
        
            
                
            
        

    Stirring a tempest is the easy part, controlling it is the issue and depending on a jerk of a healer is annoying.
 
 
Kedna has been consigned to fostering on the empty world of Iskan when her power and her health become dangerous. Being mentored by a planetary Avatar is difficult, but moving the weather for an entire world is second nature.
When she is older and her skills are needed off world, she is paired with her first member of the Sector Guard. He is a pain in the butt and harbours resentments toward her for hogging his ancestral planet. She simply concentrates on the job and earns his respect in the bargain.
Fast forward to her twenty-third birthday and they cross paths again. This time, she knows his measure and he knows hers. Respect turns to fascination and progresses into a flirtation that crosses the stars.
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Chapter One
 
 
“Do it, Ked.”
Kedna looked at her younger sister and then out at the empty moonscape. “I am not supposed to without Mom or Dad watching.”
Her parents were working in the garden with their older sister and brother. Ked was watching Lira and trying to keep her out of trouble. Lira seemed fixated on getting Ked into trouble.
“Do it or I will go and play with the airlock again.” Lira pouted and wiggled her fingers.
“Fine but not here.” Kedna got to her feet and hauled her sister a few rooms away from their family where she could see the ice caps.
“Sit.”
Lira thudded to the ground and watched with delight.
Ked focused on the mountains and thought about the ice turning into mist. It happened in a flash and the cloud that she created drifted toward the research dome.
Lira pressed herself against the clear pane of the dome. “Make it a star.”
With effort, Ked shaped the cloud into a star; sweat was running down her temples and her back.
“Fish. Make it look like a fish.”
Ked swayed as she changed the shape again. Her monitor bracelet began to flash.
Lira clapped. “Wonderful. Make it a star again.”
Bright dots filled Ked’s vision. She moved the mist into shape and fell to her knees. Her bio-monitor was putting out a high-pitched shriek, and she could hear Lira screaming for Dad.
She felt her body shaking and her heels thudding on the floor.
Her father came running and lifted her, his healing working its way through her body.
“Ked. We told you to stop using your talent here.”
Lira shifted from side to side next to Ked.
Their father looked at her and sighed. “You threatened her again?”
Lira scowled and nodded. “Just a little.”
Kedna looked up at her father as he finished stabilising her. He was frowning earnestly.
“Kedna, working with your elements on a world with no true atmosphere is too much for you. Where did you get the water?”
She pointed to the mountainside. “I just took a little ice. I managed three shapes.”
“Well done, but we are here for three more days. Don’t do it again. Lira, if you ask her, I will heat your butt until you can’t sit for a week. Are we understood?”
Lira pouted but nodded. “Yes, Dad.”
Kedna got to her feet with her father’s help. She scowled. “I think Lira’s talent is convincing me to do things.”
Her father looked at her with an amused smile. “Then, your challenge for today is to not let it happen again. We are at a delicate point with seed collection. I need to know that you are under control.”
“Yes, Dad. I won’t do it again.”
He sighed and ruffled her hair. “Of course you will. Go take readings from the air scrubbers. Show Lira how to do it.”
Kedna looked at her little sister and nodded. “Yes, Dad.”
He headed off to the greenhouse, and she looked at Lira. “Come with me.”
“I want you to do it again.” Lira crossed her arms.
Kedna acknowledged that she was feeling a definite push. She sighed, grabbed Lira’s hand and hauled her off to check the air scrubbers. Now that she knew she was being pushed, she could deal with it. She simply removed some of the oxygen from Lira’s lungs and she took a little nap. It wasn’t an elegant solution, but it was as good as she could manage.
She would accept the punishment for using a talent on a member of a family later. Out of all her siblings, she was the only elemental. In fact, she was the only elemental in seven generations of talents. Her mother was a horticultural talent, her father was a healer and her two eldest siblings took after their parents.
Kedna made the notes on the scrubber levels and wondered what she was going to do when she went off to school next week. No one on Lekinor could help train her and she desperately needed training.
Lira being a pusher shouldn’t have been a surprise. Given the different nature of Kedna’s talent, she had no natural resistance. The rest of the Kencort family would be fine when she was gone.
The Thoola Citadel wasn’t able to take her, but they had arranged for a home and a tutor for her.
Iskan was waiting for her, and she was going to leave her family for the first time. Ked looked down at where Lira was sleeping quietly. She was even going to miss the torment of her little sister.
Leaving was scary but staying and losing control was far worse. She needed to learn what she was and how to get it under control or her family would not be safe.
 
* * * *
 
Ked stepped off the shuttle, holding the hand of Taedra, the Citadel rep.
Ked held tight to the bag of suits she had been given while bots zipped past her with ration packs stacked on pallets. The food was for her. Iskan did not need it.
“Kedna, do you see that city?”
Ked nodded. “It is empty.” She looked around and the entire world was silent. “Why is it so quiet?”
“Iskan is renovating. He is changing his surface for a new species, and he is willing to delay the process to help you gain control over the elements.”
Kedna looked up at Taedra. “When do you think I can go home?”
“Let’s see how fast you can learn. Your talent seems to be atmospheric. You can learn and practice here without worrying about damaging anyone or yourself. Iskan’s Avatar is a healer. She can keep you up and running.” Taedra was trying hard to keep the mood light.
A figure in robes walked toward them, a staff in one hand. When it got closer, Kedna saw the reptilian skin and wide yellow eyes swirled with scarlet.
Taedra stopped and inclined her head in respect. “Avatar, thank you for your offer of assistance in this special case.”
The Avatar smiled, her flat lips curving upward. “It is an honour to assist with such a worthy matter. Hello, Kedna Kencort. My name is Halwis-Iskan, but you can call me Halwis.”
Kedna released Taedra’s hand and put her palm over her heart. She bowed low. “Thank you for your offer. I hope that it will not be for too long a duration.”
Halwis gave Taedra a chiding look before she turned kind eyes back to Kedna. “It will take as long as it takes.”
She knew in that kind look that she wasn’t going home. Tears started and she lifted her chin. With determination, she stepped toward the Avatar before turning back for a moment. “Thank you for your help, Representative Taedra. I believe that Halwis-Iskan will take over my care now.”
Taedra stepped forward and extended her hand before she slowly lowered it. “The bots have food, and we will send someone to check on you every six months. Avatar Halwis has a com unit that you can use to call home. The contact codes are in your bag.”
“Thank you, Representative. I believe that Kedna needs some time to acclimate to her new home. The instructive holograms are all ready for her and her education has been planned for the foreseeable future. There is nothing more you can do here, but you are welcome to come and inspect her lodgings.”
Taedra inclined her torso in a short bow. “I will return in six months. Kedna, if you need anything, send me a message. I can have it delivered by drone.”
Ked wanted to wail that she wanted to go home, but that wasn’t the right thing to do. Lira was in control training on Thoola after she pushed Nilko into spending his university money on a pony. Finally, their parents had to face facts, and those facts were that their two youngest were exceptionally powerful and both needed help.
They had dropped Lira off on Thoola before coming to Iskan, and now, all members of her family were where they needed to be. Kedna could start working on herself.
It was quite the burden for an eleven-year-old, but she was up to it.
Taedra left. Halwis-Iskan put her leathery hand on Kedna’s shoulder. “Come on, little one. Your home is ready for you.”
“Thank you for doing this. I know it must be an imposition.”
“You are very well spoken for a girl of your years.”
Kedna smiled softly. “My parents are scientists. They never dumbed things down for us. It was so that we would rise intellectually.”
“I guessed as much when I saw the curriculum that had been designed for you. Engineers have a lighter study load.”
They were walking across the silent world and Kedna asked, “Why isn’t there any wind?”
“Ah, well spotted. Iskan is rebuilding, and for your arrival, everything is still so that the ship could land easily.”
“Could it start again? I am getting the urge to start a wind and that usually ends with me needing a healer.”
Halwis laughed, and from half a world away, Kedna felt the rumble of lava beginning to surge.
The motion caused heat in the soil and surrounding waters, that heat rose and made wind. The wind wouldn’t arrive for days but the air was moving and Kedna sighed in relief.
Halwis widened her eyes. “Impressive. You could feel that.”
Ked nodded. “My father said that I had an open mind that could take in the whole world but only in bad weather.”
They continued their walk into the empty city, and fountains sprang to life. Kedna hadn’t seen many cities, but this one looked amazing to her eyes.
Halwis led her to a large building with lovely arches and windows made of coloured glass. “I chose this because I thought it would be the most stimulating for a young woman of your background. There is a library and an exercise facility. The bots sent with you will manage your meals and your health. My link with the world sometimes distracts me. I am always here for you, but you might have to shout a little.”
Kedna followed the Avatar up the steps to the wide-open upper floor, and she was shown the huge four-poster bed covered with pink and yellow silky sheets. Her meal room was down the hall and the library was beyond that. Ked had used exercise equipment before, and she knew one thing for certain, everything for her use was new.
“When did this stuff get here?”
Halwis chuckled, a strange hissing sound. “Last week. It took us a while to outfit it for you. You know, don’t you?”
“Yes. I know that this is my home until I am under control, and after that, I will be dropped here after every Citadel gig. That is a few years in the future, but this is now my home. I will try not to get in your way.”
“You are not in my way. You are welcome here and will provide Iskan and myself with a fresh outlook on modern times.”
Ked looked up at the woman in the graceful robes. “I hope that I can be a valued member of our little society of two.”
Halwis laughed and showed her the education centre. The holograms lit up the moment they arrived, and Kedna walked up to them. “Thank you for showing me around, Halwis. If you don’t mind, I would like to immerse myself in the familiar before I begin using my talent here on Iskan.”
Halwis chuckled. “I will be nearby. Call out if you need me. I know this is hard for you, but I will leave you to find your own way until you need me. When you do, I will come running.”
 



Chapter Two
 
 
Six months after her initial arrival, Kedna was showing her improvement in control by holding a thunderstorm in a set pattern during Taedra’s two-hour visit.
They had tea and tiny sandwiches while the storm raged on next to the mountain range. Halwis-Iskan was smiling at Taedra's amazement.
“Kedna is a treasure. She can hold onto her focus without any trouble when it comes to controlling a storm. She can also increase the intensity so it burns itself out more rapidly.”
Kedna poured tea for her elders and smiled. “I would like to ask a favour, Rep Taedra.”
“Please. Anything you need.”
“Taller bodysuits. I have started my growth spurt and am going to go up nearly a metre in height in the next three years. I need larger clothing.” She looked down and showed the distance between the leg of her bodysuit and the flat shoe she wore.
“Done. You will have them in two weeks or less. I will requisition them before I leave today.”
Kedna sighed in relief. “Thank you. Halwis has offered some of her old tunics, but it doesn’t feel right.”
Halwis made one of her hissing chuckles. “And I was far wider at the shoulder when I was her size, and it was over six hundred years ago. The clothing is out of fashion.”
It was also hard leather but Ked didn’t mention that. Wearing extinct animal leather went against everything her parents had taught her; leather was fine, it was the extinction that was the problem. Her mind considered them museum pieces. Surprisingly, Halwis understood.
With nothing else to concentrate on, Ked had already gone through all the necessary schooling required by her species. She was now interested in geology and meteorology. Those were specialities that Iskan was only too happy to help her with.
Taedra smiled at her. “You seem to be thriving here.”
Kedna nodded. “It is the best place for me to be until I get control over this energy of mine.”
She could see the rep’s chest move in relief, and she fought a smile. She had turned twelve while she had been on Iskan and her family had thrown a virtual party for her in the education room. Her homesickness had faded and she was enjoying being able to use her talent without danger of injuring anyone or blowing up any buildings. When it came to her talent, Halwis-Iskan gave her a free hand to do what she felt she must.
 
* * * *
 
Four years later, Halwis sat her down and took her hands. “Ked, there has been an urgent request for your assistance.”
Ked blinked in shock. “Me? Why me?”
Iskan took over. “Kedna, as we all know, we are sitting inside one of the largest cyclones ever seen on a habitable world. That is all you. Rep Taedra has been watching your progress, and she feels you are able to assist.”
Kedna tried to pull her hands away, but Iskan held her.
“I don’t think I can.”
“I am confident you can, but your open mind is an issue that has not gotten better with time. I have sent for someone with healer and minder training. It is one of Halwis’s descendants. He has the same skills that she does, and with a little briefing, he will make you a good companion on assignments.”
She swallowed. “So what you are telling me is that I am going.”
“Yes. Halwis was nervous about telling you. She thinks of you as a daughter and doesn’t want to stress your control.”
Kedna smiled, “And you, Iskan?”
“I know what you are and what you can be. I want to see you become everything that lies in your potential and that means that you are going to have to begin taking flights from my surface and stepping on new worlds, changing their weather in the ways requested of you.”
Ked inhaled sharply and nodded. “Right. Using it for something practical. When do I leave?”
Halwis took over and pulled her forward in a hug. “The ship is on its way to us now. It just entered our system. Haedock is a good lad. He will take care of you.”
“Is he the pilot?”
“No. A new organization is handling your mobility. The Sector Guard has a ship that can withstand the weather you will be facing.”
“What do you mean? Will I be dealing with something in progress?”
“Many species set situations in motion without realizing the consequences generations down the road. Even a world cannot simply quell what their occupant has put in place. The years it would take would kill three quarters of their population.”
That made Ked pay attention like nothing else. “Right. I had better get some rations and food together.”
“That’s my girl.” Halwis stroked her hair. “Now, let me show you where you are going.”
They activated the projector and were staring at a large world covered in swirling storms.
“They were experimenting with tectonic control and caused a volcanic event that ripped the world open and filled the atmosphere with heat and particulates. More disaster followed and they called for help.”
“And the Sector Guard is sending it?”
“They called the Citadel, didn’t they?” Halwis stroked her hair again.
Kedna smiled as she realized that it meant her. “Then, I suppose I should get ready so I can answer.”
“Being ready is always best.”
It was the mantra that they lived by ever since the great flood generated by Kedna’s turning a lake into a cloud formation. The city had been flooded for days until she had moved it all along, but it had only been Halwis’s forethought that allowed them to keep their power. Everything important was on the second floor.
With her nerves jumping, she went through all possible scenarios while she packed her bag with bodysuits, robes and rations for two weeks.
If she couldn’t get the job started a day after she arrived, she wouldn’t be able to do anything at all and she would be home within the week. She wasn’t sure what she was hoping for.
 
Haedock didn’t look anything like his ancestress. His skin had a soft gold finish and his hair was a deep brown, brushed away from his broad forehead to fall in feathery waves to his shoulders.
She fidgeted with her Specialist robes and inclined her head as she entered the galley. “Um, hello.”
Pilot was at the helm, jacked into the system. The Class One was a solid ship designed for peace and nothing else.
The galley contained the Minder and no one else.
Haedock lifted his head from his focus on his data pad. “Hello, Kedna, is it?”
“Kedna. Yes. Do you mind if I sit?”
He shifted his documents aside and shook his head. “Of course not. Do you enjoy living with the Avatar?”
She chuckled and got herself some tea from the dispenser. “That was very direct.”
“It was. So, do you?”
Ked sat and sipped at the tea. “It has taken getting used to, but I do enjoy it. Iskan is an excellent teacher and Halwis is very patient with me.”
“There was an uproar when we found out that Iskan was putting off our return for a few more centuries because of you.”
Her enjoyment and anticipation drained away. “I didn’t know that.”
“The storms you generate are city killers.” He gave her a sneer.
She jerked away and pulled her thoughts inward. With a few stumbled steps, she left the galley and headed for the cockpit.
When she realized that she was seeking help from Pilot, she stopped and instead returned to her quarters. She closed the door and tried to calm her heart.
Her inner self wailed. His words highlighted her deepest fears. She was hurting other people just by being herself.
She sat on the bunk and folded herself into a meditative posture. She needed to get herself under control or she would be useless when they arrived on the world she was supposed to work on.
If Haedock wouldn’t help her, she would have to reach into herself. That might drain her, but she was sure that even a man who hated her would help if she were dying.
She hoped that everything was going to go well, but in the meantime, she had to keep the storm inside her, inside her.
 
* * * *
 
Haedock winced at the reaction of the young woman but what did she think she was doing, pretending that she could change a world?
He had just reached his twenty-fourth year and knew precisely what he wanted from life. He wanted to join the Sector Guard and represent his people to the best of his ability. This stupid assignment was taking him away from a tryout on Keral.
What was his ancestress thinking calling for him specifically for this assignment?
The frail little thing was probably sobbing in her quarters now. He sighed and got to his feet. A flash of light got his attention, and he slowly sat down.
In her teacup was a storm complete with lightning and waves. He stared into it as the lightning flashed and the clouds roiled three inches over the surface, confined by the edge of the cup.
As he watched, the storm slowed and dissipated. Stunned, he opened his mind and sought out his charge.
She held herself with a will forged in pain and exhaustion so deep he flinched away from it. To his shock, he found out that she wasn’t just a slight alien as others had reported from Citadel visits to Iskan. She was a young woman but still much of a child.
She was a child and he had just told her that she destroyed everything she touched.
“Haedock, you are an asshole.” He groaned and removed his thoughts from hers. He needed to present a calm demeanour to her and offer her what support he could. He would apologise after she had completed her mission, if she could complete it. She was just a girl. How strong could her talent really be?
 



Chapter Three
 
 
Wrapped in her furred cloak, she raised her arms once again to move the air. The third time was the final stroke. The wind moved and she brought currents back in alignment.
This world had been confined to the beginning of an ice age for three months before she had been deemed strong enough to stop and start it.
The ice hadn’t completely covered their globe but it had made good progress. All she could do was stop the process and restart the normal system. They would still have to deal with the change in the mean temperature, but it would get warmer over the next decade. There was no quick fix for a planet.
Storms flushed the skies and left bright clouds when they passed.
Haedock helped her back to the ship, pushing her down to the medical bed and pouring fire through her neurons. She gritted her teeth and breathed through the pain, it was just like Halwis’s power, the burn was nastily familiar.
He finished and rubbed his hands together. “Did that help?”
She sat up and nodded. “Yes. Thank you. Good work on stabilisation as well.”
Haedock chuckled. “I didn’t think you could do it, but I felt it. The weather is returning to normal.”
Ked rubbed at the back of her neck. “Can we go home now?”
“Pilot is already working on it.”
She watched as he shifted from foot to foot. Ked couldn’t tell if he was conflicted or had to use the lav.
She pushed past him and headed for the galley. “I don’t care if we are lifting off right away, I am eating.”
Kedna heard him follow her, but she warmed her meal pack and settled onto the bench with her eating prong shovelling food in her mouth as fast as she could. The engines started up, and they lifted off in considerably calmer conditions than they had landed in.
Haedock sat across from her and he blurted out, “I am sorry.”
She finished her first ration pack and got up to retrieve the second. She sat back down and kept eating. “Sorry for what?”
It was mumbled around her meal but he understood her.
“I shared a judgement that my people hold with you, without knowing more about the situation. I have learned via our connection that there is much more to the story than my folk know. I will set them straight when I get home.”
She spluttered, “Don’t do that. I can do my thing just fine with them thinking I am hogging an entire world. Iskan decides who does or does not live on his surface and I had forgotten that for a moment. Your people have had their time and the environment that Iskan is designing isn’t for you.”
“Is it being designed for you?”
She shrugged. “No. I don’t know what it is for, but I think it is more of a general environment sort of thing. I have never asked Halwis-Iskan about what they have planned, and they have never volunteered it.”
“Aren’t you curious?”
Ked shook her head. “No. They have told me that I will have a place there until my training is complete. I trust them.”
Haedock sat back. “You are a very unusual young woman.”
She shrugged. “You are not the first to say it.”
Inwardly, Ked was delighted. She had fulfilled her obligation and survived the experience. It was definitely the best result she could have hoped for, but now, she just wanted to get home.
 
* * * *
 
Life passed by in a series of short journeys into the surrounding systems with a Minder at her side. Haedock had been accepted into the Sector Guard and was busy with basic training on any number of worlds. Kedna had no idea. After two assignments with him, it was decided that she no longer needed to have a healer on hand. A regular Minder worked just fine once she got the hang of things.
Seven years had passed since that first assignment and Kedna had gotten used to being picked up and swept away by the shuttles that came for her, but she wanted a ship of her own. Unfortunately the way her talent worked meant that she could not fly away once she had completed her exertions. It was a pain but part of the reality of her situation.
She sat in the education centre and used her hands on the projection to tear down a jump engine and build it again. Her talent for mechanical devices had gone unused, but she knew it was there. Like a lot of the skills she had learned in theory, it would wait until it was needed.
“That is the twelfth time this week, Ked. You are going to wear out the hologram.” Halwis smiled at her from the arched doorway.
“If I ever need to know it, I would rather have the information than not.” Ked smiled back.
“Your family is coming for a visit. I have had your bots doing housekeeping in the city so that they will have comfortable quarters.”
Ked sat up, delighted. “That’s wonderful. Why now?”
“Because your birthday is coming. This year it is time for something special.”
Kedna blinked. “Why?”
“You sound like you did when you first came here. I will tell you, but your family has only been given the sketchiest of briefings.”
Kedna sat up straight. “You have my full attention.”
“Since the Sector Guard project was first considered, I have been dwelling on the possibility of hosting a base, but dealing with those new species has not been something that I have excelled at. You have a knack for dealing with the new races that I deeply admire.”
Ked blinked as it dawned on her what was being said. “You are going to be Sector Guard Base Iskan?”
“Guard base and Citadel training world. This space will be crawling with talented people in need of a home and you are their leader.”
Ked rubbed her eyes. “Me? In charge? Has Halwis been standing too close to volcano fumes again?”
The Avatar laughed. “Very funny. No, I want you to know that you always have a place here and putting you in charge is my way of doing that.”
“So, my gift is being responsible for an entire base?”
Halwis-Iskan beckoned her over. “Come with me.”
They walked down to the main floor and out to the empty gardens. Just beyond the garden wall was a flat plane and on that plane were a shuttle and a personal skimmer. Both were wearing a tag that said Thunder Struck.
Ked looked to the Avatar. “They are for me?”
“I don’t know of anyone else who matches that description.”
Absently she said, “Technically, it was lightning.”
She was suddenly so excited, she didn’t know what to do, so she hugged her friend with as much strength as she could muster and ran to the machines. “Can I?”
“They are yours, take them for a spin.”
Grinning with glee, Ked stepped into the small skimmer and settled in. As her hand touched it, the vehicle sprang to life and lifted inches off the ground. She grabbed the controls and zipped around the city before settling it back next to its big sister.
The shuttle wasn’t for flying in space, but it would do just fine for cruising around the planet. Again, the machine came to life with a touch of her hand. Biometrics were lovely things.
The shuttle wobbled a little until she got the hang of it, but it took her to the volcano fields, the ice fields and over the ocean before she returned to the city and she settled it neatly on its original parking pad.
The moment the engines were quiet, she left the shuttle and ran to Halwis-Iskan once again. “Thankyouthankyouthankyouthankyou.”
“You are welcome, little storm. Raising a daughter has been quite the adventure at my age, but I have truly enjoyed it. This is just a sign of my affection.”
“I love you too, Halwis-Iskan.” She smiled and there were tears in her eyes.
They both got their composure back together and started discussing the bases. From personal experience, Ked said, “I am going to need a lot of domes.”
“Why?”
“Horticultural talents mean well, but they very often lose control of their plants when they are learning. Weather talents do well in a confined space as well, as you know.”
Halwis chuckled. “It did help you get under control when you were a little wild.”
“It did. I am just lucky my lightning was just strong static.” She fought the urge to rub her butt in memory.
“Right. Domes. I think that the Kalwer plains would be a good place to put them.”
They returned to the library and opened a world map, pointing out areas that would be ideal for the situation that was coming upon them. The designs and the list of required materials were forwarded to the Sector Guard and the Citadel respectively.
 
A week after the announcement, Ked’s family arrived and everything was ready for them.
She hugged her parents in turn and then swung Lira up and around before greeting her older siblings. Hugs of welcome were standard amongst their people, but Kedna had never felt the welcome coming out of her more than she was feeling at this moment.
She sniffled. “I am so happy you are all here. Halwis-Iskan, this is my family. Everybody, this is the Avatar of this world.”
Her mother embraced Halwis and her father did the same. Her siblings introduced themselves one by one and Kedna couldn’t stop smiling.
Halwis finally inclined her head. “I will leave you with Kedna. I have matters to attend to and I will join you for dinner.”
They waved farewell as Halwis simply rose in the air to fly off over the city walls.
Her mother asked, “Does she do that often?”
Kedna grinned. “Often enough. Wouldn’t you if you could? Now, on with the tour.”
She showed them the main square, the gardens and, finally, their quarters.
Lira looked around. “Where do you sleep?”
Ked pointed through the open window to the old city hall. “Over there. That is where we will be having our meals as well.”
“It looks like you did well for yourself.” Lira’s tone was a little snide.
Ked gave her a narrow look. “I was dropped here, just as you were with the Citadel. The difference is that there was no one to help me get a grip on my talent. I had to be somewhere I couldn’t hurt anyone. It has just been me and Halwis-Iskan here this whole time. No one has been visiting, no one else lives here.”
Lira’s eyes widened and Ked felt a push on her mind. Out of reflex, she pushed back and Lira stumbled into the wall. The wind died down in an instant.
“Lira, we have outgrown that. Do not make the mistake of thinking I am the sister you used to push around. I will push back and you won’t like it.”
Kedna was a little sad that Lira was still a bully. She left her sister to nurse the bruises to her ego and her shoulders and spoke to her mother, explaining where she was going to be when they wanted to come and see where she lived.
She walked to the open window, and with Lira watching her, she stepped off the edge and let the wind carry her over to her home.
 



Chapter Four
 
 
Her mother came up next to her during the tour. “So, Lira says you can fly now?”
Ked shook her head. “Of course not. I just heat the air under me and use a following wind to propel me. I travel on the wind. I don’t fly. I can’t get unlimited height.”
“That is impressive.”
“No, that is part of my talent.” She shrugged. It made her uncomfortable to discuss the one thing that had separated her from her family to begin with.
“Be proud of what you have achieved. You are going to be the youngest base manager in history.”
Ked nodded. “Have you agreed to the contract?”
“Yes. Your father and I will be delighted to move here to Iskan. I believe Lira will remain at Thoola until she has completed her training.”
Ked looked at her mother and was amused by how similar they looked. Her mother did not look old enough to have her eldest child thirty-five years old.
“When do you think you will make the move?”
Keeba Kencort grinned. “When will our facilities be ready?”
“The research domes are on their way. They should be ready in the next sixty days. We also have to lay in commuter vehicles and temporary housing near the research points.”
Her father, Weller, came in to the library. “Is this where you do your research?”
Kedna smiled at the familiar and worn features of the Master Healer that she had been lucky enough to be born to. “Homework. This is my library. Iskan is insistent that every moment of every day be spent doing something useful or informative. I have a number of degrees in everything from cooking to jump engine design.”
Weller frowned. “You didn’t mention that on your visits.”
She sighed. “I was still getting used to being around other people, even my family. Here I am with Halwis-Iskan and no one else.”
Keeba had a peculiar expression on her features. “I hear that you have been doing missions for the Citadel.”
Ked shook her head. “No, I have been doing them for the Sector Guard.”
Weller paled. “Isn’t that dangerous?”
She shrugged. “They send me out with a Minder for ballast while I am working. It used to be a Minder-Healer combo, but I gained control over my power-supply issues.”
Halwis came in, robes swinging. “Please pardon my intrusion but I need to speak with Kedna.”
Ked excused herself and followed Halwis out to the fountain square. “What is it?”
“There is a Sector Guard ship on its way here. They need your assistance sorting a planet with a chronic drought issue. I will entertain your family until you get back.”
Kedna wanted to say no, she wanted to flatly refuse, but this was the reason for her training and the pains Iskan had taken with her education.
“I know you wanted to spend this time with your family, but I promise you can have them back anytime you wish. They all have clearance. That said, I am hoping you are back quickly.”
Ked wasn’t optimistic. Changing weather patterns was difficult and time consuming. Her birthday was going to be spent with her mind in a foreign planet’s sky.
“I will go and tell them that I have to leave.” She sent her mind skyward and felt the ripple in the atmosphere. “And I will be quick.”
The ship would be down in minutes, so she had to get ready. She gave Halwis a quick hug and headed back to her quarters.
Lira was in her room, looking around. “Excuse me, Lira. You can rifle through my stuff when I am gone.”
“Gone? Where are you going?”
“I don’t know. A Guard ship is coming in to take me to my assignment.”
Lira cocked her head and then snorted. “Must be nice being chauffeured around.”
As she stuffed bodysuits and robes into her bag, she snorted. “Not hardly. I can fly myself but I am not allowed.”
“Why not?”
“Two reasons. The first is that I am too large an asset to risk me being captured or killed on assignment. The second is that since using my talent repetitively comes close to killing me, I can land but taking off is a little dodgy.”
Lira paused. “Kills you?”
“Sure. That is why Dad had to fit me with the bio-bracelet. Since I was the only one without mental shielding, you made me into a toy and kept using me to entertain you. Dad thought I was doing it out of my own will, so he came running when the alarm went off telling him that I was nearly dead.”
She closed her bag and went past her stunned sister. “You can resume pillaging.”
Her parents were understanding, as were Niiko and Keeza. Lira was quiet and in the background.
With everyone briefed, she stayed with them until the Guard shuttle landed beyond the city.
“See you later.” She waved farewell and walked to the low balcony, jumping into the air and using the wind to carry her to the landing site.
To her surprise, she recognized the Guardsman who came out to greet her.
Haedock’s shock was apparent in his expression as well. “Kedna?”
She nodded and stepped toward the ship. In reflex, he stepped back and let her pass. Out of habit, she stowed her bag and settled into the navigator seat, bringing up the mission specs and reading about what they needed her to do.
“You have changed, Kedna.”
She chuckled. “I grew up, Haedock, or is it Tend now?”
“Haedock is fine until we land. I have to say, I never imagined that you would look like this when you reached maturity.”
She looked down at herself and back up at him. “Why not? What is wrong?”
He settled in the pilot’s seat and fired up the engines. “Nothing is wrong but my means of expressing myself. You look lovely and it tongue-tied me.”
“Oh.” She focused on the diagrams of the planet and tried to come to grips with being thought pretty. Most of her other handlers were women so the compliments had never come up.
She felt the delicate feathering of his mind on her shields. “I have learned to defend my mind against intruders, Haedock.”
He lifted off and cleared his throat. “Apologies. I just wanted to know if I had offended you.”
“Not offended. I just don’t know what to do. You merely observed a physical change in my body, so I do not thank you, but I haven’t dealt with many men, so I am a little out of my depth here.”
“Understandable. Well, how about we begin again?”
She chuckled. “Fine. Hello, Haedock. Nice to see you again.”
“Hello, Kedna. Using your talent certainly seems to be agreeing with you.”
“It is. It is. Have you heard the news about Iskan?”
He blinked. “No, what is going on?
“Apparently, the last few years of work that Iskan has been doing has been leading up to him opening up that planet as a Guard and Citadel training centre.”
He looked at her in surprise. “Really?”
“Iskan is an ideal location. It is empty and the perfect situation for world-wreckers like myself. Halwis and I have divided the world into different training areas depending on the talent of the individual involved.”
“So, the plans are underway?”
She laughed. “They are. As Iskan said when I questioned him, His planet, his rules.”
Haedock inhaled and then exhaled sharply. “Well, that is certainly true.”
“He feels your people had enough time to work their way out from planetary dependence and you didn’t do it, so he forced your kind off.”
Haedock chuckled. “That is certainly blunt. I apologise for our first meeting. I was labouring under the opinions of my parents and hadn’t actually looked into the situation myself. I educated myself the moment we parted.”
“Understandable. I have done the same with the exodus of the Iskanoi.”
He nodded. “Iskan did what he could before he sent us off.”
“It has been three hundred years. Are your folk still obsessed with getting back on the surface?”
“Only a small faction, mostly descendants of Halwis. They consider Iskan family property.”
“I would like to hear them tell him that.” She chuckled. It was an interesting mental visual.
Their mission got off to a much better start than their first one and it continued that way until she brought up population records on Jul. “Oh, damn.”
They were in the galley on the long stretch between jump points and Ked was trying to remember if she had brought her full-cover robes.
“What is it?” He set her cup of tea in front of her.
“The city we are landing near is inhabited by Rexko. They don’t like my species very much. Our home worlds have been at war for hundreds of years.”
“That might be a problem.”
“I know. I am trying to remember if I brought my full-concealment robes, but I will have to check. I was distracted while packing.”
“Was Halwis-Iskan giving you a lecture?”
She laughed. “If that was the case, we would still be on Iskan. No, my family is visiting me and I had to go from hostess to work duty in a matter of minutes.”
“Sorry to have interrupted your visit. I am sure that they will still be there when we return.”
Ked shrugged and drank her tea. “I doubt it. This is not a short one. The altering of an existing pattern needs a lot more attention than simply starting something new. I will be there for a few days.”
“We will be there for a few days. Do you think that there will be an issue if they know what you are?”
“Any of the other cities and no, there wouldn’t be a problem. This city? If they can recognize me, they might think I am out to destroy them. They are a very paranoid people.”
She admired how he had changed the topic back to work, but her safety was his responsibility. He needed to know that her species was going to make her a target of hate if anyone discovered it.
Ked finished her tea and headed for the storage area. She grabbed her bag and returned to the tiny private quarters that were hers. With a cry of delight, she found the robes that she had been hoping for, and their internal nettings were intact.
She switched from her flaring everyday robe and slipped the concealing robe over her head. It concealed the species markings around her eyes and the deep purple lip colour that matched them.
Her black eyes were barely visible through the gauze and veils that lined the hood, and with her species obscured, she returned to the galley.
Haedock looked her over. “That will do the job.”
She laughed. “Just to make sure, announce me as Thunder Struck. My name would also be a giveaway.”
“Thunder Struck?”
“Ask your Great Gran. She laughed for weeks.” Kedna got another cup of tea before she settled down, prying the netting from her face carefully before taking a sip.
“Isn’t that going to be awkward?” He winced at her contortions.
“Oh, it is very awkward, but I just want to get in and out without too much trouble. If I have to drink through a straw and eat in the shadows, I will do it, and you will pretend it is normal.”
He nodded. “Yes, Thunder Struck.”
She wrinkled her nose at him but doubted he could see it. Six more hours until they touched down, so she needed to reacquaint herself with moving around in the heavy robes.
Sprinting through a storm in a tent required a very particular skill set and she was a little rusty.
 



Chapter Five
 
 
Jul was messed up. Most of Kedna’s assignments were due to the populations fiddling with their weather systems, but this one was a little different. The damage to the weather was due to their removal of essential gasses from their upper atmosphere. Ked had come up with a plan to reset the protective layer, but it was going to require preparation and accuracy.
The canisters were going to be propelled into the air, and from there, they would be set to explode at precise times. Ked was ready to move the air to catch not only the heat but also the gasses and smear them into an even covering over the world.
She had worked out the theory of this manoeuvre years ago but had never been called on for this particular adjustment.
Tend would fly her around the globe in a Sector Guard skimmer and she would do her work while standing in a frame designed to grip around her hips.
Tend spoke to the mayor of the Rexko city where they were beginning their path. Kedna kept her mouth closed and only answered to Thunder Struck.
Tend came to her and whispered, “Are you ready?”
Four days of planning had finally culminated in this moment. She bowed.
The mayor had been staring at her with curiosity, and he rushed up to her, reaching for her hand. “Thank you so much. You don’t know what this means to us.”
She kept her hands folded together in her sleeves and she bowed again. It was the safest means to communication.
The mayor looked disappointed but he gave her a beaming smile, his lime-green skin glowed in the interior lights. The sunlight outside now had enough energy to burn any of the inhabitants of Jul. The protective layer had been the only thing that made their world habitable.
Please remind him that the seasons might change, and global averages are a thing of the past. We can’t put it back to the way it was.
Tend nodded slightly. “Please remember that we cannot return the planet to the way it was. There will be changes of the global averages and the seasons may alter.”
The mayor nodded. “We will deal with all that; we just need to be able to go outside without our skin blistering.”
“As long as you understand. We are only here to restore the gas layer.”
“It is understood.” The mayor nodded eagerly.
It is time, Tend.
He nodded and told the mayor, “Make sure everything is ready. When we give the signal, we need everything to go smoothly. We need every canister to fire in order or this will not work.”
“All nations and city-states are ready. We wait for your word.”
Thunder Struck set herself in the skimmer and strapped the harness around her waist. Ready when you are, Tend.
He stepped behind the controls and lifted off, heading high up into the atmosphere.
Lower us by two hundred metres.
He didn’t argue. Their skimmer dropped and waited.
He picked up the com and announced, “Ready. Launch now.”
Thunder Struck began to pull the wind and remaining gasses together in a roiling wave. Keeping a bubble of breathable air around them, she waited.
The missile streaked up toward them, and at the point where they had originally been waiting, it blew.
Thunder Struck kept the roiling storm between them and the explosion and Tend took off. It was the first of a repeated pattern that would last twenty-nine hours.
She was shaking when the rounds of storming the sky were complete. She hung limp, the strap around her waist the only support.
Dazed, she remained in place while Tend unbuckled her and she fell into his arms the moment she was loose.
“Sorry.” She muttered it as he held her against his chest. “Did it work?”
“All signs are hopeful. Let’s get you tucked into bed and resting. You need healing.”
He was already healing her, she could feel his mind skating along hers and pricking her into awareness. She healed best when she was awake and that bit of information was in her file. He had obviously done some research.
The shuttle felt like home after so much time in the air. She tried not to be greedy, allowing him to heal her depleted energy completely. He had been flying just as long as she had been controlling the clouds. He had to be exhausted.
“Tend. Knock it off. I am not going to die if you take a nap yourself.”
He grunted. “I want to get us off Jul. You have done all you can, but I am sure they would want more. More might kill you.”
He settled her on the medical bunk and strapped her in before she heard the door seal. The ship rumbled underneath her and they were up and away in moments.
She faded in and out while he got them clear of Jul, but when he came to the medical bed and dropped next to her with his arms around her, she paid attention. For a minute, she fought to position herself against him without the netting getting in her way, but eventually fatigue won and she passed out.
 
There was no way she could fight her way out of the robes, but she managed confined swirls of air under her suit and against her skin. If someone could see her bodysuit, it would look like something was trying to get out, but since it was just her under the layers, she found the moving air refreshing.
Haedock had his arms around her and his mind was settled comfortably against her own.
If she couldn’t feel his exhaustion, it would have been romantic. She had taken all he had to offer and he was sleeping it off.
She gave a slight sigh. She could do nothing else. She needed to pee. With a bit of squirming, she got one arm free and patted his arm. “Haedock, wake up.”
He grunted and held her tighter.
She grinned under her gauze and spread two fingers apart, creating a crackle of lightning between them. She reached down and zapped his butt, causing him to jerk and roll away from her. Ked squirmed down and shucked out of the robes, leaving him wrapped in them.
“What the hell was that?” Haedock growled.
She held up two fingers and arced more energy between them. “Personal defense device. I will explain more if you are still awake when I get back.”
Wearing only her shining black suit, she headed to the lav and took a sonic shower, refreshed her suit and used all facilities available.
Clean, relaxed and energized, she made some tea while Haedock continued his restorative sleep. She took a snack and her tea to the cockpit and had a seat. The ship was on route and everything was going well.
She watched the stars run by and had to admit it was a lovely sight. She just preferred the constellations on Iskan. They were named after Iskan’s greatest heroes and heroines. Thousands of years of history could be traced from the observatory, but the lens of the telescope would probably need cleaning by now. It was done every six months and today was that day.
Ked sat up at the thought of time. It was her birthday! She grimaced. She hadn’t been away from home on her birthday before and it felt weird.
She checked the estimated time of arrival and she bit her lip. If they managed the full trip on time, she would have time to engage in a flight with Halwis-Iskan and drink wine under the full moons.
It was a ritual that had started when she was legal age and was able to propel herself upward without causing a storm. She looked forward to it every year.
They were approaching the jump point and she settled into the pilot’s seat. If he couldn’t trigger the jump, she would have to.
Having only engaged a jump engine twice in her life, she was a little nervous as she set the halo around her head. The ready flash blinked twice and she activated the jump.
Her mind and body were in two places at the same time for a moment and then they were cruising on to the next point.
Ked sighed and took the halo off with shaking hands. Four more hours until the final jump that would take them into Iskan’s system.
She got up and headed to the galley for a more substantial meal. She checked on Haedock quickly, and he was cuddled around her robes and a light wheeze was coming from his throat. She investigated and removed the mesh that was pressing against his mouth. She turned it and tucked it so that it was safe for him before she went to retrieve her meal.
Eating alone in silence was something she was used to. She would see Halwis a few times a week and rarely did the visits coincide with mealtimes.
She spent her time on her studies and practicing with the holographic generator. The only interruptions were the flights to strange worlds and untangling foreign skies.
Silence was her constant companion and she actually enjoyed it.
Haedock kept sleeping for two hours and then he was awake and moving around the shuttle with energy. He charged to the front of the ship and then came stomping back. “You jumped us?”
She looked up from her data pad and smiled. “Of course. It was time for a jump.”
He rubbed the back of his neck. “Your file says you can’t fly.”
“No, it says I shouldn’t fly after a workout. You healed me and I was well enough to process the jump without any trouble. We are on time for our next jump and we might even make it to Iskan on my birthday.”
He stood and it was obvious that he was struggling to wake up.
“Go and take a shower, Haedock. I will make you a few litres of tea. We jump in two hours. You can take that one.”
He nodded and stumbled off to the lav for a shower and whatever else he could think of.
She prepared tea and a meal then sat reading a monograph on the feasibility of weather patterns within space stations until he returned.
Haedock sat down and sighed. “Thank you.”
“You are welcome. You have made tea for me so it was only fair. I can prep some caf if you would like. You are still a little sleepy.”
“How do you know that?”
“I can feel it. Your mind is still leaning on mine.” She smiled.
He winced. “I am sorry. It felt comfortable when I got up.”
“I don’t have a problem with it, but as a Minder, you may be uncomfortable when you leave and I am still on Iskan.”
He nodded as he ate. “Right.”
She felt him pull back, and it was like having a warm blanket removed. Her mental shielding felt cool but not uncomfortable.
“Do you like living with my ancestor?” Haedock asked, and for once, there was no challenge in his tone.
“I do. Halwis is kind and has a wicked sense of humour. Iskan is fun as well, but he tends to remain on the sober side. They have guided my education and taken care of my training. If not for the empty expanse and the contained valleys, I would never have gained mastery of my talent.”
She started her favourite passive game, a storm in a teacup. “This was something that Iskan taught me. Fine control had to be learned before I could manage to keep it within the cup.”
“When I insulted you on our first meeting, your cup had a storm in it.”
“Right. I had learned the trick on the previous week. It was still fresh in my mind when I needed to blow off steam without hurting anyone in this confined space.”
He drank his tea and gave her a strange look. “Did I hear you say that today is your birthday?”
“It is. I normally have a nice celebration with my family via hologram and then Halwis-Iskan and I share a glass of wine and we go for a flight. It has become a ritual that I would miss.”
“Do you get gifts?” He was focusing closely on her.
“Sort of. I get useful things like new robes and assembly simulations for my holo-projector.”
“No jewelry?” He was fixated on it.
“No. I am too young by her standards, though that is set to change today.”
“Today is your twenty-third birthday?”
Ked was surprised by the weight he gave to the number. “It is.”
He exhaled slowly and inclined his head. “Happy birthday. In Iskanoi culture, you would be a woman now and expected to begin selection of a mate.”
She laughed. “I am not going to have time. I have to populate a Guard base out of the available drifters who slip between bases. For the Citadel, I have to collect the best instructors. I think I am going to be cross pollinating them a lot.”
“So. You have a plan.”
“I have the beginnings of one. I have to stick to what I know and follow direction from those who have previous experience. It will be fine.”
“You seem confident.”
“I have to be. Dealing with a planet who wants both organizations represented is the largest stress. I have to keep them close to be practical but far enough away that training and landing ships do not become an issue. We might need flight control and a small spaceport. It will go on the list.”
He grinned. “You have a list?”
“Why not? I am doing something that I have never seen anyone do before. I have tons of lists. If you hang around for an evening, I can show them to you.”
Haedock’s expression softened. “I would like that very much.”
 



Chapter Six
 
 
They made it down just in time for her twenty-third birthday. Surprisingly enough, her family was still there.
Halwis had pulled out several bottles of wine and they all toasted Ked before midnight. Lira raised her glass of juice with the rest of them.
Halwis let Iskan have the body for the moment. “Ready for your flight? The moon is rising.”
Kedna excused herself from her family and Haedock. With the wine buzzing in her veins, she propelled herself upward and Iskan was at her side.
Ked rode a column of air with her robes billowing to the gusts. The strange feeling of being moved by her own mind was a heady thing. She and Iskan moved in a slow ritual of twists and turns. Finally, she wobbled and looked around one last time as she shifted from dancing to gliding back to the ground.
Her family had shock on their faces, but Haedock had admiration. “That was lovely.”
She scrunched her shoulders in embarrassment. “Thank you. I am now officially an adult by Iskanoi standards, so as far as Halwis is concerned, her duty is done.”
“My ancestor has done a good job with your education.” Haedock took her by the arm and eased her into the gardens.
“She has. How were you educated?”
“There were colleges and the Sector Guard access to lectures and materials of interest.” He was walking slowly, his hand gentle on her arm.
“I see. It sounds interesting.”
“It should sound familiar. You have had access to the same materials.” He chuckled.
Silence fell between them and all around them. There were no bugs on Iskan, just grass and trees.
“Do you go on many missions?”
He slid his hand to the centre of her back. “I go on my fair share. It is a necessity to keep my standing as Guardsman, though Tend isn’t a very fearsome name.”
Ked laughed. “It suits your talent.”
“What about the name you mentioned? Thunder Struck?”
“Ah, when I was working on generating a contained storm, I roiled a thunder head into a column and lighting started to spark. It shot out and nailed me in the ass.”
He froze and a deep chuckle came out of him. “Really? You were shot in the ass by lightning?”
“Yes, but Halwis-Iskan says that Thunder Struck has a better ring to it.” Ked wrinkled her nose.
“It does. Zapped Ass has less of a formality to it.”
She chuckled. “Precisely.”
They kept going into the gardens, through the deep hedges and toward the maze. “Um, Haedock, where are you taking me?”
“How much did Halwis teach you about Iskanoi courtship?”
“It never came up.”
“I would like to gain your permission to court you.”
She stopped on the path that she had laid with Halwis. “I beg your pardon?”
He turned and gave her a quiet smile. “I would like your permission to court you. Iskanoi women of Halwis’s generation carried venom. Asking permission is important if you value your life. We have continued the tradition.”
“If I say no?”
“I have to wait a lunar cycle and I can ask again.” He touched her cheek.
“I am going to say no for now. I have to get the Iskan Citadel and the Sector Guard base set up. That will take up most of my focus; I don’t want romance lost in construction.”
Haedock smiled and stroked her skin again. “I will speak with you in thirty-one days then.”
“No hard feelings?”
He laughed. “No, I can’t say that. But I do not take offense.”
She cocked her head and then closed her eyes in embarrassment. “Ah, that. Apologies if I engendered any reaction.”
“Don’t apologise. It is as strange to me as it must seem to you. I am not even sure that we are a compatible species, which is why I asked for a courtship instead of your hand.”
She giggled. “That is very sensible. Shall we return to my family?”
“Are you sure they are all related to you? Your younger sister’s power signature is as wild as yours is but the others are all within the normal ranges.”
“We are the freaks in the family. Lira is the only pusher, the rest are Healers and Minders with a touch of horticultural talent thrown in.”
“They are all very strong, but you and your sister have the ability to grow in strength until you are unstoppable.”
She snorted indelicately. “I am already unstoppable. The only thing that holds me back is my conscience. I could pull energy from populations and use it to move the winds. I don’t, but I could destroy a species to keep a world stable.”
She saw his head turn toward her in surprise.
“Why are you mentioning that?”
“I want you to know what you are going to be courting if the timing is ever right.”
He put his arm around her back again, his palm warm through the fabric covering her. “I stand warned.”
He held her close and they returned to the gathering. Her family was waiting.
 
One month later, she was back to her normal schedule, Haedock was gone, as was her family. She was in daily communication with the supply department of the Sector Guard and the basic structures were designed and ready for delivery. 
The Citadel was sending a completed base tower to start their construction, and it was due any day now. It was all starting to happen.
Iskan was drawing up a list of animals and insects to reintroduce to the planet. Barriers had already been put up to stop migration into testing areas. Everything was being allocated based on requirement and location. Iskan had divided up the continents for this specific purpose before Kedna’s great grandmother had even been born.
Iskan was a planet with a plan and it had waited until the political climate was right to enact them. Kedna was content with her position in the plan. It had kept her busy and given her an income after all.
Kedna heard the com chime and she flicked the screen on.
Haedock was smiling at her. “Hello, Thunder Struck.”
His use of her pseudonym keyed her in to his being on duty. She nodded. “Tend, how are you doing?”
“Good. I am once again extending my offer of courtship.” He winked.
“I am once again declining but everything is going along very well.” She grinned.
“Have I told you how lovely your eyes are? The markings on your face make them glow like dark, mysterious pools.”
She laughed. “That counts as courtship. There has to be some kind of penalty for it.”
“I will think of something suitable to chastise myself.”
“I will think something up on my end as well.”
He sighed. “I have to attend to my assignment, but we will talk again soon.”
Ked gave him a small wave. “Have fun.”
The com went dark. She sighed and turned away from it, going back to the virtual maps and placement of structures on the southwest continent.
The little messages from him brightened her day, but she had a job to do. She went to work with a smile as she absorbed the fact that he was interested in pursuing her. One month to the day and he had tried again. She wondered how long it would take to get things going because she was really interested in seeing what an actual courtship would be like.
 
The Citadel was up, the exterior buildings were coming along and a list of candidates was on her desk. Citadel Iskan was going to be different. There would be a Master Healer on hand and an administrator to keep supplies coming in and the students would use the environment to teach themselves and each other.
Once they had mastered their skills, they would graduate to the Sector Guard Iskan, and from there, they would be dispatched all across Alliance space.
It was a good plan, now it was time to select the rogue talents and funnel them through the system. With luck, they would have their first graduate in one year.
Kedna checked her chrono and got into her flitter. The crew working on the Citadel had their domed quarters for the night. She had a date with rejection and she would hate to miss it.
Flying under mechanical power felt like cheating, but it did save on the summer storms. She swooped from side to side, finally skidding to a halt on the parking pad that she had installed with her own hands. Humming happily, she scampered up the steps and perused the candidate list.
Another storm talent was a yes. That was a skill she could deal with. A Healer who could save injuries for future use was a yes.
The Healers who had applied were definitely an odd lot. There was an application she was waiting for and it hadn’t come through.
When the com chimed and she answered it, she scowled. “Why haven’t you applied to be the healer at Citadel Iskan?”
He blinked. “Good evening to you as well, Kedna.”
She crossed her arms. “Fine. If you want to stand on ceremony, good evening, Haedock.”
“Better. Now, what are you chastising me for?”
“There is a position open as Master Healer at Citadel Iskan.”
“I am not a member of the Citadel. I have applied to work with the Sector Guard posting there but not the Citadel.”
She scowled, and on the nearby terminal, she brought up the Sector Guard roster. “Fine. Your name is in. If you want the posting here in six months, you can have it.”
“Will it take that long?” He raised his eyebrows.
She nodded. “There is no sense in having the Guard base running if there are no talents to dispatch out of it.”
“Well, Guardsmen do operate in mated pairs in an ideal situation. Are you willing to come with me?”
“I will have to check and see if Halwis-Iskan is willing to take over while I am off on assignment. It shouldn’t be a problem, but since I am in charge, I can’t just take off.”
He nodded. “Please give it some thought. Now, may I begin courtship?”
She smiled. “I must decline. I am still being pulled in all directions.”
“I understand. I will ask you again in a month. Now, how are things going?”
Ked cheerfully told him about her day and how the Citadel was coming. She liked these moments when he was at a secure facility and their coms were being routed through relays. It was freeing to be able to babble on about the building, the new species that she was meeting, how Halwis-Iskan didn’t actually like fish and couldn’t pick the proper species, so they needed Ked’s older brother and sister to pick the proper animals to stock the ponds and the bugs to act as feed without swarming the nearby area.
Haedock grinned. “Have you contacted the Iskanoi colony on Reklad?”
“You mean your home town? Yes. They are not helpful. They are still adjusting to the realization that they have been kicked off Iskan and cannot return en masse.”
“They are still clumping into a colony. That is the problem, isn’t it? They were fanatic about maintaining purity and that is not what Iskan wants, is it? Iskan wants variety and life, not a slowly dwindling population.”
She gave him a thumbs-up in confirmation. “I have tried to explain it to the council members at the colony, but they won’t listen. Halwis-Iskan has told them. They still don’t care. They will die pure.”
Ked had a sudden realization. “I am not going to meet your family, am I?”
He closed his eyes slowly and then opened them with a grim expression. “I have told my parents about you, and they are getting used to the idea. Our species are compatible, by the way. I will change to match you. It comes from the days when we looked like Halwis. We shifted to match our mate.”
“Yes, she mentioned something about that. It let two people from across Iskan feel common ties. Their children were a blend of the two. It was a nice idea. I have seen images.”
They chatted about the evolution of his species and hers. It took them into the night until she had to call a halt to the conversation. “Good night, Haedock. Be well.”
“Good night, Kedna. Stay strong.”
She smiled softly and closed the link. Ked got to her feet and walked into her bedroom, enjoying the open space and the line of sight to the Citadel far off in the distance. It was a small spire jutting two hundred feet in the air, but it made for a lovely silhouette against the full moon.
It was a nice visual to go to sleep by, so she settled in her open canopy bed under a sheet and looked toward the Citadel as she nodded off. A call from Haedock worked better than a full body massage by a thunderstorm. Just the thing to help her into sleep.
 



Chapter Seven
 
 
It was time for the weekly meeting with Halwis-Iskan, and Kedna prepared tea and an array of sandwiches from the new meal-prep machine that she was taking through its paces.
Halwis-Iskan was looking relaxed and happy these days. “Good afternoon, Kedna. Things are going well.”
Ked poured some tea and sat down. “They are, indeed, going well. I am looking into the first candidates and am waiting for your input on the flavour of the sandwiches. The machine uses a bio-scanner and comes up with something edible.”
Ked had a swatch of Halwis’s last moult, so she used that under the scan. It meant that she knew which sandwiches were edible for her and which would appeal to her favourite large lizard.
As Halwis took a few sandwiches off the top, Ked scooted three from the bottom layer and onto her plate.
Hoping that she had remembered correctly, Ked bit into the first sandwich and she sighed at how nice the flavour was.
“Good on my side, Avatar. How is yours?”
Halwis smiled. “Excellent. The machine is good. Do you have enough component cartridges?”
“I have laid in enough for nine people for one year. If I need to order more, I will.”
Halwis continued to snack, and they got into the nuts and bolts of bringing the Citadel online.
Iskan asked, “How is the link to the relay coming?”
“The station is coming on line in three weeks. We will be able to have secure, direct routing for our communications within the month.” She grinned.
“Very nice. It hasn’t been too difficult using the near relay, but this should speed up communications significantly. Excellent.”
Ked laughed. Iskan had the ability to speak directly to any world with a conscious mind. He could pass along messages via the Avatar if there was one available. Communication was not a problem if you were the mind of a planet as long as you could find someone to listen. For planets without Avatars, things got a little frustrating.
Life was spreading rapidly through the explored systems, and the network being formed by the Sector Guard and Citadel was second to none. The Citadel even extended its instruction to certain areas of the Nyal Imperium. It was an amazing time to be in the middle of everything.
Ked brought out her selection list and explained her reasoning for all the candidates she had chosen. A supply of neutral suits was coming in, as well as the nulling under-harness that would allow the candidates to sleep without worrying about their power running amok.
“That is well thought out. What is the dampening source?”
“It uses biometric emissions. Their own heartbeat drives the nulling. If there is any arrest, the power comes back on line for stabilisation.”
“Does it work?”
Ked opened her bodysuit and showed the strap of the harness on her shoulder. “It does. I have been wearing it during off time for a few weeks. They work very well to control my casual and nighttime output. No storms over the city this week.” She grinned.
With the ease of practice, she sealed the suit.
“How well does it cope with surprises?” Halwis was curious.
“Well, I have jumped off the roof of the watchtower and my talent surged through the harness to elevate me at the last minute. I got a nosebleed from the air pressure and I killed the harness, but it worked.”
“Why didn’t you tell me so I could be at your side?” Halwis-Iskan frowned at her.
“Because if you were there, I wouldn’t have panicked and it was the panic that broke the harness.” She smirked. “I am a trained talent. My body knew how to push through the restriction. A novice will not know it, plus, there is a manual release that you can get to through a suit.”
“Very well thought out.”
“I thought so. Citadel Morganti and Fixer worked it out, but I was the first catastrophic-style test. Fixer is delighted with the performance and it is being considered as standard equipment for the Sector Guard ships. Restraining the new talents for the flight is probably a good idea.”
Halwis-Iskan looked at her through the blended colour of their eyes. “I am very proud of what you have accomplished.”
“I am very happy to have earned that pride.” Kedna raised her cup of tea in salute. “Now, how many times do you think I can say no to Haedock before he takes it personally?”
Halwis narrowed her eyes. “How many times has he asked?”
“Seven times. He has already checked into biological compatibility and that seems to work out.” She was a little embarrassed but stayed honest.
“Matchmaking was never my intent. He was simply a good healer for you.”
Ked reached over and patted Halwis’s hand. “He and I found our own way on our last meeting. The attraction is mutual and his touch on my mind is comforting. It feels completely right, if that makes sense.”
Halwis smiled a slow and wistful smile. “It makes sense. That is what I felt when I met Daenyk. I knew from the moment my mind met his that it was right. When we had had our sixth child, I was sure of it.”
Six children was a record for Iskanoi. Normally, two children or less would make the family whole. It wasn’t that the Iskanoi didn’t try, they just didn’t have more children.
“You must be the ancestor of most of the surviving members of the species.”
Halwis nodded. “It is why Iskan and I hoped that launching them amongst other species would cause them to blend, but they have dwindled instead.”
“Yes, Haedock told me that they are very species proud.”
“And they will be erased from the universe in three generations, possibly five. One child per family is not enough. You have already seen the change in the physiology caused by their inward collapse.”
She could see how much the decline of her species hurt Halwis. There was nothing else to be said.
Ked left the silence for a few minutes before she asked, “Do you really think we should go on with the research corps?
“I think it is a sound idea. Your family isn’t designed for battle or for instruction; they are researchers through and through. My plan is to throw as many high-profile setups on the surface and see which ones thrive. Your mother has already mentioned that they will take care to keep clear of the test zones. All research areas will be flagged and set with beacons.”
Ked sighed. “There are still going to be issues.”
“Everyone coming down knows the situation. The Iskan project is going to be an exercise in tolerance if nothing else.”
She went out on a limb. “I hope so. I eventually would like to invite the Iskanoi back, but only those who are single and willing to have a mate of another species.”
Halwis paused. “You would want them here?”
“This place is their root. It was where they evolved and where they changed. That is important. I don’t want them to lose it.”
Halwis got up from the table, came around and hauled Kedna into her arms. “Thank you. Iskan chose me as Avatar, but he did not choose my people to remain here. He protected me long after my husband faded into dust beneath our feet and his surface changed shape. I miss them. Even changed by time as they are. I miss them.”
“Then, as soon as the Citadel and Sector Guard bases are up and running, I shall invite them here to work with the researchers.” She beamed up at her mentor and grunted as the hug got tighter.
“You can reject Haedock ten more times, but after that, he might think twice.”
The return to the original subject made her giggle and she released herself to resume her snack. She spit out one of the sandwiches. “Oh gods. I got one of yours.”
Halwis cackled and hissed in amusement. They both knew that she was eating beetle paste and the bitter, acidic tang was more than Kedna was prepared for.
She washed her mouth out with tea and shuddered while the Avatar of Iskan laughed her ass off. It was a good moment and a stress-free point in a very busy year.
 
The novices were arriving and Kedna was nervous. Halwis-Iskan and Kedna had agreed that they would create a Hospitality Master position to intercede with Kedna and the novices. They would call her if anything went peculiar.
Ked watched the shuttle land, and she stepped forward when the hatch opened. When the three novices came out, she folded her hands in front of her until they were only a few feet away. “Welcome to Iskan, I am Kedna—or Thunder Struck if you prefer—and I will be introducing you to your new home.”
She gestured to the huge and nearly empty structure behind her. “If you would come with me, we can get you settled and give you a tour.”
The smallest of the three, a young woman, stepped forward. “Excuse me, miss. Are you the Avatar?”
“No. You will meet the Avatar in good time, Leyan Arfur.”
“You know who I am?” she went from hot pink to deep purple in an instant.
“Each of you was chosen because of the intense nature of your talents. Here on Iskan, you can use them freely and without danger of injury to those around you. Frankly, there is no one around you to be hurt by your efforts to get a grip. Sohosh, Recadd and you are free to move as many rocks as you can and pull the heavens down if you wish. I am a weather talent as well, so I can undo anything that goes awry.”
She turned and her robes fluttered around her. It was fairly impressive and had gone well. Ked hoped that the rest of the day went as well.
 
By the time they had completed the tour and they were in the care of Master Healer Yini and Hospitality Master Quen, Ked was exhausted. Leyan’s rioting telekinesis had caused objects to jump every time they stopped. Sohosh had worked at trying to catch the objects, but his gross telekinesis had caused widespread disaster as it shoved at tables and walls. Recadd had stayed back while the two other talents ran amok.
Ked couldn’t introduce them to the harnesses soon enough.
There would be more novices arriving in the morning and she was going to need her sleep.
Halwis-Iskan was waiting when she returned home. “Well, how did it go?”
“Telekinetics may have been an error in judgement.”
“I am sure that it will be fine. I made you some hot cider. Go on up.” Halwis was smiling secretively.
Haedock was sitting in her living room with two cups of cider. “You look like you have had a hard day.”
She sighed and sat next to him on the couch. “I have. First day of the Citadel. It was not smooth, but I think it was all right.”
“Good. Will you allow me to court you?”
She sighed and put her head on his shoulder. “Yes. I don’t see my life getting any less wild, so if you are willing to step into it, I am willing to let you.”
He put his arm around her shoulders. “I had better get started then.”
 



Chapter Eight
 
 
Haedock stayed in her spare room for the night. He came with her in the morning to meet the new arrivals.
The three from the previous day were still in the facility. Haedock assured her that they were having breakfast with Quen. He could feel nothing but peace and relief from the Citadel.
“Are you sure?”
“I am sure. They seem a little dull for talents, though.”
Kedna laughed. “They are wearing the null harnesses. This is the first power-free day or night that they have had since their talent emerged.”
“Do they hurt?” He seemed concerned.
“No. They are easy to wear under a bodysuit. Simple and comfortable, they adapt to any body shape, even someone without arms or legs. The bands simply wrap around whatever is there and stifle the reaction of the part of the brain that activates talent.”
“Can you break through it?”
She grinned. “Oh, sure. You just need sufficient motivation.”
The shuttle was landing and she was chuckling at the memory. She felt his touch on her thoughts and felt his shock.
“You jumped off the roof?”
“The watchtower. Yes. I would have jumped off the Citadel but I didn’t want to freak out the workers.”
She could feel him vibrating with tension beside her. He really wanted to yell at her but the door was opening. Kedna inwardly smirked. She wondered how many times she could goad him to the shouting threshold and then make him hold it.
The storage healer came out of the ship with her hands hidden together in her wide sleeves. Pahla had huge, dark eyes that had seen much and felt every moment of her active talent.
“Welcome to Iskan, Pahla. I am Kedna, this is Tend. Consider this your home for as long as you wish.”
Pahla bowed and her pale grey face was nervous. “Are you from Lekinor?”
“Yes, Pahla of Jul. I am. I have been to your world, is the weather better?” As she spoke, she pulled storm clouds around her. “The last time I was there, the sky burned. I didn’t stick around to see how it turned out, but I have heard things are fine.”
Tend sighed. “What she is saying is that your people know her as Thunder Struck. She is no danger to you or any of your kind.”
Pahla’s tension faded. She bowed again. “If any of my people knew your identity, they would have aimed the canisters at you.”
Kedna grinned. “I know. Now, come inside. The other novices arrived yesterday. More will be coming in a week. There will be twenty of you by the end of the month.”
Pahla blinked. “Only twenty?”
Kedna laughed and placed her hand on Pahla’s shoulder. “With the power we are packing in here, we don’t want to overload anyone. As you master your talent, you can choose to move to the city or join the Sector Guard. It is a unique opportunity to help others. This is the first step in a greater direction if you want to walk that path, but you will be able to learn in safety and security. We know what you are and what you can do. No surprises, no fear.”
Tears began in Pahla’s eyes. She wiped them away with her sleeve, never exposing her hands. “Thank you.”
The other three greeted Pahla happily. Each introduced themselves and explained how they had come to be on the Citadel roster, waiting for one to have the specialization needed to handle their particular talent.
Kedna and Haedock sat and socialized with them; Ked explained the use of the null harness.
Pahla asked, “Why can’t we just wear them all the time and go home?”
The others murmured agreement.
Kedna got to her feet and addressed them. “If you have a wild animal around you, do you cage it? No. It will claw at its cage and try to get out. The null harnesses are so you can get a good night’s sleep and feel normal occasionally. You can and will tear through its protection if your body has time to get used to it.”
They looked like they doubted her. “Pahla, did I summon weather outside?”
She frowned and nodded.
With complete calm, Kedna opened her suit and released the harness, pulling it out from under the fabric. “I was able to use my talent around the null harness without any problem because my body has solved it. It keeps the mood surges down, but I can consciously get past the mechanism now without any problem.”
Her novices looked at her with wide eyes.
Recadd asked, “What use are they then?”
Kedna sat down at the table again. “When I was little, my sister was a pusher. I don’t mean she knocked me over, I mean she goaded me into using my talent over and over for her entertainment. Her mind pushed at mine and my mind had no natural defenses. I had to be fitted with a bio-monitor because using my talent nearly killed me. My father is a healer, and time and again, he brought me back from the edge of death. If I had had this harness, or my sister would have had one, I might have been able to live my life with my family instead of going into fostering.”
The rest of them looked at each other, no doubt remembering similar incidences.
“I am not saying that the null harness would have ended my problems, but it might have bought me more time with my loved ones and some nights after I was separated from them, that was all I wanted.”
“What happened to your sister?” Pahla asked her.
“You picked up on that, did you? She was sent to Thoola Education Centre for girls. It is a Citadel outpost. I spent the first four years on Iskan learning how to sort my talent out, and then one day, I was on a Sector Guard mission with a jackass and putting my energy into a strange sky, restarting a weather system.”
Haedock laughed into his hand. “The jackass would be me.”
The table at large laughed but Sohosh was disapproving. “You have been with him since you were a child?”
Kedna shook her head. “No. The courtship has only begun. Last night in fact. We have never been in any illicit relationship. His ancestor would have killed him if he had tried anything untoward.”
Haedock muttered, “That is the truth.”
The novices were staring at him and Leyan asked, “Ancestor?”
Ked looked at Haedock, “Do you want to tell them?”
“You do it. You know her better.”
Kedna smiled, “Iskan is a sentient world. Inside it lurks a consciousness that controls its fabric and elements. It has probably had hundreds of Avatars in its time, but I am familiar with the most recent incarnation. Halwis is a lovely woman of the Iskanoi who became the Avatar after her husband died and all her children were grown. She is the living voice of the world beneath your feet, and she and Iskan have agreed to all the changes that are currently underway.”
Leyan leaned forward. “What is she like? The planet I mean.”
“Iskan is a male mind. He and Halwis have a relationship like a well-worn marriage. They speak for each other and switch conversations within one sentence. When her eyes are golden, she is Halwis. When the darkness swirls inside, you address her as Halwis-Iskan. When the eyes are dark, you are speaking with Iskan. The planets address each other before the Avatar, which I believe is just rude but that is my opinion.”
The group laughed. She rose to her feet. “Racadd, pull off that harness and let’s head outside. It is time to see what you can do. Leyan and Sohosh can practice in the fun room.”
Leyan was blinking. “You weren’t kidding?”
“No. Those foam blocks are really for you to play with. Go and pelt each other without your harnesses.”
Quen nodded and inclined his head. He beckoned to them and they followed him.
“Pahla, this is Master Healer Yini. She will help you to analyze your own talent, and if Sohosh throws the foam blocks like a girl, I am sure that one of them will have a minor injury that needs tending to. Tend, you are with the pretty ladies, I am heading out with Racadd so I want you all indoors.”
Racadd laughed. “It sounds like you don’t have faith in my abilities.”
“I don’t know what they are, so let’s give you a shakedown and find out what you can do.”
She headed outside with him trailing behind her.
He sighed. “I know that weather is destructive, but is there anything interesting that I can do with it?”
Ked laughed as they stepped outside and away from the building. “I think I can show some interesting applications.”
They kept walking until they were five hundred metres from the Citadel, and she turned to face him. While he watched, she called the wind and urged it to lift her up and away.
She flew up a few hundred feet and then slowly lowered herself to the ground. “Is that interesting enough for you?”
He whistled and applauded wildly. With a grin, he opened his novice suit and removed his null harness. He carefully placed it on the ground and stepped toward her. “Teach me.”
She picked up the harness and tucked it on her belt under the robes. “Show me what you can do.”
Racadd shoved his fist to the sky and a bolt of lightning streaked out of the cloud to strike the ground just ahead of them.
Ked snorted. “Men. What else? A member of the Sector Guard can’t just be used in battle situations; they must be able to be useful to planets in need.”
Racadd called down a gentle rain, but his face showed that it was a tremendous effort. He swayed.
She laughed and watched until he couldn’t hold himself upright. “Right. Okay, you have a lot of potential, but your actions would have doomed the northern continent to a drought.”
He was sitting on the damp earth. “Would have?”
“You are here with me, so I shielded this area from outside influence. As we speak, I am pulling water out of a nearby lake to make up for the lost moisture you just squeezed out. You have to work with your environment. You, my friend, need to study meteorology.”
She reached out and hauled him to his feet. “I can show you some methods to work on minute control. You have the gross control down, but you need to work smaller. I believe you would do well to practice indoors or in the weather dome.”
“Weather dome?”
Kedna walked back toward the Citadel. She pointed to the far right. “There. It is attached to the Citadel by a tunnel so you can get there without facing the natural weather.”
“Isn’t that the point?”
“Not really. You need to learn from natural weather, not be drenched in it. I have a series of educational vids for you to study to get you started. When you deal with weather, each move, no matter how small, has a global effect. The lightning you forced could have dissipated the power of the cloud formation and stopped the rain from falling on the other side of a mountain range.”
He frowned and looked worried.
She laughed, “It is a tremendous burden to bear, but it is also very cool. Let me show you the tempest in a teacup. It is one of the stress tools that I was taught, and it never fails to calm me down. It is also a lovely party trick.”
Inside, she sat him down in the empty commissary, and she held out her teacup, pulling the steam into a cloud and getting the cloud swirling with lightning sparking.
He blinked and grinned. His grin showed how young he truly was. His body was a man’s, but he hadn’t grown into it.
“How do you do that?”
She talked him through putting a pressure system on top of the tea and using the heat to generate everything that came afterward. It took him nine cups of tea, but he eventually got a dense fog with dripping rain going.
She applauded and he grinned. She felt like cheering. He didn’t have as much raw power as she did, but properly trained, he would be formidable in a very short period of time.
When the others slowly drifted in for mealtime, Kedna had to stifle a laugh. The two telekinetics had their hair standing out at odd angles and were carrying dozens of bruises. Both were grinning wide.
Haedock came to Kedna’s side and pressed a kiss to the top of her head. Congratulations. You did what you set out to do.
What was that?
In the absence of fear, greatness can flourish. They are beginning to flourish.
She smiled and got to her feet. “Enjoy the rest of your day. Do what you like and don’t over tire yourselves. You have plenty of time to get control. Today was just about seeing what you were comfortable with.”
Racadd smiled. “Thank you.”
The others murmured thanks, but they were all clearly exhausted. Ked knew that look. They were going to pass out the moment they lay flat.
 



Epilogue
 
 
Three months later, Kedna’s family arrived. They were just in time for the wedding.
Leyan and Sohosh were so fond of pelting each other with foam that they decided to form a partnership.
Racadd stood up for Sohosh and Pahla held the bouquet of flowers grown in the green dome by the new horticultural talent.
All twenty of her Citadel novices were there, her family was there and Haedock was standing next to her as Halwis-Iskan formalized the union and recorded it for all archives.
Dancing to the music of the Phantom Band as played by the bride and groom, Kedna heard, “Will you marry me?”
She nearly wilted against him. “Yes. It is about freaking time.”
He laughed and spun her around.
Halwis looked at them and the ground shivered under them. “Finally!” She took off skyward and a shimmering wave of light emanated from her. When she landed, there was a delighted grin on her face. “Sorry, I couldn’t contain myself.”
Several folk had not seen the Avatar in full force, so the flight took them aback.
The invisible band played on.
 
Back at her home, she smiled at Halwis-Iskan and stood next to Haedock with her family standing behind her.
Haedock held her hand and she squeezed his just as tightly.
Halwis-Iskan smiled at her. “Kedna, you arrived on our world as a frightened child with tremendous power. You were determined not to hurt anyone but rather to get control of your talent and protect yourself against interlopers. You turned into a confident woman who has earned the respect of anyone who has met you. Your transformation has been glorious and your career is only beginning.”
Halwis-Iskan wiped a tear off her cheek. “Now, that said, you are marrying the descendant of not only myself, by my daughter, Kiada. Haedock is descended from the kindest, strongest and most open minded of my children. Kiada had all the empathy that her father could give her, and she made it her own. I hope that Haedock will embrace that part of himself in dealing with the demands that the worlds will put on Kedna. He will need it.”
The Avatar sucked in a deep breath. “Well, now that the day has changed, we are free to join you two in marriage. Do you, Kedna Kencort, take Haedock of the Iskanoi as your husband?”
Kedna looked at him. “I will.”
“Good. All settled then. Everyone clear out. This couple needs their privacy.”
Her family hugged her amidst the laughter and greeted Haedock warmly. When they were alone, she looked at him. “Didn’t you have to agree to take me as your wife?”
He wrapped his arms around her and smiled. “I did. I agreed every time I asked you to begin courtship. My agreement is on the record.”
She was going to ask him to clarify where this record actually was, but he kissed her and so began her honeymoon.
 
* * * *
 
Halwis stood next to Racadd on the tower of the Citadel. “It will be a long night.”
He nodded. “I know. I will contain this just as she taught me to.”
She smiled.
He was determined not to let Kedna know if her wedding night caused a weather fluctuation. It was good practice for him and made him feel useful. It also showed him that Kedna could keep control under any circumstances, and that there was nothing wrong with losing control once in a blue moon if life warranted it.
“Good lad. Call out if you need me. I will be nearby.” Halwis-Iskan stepped out of the window and let the currents of energy surrounding Iskan sweep her to her mountain where she could watch over all the newcomers to her home.
Her heart wept when she thought of those she had lost to time, but it soared when she imagined what was yet to come. Iskan would be great once again.
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