
        
            
                
            
        

    Wim can bend others into tools for her purposes and only an Avatar and a Yaluthu can bring her back into a semblance of sanity.
 
 
Wimsah was in a coma before the rising of Resicor, and her mind was wide open when the planet’s consciousness burst out. Her already wild talent grew to absurd proportions and a coma was the only safe place for her.
Benliar, Avatar of Roden, was asked if he would take on responsibility for Wimsah and her open mind. With her power, only the mind of a world could contain it, and he volunteered.
Spot has known that Wimsah needed him since she first landed on his world. He has watched her mental landscape, and she is in definite need of fuzz therapy. He is just the fuzz to oblige.
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Chapter One
 
 
Trala looked down at the woman under heavy sedation. “Are you sure we can’t wake her?”
Veera shook her head. “Not if her records are accurate. We need a special talent to act as companion and interface. That will take some research. This isn’t something we can rush. You know what she could do if she was left open.”
Trala stroked the silvery hair. “She was a good friend when we were young. She knew all along and didn’t tell a soul.”
“Wimsah Cavinagh is in good hands. We will keep her body strong until we can find a match for her mind, Trala.”
“She was doing fine before.” Trala whispered it and stroked her friend’s hair again, feeling the vast openness of her mind.
“And then Resicor rose, and she was lying here with her mind wide open. When Resicor entered you, you were prepared for it and the planet took care. She is unlimited power and she is wide open. If we try to stem that with someone who can’t take the load, she will blow them to hell and back.”
“Is she like you were?”
“No. I am just a telepath. She puts power into folks and shapes it. That is why it is urgent we find a partner for her. She needs a cork or a funnel who can channel what she puts out.”
“So, she is the light and her partner will be the focus.”
Veera brightened, “Exactly. We just have to contact all the Citadel outposts and the Imperium. We will look for the best possible match and hopefully wake her as soon as we are able.”
Trala swallowed and she felt Resicor quiet behind her eyes. “Will you call me when she wakes up?”
“She will contact you the moment she stabilizes.”
“I want to keep her here.”
“That is not wise. The population here is well within her scope. She would reach for them on instinct and pour power into them. The results are not predictable and would probably not be pleasant. For their protection and yours, we will take her to Balen and put her in a safe environment, waking her in a controlled manner with messages from you to keep her calm while she wakes.”
Trala pulled her hand away from Wimsah’s head. “You will be careful with her?”
“And with all of your people that have been judged to be suitable for Balen. We will keep you apprised of how they are all doing.” Veera smiled and inclined her head. “Trala-Resicor, they will be safe with us.”
Trala pulled out a necklace and she fastened it around Wim’s neck. The tiny glowing stone was bright against her dull skin.
“Goodbye, cuz. You are in good hands.”
Trala watched them stow the capsule that contained her and Noma’s childhood friend. She was on her own now. Her last great friend from the past was being taken off world. Wim needed help that Trala couldn’t offer. Even the power of the planet couldn’t undo what had been done.
Too much energy had run through Wim’s mind in her position as a Holder of Resicor, and it had locked her talent in the open position while revving it to full power. If she woke and lashed out in any way, she would overpower any living mind around her while temporarily gifting them with whatever psychic power she chose. If she was waking from a month-long coma, she would be disoriented and that made her very dangerous.
Trala returned to where Envix was leading a planning session. He had been involved with the first Citadel, and he knew how to get things working. They would be up and running with their own facility in no time, but Balen could offer Wim a chance that Trala could not. Balen was still relatively unpopulated, which meant that she would not have to bear her guilt over hurting someone when she woke. There would simply be no one to hurt.
As the ship lifted off, Trala choked back a tear. There had been enough tears shed on Resicor. It was time to plan a new future.
 
* * * *
 
Two months later, Veera sat up and pointed excitedly at her screen. She stared at Fixit. “Do you see this?”
A laugh from the outer room preceded Stanik by a moment. “Did he answer?”
“No. He is focused on his grandchildren. He is delighted to be asked to babysit, but he will be happy when Krix returns.” She smiled at the box on the table in her sitting area. The little fluff balls were hopping around gleefully and they kept leaping out of the box, which meant that Fixit had to put them back. He was a very busy critter.
“What did you see?”
Her mate leaned over her shoulder, stroking a hand down her spine.
“We have a response to our query. We have a match for Wimsah. It is a long-distance thing, but it should be fine. He has agreed to come here and attempt to act as Wimsah’s companion. He only has a few days available, so he will be taking Wimsah with him when he leaves.”
Stanik blinked. “What do you mean, take her with him?”
Veera tented her fingers. “He will return to duty, and she will have an entire world to protect. She is being partnered with the first and only Nyal Guardian of Roden. Benliar ki’Huntrag has the ability to be as open minded as Wimsah is, and he will match her. Like two cones connecting with one line of power between them.”
“You are sure that he will work?”
Veera moved her fingers over her screen and brought up Wimsah’s mental output. “This is her.”
She opened the file that she had been sent weeks ago when he was still considering. “This is him.”
The two broadcasts were equal and opposite. They would literally cancel each other out and that was what Wimsah needed. Control would come later, but for now, she needed calm. She needed to become nothing in order to work her way back to power, and from there, she would become extraordinary in many more ways than Veera could imagine. If there was one thing she could identify, it was a woman with potential to shape a world or to protect it. The sleeping mind of Wimsah was definitely the mind of a woman who put the health and wellbeing of others before her own. She was just the kind of woman to guard a world.
With a quick smile to her mate, Veera sent the invitation and stood up. “Now, we just have to get that dark Yaluthu off her chest.”
“That’s going to be easier said than done. According to one of the Terrans, he looks like an impatient prince charming without lips. If he could kiss her, he would.”
“I will risk it. He needs to see her for the first time as she is, not supressed by her bond companion. I just wish we knew his name. Calling him Spot is just getting silly.”
“I cannot believe that he got up on her bed. The healers still can’t find the means he used to climb the four feet.” She walked over to the little Yaluthu, and she stuck her hand in, tickling them until they squeaked and flopped over with their feet kicking. They grew so fast, she didn’t want to miss any time with them. Krix would be back from his mission with his bondmate soon enough. Playing with the teeny ones was a pleasure that would be all too short. She tickled another one until it tipped over and Stanik sighed.
“I thought you were going to the healer station.”
Veera looked back at him. “Just two more.”
She pursued the tickling as he chuckled and went to answer the coms. Having her mate as her receptionist was odd at times, but at least he understood the important things. “Come here, Pinky…I’m gonna get yah. Gotcha!”
Tiny squeaks and squeals sounded behind her as she left. She straightened her shoulders and walked past Stanik. “Are you coming?”
“Nope. Her open mind is all yours. I can only deal with one at a time, and I have chosen you.”
He got to his feet and headed for her office.
Veera gasped. “You are going to play with the babies.”
He grinned evilly and rubbed his hands together. “There are at least seven of them untickled. I counted.”
He went his way and she went to the lift. The babies shrieking at their great grandpa were so cute, she wanted to go running back but duty called.
 
“We can’t get him off. He just hops up and stares at her with those freaky eyes of his.” The healer was good natured but exasperated.
Veera looked over at Wimsah, and she smiled. The healers were keeping her muscles fit and her body cleaned and fed. The Yaluthu on the unconscious woman’s chest was matte black and did indeed have freaky eyes. His gaze was a pale crystal with a hint of grey. The pupils were a dark and obvious spot, as were the rings around the iris.
“Hey, Spot. How is she today?”
He looked up at her and cocked his head. A small chirp answered her. It was simple, she was the same.
“Well, you won’t be on solo duty much longer. She is going to be bonded to a Nyal Guardian. Will you be able to deal with moving?”
The healer brightened. “She has a match?”
“And he is willing to take her home for her recuperation. I would love to have her here, but if he needs to return home and he is her only chance at stabilization, we are stuck. She goes where he goes.”
“What about her Yaluthu?”
“If he has chosen her, she has no option. She has two guys who have to be with her all the time.” Veera settled into a chair and took Wimsah’s hand. “I am going in. Alert me if anything happens.
“Does Stanik know you do that?”
Veera looked at the healer with a narrow look. “No, and he has never asked.”
Veera closed her eyes and touched Wimsah’s mind. “If you can give us a minute that would be welcome. You too, Spot.”
The Yaluthu chirped smugly and settled on his chosen bondmate. He wasn’t going anywhere. It showed in every line of his pudgy body.
 



Chapter Two
 
 
Wimsah looked at Veera and smiled, waving a tea set into being. “Hello, Veera.”
“Hello, Wimsah. How are you feeling today?”
She shrugged and sat to pour tea on the edge of her charming balcony that looked out over her mindscape. “I am the same. Is that little thing still sitting on me?”
“Yes. He is. We are calling him Spot. Has he given you another name to call him by?”
Wimsah shook her head. “No. I don’t talk to him much. I am not sure why he is even here.”
“He is here because he has chosen you as his person. He is a Yaluthu and their means of procreation is achieving personal evolution through linking to another being. When you are whole and strong, he can change into his adult form. My Yaluthu, Fixit, can show you what he will look like.”
“Do I have a choice in it?” She made teacakes appear. “I know I should be tired of asking that by now, but it is an ingrained reflex.”
“No. Yaluthu do the choosing.” Veera sipped at her psychic tea.
“Ah well. I appreciate your visit but what prompted it?”
Veera set her teacup down deliberately. “I have gotten an offer of a matched mind for you, but it would involve you going to the Nyal Imperium to be partnered with a Guardian on an alien world. Spot can go with you.”
“But, I won’t be dangerous anymore.”
“Correct. His mind is strong enough to match yours and hold the wild power at bay until you can learn to control it.”
“What then? Will I be free then?” It was a question that needed to be asked.
“No. But you will be able to use your mind in the defense of others.”
“I suppose I will have to settle for that.” She glanced over and watched the small figure hopping just in her peripheral vision.
She turned in her chair and beckoned him forward. “Come on, Spot. If I am going to be stuck with you, I want to get to know you.”
He didn’t need to be asked twice; he scampered over to her and hopped up and down until she lifted him up and into her lap. He snuggled against her chest and chirped wildly with his stubby black wings flapping.
“His name is Spot.”
“Of course it is.” Veera laughed. “He must have been broadcasting it.”
He wiggled when Wimsah scratched his head.
They sat together for a few minutes, and then, Veera got to her feet. “Well, I will be returning to myself now. If you have accepted Spot, he will do what he can.”
“What can he do?”
Veera grinned. “That is up to him and up to you. Let him help.”
Veera disappeared and her aura remained for a second before she evaporated.
Wimsah looked down at the pale, intelligent eyes in the sea of black fluff. “What do you want me to do with you?”
She got an image of her cuddling him to her chest and her global landscape slowly drawing inward.
She scowled. “How long would that take?”
He shrugged his little wings and leaned against her, sitting with his stubby feet poking out on her thighs and his toes wiggling happily.
Well, she wasn’t alone in her own mind again, so things were looking up.
 
* * * *
 
Benliar ki’Huntrag stepped off his shuttle with the air of a man in a hurry. Veera met him with Stanik at her side and Fixit on her shoulder.
He was brusque. “Where is she?”
Veera matched him with a scowl. “Credentials please.”
The weight of a world pressed on her mind, and Fixit screeched in protest. Stanik put his hand on her shoulder, and she used his mind to help her push back. “Enough.”
Benliar retracted the pressure. “Good enough?”
“Well, you are who and what you say you are. That will help.” She beckoned to him.
He scowled at her. “Where is she?”
“We have placed her at a secure facility with shielding to make her stay easier. From what we have learned, she has been held in a coma for close to a year now. For six months, she was used to hold a planet’s consciousness with others of telepathic abilities.”
“I read the file. When the planet woke fully, her mind was wide open and at close proximity.” He waved it away. “Where is she?”
“Come with us.”
Stanik flew while Fixit glared at Benliar.
Veera kept her mind calm and tranquil. For an Avatar to travel was a fairly big deal and Benliar had been offered up by his world. She had felt the power of Roden, and he was excited by the prospect of a third member to their union.
Hiding her thoughts from the Avatar was something she had practice with. Stanik kept her guarded and Fixit acted as a buffer for her when he wasn’t around.
She was protected from her own open mind, and she wanted nothing more than to provide that same comfort to Wimsah. Hopefully, she had chosen the right man and the right Yaluthu had chosen Wimsah.
 
When they arrived at the facility, there was silence. The healers were all dismissed, and there was no one to see Benliar.
Veera led the way into the facility that used to be an ancient city. Balen had offered it to them, and Zenina had helped arrange for supplies and equipment. It was the ideal environment for complete mental privacy, and the fact that Balen had let them use it was humbling. His Avatar probably needed it more than they did, but he had offered it anyway.
They were just outside Wimsah’s room when Benliar pushed past her.
Veera stifled her urge to smack him and followed him to Wimsah’s side.
“What is that?”
“It is a Yaluthu. It is an empathic healing companion. He has bonded to her psyche and can’t be separated from her.”
“There was no mention of him in the file.”
“We didn’t know that he had stuck himself to her until after I sent the request out. By then, it was too late.”
Benliar reached out and took her hand. “She is smaller than I thought she would be.”
“She is average height for her species.”
He smiled slightly and held her hand. “I can feel her mind pushing free. I need to be alone with her right now.”
Spot sat up and looked at him with his crystal eyes.
“Fine. Alone with them. I am about to open her mind and seal it so it can begin healing.”
“You think it can heal?”
“Your little friend here has already begun the process, but she has been wide open so long that it would take a century or more for her to heal that way.” Benliar looked at them with one of his eyebrows raised. “Privacy?”
Veera took Stanik’s hand, and she hauled him out of the room past the first level of shielding.
“You are sure that she will be all right?”
She remembered the calm compassion in the waves of power that had pressed in on her. “I am sure. He has never been called on for something like this. It is a new experience for him, and he is out of his element. When they are back on Roden, he will be fine.”
He put his arms around her and soothed her when he knew she didn’t believe her own words completely.
 
* * * *
 
Benliar carefully lifted the woman into his arms and sat on the bed with her across his lap. Her companion hopped off while he moved her and jumped back on to her lap when she was settled against him.
“I am not going to hurt her.”
The huge crystal eyes glared at him, and it chirped defensively, puffing up.
Benliar blinked as he realized that he had a competitor for the attention of the woman in the coma. The smile on his face was not something he felt frequently. He looked at Wimsah and stroked her cheek lightly. Her mouth parted, and he took the invitation, ignoring the irritated squeaking.
His mouth pressed the cool curve of her lips, and he exhaled power into her. His mind caught hers as it woke and gathered in the edges until her mind was awake.
She blinked slowly as she came too and then her hands pushed at his shoulders. Her eyes went from a hot violet to the same rainbow that he wore. The energy of Roden continued to flow for a moment, and when he let her push him away, her mind held together.
She licked her lips, and he focused intently on the small gesture. It took a few tries but she whispered, “How?”
“Do you remember a woman telling you that she had found a match for your mind?”
She nodded slightly, her silver hair moved on his arm in a silky stroke.
“I am that match, and we must return to my home as soon as we are able. All your training will take place on Roden.”
“Training? I can’t feel anything right now. I am cured!” She smiled and it turned her solemn expression into brightest daylight.
“You are not cured. You are controlled by me. I will not always be able to reel you in, so you must learn to do it for yourself. That must be done on my world as I cannot commute to and from Balen.”
“I am on another world?”
He smiled and got to his feet, carrying her through the halls with her Yaluthu on her chest.
When they reached the light, she smiled and turned her face toward the sun. It was an image that he would carry in his mind.
“Saru appreciates the worship.”
The headmistress of the Balen Citadel was smiling and her beast and her mate were staring at them.
“I am sure he does. She is awake and I am returning to my ship and then my world. All paperwork will be filed from Roden.”
“Fine, we will fly you back, and I will make a call for your ship to be loaded with rations for Wimsah and the Yaluthu as well as a round of enzyme shots for her.”
“Will that be done before we arrive?”
“It will. Our loading crew is very effective and most have advanced speed. They will get it done.”
 
* * * *
 
Wimsah looked around and smiled, stroking Spot out of reflex. The man who had woken her held her. “This is an actual new world and you are actual aliens.”
Veera turned and smiled.
“I know you. You came to visit.” It was all she could come up with by being cradled in the arms of a man she was afraid to look at.
“I did. You are waking up well. Much better than anticipated. Have you been able to keep track of what is going on around you?”
“Of course. That is the annoying part of the open mind.” She smiled slightly. “How is it that I can understand you?”
Veera made a face. “We pried open your lids and gave you the flash download that works so well on your species.”
That explained the bright light she remembered. She looked around her language library and found shelves full of information that hadn’t been there before.
The man she was sitting on was quiet, so Wimsah pointed a thumb at him and said, “Why isn’t he talking?”
Veera covered her mouth as she laughed. “He is focusing on keeping you from blowing wide open on the surface of Balen. Your mind is still spread wide.”
“It feels fine. It feels normal.” Wimsah tested the borders of her thoughts and felt them give slightly. She pulled back immediately. “Maybe not normal.”
“Your normal is an open mind that covers a continent. After the rising of Resicor, it now covers a world. We don’t want you covering Balen when you take off. It was hard enough to get you off Resicor. Three of us pushed your mind together and held it while we took off. We nearly lost you twice.”
“It was so quiet, so dark for a moment.”
“The jumps through space. We nearly lost you, because when we shifted between locations in space, your mind flared out. You sought the darkness.” Veera’s tone was solemn.
“What about here?”
“You were content here. Spot started pulling you together. He has worked hard to heal you.”
“What happens now?”
Her carrier finally spoke, “I take you home and you work on pulling your mind in. Once you have control of it, I will release my hold and you will be able to use your talent or not, as you will.”
She slowly looked up at him, and his rainbow gaze was firmly fixed on hers. “Well, then. When do we get there and are there clothes?”
His sand-coloured skin brightened, and he smiled. “Only if you promise to behave.”
She took a deep breath at the amusement in his expression and responded honestly. “I promise nothing.”
 



Chapter Three
 
 
Wimsah spent half the travel time feeding Spot and the other half staring out at the stars.
Benliar was quiet during the flight, but he gave her a data screen, which contained information on Roden and its people.
He was the perfect representative of his people, from the rainbow eyes that were found in half the population to the rich red-brown hair and sand-coloured skin. All members of Roden were intelligent, which led to their greatest export being their own people.
“What?” She muttered it in the silence.
She went back and read it again.
“What are you confused by?”
“Your people are your greatest export?”
He smiled slightly. “They are. The people of Roden are in demand as negotiators, translators, court recorders and consuls. As we all carry Roden within us, we are incorruptible. Our world keeps us centred and it desires nothing so we desire nothing. If that ever shifts, we are recalled home and a new emissary is sent.”
“You have done time off world?”
“I have. I was a negotiator and personal assistant to the Duke of Jer-ikalo. I was on a five-year contract before I came home and assumed the mantle of Avatar.”
“How were you chosen for that?”
He smiled briefly. “One hundred candidates were voted for by their hometowns, and out of those representatives, Roden took his Avatar.”
“What happened to the old Avatar?”
“He has passed on and his children and grandchildren work in their local governments.”
“How long have you been the Avatar?”
“Fifty years.”
“Oh.”
“Aging is suspended while I am Avatar. I have another four hundred and fifty years to go.” He smiled.
“I see. That is considerably longer than my lifespan.”
His lips quirked. “It is longer than most species’ lifespans, but it gives a certain amount of stability to a government if the consulting head has the foresight to see the future and the hindsight to know the past. Having lived in the past is even better.”
“Why did the previous Avatar only live a few years after he retired?”
“He was older when he was initially selected. When he was released, Roden gave him as much life as he could, but when he had run out the clock, that was it. We had a memorial for him and his children were there. His wife survived him and asked for him to be buried at the cemetery in his birth city. She will join him there when she passes.”
“Oh, so you have to plan that far ahead?” She tried to continue reading, but her mind was locked into her inevitable death.
“No, of course not, but you can choose.” He shrugged.
Spot made a strange cooing noise and started snuffling in her lap.
She moved carefully and paged down the document she was reading.
Benliar asked, “Is he snoring?”
“No. He is wheezing gently, possibly snuffling a little.”
“Can you sleep through that?”
She gave him a droll look. “With enough sedation, I can sleep through anything. Right now, I am not tired at all.”
“Were you aware the whole time you were asleep?”
“I was. I could feel the world turning under me, the thousands of talents who were panicked and living in fear of discovery on Resicor, and I felt their relief when Trala set them free. Then, their fear turned to fear for their families. That was eased as well.”
“It was quite the manoeuver to set part of a population free with all that outside influence.”
“She had been working on it for centuries.”
He looked at her sideways. “How do you know that?”
“My mind was open when she came up. I learned a lot of things that I shouldn’t know. A lot that I wish I didn’t.”
“What was your original talent?”
Wimsah sighed. “I can project any psychic talent through any suitable vessel.”
“Can you give me an example?”
“If I saw someone drowning, I could use the nearest person on the beach, give them telekinesis and lift the drowning person out of the ocean. The talent would not remain in them and I would replace the burned-out energy of the body I snagged.”
“Were they questioned by the authorities?”
“They were but were always turned loose. If anyone had been detained, I would have turned myself in a lot sooner than I did.”
“Is that what happened?”
“Yes, I used a series of folk to help out at a bridge collapse. Several were holding the bridge up from a distance, and the others were controlling the crowds into evacuation. With so many people involved, I accidentally selected a talent who already had their own issues. They were collected and taken to an assessment centre, so I went in and broke them out while turning myself in. They simply forgot all about her.”
“You deleted her files?”
“I had one of the techs do it, and when they held me, I had someone in the main archives do the same.”
He blinked. “You are a puppet master.”
“What?”
“You are a puppet master. I have never met one. As far as I know, your kind are only theoretical.”
She scratched her head. “I don’t feel like a theory.”
Benliar sighed, “I suppose not.”
“What is a puppet master?”
“It is said that with enough power, you can enslave a world. You already have the power, so what do you plan to do with it?”
“I plan to take up baking and learn to sew. I want to master the physical skills that I don’t currently have. I want to go to school and continue my education. I want to have a life.” She fought a tear. “I want to have what I couldn’t at home.”
He put his hand on her shoulder and rubbed her back. “We will work it out when we land. It won’t be long now.”
A ping got his attention, and he smiled. “In fact, we are home.”
She held Spot carefully and watched as a tiny speck in the distance grew rapidly as they approached. Benliar moved with practiced gestures as he checked their speed and made corrections to their trajectory.
They aimed for a space station, but before they reached it, they turned toward the planet itself.
“Wimsah, welcome to Roden.”
The green and blue jewel grew larger in the screen. She whispered, “Hello, Roden.”
She swore that she felt something in the ground below respond to her sentiment.
“My ship is the only one that is allowed to pass directly to the surface. Everyone else uses magnetically propelled shuttles to get from here to the station.” Benliar settled his ship on a tarmac.
“Because you are the Avatar and the assumption is that you are in control of anything onboard your craft.”
“Pretty much. The global council opens in two days, and I am just relieved that we made it back in time.”
That explained his hurry. She kept the packs with rations for herself and Spot over her shoulder as she followed him out of the ship.
“As the first one of your species to land on Roden, I would ask that you agree to a full medical workup.”
Wimsah shrugged. “Why not?”
He sighed in relief. “The primary tenant of Roden is pursuit of knowledge. The medical department jumps on the chance to develop their scanners.”
“As long as they don’t really jump on me, things will be fine.”
Benliar smiled and took her packs. “No, that will not be necessary or allowed. You are to be treated with the utmost respect.”
“Wonderful. Where are you putting me?”
To her surprise, he wrapped his arms around her and he simply lifted off the surface. “You will be coming with me, Wimsah.”
She squeaked and Spot wiggled to a point where he could see what was going on but remain snugly between their bodies.
Wimsah pressed her face against his shoulder and tried not to look. The tunic and loose trousers that she was wearing were no barrier to the cut of the wind that sliced through them.
She held perfectly still as he flew with her for twenty minutes before he settled on the ground.
“You can open your eyes now, Wimsah. We are at the home of the Avatar.”
She blinked and shivered as she stepped away from him. “G-g-good.”
He stared at her and touched her cheek. The heat of his palm made her flinch.
“Why didn’t you mention you were cold?”
She shivered and glared at him. “I was busy not screaming.”
To her surprise, Benliar leaned in and tugged on her chin to open her mouth. He pressed his mouth over hers and heat flowed into her from that kiss.
Shivering with cold took a back seat to shivering with something else. He lifted his head from hers and smiled hopefully. “Better?”
She pulled Spot up in front of her chest. “Yes.”
His expression was bright but his eyes glowed. “This way. I ordered a few changes of clothing for you before I left. Let’s see if they followed my orders.”
He put his arm around her and turned her to the huge glass and stone building where he made his home.
Benliar’s home opened its doors as they approached, and she looked around quickly as she tried to take it all in.
Two metal towers rolled toward them. They spoke in harmony. “Avatar, welcome home.”
“Thank you. Did the clothing arrive?”
“It did, Avatar. Her quarters have been readied. Please identify the creature she is holding.”
He made a face. “Ah, right. That is Spot, a Yaluthu. He is a healing bond pet that Wimsah is attached to. Treat him with the utmost respect.”
“Acknowledged. Dinner will be prepared and ready in two hours.”
“Excellent. Take all food preferences into account, please.”
“Acknowledged.” They turned and whirred away into what appeared to be a kitchen area.
Benliar smiled. “This way. Living quarters are upstairs. Yours are across the hall from mine.”
“What were those things?”
“Ah, they are household servants. They were designed three Avatars ago and have been here since.”
“They are robots?” Technology on Resicor was only scratching the surface of that sort of tech.
“Of course. Most of the manual labour is done by bots for jobs that are too tedious or too dangerous for Roden.”
They climbed up the stairs, and he continued the press of his hand on her back. She was getting used to the contact.
“These are your quarters. They are normally reserved as the Avatar’s study, but it is easy enough for me to move my study down the hall.”
“Why not move me down the hall?”
“Your talent has not been stabilized. If you need assistance, I need to be close. You will be the most dangerous while you sleep. Your mind is stronger there.”
She stepped into the room designed in shades of cream and all colours of the rainbow melded into their fabrics. Wimsah looked around and Spot squirmed to get down. She put him down on the floor and he immediately went exploring.
Wimsah ran her hands over her arms. “Where is the wardrobe?”
“Through those doors. You can walk in and select something warmer. I had not counted on it being so much colder than Resicor.”
“I haven’t been active for a few seasons. My biology is probably a little scrambled.”
She went looking for clothing, and she came up with underwear, a long-sleeved dress in soft grey and some knee-high boots. She was finally a little warmer. A shawl completed her insulation.
She opened the door and Spot was at her feet, chirping to be picked up.
She lifted him and blinked at the rearrangement of the furniture to create a stair to the bed. “What happened?”
Benliar was standing and staring at Spot. “He moved the furniture to give him a step up to the bed.”
“He lifted it?”
“He didn’t touch anything.”
She looked down at the content little beast in her arms. “Oh, damn.”
 



Chapter Four
 
 
Apparently, the moment that Benliar arrived, a signal was sent around the world. As they ate in the dining room, the bots kept coming in with displays and messages from a variety of councillors congratulating him on his safe return.
He made her an appointment for a full workup at the exobiology research lab and blocked off that segment of time for himself so that he could accompany her.
“You also need to call the Avatar of Resicor. Veera pressed me into promising.”
“How do I do that?” She held a handful of seeds to Spot, and he nibbled and pecked away, making a soothing, chortling sound.
“I have asked the bots to download the information from the ship. The codes were sent in a bundled file.” He put a portion of what appeared to be a slab of meat down on his plate and continued eating.
One of the bots rolled up to her and the screen presented. “Calling Resicor.”
She blinked and tidied the front of her shawl when the screen came online. Trala was sitting at a desk, and she looked up. “Hello?”
There was a glow about Wimsah’s childhood friend that hadn’t been there before. There was more than just Trala looking out through her eyes.
“Hello, Trala. I am awake and on Roden. It is Wimsah, by the way.” She waved.
Tears formed in Trala’s eyes. “Oh, Wim. I am so glad to see you. Sorry, it took me a moment to see the holographic display.”
“You are looking well. How is Resicor? How are the people?”
“They are stabilizing, which is excellent. Things are returning to normal and talents are beginning to integrate themselves into daily activities, out in the open. There are still pockets of discrimination, but we hit those areas with lectures and demonstrations, and it usually turns things in our favour.”
“Nothing more from the Raiders?”
Spot hopped onto her lap, and he looked at the image in the screen.
“Uh, no. The Raiders were shattered to bits. What is that?”
“A Yaluthu. He kept me together while I waited for the Citadel to find me someone to graft my mind to. If not for Spot, my consciousness would have scattered to the winds.”
“I thought Yaluthu were taller, more aggressive.”
Wim scratched his chin. “He will be, when he is grown up. He is just a little fella right now.”
“Where is your partner?”
“Partner? Oh, Benliar, Avatar of Roden. He is the one who is holding my brain together.”
She turned the bot, and Benliar’s eyes changed and he stopped eating.
“Sister Resicor, it is good to see you have woken.”
“Brother Roden, it is nice to see another Avatar caring for one of my people. Is she safe?”
“She is safer here with me than with anyone else in the universe. I will guard your daughter.”
“Thank you.”
The bot turned back, and Trala’s eyes were back in control. “Sorry about that but it is part of the deal. I get the lifespan, and she gets the body when she needs it.”
“So, what is the pendant for?”
“For when you need it. When you figure it out, let me know, because Resicor is being silent on the matter.”
Wim laughed. “That could be annoying when you are sharing a body with someone.”
“You have no idea. Call anytime. I miss you.” There was a lonely echo that had never been in Trala’s voice before.
“I know. Noma is fine. Trust in that.”
Trala narrowed her eyes. “I know that. How do you know that?”
Wim gasped and squeaked, “Ask Resicor. Disconnect the call.”
The screen went dark, and she sat back, vibrating with tension.
Benliar smiled, “Another thing you were not supposed to know?”
“Yes.” She turned toward her meal and tried to figure out what was meat, what was bread and what was something else.
The water was all she was sure of.
The food wasn’t bad and it was easy for her to digest.
“The bots have worked to make sure that you ease into the food of Roden. While I have begun the transformation process in your system to allow you to adapt to our foods, it won’t be complete for another few days. I won’t take any chances traumatizing your system.”
She nibbled her way through the soft food and she nodded. “Probably wise.”
With a sudden flip of her stomach, she dropped Spot, got to her feet and ran to the lav, throwing up everything that she had eaten.
Shaking, she scrubbed her face and dried her hands before leaving the lav.
Benliar was waiting outside, with Spot. “What is wrong?”
She smiled weakly. “You can’t be asleep as long as I was and then assume you can eat a solid dinner. Broth for me, I think.”
“And a doctor. I should have taken you there immediately.” He lifted her and carried her up the steps with Spot chirping in irritation right behind them.
“I will be fine if I just work my way up to solids. You can put me down.” She was hopeful.
“I will tuck you into bed and summon the bots then call a physician.”
“It is nothing.”
“I don’t believe you.” Benliar looked down at her. His eyes darkened to black.
“I promised Resicor that you would be safe here. Do not make me break that promise.”
“Roden, I will be fine. I am sure you can see that my body is still in recovery.”
“Benliar is worried. Exceedingly worried. You are the first true companion he has had in decades.”
He paused and gave the bots their orders. When he turned back to her, he was still in possession of the body. “I am very glad you are here.”
“Why? I mean, I am grateful for the chance to get myself together, but I am sure you could have taken in any number of those who no longer had a place on Resicor.”
“True, but few, if any, of those would have appealed to my Avatar. He watches you closely, and there is a wistfulness in his mind. You have made an impression on him.”
“How is that possible? He barely speaks.”
“You need to stop listening with your ears, Wimsah. You have many other senses to avail yourself of.”
“Resicor was asking those who took her people in to make them as their own. Why isn’t that happening here?”
“I would no sooner make you over than damage a sculpture or paint over a portrait. You are as you were evolved to be. Rejoice in that.”
“I will try. Why did you make the eyes of your people into rainbows? Why so many colours?”
“They came together out of twelve different species, and I honour them all.”
He blinked and the bright rainbow of Benliar’s gaze was back.
“That looks better. Roden is informative, but you actually have an expression on your features.” She smiled at him.
His smile was slow, but he kissed the back of her hand before tucking it under the covers and stroking her hair. “Good. My expression is currently fixed so that the worry doesn’t bleed through. Your mind is holding nicely.”
She smiled and did a personal check. “It is, and the edges of my consciousness are still retracting and being reinforced. Give me another month and I might be able to run around without you.”
Spot waddled up the blankets and burrowed against her chest.
“He was worried as well.”
Wim made a face. “How long until the doctor gets here?”
“Why?”
“I probably shouldn’t eat or drink anything until I have that scan you are insisting on. If there is something wrong, an empty stomach will make things easier.”
He nodded and revised the directions to one of the bots.
“They will wait on the broth until you have been given the all clear.”
She smiled and relaxed as fatigue swamped her. A trill of worry ran through her. This didn’t feel normal. A headache pressed inward, and she slid a hand under her hair along her scalp. Perhaps seeing a doctor wasn’t a bad idea after all.
 
The woman’s hands were steady as she ran the examination scanner over Wim’s body. “Everything seems fine.”
Wim looked her in the eye. “Check my head.”
The scanner moved up and the doctor’s expression grew solemn. “Ah. Well that would do it.”
Benliar looked up. “What is it?”
Dr. Nejik closed her scanner. “Tumour at the base of her skull. It is small, but it is capable of disrupting her ability to control any psychic talent. It looks disruptive but benign.”
Wim smiled brightly, “Can you remove it?”
“I will need to do further scans at the medical centre. I am not equipped to do surgery here.”
Benliar was scowling, “When?”
“Give me a few hours to prepare. When can you have her there?”
Benliar scooped Wim and Spot up, and he strode to the window. It burst open at his approach. “Call them to run the diagnostics the moment I arrive. We will be there in ten minutes.”
Dr. Nejik nodded and Benliar took off.
Wimsah put her face against his shoulder, and she said, “You don’t have to be in such a hurry.”
“You knew.” His tone was grim.
“I was pretty sure.”
“Why didn’t you mention it?”
“Because my people couldn’t treat it and the Balen healer was concentrating on keeping me alive with some muscle tone. Pretty sure that my physio didn’t cover my head.”
He scowled. “I am going to discuss that with Balen. Your medical issue should have been visible.”
“Should have been but wasn’t.”
He held her tight with the bedding wrapped around her. She had to admit that this time she was far warmer than the first flight.
The diagnosis was both a relief and a source of tension. For the last three years, she had been aware of the degradation of her self-control, and it had been a suspicion that there was something in her head. Getting treatment on Resicor had been out of the question. Her mind glowed on the scans and they wouldn’t be able to miss that little tidbit. Fear had almost cost innocents their lives. That was what she couldn’t stand.
Spot was facing the wind and his eyes were half closed in pleasure. He enjoyed flying.
The medics met them on the roof and put her on a gurney for her exams. There were several doctors on site who ran all of the pre-surgery scans, and then, Dr. Nejik arrived and things got into full run.
Being sedated again didn’t really feel like something she should do, so when Nejik suggested that she should be awake during the procedure, she agreed.
With Spot locked out of the room and clutched in Benliar’s arms, she lay face down and let them strap her in place.
The shaving of her hair was not unexpected, but she held still not only because of the clamps, but also because this was something that had to be done.
 



Chapter Five
 
 
Everything felt lighter when she was ready for her visitors. Her head wound was sealed and she was settled against fluffy pillows.
Benliar came in and Spot propelled himself through the air to land on her chest. She flinched at the sudden impact but caressed him as he nuzzled her chest.
Benliar sat next to her and he took her spare hand. “Well, it was a tumour, it was big and it was hurting your control centre as well as dangerously close to a main artery.”
She sighed and nodded. “I thought as much. I was affecting people I wasn’t even aiming at and that is when I turned myself in.”
“How does your talent feel?”
“Sore. It feels new, like it has gotten an overhaul.” She was sitting up in bed and the local physicians were coming in regularly to take readings.
“You have. Roden went over every inch of you checking for abnormalities while you were sleeping. Resicor provided him with the necessary information about your physiology, and I passed it along to the doctors here.”
“Ah. Well, that does explain the energy signature still running through my veins.” Wim shifted and Spot squeaked angrily at her until she settled.
“He has been distraught.”
Something was odd about that. “Why? How long was I out?”
“Two weeks. It was necessary to check your body over and verify that the growth would not return.” His fingers stroked her palm. “It was persistent.”
“What do you mean?”
“Your body rebuilt the growth five days ago, and it was removed again. This time, it was near the temporal lobe. So far you are clear, but it is something we need to monitor.”
She sighed and scratched Spot under his chin. “Wonderful. This wasn’t something that I had planned on.”
He ran his thumb over her palm and her skin prickled in reaction. “Nor had I.”
There was a tension in Benliar that was a little peculiar.
“What is up?”
“Roden would like to ask you a question.”
She paid attention and even Spot turned toward him.
“I would ask that you become my Avatar.”
“What? What about Benliar?”
“You would not be my population Avatar, but you would carry a portion of my consciousness inside you. This would freeze your age and biology where you currently are while extending your lifespan indefinitely.”
“What about the five-hundred-year cycle?”
“It would not apply to you. You would remain as my Avatar as long as you wished.”
“What about Benliar?”
“He is on contract with me for five hundred years. Extending the contract would be up to him on a decade-by-decade basis. It has happened before.”
“You have propositioned an alien woman before?” Wim gave him a narrow-eyed look.
Roden grinned. “No. You are the first.”
Benliar resumed control of his body. “He is waiting for your answer but take your time.”
“Why is he offering this to me?”
“He likes you. Worlds have been trying to get samples of Resicor DNA for years, and now, you have been offered to us for safekeeping. Roden would be honoured if you chose to add your genetics to the Roden population.”
“How would I manage that if my biology was frozen in time?”
“It would be negotiated at the time.” He pressed a kiss to the back of her hand.
“Where would I find the other genetic donor?”
“Roden is offering me as a compatible mate.”
She smiled slowly. “He is offering your poor body to throw itself on the strange alien for the sake of species development?”
“Something like that. Consider me a permanent companion, like Spot.”
She looked down at the creature in her arms. “Can Spot be included in this deal?”
“After he transforms to an adult, yes, if he wishes it.”
Spot looked up at her with his crystal eyes, and she tried to put the ideas into pictures and project them into his mind.
He sent her an image of little ones, smaller Yaluthu.
“He can have his children?”
“They can be exempted into our species-import regulations. How fast do they breed?”
Wim smiled and scratched Spot’s chin. “They reproduce when their bondmate is stable and they have what they feel is a good home. A protected environment.”
“Will you accept Roden’s terms?”
She twisted her lips. “I think I need to talk to Trala.”
Wim’s hand felt cold when he left her with Spot. She scooted Spot around and gave him a thorough scratching that sent black fluff flying.
“Huh, you are getting a little patchy.”
He chortled and waved his wings happily as she rolled him around on her sheet-covered thighs.
Dr. Nejik came in and blinked. “Is that normal for him?”
“From the mental briefing that the head of the Balen Citadel gave me, yes.”
“May I do your scan?”
“Sure.”
Dr. Nejik took the scan and her face was relieved. “No visible sign of additional recurrence.”
“You look more relieved than I am.”
Dr. Nejik leaned in, “I have never been so close to the Avatar before. His power is unsettling.”
“Is it? I hadn’t noticed, but I suppose it could be considered somewhat off the normal aura for a living being.”
Dr. Nejik’s colour was high, and to Wim’s surprise, she realized that the other woman was aroused. With a peculiar flare of jealousy, Wim reached out and suppressed the woman’s arousal an instant before Benliar returned.
He paused and then handed Wimsah a tablet with a smile. “It has been set up as a portable com.”
The implication was obvious. She was supposed to make the call right now.
After having called once, she used the memorized code to contact Trala.
Dr. Nejik stayed nearby out of curiosity.
When Trala’s face came on the screen, she smiled. “I am getting the hang of this. Hiya, Wimsah. How have you been?”
“Apparently, I have suffered from two brain tumours.”
“Oh no.” She looked queasy. “How are you now?”
“Better, but Roden has asked me a question that I need help answering.” She turned to Nejik, “Thank you, doctor.”
When her physician had left the room, she turned back to the screen. “Sorry.”
“So? How are you doing, and what question?”
“I have had two tumours pulled from my skull and I have just been offered a five-hundred- to unlimited-year life span as an Avatar.”
Trala whistled low. “That is unexpected. What do you want to do?”
“I don’t know. You know I have been stuck in a world of nothingness. No future and my past scrubbed by the government.” She swallowed past the catch in her throat. “You are all the family I have left, and if you say no, I will say no.”
“Say yes. You deserve a long life to make up for the one that was lost to you. The Roden pursue knowledge, and I know you wanted to go to school. So, with centuries stretching out before you, do it. Educate yourself. Learn what pleases you and enjoy life.”
“Just like that?”
“I prepared to be Resicor’s Avatar for years. Noma prepared for her life in her own way. I am guessing now that you saw into Resicor’s plans in that burst of power.”
Wim shrugged. “I did, but you were learning what you needed to know as you went along. There was plenty of information for you to deal with.”
Trala snorted. “Well, I say go for it and enjoy. Talk soon.”
Wim turned the screen off and looked over at Benliar. “Well, if the offer is open, you can tell Roden that it is a yes.”
His eyes darkened and he smiled, bowing gracefully. “He accepts. The joining is not a good idea in the hospital, but as soon as you are released, it will be formalized.”
Wim swallowed. “When will I be released?”
“That is up to the doctor, but if she keeps you past today, I will simply remove you and Spot.”
“Spot doesn’t want to be an Avatar before he is mature and I agree.” She cuddled him close to her.
“I will find Dr. Nejik and send her back in for a final check.” There was eagerness in his voice.
She nodded and Spot rubbed his head against her chin. “I guess we are getting an upgrade.”
 
The flight to his home was accomplished with her wrapped tightly in a dark cloak and Spot snuggled between them.
She dressed in a long gown and a shawl, smiling nervously. She met him on the wide deck surrounding his home. Spot was inside on her bed, napping and snoring.
“Once Roden is bonded to you, he promises to be circumspect and not intrude on your privacy more than is necessary.”
“Good. Will I still be cold?” She bit her lip and shivered.
“Only if you wish to be. I promise to remain nearby to warm you if it becomes necessary.” He stepped forward and held out his hands, palms up.
Wimsah stepped toward him and slipped her hands into his. She looked up into his rainbow eyes as they darkened and he leaned in to kiss her.
Curls of heat began at her feet and worked upward as the energy of Roden moved into her. It wasn’t the flashing blaze of Resicor, but that had burned through her, not eased inside.
She held tightly to his hands as her skin tingled from the ground up. The energy level had just reached her breasts and was creeping toward her shoulders.
His mouth moved slowly over hers in a delicate and careful motion as if he was petrified to frighten her. When the energy reached her mouth, she let go of his hands and pressed them to his chest, sliding her hands up to wrap around the neck that flexed at her touch. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her flush with his body and the rest of the connection flared around them in a bright wave.
Their kisses picked up in intensity, and the world around them brightened as power danced in a glorious ball before shooting for the sky.
The cessation of heat was a shock, but Roden had left a pilot light inside her. She could call the psychic flames whenever she wanted to.
Benliar lifted his head and stepped back just enough to allow curls of heat between them to light the small space. “And so, you are now carrying a piece of Roden within you for the rest of your life. Even if you choose retirement, it will still be within you.”
“What about the kissing?” She blurted it out.
“What about it?”
“The kissing was nice. I liked the kissing.”
He wrapped his hands around her waist and pulled her back tight against him. “I can manage the kissing without Roden.”
She smiled and went up on her toes, kissing Benliar again. She paused, “I know there are a ton of Roden girls who are going to want to kill me, but right now, I don’t care. If I am going to be an Avatar and we are going to be together for a few hundred years, I think I should just jump and agree to share my DNA right now.”
He tensed, “Are you sure?”
“I have just had a planet bond to me. No, I am not sure, but I do want to feel something. It has been a very long time alone in my own mind. I just don’t want to be alone anymore.”
He leaped over the building with her in his arms and walked through a doorway that opened at his approach.
He settled her on the bed and stroked her dress up and over her body, pulling the shawl away and then twisting it into a rope.
She got a little nervous. “What are you going to do with that?”
He smiled. “What are we going to do? This is officially a three way. Roden wants you as much as I do.”
“That wasn’t really in my plans. I thought he would give me privacy.”
“He will stay out of your mind as much as possible. Mine is fair game.”
“So whatever we do tonight, he is a part of?”
“For now and forever.”
She nodded and sat up to unclasp her hair, pulling the long waves of silvery white down over her shoulder with a smile. “Where would you like to begin?”
Three hours of rolling, writhing and exhausting each other later, Spot managed to break into Benliar’s room and hop onto the bed with them.
Her back was pressed to Benliar’s chest and Spot came in and pressed to her chest.
They remained cuddled together until Benliar’s com chirped insistently and he rose to his feet, crossing the room as a wave of power spiralled upward and cleaned him up, including a few bite marks that Wim didn’t remember making.
“A ship has made it through our global shielding and is approaching a rural area known for its physicists.”
“You are heading out to defend your world?”
He grinned. “You can come too if you put on the suit we had made for you. It is in your quarters.”
She grabbed Spot, flipped back the sheets and sprinted out of the room without a stitch on.
She set her Yaluthu down and went into her wardrobe wondering what he had meant about a suit, when a bodysuit with a black and white twist on it made it very obvious.
Wim got suited up and she pinned her hair on her head.
She could feel it when Benliar arrived in her room. “I have to say that the suit is warm. I might wear it all the time.”
He looked her over and smiled. “I might insist on it.”
“Spot. You stay here and have a nap or get the bots to bring up some food.”
“They already have it in their morning protocols. They will make sure he is fed. Come along, Wim.”
She got to his side and he wrapped one arm around her. This was not a damsel pose; she was going in like a Guardian.
 



Chapter Six
 
 
The ship coming in was filled with men in mech suits, and they were streaming out, seeking the inhabitants of Roden.
“Where are you going to start?”
“I am going to start in the town and cease their assault of my people.”
“What should I do?”
“Whatever comes to you.”
He flew off and left her overlooking the town from a hill even with the landed ship.
“Whatever comes to me?”
She looked at the men in the mech suits and their prey. With a deep breath, she gripped the locals with her mind and gave them telekinesis and pyrokinesis, and the concentration to use it.
The mechs didn’t know what hit them. They were driven back to their ship by waves of mental force and flames in a variety of hues.
The locals continued using what she had given them until the invaders were helpless. She replenished what they had used of their own energies and removed the psychic powers.
Benliar came roaring out of the town with four mechs gathered in his arms. He propelled them into the ship, and from her vantage point, Wim could see the ship rocking. Someone was getting their ass kicked.
When he emerged from the ship, he was bloody but smaller. He really had been large enough to hold four mechs side by side.
She absently gave a few of the folk in the town healing talent to mop up the damage and empathy to help with the traumatized.
Wim sat on the hilltop and kicked her feet at the edge of the embankment. Her mind felt fine. It was strong and she could turn it on and off. That had to be progress.
When Benliar came back to her, she retracted her psychic gifts and she smiled at him. “Everyone is healed, those with trauma have been taken care of and I am ready for breakfast.”
He brushed at the blood on his suit. “Me too. The councillor of the town is eager to meet you, but I have told him that we are new to the whole mated Avatar schematic. We are feeling our way.”
She snuggled to his side. “That was what you did last night.”
He laughed and pressed a kiss to her cheek. “Tease.”
A wave of energy passed through them and the blood was gone, as were the green stains from the grass Wim had been sitting on.
He launched with her locked against him, and they headed home. It might have been the suit or it could have been the touch of Roden, but she wasn’t cold as she flew with him.
Spot waddled up to her, looking scruffier than he had that morning. He chirped happily and the bots rolled up. “He has requested greater protein input into his diet. We have complied.”
Spot looked smug as Wim picked him up and he felt heavier. “How much did he eat?”
“Half a kilo.” The pillars rolled away and left them.
Benliar smiled, “At least there were no messages.”
They headed inside and up to the bedrooms to change. Wim entered Benliar’s chamber first and she came to a halt. “Oh, hello.”
The woman with the sunset-coloured hair sat up from her naked lounging. “Oh, dear. I did not know he had already picked up a companion.”
Wim turned to Benliar and his skin darkened. “Companion?”
He cleared his throat. “The adrenaline and energy of Roden builds up in my nervous system and there are a cadre of women who volunteer to help out with that. I can’t believe I forgot about it.”
She stiffened her spine. “Enjoy your stress relief.”
Wimsah cuddled Spot and headed to her quarters. She set him down on the bed, smiling at the nest he had made out of shawls and pillows.
Her closet didn’t offer much, but she found a baggy coverall that suited her mood. Changed, she headed outside and began examining the plants surrounding her new home. That was all it was, she told herself, just a place to live that was safe.
A small vehicle fired up and drove off. She felt Benliar’s searching mind before she saw him.
“What are you doing?”
“Examining plants. It seemed a good distraction as I haven’t entered any field of study yet.”
“I sent her home. Honestly, I did forget. From the moment you arrived, I thought of no one but you, and then when you were ill, all other thoughts went with the wind.”
She nodded. “Right. Well, you might want to post a note somewhere that their services will no longer be required to help you unwind.”
Wim inhaled the scent of a broken leaf and nodded, cataloguing it in her mind.
“How long have you been having strange women showing up at your door to relax you?”
He coloured again. “It comes with the job of Avatar. Roden enjoys physical activities and that includes sex.”
“So, Roden watches?” She blinked.
“No, he participates. It has been Roden having sex with the women.”
“Oh. That is unexpected.”
Benliar held out his hands. “It is true. Will you come inside?”
She dusted her hands on her coveralls. “Fine, but I am still not very cheerful about the situation.”
“Understandable.”
Wim placed her hands in his, and her consciousness was suddenly standing in her mindscape. Benliar was standing with her hands in his and a shadow approached.
Benliar sighed, “Or we can just do it here.”
The figure walked forward, and while Wimsah could see it was a Roden being, she could not make out any detail in the shifting features. The planetary power was hard to miss, it radiated from him in waves.
“Wimsah, this is Roden; Roden, Wimsah.” Benliar made the introductions.
“It is good to see you face to face, Wimsah.”
She could make out his smile. “Um, nice to see you as well, Roden. Can I ask why we are back in my mind?”
“Benliar fears that you think it is his lust that summoned the women to his home. It was not. It is my urge to experience all that a body has to offer that instituted the tradition of having a volunteer greet me when my Avatar returned home. The adrenaline felt by the host heightened my pleasure.”
He was completely frank and it took her aback.
“So, why did you want me here? You already had all the companionship you could want.”
Roden paused in surprise. “Because you are you, Wimsah. Your mind is incredible; you have so much potential. I wish to be with you as you learn and grow. It is not a chance I have ever had before. The people of my world do not have talents and certainly never become puppet masters.”
She cocked her head. “Did you know what I was when you first agreed?”
“I suspected and I was more than willing to take a chance.”
“Why take me as Avatar as well?” She wanted to put her hands on her hips, but Benliar was still holding them.
“To save your life. The damage that Resicor did to you went beyond your mind. Without my ceasing the aging process, you would be dead in six months.”
He reached out and stroked her cheek, leaving a crackle of static along her skin.
She swallowed. “Perhaps it would be time for me to die then. It is better than being here alone and unloved.”
Benliar whispered, “You are not alone.”
Roden stepped toward them and put one hand on each of their shoulders. “You are not alone. I may have gone about it awkwardly, but both Benliar and I admire you for your determination and your ability to act when action is required. Benliar just likes watching you walk.”
Benliar smiled, “That is not all I like, but I cannot lie here in your mindscape, you are definitely worth watching.”
Roden sighed, “Do you understand now?”
Wimsah shook her head. “No, but that is fine. I am used to confusion and uncertainty.”
“What will it take to convince you?”
She shrugged. “All my life words have lied, minds have lied; I need to see actions from those around me. I need time.”
Roden grinned. “Time is the one thing I can give you.”
With another flick, they were back in the yard, and Wimsah was cold. She shivered.
“I think he is messing with my biological thermostat.”
Benliar wrapped his arms around her and walked with her into the house. He cuddled up with her on the couch in the living area. “Let’s just watch an entertainment vid. Would you like to see something on the history of Roden?”
She nodded and shivered.
He pulled her closer and rubbed his hands up and down her arms. The vid screen slid upward and hovered near the couch. The tale of the waking of Roden began, and it proceeded up until present day.
Benliar was lying across the couch and spooning against her back with a blanket over them both to help her with her body-heat issue.
She dozed and squirmed against him, sliding his hand into her coveralls. The direct skin-to-skin contact warmed her like nothing else. It might have been the contact, or it might have been the foreplay, but by the time the documentary had reached the appointing of the twentieth Avatar, she had lost all interest in the history of Roden and was far more interested in the present in Benliar’s hands.
 



Chapter Seven
 
 
It was a look at her wardrobe that decided her first realm of study. She was going to learn how to design her own clothing.
The bots explained where she needed to go and how to register. Benliar was a little nervous, but the personal transport was set up and she learned how to fly it with Benliar at her side.
The institute of fashion had a basic education requirement that had been waived for her. Wimsah entered the school on her first day of classes and had to catch up with those that had been studying for months.
Surprisingly, Wimsah enjoyed her first class and even managed civil conversations with some of the more curious students. She hauled her data tablet and fabric bolts home to work on the first four assignments that the others had already completed.
The bots already had her list of required equipment so that she could complete her course around her schedule.
Wimsah had decided on a wrap shirt for her first assignment, matching trousers for her second, a short, open-robe top and a long, thicker-fabric robe with a painted scene along the hemline and sleeves. If she was perpetually cold, she was going to take steps.
The flight from Ankor City to the Avatar’s home was forty minutes, and she spent the time in the air working on her mental designs for her assignments. Whether she succeeded or failed, at least she was trying.
When she arrived home, she grabbed her satchel and hauled it into her bedroom. Spot was sitting in his nest with the bots attending him.
He chirped hello when she arrived, and when Wim put her bag down, the bots carried it out and down the hall.
“Hello, Spot. Are they treating you well?” she stroked his little bald face and he rubbed against her hand.
She got an image of a huge pile of protein strips and the feeling of happy fullness. Wim smiled and continued to pet him, letting his cheerful calm seep into her bones. She could feel the new feathers sprouting under the skin.
Another picture filled her thoughts. Three little dark bundles of fluff. They weren’t there yet, but they would be there by morning.
“Do you want me to stay with you?”
He rubbed his head against her and shivered a little. She tucked one of the shawls around his naked little shoulders and waited with him.
A bot came in and it displayed a message.
Benliar is delayed, your workshop is complete and your dinner is ready.
She nodded at the bot and it moved to stand next to Spot, tucking the shawl around him and stroking his head.
When she stood and touched the side of the bot, she jumped slightly. Roden was animating the bot.
She didn’t speak, but she gave the bot a long look. It was the same one that had handed her a towel that morning.
Wim headed downstairs and ate her dinner while studying accommodating angles to fit around any body type.
When she finished eating whatever it had been, she followed the second bot to what was now her workroom.
The dressmaker’s dummy was there in the corner, the fabric was in a rack on the wall. A worktable, cutting tools and drafting equipment were laid out neatly and everything was ready for Wim to start working.
She checked in on Spot, and he was snuffling as his black feathers began to sprout and his body shifted shape. He was literally growing up before her eyes.
The bot kept its position next to Spot, stroking his head occasionally and keeping his body covered.
“Call me if anything happens. I will be in here in a moment.” She spoke softly but Spot woke up.
He squeaked at her in a tiny high pitch that she hadn’t heard before.
“What is it, Spot?”
The squeak came again, but this time, she was looking right at his colourless eyes and his beak didn’t move. There was a satisfaction in his expression and his small flight feathers gave him a slightly startled look. He sat up straight and his shawl fell back.
Three tiny little balls of fluff were sitting in front of their parent. One was a deep navy with sky blue eyes, another a crimson so dark there were black highlights, and the last had its parent’s black fluff with eyes the same shade of silver that Wim saw in the mirror.
She fought the urge to pet them and congratulated Spot. “Well done, Spot. They are lovely.”
Spot jerked slightly and backed up a little more. He looked shocked as he investigated the new arrival. Tiny, it was half the size of its siblings and sandy with tiny rainbow eyes.
Wimsah looked to the bot. “Imagine that.”
The bot looked embarrassed.
Wim tucked the shawl back around the family and smiled. “Well done, Spot. Let me know if you need any help.”
She caressed Spot’s head. She got an image of herself playing with the small fluff balls when they were twice their current size.
“I have been told.” Wim laughed and sent him an image of her location.
He replied with an image of him screeching.
“As long as we understand each other. See you soon.”
Wim returned to her workshop and got to work. It was late when Benliar arrived and he stepped up behind her and whistled. “Impressive.”
“I took a course once when I was a teenager and it is all coming back to me. I might not pass this course, but I will have comfortable clothing to wear whenever I want it.”
“It is an interesting design. I have not seen anything like it on Roden.”
“Of course not. Your fashion sense evolved with alien interruption. You went right from wraps to extruded clothing. The class I am taking is technically a historical costuming course.”
She finished pinning the hem of the trousers and got to her feet. “I will finish this in the morning. Did you see the babies?”
“Not yet. I wanted to be with you when we went for a look.”
She sighed and stretched. Benliar came up behind her and rubbed her back. She groaned and rocked against his hand.
“You don’t need to do it all in one week. You can pace yourself.” He rubbed with his knuckles and she worked her hips against him.
“You know what Resicor was like. I had to hide what I was, who I was. Now, I am out to collect as many experiences and skills as I can. It may not be an excellent piece of work, but it will be complete. I am going to chase every type of art, craft and construction style, and after them, I will work into the maths and sciences.”
“No poetry?”
“Poetry will come under art.”
He rubbed her shoulders. “Good. I have a knack for poetry and would love to recite a sonnet or two.”
“What were you up to today?”
“Trade negotiations and sending off a class of volunteers who are leaving for employment in the stars.”
“How often do you do that?”
“The negotiations are every six weeks or so. The volunteers with jobs leave every four months.”
“Will you let me know if I am needed for any of those things?”
“I will. Right now, you are just thought to be my companion. Only the council knows that you are my mate.”
She paused. “The what now?”
“We will have a formal ceremony in a few weeks.”
Wim turned to face him. “What the what now?”
Benliar shrugged. “Roden doesn’t have couples living together. We either maintain separate quarters or we are formally bonded. I think we should have a formal ceremony so that it is declared far and wide what our situation is.”
“Are we bonding-mates material?”
He grinned. “We are. By the standards of my people, we are very compatible.”
She made a face. “Where can I find those standards?”
He chuckled. “I will get you the social outline diagram.”
Wim wrapped her arms around his neck. “Please do. I get the feeling that Roden would make stuff up just to get me to agree to this.”
“He is watching with curiosity, but he is staying back.”
“Is there any kind of ritual offer that a man would make to his woman?”
He blinked and slowly smiled. “There is, but it will be a while before I can make that offer.”
Wary, she leaned back, “Okay. Would you like to see Spot’s babies?”
He nodded. “Please. I have to admit I am curious to see what they look like.”
She took his hand and pulled him into her bedroom, to the nest and the new family.
Spot looked up and he chuckled at her.
She eased the shawl back and smiled at the filled-in feathers. He was nearly a bird now.
Benliar looked in and smiled. “Three and a half. All dark but one.”
She looked over his shoulder. “Did you see the eyes on the little sandy one? He looks like you.”
The tiny, sandy fluff ball sported a tuft of dark fluff on its head. It peeked up at Benliar, and he laughed, getting all of the little ones’ attention.
The peeping was tremendous, and Spot moved down, gathered them in and made them hush while he settled in to sleep.
The bot brought Spot food and set it on the edge of the nest, within easy reach.
“Keep an eye on him, Roden. If he needs anything from me, give me a call.” She patted the bot.
Roden sent her an affirmative response.
Wimsah grabbed Benliar and pulled him from her room. She pressed him against the wall. “Have you eaten?”
He nodded, bemused. “Yes, why?”
“Good. I thought of another way to relax my muscles. I need your help for it.” she smiled.
“You are in a good mood.”
“Of course I am. I learned stuff today. Spoke to some strangers and became a defacto grandmother. I have to say, it has been a good day all around.”
He wrapped his hands over her hips. “When is your next class?”
“Not until next week. If I finish these projects, I will be caught up and have a little more time on my hands. I thought you could help me fill them, it. I mean it. I mean the time.”
He was laughing delightedly. He pulled her against him and he nuzzled her neck. “You will be subjected to history lessons, sociology briefings and a law course, all here at home.”
“You really know how to sweet talk a girl.”
“You are no girl, you are a woman.” He used his grip on her backside to lift her against him, and he walked to his room.
He explained the intimate practices of the Roden, and their skin glowed while he did it. Roden was watching but not taking control, and Wimsah appreciated it. Some things were between a man and a woman without the planet that supported them both horning in.
 



Chapter Eight
 
 
Six weeks later, Wimsah was standing next to her mate in a public ceremony, wearing the gown assembled by her costuming class and holding some of the rarest flowers that Roden could produce.
Spot was standing proudly on her shoulder, the basket with his young were at her feet. The whole family was there for the formal union of an active Avatar and his bondmate.
Vid recorders watched the ceremony that involved them sipping from the same cup, binding their hands together and sharing a kiss while the highest official in the land, that wasn’t one of them, filled out the registry that linked them legally together.
Wimsah’s lips were curled in amusement as Spot moved his neck and spread his wings for the recordings.
The moment that they finished the ceremony, the local press surged forward to ask their questions.
Benliar kept his arm around Wimsah’s waist, and with the basket of Yaluthu at their feet, they had their press conference.
“Avatar, why have you chosen a mate?”
Benliar raised his eyebrows. “Because I wanted one.”
A female reporter raised her hand, “Why not chose a Roden woman? Why an alien?”
Benliar chuckled. “I am sure you are aware of the coastline of Rkiat and the locals holding the cliff in place until all the citizens were safe? That was Wimsah. She has her own power and has since birth. She is a match for me and for Roden.”
“How did you find out about her?”
“I was contacted by Citadel Balen, weighed the options and left to bring her back home with me.”
“Wimsah, why did you choose to bond with our Avatar?” The female interviewer asked.
“It was a concentrated effort with both Roden and Benliar wooing me to gain my agreement.”
“They pursued you?” The woman sounded as if she couldn’t believe it.
“They did.” Wimsah smiled pleasantly.
“Why?”
Wimsah felt Roden take Benliar over. “Because I chose her, she is incredible and I want her in our lives.”
The reporters blinked as power washed through the room.
The woman was determined, “Lord Roden, why an alien woman? Why not choose a woman of your own kind as your mate?”
“Because Benliar did not fall in love with a woman of his own species, he fell in love with a woman of Resicor and she with him. I also fell in love with her strength, determination and focus. She has the potential to teach our people much about survival. We have too long focused on education and working for our own people’s benefit. It is time to want to survive and step forward as a species, and Wimsah will set that example.”
“How?”
“She has already accepted Roden as her home, she has sought the means to learn our ways and she has a productive place in our safety. The safety and wellbeing of a people not her own is already one of her primary concerns.”
The occupants of the room shifted as they frantically recorded what they had just heard.
One younger woman raised her hand, “Lady Wimsah, what is the creature you are always seen with?”
“He is my bonded companion. His name is Spot and he chose me while I was on Balen.”
“You said he, are those the children that he and his mate had?”
“No, they are his children and the details can be found from Citadel Balen. I am not really sure how he works.” She smiled.
She waited and the questions seemed to quiet down.
Benliar lifted her hand and kissed the back of it before turning it over and pressing his lips to her palm.
He answered a few more questions directed at him and not at Roden, and then, they were on their way to the reception where council heads mingled with her friends from her classes.
Drumming met them, and they did a slow circuit of the room, their little family was finally a blended unit as far as Roden was concerned.
They settled at their table and the party began in earnest. No Avatar had ever been bonded while on active duty before, and it was a matter of curiosity that made Roden’s entire world watch.
Vid monitors swirled around them and focused in on Spot and the babies right up until he started feeding them. Apparently, that was too much for the audience.
They ate, drank and danced the night away.
Roden dancing was not formal; it was an exercise in how much of your body could be kept in contact with your partner while you moved to the beat. Benliar was exceedingly good at dancing and Wim enjoyed every attempt to keep up with him.
When time came for them to leave, the crowd cheered them on as they gathered the basket, put Spot back on her shoulder and left the hall.
“I am very happy that you went through with it, Wimsah.” He cradled her in his arms and he slowly lifted off the surface before he glided through the sky.
Two vid recorders followed them across the city for a few minutes until Benliar waved them back. There was power in his casual gesture, and the rest of their way home was unwitnessed and full of quiet snuggling.
The grounds of the Avatar’s home were alive with softly glowing lights from the nearby flowers.
Wimsah smiled and Spot took off, examining his home now that it was being overhauled to accommodate a family.
Her construction course was coming along well. She had drafted the design for a small office and studio, and it was being built with a huge garden attached, growing what Resicoran fruits and grains that could thrive on Roden. The seeds and cuttings were currently in a locked-down greenhouse, going through quarantine and being checked for crossbreeding with local flora.
“Does it feel like home yet?” Benliar set her on her feet.
“It is getting there.” She took the basket of babies into her bedroom, scooped them out and put them in their nest. Spot screeched in and settled with the four little fluff balls, tucking them under him and settling down for the night.
The bot rolled up next to the bed to act as nanny if Spot needed anything during the night.
Wim smiled, “Good night, Roden.”
The bot chirped acknowledgement.
Benliar laughed. “It seems he now speaks Yaluthu.”
She linked arms with her bondmate and chuckled. “It is a good thing that it is a common language in this house.”
“It is. How do you think my people will adapt to you?”
She shrugged. “My friends from school are adapting easily. It is kind of nice to have folk my own age to talk to.”
“They did a wonderful job on your dress.”
“Thank you. The whole class got a perfect score on it for replicating a Haldis Imperium gown made of wrapped silk bands.” She smiled and twirled again. “It is exceptionally snug.”
“I can see that. It will be copied over the globe in a matter of hours.”
Wimsah walked back to her bondmate and smiled. “I have already been asked to donate it to the Avatar museum. I didn’t even know there was one.”
“Of course there was. Who do you think sponsored the documentary?” He chuckled. “I suppose that means I need to be careful removing the gown.”
“Please. The class wants to enter it in the nationals.” She grinned.
Wimsah stroked his neck and jaw, touching his mind with hers. Their minds met before their mouths did, and the roar of energy between them made her knees weak.
She felt the dress loosen and slip to the ground. Benliar’s clothing disappeared from under her hands, and they proceeded to joining more than minds.
Hours later, a blaring sound brought her out of bed with reflexes that weren’t hers. “What the hell?”
Benliar was pulling on his suit and he blinked. “You are up?”
“Apparently.”
“I thought you could sleep through them.”
“I thought I could too.” She wandered to the closet and pulled out her own black and white uniform.
He sighed and helped her fasten the closures of her suit. “It is a global alert; I would have woken you anyway.”
“Fine. I will go tell Spot.”
She walked into what had become Spot’s bedroom, and she gave him the information that she was leaving to go to work.
He nuzzled his little ones and rubbed her hand with an admonition to be careful.
Wimsah smiled, grabbed the food bars that the bot handed to her and she stepped up next to Benliar for their briefing.
He wrapped his arms around her, stole one of her breakfast bars and took off. They were heading for Koskan City. She could see the skyline in her thoughts.
A crowd was waiting as they landed and the briefing commenced immediately. A week ago, a passing comet had left a few chunks of ice. Those chunks of ice floated loose and collided with an inbound ship, and that ship was about to break atmosphere.
Benliar and Wimsah spoke rapidly and silently. Her actions depended completely on where the ship was to land.
The roar from above settled that question.
Wimsah spoke to the councillors. “Get everyone outside. Everyone.”
They looked confused but Roden took over. “Get everyone outside now, my Avatar has spoken.”
Benliar settled his hands on her shoulders, and he whispered, “I hope this works.”
“Me too.”
The call went out and Wimsah opened her mind, reaching for the thoughts of all Roden citizens in the area. She had never controlled over thirty thousand minds before, but they had the potential power she needed.
Telekinesis was a start; several dozen folks were on molecular alteration and hundreds more on gravity repulsion. As the people of the city came outside, Wimsah grabbed them and aimed their minds upward.
When the focus struck the hull of the ship, her knees buckled. Benliar held onto her and kept his mind mixed with hers, and he helped direct which talent she ran through which mind.
The combination of efforts propelled the hulk of the cargo ship up and out of the atmosphere. Wimsah leaned into Benliar and kept the propulsion going until the councillor nearest the display confirmed that the ship was out of orbit and waiting for a tow to the space station.
Her knees wobbled and a strange sound reached her ears. It was a joyous roar from the streets of the city. She finished shoring up all the minds and pulled back into her own head.
The mix of Benliar and her own mind was a little fuzzy until she heard a screech and Spot arrived, settling on her shoulder. Her brain cleared and she stood up without having to cling to her mate.
“Well, that was tiring.”
He stroked her hair. “Well done, Wimsah. You saved thousands of lives.”
“You could have done it without me.”
He shook his head. “No, I couldn’t. Without you psyching out the population, we would not have gotten the ship away from the atmosphere.”
“What a polite term for it.”
He grinned. “Thank you, I just came up with it.”
She sighed and scratched Spot’s chin. He preened and extended his wings. He gave her an image of the bot wearing a sling with the babies in it.
“Well, it seems Spot found a babysitter.”
“Who?”
“Roden.”
“In the bot.”
“Correct, and in the little one that looks like you. Those rainbow eyes are a giveaway.”
Benliar grinned. “I think he is adorable.”
“I am glad. I think he might become your companion as time goes on. We will see.” Wimsah swayed, and she could still hear pockets of laughter and cheers in the city.
The councillors came up and congratulated them, shaking their hands and complimenting Wimsah on her impressive skills.
She smiled and took the compliments for a few minutes before asking for a glass of water or some tea. Immediately, she and Benliar were ushered into the capitol building and treated to refreshments.
When they were seated in a boardroom and the councillors were replaying the event on the screens, one turned to her and asked, “How do you do that?”
She shrugged. “It is what I do. It is why I am here.”
Benliar nodded, “Wimsah possesses one of the rarest psychic skills. It increased her visibility and brought her to Roden’s attention, and he brought me along to meet her.”
“Would you give us your story, Wimsah?” One of the councillors looked eager; his rainbow eyes were bright.
Benliar kissed the back of her hand, and she responded with a quick kiss to his lips.
She smiled. “Ask me in a few years. My story is just getting started.”
 



Epilogue
 
 
Wimsah looked at the monitor and smiled, “She is adorable. You should be very proud, Trala.”
Trala blushed. “We didn’t plan it, it just happened.”
“How is Envix adapting?”
“He is a little shocked but Resicor is delighted. She is handling it much better than I did.”
Trala cuddled the small black and white Yaluthu to her and she smiled. “I can’t thank you enough. Yima is already a great addition to our family.”
Wimsah looked at the Yaluthu that had flown across galaxies and sectors of space to be with its bondmate. Little Yima was Spot’s great granddaughter and she looked every inch the companion to a living planet.
“How is Kroz doing?”
Wimsah smiled, “He is doing everything that a seventeen-year-old should be doing. It still freaks me out a little when I look into his eyes.”
“He is lovely and has a good head on his shoulders. You should be very proud.”
“We are. Benliar is just as surprised as I am that our son has turned out well. I think Roden was hoping for a girl.”
“Well, there is always the next one. When were you thinking?”
Wimsah reached up and caressed Spot’s chest. “I was thinking that when Kroziar moves out, I will start thinking about the next one.”
“You don’t want a bunch at the same time?”
“It would be too hard on the babysitter.”
Trala chuckled. “I have a huge list of those willing to babysit Yima.”
“Yes, but she is cute and fluffy. Just wait until she is running around and setting fire to your furniture or levitating her least favourite vegetable across the table. Oh, wait, Yaluthu don’t do that.” Wimsah laughed.
Yima chirped and Spot clicked back through the com.
Wimsah got a mental image, and she snickered. “Don’t be surprised if your com is busy. Spot can and does call all of his descendants.”
“You don’t mean…”
“Oh, yes. The beaks aren’t decorative. They are very functional, and she knows what you know.” She stroked Spot again.
“Where is your other half?”
“He is off giving a lecture about interspecies mating. I am scheduled to meet up with him in thirty minutes and explain that everything he said was a lie.” Wimsah winked.
“Talk to you soon, Wim.”
“You too, Trala.” She disconnected the call and sighed. “Come on, Spot. Are you up for a flight?”
He flexed his wings and rode her shoulder until they reached the roof. It had taken her a decade to learn how to fly and it was only because Benliar had finally opened part of his mind he had been keeping secret during an intimate moment. Now, she could fly on her own, but she still enjoyed being caught up in his arms, and she used every chance she could to have him fly her home. Even if she had plenty of energy to get herself anywhere she needed to be.
She walked to the edge of the roof and fell, propelling herself upward with Spot at her side. After two decades on Roden, she was used to the people, the food and raising a child that had a multi-psychic talent and devastating good looks.
Her mind was already calling her grandma, just to get her used to it.
She circled the institute and slowly landed out front with Spot alighting on her shoulder. With long, even strides, she headed for the lecture hall and opened the door. The vids on the screen were of her and Benliar in a variety of clinches. Her black and white suit was always pristine and Benliar’s white and black suit matched.
She walked up the pathway to the stage and applause greeted her. She kissed her husband, stroked her bird and spoke to the crowd. “Let me begin by saying, that I am Wimsah ni’Cavinagh ki’Huntrag, Avatar of Roden and everything my bondmate told you is a gross exaggeration.”
Everyone in the room laughed, her mate took his seat with a grin and she continued the speech on why mating with an alien could be a good thing or a bad thing.
When she concluded, she looked at her husband. “For me, I got lucky. I woke damaged and broken, and he gave me room to heal and enough time to do it. Not everyone will be as lucky and time will be a factor, but know what you want and what you don’t want, then throw that out and take the person that speaks to your soul.”
The applause rang out again and Wimsah stroked Spot while Benliar came up to put his arm around her. Their little family had grown from those first days, but it still felt good to be standing together with goodwill aimed in their direction. Wimsah felt the distance that she had come in times like these, and she hugged her mate with all her strength. She would do more later, but they needed privacy for that. There were some things even the Yaluthu didn’t want to watch.
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