The Dragon’s Potion

Four thousand years ago, the Empress Teta Star System was in the midst of a renaissance. For centuries, its history had been steeped in political wars and social upheaval, but now that the wealthy Mining Lords and Tetan Royal families had found equity in doing business, there emerged a grander elite class that was richer in its ideas and resources. Arts and letters, celestial technologies, and the natural sciences all flourished during this new age, and like at any period of great expansion, there was a bloom in leisure time for the pursuit of personal interests.
Intellectual indulgences of every variety were being promoted and explored, and some long-forgotten customs were being revisited. Many of the ancient mystic rituals and beliefs were being adopted by the young and the curious, who, in turn, formed new “societies” of pop-witchcraft and hedonistic ideals.
Such a society was the industrial and regal heirs from the highest strata of society who called themselves the Krath; named for the wicked beast of a childhood fable.
The Krath were all young and well educated, and had, from birth, been pampered with privilege and indulgences. No sensual pleasure was beyond their obtainment, nor flippant whim not provided for, and as a result, many of life’s specialties had long-since lost their appeal. Bored by the endless string of fox hunts and debutant balls, the Krath had founded their group as nothing more than a means of distraction; but the more time they spent re-enacting the ancient rites and rituals, and reciting the prayers and incantations of religions past, the more intent they became to possess a power that they did not fully understand.
T’ohr Onis was one within the Krath Order who utterly relished his newfound dark faith. The son of a carbonite mining lord, Onis had little interest in his father’s business, beyond the immense wealth that it provided him. And when he wasn’t practicing spells or conducting séances, Onis was off in the wilderness of some distant planet or another, hunting for big game.
For a particularly engaging hunt, Onis had once taken his entourage to a barely explored planet within the galactic Mid Rim, which the Tetans called Axra. 
Axra was now a barren world, and the scars of its surface suggested an ongoing bombardment of meteors over the past millennia or two. Once supporting a primitive civilization that the Tetans knew little about, the planet was now inhabited by a mere handful of animal species -- those that were strong enough to survive Axra’s increasingly inhospitable climate. The particular species that had recently caught the attentions of modern hunters throughout the Teta System was the fabled Axra Dragon. 
The Axra Dragon was a ferocious, predatory flying reptile that possessed four rows of six buric incisors (8 ½ centimeters) and a wingspan of over twenty-eight flanks (approx. 11 meters). In a time of planetary disasters and shrinking natural resources, Axra’s indigenous wildlife was quickly becoming extinct; but somehow, the Dragon alone had managed to flourish. The burnt sienna skies of Axra were filled with the dragons, and Onis viewed them as easy for the picking.
Through a deep canyon pass, Onis and his company crept along with plasma rifles at the ready, and then hunkered down to wait for the next passing flock. But to their utter surprise and horror, they were suddenly beset by a gang of the dragons, who had been hiding in the nook of a rock face.
The small group of hunters scattered amongst the terror and confusion, and while several of the men were being swept from the ground and ripped to pieces by the dragons, Onis had managed to find safety inside a nearby cave. 
The cave was cramped and poorly illuminated, and as Onis stepped deeper inside, he tripped over a bolder and went tumbling down into the darkened crevasse. 
When his body finally came to a rest at the bottom of the cave, it took Onis a few moments to regain his senses; but once he did, he marveled at what he had stumbled upon.
Before him were the ancient ruins of some sort of crypt or temple, scattered with crumbled stone effigies and tattered parchments. On the walls were painted the images of what he immediately recognized to be the likeness of the Axra Dragon, and in the center of the cavern stood a ceremonial alter, which was supporting a large, leather bound volume of some kind. 
Still shaken by the fall, but ever curious, Onis approached the alter and drew open the volume; and immediately, he was elated and transfixed by what lay before him, in pages that must have been penned in the time of Axra’s long-forgotten indigenous society. And with each turning of the page, T’ohr Onis was beginning to realize that he had uncovered a profound mystery of the ages.
* * *
When Onis -- the sole survivor of the fateful hunt -- returned home to the Empress Teta System, he set about the task of deciphering the scripture of his unexpected find. 
The Draconnius Vorscix, as it was then titled, would soon prove to be a cryptic hodge-podge of ancient lore, spells and potions, conceived by a powerful society of mystics who called themselves the Kyun.
One particular passage, which described a “potion of influence,” was of special interest to Onis, who viewed it as a means of gaining supremacy over his fellow Krath lords.
Confounded by the potion’s ingredients – for many on the list were either unknown or unattainable – Onis was forced to improvise, by making certain substitutions. In place of wiksi claw, Onis used minox grounds, and for breath of wind, he sprinkled menithet. But as for the potion’s key ingredient, blood of vrug hog, Onis was at a loss. He knew that such beasts had long since been extinct on Axra, and on his own home world, no such creature existed.
Perhaps out of desperation, or sheer foolhardiness, Onis secured a common street mutt, and slitting its throat from ear to ear, laced his brew with the mutt’s own blood. Then, distilling the potion and chilling it for several days, Onis was ready to put it to use. The only thing he now required was a test subject.
Lunia Fromm was an elitist peer of Onis’s, as well as a fellow Krath. The two had known each other since early childhood, having attended the same schools and always socializing within the same social orbit. Onis had pined after her for years, as she was a most remarkable woman -- both in physical beauty and intellect – but Onis had never been able to capture her affections.
Late one night, Onis crept into Lunia’s regal quarters while she slept and proceeded to lace her tender lips with the Kyun potion. Moments later, her sleeping eyes parted, and Onis moved in close by her side, “Lunia, my sweet, can you hear me?”
Lunia rolled over to face Onis’s shadow and smiled, “Is that you, T’ohr?”
Onis brought his lips just a hair from hers, “Kiss me Lunia, kiss me.” And with that, Lunia pressed her mouth over his, and embraced him in a passionate kiss.
But just as he was preparing to mount her, he felt a sudden, sharp pain, like a hot poker was being lodged down his throat. 
Onis tried to pull himself away, but she gripped at his back with newly sprouted claws, and began ripping at his flesh. Shocked by what was transpiring, Onis attempted to scream out, but Lunia’s long, serpentine tongue was worming its way deep into his gut, muting his cries for help. 
Suddenly, Lunia’s flesh split away from her frame, and in its place grew a scaly, green shell. Giant wings erupted from her back, and after shredding and devouring T’ohr Onis in her emerging fangs, Lunia – now Draconnius -- took to flight within the manor’s halls.
Awoken by screams and the sounds blazing fire, the manor’s honor guards leapt from their bunks and converged on the dragon beast. It lashed at them with its spiked tail, and spat at them with sulfurous fumes, which consumed several men. But in time, the beast was brought to heal, and then, it was decapitated.
* * *
When Ulic Qel-Droma, a Jedi Knight and the Galactic Republic’s appointed Watchman of the Teta System, was called to investigate these strange events, he was as bewildered by the sudden appearance of this strange beast. “Where had it come from?” was the foremost question on everyone’s lips. Such creatures were not indigenous to Teta, though they had been know to inhabit the baron world of Axra, where the victim Onis had recently been on a hunt.
Investigating Onis’s quarters, Qel-Droma found a bizarre, makeshift laboratory, and several vials of an unknown substance. Amongst the measuring scales and heating pans, he also came across a large, leather bound volume of writings, in a language he did not yet understand.
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