
        
            
                
            
        

    A talent for melting stone is given a pilot who happens to be a dragon. Let’s hope the shuttle survives.
 
 
Leyhara is a talent of Resicor and she took full advantage of her new freedom to hold off attackers by grounding their craft, by having the ground under them melt. 
After the attack, she is given the choice to stay or leave and go somewhere she can use her power. It takes her minutes to make up her mind and she is on the next shuttle out.
Bohrvin has been waiting centuries for a woman who answers the call of his mind, and when he finds she has the ability to melt rock, he decides he had better tread carefully while courting a woman standing on burning stone.
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Chapter One
 
 



Chapter One
 
 
The sky was falling and Leyhara had a decision to make. Either she could pretend to be one of the screaming citizens, or she could step up and believe the vid that said talents would no longer be prosecuted.
While everyone ran away from the dropping ships, Leyhara moved forward to cut them off. When they dared to land on Resicor, she melted their landing gear and turned the ground around their ships into a hot plate with a molten surface.
Leyhara watched her clothing smoke as her skin heated up with the energy she was putting out. With her concentration on keeping the incursion at bay, she kept the invaders in their ships until she felt folk join her. 
A quick glance showed her that they were citizens in normal clothing. A woman with her hair tied up in a scarf smiled and nodded. “Relax, miss. We have this. You have done enough.”
Leyhara knelt as ice cooled the ground and the talents of Resicor joined her in defense of their home. It was the first time she had seen this variety of talents out in public. From what history class had taught her, it was the first time anyone had seen it.
The men who surged out of the ships were large, armed and some had talents of their own. It didn’t matter. They were facing people who were risking their lives for their families. Each time one of the invaders touched ground, he was sent flying and the rest of the talents moved in.
When other ships arrived, they didn’t land. They hovered and broadcast a message of assistance and friendship. Leyhara got to her feet and pointed to a spot where they could set down.
Three ships set side by side in a tight formation. The folk who exited the ship were wearing brightly coloured and tightly fitting uniforms, some wore robes and none were armed.
Leyhara walked over to them, and she stood facing them, ready to melt their feet into the stone if they so much as twitched the wrong way. “Who are you and why are you here?”
A woman came forward with pale blue hair and a uniform that was terribly familiar. 
“Kiiki?”
The woman grinned and came forward for a hug. “Hello, Leyhara. They have tried to put one of us on every arrival team to ease things a little. You have done well. We had no idea this pocket had managed to land until someone picked up the psychic energy you are throwing around. We are here to help. Will you let us?”
She swallowed and hugged her childhood friend. “You can help, but who are you? I mean what are these uniforms, these ships?”
“This is an offering of the Sector Guard and the Citadel. We study and train for events like today, and I have to say, I am delighted that I made it.” 
Leyhara had been one year behind Kiiki in school, but when she was arrested and thrown in the dome, it had been traumatic for all young talents. Leyhara and others had frantically found ways to control their talents to hide them from discovery. By practising where no one could see her, she had mastered her ability to superheat a surface. 
Her parents’ work in geology had been the perfect cover, as their work took them to volcanic disturbances around the globe. 
“Go do what you have been waiting to do, Kiiki. We will make sure that no one enters the city.”
Kiiki and three others took flight.
Leyhara beckoned for the local talents to retreat, and they watched the professionals in armoured suits race into the ships and take care of stragglers. For her first day as an outed talent, she thought things had gone pretty well.
 
Six days later, she joined a group of Resicor talents who were being shipped to Citadel Iskan. Leyhara was allowed to stay awake and alert for the trip but the others were sedated for the journey.
The Guardsman named Tend was behind the controls, and his partner, Thunder Struck, was next to him.
Once they lifted off and Resicor was shrinking behind them, Thunder Struck got to her feet and beckoned to Leyhara. 
“Come on, you look like you can use some tea.”
Leyhara unbuckled her harness and got to her feet, rubbing her hands down her trousers. 
Thunder Struck led her to the galley and showed her to a seat. She moved easily around the small space and sat across from Leyhara while the tea brewed. 
“Leyhara, I know you were told that this shuttle was going to Iskan, but those who have been sedated are not. We are dropping them off at Citadel Balen. You are coming with us to Iskan and joining our Citadel.”
“That sounds very nice, Thunder Struck, but I don’t know why I would fit in at a specialised Citadel.”
“Call me Kedna, or Ked. The scowl at the helm is Haedock. I run the Iskan Citadel, and we specialise in dangerous talents with incredible potential. You qualify. Kiiki identified your talent and Trala-Resicor confirmed that you have stifled yourself while seeking control. You have a lot of untapped power, and on Iskan, you can take it for a spin without worrying about injuring anyone or being discovered. We have a world to shape, and it welcomes expressions of power.”
Leyhara eyed her warily as she got up and retrieved the tea.
“You really want me to unleash myself?”
Kedna chuckled. “Not in the ship. You need to be able to explore all the depths of the talent you have in your genes, and Iskan has opened itself to that experimentation.”
“What about the others?”
“They need healing. Most of them suffered at the hands of your government in some capacity, and they need therapy. I understand that, but Balen can offer it far more dextrously than a trainee on Iskan would be able to. We are a learning Citadel. All I can offer you is someone to watch your back and make sure that you do not catch fire.”
Leyhara laughed. “I do tend to scorch my clothing.”
“We have a fabricator who needs practice at creating fire-resistant materials. I think you and he will get along just fine.”
Leyhara took her tea and smiled.
Kedna looked into her cup and a tiny storm cloud formed complete with lightning.
Leyhara sipped her tea and concentrated on keeping it cool enough to drink. A world where there was no one to hurt. It had an incredible appeal. She was looking forward to it.
 
Four days later, she was delighted to step on Iskan. To her surprise, Halwis-Iskan was there to greet her, but she greeted her own people first.
When it was Leyhara’s turn, Halwis-Iskan took her hands, and Leyhara felt something touch her soul.
“A great grace and a great power. It is a perfect match for a great heart. Be welcome on Iskan. I have a mountain range that could use flattening.”
Leyhara smiled. “I will do my best to make free with my talent while minimally impacting your surface.”
“I thank you for your care, but whatever you do will be undone by the ones who follow after, so keep to the stone and do what you will.” Halwis-Iskan stepped forward with black swirling in her golden eyes.
Kedna came out and put an arm around her shoulders. “First thing you need is clothing that won’t burn. Mockski will be able to help with that.”
Halwis-Iskan looked at Kedna with amusement. “She and I were having a moment.”
“And that moment will have to wait until she is protected. She needs to be safe when she uses her skills.” Kedna was amused.
Haedock emerged from the ship and he shook his head. “I know you have plans for her, ancestor, but they will have to wait until her talent has stabilized.”
Halwis-Iskan made a face that would have been more appropriate on a five year old. “You are taking away my fun, grandson.”
“Tough. You have had the trainees to play with the entire length of our journey. Let Leyhara settle in and get prepared before she uses her talent for the new landing strip.”
Leyhara grinned. “Is that all? I can do that now.”
Kedna sighed. “I know, but I want you to be able to do it in minutes.”
Leyhara looked at the faces around her, alien yet completely accepting. Kedna’s strangely marked features smiled. 
“Are you up for this?”
Leyhara chuckled. “A new world, a new day and no more hiding in the shadows. Yes, I am up for this. I have been waiting for this.”
 
Mockski was a fabrication master, and while he worked, Leyhara remembered the last few moments with her parents. Her father had embraced her and wished her well, but her mother had stroked her face. “I know that talents are accepted now, Leyhara, but it is best that you leave. I can’t see a future for you here with the particular skill set that you possess. I want the best for you and it isn’t on Resicor.”
Leyhara nodded. “I know, Mom.”
Her mother was better with rocks than people, but her words were correct. They were meant with love and that is how Leyhara took them.
On the flight out, Kedna and Haedock had told her that she was a blend of fire and earth elementals. She could work with both, but she needed time to learn how. Burning stone was all she had ever figured out how to do.
Her uniform surprised her. Mockski frowned as he tried to create a full suit, but it kept morphing under his hands.
“Are you doing that?”
Leyhara looked down and laughed. “Oh no. I would not even think of something like that.”
The bodice was laced up the front, small briefs covered her groin and butt, thigh-high boots covered her legs and a skirt was ring-bound to the bodice itself. 
“I normally have an instinct for what is needed, but with you, this seems to be all that is required. You are a fire elemental?”
“Fire and earth.”
“Do you get cold? Hot?”
“I don’t feel cold and hot doesn’t bother me. Why?”
He rubbed his jaw. “That might explain it. You are wearing little because you don’t need it. I will set up some Citadel robes in the same materials and make you a few changes of clothing.”
She smiled. “Thank you.”
“You don’t mind being dressed like this?”
“It is easy to move in, and if it holds up to the heat, I would not mind more of the same. Until today, I have known that if I work at close quarters with my talent, I will lose my clothing. This is a preferential option to public nudity.”
He grinned at her and chuckled. “Nothing like a discerning audience. I will wait for news of the durability of the suit.”
Leyhara laughed and headed out to meet Halwis-Iskan for her first test fire in the mountains.
 



Chapter Two
 
 
The Avatar was amused when they returned. Leyhara headed straight back to the fabricator and drummed her fingers in the doorway.
Mockski dropped his beverage and reached for the fire extinguisher. 
Leyhara stood and let him hose her smouldering clothing down. 
Mockski looked at the charred piece of fabric and he nodded. “Right. Let’s just get something that can take three thousand degrees. I have been given some plates but wasn’t sure what to do with them.”
Leyhara stripped off the bits of fabric and Mockski started again, but this time, it took longer and the fabric flowed into place on her skin.
In an hour, she was wearing an outfit identical to her original one, with the slight alteration of material that would keep her from running around in smoking tatters.
She checked the fit in the mirror and smiled. “If you don’t see me in two hours, this formulation worked. If I come back, you are going to need to find something a little sturdier.”
“I will check stores and find out what is available. No, I will send one of the others to look for something. After that material, I need a bit of a rest.” Mockski swayed.
Leyhara helped him to a chair and got him a new cup of whatever had been in the pitcher. He smiled in relief. 
“Thanks. They have created an electrolyte mix that my body can break down quickly. The irony is that by the time I realise I need it, I am too weak to pour.”
She waited until he had finished what was in his cup and filled it again. “Will you be all right if I get going?”
He smiled. “I will. Now go. I can feel the Avatar in the vicinity. They will not wait long.”
Leyhara patted Mockski on the arm and went outside to continue her tutorial. 
 
She focussed on melting the stone into a flat plateau. There was no one around for miles and Halwis-Iskan was hovering nearby as Leyhara stood in the center of the stone and turned it to liquid. 
The stone had melted at different temperatures, so it was surprising to Leyhara that she was not sinking into the liquid. She was hovering above the rippling surface, and she didn’t know how she was doing it.
She paced across the surface, and when Halwis nodded, she sent out a wave of her energy. As she walked forward, the rough stone shimmied and became a completely smooth surface.
Her new boots were holding up to the heat, and the edges of her skirt flared and fluttered but did not catch fire. She began to move faster and eventually sprinted across the plateau with the leading edge running meters ahead of her. 
She skidded to a stop and looked out over the edge. It was three hundred metres down, and she had no urge to make that drop. The stone cooled under her feet, and she settled on the crust for a moment before she elevated once again. 
“Hot!”
Halwis laughed. “Yes, it is. Perfectly smooth though. It is a good base for the wind range that we wanted to build.”
“Wind range?”
Iskan took control. “I am proud to say that my surface is becoming a haven for those who need to learn control of the elements, including flesh. The combination of fire and earth is an interesting one and I would love a few more building sites if you are amenable.”
“Of course I am.”
Halwis took over. “Your stamina is impressive.”
Leyhara looked from left to right and then at that Avatar. “I draw energy from the stone. From the heat.”
“Really?”
“Really. I won’t need to eat for days after this. I mean I will, but I won’t have to.”
She looked back at the plateau and she smiled. “Do you want me to cut stairs down to the valley floor?”
“That will not be necessary. Folk will come and go by skimmer.”
Leyhara sighed and looked out over the alien world. “It looks so different.”
Halwis-Iskan landed next to her but kept the careful distance above the still-glowing stone. “Resicor is much greener, or so she has told me. She boasted of the bright powers in her children, and you have proven her correct.”
“She mentioned that she planted potential in as many of her children as she could. It was part of our final lecture on where we had come from. She felt we should know what happened so that we could move forward.”
“Knowing why you are the way you are is an important step to beginning to embrace your future.”
“I was never too clear on my future. I could have been captured at any time, and from there, I had no idea where I would have ended up. One of my great uncles was frozen, and he is now living with my parents.”
“They didn’t want you to remain at home?”
She smiled and watched the glow of the stone fade against the bright arc of the sky. “They wanted me to be more. There are few places on Resicor that my skill set would be useful. You offered to take me and here I am.”
Halwis-Iskan held out her hand. “And here you are. Come back to the Citadel with me. You need a meal and I have thought of the perfect material for your clothing. Mockski will need help with it, but I will have a supply of it for him by morning.”
Leyhara slipped her hand into the Avatar’s, and she was pulled gently skyward for the flight back to the base. The breezes caught and fluttered her skirt. Leyhara could see that it was part of the suit that wouldn’t stand up to the heat. Whatever Halwis-Iskan had in mind, it was probably precisely what she needed.
 
It took two days to get the black diamonds into a workable fabric, and Mockski was still stuck with the same design.
Leyhara was given robes made of the second material but studded with vivid purple gemstones. 
“These are for your status as a Master Elemental.” Kedna wore her own vivid robes for the event. “Yours are simply designed for more heat, and now, you are ready for formal floor melting.”
The group of gathered Citadel members laughed and applauded, all were wearing their own robes, and there were a lot of elementals in the room.
A few healers were sprinkled in the mix, as were minders and other psychics. The group of thirty was a festive bunch, and they welcomed her with open arms.
Kedna and Haedock were not the only couple, but whenever a man approached Leyhara, Halwis was there and making a point of directing her conversation to a different partner.
Leyhara frowned and went to speak with Kedna. “Do you know what is going on? Every time I go to speak to a male, Halwis is in between us. Does—is there a problem with me being Resicoran?”
Kedna sighed and took Leyhara by the arm, drawing her out onto the balcony of the ancient city hall.
“What do you hear at night?”
“What?”
“What do you hear as you dream?”
Leyhara blinked. “Singing. Halwis-Iskan told me that it was perfectly normal.”
Kedna rubbed the back of her neck. “It is and it isn’t. In this system, there is another habitable world but it is barren and forbidden.”
She had no idea where this was going, but she said, “Interesting.”
“Isn’t it though? It is said that deep in the surface of that world is an ancient power, a sleeping member of a fading race. Well, it is more than said, Iskan spoke with him at length before he went to sleep. He and other Drai were scattered through space to wait for their mates. When they find a compatible woman, she will hear the song in her mind. It is their way of seducing their mate.”
“Mate?” Leyhara inhaled sharply. “I just got out here. I don’t want a mate.”
“He will wait. Waiting is what they do.” Halwis-Iskan came out of the shadows.
Leyhara looked at the Avatar with narrowed eyes. “What is a Drai?”
Kedna grinned. “I just got an upgraded holographic projector. There are files on the ancient Drai.”
They slipped down the edge of the party and into the hall that Kedna and Haedock made their home.
Leyhara spent the rest of the evening drinking wine and watching vids of huge beasts stomping across landscapes and taking to the air. The energy that had to be expended and absorbed as they shifted from one form to the other must have been incredible. A man with wings like a night flier and teeth that were intimidating to say the least.
“One of those is singing to me in my sleep?” She was a little tipsy and the idea was less creepy and more intriguing with every sip.
Halwis-Iskan gave her a long look. “His world is ready for renovation. If I speak to him and he is amenable to the work, would you go there and create landing sites?”
She wrinkled her nose, and Halwis-Iskan waved away the idea.
“Never mind. Your particular skills are much in demand. It is far less expensive and detrimental to the environment to get you to do the smoothing than it is for them to pave them.”
Leyhara raised her eyebrows. “Seriously?”
“Seriously. You have a line of requests on primitive worlds that is twenty deep.”
Leyhara bent her knees and put her arms around them. “How would I get there?”
“They would send a shuttle for you, and you could do as many of them as you wished and come home whenever you liked.”
“Is this home now?”
Kedna smiled. “It is if you want it to be. You will always have a place here, as you will always have a place on your own world. Resicor would have you back in an instant. Never doubt that.”
Iskan took over and inclined Halwis’s head. “It is true. She has offered a whole and open link to all of her children. If you wish it, I would be able to open the link here and you could walk between worlds.”
“What?”
Halwis grabbed the body. “What he was trying to say is when Resicor sought help to break out of her long sleep, she asked other worlds for energy. Iskan offered her some in exchange for twelve of her people over one century. They would be remade into Iskanoi and be the seeds of a new population.”
“Was I part of that deal?”
“Not if you don’t wish to stay. The Drai contract supersedes all others.” Kedna smirked.
Halwis scowled. “I was going to tell her that. No matter where she chooses to live, this is her Citadel and we will always welcome her.”
Leyhara yawned and wobbled to her feet. “I think I want to see a bit of the universe. Is that possible? I would like to go on those twenty assignments.”
Halwis smiled. “I will make the arrangements in the morning. You should ship out within the week.”
Kedna got to her feet, obviously handling her alcohol better than Leyhara was. She linked her arm with Leyhara’s and helped her to her room.
“Don’t worry about the Drai. They are not quite the beasts depicted in the vids. I have met two of them, and they are urbane, cultured and devoted partners and spouses.”
“Are they in the Citadel?”
“Mostly they are in the Sector Guard, but the Guard draws a lot of its personnel from the Citadel. They came here to bring a candidate who needed a bit more training. Halwis went up one side of him and down the other. He was sorted out completely in six weeks and now has an assignment on an instable world and is working to reshape the atmosphere. It should take him quite a few years to get it just right.”
 Alone in her room, Leyhara unlaced her bodice and crawled between the sheets. Tomorrow, things were going to be set in motion that would put pressure on her, but she was up for it. Well, she hoped she was. Failure was not an appealing option.
 



Chapter Three
 
 
Bohrvin’s eyes were the first thing she noticed about her pilot. His eyes were a pure emerald green with hot gold around the edge and as a pupil. It gave a new meaning to having fire in his eyes. His skin was a silvery grey and his hair a rich scarlet that made her flame-red hair seem brassy in comparison.
He was taller, stronger and prettier than she was. She grappled with that for a moment and then put on her robes, gathered her spare clothing in her bag and hugged her few friends goodbye. 
It was an adventure that she was seeking and Bohrvin was going to help her find it.
Halwis-Iskan took her new pilot aside and spoke to him in an urgent tone.
Bohrvin nodded and patted the Avatar on the arm. 
Leyhara couldn’t understand what they were saying, but Halwis gave her a nervous look before finally nodding and wishing him a good journey.
A final hug to Leyhara and she was on her way to the first mission she would undertake as a Master of her elements. Her father would enjoy the title. He always thought that she deserved some kind of recognition for not only what she was, but also what she could do.
The shuttle that Bohrvin was piloting was a sleek design, quite a bit different from the ship that had brought Leyhara to Iskan. It was definitely something designed by another race or team of races. That thought made her smiled. Two months ago, other races had been something to fear, and now, she had not only a curiosity about them, but also the ability to satisfy that curiosity.
The narrow-backed seats of the shuttle were a little odd, but as long as Leyhara sat straight, they were perfectly comfortable. The interior walls were wide, doorways as well. Even in the slim shuttle, two people could walk side by side without trouble in any direction. 
Bohrvin settled next to her and he took the controls. “Are you ready?”
She nodded. “I guess so. I am willing to try.”
He grinned. “I meant for takeoff.”
“Oh, yes. Right. Sorry.” She settled and placed her hands in her lap. “Ready.”
He turned the ship with a graceful arc, and they went for a short burn down the runway before they lifted up and away.
They left the surface of Iskan and flew through the atmosphere, heading along the curve of the world until they were pointed in the right direction and then leaving and using the spin of the orb to propel them into space. 
The move he used was one that required skill and many hours of flying. 
“You have been a pilot for a while?” It seemed a good start to their relationship. A nice easy question with no emotional ties.
He gave her a sidelong glance. “All my life, it seems. I retired for a while but was available when Iskan called.”
The familiarity that he used in the name made her curious. “You have known Halwis-Iskan for a while, Bohrvin?”
“Years. I used to do supply runs in the area.” He smiled. “Call me Bohr.”
“Bohr then. Call me Hara.” She grinned.
He set the controls and received confirmation on location and direction from the computer before he got up and raised an eyebrow. “Cup of tea and a mission briefing?”
She nodded and checked her chrono, stunned to realise that an hour had gone by.
“Sure. Please.”
He went to the galley and gave her the run down on how to operate the equipment and how to summon her ration packs until the enzyme treatment kicked in. Resicoran bodies did not really enjoy alien foods. Supplements and injections had to intervene.
He settled the tray down on the small table in the galley, and once again, she noted that the chairs were odd and had a lot of room behind them for such a small space. 
“Who designed this interior?”
“An old race. They don’t leave their homes anymore, so they have sold off their spacecraft.” 
His mouth tightened and she didn’t pursue it.
He changed the conversation by getting up and retrieving a data pad. “The first stop on our tour is Jurkidal. They have found a mineral with incredible potential, but it can’t be extracted without damaging the cellular structure. They need your help to get it out of the surrounding deposit. A few pounds of it will apparently be sufficient.”
She stared at the information and cleared her throat. “May I?”
He slid the pad over and Leyhara took in the details of the rock they wanted her to work on. A vid of attempts to chisel, melt and otherwise extract the mineral from the rock face with rather unfortunate results was included. The mineral in question simply turned to dust. 
“Well, this does explain the drills that Halwis-Iskan had me doing. It should be possible but it might take a bit of practice.”
He nodded. “I am sure that you will do what you can or she would not have accepted this assignment on your behalf.”
She sipped at her tea and nodded. “Right. What comes after?”
“I will give you the briefing after this assignment. You might want to look up the people of Jurkidal. You might need a bit of fortification to step out and greet them.”
With his amused warning ringing in her ears, she looked at the images of the indigenous people and she swallowed hard. “Tentacles and nudity?”
“And they exude a particular slime that can be caustic to the touch. Be careful and keep your robes hot enough to repel those who want to get close to you. Talents are rare on their world and something as powerful as you is even rarer.”
She nodded and flicked him a quick smile. “So Halwis was telling me, but she is surrounded by strong talents and I am guessing that she just says that to keep the morale up.”
“I am sure that if the Avatar said it, she meant it.”
“Bohr, how did you get picked to fly me around?”
“I volunteered for it once Iskan contacted me.”
“That is quite a trip. Where were you retired?”
“Oh, I was in the area.” He chuckled. “If that kind of thing can be imagined.”
“I can imagine it, but it seems very strange. How long until we arrive at our first destination?”
“Four hours. It is enough time for you to either rest or to get to work on a language lesson. Your Common is good, but you need to work on your sibilants.”
She nodded ruefully. “The flash download didn’t quite take. My brain doesn’t process properly, or at least properly for a Resicoran.”
“That was in your file.” He nodded.
Leyhara blinked. “You read my file? Wait, I have a file?”
He chuckled. “You do and I did. I needed to know what Iskan was asking me to do.”
“You think you know?”
He laughed and his teeth were displayed, white and sharp. “I think I have been undersold on your abilities, but I am more than willing to go out and help you in your journey of mastery of your talent.”
She leaned back and groaned. “That is what this is about, isn’t it? I am just trying to prove something to myself.”
Bohr shook his head. “No, your services have been requested and you are answering that call. In the future, you may be called out on emergencies with other elementals and these missions are exercises for the variety of duties you may be asked to perform. Halwis-Iskan is very intelligent and understands what can befall a world with little to no notice.”
Leyhara felt a little bit better after that. She sat while he refilled her tea again and began to work her language skills. The language that she would need was a series of gargles and her enunciation was a little muddled. She worked on it for hours until her mental translation stopped coming out with insults to his lower tentacles.
A low chime got Bohr’s attention and he grinned. “We are here. I will gain us landing clearance, and they will have land-bound transport ready for you. I will accompany you and do most of the talking. Your opinion of my lower tentacle is far too derisive. I am going to tell them you are mute.”
She snorted and got to her feet, following him to the command deck and settling into her seat while he communicated with Jurkidal ground control.
She breathed deep as they lowered into the atmosphere of her second alien world that month. Leyhara was definitely coming out of her shell, but she had no idea what was on the other side.
 
She wore her robes with the hood covering her flame-coloured hair. The people she was near did indeed want to touch her. The robes kept their slime from touching her skin, and she was intensely grateful for the warning.
Bohr was wearing a bodysuit, belt and two thigh weapons, which was enough to keep the locals from trying to touch him.
Leyhara rubbed her palms together under the cover of her robes and watched as they approached the mountain that was her target. She was looking for something that translated into bright rock. A stone that was radioactive enough to use as a power source and even the dust worked as small-site illumination. 
When they landed, she let her hosts go first before she approached the barrier that had been erected for safety. One of the perks of her talent was her resistance to radiation. Her body repaired itself faster than the cells ruptured. That had been a test on day three of her training. Kedna had been nervous about it, but Halwis had hauled Leyhara away and they had covered her with monitors to see what her body did. 
They gurgled at Bohr and he nodded, “They want you to walk through the barrier and bring out a sample of bright stone. They need a few pounds to work with and have a carrier ready for you, to your left.”
She nodded and smiled. 
The large canister was heavy, and she checked the weight. She would need to increase it slightly to gain the correct amount of material. 
There was a security guard waiting for her, and as she approached the barrier, it flickered and lowered. She stepped through and into her new workspace.
The outcropping of stone she stepped onto was exposed to the wind on the far side. The barrier was to stop folk from running off the edge.
As she looked around for the first flicker, she sighed at the portion of the file that had indicated that the material was only slated for research and energy production. The locals had no need of weapons. They had a sparse population and no wars. There was no territory to claim because it was a completely communal society.
Humming to herself, she touched the rock face that bore the marks of picks and hammers. The throb of excited energy was there. It would take a bit of work, but she was confident that she could get samples out intact.
 
Four hours later, covered in sweat, she staggered to the barrier and pounded her fist against it. It went down and she staggered out with her prize. 
She spoke to Bohr. “I turned the bright stone into pellets. They are in the canister and about half an ounce each. They are intact and have all the properties of raw stone.”
Bohr spoke quickly, and the watchers were excited, their tentacles wiggling and their pale grey bodies quivering. 
Leyhara clenched her hands together and tried to keep the blood from the inside of her robes. Clawing through molten stone was not fun, but it had been the only way to scoop out the vein once she had exposed it.
Bohr took her by her shoulders and steered her onto the skimmer. They were taken back to the shuttle amid the excited murmurings of the scientists that now had bright rock to play with.
 



Chapter Four
 
 
The moment they were flying by instruments again and on their way to her next mission, Bohr got to his feet, eased her to hers and shepherded her to the medical unit at the back of the shuttle.
He hissed when he saw her hands. “What did you do?”
She winced as the robes brushed her skin when he removed them. “The stone kept breaking and the stone around it had a much higher melting point, so I had to reach in with my hand and scoop it out.”
He squeezed gel packs into a container, and he eased her hands into it. She sighed in relief and sat while her skin soaked up the liquid.
“You should have mentioned that you had burns.”
He scowled and she swore she saw something flicker behind him.
Leyhara sighed. “It is an occupational hazard. I usually keep heated air between me and the molten rock, but I couldn’t really do that in this case.”
He got another gel pack and poured it over her hands. 
“You are just absorbing this. Is this normal?”
She shrugged. “Normal is a strange concept for me right now. It is not unknown. How is that?”
Bohr gave her a sly glance. “Not great, but I will take it. Does it still hurt?”
The dull throb where her fingers should be couldn’t really be classified as hurt, but while she tried to make up her mind, he prepped a hypo and shot her in the shoulder. 
“Ow.”
“You took too long. That is an analgesic that should last you until your body finishes the process. You are already healing well.”
Her hands were no longer blistered, charred and bloody. Pink was rising rapidly. 
Leyhara sighed. “Could you read me the details of the next assignment?”
He chuckled and retrieved the data pad. 
He helped her settle comfortably on the medical bunk with her soaking hands in her lap. The shot he had given her made her lightheaded and dizzy, but it also made her imagine him with huge, glittery wings.
“Your next assignment is to create a walk-through tunnel in a mountain range. We have four days allocated for it.”
“Why do they want the pass?”
“They have a coming-of-age ritual that involves going through the mountains and creating a new life on the other side for a few years. Life on the other side is hard enough without having to take that step.”
She looked at him with narrowed eyes and his sparkly wings disappeared. “You sound like you have been there.”
“I was once. Kremlod is a lovely world, a hard world to live on. Its people hate outsiders, so them asking for help is a tremendous step forward.”
“So, head down, hood up?”
“Not in this case. Robe off, just you. The Kremlod respect minimalists. Seeing that you have no tools and no weaponry, you will be given immediate acceptance and that will make your days there easier.”
She chuckled. “How is my accent for Kremlod?”
“Passable. You will be able to manage just fine as long as you have a good reach.”
He showed her a scale diagram of herself standing next to a Kremlod. A fifteen-foot lizard was going to be hovering over her and she was going to make a hole large enough to accommodate it.
“That looks like it will take a while.”
“You have four days from the moment we land. Their holy days will kick in and all the young males and females will surge toward the western range. They are the reason that this is urgent. The population can’t grow when so many don’t make it over the mountains.”
Leyhara looked at her hands, all bright and pink but very soft. “Hooray! I have skin again.”
“Can you do this without injuring yourself?”
“Yes. This is surprisingly easy. I was trained to do this one on Iskan.”
She flexed her hands as the skin thickened. This part always went faster. 
Her skin had taken in all of the gel and she set the container aside where it was swept away by Bohr. “How is it that you have so much burn treatment stuff?”
“It happens a lot.”
He left it at that.
 
Her room was large and the bed was wide. She was asleep the moment she had peeled free of her clothing. It was eighteen hours until Kremlod and she planned to spend seventeen of them fast asleep.
 
* * * *
 
Bohrvin ran his hands through his hair, and he watched the monitor in Hara’s room for a while. She slept like the dead.
He chuckled and made a call to Iskan.
“Hello, old friend. How are you this fine day?” Iskan was in a good mood.
“Fine, but Leyhara nearly burned her hands off juggling molten, radioactive material.”
“How is she now?”
“Healing and asleep. Her hands were burned so badly I don’t know how she was up and moving. Most species would have been paralyzed with pain.”
“I told you, she is different. Her own flesh is one of her elements, but there was never a way to tell her. She could literally become anything, but she holds to her birth shape.”
“I don’t care if she can learn to shift. I want her just the way she is, I just hate having to hide from her.”
“It will only be until she is willing to consider joining with a Drai. You woke too early.” Iskan sighed.
Bohrvin grinned. “I woke just in time to be there when she needed me. I would never call that bad timing. I call it courtship. Anyway, she’s alive and recovering and we are on our way to Kremlod. This one promises to be easy for her. Over and out.”
He sighed and flexed his wings, keeping the motions small to use the visual-containment field. It was a genius piece of design, and it kept his wings available while Leyhara was unable to see them. A neat trick and a switch from simply swooping in and grabbing the woman they were after once they separated her from other ladies.
The formalities of the new generations of Drai were so stilted as to have lost all true meaning. There was no passion, no surge of discovery, only cold introductions and tepid acceptances. They had locked themselves in the formula of mating and lost the passion, the meaning. The goal was not just to find a mate but was to bring light to her eyes and brightness to her soul. When she glowed, it would be a light that both could share and everything that followed would be touched by that illumination.
It was worth the effort from what he had seen all those years ago, and he could bide his time until his chosen mate could accept that she was his. He had nineteen treaties to prove it. Drai mating took precedence over free will. Even his. He just had to make sure that he did it right.
How hard could that be?
 
* * * *
 
Sleeping with her hands curled on her chest had been restoring enough for the skin. She felt the outer shell of her skin and her fingerprints were back in their proper order. When she lifted her hands above her to get a good look, there was no trace of the burns.
“Not bad.” She got out of bed and pulled on a new set of clothes while she tucked the others into the solar laundry. A quick flash and they were done, so she hung them up and made sure she was decent before heading to the galley for breakfast.
It took her a while but she got the machine to spit out a heated ration pack for her, and she stumbled to the table while she waited for her tea.
She heard the approaching footsteps before she saw Bohr enter the galley. She waved at him and kept eating. He brought her tea over and set it on the table in front of her.
“Sleep well?”
She raised a hand and tilted it to one side and then then other in a so-so motion. “My hands are better and I feel energized enough to take on my next assignment.”
He took the hand that wasn’t holding the eating prong and examined it. “Amazing. I have only seen this sort of thing once before.”
That sparked her curiosity. “When?”
He smiled. “A long time ago.”
“Will you tell me about it?”
“Not yet. You need to learn more about the universe and the creatures inside it before I start corrupting your mind with my history.”
She blinked at the descriptor that he used. “I see.”
He grinned and released her hand. “How are you feeling, in other senses?”
“Good. Refreshed. When do we land on the next world?”
Bohr inclined his head. “As soon as you are ready. You slept the entire journey.”
She looked up in surprise. “Well, that would explain why I am so hungry. Really, the whole way?”
“Indeed. I checked in on you at times and you were resting heavily.”
“You mean I was snoring?” She felt heat touch her cheeks.
He shrugged. “I have heard far worse.”
She sighed. “I wouldn’t have slept so heavily but that sleeping Drai was still singing in my mind. It blurs my ability to calculate time while I sleep.”
“You are hearing what?” He blinked in surprise.
“Didn’t Halwis-Iskan tell you? I am hearing the song of a Drai on a world near Iskan. That is what she says, anyway. I will believe it when I see it, and I don’t intend to see it for some time.”
“That is fascinating.”
She finished her meal and put her tray and implement away. Leyhara returned to the table and cupped her hands around her cup, smiling when the heat didn’t prickle against her skin. 
“I don’t know the details, and I am guessing that I won’t know them until I meet him and discuss things with him.”
He looked amused. “You plan to negotiate?”
“No. Discuss. There is a difference. Iskan told me that the treaties that bind the chosen mates of the ancient Drai mean that every government within a dozen worlds of the chosen spot of the sleeper upholds them. It means that the laws of the Iskan Citadel bind me, and if I don’t agree to them, I need to find somewhere far away and that isn’t really my current inclination. I like the friends I have made, the comfortable feel of Iskan and her new people.”
He blinked. “Well, in that case, are you prepared for our next assignment?”
Leyhara finished her tea and nodded. “Take us down and let’s get this started. I will have time to rest while the rock cools.”
She followed him to the command deck and watched their approach to the world painted in shades of gold and brown.
As they approached, a large golden city gleamed in the white light. Leyhara leaned forward and watched the buildings with their whizzing transports and elaborate electrical displays.
“Why do they need me? They have the tech to do this.”
Bohr sighed. “You didn’t read the file.”
She blushed. “Not really. I focussed on what needed to be done, not why.”
“They have a migratory season for young citizens. They need to get to the grounds on the other side of that mountain range, but they can’t just skip over them to the other side. There are plants and mineral deposits that they must stop at. Currently, there is only a forty-five percent survival rate. A tunnel that takes them through the necessary territory but doesn’t exhaust them could help replenish their population levels. Simply flying from site to site doesn’t work. They need some physical effort but not enough to kill them. Hopefully, the tunnels will give them the respite they need.”
Leyhara blinked and focussed on the mountain range that expanded in the distance. “Right. This isn’t playtime. Thanks for going over it again.”
He gave her a nod and set the shuttle down. The large reptiles emerged from buildings near the tarmac and approached their vessel. It was time to meet her current employers.
 



Chapter Five
 
 
Wearing her robes was not an option. The heat of the place was oppressive. 
The Kremlod bowed low when they saw Bohr. He was greeted with sibilants that she couldn’t make out and treated with extreme respect.
When one of the representatives flicked a tongue close to Leyhara, Bohr responded with a short, sharp shout. The Kremlod pressed his head to the ground in front of her.
“He is waiting for you to accept his apology.”
She blinked. “Oh, apology accepted. Can we work on the tunnel now?”
One of the huge lizards lumbered forward, edging the citizen on the ground to one side. He opened a carefully crafted object and showed her the heading she needed to keep to. 
She draped the huge compass around her neck by the ribbon he had provided her. 
The leader walked slowly until they touched the rock face in the direction indicated on the compass. He drew an arc with a rock to show her the size.
Leyhara looked down at the compass and aligned herself to the designated direction, and she raised her hands. A quick look told her that the watchers were too close. 
“Back them up, please, Bohr.”
He nodded and herded the Kremlod away from the rock. 
“There is going to be some flare back. Keep yourself safe, please.”
“Do not worry about me.”
She didn’t argue with him, but she did worry. Once again, she raised her hands, centered herself on her target, and shot a pinhole of heat through the stone at her head height.
Once she didn’t feel resistance to her pressure, she eased up and widened the hole. She swayed a little when she finally had enough space to see through the wound in the stone. She grinned. “And now I start in earnest.”
Bohr made a strangled noise behind her and he gasped out, “You burned a hole through the mountain range.”
She nodded. “I did. It is just for me to keep a straight line. I mean there is the curvature of the globe to attend to but that can be worked with as long as I keep this hole at my eyes’ height.”
The Kremlod were making noises as well, looking at each other and lining up to take a look through the hole. Sighing, she stepped aside and took a seat on a nearby rock. 
Bohr handed her a pack of water and said, “Drink.”
She sipped while the five large lizards looked into the hole and murmured softly.
“Why can’t I understand what they are saying?”
“I believe your mind has ignored many of the languages as unimportant. We will try to reapply the information when we get back to the shuttle. I think they are done. Would you like to continue?”
She wrinkled her nose. “Take the compass and hold it for me. Call me if I go off course. This next part is going to be a little weird.”
Leyhara handed the compass to Bohr and lined up with her hole. With nothing on her that could not stand the heat, she turned up her power and moved forward step by step. The doorway in the stone began to appear and she continued to expand her aura of heat while she walked. It was slow going but a steady pace once she got started. 
The key to her walk was to keep the stone flowing back and away from her, out the doorway and into the pathway where she had entered the stone. 
The heat around her grew and she took strength from it. Her feet bore her through the growing cavern and she continued her steps until she broke through the kilometer of stone, setting the air aflame as she emerged between mountains.
Leyhara sat on a nearby rock and let her heat fade to normal body temperatures. Heat pulsed and curled out of the cavern. She was proud of her work. To the naked eye, it looked smooth, but she had filled the curve of the ceiling with arches built in to support the stone and keep the pressure even and flowing around the passage.
It was a masterpiece of passageways, and she only had seven more of them to do in three days.
The height of the opening surprised her. She knew that it had needed to be fifteen feet or more, but that she had walked through it with only the pinpoint of light leading her, she was amazed. It had worked.
She clamped her hand over her mouth and stopped herself from giggling.
When the stone had cooled, she turned her back on it and powered up again, walking toward her mark with the melt radius set to burn the stone and create a pathway.
The second path went quicker than the first, but when it was done, she had to skate back through them in order to meet up with Bohr again. 
The heat wrapped around her and squeezed, but she absorbed what she could and ignored the rest, the cushion of air beneath her propelled her forward.
The trip through the first segment was a walk through smooth and glassy walls. It was rather pretty if a little overwhelming. 
When not burning, she wasn’t comfortable with the confines of the tunnel. Leyhara skidded out into open air with a quiet sigh of relief. 
“Hara, how are you?”
She smiled at him. “Fine. A little tired. Can I get some sleep? The light is too dim for me to see my marks and I am a little wiped out already.”
She stumbled and he lifted her up. The Kremlod walked with them and set up guard positions around the shuttle as he took her inside. 
The moment the door sealed behind them, she squirmed to be put down. “I am fine. I am just a little tired. I absorbed a lot of energy, but it makes me a little giddy.”
He set her down, and she wobbled to the galley, stumbling and ordering up a meal, including dessert.
She held it carefully and Bohr watched her as she tiptoed across the galley. 
He watched her and he cocked his head. “You are drunk!”
She frowned at him. “Shhhhh.”
He sat across from her, and she saw a shimmer behind him again. 
“That is weird.”
“What is?”
“There is something behind you.”
“You don’t say.”
She dug through her dessert first and then moved into the entrée. 
“There is. Any time I am sleepy, your back is all sparkly, like there is a ball of glittery fog right behind you.” She giggled at the image.
“So, you don’t need to eat after you use your talent?”
She shook her head and then paused while her head spun. “I get a kind of power backlash, a heat rush. I am full of energy.”
“So why are you eating?”
Leyhara grinned. “It tastes good.”
“Good reason. Come on. You are finished and it is time for bed.”
She beamed at him. “Okay.”
He got up and slipped an arm under hers. “We will try the language flash in the morning.”
He pulled her up with the arm around her waist, and he walked her to her quarters. 
Leyhara stumbled inside with a bright, “Thank you!”
She sat on the edge of her bed and picked at the lacing that closed her top. Her fingers weren’t up to it so she yelled. “Bohr! Help!”
The door opened in seconds and he was next to her. “What is it?”
She frowned. “I can’t undo my laces.”
“Seriously?”
“Yes.”
“Why don’t you sleep in your clothing?”
“I can’t. I can’t sleep with anything on.” She gave him a serious look, trying to get her point across.
He muttered something about tortures of the damned and unlaced her top, gripped her boots and tugged them free. “You are on your own with the briefs. My self-control doesn’t extend that far.”
She smiled. “Thank you. Did you know your ears are pointy?”
She reached out but he leaned back.
“I was aware of it. It goes back to the creatures that my kind evolved from.”
“What were those creatures?” She stared at him as he blurred in her vision.
“Something with pointy ears. Only call me if you are on fire. I need some sleep as well.”
She nodded and gave him a small smile. “Thank you, Bohr.”
He stood and narrowed a look at her. “You are welcome, now go to bed.” He left her room and the door closed behind him.
Leyhara peeled off what was left of her top and she shimmied out of her briefs before tucking herself into bed. For a moment, she thought about covering herself with flame and calling Bohr in again, but she fell asleep giggling.
 
* * * *
 
Torment. He was in for weeks of torment. Bohr breathed in and caught nothing but Leyhara’s scent. She was everywhere in his ship, and it was not doing his self-control any good.
Her skin was far softer than he had imagined and getting close had pushed the bounds of his logical mind over his instinct. Iskan had offered him this chance to court and become a partner to Leyhara. If he pushed too hard, his maiden would draw back, and right now, that was her opposite direction.
Her overtures were gratefully received but pulling back and not encouraging her to continue her innocent flirtations had cost him. Knowing that there were two or three more nights of the same, he felt like weeping.
Sighing, he set the security systems for the night, grabbed his own meal and headed to bed. If he was able to sleep, he would dream of Leyhara, but in the meantime, he sang her to dreams of her own. 
 



Chapter Six
 
 
Leyhara is standing on a volcanic field with jets of fire spurting up all around her. The heat waves ripples her skirt and tugs at her hair.
She hears the song and follows it. Her feet float her above the roiling heat as she seeks the point of origin for the music that plays in her thoughts.
The gouts of fire around her obscures her vision, but suddenly, she is standing on the edge of a cliff overlooking a green meadow untouched by the flames. 
Within the meadow, she sees a house built of stone and glass, turrets rising from the main house and a wide doorway open and inviting her in.
She starts toward the building and a shadow rises from behind it. A creature made of rubies and smoke flies up and over the house before landing in front of her and approaching her. 
As he touches down and extends his frightening head, Leyhara feels her heart speed up and she jolts.
 
Leyhara jerked upright and rolled her flaming bedding into a pile, smothering it in her cloak. 
She sat on the floor and slapped at the fabric, putting out the fire. She hadn’t set the sheets on fire in years. 
Leyhara sat and leaned against the door, chuckling. Bohr had said he wanted to be called if she was on fire, but she had handled it herself. 
She checked the chrono and it was an hour before dawn. She had slept long enough.
Leyhara got into her clothing and brushed her hands over her hips, checking to make sure that her skirt wasn’t tucked into her bodice. One time was enough.
She wadded up the charred sheet and dropped it into the recycler, hung up her robes on a peg in the wall and crept out of her room as quietly as she could. 
Bohr’s door was closed, so she tiptoed down the hall and made a pot of tea as quietly as she was able. She knew he had been cutting into his own sleep on her behalf and that was going to have to stop.
She dialled up her breakfast and noted that Bohr’s selection from last night was still on the screen. His food code was gold and it wasn’t one that she had seen before. She was going to look it up and find out a little more about her pilot and guardian.
She pulled a data pad toward her and brought up food codes. All it said about the gold code was that it was a high-protein blend.
Leyhara cross-referenced species that required high protein, were bi-pedal and had pointed ears. She got three hundred results and she started scrolling through them.
Her breakfast was gone and she was sipping at her tea when Bohr came out of his quarters and stumbled to the galley. It was nice to see that waking wasn’t easy for him either. 
She held up a cup. “Here you go. Good morning, Bohr.”
He wrinkled his nose. “Do I smell smoke?”
She sighed. “Yes, I had a dream and my bed caught fire.”
He gulped down the tea and poured more. “What was your dream about?”
She rubbed her temple. “There was fire, music, a green meadow and a house made of stone and glass. It was quite a pretty house.”
He perked up. “Did you like it?”
“I didn’t get to really see it. A Drai rose from behind the house and I watched him land. I was going to touch him but that is when my sheets caught fire.” She wrinkled her nose.
“I think the music in my head must have mixed with the research vids that Kedna showed me.”
He nodded as if that was likely. “What did you do with the bedding?”
“I jammed the charred bits into the recycler. They weren’t good for anything else.”
He inclined his head. “Of course.”
Bohr moved to the dispenser and he summoned two breakfasts. 
“Did you sleep all right? Your hair looks a little festive.” She bit her lip. 
He ran his hands through his hair while he waited. “It was a little rough. I must have caught the scent of the fire.”
She nodded. “It does tend to travel.”
The light in the galley changed, and she smiled. “I want to see the dawn.”
He looked like he wanted to argue, but he sat instead and started on his breakfast.
She scampered up the ladder to the upper hatch, and she opened it, climbing out and standing on the ship. Light crept over her skin, and she raised her arms high to welcome the sun.
On the tarmac around the ship, her guards turned to watch her, but she simply welcomed the sun for two minutes, and then, she returned to the interior of the ship.
With the hatch sealed above her, she worked her way down the ladder and back to the galley. Bohr had his first tray empty, so she picked it up and put it away.
“Oh, sorry about the drunk talk last night. I will try and reel it in tonight.”
He smiled. “I didn’t mind it. At least now I know you have a weakness.”
She made a face and sat back in her chair. “It is only when I am in a lens-type situation. My power hits the rock but not all of it is absorbed, so I take it in and bounce it out again and again. You get the idea.”
“So the moment you strike the air…”
“There is a flash as I burn the air for a moment, but then, it is gone. I shut off.”
He picked up his tray and disposed of it. “How far do you think you can get today?”
“I don’t know. It depends on the makeup of the stone. Different minerals burn at different temperatures.”
Bohr inclined his head. “Well, ready when you are. I will stop you for water at lunch and you will have some ration packs. I do not care that you don’t need the food. You will have it.”
Leyhara got to her feet. “Let’s go.”
He escorted her to the site; they landed the skimmer in the mountains with a bit of effort.
“Why the wobble?”
“The mountains have a magnetic element. They interfere with navigation. The deeper you go, the larger the discrepancy. It is why they crafted the compass. It compensates for the pull.”
She nodded and clutched at his arm as they landed with a thud. She found the hole in the stone and lined herself up again. “Here we go.”
“I will be waiting on the other side. This is a long one. Take your time.” Bohr nodded and he backed the huge lizards up. 
They might be intelligent and articulate beings, but to Leyhara, she just saw lizards.
Facing the stone, she fired up the air around her and stepped forward, finding the upper edge of the target zone, and she began her second day on another alien world.
 
She stumbled out of the tunnel and into the flare of her fire; she batted it away and sat down on the ground. 
Bohr was waiting for her. She smiled brightly. 
“Hello!”
He chuckled and rolled his eyes. “I brought you some water. Iskan says it will calm you down.”
She reached out with both hands and flexed her fingers like a child. “Gimmee.”
The water pack was cool in her hands, and it sizzled a little so she drank quickly. Her mind cleared a little, and she leaned back against the side of the mountain.
“How did you get here? I don’t see tracks from a skimmer and this is a darned narrow valley.”
He winked. “I have my ways.”
She took the ration bar he handed her, and she slowly munched. The sun was high overhead. 
“That took a while.”
“You could say that. You walked three kilometers. I didn’t want to frighten you with the numbers before you started. You are two-thirds of the way to the final valley.”
The scent in the narrow valley was heady, and Leyhara knew it would get stronger. Now that she knew what was driving the migration, she could figure out what the plants did. Hormonal triggers were often found in plant matter and that was probably the cocktail required for either the males or the females or both.
She leaned back and closed her eyes, letting the shadows cool her skin as the hot breeze caressed it. She let her thoughts drift, and Bohr took a seat near her, instead of against the stone; he sat on a rock, nearly perching. His shadow increased her shelter. 
The answer she was seeking struck her in a rush when she stared at the shadow. She kept her mouth shut and kept chewing. When she finished the ration bar, Bohr handed her another bag of water. She drank and handed him the empty. 
“Thank you, Bohr.”
“You are most welcome. They are very excited and extremely grateful at the progress you have made. If you stopped now, you would still have saved a dozen lives this season alone.”
She smiled. “I am glad, but I am going to continue until I reach the end. I hate leaving projects half done.”
Bohr nodded. “Excellent. Well, I will see you underway again and I will meet you on the other side.”
Leyhara lined up with the hole, and she pressed into the stone, smiling as it yielded easily. She could melt it at once, but she didn’t want to. She needed to be careful to make it sturdy as well as a navigational passageway. Not reinforcing it would be inviting trouble. 
Humming with the bounce of energy, her buzz quickly returned. She moved swiftly, always aiming toward daylight with the huge expanse of the tunnel echoing around her.
She began a skating jog to speed things along while putting the arches into place with every slide of her feet. 
The next break of daylight came quickly, but she had to climb down and then up the next mountain to get into position. This required a different design to the exit and she cut two wide troughs on either side of her start position, heating them so that they would not cool when the flowing stone struck them.
Ready to go, she pushed into the stone, and after she had a foothold, it went quickly.
The idea in her mind was that if she could move fast enough, she would see Bohr landing and have her suspicion confirmed. His shadow had wings. 
She should have been angry to learn that the Drai who had chosen her was masquerading as her pilot, but he actually was her pilot. It didn’t matter who got her from place to place as long as she could see and do what she had never been able to before.
He wasn’t making any moves on her, so she was content that he was not stealing her away to get her alone. He could have started something the previous night, but her virtue had been as safe as her clothing had been.
She stumbled into the light once more and put out the flames her entry caused. 
To her astonishment, she was overlooking a flat plain covered with grass, flowers and low shrubs. A few steps away from the wall, she turned and caves were dug out to the left and right, every few hundred yards. 
Leyhara’s head was buzzing with energy, but she ignored it and twirled in the fading light. She had had four days to do it and she had done it in two.
Now, she had to wait for her ride home.
 
She saw him coming, and his astonishment was on his face. “I knew it!”
He sighed, and once he was on the ground, his long strides carried him to her. “I did not think that you would get this far this fast.”
“It was a simple structure to the stone. Once I had a grip on it, it just melted away.”
“Do you wish to wait for the skimmer?”
She shook her head. “Can you carry me and fly?”
He grinned. “My people would not have become mythical for stealing maidens if I could not.”
He carefully lifted her in his arms and his wings flared wide. He bent his knees and pushed upward. His wings thrummed powerfully, and they climbed into the sky. 
 
Squealing would have been undignified, but she was held so securely that she was able to wave at the skimmer full of Kremlod as they examined the tunnel. 
Bohr’s hands were tight but polite. He gripped her only where she was covered by fabric.
He flew them back along the straight line that she had burned in the stone. The sun tinged a darker shade as it prepared to drop, and it made her sigh with satisfaction.
He landed at the shuttle and carried her inside once again. 
“I believe we have much to discuss, but I need to make a call to the Kremlod and ask them to confirm the usability of the tunnel. Once that is done, we can leave and begin our trip to the next world.”
She nodded. “Right. I am going to try that language flash again. Maybe if I am tired, it will stick better.”
He went his way to the command deck, and she grabbed the data pad, setting up the flash. 
When it went off, she gripped the pad instead of dropping it like she did the first time. The information in her mind still spun, so she waited until it ceased before putting the data pad down and heading for a nice solar shower. She didn’t really sweat, but ash did collect on her skin. Time to get clean.
 



Chapter Seven
 
 
Since her workday was done, she slipped on a floor-length tunic that tied at the waist with a sash. The dark green made her hair look even redder, but it wasn’t a bad thing.
She brushed her hair and went to meet Bohr on the command deck, her feet bare on the plates. Leyhara sat in her seat and pulled her feet up, wrapping her arms around them while staring out at the growing darkness.
He was finishing the conversation, and to her surprise, he was rejecting an invitation to dinner. He accepted effusive thanks and was told that the bill had been paid to Citadel Iskan as agreed. He thanked them for their prompt attention to the bill and that was the end of the hissing and gargling.
He sealed the ship, verified the readouts and lifted off.
“Next assignment is easy; it is a meditative pathway on Ciina. You will have to follow a laid-out path, but they want it in a smooth and even surface and you can create it in one solid piece.”
“A meditative pathway?”
Bohr nodded and glanced at her as he pulled them out of the atmosphere and into the eternal night of space. 
“You changed.”
“I did. I figured I was done for the day and this was made for me for days I wasn’t going to use my skills. It is comfortable.” She felt it necessary to defend her clothing.
“It looks lovely. I was just surprised.”
“That clothing wasn’t dictated by me; it was Mockski’s talent that drove the shape. No matter what he tried, his hands came up with the same pattern over and over again.”
“His hands?”
“Yes, he morphs clothing using his hands. For the first sample, he has to make full contact with the substance.”
Bohr tightened his hands and flattened them with care. “I see. I think I may seek out another tailor for you if you have no objection. There is another sleeper at Morganti and I believe that there is a shaper there as well.”
She made a face. “I am fine with Mockski. If you have difficulty, then you will have to grapple with it.”
He tilted his head. “I am rather old fashioned when it comes to someone touching my mate.”
“I am not yet your mate, and therefore, you can have no objection. My association with Mockski was crafted before I had even heard of you, and I have learned from my upbringing that letting someone choose what you do and who you do it with is a dangerous thing.”
He blinked and sat back. She now understood the reason for the narrow backs on the chairs. They allowed him to lean back and still keep his wings free.
“Tell me about Resicor.”
She told him about growing up on a world where her own genes made her a criminal and being caught would be a life sentence in a prison or—she now knew—a timeless existence in a stasis pod. That had not been disclosed to the general public, nor had the export of talents. She told him what she could about the government and the rising of Resicor and her bonding with Trala.
“What about your family?”
She chuckled. “This conversation requires tea and possibly cookies.”
She got to her feet and led the way across the rough deck plates.
“Are you barefoot?”
“Yes. Are you going to say something about it?” She waited for a response as she continued her way to the galley.
He was silent for a moment before carefully pronouncing, “No.”
Leyhara fought a snicker. “And so the discussions begin.”
She glanced over her shoulder and Bohr was grinning at her. She threw him a wink and went to the machines and summoned a pot of tea and some sweet crackers. 
With everything set out on a tray, she carried it over to the table. “You know that you will have to tell me your story as well.”
“I do know it, but your history is more recent.”
She shrugged and settled, pouring tea and setting the crackers between them. “Well, what do you wish to know?”
“Do you have parents? Siblings?”
“My mother and father are still alive, as is my great uncle. My parents have no talent, but my uncle was a minor telekinetic. He was one of the sleepers. He had been taken and put into storage for the Raiders’ use at a future date. I have no siblings.”
“How did you manage to hide your talent? You do pack a lot of power.”
She laughed. “It wasn’t this strong until I worked my mental muscles. Halwis-Iskan took me out daily for practice.”
Leyhara sighed and said, “As for hiding my talent, my parents kept us moving. They were geologists, and they chose to do all of their research in volcanic regions. No one could spot my talent because it looked like everything else.”
“Did no one think it was odd?”
She shrugged. “No one questioned it. Everyone was afraid to question anything. That is the problem with living under totalitarian rule. You can’t control the people who know how to keep themselves in the public eye for carefully chosen events. I had to attend dozens of university charity events and fundraisers, as well as award banquets. My talent made my brain slippery. It was unusual but not something that I could be arrested for.
“When Trala-Resicor sent the message across the world that talents would no longer be persecuted and that our world needed our help, I went with others to stop some of the landing craft. I melted their landing gear and turned the ground around them molten until more talents arrived and asked to attack those in the ship. There was a lot of rage, tears and relief that day.”
He shivered. “I can imagine. In my world, we were dying out. The shifter Drai. Sure, the men were still being born with wings, but they could not take their more majestic form. That form was what shaped our world, defended our people and the genes that the women were to hand down to their sons had deactivated with years of mixing and remixing the gene pool.”
“Is that why you went to sleep?”
He nodded. “Yes, with others, we all scattered across the stars, guided by instinct to sleep under the surface of unoccupied worlds and wait until our mates came to us. We are a patient people but that broke my nerve. I came to you.”
She chuckled. “How did you hide your wings for so long?”
Bohr lifted his hand and a small crest was in it. She would never have thought it was tech.
“Basically, this is a perception filter designed to fool your eyes only. The Kremlod could see me as I am, and they have deep respect for the great dragons.”
“What are the criteria for a match with a sleeping Drai?”
“Your genetics are compatible with mine in a manner that will allow our sons to carry the ability to shift.”
“What about the girls? I mean, if we have any, I mean if we…”
He chuckled. “The girls will be powerful but unable to shift. This is to protect any children they might one day carry.”
“Which is why all dragons on record were male.”
His grin was answer enough. He munched a cracker and raised his eyebrows. “I didn’t know we had these.”
“They are hidden in the call sign. Instead of cookies, they are sweet crackers. I knew that one. My mom used to do the same in the house, keeping a tin of crackers around that turned out to be cookies when she opened it.” She smiled at the memory.
“Would you like to visit your family?”
She nodded. “Iskan said something about a gateway between worlds that Resicor was crafting.”
Bohr was making his way through the cookies with alarming speed, so she snagged her serving and kept them safe.
“The Admaryn used to have a similar system. Some worlds still have the portals in them; they just need to activate it. Iskan is referring to a new portal system offered to the sentient planets. Resicor had a lot of energy when she rose, and it sent a ripple through the worlds. Even I felt it.”
She nodded. “We definitely felt it at home, but we didn’t know what it was. The idea that the world under our feet was alive is something that many are still grappling with.”
“It takes getting used to. When the Iskanoi were on the surface, it was a different place, but when they left, Iskan himself was finally at peace. His fading race was forced to the stars. He had hoped that they would reach out and blend with other species, but the purity of race that had caused their decline has kept them a shrinking population on their adopted world.”
“He kicked them out?”
“All of them with the exception of his Avatar, and even she had to bid farewell to her family. Her children left, and they were only allowed occasional visits. When Kedna arrived, it caused quite the fuss.”
He told her about the arrival of the weather elemental and how she met Haedock and the life that she put in the Avatar at long last. 
“How do you know all this?”
He grinned. “While I slept, Iskan used me as a sort of pen pal. You can’t block out the thoughts of a world, and he needed to share his frustrations. We talked and we still chat nowadays, though the conversations usually revolve around you, or Kedna and Haedock starting a family. Iskan wants a new population, and if everyone on the world has to partner up, he will get what he wants, eventually.”
She blinked. “I hadn’t realised, although, Halwis-Iskan was asking me if I wanted to have boys or girls. I told her that I wanted to have sex first, and we laughed it off.”
“Very politic answer. Do you want children?”
She jerked her head up in surprise. “That is not a very politic question. I suppose I have always imagined having three little ones running around and lighting things on fire.”
“That is fairly specific.”
“You did ask. I am not good when it comes to subterfuge about such things.”
He was still smiling.
“You do that a lot.”
“Do what?”
“Smile like you have gotten an answer to a question you asked a week ago.”
“Several hundred years, but yes. I finally have my answer and it made me wonder the exact nature of the question I asked. I think I must have been very drunk or very brave.”
She nibbled at her cookie hoard. “Why very brave?”
“Because I got precisely what I wanted, and now, I have no idea what comes next.”
She laughed out loud, and she extended a cookie. “Now, we design a plan together that involves me going out and burning things. You still have to show me your dragon form.”
“You have seen in.”
“Dream dragons don’t count.”
He chuckled. “When we have enough space and some privacy, I will show you my other body.”
“Good. A girl has her standards. Is the house in the dream yours as well?”
“Yes.”
Something familiar about that. “I have to approve of it, don’t I? You had better let me get inside before you jump out again. You were a little too eager. Next time, use some of that practiced patience.”
He winked. “As long as there is a next time, I will let you see whatever you want.”
 



Chapter Eight
 
 
The world of Ciina was bright, serene and in desperate need of her services. They needed a seamless, continuous pathway and maze.
She wore her robes for this. The stark mountaintop near the monastery was a little drafty. Designs in pebbles and powdered stone covered the plateau. All she had to do was follow it.
Leyhara looked around at the intricate design and knew it would take her days to finish. A small gathering of priests knelt behind her, and as she took her first step, they chanted in a singsong tone.
Each step melted the sand and stone into a polished glass, four inches thick and eighteen inches wide.
She blanked her mind and let the droning chant carry her forward, a slow dance on burning stone.
Step by step, she created the pathway that the priests and supplicants would tread. It was a tool to clear the mind of those who appealed to the monastery for spiritual guidance, or it would be when she completed it.
The monks were a global institution. The population of Ciina was passive, and joining the organized religion that ruled the globe was considered a blessing. The monks were chosen for their devotion to their community, and it was what made Ciina a serene and secure place to be. 
The monks also had a highly effective standing army.
She closed her mind to thoughts of the local infrastructure and walked the path, faithfully following every twist and turn. 
When the chanting stopped, she paused and looked back at her polished path. She skated back the way she had come, and Bohr handed her her meal and some water.
She sat on the ground with her legs crossed and ate while breathing deeply of the crisp, cool air. 
“Is it difficult?” Bohr sat next to her, his wings folding somewhat awkwardly on the ground.
“It is simply walking. I could turn the whole field to glass in minutes but that is not my task. I am aiming for precision to last generations.”
“You seem to be succeeding. Do you have an estimate of time?”
“Three days to get in all the details that they have built into the pathway to mislead the walkers.”
“Why would they do that?”
She was a fan of mazes, so she could answer that. “The act of walking the maze will take hours to do correctly. That will organize and cleanse the mind of those entering the monastery. They will have to begin over and over until they can walk the entire path in one session without error. It is complicated enough to force folk to learn.”
“Do you think anyone will use it?’
“I think that this society will have someone walking this nearly every day. It will take away the outside world and give them clear insight as to what they do and do not need.”
“You really have a grasp on this.”
“I like mazes, and I have studied Ciina. Their monks are proponents of self-awareness, and this sort of walking meditation is an aid to that.”
He nodded, taking her hand and holding it gently while she finished her meal.
Companionable silence flowed between them, and the security of knowing that he was there for her warmed her soul and got her back on her feet, ready to work for the rest of the afternoon.
She glided along her path and heated the last ten feet of it before walking again. The chanting resumed and so did her relentless work to craft something that would last beyond her lifetime.
The tunnels of Kremlod had an immediate purpose, but this path reached into an unseen future, and it made her walk and craft with care. 
When the chanting stopped, she returned to the starting point. She was tired and Bohr saw it. He lifted her in his arms and flew her back to the shuttle.
“Why are you exhausted by this when you were energized by the tunnels?”
She smiled tiredly as he set her down at the table and he got her meal ready.
“Here, the wind catches my heat and spins it away. There is no reverberation for me, no echo to absorb. Everything I put out is whisked away and joins the particles of sunlight in the air of Ciina.”
She ate slowly, sipping at the tea he brought her and answering what he asked.
“How is it that you are so at ease with this situation? The priests ruling the world, I mean.”
She smiled. “I looked into what they do and how they do it. All funds donated to the monastery are put back into community welfare. They do not stockpile it. Those who give to the monastery are provided with medical care, financial assistance if they need it, infrastructure and counselling. The person who contributes the smallest amount reaps the same benefit as those who donate more.”
“You are in favour of this?”
“I am in favour of any system that benefits all, no matter their situation. I have grown up in a world where the elite were selected, and any who would challenge them were punished. It was a stressful way to live, and there was nowhere to go. I just remember the living contained, existing in fear. It has made its mark on how I view the worlds around me.”
He nodded and took her free hand, rubbing his thumb along her skin.
They sat in silence until the meals were done and he had taken away the dishes. She chuckled when it took three tries to get her body up and out of her seat. 
“What is wrong?”
“I am simply drained.” She stood and smiled at him, clutching him when her knees went weak and she dropped.
He caught her and lifted her against him, carrying her to the medical scanner and frowning at the readout. “You are fine, merely tired.”
“I told you. Just a little lightheaded.”
“Share my bed so that I can keep an eye on you.”
The challenge hung in the air between them.
“I beg your pardon?”
“Come with me and sleep in my room, next to me, so that I can set my mind at ease and get my own rest. I promise not to molest you in your sleep. It is not our way.”
He knew that she slept naked, and she knew that he knew. She opened her mouth to decline and she heard. “Fine. I am tired now. Let’s go.”
Her heart had spoken out of her lips. Her body was exhausted and she was vulnerable. Having someone to watch her back and protect her while she rested was intensely important. It was not something she had ever had before.
They went to his quarters, and he folded back the sheets on the side of his bed that she was being offered. He left the room, and she smiled at the privacy that he offered. She removed her boots, unlaced her top and shimmied out of her briefs. When they were all folded and set aside, she scooted into the bed and covered herself.
The moment she was tucked in, he returned and his bodysuit came off him with flexing of his wings and shoulders, along with a releasing of the closure that held fabric between his wings. 
He settled in next to her, on top of the covers and rested on his side. To her surprise, he reached out and pulled her against him, the sheet between their bodies.
She inhaled and exhaled slowly, taking in the scent of his skin at close range. She smiled when the rise and fall of his chest showed that he was doing the same.
She felt his breathing and it lulled her, much as the monastic chanting had, sweeping her into sleep. 
 
He sang in her mind and she did not dream.
 
Her next day of walking included a second chorus of monks as she carefully melted and pulled up the stone into the raised path she had begun the day before. Each step was carefully considered as she crafted the path that completed the journey. 
During her lunch, she sat and sighed. “Now for the tricky bits. The false paths.”
Bohr smiled. “You seem to have a good grasp of what is needed in this situation. You have risen to all challenges and we have many more to embark upon.”
She looked at him shyly. “We are still going on them all?”
“Yes, and more as your skills gain you greater renown. I have my home, you will come to it one day, and if you deem it suitable, we will officially become mates at that time.”
“What are we now?”
“Partners.” He smiled. “In the tradition of the Citadel and Sector Guard, we are partners. I take you to where you can do the most good.”
She smiled and finished her meal. “Or whoever calls out for my peculiar talent.”
“That also. I do not tire of watching you at work.”
“Because your people are made for patience.”
He winked. “And that.”
She laughed and got to her feet. “Back to the dance. This is where it gets tricky.”
The rest of the day was lost in a blur as she pulled the false paths up and connected them to the swirling arcs of the existing labyrinth.
When the sun tinted purple and caressed her skin, she stopped and left the pattern. She stepped into Bohr’s arms and silently asked him to take her home.
 
The next morning, she woke plastered to him, and out of curiosity, she pressed a kiss to his shoulder and tasted his skin. There was a zing of energy that accompanied her tiny touch.
His voice rumbled above her head. “Hungry, are we?”
She blushed and ducked her head. “Just wondered something and now I know.”
He chuckled and gave her a quick hug. “My body is yours to do with what you will. You are its only purpose.”
She sighed. “I am unsure how to progress.”
“Do what feels natural or normal to you at any given time. Well, not to ruin this little moment, but you have work to do.”
She sighed, and the moment he released her, she rolled out and got to her feet, grabbing her clothing, heading for the lav and a quick solar shower. 
When she emerged, he handed her her robes and winked at her. “Your turn to make breakfast.”
Smiling, she headed to the galley and got breakfast ready. By the time he had finished getting ready for the day, his food was waiting and she was into her own meal. 
“So, I should finish the pathway by midday. It won’t take too long. I can see the pattern when I close my eyes.”
He inclined his head and kept eating. 
She smiled and finished her meal, taking her tray away and then returning to finish her tea. 
“So, I am guessing that you have the next assignment lined up?”
“I do, and when this trip to Ciina is complete, I will share that information.” He quirked his lips as he sipped his tea.
“Why not now?”
“A man needs his secrets. I will tell you that Ciina has tentatively asked for you to return to create another, larger pathway. They have gotten their first contract done and out of the way now, so they will have to wait.”
She chuckled and got to her feet. “Well, if you are done with your meal, we can get going, or do you need to wait an hour after eating before flying?”
He made a face at her mockery and got to his feet. “Do you need to wait an hour after you wake before you get sarcastic?”
She grinned. “No, sarcasm gets up with me in the morning, right next to the irritability that seems to jump on your head.”
He sighed and scooped her up in his arms, opening the door while holding her easily with one hand under her thighs. 
He left the shuttle, locked it behind them and flew upward to the pathway on the mountain.
 
Her work of the morning saw the pathway completed, and she smiled as the monks stepped up to admire the work. The head sister at the abbey came forward and bowed low. 
“Thank you for your work, Master Elemental Leyhara. In the future, when your schedule allows, we would be glad for you to come to the eastern continent to build a larger structure there.”
“It was a work of enjoyment, Sister. I would be glad to return one day to expound upon the designs of the monks.”
The sister smiled. “Then, they shall work on the designs, and when we see what the supplicants think of this path, we will be in touch once again.”
Bohr came up behind Leyhara, and he said, “I do not mean to rush the elemental, but she is needed elsewhere.”
The sister smiled. “Of course. Please. Be welcome if you are ever in the vicinity of our world again. You will have food and shelter here.”
Leyhara nodded. “Thank you.”
She stifled a yawn and turned to Bohr. He lifted her in his arms, and they returned to the shuttle. She settled on her chair in the command deck and watched as they lifted off another world to seek out yet another world, another duty.
She yawned. “Where to now?”
“You are going to bed. I will tell you when you wake. It is the design of a waterfall in a noble’s palace.”
“I don’t know anything about waterfalls.”
“You have three days to learn. Go. I will set us on the right course.”
She got up, kissed him on the cheek and headed for his quarters. He would take her where she needed to be.
 



Epilogue
 
 
Finally stepping into the home that Bohrvin had crafted for her had taken six months of flying from world to world. He had only had to transform into his dragon form four times in all that time. Each time, someone had decided that keeping Leyhara for themselves was financially sound. They were proven wrong when her partner and mate had destroyed their homes to pluck her out.
Her job had settled into certain lines after a time. Landscape specialist was not something she had aspired to, but it was what she had become. 
Her mate was standing next to her, nervous, as this last hurdle to their union was right in front of them.
“Well?”
She smiled. “I am looking.”
They walked through the rooms, the study, the wide workshop and research area with the fully stocked library. Her smile fought her impish urge to keep a straight face. 
When they arrived in the master bedroom, the light and curved stone spread above them.
She paused and put a thinking expression on her face. He was practically dancing with uncertainty.
Leyhara looked up into Bohrvin’s eyes and smiled. “I like your house.”
He slumped in relief and reached out to touch her belly. “We cut it sort of fine.”
With her pregnancy in its fourth month, they had indeed cut it a little short. She should not have been able to have his child before they officially mated, but it seemed that the words could not hold back biology. No Resicoran had ever mated with a Drai before, so there were scientists around the galaxy that had signed up for copies of the medical scans when the baby arrived. 
Personally, Leyhara was eager to work on her own home, her own world and make it her own. She had already done that with Bohrvin, and she was looking forward to making what he had planned for her, into patterns of her own design.
 
* * * *
 
Twenty years later, Leyrin looked around and sighed. “Dad, what did you do to Mom?”
He shrugged. “My dearest daughter. What makes you think I did anything?”
“She is carving curse words in the mountain again, and if she is referring to your genitals, you should be worried.” Leyrin flexed her wings. “Should I go and talk to her?”
“No. I started whatever this was and I will finish it.” 
Leyrin smiled as he pressed a kiss to her forehead and flew off, wisely transforming into his dragon shape on the way. It was easier to pick up an elemental with a body that couldn’t burn.
Leyrin worked with teasing the shoots of the trees into elaborate knots that still allowed them to grow freely. She hadn’t inherited her mother’s gift for stone, but she had gotten her fascination with patterns. 
Her brothers had managed to simply develop as ancient Drai with an affinity for stone. They were all learning about politics and etiquette on Iskan. 
Leyrin was waiting for her next assignment and what her time on a new world would bring. Each time she went out, she learned something and that something was usually about the pilot that she had been assigned. 
Rocar was the chosen name of the eldest offspring of the Avatar of Gant and an ancient Avatar of a dead star. She learned more about him every time he came by and swept her away to another world, but she wasn’t sure how her father would deal with her growing affection. 
Rocar seemed to return her interest. A few inquiries to Halwis-Iskan had let her know that he had filed to be her pilot whenever she needed one. Knowing that made her a little more secure that she had his affection, but she had no idea how her father would take it. 
Drai mated later in life. They had long lifespans and were in no hurry, but in Leyrin’s life, she only knew one thing, she wanted a love like her parents had. It weathered everything.
 
* * * *
 
Leyhara finished her punctuation of the letters which were twenty feet high. The buffet of wind against her made her grin. 
What did I do, love?
She chuckled and turned to face his scaly features. “You did not kiss me good morning and then lost yourself in reports when I needed to speak to you.”
He shifted to his normal form and walked up to her. “I am paying attention now, love.”
“So, five kids and then we are done. Right?”
He gave her a wary look. “We have four children. Did a rock fall on your head?”
She shook her head. “Do the math and think about it.”
He blinked and smiled at her. “Another?”
She nodded. “Another.”
He grinned happily and kissed her, taking flight and making a straight line for the balcony that led to their chamber. 
 
* * * *
 
Leyrin left the house and flew a goodly distance away. Her parents could be vocal, and it wasn’t something she wanted to listen to that afternoon.
The huge letters still glowed on the mountainside, and she hoped her mother would remove them in the morning. 
A new brother or sister was on the way and that meant that Leyrin would have a chance to not be the only girl in the family. She hoped with all her heart that the child was a girl. 
Leyrin had a dream of a life in the stars. 
 



 
 
Author’s Note
 
 
So, things changed from how I imagined it. The book has to be done for me to guess at the outcome. Last month I guessed wrong.
We peeped into the future and saw a girl with dragon wings. Is that the only dragon aspect that she has? If I ever get into the Gaia Group again…we might just find out.
 
Thanks for reading,
 
Viola Grace
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