
        
            
                
            
        

    Out of her body and lost in space, Wiyra finds solace and help in the form of a tracker who has his own designs on her physical self.
 
 
Wiyra is an astral investigator. She can leave her body and search any specific point in space that she wishes. She merely has to know its location before she leaves herself. A problem arises when she leaves to examine some mineral deposits and returns to the place her body should be, only to find it missing.
Her entire home is missing. Her cousins, grandfather and brothers are all gone with no trace. There is only one person she can turn to, and while it makes her grit her astral teeth, she heads to Citadel Reevish.
Master Tracker Burin is woken from a sound sleep by an astral hand in his head, and while he is startled, delight soon follows. Wiyra has come to him for help and the Citadel does nothing for free. He has her right where he wants her…as soon as he finds her.
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Chapter One
 
 
Wiyra Kwinto settled into her pod. “Do we have the sites that you want me to check out?”
Her cousin Stennar nodded and grinned. “They are loaded. Feel free to check on them, cuz.”
“I will. I hate it when you use me to surprise other folks on the mining colony.”
He chortled and put her drips into her arms and thighs. “You spoil all my fun.”
“And you like to use me to give people heart attacks. We all have our burdens to bear.” She exhaled and let the gel lining of the pod take her weight. It would keep her hydrated, fed and breathing while her mind went for a walk without her body attached.
She carefully gave Stennar a thumbs up as she used the keys under her left hand to get her locations. Her mind automatically corrected for drift and propulsion, and the next moment, she was out of her body and standing on a slowly rotating asteroid.
She did her standard mineral check. Several hours of walking through the rock layers later, she was confident that it was a viable site. She moved onto the next rock and the one after that.
Six hours out of her body was enough for one day, she returned her astral form to the drifted locale where it should be and ran into a slight problem. The mother-platform was gone. All the surrounding asteroids were in the proper alignment, but the platform where her family and her body were was gone.
Son-of-a-bitch.
 
“Wake up, Master Tracker Burin, I need your help.” She carried on the conversation with her hand inside his skull. It was the only way she could transmit her thoughts into something he would understand.
It had been hard to force her way into Citadel Reevish. The tower and the Masters’ quarters were fully lined against psychic spillage. Apparently, she qualified, but she was also very determined.
He opened his blue-green eyes and jolted in surprise. “I have had this dream, but you were in your body at the time.”
“That is my problem. Someone has stolen my body and my family platform.” She really didn’t want to be here. The last time she had spoken to Burin, he had offered her an amazing amount of money to join Citadel Reevish. She had rudely turned him down and told him where to stuff his offer. Now, she was sitting in his bedroom with her hand inside his skull. Life was unpredictable.
He chuckled. “You are joking.”
He sat up and she moved with him, trying to ignore the muscular nudity of his form. “Could you put some clothes on?”
She had to stay up on her toes, almost pressed against him in her astral form. He couldn’t feel her directly, but she had been told that the experience was rather stimulating as her electrical impulses interacted with the person she touched.
“Why do you have your hand in my head?”
“It fools your brain into thinking that I am talking. Otherwise, I have to act it out with hand signals and that is no fun for either of us.” Wiyra scowled, knowing that she was just a vague glow to him, a black and white outline of her own body.
“What do you want me to do?” He crossed his arms and leaned against his desk.
“I want you to find me. I will pay you.”
“There is only one currency that I want. You know what I want from you.” He looked at her eye-line, and she could almost believe that he could see her clearly.
“Refresh my memory.”
“I want you to join Citadel Reevish as my partner. With my tracking and your ability to walk through walls, we will make an amazing team.”
She wanted to smack him with her astral hand. “I can’t say yes. My family has final say on what I can and cannot do.”
“Your grandfather authorized your employment with the Citadel, and you know it.”
“He didn’t tell me that.”
“He is terrified by you, and you know that as well.” Burin laughed. “He authorized me to make you an offer and said if you agreed, you could go. Wiley bugger.”
It did sound like something her grandfather would say. Vecho Kwinto was an amazing trader and fantastic miner, but when it came to confronting Wiyra, he went to pieces.
She really hoped that her grandfather was all right.
“Fine. I will work for the Citadel but on a limited contract to pay for your services. Will that be acceptable?” She swayed a little. It was taking a lot of energy to stay in communication.
“Are you all right?”
“I have been out of my body for eight hours. It took me two to find you, and I am a little tired with no body to rest in.” The concentration required to speak to him was giving her an astral headache.
“Rest in me while I get the documents drawn up.” Burin smiled invitingly. “I have a segmented mind, so there should be room enough for you to get your point across without killing yourself.”
She had ridden in bodies before, but this was the first time she had been invited in. “It is an invasion of your privacy.”
“Yes, but if we don’t keep your astral form safe until we find your body, I won’t have a partner. Come in.”
He opened his arms, and she hesitated again. “Promise me one thing.”
“Name it.”
“Put some pants on.” She stepped into him and turned to face the world through his eyes, her astral form sighing in relief at the comfort of a living body to recharge in.
She heard him laughing as he got dressed in a bodysuit and robe. He ran his hand through his hair as he worked the com unit, and when an equally scruffy figure answered, he gave the woman a list of the caveats needed for the contract.
“When do you want this, Master Tracker?”
“As soon as you can get it ready, Legal Master. The candidate in question is currently residing inside me in astral form. Until I get that contract, I can’t help her find her body.”
The legal expert blinked, rubbed his eyes and nodded. “You will have it within the hour.”
Burin got to his feet. “Close your eyes, Wiyra. There are some things I can’t put off even for you.”
She turned her senses inward as he used the lav, took a solar shower and brushed his hair and the sharp points of his teeth. The second set of canines was an installed feature. Burin’s Wyoran-Azon physiology allowed for mating teeth, but the double canines that Burin favoured were not common. They were designed as a defense-and-attack mechanism.
Having a ringside seat to his grooming was peculiar. Being in a body did not allow her control over it. If she weren’t so depleted, she would have waited outside and then stepped into him once he emerged, but right now, she couldn’t be picky.
“No, you can’t be picky. It is so strange how I can hear your thoughts as if you were standing next to me.” Burin shook his head, and he swiftly tied his long deep blue hair into a tail that hung down his back. His skin was a charcoaled blue and only a few shades lighter than his hair. He was designed to be incognito with the exception of his blue-green eyes.
You don’t need to shave?
“No. I don’t grow facial hair. The surface of my skin has an even velvety coating that doesn’t require much maintenance.” He shrugged into another bodysuit and the robes that he wore when on official Citadel business.
The com unit chirped, and Burin quickly brought up the file. “Can you read it through my eyes?”
I can. What is it?
“Your contract. Read it and use the stylus to sign it. Can you take over my hand?”
Not in my current state. I might be able to give you a locked-in code that will be unmistakably mine. Will that work?
“Like what?”
Open an audio file.
He flicked his com and enlarged the contract. “Read it first.”
She read it and it held the caveat she asked for, that she would be free to leave after she paid off his efforts to retrieve her body.
I, Wiyra Elyena Kwinto, speaking through Master Tracker Burin, am the mistress of the Waking Dream, fourth child of Kevia and Weinrel Kwinto, granddaughter of Vecho Kwinto and the inadvertent haunt of the Echiken bachelor party. I hereby agree to the contract stipulated at this date and time, contingent upon retrieving my body.
Burin laughed and repeated it all word for word. When he was done, he sealed the file, attached it to the contract and ordered a shuttle to be prepared for immediate departure.
“Well, Wiyra, where were your people last seen?”
Jelikni quadrant. The asteroid field of Pars.
“Then, that is where we will start. Stay inside me as long as you like. I am rather enjoying the sensation.” Burin headed out of his quarters and down for a meal.
Inside him, Wiyra could only think one thing. Pervert.
He chuckled all the way through his breakfast.
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Two
 
 
Wiyra stuck her hand into his skull again. “Here, it was right here. Even with drift, it should have remained in sight.”
Burin nodded and brought the sensors of the sleek tracker shuttle online. “Be quiet for a moment, Wiyra. There is something strange here.”
His pretty eyes went white as he looked out and saw trails that no computer could spot in the tumble of the asteroid field. This talent was what made him a Master Tracker. Nothing escaped his notice, and he could find a sliver in a pile of shattered debris. It was the reason that he had been her first thought when she needed help.
Well, there was also the matter of his gorgeous eyes and his determined flirtation. He found her attractive, and he made no secret of it. He wanted her as a partner, but more than that, he simply wanted her. That was a very heady thing for a woman who was always surrounded by a very protective family group.
“I have the trail. Something grabbed the platform and physically hauled it away. The track is still strong.” He blinked and his pretty eyes returned.
“Can you find it?”
“Me, find your body? Oh, Wiyra, I can find you across the universe.” He followed the trail made fourteen hours earlier.
The trail should have been obscured by the tumbling masses of mineral that filled the area. If they had been using a digital scan, the trail would have been lost, but with Burin’s eyes, his shuttle moved swift and sure through space, following the path that would lead to her body.
“How far do you think they are?” She needed to nest in him again, but she was putting it off. It was far too intimate.
“We will catch them in four hours. Hauling a mining platform slows them down considerably.”
She shivered and finally had to ask. “May I come inside again?”
“Of course. Anytime you need to.” He turned to face her, and she faced away from him, backing into his body. He shuddered a little. “You are not as depleted as you were the first time.”
I am sorry. I didn’t want to get too weak again. I have never been away from myself for this long before.
“Don’t worry, Wiyra. I will get you back in your curves, and then, you are going to have to start paying me back for my heroic efforts on your behalf.” He chuckled.
She didn’t know what to say to that. Her body had more than the average breast and hip for a space-born woman, his notice of it was one of the things that kept her from dealing with him as she would an indifferent man. Everything she said, he turned into something flirtatious, and it was hard for her to deal with him on that level, no one on her platform would dare to try something as crass as flirting with the Waking Dream.
“No comment?”
I am thinking. I want to be back in my body, but I have no idea what has been done to it in my absence.
“I am guessing that your family hid you. They were very protective when I came calling with my offer.”
Your offer would have had direct financial impact on the family. They react with their wallets first. She tried not to think of how many times that her life had been shoved back because the family needed one more mineral hit to afford an increase in equipment or send one of her brothers or sister off on a trip to a far-off station.
“What was that? I felt something grey in your normally cheerful demeanour.” He pulled them out of the asteroid field, and the ship increased speed.
I was just remembering some of the less stellar moments of my family life.
“Don’t worry about it. The past is past. You can choose to shape your future somewhat, but the clay is given to you. Even it has a pre-set structure.” He chuckled. “My great-grandmother was a seer who liked to embroider.”
A seer? My great-grandmother was a seer. She named my family for the next seven generations. She wanted to make her mark.
“Wiyra is certainly an original name.”
Actually, I was named after her. Do you think that it’s weird that you are talking out loud when I talk to you?
He laughed. “I have done far more peculiar things in this shuttle.”
Her curiosity reared its head, but she kept quiet.
How far behind them are we?
“Currently, their trail is six hours old. The up side is that we can move a lot faster than they can. We should be able to see them in under two hours. Will you be okay that long?”
With you to keep me cohesive, I should be fine. This isn’t the first time I have been stuck with my body missing, but it is the only time that the entire platform has gone with it.
“What happened the first time?”
Are you just asking to keep me calm?
“Perhaps, but I am also curious. Tell me.”
She took a silent breath and braced herself for the memories. I don’t know about your species, but none of mine are born with knowledge of how to use their talents. The powers come upon us and sweep through us as if the ancient gods decided to turn us on for their own purposes. That is what happened to me.
She could feel him listening intently with all his senses.
We were docked with another platform and trading was going on on the main floors. I was bored. There were no other girls my age on the other platform, so I went exploring. I made it into the engine compartment when I had my first waking dream.
I came out of my body with a jolt as if I had touched some electrical equipment. I saw my body on the ground, and I thought I was dead. The engineer who saw me thought I was dead. He lifted my body and ran to our platform. I hid and followed behind him, more a wraith than the astral creature I am today.
My family mourned me. They put my body on a bier and celebrated my life. I didn’t know what was going on, but I started feeling weak.
My family’s platform separated, and they went on their way. I didn’t have the wit to follow them before they uncoupled. I was fading fast.
The elder of the visitor’s platform could see me, but 
she thought I was a restless spirit. She was coming toward me to start communication when one of her sons walked into me. In my weak state, I stuck to him and I was able to whisper to him.
Since I didn’t know what had happened, I couldn’t really explain it, and I was eleven at the time. I wasn’t nearly as articulate as I am now. By the time I made myself clear, my family was hours away. The visitor’s platform was mining, so there was no choice for me.
When I felt stronger, I stepped out of the young man’s body and thought of my own fingers and toes. I snapped into my own body and pounded against the interior of the burial pod moments before my grandfather launched me into a star. I remember screaming, kicking and then finally breathing the stale air of the platform.
My family rejoiced, and then, they got the call that told them my soul had been trapped on the other station. I was forced to train my talent day in and day out until I could manage to leave and return without effort. Once I had gained control, I went to work, but there were safety measures put into place.
“Like what?”
When we find my body, if I am still in my sleep pod, I will be hydrated and breathing easily. There is a full life support system for me now. As long as I am in my safe place, I should be fine. It is only if they have removed me from the pod that I will be in deadly danger.
“So, how did you find your way home that first time?”
Oh, the elder contacted my ship, and I was able to see their location on the scanners. My talent and ability to move is based on spatial orientation. I am an excellent navigator.
“That is fascinating. I knew there was something I liked about you aside from your body.”
She blasted his thoughts with a cool wind of frustration. It always comes back to that for you, doesn’t it?
“I appreciate you physically. There is nothing wrong with that. Among my people, we either link minds or trigger physiological reactions with our partner. I don’t have that option with you, so I am trying to make my courtship intentions clear. No surprises.”
She laughed in his mind. I am in your mind, and you are worried about surprising me? How thoughtful.
“I am striving to be a good partner. I will prove my mettle when I find you.”
Get me into line of sight with the platform, and I will prove my own ability to take care of myself.
“Two hours, Wiyra, and we will see how we work as a separated team.”
She had to admit he sounded far more confident than she felt. What the hell was going on at the platform?
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Three
 
 
“Where is she, Kwinto?”
Vecho Kwinto stared at the two intruders who had brought a dozen armed men to steal Wiyra. “I don’t know. She was here when you arrived, so I don’t know where she is now.”
The younger of the two lifted him and hissed into his face. Fangs that dripped venom were inches from Vecho’s cheek. “Tell us where she is.”
“You have searched the entire platform. There is nothing more that I can tell you. She was here, and when you arrived, she disappeared.” Vecho used his single ability to keep the older male from reading his thoughts. “She comes and goes as she pleases.”
He was dropped on his old, bony butt. He stifled his groan. No one had told the invaders anything, but they were working through the mining platform, floor by floor. They would find the energy signature of the pod if they started to do wider sweeps, but he could only hope that Wiyra was alive wherever she was. He had no idea what was going to happen when they found her, because he knew that they were not going to stop until they located his granddaughter. He just hoped that she found them first.
 
* * * *
 
“Are we close enough?” He seemed nervous as he piloted them toward the silent platform.
Burin had their shuttle masked from detection.
From within his body, she reached out to her own and felt the call. We are close enough. I can get there. I hope everyone is all right.
“You won’t know until you get over there.”
They were drifting toward the platform on minimal power. Should I go now?
“Wait until the shuttle is locked onto the platform. If they are waiting for you to return, I don’t want to be left behind while you come out of your trance.”
Fine. I hope everything is all right. It looks awfully quiet over there.
“You will find out soon enough.”
They eased in, and when she felt the tug of her body, she whispered in his mind. See you soon.
 
Her skin was cool and her pulse thudded hard as she settled back into her body. She opened her eyes, and the interior of her pod was blessedly familiar. With her left hand shifting slowly over her controls, she brought up the schematics of the platform and looked for life signs.
Her own people glowed brightly, but there were fourteen intruders who shifted in a dull blue spectrum. Wiyra checked her location and grinned. She was in the slag pit. Barely any oxygen and tons of cold mining waste surrounded her and kept her from those who didn’t know where to look.
There were intruder figures wandering around the platform, probably looking for her. If they had been looking for anyone else, they would have found them already.
Grimacing, she knew that there was only one way to let her grandfather know that she was back. He wasn’t going to like it.
 
* * * *
 
Vecho sat in the command chair and felt the prickle along his senses.
Grandfather, I am back.
He fought not to jolt in his chair as Wiyra’s voice whispered behind his shields. Are you safe?
I am. There is a Citadel tracker who is making his way onto the platform as we speak. He is coming to help us, but he is outnumbered. Can we help him?
Of course, child. We were only waiting for you. Watch out for the one with the fangs. He’s an Uhn.
Does he know about Grandma?
Vecho smiled and said. I did not feel it necessary to tell him.
Wiyra’s laughter filled his mind. I will tell him that you are about to move.
Excellent. Glad to have you aboard, Wiyra. We were worried.
You can remain worried. The tracker is Burin.
Vecho’s grin caught the attention of one of the men guarding him. A scowl was all that the guard gave him, so Vecho alerted his grandchildren and the platform workers to the fact that Wiyra was back and safe. Sighs of relief filled the platform and weapons were lifted. The attackers had taken them by surprise, but they had been held back by the knowledge that the Waking Dream was loose, and she would need to find her home safe and in one piece if she could reintegrate with her body.
The moment the attack came, her pod had dropped into the slag pit. It was the only mechanism that they had come up with, and it had never been needed before today. The fact that it had worked was a great triumph for all of the members on the platform. They would all give their lives to keep her safe, but it was a relief that they didn’t have to.
Vecho faced the fact that if Wiyra had gone to Burin, she would be leaving them, but she would be leaving them by choice and not under duress at the hands of savages. It was time for her to start her own life, but her family would always be there for her provided that they could make it through this adventure intact.
 
* * * *
 
Wiyra scooted down in her pod and unclipped the breather. She pulled the mask over her face, and once it was settled, she removed her drip feeds. She knew that two things would happen when she blew the pod. The first thing that would happen was that her body would start to freeze. The second thing would be that the intruders would come running when the pod no longer insulated her heat signature.
Moving fast was out of the question, so she breathed slow and deep until she was confident in her coordination. She went into a foetal curl and slammed her fist into the emergency release that had enough strength to shift the slag that was on top of her pod.
The blast rattled her teeth, but she uncurled and left the pod as quickly as she could. Three hard falls to the floor later, she managed to hit the exit lock and stagger in to let the decontamination field run over her.
She shivered and counted down from twenty as the beams scorched over her suit, removing traces of mineral slag from her baggy jumper. Wiyra moved into the hall the moment the lock opened, and she stripped off her mask, chucking it back in the cleansing chamber.
She could hear footsteps approaching, so she went up. She climbed the riveted ladder, eased open the maintenance hatch and slipped inside. When she had been a child, it had been a game to creep silently in the tunnels and evade detection. It was now worth more than dessert to not get caught.
Her hair was bound tightly to her head, and it snagged on a few rough pieces of metal as she crept quietly through the tunnels on her hands and knees. It was a lot easier when she was ten.
She kept moving for half an hour before she left her body to check her relative position in the ship. Her astral form stuck its head down and confirmed that she was near the command deck.
Back in her body, she resumed her slow crawl into the space above the command deck. Once there, she lay flat and let her astral form out to explore the situation in her least visible mode.
Two intruders were lying dead at her grandfather’s feet, and he was calmly cleaning the knife that he had used to dispatch them. Tracker Burin was at the internal sensors looking for more of the intruders. She walked up to him and slid her hand into his head.
“Hello, Burin. Where are the others?”
He jumped and blinked rapidly. “Your men have taken care of all but one. Your grandfather mentioned that there is an Uhn onboard, and I am pretty sure that it is the survivor.”
“I will be with you in a moment, then. I am best able to deal with an Uhn.” She removed her hand and returned to her body.
 
* * * *
 
Burin turned to Vecho. “What did she mean by that?”
The older man laughed as he sheathed his knife. “I don’t know. Was Wiyra here?”
“She was. She said she was best able to deal with an Uhn. Why would she say that? Their bites are addictive.”
Vecho smiled. “My beloved wife, Naltha, was an Uhn. None of our children inherited her fangs, but they are all immune to Uhn venom. If she doesn’t take care of the intruder, her cousins will.”
Burin blinked. “I see. It was not mentioned when I was first here.”
Vecho looked at the monitors where only one invader was left. “Why should it be? If you are not an Uhn, there is no reason for concern.”
Burin shrugged. “Fair enough.”
A slight noise above him gained his attention, and he watched as two slender legs emerged from an access hatch and the woman of his dreams dropped into his outstretched arms.
She smiled up at him, her hair frayed and fuzzed in a halo around her smudged face. “Hello, Master Tracker Burin. You can put me down now.”
He sighed, her scent assaulting his senses and distracting the hell out of him. “Of course I can.”
She grinned at him, “Are you going to?”
“I am thinking about it.”
The last intruder burst into the command deck with his fangs flashing and venom dripping.
Burin wanted nothing more than to put himself between his woman and danger, but she turned, grabbed the knife that her grandfather threw to her and lunged at the Uhn with a snarl.
His little sleeping beauty turned into a rabid attacker in a moment, and the Uhn was bleeding to death before Burin could do more than step forward. Damn, she was fast. He was going to have to put a lot of focus into watching her move.
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Four
 
 
Wiyra cleaned the knife on the intruder’s bodysuit. “I apologise for the suddenness of my movements, but he did attack my home. Grandpa, what was he looking for?”
“He was looking for you, dumpling. There is some kind of Raider recruitment drive, and they wanted you.” Vecho came toward her, and she returned his knife to him.
She smiled as he sheathed the knife then squeaked as he hugged her. “I am fine, Grandpa.”
The moment she was free, Master Tracker Burin replaced her grandfather. His hug was more full contact and less unrestrained joy. “I am very happy that you are back in your body and safe, partner.”
She winced and awkwardly returned the hug. “I am glad to be up and around, Burin. Thank you for helping me.”
He didn’t seem inclined to let her go, but when Vecho cleared his throat, Burin released her.
The feel of his body against hers had warmed her cool skin, and she missed him when he left.
“So, Grandpa, where were they taking you?” She helped haul the bodies to one side. Being pirated was not an unheard of situation for a mining platform, and they dealt with it on their own.
Burin helped her drag, and the collection of dead was soon arranged near the door to the ejection bay.
“I believe that they were hauling us to the Raider stronghold under the theory that you would eventually show up and be in their territory.” Vecho nodded to her cousins as they brought their own dead into the command unit.
Stennar had brought a grav sled, and he picked up the dead after giving Wiyra a quick hug. “Good to see you, cuz. I was worried.”
“So was I, Stennar. I had a thought that you were trying to get me to spook the Dremmak platform again, but then, I realised that you would want to be there to see them scream.”
He laughed, kissed her on her forehead and gathered the dead for disposal.
Vecho was in the process of halting the platform’s progress and changing its direction.
Burin checked the schematics, and he spoke quietly to Vecho, “Have you checked the docked ship?”
Vecho shook his head.
Wiyra stepped forward. “I heard that. I will check it if you don’t mind.”
“Please, dumpling. We will wait here.”
Wiyra nodded at the dark scowl on Burin’s face. “I will be back in a moment.”
She sat in the command chair and sent her astral form to the dock and into the invader’s ship.
The ship was surprisingly high tech. Despite the improvements made to the platform, Wiyra had rarely set foot in a place with this much technology. She didn’t even know what half of it did, but there was no one on the ship.
With a snap, she sat up. “The ship is empty. Super-high tech though. If I were you, Grandpa, I would eject it and let it float loose. You don’t want to try and haul it in for scrap. Not this one.”
She rubbed her forehead and frowned at the pain. She didn’t usually spend this much time exiting and entering her body without the life support in place.
Vecho spoke quietly with Burin, and the tracker left the command deck to verify what Wiyra had seen.
She crossed her arms and glared at her grandfather. “Did you just send him to double check what I said I saw?”
Her grandfather’s cheeks got hot. “No, no. That isn’t what I said.”
She got out of the command chair and walked over to his side. “I didn’t hear what you said, but I know that look on your face. You want any tech you can salvage for sale, but I am telling you, they will come looking for it.”
Vecho sighed and got a cleaning unit. “You are probably correct, I just asked him for a second opinion. There is nothing wrong with a second opinion.”
She snorted and helped him clean up the blood on the deck, the control panel and her own suit. “Oops. I forgot.”
Her grandfather laughed. “You may have scared poor Tracker Burin when you grabbed that knife. I don’t think he was prepared for your physical savagery.”
She snorted and continued to use the scrubber to remove the remains of the small battles.
Ten minutes later, Burin returned, and he nodded at Wiyra. “I cut it loose. There is no way that they will not come for that ship.”
She stuck her tongue out at her grandfather and put the scrubber away. “I told you so.”
He held his hands up in surrender. “I just wanted to recoup the expense of all this fuel.”
“Go back to our claim, mine the three asteroids I explored and you will have more than enough to compensate you for the lost time. Now, turn this platform around and head back to the field. I have to fulfil my contract with Master Tracker Burin.” She inclined her head to her new partner.
He looked surprised that she was immediately admitting to the contract, but it turned into a pleased smile. “Bring only what you can’t be without. The Citadel will provide a suit with body armour for you, as well as any other clothing you need.”
She inclined her head. “I will be back in a moment.”
Wiyra was trying to act like there was nothing wrong, but her platform was more than her place to live, it was her home, her family and her life up until this point. Most folks had planets, countries and towns to call home. She had this chunk of metal, and current events had proved it was constantly at risk. She might never see it again.
Shaking off the personal gloom that had struck her, she entered her quarters and removed a duffel bag that she filled with personal grooming items, hair combs and a picture of her parents. The rest of her family was on a data crystal, but her parents had gone dirt-side one day and had a romantic picture taken with a pounding ocean in the background. It was Wiyra’s favourite possession.
She slipped the duffel strap over her shoulder and left her quarters. Wiyra paused as she exited her room. “What are you all here for?”
Stennar gave her a small smile. “You are leaving us, and we are here to say goodbye.”
She started a gauntlet of hugs that included her cousins, the few platform members that she was not related to and her eldest brother, Wargo.
“I will miss you, little bit.” He hugged her and spoke into her ear.
“I will miss you too, big twit. Keep Vecho on the straight and narrow. He tends to lean to the frivolous side when it comes to safety.” She hugged him back.
“I don’t know if I will be as successful reining him in as you were. He has a soft spot for you.” He smiled and held her out at arms’ length. The dark eyes and lashes that she saw in the mirror looked so much different with masculine features.
She put a hand to his cheek. “Take care of him and this platform. You are next in command after all.”
“Take care, little bit.” He stroked her hair and pinched her nose.
She batted at his hand and entered the command deck with tears stinging her eyes.
Vecho had no restraint. Tears were running down his face the moment he saw the look on hers. “Oh, dumpling. Come here.” He held his arms out, and her tears broke through the control she had on them.
“I want you to keep an eye on your diet and get plenty of exercise. No drinking with men one-fifth your age, Grandpa.” She sniffled against his shoulder.
“No taking risks that we wouldn’t let you take here, Wiyra.” He held her at arms’ length and smiled.
She jerked her jaw upward. “I don’t take risks, I get results.”
They hugged again, and when her throat wouldn’t let her speak, she walked over to join Burin. She nodded to him, and he put his arm around her shoulders, steering her to the port where he had parked his shuttle.
It was time for her to leave home, and she grimly admitted that she was in good hands, even if those hands were exceptionally distracting.
On board the shuttle, she stowed her gear and settled in the navigator seat. The hiss and clang as the tiny ship fell away from the platform burned its way into her memory.
The view of the platform as they floated away was copied by her mind in every detail. Her last look at home was stamped into her memory while Burin shifted the shuttle around and headed back to Citadel Reevish.
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Five
 
 
“So, do you go on recruitments often?” Wiyra wanted to fill in the silence so she couldn’t hear her heart pound with every minute further from her family.
“Not that often, no. I usually locate the talent and another recruiter is sent in to lure them into a contract. For some reason, the Citadel doesn’t believe in my people skills.” He grinned, trying to cajole her out of her mood.
She snorted. “I can’t see why. The first time you met my grandfather, you tried to buy me outright.”
He chuckled. “Ah, if only I had known that you came with a dowry, everything would have gone much more smoothly.”
Wiyra stared at him in shock. “What?”
“Oh, didn’t Vecho mention it? He gave me your dowry, and I have transferred it into your private accounts. If you are not using it to catch a husband, it may be useful to do something else with.” He shrugged. “Oh, he told me not to mention it to you until we were far enough away that you couldn’t go back and kick his ass.”
She used the monitors and snorted at their location. They were precisely far enough to keep her from an eye-line which meant that she wasn’t going to be able to get back into the platform without a few hits and misses.
“He said that?” She knew Vecho had. It was the sort of thing he would mention to Burin.
“He did. He told me about your parents and the explosion, your siblings and the difficulties you have had with finding a mate who can deal with your talent.”
She blushed. It was common knowledge on the platform that no other family or clan wanted her on board as a wife or mother. Folk who lived in space were notoriously superstitious, and her ability to leave her body was close enough to repeated death to frighten them. It was unnatural life that she was using to walk around and that was not something that most miners wanted to deal with. Even her grandfather was going to have a much easier time finding staff for the platform now that she was gone.
“There have been issues with finding another clan to take me on, so we simply waited for the right man to come along.” She quirked her lips as Burin’s chest puffed out slightly.
She smirked as she said, “Unfortunately, you came along first.”
He gave her a look through narrowed eyes. “Very funny.”
“Thank you. I live to amuse. It is what I do when I am not jumping out of my own body or reading.” Wiyra shrugged.
“You like to read?”
“It is my only vice. Well, the only one that doesn’t involve pastries.” She chuckled.
“There is a data pad on your right. You can access the Citadel library from there with just the flick of your finger.” He gestured and steered their shuttle toward open space.
She smiled and lifted the data pad, bringing up records of the Hayish miners and their movements in the asteroid fields of the Alliance. She loved reading about her people, even if the Kwintos broke with tradition and courted wives from ground settlements.
All the platforms knew that the Kwintos had mixed blood, but since they appeared to be standard Hayish, no one dared to ostracize them. Their wealth also played a significant role in their acceptance.
Wiyra worked through all the current reported locations of the Hayish and smiled when the Kwinto platform was mentioned.
She didn’t need to look up Citadel Reevish. She had committed it to memory the moment that Burin had left the first time. There was a reason that she had found him without trouble, she had known the exact coordinates of Reevish every time she went into the pod. It was a private obsession with safety that she had not shared with her cousin, her brothers or her grandfather, but she knew that if something happened, Burin would come to her aid. She was right.
“So, what kind of thing do you normally track?” She tried to be casual, but it was difficult at such close quarters.
“Stolen vessels, missing personnel, that sort of thing. Hey, would you be willing to take hunter training?”
Wiyra blinked. “What?”
“Hunter training. Personnel pursuit specialization. I think it would be a natural adjunct for your existing talents.” He smiled brightly.
She paused for a moment and thought about it. Citadel Reevish was the home of paranormal tracker and hunter training. She had always thought of herself as a tracker or an investigator, never a more active hunter. “Well, I suppose since I have the dowry, I should spend some of it on personal improvement. I will bring up the class schedules and see what is available.”
Wiyra pulled the schedule and blinked. “You are teaching hunter courses?”
He shrugged and settled a jump halo on his head. “It keeps me busy between assignments. I actually had to cancel a few classes to retrieve you, so that will be on your account.”
She snorted. “It will be counteracted by the signing bonus.”
He winked. “You don’t know that. I am a very popular instructor.” The jump engine started to whir and his hand reached for the button.
Wiyra looked at the coordinates that they were jumping to and the destination site image on the screen.
A second later, he slapped the jump trigger, and the shuttle was in two places at the same time for an instant before it arrived at the other side of the jump.
 
Wiyra floated in space, her body on the other side of the jump, and her astral body hanging in a big expanse of nothing. “Not again!”
She concentrated on the coordinates she had seen before the jump, and she pulled her astral form through space. The shuttle was ahead of her, and with a jerk, she connected back to her flesh.
She was lying on the bunk, and there were medical monitors on her.
Burin was staring at her in horror. “What just happened?”
She chuckled. “I haven’t jumped before. Now, I know why. I am going to have to pay through the nose for tech to keep me attached to my body during a jump. Do we have to do that again?”
He shook his head. “No, we are almost there. Why didn’t you split from me when we jumped the first time?”
“Oh, I was weak and concentrating on holding onto your energy. There wasn’t anywhere for me to go, but I slip out of my own body all the time.” She wrinkled her nose and shrugged.
“Wow. You were dead.”
She blinked. “Of course I was. You didn’t guess that by my touching original story when I was in your thoughts? I don’t register as alive when I am running around. Well, not unless I am in my pod. It is designed to keep me breathing and stuff, or at least well hydrated and fed which is close enough. Coming back to a cold body is disturbing.”
She tried to sit up, but he pushed her back down with a hand to her sternum.
“Stay where you are while I check your vitals.”
She pursed her lips and waited while he finished checking her out.
When he was finished, he looked down at her and shook his head. “You were dead.”
“No, I was in a waking dream. There is a difference.” She sat up.
He looked as if he wanted to pin her back to the bed, but he didn’t fight her return to the navigator’s seat. She hummed to herself and reactivated the course computer to take them to Reevish.
“Thanks for pausing the course. It would have been awkward to chase you.”
He sat next to her with a thud. “I can imagine. I have no idea how I would have explained showing up on Reevish with a corpse.”
She laughed, “Detailed scans would have seen a slight electrical impulse in my system. That is my homing signal, but I have to be close enough to locate my body then line up to re-enter and wake myself.”
Burin was still stunned, but he contacted Reevish ground control and got landing clearance near the base.
Wiyra was glad. She was hungry, she was tired and she needed a shower. It had been twenty-four, very full hours. She needed a nap.
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Six
 
 
“You know, I really thought that I would have a nap, a meal and a shower first. This is unexpected.” Wiyra sat on a medical bed and watched the healer run scanners over her.
“Master Tracker Burin wants to know what your baselines are so that he can be a more effective partner when you are in the field. That means running tests. I apologise for the delay in comforts.” The man smiled brightly at her, and she felt a light press on her mind.
She smacked his shoulder. “Don’t do that. I don’t like that feeling.”
He blinked. “You felt that?”
“Of course. Why wouldn’t I?” Her brain still felt sore from all the activity and probably dehydration. She hadn’t had anything to drink since the pod.
“Most races can’t detect the touch of my kind. We are the wraiths of the psychic world.”
“Buchucan.”
He went from surprised to shocked. “You know what that is?”
“Of course. Ten grandmothers ago, we had a Buchucan. Her name was Udiana.” She smiled brightly. “I have thirty-four identifiable species in my heritage, and half of them had some kind of psychic talent.”
“May I run your genetic line?”
“Of course. Anything that will get me a meal faster.”
He held up a syringe and a small blade. “I need to take blood and tissue.”
“Go nuts.” She extended her arm and rolled up her sleeve.
“Damn. Prishkin veins.” He smiled as he wiped her skin and settled the syringe’s needle against the curly-cues that marched up her inner arm. “You never see Prishkin veins in a mixed blood.”
She smiled wistfully. “My mother was Prishkin. I am the only one of my siblings to have the veins.”
“It would explain the total cessation of circulation that Burin reported. Your blood moves with mild subsurface muscle contractions. A mild pulse would be undetectable.”
He looked as if she had just given him the best gift ever.
After half an hour of poking and prodding, he asked her shyly if she could demonstrate her talent.
She settled back on the exam bed and slipped out of her body, walking up to the healer and sticking her hand into his skull. “Here I am. Can you hear me?”
He nodded. “Yes, I can hear you. It sounds like you are talking, but you aren’t making a sound. How are you doing that?”
Burin entered with a tray of food. “She has a grip on your audio processor. You might want to do the scans of her unoccupied body, because the moment she is up, she is going to eat.”
The healer scrambled to do just that, and astral Wiyra stood next to Burin, looking at the food. Fresh food was rare on the platform. They had a greenhouse, but it could not provide enough to feed them all every day. Fresh food was a true treat, and it was inches from her.
She sidled into Burin. I really want that food. Is he done yet?
I don’t think so. Give him a minute. He is trying to find that signature that you mentioned.
He can find it tomorrow. I am hungry now.
Why don’t you tell him?
I am not going to jump into his body to talk to him. It is so rude.
So, why are you inside me?
You are my partner, we share. That includes bodies, and right now, I have to stay out of mine.
He laughed out loud.
The healer sent him an alarmed glance. “Where did she go?”
“She is inside me, Healer. She hates being cold, and she wants to confirm that she is extremely hungry. Whatever you are going to do, do it faster.”
He quickly used every scanner he could find to track her sleeping rate. Finally, he sighed in relief. “She isn’t dead. I found the signal that she mentioned. It is really dim but unmistakable. She is still alive.”
Wiyra stepped out and slid back into her body. She shivered uncontrollably. “Food please.”
Burn sat next to her and put an arm around her for support while he set the tray between them. Her hands shook violently but stabilized after a few bites.
The healer was scanning like a fiend as she warmed her body with the last of the calories left to her and the new ones she was consuming.
He asked her, “Are you always this shaken when you return?”
“No. At home, I had a pod that I would enter, and it had life support that I was plugged in to. It kept me warm so that I wasn’t returning to a cold body. A cold body takes a lot of effort to get warm again.” She enunciated carefully, her jaw was still clenching.
A bowl of soup was the next thing on her agenda, and she lifted the bowl with both hands, lifting it carefully to her mouth as she swallowed the hot stuff as fast as she could. The heat spread from her belly outward, and she sighed as the muscular rigor relaxed.
Burin muttered, “Stop scanning and get her a blanket, idiot.”
The healer blinked and immediately put down his scanner, walked to the cupboard and brought out a thermal blanket.
The moment it was around her shoulders, Wiyra breathed a little easier. She worked her way through the foods that Burin had brought, silently bemoaning her inability to savour them. It was a matter of food for survival, and she was from a long line of survivors.
When the tray was empty and her body was warm, she yawned. “There. One thing taken care of, now for a nap. Where can I crash?”
He offered her his arm, and she took it.
“I put your duffel in your room. You can sleep as long as you like. Your com will buzz me when you are up and around.” He supported her up a wide, spiralling staircase of dark stone.
“That seems invasive. Hey, I recognise this corridor. This is your room.” She pointed at a dark slab of stone.
“It is, and this is your room. We are partners, so we are housed as close to each other as possible.” He smiled and showed her how to activate the lock with her hand.
Wiyra staggered into the room, noting the soothing tones of the décor and the window that opened to let in the outside air. Her duffel was next to the bed, and she wanted nothing more than to join it.
“Good night, Wiyra.” Burin inclined his head and left the room.
She smiled. The light of Reevish was still bright, but he had guessed rightly that her body needed more than an average night’s sleep.
Wiyra stripped off her baggy platform suit and shoved it into the laundry unit. The machine groaned at the effort it was using to separate the minerals from the fabric.
Naked, she stepped into the shower and turned it on. The cold water that rapidly warmed briefly roused her body, and she scrubbed at her skin until she was glowing pink from head to toe. Her hair was still up in the knot that she wore every day, and she pulled the combs and set them aside before she returned to the shower and scrubbed her scalp. Water had always been a luxury on the platform, so she had used every landfall to enjoy the feel of the slippery stuff against her skin.
Her hair cascaded over her shoulders, and she enjoyed the scent of the shampoo in the dispenser.
She yawned again, and her body’s persistence to sleep had her shutting off the valve and drying herself with a blast of light and air.
Naked, she returned to the bedroom and crawled between the sheets, curling into a ball and letting natural healing sleep take her over.
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Seven
 
 
Waking took all of her effort. The bed was warm, the sheets smooth and the pillow supportive. There was no reason to leave her spot. She grimaced. Nature called, and it was not going to be denied.
She slipped out of bed and stomped to the lav to do what she had to. When she was done, she rubbed her eyes and staggered to the mirror, glaring at the wild bed head that was her destiny.
Wiyra stood in front of the mirror and used the brush provided, but it barely made a dent. She wandered into the outer room to find her personal effects, and a connecting door opened between her room and Burin’s.
He froze, and she grinned as he came in and found her naked and crouching in front of her duffel bag. “Good morning, Burin.”
He turned and faced the wall. “Good morning, Wiyra. Um, I thought you would be dressed by now.”
“No. My hair is giving me trouble.”
He turned his head and blinked. “It’s curly.”
“Oh yeah. It takes superhuman effort to get it into that bun.” She grabbed her brushes, the fastening liquid and a clean set of combs and got to her feet.
He shielded his eyes with his hand. “I can come back later.”
“Why? One thing you have to know is that I have no bodily embarrassment aside from this damned hair. When you grow up on a platform, privacy is not something that can always be readily available.”
“I get that. I am just surprised.” He kept one hand over his eyes as she walked past him.
“If it will make you feel better, find me something to wear. I think the laundry unit choked on my suit.” She chuckled and stood in front of the mirror, her peculiar veining visible through her pale skin. It was a strangely graceful design and the musculature just under the surface of her skin supplemented the heartbeats that moved the blood through her system.
It took her close to an hour to wrestle her hair into a tight bun at the back of her skull with the combs holding it fast. Burin handed her a two-tone grey bodysuit, and to her surprise, it fit.
“How is it that the suit fits?”
“I got it from the quartermaster. It was ordered after your bio-scans. You have been asleep for eighteen hours.”
She blinked in surprise at her reflection. “I think that’s a record, but then, yesterday, I did pop in and out more than I ever have before without a break.”
He nodded. “Would you like to join me for brunch?”
Wiyra grinned. “Of course. When do I have to register with the facility coordinator?”
“After breakfast. I will ping her when we are on our way.”
After smoothing her hands over her hips one more time, she turned to him with a bright smile. “Lead the way.”
It was such a relief to not have to split herself immediately upon waking. She was a little land sick but that was to be expected. The feel of natural gravity tugging at her limbs was not what she was used to, but she had been on vacation before, and it wasn’t a new feeling. It would dissipate in a few days.
The smells of the dining hall were amazing. She wanted to ram everything into her face, and then, she wanted to savour it all.
Instead of following her instinct, she took a tray and selected foods that were both fresh and familiar. The tea and caf both ended up in cups on her tray, and she looked around for an empty seat. Burin was already waiting for her, so she joined him, much to the distress of the young lady who was trying to drape herself over his shoulder.
Wiyra started in on her breakfast as if she didn’t see the young woman. That produced the reaction she was waiting for.
“Who are you?” The girl had dark red skin and golden hair. Her vaguely feline features seemed to point to her being Wyoran.
“Me? I am Burin’s partner. Who might you be?” She smiled and kept eating.
Burin went from being a muscular, threatening presence to a quiet, embarrassed, flustered male.
“I am Gneera. I am one of Master Tracker Burin’s students.” She stood up straight, flipped her gold hair behind her shoulders and stuck out her chest.
“I am Wiyra, the Waking Dream, the Walking Death, the Seeking Soul, and now, I am astral projector linked to poor Burin. I mean, he got my dowry and everything when he asked my grandfather for my hand. And the rest of me.” She shrugged and met the woman’s gold eyes without any malice.
She felt pressure on her mind, and she calmly kept eye contact while she loaded a piece of fruit on her spoon. With a sharp flick, the melon piece caught her in her right eye, and she jumped back with a yelp, her hand slamming against her face.
Wiyra continued to eat her meal with a wink to Burin. He waited until Gneera left, and then, let out a relieved breath. “I don’t know how you did that, but thank you. She has been trying to get me to be her link for the last four months.”
“She was trying to press in on my thoughts. She was lucky I settled for a piece of fruit to the eye.”
He was concerned. “She was really pushing on you?”
“Yup. It stopped the moment she was distracted.”
“I saw you loading the spoon, but I wasn’t sure what you were going to do with it. I applaud your restraint.”
She chuckled. “On the platform, I would get in trouble for food fighting. We don’t waste fresh food, ever. Here, it seemed the lesser of two evils.”
“It definitely was. What she was doing could get her expelled from the Citadel.”
“So, what did you do to be the favourite teacher?”
He opened his hands in a helpless gesture. “I don’t know. She simply fixated on me and has stalked me every moment of every day since.”
“So that is why you wanted me to get hunter training? So I could defend your honour?” She fought giggles and instead rolled a nice spoonful of pudding around in her mouth before she swallowed.
“No, so that you could have all tools to defend yourself. By the way, you have an appointment with the armourer this afternoon. We will meet with him after the coordinator.”
The variety of people coming and going was amazing. Even on her groundside trips, it was seldom that she saw this many species in one place. She people watched and enjoyed her meal while Burin worked his way through his selections.
“Do your students often fall for you?”
He would have blushed, but he ducked his head instead. “It happens now and then. I do not take advantage though. Frankly, it makes me uncomfortable.”
“Gee, being ardently pursued by someone who makes their persistence known. I have no idea what that is like.” She snorted and ate a fruit cup. As each piece of fruit came apart in her mouth, she closed her eyes to enjoy the bright flavours and the fresh taste.
“Yes, but you are responsive while I was not. It is a different thing.”
She paused with a piece of toast halfway to her mouth. “I was responsive?”
He tapped his nose. “Some of your ancestors were of the pheromone-sensing variety. You send off receptive chemicals every time I flirt with you.”
She blinked and her cheeks went scarlet. “Ah, well that is news to me.”
“I didn’t want you to feel uncomfortable.” He finished the food on his plate and pushed it aside as he sipped at his tea.
“Thanks for that.” She chuckled and finished all the small portions she had piled on her tray before turning to the tea and caf.
When she sat back and smiled, he grinned. “I wasn’t sure you could finish all that.”
“I don’t waste fresh food. It is far too rare for me. Living on rations and occasional salads gives you an appreciation for fresh fruit.” She wiped her fingers and lips on a napkin and got up to dispose of the tray.
He was behind her in an instant. “So, now, we will head up to meet Coordinator Shesali.”
“All right. Do I need to know anything?”
“No, but you may need to re-sign your contracts into a more legally binding format.”
She laughed, and they hiked up the twisting steps until they reached the upper level.
“Good morning, Trinial.” Burin nodded politely at the two-headed receptionist at the desk.
Both heads spoke. “Good morning, Master Tracker Burin. She is waiting for you.”
He shifted closer to Wiyra and whispered, “It’s now or never.”
She sighed at his hesitation and led the way into the coordinator’s office, hauling him by one hand. She had never backed down from a confrontation and backing down from an orientation was not within her power.
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Eight
 
 
The woman sitting at the desk had bronze and silver skin that was hard to look away from. She smiled, “Good morning, Burin. You must be Wiyra Kwinto. I am delighted that you are here.”
Her expression was hypnotic, and Wiyra could feel her own pulse increasing in an effort to fight off the effect. “Good morning, Coordinator.”
“Call me Shesali. Well done, by the way. There are few newcomers who can resist my particular skill.” The woman shifted her long black hair over one shoulder and gestured for Wiyra to take a seat.
Wiyra looked to Burin, but he was staring forward, fixed and blank. She nudged him into a chair and gripped his hand, reaching into him with a piece of her astral form. He jerked upright in a moment.
Shesali smiled again. “Well done, Wiyra. I normally put on a hood when meeting with staff members, but I was told you have some Mah-Duh-Sai blood, and I was counting on you to have some resistance.”
“You are correct.”
“I am also impressed that you are able to share your resistance. What are you doing to him?”
Wiyra blinked at Burin’s curious features. “I am using my astral form to spur his instincts into thinking I am invading. Your kind can be put off if there is enough of a prey response triggered. The adrenaline and enhanced reaction times counteract the thrall.”
Shesali clapped. “Wonderful. You’re definitely a coup for this base. Now, what do you want your skills to be used for?”
Wiyra kept her hand woven with Burin’s. “To date, I have been using my astral form to check mineral content and work on personnel retrievals. They are usually upset by my first contact, but they calm down when I am able to run communications from the surface to the collapse.”
“Excellent. Can you take control if you are within a body?”
“No.” She scowled at the thought.
“But you can communicate?” Shesali’s brows drew together.
Wiyra left her body and walked over to the coordinator. She stuck her hand in the woman’s head and said, “Can you hear me now?”
“Wow. As clearly as if you were talking in my ear, but I can see that your lips aren’t moving.” Shesali stared into her eyes, and Wiyra could see her glowing reflection in the wide silvery orbs.
Wiyra withdrew her hand and returned to her body. Burin squeezed her hand, and she enjoyed the body heat.
“That is most impressive. How vulnerable is your body when you are out of it?” Shesali took out a data pad and made notes.
“I am completely vulnerable and appear dead to anyone who doesn’t know what to look for. Oh, and going through travel jumps pulls me apart.” She bit her lip.
Shesali’s eyes widened, and Burin joined the conversation. “At the moment of active jump, Wiyra gets separated from her body. The astral form remains on one side of the jump and her body is on the other. We were fortunate that she had looked into the location we were jumping to and she had a location to start looking for herself.”
Burin squeezed her hand. “You can imagine that I was a little distraught when I was suddenly sitting next to a dead body. I put her on a bunk and started running scans. A few moments later, she was awake and breathing again.”
Wiyra shrugged. “I was very tired and didn’t have a good grip on my body, so I am not sure that it would happen again if I was in a similar situation, though I would be interested in finding a means to keep me from slipping out again.”
“So, you are asking me for a restraint system?”
“An interference field that I can trigger or turn off, based in my suit perhaps?” She crossed her legs and smiled.
“I will have our techs look into it. Are you interested in some hand-to-hand combat training?”
Wiyra twisted her lips. “I would like some blades. I am fairly good with them.”
Burin nodded. “She is. She really is. Faster than hell too. I would like to see her get an assessment from Tero.”
“I can schedule one for this afternoon. Are you going to take her to Hydel?”
“Yes, that is our stop after this one.”
“I will send him a note about her vulnerability based on what Healer Twen found yesterday. He is concerned about the hypothermia.”
Wiyra nodded. “At home, I had a pod with a heating unit as well as life support. If there is no chance of something of that nature being replicated, I will need a suit that can perform some of the functions.”
She nodded and made another note. “He will discuss it with you when you arrive. Well, thank you Specialist Wiyra. It has been delightful to speak to someone eye to eye. Hiding in the shadows gets old when you have hair this fabulous.” Shesali winked and flicked her hair over her shoulders again.
“It was a pleasure to meet you, Coordinator Shesali. I look forward to speaking with you again.”
“Oh, you will. I am about to set up a battery of tests to find all of your strengths and weaknesses. You will know yourself inside and out before we finish, and I will know what you are and are not willing to do.”
There wasn’t much she wasn’t willing to do, so she nodded and smiled. “By the way, are students here allowed to try manipulating others with psychic talents outside of class?”
Burin covered his face.
“No, they are not. If you are referring to that incident in the dining hall, she has been dealt with. Nice shot by the way. I haven’t seen fruit weaponized in a while.” Shesali grinned. “Okay, I have kept you long enough. Go to get yourself fixed up with armoured suits. They make you feel a little less vulnerable on assignment and that can never be a bad thing.”
Burin got to his feet, and Wiyra kept her hand locked with his, her aura bleeding into his body. She shoved him out the door and released his fingers. “There. That wasn’t too bad.”
He shook his head. “That is the first time I have seen her face. She normally wears that hood that was hanging behind her. Thanks for that. It was nice to see that her expressions match her features.”
“Not a problem. Now, what is next?”
He grinned and led the way.
Hydel’s quarters were set aside from the main Citadel. He smiled warmly. “So, I hear you have already been to see the boss lady.”
“We have. She looked good this morning, needs a bit more sleep though.” Burin’s tone was smug.
“You saw her? Wow. Your new partner must be something special.” Hydel grinned down at Wiyra.
“I am special or at least that is what my mom used to say. It ticked my sister off to no end.”
Hydel took her measurements and nodded as it coincided with information on his data pad. “I started working on something this morning, but then, Shesali mentioned you needed some kind of energy restrictor for travel. So, can I see what you do and will you put on monitor pads while you do it?”
His green features looked so hopeful, she nodded. His skin was leathery with dark brown hair that was tied into a long tail, banded at six-inch intervals. She thought she knew his species but couldn’t name it.
He gently set the monitor pads on her and activated them. She took a seat in a chair and left her body. She walked around the workshop while Hydel read his scans and finally settled back in her body.
“Can you do it again?”
She exited and entered her body again, and he nodded with a smile. “Got it. Now, get back in your body, and when I say go, try to leave it.”
She settled in her body and said, “Back in.”
The monitor pads made a high-frequency noise, and he said, “Go.”
She lifted out of her body. Well, most of her did. Her arms and legs lifted off but her head and neck were firmly in place. She snapped fully back in. “Ow, damn it.”
He winced. “Sorry, I didn’t know if your whole body would be affected or not. I am guessing not. So, I need to wire a network through your suit with broadcasting nodes. I should have a prototype in two days. I will let the coordinator know so that she doesn’t try to dispatch you.”
She peeled the pads off her neck and head. “Thank you. That will be most helpful.”
Burin helped her to her feet. “Are you all right?”
“I think so. I really want to hit something right now.”
“Excellent. Tero is waiting for us, and then, we can go for a light dinner.”
“What is Tero?”
“Oh, he is our hand-to-hand combat specialist. Don’t be afraid to hit him, he can’t be hurt.”
On that bright note, she took his hand and let him lead her to the place where she was about to pick a fight with a total stranger.
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Nine
 
 
Tero was shy, quiet and had a slow smile that immediately captured a soft place in Wiyra’s heart.
As he ran her through her paces, checking her reflexes and allowed her to hit him, provided that he could hit her back, she held onto the fond memory of the first impression when she wanted to find a knife and gut him like an invader on the platform.
She grunted as she jumped back to avoid his strike and suffered a short flare of satisfaction when her leg sweep knocked him on his ass.
Burin was watching it all from the safety of a chair, sitting and sipping water.
Tero blocked her next hit and grinned. “You are very good.”
Wiyra chuckled. “You are better.” She struck again.
“I am a mutated Oefric from Dender colony. I have been fighting since I could walk.” He took her hit without flinching and used her momentum to pull her off balance. “It isn’t that I don’t register the pain, it is just that it fades immediately. My body heals instantly, which is a handy skill when everyone around you can shift into an animal shape.”
She dodged a hit to her abdomen and swung away. “You can’t shift?”
“Nope. Shifting requires a change in physiology, the healing that my body undergoes locks me into this shape.” He turned her and pinned her arms against her sides. “Enough. We are good.”
Burin set his water aside and brought her a bottle. “Well done, Wiyra. My first day, Tero dropped me in two minutes.”
She drank the water and wiped the sweat off her face. “How long has it been?”
Tero peered at the chronometer on the wall. “Forty-five minutes? It was quite a dance. Thank you. I rarely get to do more than warm up.”
She snickered and groaned as she sat on the floor of the workout space. “Well, thank you for taking it easy on me.”
“Oh, I didn’t. You took all hits I could swing. Your body seems designed to spread the impact away from the strike point.” He squatted down next to her. “I would be happy to continue your training when you are at the base.”
She grinned. “That would be fun.”
Burin cleared his throat. “I am sure that you two are sharing a moment, but Tero, I am willing to try taking you down if you keep making moves on my partner.”
Tero sighed regretfully, “So, it’s like that?”
Wiyra chuckled, “No, it isn’t like that. Not yet. But it will be.”
Burin’s posture toward Tero relaxed.
“Well, partner, help me get my ass off the floor so I can waddle back to my room for a shower. I need to catalogue my growing bruises for posterity.” She held out her hand imperiously, and Burin helped pull her to her feet.
Tero grinned, “I can have some knives brought in for next time but not until you are in full body armour.”
She snorted. “Healer or not, if you think to best me with short blades, think again.”
Burin nodded. “I have seen her in action. You had best be wearing body armour as well, Tero.”
Tero nodded. “I stand warned.”
Burin walked slowly so that her bruised limbs could keep up. “You did very well.”
“So you said. However, I think my bruised ass would beg to differ. It is feeling very chatty at the moment.” Wiyra groaned and headed toward the stairs that suddenly seemed endless.
He chuckled. “We have a lift.”
He stroked the column that ran through the centre of the stairs and a doorway opened. “For occasions such as this.”
She grumbled and stomped past him.
He pressed the floor number, and they were silently whisked to their floor. She muttered to herself and palmed open her door.
Peeling her way out of the suit was awkward, but she stumbled naked into the lav and stood under the hot spray with a sigh of relief. Once her muscles were loose, she used the coldest water she could stand to reduce the bruising.
With her limbs shaking but a slightly improved ease of movement, she took a look in the mirror and admired the bruises on her ribcage and thighs. She twisted and admired the blackish blue on her shoulder blade, her twisting pattern of veins deep beneath her skin made the tissue stand out in reverse on the bruise itself.
She grimaced and headed back into the bedroom, seeking something else to wear that wasn’t coated in sweat.
The wardrobe yielded a generic bodysuit and deep amethyst robes. The suit was a close-enough fit, and she enjoyed twirling with the robes on, watching the fabric flare and twist as she spun. Of course, then, she turned the wrong way and limped over to the bed.
She looked across the room and saw the com unit. Groaning, she dragged herself over and keyed in the code for the Kwinto platform.
Seeing her cousin’s face and then speaking to her grandfather made her feel better. He laughed at her explanation of the testing she had just undergone. “I am surprised that he got the better of you, dumpling.”
“He is very good.”
“And your new partner, how is he?” The calculating gleam in Vecho’s eyes was unmistakable.
“He is very concerned for my wellbeing but equally willing to watch me get my ass handed to me, so he will let me stand on my own without hovering. I think we will work very well together.” She smiled and wrinkled her nose at him.
“I think so too. I have the list of baby names your great-grandmother left for you, I mean, just in case.”
She laughed. “Let’s let me learn his full name before we go on planning offspring.”
Vecho shrugged. “It will happen. She has not been wrong yet. When I read what my children were to be called, I was surprised, I had always thought to have a big family. Two sons were all that was listed and that is all that I had. They both did me proud, and I love all the grandchildren that they provided. When you are ready, your file is here. Be safe, be warm and keep breathing.”
She echoed the traditional farewell of the platforms and disconnected the call.
“How long were you listening, Burin?”
“Deskillian Burin of the Wyoran trading families. Third son, twelfth grandson, only boys in my family it seems. Now, what file?”
She chuckled. “I did tell you that one of my great-grandmothers was a seer. She wrote down the names of all the family children for generations. I have a file with the name of my children, if I am to have any. Given my grandfather’s comments, there are actual names on that list.”
She rubbed the back of her neck. “I actually thought that it would be a blank slate.”
He grinned. “Does it list the father?”
She shook her head. “It does not, at least not that I know of. No one sees the list but the person who is about to have a child.”
She got to her feet and walked up to him, slowly and carefully. “So, Deskillian, huh? Fancy name.”
“Family name. I am told it goes back nine generations.”
“I think I need a cup of caf and a comfortable place to sit. Possibly a visit to the healers.”
He was at her side immediately. “Are you badly damaged?”
“I should have waited for the armour. My circulatory system makes me much more prone to subsurface bleeding. Yes, I think the healers first is a good idea.”
He wrapped an arm around her waist and helped her back into the lift. Her vision was blurring intermittently, and she was more dead weight than companion when he made it to the medical area.
She was scanned and two contact healers grabbed her hands, working in tandem to stop the bleeding. She tried to allay Burin’s concern. “Prishkin veins. They look neat, but they are very inconvenient at times. Don’t tell Tero. I don’t want him to feel bad.”
After the first round of treatment, they stripped her so they could monitor and focus the healing. One of the healers politely put a drape across her breasts and another across her hips. It was fine until she had to turn and they gasped at the damage.
“Sorry for this extra work, healers.” She twisted her lips and breathed through the pain of the healing.
“Don’t worry about it, Specialist Kwinto. It is a pleasure to work on a Prishkin. You don’t see this kind of biology much.”
Laughing, she buried her head in the pillows. She was a learning experience. Lovely.
“Enjoy the moment, healers. I am not letting Tero get me on my ass again.” She smirked.
“You went up against Tero and this was all the damage you have?” The healer on the left who was working on her shoulder whistled softly.
“It was a skills assessment.”
Burin’s voice broke in, “She lasted forty-five minutes and walked out.”
The healers spoke excitedly and continued on until her body was clear of damage. They helped her ease back into her suit, and once she was robed again, she bowed her thanks. “That is going to help me get some rest tonight.”
Burin laughed as the healers discussed and made notes on their data tablets, ignoring their healed patient. The dining hall waited.
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Ten
 
 
The next day was taken up by auditing courses given at the Citadel. She acknowledged that she did seem to have most of the characteristics of a hunter. She may as well take in a few courses on legal procedures.
Burin had to teach, and his class was about supplementing a talent for tracking with all the technology available. The different everyday medical scanners that each shuttle carried could be wired into the long-range scanners to seek out floating pods with missing personnel.
He was a good instructor, and from her position in back, she could still see the expressive features that gave life to his topic.
The following day, she retrieved her armoured suit from Hydel and proved to him that she knew how to turn the nodes on and off that he had wired in. She could leave her body like normal if the suit was passive, but when she activated anyone of the twelve nodes he had installed, the rest of the suit was activated, and she was locked in her form.
“The nodes are set up so that if someone is using your suit to confine you, you can still turn the suit off on your own with deliberate pressure. This is not a prison, it is a tool.” Hydel was very proud of himself.
She twisted and moved in the suit, pleased with the mobility. She jumped in surprise when she felt an impact near her waist, and there stood Hydel with his blade broken against her suit.
He grinned. “It gives out contrasting harmonics that shatter a piece of metal. I just thought of it yesterday.”
Delighted, Wiyra hugged him and was treated to a hug in return. He let go, flustered and said, “It is also wired into your com system, so once you set your frequency, you can be located within ten thousand kilometres of your shuttle.”
“Thank you, Hydel. It feels wonderful.”
“It should. It is fully insulated, has a water recycler and will keep your body warm when you are not in it.”
“All this and safety too? You are truly a master craftsman.”
“Thank you. It is nice to be appreciated. I grow all these suits from scratch, so incorporating the armour and wiring is the most complicated part of the procedure.”
“You grow these suits?”
“Each Citadel has their own secrets. I am the secret of Citadel Reevish.” Hydel smiled shyly.
“You are an excellent secret. I promise to report to you every adventure that your suit has.”
“It is your suit now, Wiyra.”
“It will always be your suit, Hydel. Now, I must meet Burin for lunch. He had a tricky class today, so I have to be on my way. Thank you again, Hydel.”
She waved farewell and sprinted back to the Citadel with her old suit wadded up under one arm.
Burin met her in the courtyard. “We have an assignment, Wiyra.”
She blinked. “So soon?”
“Apparently, the place we are going does not enjoy alien visitations, but they need help finding someone. They fear that they won’t locate them in time to stop them from suffocating.”
She nodded. “Of course. To the shuttle.”
He looked delighted. “To the shuttle.”
 
She opened the door and watched the sand of the beach that she knew only in her memory as the surrounding coastline framed it. Burin had seen the tracks left by the lost couple, and he had given her the information she needed to find them. The urge to look at the embankment that framed her parent’s photo with her own eyes had been irresistible.
“Back away from the door, Wiyra. There is a bit of a wind kicking up.”
His words followed her as she pitched out the door as the shuttle wobbled. It was a fifteen-foot fall to the cliff, and she thudded to the sand with a complete lack of grace.
“Ow.” She waved at the shuttle then used the com. “I am fine, Burin.”
“Good. Now, go find those missing people. The entry is up and to the left.”
She slogged to the door in the cliff face and pressed the code. As the door slid upward, she beckoned the couple inside to emerge. “Get out of there.”
The couple ran forward, and their clasped hands led to forearms with the same vines and scripts that marked Wiyra.
“Burin, we have a problem.”
“What is it? They are free.”
“Yeah, but they are Prishkin, and unless I miss my guess, I just stuck my foot in the temple of the gods. That isn’t allowed.” She sighed. “Park somewhere safe while I deal with the elders.”
The couple was pale and shivering, blubbering gratefully at her as she walked them up the beach to the path that was so often in her field of vision. Her parents had been here at least once in their lives, and she wasn’t even allowed to enjoy the contact with her departed progenitors.
They met the villagers on their way out. Apparently, even a Prishkin could follow the sight of a hovering shuttle. Burin parked in a bare field and walked toward them, standing at her side.
She felt the strength that he was going to offer, but she froze in place when she saw the woman leading the villagers. She swallowed and continued onward.
The rescued idiots were surrounded by friends and family and whisked away.
“Elder, I apologise for touching my feet to your soil. I beg forgiveness for entering the temple of the gods with one foot.” She stood straight and stared at her maternal grandmother.
“I know you child, don’t I?” Elder Miyan looked at her carefully.
“I am Wiyra Kwinto.”
The elder reeled in shock. “You can’t be.”
“I can and am.” She opened the seal on one of the tight sleeves and showed the marks on her skin that mimicked Miyan’s.
“My daughter died.”
“She left two sons and two daughters.”
Elder Miyan blinked rapidly. “You are obviously familiar with some of our traditions, so you know that there must be a sacrifice for the trespass.”
“I know it.”
“Good, it will be arranged. Follow us to the square where you may make the sacrifice.” Elder Miyan walked away abruptly.
Burin followed with Wiyra. “She is really your grandmother?”
“One of them. The other was an Uhn. Grandpa was nervous, but he was well-loved.”
“She hasn’t seen you.”
“No, once a Prishkin woman leaves her world, she can’t return. Once she mates with someone outside her species, she is dead to her family. It is their way. The picture I have must have been their wedding day.”
“At least you have that image of them. It seems like Miyan is not welcoming to her own blood.”
“My mother was an only child. Miyan has no grandchildren but us.”
Burin held her hand in his, and she took the comfort for the emotional surprise she had just undergone. Shesali hadn’t mentioned that the population was Prishkin, but then, why would she when the people of this world didn’t speak to others except under duress.
Urada was the name of her mother’s home world, and Wiyra was going to hold it close to her heart. It was another piece of herself found in the scattered reaches of space. She held Burin’s hand tightly. Not every piece of her soul would come to her.
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Eleven
 
 
“Prove to me that you can uphold the honour of your bloodline.” Her grandmother grinned at her. It was the first warmth that Miyan had shown.
Wiyra looked at the assembled folks and the band that was setting up. “You have to be kidding.”
“I am not. You trespassed on our sacred beach, and you have to show proper tribute to the gods. It won’t be horrible, I am sure your mother taught you what she could before she passed on to the great stellar wave.” Miyan looked thoughtful. “Mind you, she wasn’t a very skilled dancer.”
Burin put the nail in her coffin. “Whatever price needs to be paid, I owe half for my part in her landing.”
Elder Miyan clapped her hands, and the band started up.
Wiyra turned to Burin and whispered, “You have no idea what you just agreed to.”
He jumped as the drums picked up ferocity. “Uh, what do we have to do?”
“Why, dear partner, we have to dance.” She ignored his surprised look and backed up while holding his hands. The crowd formed a circle around them, and as the music and beat became insistent, she started to sway.
She pressed her hands against his palms and used her arms to move him to the beat. After a few stunned seconds, he relaxed and stepped forward and back with her to the sound of the drums and the strange metallic chixka.
She twisted with him until he was behind her and his hands were on his hips. The crowd murmured appreciatively as she kept stepping in time and Burin followed.
She heard a whisper. “What can’t we do?”
She grinned, “Sex on the dance floor is frowned on.”
He spun her out and brought her back against him with a thud, still moving to the rhythm. The crowd cheered. Wiyra snaked her hands up around his neck and loosed his hair. He did the same to her and with another twirl, her hair swung loose in a heavy wave while his floated eerily around him.
She stepped, twisted, pulsed with every shift in tempo, her hands moving from neck to chest to arms and back to hands as they circled, parted and came back together.
Other dancers started to move with them as the gods were satisfied by their physical sacrifice. Wiyra and Burin kept dancing, twisting and writhing as much as their armoured suits would allow.
As the beat finally slowed, they were chest to chest, slowly moving in a circle that, to Wiyra, felt like the mark of harmony on all the local temples. She inhaled Burin’s scent from the crook of his neck, and his lips nibbled at her ear. Her body was definitely warm, coated in sweat and she had never felt less like being in public.
When the music stopped, they froze in place and slowly lowered their arms.
Wild applause broke out, and Elder Miyan came up to them, a hot blush in her cheeks. “Well, that was…well. Excellent, Yavila’s daughter. You and your partner are free to go.”
She tried to control her breathing and bowed her head. “Thank you, Grandmother. We will be on our way.”
Burin put his arm around her waist and started on their way back to the shuttle when they heard, “Wiyra!”
Wiyra turned. “Yes, Elder Miyan?”
Her grandmother swallowed. “Your mother would be proud, and I would be happy to tell you about her if you would visit again.”
Her throat closed with emotion, and she nodded.
Burin spoke for her. “That will be acceptable. She will contact you when she knows an available time.”
“Thank you, Tracker.” The Elder brushed at her eye and turned away.
Wiyra and Burin returned to the shuttle and headed back to Reevish. Wiyra was busy writing the report when Burin took the data pad out of her hands and pulled her into his lap.
“I didn’t know you were such a passionate dancer.” He smiled and caressed her hip.
“The Hayish are great dancers. We have a party every time two platforms get together. If you don’t dance, you will never meet a member of the opposite sex or the same sex if that is your preference. You have to get out onto the dance floor where clans and families don’t matter, just for a few minutes.” She leaned her head on his shoulder.
“I can see that it would be an important socialising skill.”
“Oh, it was. You had some nice moves. Do Wyorans and Azon dance much?” She teased the closure of his suit near his neckline.
“They are both species that are very big on any rituals that will get them closer to a mate.” He chuckled and played with her hair. “Dancing is one of the necessary skills I had to acquire.”
“I like it. I am normal when I am dancing, just another girl.” She feathered small kisses along his jaw toward his mouth.
“You are never just another girl, Wiyra. You are extraordinary in every way and a truly unique female. I am glad you didn’t find a mate among your kind. It was far luckier for me.” He turned and caught her lips in a kiss that made the insulated suit seem stifling.
He reached out and set the flight computer to automatic return.
“That will take days.” She gasped as his hands opened her suit.
“I will just tell them that your suit was damaged and that the containment could not be assured.” He leaned down and his teeth crunched through the circuitry of her suit.
She held on as he moved them to the back of the shuttle, and she sat on the bunk as he peeled the suit off her, carefully damaging a few more nodes on his way.
She removed the thick fabric of his suit with a bit of effort. When they were both unclothed, he took his time, stroking her skin and tracing the complicated patterns of the veins under her skin.
“It is like a vine has sprouted and brings life to all your limbs.” He smiled and leaned back in admiration.
“And you are a piece of deepest space all my own. I always loved looking out into the endless darkness.” She stroked his chest and moved her hands lower.
Burin confirmed she was ready for him and joined their bodies.
Wiyra squirmed at the discomfort of her first time.
He was surprised, but he paused and kissed her slowly until her body undulated against his again.
She moved with every stroke, and eventually, she shivered as her mind came apart and reformed with him still inside her.
He nipped at her lips and kept moving until he exposed his teeth and bit down on her shoulder with a sharp lunge.
She shrieked, but her body embraced the pain and her concentration was lost, as she had to find all the pieces of her mind and reassemble them.
Burin was careful not to crush her as he fought to regain control of his breathing. He kissed her, and she tasted her blood in his mouth.
She smiled. “Well, I am glad that we were alone for that. I am getting the idea that I was kind of loud.”
He chuckled and kissed her neck, licking the bite he had inflicted. “I liked it. In fact, I would like to try it again at the earliest opportunity.”
She laughed. A chirp got her attention. “What is that?”
“Com unit. They have been trying to contact us for twenty minutes.” He nuzzled at her neck.
She sighed and arched to let him have free rein. “What do you think they want?”
“Probably to get us home as fast as they can. I am going to guess that eventually Shesali will come through. She can force a connection.”
It took ten minutes, but he was right. “Answer the damn com, Burin.”
They were already showered and dressed. Wiyra was wearing her armoured suit, but it had the damage clearly showing.
The com came up, and the Reevish coordinator was scowling at them. “Where have you two been?”
Burin shrugged. “Wiyra needed some rest after her assignment, so I turned the com down. Is there something up?”
“We have a request to retrieve a young woman from a Hickom colony. They have agreed to let her go provided that we can get in and out without too much disruption. I thought Wiyra could do the recon and you could both go in to do the retrieval. She is a highborn Nyal and doesn’t have a landing visa or permission from her patriarch.”
Wiyra grimaced. “Spoiled brat?”
“Yup. She is scheduled for an arranged marriage, and she decided that she would rather live in squalor with a Hickom.”
“Well, if she is in love…” Wiyra shrugged.
“She hasn’t even met a Hickom before today. She just wants to tick off her parents. We have had Readers look into it already. The girl is just a brat, and in less than two weeks, she goes into heat. Get her, bring her home, tie her up if you have to, but get her out of there before their instinct overrules good sense.”
Burin felt it necessary to report, “Wiyra’s suit has taken some damage. Jumping with her might be unsafe.”
Shesali grinned, “Check the furthest left storage compartment. There is a spare restraint suit for her, but you bite another one and you are going to have to pay for it, Burin. Your teeth marks are too distinctive to pretend it wasn’t you.”
The information started to scroll on their screens and data pads.
Wiyra laughed all the way to the storage unit where she pulled out the pristine suit and slipped it on. It seemed that privacy was going to be hard to come by, but she had confidence in Burin’s ability to improvise.
She settled back in the nav station and took a look at the coordinates. She grinned at Burin, powered up her restrictions and said, “I know a short cut.”
He clutched the arms of his chair as she rode the edges of gravitational fields before rocketing them into a jump that had them skimming around a gas giant and toward their destination.
It was his fault, he had chosen her as his partner, after all. He might have been better off with a ravenous toxic lizard, but now, he was stuck with her, and despite looking queasy, there was a proud grin on his face.
“I suppose that everyone has a kink, yours is losing your lunch.” She winked and made contact with the colony.
“Ah, the tension is great, but the sweet relief after is a kink I would gladly chase. Now, turn off your suit and get to work.” He winked and settled back in his seat, watching the com streams and bringing up neighbourhood images of where the young woman had last been seen.
It was business as usual for the Citadel, and Wiyra had to admit, she enjoyed it.
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