t know. Mom is gone, there is nothing left here for me, but I have nowhere else to go.” I answered. “You will come with me, young Ezone. You will study and work under my supervision in the village of Port Dreka's medical bay. Pack your things, we leave tonight.”

To my surprise, it was one of the elderly

instructors from the training facility—his presence unexpected, yet somehow reassuring in the early morning haze. He didn’t bother with pleasantries or explanations; there was no answer to the question, as no question had truly been asked—only a quiet, unwavering demand for action. In that moment, his authority was absolute, and I found myself willing to trust his judgment over my own uncertainties. He was the best option in my reality, a steady guide when the world felt unpredictable and raw.

I had never set foot in Port Dreka before. The

name alone conjured images of bustling markets, sprawling cargo pads, and the promise of something new. My heart pounded with a mixture of anxiety and hope as I prepared to leave behind the wounded past that clung to me like a shadow. Every step toward the unknown was a step away from old pain, and for the �irst time in a long while, I let myself believe that healing might be possible.



Dashvagashi walked back with me to my 

dwelling. A place once �illed with family is nothing but a shell. Many say I never smile. Why, when nothing but pain came from life so far, with a few moments of happiness? Why smile when everything has been taken, leaving me with no family to love or know? Gathered my credits. Packed my clothes and everything of importance, closed the door one last time, and left this life behind forever.

Meeting with the elder at the training facility was

like living in another life.

“You never told me your name.” Standing in front of the aged male.

He looked down, “Dr. Vamore Nomoreniki. And you are my new student.” We shook hands and walked to the loading dock. The shuttle to Port Dreka was scheduled to leave in about thirty minutes.

“Thanks for everything, Dashvagashi. Hope our paths cross again, my friend.” My friend—my sole companion in a world that often felt unwelcoming—stood by my side, a steadfast presence in the tumult of uncertainty. We clasped hands, a silent promise echoing between us, �illed with hopes that our paths would entwine once more. As Dr. Nomoreniki guided me towards the sleek shuttle, the hum of its engines encased us, a reminder of the journey ahead, while a bittersweet sense of farewell lingered in the air.

Within just thirty minutes, we found ourselves at

a bustling loading dock, the market’s energy shimmering beneath the bright sun. Workers darted between ships brimming with treasures from far-off lands. As we stepped into the heart of the market, vendors called out with infectious enthusiasm, drawing shoppers into the vibrant scene. Nearby taverns buzzed with laughter as patrons savored chilled drinks and hearty fare, lending the place a carefree, vacation-like feel. Even in the thick of the crowd, the shared joy of everyone around us made weaving through the throng a delight.

Dragging my belongings behind me turned every

step into a battle, each movement a careful dance to slip past the crowd and keep up. I edged right, and at last we escaped the crush of bodies just as Dr. Nomoreniki slipped through the med bay doors. Inside, a hush settled over the room. Nurses tapped quietly at their screens, logging patient updates, while others wheeled supply carts from room to room. We twisted through the corridors, left, then right, tracing a near-circle until we stopped at a door marked “Authorized Only.”

The heavy door shrieked on its hinges as we

stepped through, its metallic groan echoing down the dimly lit hallway. When it crashed shut behind us, the sound reverberated off the stone walls—a �inal, jarring punctuation that made my heart leap into my throat. In a place like this, with its maze of shadowy corridors and �lickering lights, it felt strangely unsettling that no one seemed to notice or care about our arrival.

We moved quietly down another corridor, our

footsteps muf�led by the worn �loor, until a door slid open with a soft hiss. It revealed a room �looded with bright, sterile light, so different from the gloom outside. Inside, rows of people sat hunched over medical books and glowing tablets, their faces illuminated by cool screens.

Most were twice my age, their bodies swathed in

crisp white robes that brushed the �loor as they shifted in their seats. The air was thick with the scent of paper, ink, and antiseptic, and the only sounds were the soft rustle of pages and the tap of styluses. Watching them so absorbed in their studies, completely oblivious to our presence, felt almost dreamlike—like stumbling into a scene from someone else’s memory, both fascinating and unreachable.

I was led through another door, and I found

myself in a corridor lined with numerous doors, about �ifteen on each side. Each door was enhanced with a nameplate, positioned three-quarters of the way up the wall, gleaming in silver with striking black lettering. At the end of the hall, we stopped at the last door on the right.

“This is you. Your name plate will be installed tomorrow.” He placed his hand on the access pad and typed in a couple of commands. “Put your hand here.” Pointing to a biometric pad. Placing my hand on the warm pad, I heard several beeps, then the light turned green. Lowering it, the door opened.

The room was immense, surpassing anything I

had ever encountered before. Stepping inside felt reminiscent of entering the ring at Blay59—truly gigantic. To the right, a door opened into a spacious bedroom. A Kalvi-size bed sat along the wall to the right, with a door leading into the bathroom three feet off the foot of the bed. In the living space, a dining table was situated in a nook area adjacent to the kitchen, and a desk was located in the far left corner. A small bookshelf to the right is �illed with medical books and study guides on species around the Tri Galaxies. It was perfect.

A light mounted on the ceiling shines down onto

the desk. The living room had a couch and a small table with a tablet preloaded. Dr. Nomoreniki picked up the tablet, handing it to me, “This is your comm and study guide. It is your responsibility to maintain your studies when you are not working. You will start shadowing me on Monday. Be alert and make sure you don’t fall behind.” He walked to the door. He stopped, “Ezone, welcome to Port Dreka and the rest of your life.”

Before he was able to leave, “Dr. Nomoreniki, I

don’t know what or why you took this chance with me, but I would like to thank you and the gods for putting me on this path. I will not let you down.” He walked out, leaving me to the quietness.

Exploring the room, note pads, writing utensils,

and of�ice supplies were loaded in the drawers. Several books were marked "One, two, three" on three slivers of paper. I stacked them in order by number and placed the books in the center of the desk. Arranging my things in the drawers, I went back to the living space, standing quietly in the middle.

The ventilation system is noiseless. A soft breeze

is felt from the vent. So peacefully, I could hear my heart beating. Drawn to the kitchen like a moth to a �lame, I stepped inside, my curiosity piqued. The fridge stood ominously empty, its stark interior revealing nothing but shadows, not even a drop of water to quench my thirst. In the cabinets, neatly piled plates glimmered alongside polished silverware, silently inviting me to create a meal. I ri�led through the drawers and discovered an array of bowls and cookware, ready for action. I felt a strong desire to cook my meals.

Once I gathered my credits and de�ined my

mission, I left the medical bay and entered the vibrant marketplace. It was alive with activity, featuring numerous booths that presented an array of fresh produce, aromatic spices, and tempting snacks. As I strolled from one stall to another, the enthusiastic vendors beckoned to me to explore their offerings. I thoughtfully picked out ingredients for my evening meal, as well as some essential staples to sustain me throughout the week.

After a whirlwind of errands and juggling three

heavy bags of groceries, I �inally stepped into my room to �ind a freshly cooked dinner waiting and the kitchen gleaming. I sank into my chair, savoring each bite as I cracked open my �irst book, eager to lose myself in its vivid accounts of strange species and planetary wonders. It felt like the ideal feast for both body and mind. On my �irst day, when I walked into the med bay, Dr. Nomoreniki sat at the desk, absorbed in a stack of charts.

The �irst patient appeared to be nearing the end

of her pregnancy, possibly in labor. Dr. Nomoreniki examined her and noted the progress she had made. Together, we monitored her dilation and timed her contractions, all while she held a button in her hand, ready for the moment of delivery. We went to the next patient, who had a cold. Checked vitals, ensuring he was not near anything that could cause the young one to feel worse. He prescribed medication, and we were off to our next patient.

All day, we entered one room after another, loading information into the database, marking records. I was spent physically and mentally. I still had to study before going to bed. For three weeks, I have been studying and working with Dr. Nomoreniki, patient after patient, �ixing elements as he carefully diagnoses each one.

Fifteen years later, I found myself navigating

rounds independently. Most of the cases I encountered were relatively minor, though a select few necessitated surgical interventions. During this time, I immersed myself in my new study, diligently working through half the books on the shelf. The focus of my studies was surgery, where we explored the complexities that can arise during procedures.

When engaging with patients, it’s essential to

prioritize their needs and attentively listen to their concerns. Exercise caution when it comes to self-diagnosis; patients often believe they have pinpointed the source of their ailments and may assert con�idently about their condition and required treatment. It's crucial to gently remind them that not all symptoms align with their assumptions — for example, while they might attribute their discomfort to something serious, such as a heart attack, it could simply be something as benign as gas.

Some will swear up and down that it’s not them,

even as a suspicious odor drifts through the air. They keep a poker face, pretending innocence or blaming the very person who noticed.

The last part of my training was about to end

when I received another call for Warrior training. This time, it was the real deal, and something I had been waiting for all my life. Dr. Nomoreniki let me know I was chosen. He seemed a little put off, but knew my path from the beginning. I wanted more education and to be trained by the best. We discussed coming back, but �irst, he wanted me to take care of what I needed to do to achieve my goal.

Just three days remained before my departure

when a heartwarming celebration was organized in my honor. The atmosphere was �illed with warmth as many gathered to share their sincere farewells. It was a moment of re�lection, marking the closure of a signi�icant chapter in my life—one that I could look back on with pride.

On the day of my departure, Dr. Nimoreniki, a

guiding �igure during my journey, presented me with a beautifully packed medical bag, a thoughtful gesture that spoke volumes. He offered a brief smile but left before I could express my gratitude, leaving me with a sense of appreciation mingled with a bittersweet feeling of goodbye.





Chapter 2 

Octavia 

I wake up early, late in the afternoon, right after a

night of celebrating my graduation from high school. Having already learned about three prestigious scholarships and a generous �ifteen-thousand-dollar grant, I felt a growing excitement as my acceptance to Eastern University in Cheney, Washington, became a thrilling reality.

By fall, I would begin a new chapter—starting

school, stepping further into independence. As the �irst day approached, it became clear to Mom that I was preparing to move out, the subtle signs gathering: clothes folded in boxes, job applications scattered across my desk, and a new air of determination in my every move. I had already begun working, securing a job that offered evening shifts at the air force base. The schedule was demanding, but it came with unexpected bene�its. I spent quiet hours after sunset tucked away in the staff lounge; textbooks spread before me as the steady hum of distant aircraft �illed the night. There, beneath the �luorescent lights, I balanced schoolwork and responsibility, learning to manage my time with the discipline of someone much older.

The job also gave me a sense of belonging in a

place brimming with possibility—men and women from every corner of the globe, whose stories overlapped in the mess hall, whose laughter echoed down hallways lined with �lags and faded photographs. Being young, I couldn’t help but marvel at the new world unfolding before me, full of faces and futures I’d never imagined.



My parents were from Georgia and moved to 

Spokane, WA, shortly after they �inished college. Dad is a doctor at Providence, and Mom works in the heart ward at Sacred Heart. Throughout my life, my family has maintained a rather matter-of-fact demeanor, especially when it came to expressing emotions. They often seemed devoid of personality, particularly when it came to humor or affection.

Hugs were a rare occurrence, offered only

sporadically and without any emotional warmth. In stark contrast, my cousin Andrew brought refreshing energy when he visited. He was generous with his hugs, wrapping his arms around me often, making those summer months feel special.

I recall the summer when Andrew, then around

twelve, con�ided in me that he was attracted to boys. It was a moment �illed with both vulnerability and courage, and we exchanged words that ranged from surprise to playful banter. I teasingly told him he wouldn't get a parade in his honor because, honestly, he wasn’t the only one in the world with such feelings.

But deep down, I adored my cousin, and his

un�iltered honesty only made me look forward to our time together even more. Every summer, I eagerly awaited his visit—he was like a one-person circus rolling into town, ready to turn our otherwise dull family gatherings in Washington into a whirlwind of laughter and chaos. His vibrant spirit didn’t just breathe life into the room; it practically kicked down the door, set off the �ire alarm, and dared anyone to try and have a


































































































































































































































































































