
        
            
                
            
        

    

[image: Cover]



Table of Contents


A Healing Caress


Brenawyn has lived life with one goal, survival. When Tracker of the Sector Guard lands on her planet she tries to buy herself some time at his expense and ends up with him and travelling to the Citadel.

Training and teaching for four years, no one is more surprised than Bren when Tracker comes in, his body desperately needing her attention.

After the healing he gives her another option, instead of languishing at the Citadel she can join him at Teklan base.

She keeps him in suspense for the entire nine seconds that it takes her to make up her mind, and then they simply have to negotiate for her freedom. Easy.
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Chapter One

Bren tried to make herself as small as possible while she eyed her mark. “I think I can get it.”

Therin looked at her speculatively. “Are you sure you want to try it? We can find something else for you to do.”

His hand caressed her shoulder and she quickly shook it off. “I can do this. Don’t worry about it.”

The mark in question was one of the new Sector Guardsmen and he had a pouch that had to contain something of value. Bren just needed to get his attention and remove that pouch.

Therin had been threatening to sell her to a brothel and if she wasn’t able to maintain her keep, she wouldn’t be able to stop him from breaking her in. With her family long gone, Therin was the only caretaker she had and despite her past triumphs, her maturing body was becoming more of a hindrance than a help. She could work well as a distraction for others, but the local constables knew her face by now and it was no longer easy for her to work in the shadows.

If she managed to score, she might be able to buy herself a little more time before the family kicked her out. Life after that would depend on her ability to survive on her own.

She fluffed out her hair and walked past the Guardsman’s table. She smiled at him and he inclined his head politely. She got a cup of tea from the server and walked back across the room just in time for Therin to bump her into the Guardsman and she ended up in his lap. His arm was around her waist and he looked as surprised as she was.

“Oh dear. I am so sorry about that. Did I spill any tea on you?” She tried to struggle to her feet, but he held her.

“No. Are you all right?” His concern was touching.

“I am fine. Just a little jostled. Where did that guy go anyway?” She looked around for Therin, but he was long gone.

“He left and is two blocks away. He was moving at a pretty good clip.”

Her hand on his pouch tightened. “How could you possibly know that?”

“All Guardsmen have talents, sweetling. Tracking is mine.”

She swallowed and smiled. “Good to know. Have a good afternoon, sir.”

He helped her to his feet and returned to his tea and the information he was reading on his data pad.

She walked slowly out of the shop and the moment she was clear, she ran for it. If he could track her, she had to get somewhere neutral where she could examine his pouch before she continued her flight.

The animal pens near the spaceport were just the place she needed to be. If he was tracking her by scent, the smell might throw him off and if it were by aura, the amount of bodies there would also add cover.

Sitting in a corner surrounded by small marsupials, she opened the pouch. A small communicator fell out and as she shook the pouch again to see if there was anything that she was missing. “Damn it!”

Her life with the family had just come to a screeching halt.

Tears welled in her eyes and to her surprise one of the creatures brought her its child. The baby was small and weak and despite Bren’s depression, she couldn’t help but reach out to take the little one.

She stroked the small body slowly and let her energy run along its fur. As she began to synchronize her strokes to the tiny heartbeat, the beat increased. She healed the small body and the creature immediately turned and screamed for its mother.

Smiling at the return to the living for the little one, Bren handed her back to her mother. The marsupial chattered and hugged its little one as it scampered off to feed.

“You are good with animals.”

She stifled her scream as the Guardsman stood at the edge of the animal pen. He had a smile on his grey features, the expression giving him a more fearsome countenance.

“How did you find me?”

“I told you, I am a tracker. In fact, Tracker is my call sign. What were you looking for when you stole that pouch?” His words were soft and controlled. There was no anger, merely curiosity.

It took her a while, but she eventually blurted out, “Something worth money. I need it to stay in the family and out of the brothels.”

He blinked at her and tilted his head. His black hair slithered over his shoulder and across the chest whose width was enhanced by the pattern embossed in the bodysuit. His boots were Masuo, she could tell by the faithful fit. That alone showed that he had money, as well as the tailored suit.

“Could you give me enough money to pay off the family?”

He tilted his head the other way. “That is only a temporary solution. I can offer you a more permanent fix.”

She was immediately wary. “What kind of situation do you have in mind?”

His chuckle was rich and she found herself watching him to see if the column of his throat would contract in that fascinating way again.

“I can offer you a position in the Citadel. They will train you to use that healing talent you just used and they will keep you away from those who will try and use you in ways that make you uncomfortable.”

Hope flared in her. “I can’t pay you anything.”

“There is no pay needed. The Citadel will clothe, feed and shelter you and your talent will earn the money back after you have been trained. You will work for your keep but never have to do anything that you don’t wish to. Your body will be your own.”

She slowly got to her feet. “When can we go?”

He grinned. “I am on leave and I have a shuttle. We can leave right now.”

She walked around the animals and climbed out the same way she had gotten in. “Good, I think that Therin will be looking for me soon.”

She walked up to Tracker and handed him the communicator and his pouch. “I am sorry that I took it.”

“I understand your motivation, better than you can imagine. Now, let’s get you somewhere where you won’t have to worry about brothels or Therin.” He smiled and returned the pouch to his waist, slipping the communicator inside.

He walked with her at his side through the animal pens and toward the shuttle pads. Tracker nodded to the constables that they passed and while the men glared at Bren, they gave him the respect due his station.

A male stepped in front of him and the badges on his uniform denoted an emigration officer.

“I am sorry, Guardsman, but you can’t take one of our citizens off world without documentation.” The emigration official was on the final approach to the ships and he looked less than impressed with Tracker.

“I have authorization to arrest any person for any crime I see fit. It is within my purview. This young woman attempted to pick my pocket and in the process, she was privy to certain confidential details that will have to be dealt with by a minder.” He caught Bren with one hand on her arm and it was not a friendly hand.

The emigration official looked at his posture and read something in his face that Bren could not see. “On your way then, sir. The less of this street trash left here the better.”

Bren wanted to retort, but Tracker hauled her along past the official and he let them go.

Tracker continued his determined stride until they were actually inside the shuttle and he sealed it before he released her. “I apologize, but he wasn’t going to let you pass. Therin was on his way.”

She froze in surprise. “How do you know that?”

“I am a Tracker. Once I attach to a target, I keep it on my sensory web.” He gestured to the navigator station. “Please have a seat. We will get under way as soon as we can get clearance.”

Bren quickly strapped in and waited, facing the most technology she had ever seen. Everything was so shiny and bright. The ship was as new as the section of the Alliance that had spawned it.

The Sector Guard had been in operation less than two years, but already, they had saved lives that numbered in the billions. Entire planets had benefited from their existence and a few species even had collector items based around their own Guardsman.

Bren had seen the figures and holograms in the local markets as well as with younger travellers who were passing through. “Where is your partner?”

Tracker’s voice was a little surprised. “I don’t have one. Why?”

“I thought all of the Guardsmen were in teams.”

“No. Not yet. We all find our partners when the time is right.” Tracker’s voice was amused. He slid into the pilot’s seat and arranged for clearance.

“Oh.”

“Don’t worry. It is a common question.”

The magnetic lifts gripped the shuttle and moved them into the launch area. Bren couldn’t believe it. She was actually going to fly through space.

Her entire life she had been grounded on Gwellen and now, she was going to join an organization respected throughout the Alliance. It was either that or Tracker was lying to her, but she wasn’t sure that he was. He seemed genuinely impressed with her talent with animals and she was eager to escape the future that loomed ahead of her. Anything was better than Therin and the brothels.


Chapter Two

Four years later…

Healer Brenawyn worked with her patient, stroking the soft skin until the body’s harmonies took on an even pulse. She looked up at the worried face next to her and smiled. “She will be fine. A healthy girl.”

“Thank you, Healer Bren. I wasn’t sure who to call at this time of night. The other healers don’t like to come out here before dawn.”

“It is my pleasure, Heva. Every farmer deserves a little peace of mind.” Bren got to her feet and wiped her hands on a towel that the farmer held out. “She is a fine calf. Her mother did a wonderful job.”

“She’s a good cow, but we may have lost them both if you hadn’t come when I called.”

Bren grinned and then yawned. “I enjoy it. I really do.”

Heva chuckled. “Let’s get you washed up, a cup of tea in you and then back to the Citadel with you.”

Bren sleepily followed along after one last look at her patient and her newborn. The soft smile stayed on her lips through morning tea and the trip back to the Citadel. As she yawned again, she checked her chronometer. If she were quick, she would be able to take a shower and get into her instructor robes instead of her current clothing choice. The leathers were functional when she was dealing with animals, but they were not appropriate clothing for an instructor.

No one was stirring yet, but the nocturnal staff was looking a little worse for wear. Bren waved at the kitchen staff as she swung through for a bit of breakfast or dinner, depending on your point of view. Munching on the sandwich she had slapped together, she returned to her rooms and peeled off her blood-smeared clothing.

As she luxuriated under the hot water pouring out of her fixtures, she thought back to her early beginnings. It seemed every time she delivered a new life, it made her more introspective about her own.

She remembered her parents. They had been Trinial settlers who had tried to start a new life on Gwellen. Eight years after Brenawyn entered the world, her parents left it during a fever outbreak. She had been alone in an empty house when Therin found her.

He had been scavenging during the plague and when she tried to defend her property against invasion, he had been amused. He hauled her struggling and screaming to the family and they had taken her in.

Training had been hard, but eventually, she had become one of the best pickpockets in the family. If only her face had not been so memorable, she might have been able to remain in the family and to have eventually married. As it was though, Therin had applied to be her husband. They had refused. She was not suitable to breed for the family. They wanted the physically unremarkable to continue in their illegal traditions.

If Tracker had not found her, she had no doubt that she would be dead by now. The brothels were not fond of whores who believed in death before dishonour.

Bren’s life at the Citadel was calm, serene and well ordered. The only thing that disrupted her schedule was the night calls from local farmers.

Other healers were fixated on saving sentient lives, but Bren wasn’t picky. Any life was worth her talent and the fact that it showed was why she was constantly called for assistance with animals that simply could not get back on their feet without help.

Bren’s class was all about healing anything that came one’s way. Her students usually came in with a smug sense that animals were beneath them, but after a few days, most of them came around to the fact that you never ignored the possibility that you may need the same creature that you refused to treat.

With a reluctant sigh, she left her shower and towelled her pale white gold hair. It got in the way when she went out on calls, so she braided it. It was a luxury to be up early enough for it to dry completely, so today, she enjoyed the heavy curtain against the small of her back as she wandered around her rooms.

The com beeped and Bren sighed. With a quick tightening of her towel, she went to answer the call. It was Doctor Tinneer.

“Good morning, Doctor. What can I do for you today?”

He twisted his lips slightly. “We need you in medical. We have an emergency on the way.”

“There are a dozen healers in residence. What can a vet do for you?” His disdain of her talent still rankled.

“I said I was sorry that I called you that.”

She waved away his comment. “What do you need?”

“The patient is refusing to be seen by anyone but you, so we need you here.”

She blinked. “Who is the patient?”

“A member of the Sector Guard. He was injured on assignment and we are closer than his base. Will you come?”

“I am on my way.” She sighed, apparently her hair wasn’t going to have amnesty today either. She shrugged into her gown and robes, stomped into her boots and braided her hair as she walked, fastening it just before she entered medical.

“Doctor Tinneer. When does the patient arrive?”

The doctor jerked as if struck. “His ship isn’t answering, but it is on our monitors.”

Bren didn’t need to hear anymore. She took off for the shuttle pad at a full run.

The robes didn’t lend themselves to easy manoeuvring, but she managed to get to the landing pad just as the shuttle touched down. The seal on the door opened and she vaulted inside before the stairs descended.

She didn’t panic at the sight of all the blood, merely moved toward the pilot area where her patient was waiting. “Tracker. What the hell happened to you?”

Bren caressed his neck, learning his rhythm and the moment that she synched with him, she increased his body’s speed for tissue healing and blood production.

Her talent wasn’t to force her will on the bodies of her patients but rather to bring their bodies back online and use their own energy to heal themselves. It was why she liked healing animals—they didn’t fight her caress the same way that sentients did.

Tracker’s dark eyes fluttered open, his naturally grey skin gaining colour as his body worked to repair its damage.

“Take it easy, Tracker. You lost most of your blood through the punctures on your chest and thigh. Just relax and breathe.” She kept her tone low and he focussed on her, the intensity in his gaze made her his lifeline.

With her left hand stroking his neck, her right moved to his thigh and sped the tissue healing from the inside out.

He licked his lips and smiled. “Bren, you seem to be thriving.”

She laughed. “And you look like hell.”

Bren desperately wanted to check her hair and the fit of her robes as his gaze wandered over her. She had been in the final stages of her adolescence as a twenty-year-old Trinial and in the last four years, she had filled out, her hips had curved and breasts had grown to the point that she didn’t look like a young Tival boy anymore. With the thick, concealing fabric, she was hidden from him, but she wasn’t sure that it was a desirable situation.

Since the first time they had met, he had been the yardstick by which she measured all the men who had tried to get her attention.

“I am feeling better. How has your time at the Citadel treated you?” His smile curved the corner of his lips as his colour returned to normal.

“It is very nice. I have all the food I could want, a safe place to sleep and an occupation I enjoy.”

“You are wearing instructor’s robes.”

She smiled. “Ah, yes. That. I have become a compassion and assessment instructor for the apprentices. I teach them to recognize signs of illness and stress by using small rodents as an analog.”

He quirked his brow. “I thought you would be working in the healing arts.”

She laughed lightly. “My particular talents are not really in demand here at the Citadel. I do a lot of night calls to local farms as my primary duties.”

He smiled, leaned back and closed his eyes. “You were very good with animals and you have a very gentle touch.”

She paused and when his rhythm stuttered, she resumed her stroking. “You are one of the few folks who have said so. Most find my touch unsettling and they stop me before I am done.”

“Their loss. What would you say to switching assigned locations?”

She blinked. “What?”

“There is a position available for someone with your particular skills. One of the Guards on Teklan has a farm and I believe having a vet on premises would be a good thing.”

She drew her hands down him one final time. “There really isn’t a position as a vet on Teklan, is there?”

He opened his dark eyes and looked into hers. “There will be.”




Chapter Three

She paused and smiled. “You had better get checked out at the medical centre. They were not happy that you asked for me.”

He grunted as he unclasped his harness. “Tough. You are my healer of choice. All the other ones I have met hurt like hell.”

She shook her head as she draped one of his arms around her shoulders, taking his weight. “What have you been doing that you need so many healers?”

He chuckled. “I live an exciting life.”

He was moving slowly, but he was moving. Bren supported him as much as she could while not gripping the areas that had been wounded.

If her hands weren’t moving, she wasn’t healing, but she tried to do minor shifts with her fingers while they walked past curious onlookers.

The moment that they stumbled into medical, Bren felt her rage ready to spill the banks of self-control.

Instead of helping her, Doctor Tinneer was speaking with another instructor.

She glanced up at Tracker and saw his eyes narrow. With additional effort, she got Tracker near the scanner and then two other hands were helping her turn him and settle him in the machine.

“Hello, Soul Keeper.” Tracker waved tiredly to the woman who was helping Bren.

“Tracker. What have you been up to?”

Bren looked between the two and felt a surge of unwarranted jealousy. Zeyan was a member of the Citadel and her husband was as well.

“A little of this, a little of that. This is my healer, Brenawyn.” Tracker made the introduction as casually as if she was his personal property.

Zeyan smiled. “I have seen you around, but I didn’t know you were a healer.”

Bren nodded as if it was a normal situation. “You may have heard Citadel folk referring to the vet. That would have been me.”

Zeyan winced. “Yes, I have heard of you, but I wasn’t aware that you treated sentients.”

Bren smiled grimly. “I would, but they won’t let me. Apparently, the effect of my talent is a little unsettling on my patients and so they have only allowed me to practice my skills on animals.”

Dr. Tinneer was close by. “Wait, I haven’t heard of this. I was told you weren’t effective on sentients.”

Bren rubbed her forehead while setting the scanner to analyze Tracker. “Since the patients I was given to work on became upset when my talent aroused them, they did not allow me to complete the healing. This led my supervising instructor to conclude that I could not heal someone to completion.”

Zeyan rolled her eyes. “Men get upset about the silliest little things.”

Bren snorted. “Little is the operative word.”

Tracker cleared his throat so Bren patted his shoulder. “Not you, Tracker, you are nice and proportional.”

He smiled, but it wasn’t a nice smile. “Thanks for that.”

The scanner chirped and with relief, Bren saw that he was simply weak from hunger as well as a little sore from residual bruising.

“You are fine. Come and have breakfast with me and it will set you right.”

She walked to the wall and found a few supplements that she could inject to get him moving. A hand stopped her from loading the hypo. She looked up at the large male behind her and scowled. “You need a little boost to keep you going.”

“I will get it during breakfast. Come with me. We have things to discuss.”

Dr. Tinneer blocked them from leaving. “Bren, I wish to have more details on your talent.”

She sighed. “Doctor, you have had four years to get the details. You didn’t want them. Now, I have to attend to my patient. Please forward the message that my morning class is cancelled.”

Tracker extended his arm and she looped her hand around his elbow, walking past Zeyan with a pleasant wave and heading for the dining hall.

Bren smiled slightly as she realized that it only took a moment with Tracker to set her personality back four years and turn her into the smart-mouthed, young woman he first met.

“You are going to be bad for my temperament. I wonder how I am going to cope with shooting my mouth off after you are gone.” She walked with him while he made his selections from the buffet and carried his tray to a table before she wandered off to get her own snack.

“I am sure that you will cope very well. I am amazed that you didn’t stand up for yourself before now.” He sipped at his tea and started to eat with a ravenous appetite.

“It wasn’t worth it. There are plenty of healers here, one more would not make a difference and frankly, I like the animals better than dealing with some of the folk here.” She drank some water and noted that his blood was still on her hands. Shrugging, she admitted that it wasn’t the worst thing she had had on her hands after a healing.

“So, the Citadel has been difficult for you?”

“No, for the most part, people here leave me to my work and I leave them to theirs.” She shrugged. “The farm folk around here are the ones that I call my friends. Few, if any, of the other folk know that I exist. Even Zeyan had only heard of me as the vet.”

He nodded and kept working his way through his tray. When he was done, he got up and replenished his supply. As he returned and reclaimed his seat, he asked, “What exactly did you do to me?”

“I accelerated your body’s normal healing processes and burned up all of your mineral and vitamin reserves. Since your own body healed the damage, there wasn’t the normal burning sensation experienced with other healing techniques. Your body heals the damage, I just speed up the process a little.”

He nodded. “That explains why my nerves aren’t shorting out like they normally are. My talent is usually completely scattered after a healing. This is by far a more preferable outcome.”

Bren snorted. “I am glad it is working out for you.” She poured water into a napkin and started to gently rub his blood off her skin.

Tracker paused and grabbed one of her hands. He held it until she met his dark gaze. “You are not thriving here. Would you care for a change in venue?”

She sighed and leaned back as far as their connection would allow. “What capacity would you have me in?”

His features shifted slightly to a more interested configuration for a moment before he masked his expression. “I would invite you to be my healer and companion on my assignments and you could do whatever you wished on Teklan when we were not on active deployment.”

She narrowed her eyes. “That sounds suspiciously like a partnership.”

His features took on an innocent cast. “Does it? Imagine that.”

“I have not heard of any active Citadel personnel in the Sector Guard. I believe that you have to be one or the other.”

He shook his head. “It is not always one or the other. Soul Keeper goes on missions with her spouse when she is called.”

Bren grinned. “I hear it used to be the other way around, but Orenn adapted well.”

“I have no doubt that I would adapt with slightly more difficulty, but I have confidence in my ability to be a good partner to you.” His thumb trailed across the back of her hand and she shivered slightly at the sensation that rippled through her system.

“I have no doubt that that would be true, but the fact remains that I am a member of the Citadel and as you know, I cannot opt out.”

He nodded and turned her hand in his grasp, drawing his thumb across her pulse. “Leave that to me.”

The calm determination reminded her of the expression in Tracker’s features she had seen so long ago when he was speaking to the emigration officer on Gwellen. Suddenly, the prospects for her future were looking up.




Chapter Four

Tracker, Orenn and Zeyan were standing next to her in the administrator’s office. Doctor Tinneer was standing in opposition to her leaving and the administrator looked like he was fighting one helluva headache.

“Doctor, you are a wonderful trainer of healers, but this particular one seems to have done just fine without you.” Astothic Neruk rubbed lightly at the bridge of his scaled nose.

Dr. Tinneer frowned. “She is under contract to the Citadel. You can’t just hand her over to the Sector Guard.”

“Your intellectual curiosity about a talent that has been right in front of your eyes for four years is not a reason to deny this request. As for her contract, there is a breech on our part. We did not provide her with training for her talent. That means she only owes us for room and board, and her duties as local vet and instructor have more than compensated for that. In fact, we owe her a substantial balance for her services.” Astothic waited for the doctor to continue.

Bren stood calmly and waited for someone to decide her fate. The resolve lasted for three whole minutes.

“Dr. Tinneer, I have been subjected to sneering and derision from not only you but other healers who instigated a general campaign to have me named as the vet from the moment I first demonstrated my talent on a bird in the courtyard. From that moment onward, none of the instructors in the healer courses were interested in learning the basis for my healing. No one cared how it worked, so I was left to discover how to improve my skills on my own. I don’t resent the Citadel for this, but I do believe that beyond room and board, I have given far more than I have gotten here.”

Dr. Tinneer coloured with embarrassment. “I didn’t understand.”

She sighed. “You still don’t. My talent is unique and as far as the archives have indicated, I am the only Trinial ever to be trained in the Citadel. I have added my data, personal scans and all information I can glean about the way my talent works to the Citadel archive. I am sure that the Sector Guard healers can do any further inquiring that is needed to pinpoint the focus of my talent.”

Tinneer ran his hand along his skull and nodded. “I apologize for my attitude, Brenawyn.”

She sighed as it became obvious that his fight was over. “If I may ask, what changed your mind about the strength of my talent?”

He coloured again. “I interviewed the patients that you treated and they explained that with the lack of pain at the moment of healing, they assumed that you were engaging in some kind of hypnosis and they were embarrassed by their arousal. By the time they realised that you had actually healed them without the burning pain that normally came with the healing, the official report had been filed that your skills were not acceptable to sentients.”

“Will you amend the records?”

“I will. It is the least I could do.” Dr. Tinneer inclined his head. “Could I ask you to return here to do orientation lectures? I have found that the students from your classes are far better at relating to patients than the others are. They actually listen to the patients and seem to deal more easily with the sudden changes in mood that come when the pain kicks in.”

Bren grinned. “I teach them to watch for changes in attitude and posture. I am a proponent of animal instinct and I drive the point home with wild matchkies.”

The doctor winced. “That would do it. How do you know if they are paying attention?”

She snickered. “The ones without bite wounds pass the course. We also use the course to practice healing minor wounds in a venomous situation.”

Matchkies were endemic to the area around the Citadel. They were small, fluffy, cute and had a bite that caused swelling in all extremities within half an hour. They loved to sit in Bren’s arms, but when her students tried to cuddle the wrong beastie, they needed healing and they needed it fast.

It was one of the quickest ways of getting their attention and to have them look for the physical signals that every species put out. She had learned to read those signals as a pickpocket and they made healing animals second nature.

Tinneer blinked. “Interesting. I had not thought of using them as a training tool.”

“I will leave you my course outline. It details all of my techniques. I guarantee that after the third bite, you will get the hang of it.”

Zeyan and Orenn sighed. Orenn said. “Well, I am glad that this could come to a satisfying conclusion. Tracker has been authorized to bring her to Teklan.”

Astothic nodded. “She is released from her service to the Citadel and will be authorized to act as an agent if she should wish to. She may wear the robes of a healer and have access to all the resources offered by the Alliance to the Citadel.”

“Thank you, sir.” Brenawyn inclined her head.

Tracker raised a brow. “She is free to leave?”

Astothic was firm when he looked at Dr. Tinneer. “She is, with our blessing.”

Bren let out a long, shaky sigh. “Thank the stars for that. This has been a stable home and I have appreciated it, but I am a grown woman now and it is time for a little adventure.”

Tracker grinned. “That, I can supply.”

Astothic waved them out. “Enough of the double entendre. Get out and have a good life. Don’t forget to check in every six months and keep us apprised of any exceptional talents who may need training. I promise that Vesa will be more helpful than Dr. Tinneer was.”

Tracker offered her his arm and Bren took it. With a smile and a wave at the good doctor, she left the administrator’s office to collect her uniforms and few possessions.

Tracker leaned against the wall while she packed.

“Will you miss it?”

She knew what he meant. “It was home and now it isn’t. I got far worse treatment on Gwellen and I was born there. At least here I was safe. I never had to worry about my sanity, my body or being injured just for fun. Thank you for thinking to bring me here.”

She paused in her packing and turned to face him. “I mean it. Thank you. You probably saved my life that day and I owe you more than I can say.”

He inclined his head, acknowledging her comment. “It was what I had to do at the time and I would do the same again.”

Bren smiled. “It is comforting to know. Well, I am packed. Shall we go?”

“I thought you would never ask.” He stepped forward and tossed her bag over one shoulder. He offered her his arm and together, they left the Citadel for a new life.

Bren smiled at the blackness of space. After so long, it felt good to be back where anything could happen. “I missed this.”

Tracker smiled. “The shuttlecraft?”

“Just flying. I haven’t been allowed to leave the surface since you first landed me there. I enjoyed flying. Just being out where no one could get me was so freeing.” She sighed and propped her chin on her fist.

“You were really living on the edge of sanity there, weren’t you?”

She smiled. “Ever since Therin applied to marry me, my life has been out of my control.”

“Therin was your fiancé?”

“No. The family wouldn’t allow him to wed someone like me, so it was decided that once I was no longer of use to them, I would be sold to a brothel. Picking your pocket was my last chance.”

“What would have happened if you failed?”

“Well, I did fail, so Therin was going to divest me of my virginity and then sell me to the highest bidder.” Bren stared out at the stars as they approached the jump site.

Tracker was silent for a moment. “Who named you Brenawyn?”

She cleared the lump in her throat. “My parents. They died when I was eight. Brenawyn Marietta Norlii of the Gwellen colony. They gave me all that and then died of a plague.”

“There was no one to take care of you?”

She shook her head. “We were the only Trinials on Gwellen. I don’t know why my parents chose it as a home, but after they died, Therin was the one who found me and took me to the family.”

“He did it out of the goodness of his heart?”

She snorted. “No. He was looting our home and I tried to defend it with a broom and a fireplace poker. He was in his teens and he thought it was cute, so he tied me up and hauled me to the family. No one knew what I would grow into at that point, so they allowed me to learn what I could.”

“What you would grow into? Are you talking about your talent?” Tracker looked at her with curiosity in his dark eyes.

She chuckled and held up her hair. “The family prides itself on being inconspicuous. I stood out in the mostly brunette population and it made me an awkward thief. It is the exact definition of beauty being in the eye of the beholder. If you were beautiful, folks would notice and beauty was something that the family was trying to breed out of itself. They wanted to be nice and average and having me in their bloodline would have messed that up.”

“So, because you became a stunning young woman, they wanted you away from them?”

She blushed. “Yes. I suppose. It sounds nicer when you say it though.”

He laughed. “We are going into jump. Hold tight. Next stop, Teklan.”




Chapter Five

Flying through the atmosphere of Teklan was a treat. Bren had never seen a shifted Drai before, let alone two. The huge beasts followed them down to the base and Bren stared at the musculature of the Drai the entire time.

“Should I be jealous?” Tracker’s voice was amused.

She smirked. “Ha. I know very well that these two are Drai sleepers and that they have mates. I am simply drawn to the shifts in musculature and am marvelling that they can fly.”

He chuckled. “As long as you marvel from afar.”

Bren turned and realized that her companion was jealous. It wasn’t the first time someone had expressed it in relation to her, but it was the first time that it sent a secret thrill of warmth down her spine.

“How did you get assigned to Teklan?”

He started their landing trajectory. “I was originally assigned to Station 13, but when Teklan specialized in investigations, a Tracker was called for.”

“It seems like strange work.”

“Oh, it is, but it is also rewarding. Sometimes when I track something, I find something that I am not even looking for.”

He set the shuttle on the tarmac and powered it down. “Welcome home, Brenawyn.”

She grinned and unbuckled her harness. With eager strides, she moved to the hatch and waited for Tracker to join her.

He had her bag and his slung over his shoulder and he opened the door with a flourish. The air of Teklan rushed in and Bren breathed deep.

“It smells like a new world.”

Tracker took her hand and led her down the steps.

A Kozue woman with long, dark hair came toward them, a column of mist at her side. “Welcome to Teklan, Healer.”

Bren recognized a Citadel greeting when she saw one. “Thank you for your welcome, Healer.”

The women cracked a smile. “I am Gray. Welcome home.”

“I am Bren. Thank you for your welcome.”

Tracker cracked a smile. “The mist is Canil, Gralial’s partner.”

The mist thickened and became a male with Kozue features. “I am pleased to meet you, Bren.”

She smiled politely. “A Nishan animorph?”

Canil grinned. “Precisely. You know your species.”

“It was a hobby of mine. I enjoy the study of exotic races, being one myself.” Bren inclined her head.

“Please, come into the base. Or would you prefer to see your housing first?”

“Tracker?”

He answered. “Our housing first. The base will still be there when Bren has settled in.”

Gray reached out and clasped Bren’s free hand. “I will see you soon.”

Bren felt the surge of power up her arm and her own talent fought it as she stroked her palm against Gray’s. Her own talent crept across Gray’s skin and the woman widened her eyes. “That is amazing.”

“It is different, but it will work well on folks who have implants as well as any animals in the vicinity.” Bren grinned and they parted.

Gray blinked and grinned in reply. “This is a very good thing.”

“I really hope so.”

Tracker laughed and wrapped an arm around her waist. “This way, Brenawyn. We have a charming home just outside the main base.”

She blinked. “How do you know that? Were you planning to bring me here this whole time?”

He chuckled. “I always find what I am tracking and when I started to think about a partner, my senses led me to you over and over again.”

She smiled. “That is both sweet and creepy.”

His laugh was genuine. “I try.”

There was a small village sprouting up on one side of the base. Neat houses with tidy yards were being built with what seemed to be attention to detail. One house was in an environmental bubble, another had a huge pool where the yard was on the others.

“They seem to be very specific in matching the needs of the Guards to their houses.” She raised her brow at the pool.

“A few of the support staff are amphibious and they like a place to hang out on their days off.”

“I see.”

“Our home is this way. The forest will not be developed, so if you make friends with any of the local critters, you are welcome to them.”

She chuckled. “Don’t tempt me. You may end up living in a menagerie.”

He grinned. “I would not mind that at all.”

She laughed and smiled as he opened the small, neat gate to a house that was trimmed in dark grey with a tidy yard. “How is it that you are so accepting of me as a partner?”

His smile didn’t fade. “I could ask you the same thing. Sometimes you meet someone and you just feel the sense of rightness. For me, it was the moment you fell in my lap in that tea shop.”

She laughed. “I had almost forgotten that. For me, it was the moment when you followed me to the animal pens. You were so calm despite the fact that I had stolen from you. You were all that I could see from that moment on.”

Bren didn’t bother telling him that he had featured rather vividly in her fantasy life, but she had the feeling that he knew.

The house was as neat on the interior as the exterior. The furnishings were standard for bipedal species with regular joints.

Tracker dropped her bag in one room and his in the adjoining room. A sense of relief flooded her and fought with a surge of disappointment.

Of course they weren’t sharing a bed. They didn’t know each other.

She unpacked swiftly and hung up her robes. She had a few casual outfits, but they would wait until she was not going to be meeting people for the first time. For today, she just made sure that she wasn’t still wearing any of Tracker’s blood. While she had washed up in the shuttle, the edges of her robes were stained in his blood.

Bren was amused by Gray’s lack of alarm when she met them, covered in Tracker’s blood, but if her handshake was any example, Gray was a very powerful healer indeed.

A quick change of clothing and she was ready to go.

She knocked on the adjoining door and when his voice called out, “Come in,” she entered.

“Oh. Wow.” She quickly closed her eyes, but the memory of every grey and silver muscle from his head to toes was burned in her mind. It was a lovely view, but seeing Tracker naked was an unexpected shock.

“Is nudity a problem, Bren?”

She fought her blush. “Not usually, no.”

He laughed. “I will be dressed in a moment.”

She peeked frequently, trying to make it seem casual as she wandered around his room. “You have lived here for a while.”

“For six months while I was not on assignment.” He stepped into a pair of trousers and slipped on a loose vest. It hung open enough for her to catch glimpses of his chest as he moved. “This afternoon will be a casual introduction to the base, you can dress in something less formal if you wish to.”

“Really?”

“Really. I will wait in the living room until you are ready.”

Shrugging but smiling, she returned to her quarters and reached for her leathers. It felt so good to be out of the heavy robes that she even checked out her rear image in the mirror. Her butt looked pretty good to her gaze. She hoped that Tracker agreed.

Bren worked her hair into a long, loose tail down her spine and checked her reflection one more time. It was as good as it was going to get.




Chapter Six

“I am ready for my tour, Tracker.” She took a deep breath and was gratified when his gaze followed the rise and fall of her breasts.

“Ah, yes. About that. When we are on base, you can call me, Patrig.”

“Why?”

His lips quirked. “It is my name.”

“Really? Patrig?”

“Patrig Relios Narchenic. My parents have a lovely sense of humour.”

The phrasing gave her pause. “Your parents are still alive?”

He blinked in surprise. “Yes. My folk live for over three hundred years, like the Trinial.”

A startled laugh forced itself from her throat. “Really? I wasn’t even planning for my seventies. How is it that you know about the Trinial? I have had one heck of a time finding out about them.”

“I have access to all of the Alliance archives. Your people are secretive, shy and only leave their world under duress. Your parents were very brave to strike out on their own.”

Brenawyn bit her lip as a soft swell of pride rippled through her. “I don’t know why they ended up on Gwellen, but I look forward to finding out one day.”

“You will be able to study freely. I am sure that the Gwellen authorities will have some records, as will the government of Trin. Shall we take the tour?”

His grin was fascinating and she shook her head to clear it. With a sigh of inevitability, she took his arm and together, they began their tour of Sector Guard Base Teklan.

It took a few hours, but they finally made it through every nook and cranny of the base, including the gardens and the gym. Gray was waiting for them in medical, filing reports.

“I see you got your tour. Tracker, get on the scanner. I need you to get in for an overhaul.” Gray smiled.

Patrig smiled. “As you wish, Reset.”

Bren watched as he stood on the panel and pressed his hands to the marked areas on either side.

Gray pressed some tabs and the scanner hummed and covered him with light for a moment. “You have some light bruising under your skin but nothing that won’t heal in a few days.”

Gray checked her readouts. “There is no residual nerve sensitivity either. Whomever healed you, did an amazing job.”

Bren grinned. “Thank you. I do try.”

Gray grinned. “You do wonderful work, didn’t traumatize him at all. Can you show me your technique?”

“Sure. Just bring me a cut or a burn to heal. It’s sort of a visual thing.”

Gray nodded and went to her com unit, asking someone named Gerretta to come to medical. They only waited five minutes before a Tival was in, her arm bound in a pressure seal.

“Gerretta, this is our new healer, Bren. She would like to take a look at your burn.” Gray smiled.

“Oh, sure.” She held out her arm and Bren moved toward her slowly.

Despite Gerretta’s agreement, she was very nervous. Bren began a slow, happy hum that relaxed the woman while she peeled off the seal.

It was a deep burn—blisters and sticky secretions were still very much in evidence. “Ouch. How did you come by the burn?” While she spoke, she stroked Gerretta’s forearm and slowly started the healing process.

“I turned too quickly and ran into Rafil while he was holding a greasy pot. It connected with my forearm and this was the result.” Gerretta was staring at Bren’s face.

Bren saw the moment that the pain faded. “You have implants?”

“I do. I was born deaf, so I have implants for that purpose which means that Reset was unable to help me out. My immune system is also not great, so I have to wait to heal just like everyone who isn’t within walking distance of a healer.”

As her patient heaved a relaxed sigh, Bren kept the slow stroke on her forearm. Direct contact on the wound would heal it faster, but that was not ideal when you were dealing with a creature in pain. They were very good at striking the area of irritation, but a little foggy on finding a light, pleasurable touch.

Gray was standing where she could see but would not be in the way.

“Well, you did well to get help so quickly. Was first aide applied at the scene?”

“Yes, we iced it immediately and then Gray had to work on removing the solidified fat before she could treat the wound.” Gerretta smiled. “It feels much better just being open to the air.”

Bren smiled in return. “That is because it is healed.”

She removed her hands and stood back while Gray came forward to examine the injury site. “That is amazing. She didn’t even notice that you were healing her.”

Gerretta looked at her arm, touched it with her other hand and broke into a wide grin. “That is amazing. Thank you.”

“You are welcome. It is nice to be able to work with my talent.” She inclined her head and after a brief examination, Gerretta returned to her post.

Gray shook her head. “I have never seen anything like that. Most healing is done by overwhelming the patient and forcing the healing. Your technique was so soft, gentle. Well done.”

Bren blushed as Patrig put his arm around her.

“You should be on the receiving end of her touch. It is quite stimulating and certainly keeps you alert.”

Gray grinned. “Will you agree to a full scan, Bren?”

“Certainly. I haven’t had more than regular check-ups at the Citadel. This will be rather interesting.”

Bren followed Gray’s direction and moved into one of the largest scanners with her hands and feet in the appropriate spaces. The pressure of the scan caressed her in a slow stroke from head to toe and then reversed to repeat the process again. Bren meditated quietly, making sure that her mind was calm.

The moment that the machine released her, she stepped free and stood next to Patrig, seeking his stability. “So, what is the situation, doc?”

“You are healthy, I think. The Trinial are one of those races that don’t have any normal levels recorded. I don’t really know what you are supposed to register.” Gray looked a little embarrassed.

Bren smiled. “It is all right. I feel fine, so I am sure that nothing untoward is going on.”

“I will send away a request for any records that the Trinial are willing to part with.” Gray sat behind her desk and started on the request. “They should have a response for me by the time you return to the base.”

Patrig tilted his head. “Return?”

“Have you seen Might yet?”

“No. He was out of the office when we arrived. Echo just got back this morning, so I am fairly sure that they were busy for the last few hours.”

Gray’s lips twitched in amusement. “Try him now. We have had a peculiar request and Brodin isn’t sure that you will take it on.”

Bren grinned. “I am seriously curious. What could be so bad that Tracker wouldn’t want to try it?”

Gray’s smile deepened. “I will let Brodin explain it to you.”

Bren looked to Patrig. “What are we waiting for?”




Chapter Seven

Brodin was a Dhemon and he had the formal manners of his kind, standing to press a kiss to the back of her hand. “Welcome to Teklan base, Brenawyn.”

“Thank you, Brodin, is it?”

“Or Might if you wish.”

“I will stick with Brodin.” She removed her hand from his and smiled pleasantly at him.

Patrig wrapped his arm around her waist, “And I will stick with her.”

Brodin smiled and sat behind his desk. “Have a seat. We have a request.”

Patrig held Bren’s chair for her and sat next to her, his possessive posture unmistakable. “What is the request?”

“This is best seen in person.” With a flick of Brodin’s fingers, the shades came down and an image of a young woman was outlined in light.

“Hello, Sector Guard Base Teklan. My name is Miriil and I am the imperial princess of the Yeven clan on Warshos.”

The woman was wearing a lovely gown and she looked as soft and new as spring. Bren smiled slightly at the image even though the princess could not see her.

“I am sending this request to the Guard, because I don’t know where else to turn. My father is about to throw open the games for my hand in marriage. I don’t want to marry any of the candidates here on Warshos, I want you to find the man I have loved my entire life.

“His name is Polai Markos and he was a gardener who left Warshos when my father denied his interest in me.  I have heard that he is a botanist on an Oefric colony world, but I have no way to get in touch with him. Raxos isn’t open to communication from Warshos, so there is no way for me to find him.

“I want to know that he knows time is running out. I need him here, but if he doesn’t want me anymore, I need to know it so I can start my life with my new husband. I can’t stand the thought of not knowing one way or the other.”

The young woman sighed, her shoulders drooping. “If you choose not to help me, that is fine, but I have expended my energy to get you this message on the off chance that you will find him. Thank you for considering it.”

The message flared out and Brodin brought the lights up. “So, Tracker, do you think that your skills are up to finding this lost love?”

Tracker brought Bren’s hand to his lips. “Oddly enough, love is very much on my mind these days.”

Bren blushed. “Can I go with him?”

Brodin looked surprised. “Of course. You are a representative of the Citadel and a travelling healer. Doors will open for you that might resist the pressure of the Guard.”

Understanding finally lit in her mind. “That makes a certain amount of sense, though I am sure that it wasn’t Tracker’s initial intent.” She turned to glare at the man who still had possession of her hand. She arched her brows and he opened his mouth, but it was Brodin who spoke.

“Once Tracker expressed his desire to have you with him, we researched you as best as we were able. There is not a lot of data on you and you have no correspondence.” Brodin shrugged. “The moment we uncovered what information there was on you, we agreed with Tracker that you would make him a suitable companion.”

Bren blinked. “I see. Well, I am glad that I made the grade.”

“The people of Trin are rare and leaving your world is even more so. Having one of your race on our side will open doors and worlds that will simply be curious to see you.”

“I have never considered myself as an exotic before.”

Patrig gave her a slow smile. “You are one of a kind, my dear. One of a kind.”

“Then, perhaps my one-of-a-kind self should join with you and get on this unrequited love thing.” She grinned and looked from one male to the other. “When do we leave?”

Brenawyn sat in the navigator seat, her hands stroking over the mixed suit that Alara had brought in. Crimson robes were attached at the shoulder and flowed to the ground. Her bodysuit was muted pewter that matched Tracker’s skin tone rather well.

At her request, Gray had given her some swatches of fabric and Bren had created pockets within the robe. Ever since she was on the streets, she had enjoyed pockets inside her clothing even if she didn’t need them. Without pockets, she always felt naked.

“Stop fussing with it. You look lovely. The colony elders are waiting for us on Raxos and you are perfect.”

“You mean my clothing is perfect.”

“No, you are perfect and it is time that you knew it.”

His hands stayed on the controls, but she could almost feel a caress down her cheek. She blushed and stared out at the stars, hypnotized by the contrast of light and dark that surrounded them.

She kept her lips together and her mind calm while they flew through the stars.

“If you need some reading material, Might put a file in the com centre. It will outline everything we know about Polai Markos.” Tracker was changing from the affectionate male into the effective Guardsman before her eyes.

She brought up the file and started doing research. Polai was a male who kept to his self but managed to complete his education by working through six jobs in order to pay for it. He was young, attractive and had no interest in any of the women of Raxos beyond cursory encounters that seemed to end affably on both parts.

“Wow, they really get detailed records for you.”

Tracker’s lips curved in a smug smile. “Relay is excellent at managing the data stream. She can find almost anything that you have ever said over an uncoded com and several things you have said on a coded one.”

She raised her eyebrows. “It is a good thing that I don’t have anyone to call.”

He grinned. “I suppose it is, though that is no longer true.”

She smiled. “I suppose so. How long until we reach Raxos?”

“An hour.”

“Good. Would you like a cup of tea or anything? I am going to get a glass of water.” She unclasped her harness and stood with one hand on his shoulder.

He leaned over and pressed a kiss to her hand. “Water would be wonderful. Thank you, Bren.”

She wandered back to the galley and filled two travel bottles with water. Returning to the cockpit, she took her place at his side. “Here you go. How did you get into the Sector Guard anyway?”

“I wondered when you were going to ask me that. I was recruited from my home world.”

“How did they find out about you?”

“My guess is that Relay had been watching the data streams for any mention of talents. I had done a little bit of work for local authorities and it had made the local news streams. The next thing I knew, I was being courted by the Alliance for the Sector Guard project and on my first solo mission, I happened to meet a charming pickpocket who made a distinct impression on me.”

She sipped at the water slowly, trying not to let her pleasure show. “I see.”

“Indeed, well, there is our destination.”

Raxos was a glowing jewel in the darkness. Brenawyn held her breath as she was about to set foot on the fourth planet in her lifetime. Whether she and Tracker were partners in the Guard or she was simply tagging along, her life had gotten far more interesting.




Chapter Eight

An Oefric met them at the shuttle pad. He inclined his head in greeting. “Welcome to Raxos. I am Etien Mathijen, Alpha of the Oefric shifters. I hear that you are looking for one of our colonists.”

Tracker walked forward and clasped arms with the other male. “I am Tracker, this is Healer Brenawyn.”

“We have tried to contact the botany team, but they are in a dead zone. You will have to go in on foot.” Etien smiled and gestured to the nearby skimmer. “I have uploaded a map to their last known location, but since Raxos has promised a lifelong home to all, I can’t really roust him myself. Whatever you tell him, his decision to leave or stay is his alone.”

Tracker nodded. “Understood. We will update you when we return to the shuttle.”

With a simple nod, Etien dismissed them and a short wave wished them luck.

Tracker escorted her to the skimmer and took the controls. It was a standing-platform skimmer, so Bren held onto the guardrail as they rose and started to move across the landscape.

The map showed a jungle as their target, so Tracker took them away from the settled areas and into the wilderness of Raxos. When they flew through a thunderstorm, he activated a dome and they went from windswept to sheltered in an instant.

“Do you do this kind of thing often?” Her thoughts voiced themselves without her willing them to.

“What kind of thing?”

“Hunting runaway fiancés. Searching for people who wanted to run from their pasts as well as their homes?”

“More often than I would like. We don’t know if Polai still has feelings for the pretty princess or not. The only way to know is to ask.”

She nodded at that piece of wisdom and gripped the back of the pilot seat as he increased their speed until they were moving in a blur of passing greenery. The jungle thickened and so did the storm, hammering at their shield until the drumming was endless.

They came out of the storm in a rush of blinding light and Tracker eased their speed and slowly landed the skimmer.

“Come along, Bren. Our prey is this way.” Tracker exited the skimmer and helped her to the mossy ground.

“If you insist. Let me know if I am slowing you down.”

He chuckled. “He isn’t running from us. He is just out of com range. Some of these hills have peculiar sonic properties as well as a lot of mineral compounds that interfere with transmissions.”

She shrugged and followed him into the jungle. The new clothing that she was wearing defended her against the lashes of the leaves and even the adapted robes came in handy as the jungle tugged and yanked at her.

Tracker seemed to slip through the jungle without it touching him, but he slowed his pace to let her keep up. She followed him blindly, trusting him to lead her to their goal.

It was amazing to her that she did trust him without hesitation. Out of all the men and women she had met in her life, she trusted three implicitly, her mother and father and then Tracker.

Running with the family on Gwellen, she always needed to keep her guard up. With Therin, being on her guard was imperative as was keeping distance between them.

She wanted absolutely no distance between herself and Tracker and that in itself sent shockwaves through her. Images of their bodies tangled together haunted her thoughts every time she had a moment alone. It was damned distracting, but all she could think of was touching him again and feeling bare skin under her hands instead of the uniform.

She grumbled as they continued to stomp through the jungle. It may be part of his job, but she didn’t have to like it.

The botany camp appeared so suddenly that Bren almost stumbled into Tracker when he came to a halt.

“We’re here.”

She leaned against him. “So we are. Now to find Polai and ask him if he remembers Miriil.”

He nodded. “I will let you handle that. I am better with the tracking than the talking about lost loves.”

She chuckled. “I wondered why you wanted me along for the ride.”

He let out a low growl and wrapped his arms around her before she passed him and entered the camp. With a swift movement, he threaded his fingers in her hair and held her for his kiss. She groaned and wrapped her arms around his neck, holding on for dear life as she met his tongue with her own. Her pulse pounded, her skin became sensitive beyond bearing and she was just about to wrap her thighs around his when someone nearby cleared his throat.

Trackers backed away from her slowly and together, they turned to see the man who joined them.

He had the look of a boy who had recently hit manhood with a vengeance. His hair was dark and his feline eyes were amused. “I cannot imagine that you came all this way just to make out in the jungle. What can I do for you?”

She stayed in the curve of Tracker’s arm as she turned to face the newcomer. “I am Healer Brenawyn of the Citadel and this is Tracker of the Sector Guard. We are seeking Polai Markos. We have a message and possibly a mission for him.”

The man nodded. “Come and have some tea. You have found the man you are seeking.”

Tracker kept his arm around her as they entered the camp and Polai set up a table and chairs for them.

With the cool-mint tea in their cups, they sat together and Polai looked at them expectantly. “Is it a message from the Alliance? Has my application for life on Raxos been rejected?”

Brenawyn smiled. “Nothing like that. I have a question for you to answer.”

“What is it?”

“Do you still love Miriil of the Yeven Clan?”

He froze and put his cup down. “Who are you to ask me that?” A glowing fury ran across his features and Bren fought her grin.

“I will take that as a yes. Her father has arranged for her courtship competition and she wants you there. She still loves you and if you are willing, we will take you to Warshos.”

She took another sip of tea and paused as a familiar feeling ran through her. “Tracker, stop drinking your tea. Polai may have a resistance to it, but we don’t.”

Under the table, she ran her hand along Tracker’s thigh. She healed the effects of the sedative and smiled brightly at the man they had come to speak to while the world swam in front of her eyes. “I am sorry, Tracker, but I will have to take a nap now.”

She watched the table tilt and then arms were holding her and keeping her safe.

* * * *

Tracker kept his voice low. “What did you poison her with?”

Polai held up his hands. “It was a mild sedative. I have been building up a tolerance for it. I forgot about it until she mentioned it. It will wear off in an hour or so.”

Tracker shifted Bren until she was cradled in his lap. She was boneless, but her ivory skin still held a hint of a flush from their kiss. Her chest rose and fell evenly and her hair slithered over his arm in a rush of pale silk.

Polai started mixing a separate pot of tea. “I used to look at Miriil like that, until her father caught us. I was on a ship so fast that I wasn’t even conscious before we took off. I have no idea what his Imperial Highness told his daughter, but I bet it wasn’t flattering.”

Tracker’s urge to kill Polai disappeared when he saw the definite grief on his face. “It probably was not.” He stroked Bren’s cheek and smiled as she rubbed her face against his hand. “Are you willing to fight for Miriil?”

Polai threw some herbs in a pot and watched them steep. “If she wants me, I am willing to try. Do you think you can get me into the event without her father barring us from it?”

Tracker stroked Bren’s cheek again. “I have just the all-access pass with me. You only need to keep from knocking her out again.”

Polai poured some more tea. “This will counteract the sedative I gave her. It is a simple stimulant. Raxos has a wealth of vegetation and herbs that can be used for a multitude of purposes. It is a wonderful planet and I will be sorry to see it go.”

“Then, you are coming with us? Bren will be happy about that.” He smiled and shifted her against him, his arousal caressed by her lush thighs with every minute move. It was pure torture and he was committing it to memory.

“How is it that you were unaffected by the tea?” Polai’s question seemed genuine.

“I have a quick recovery time.” The double entendre was lost on the woman in his arms, but he didn’t care. She was relaxed and defenceless and he was only too happy to guard her while she slept. It was the least he could do for all she had been through.

He had studied her records from Gwellen and her arrests had shadowed details that he had interpreted from his time with law enforcement. She had lived a life on the edge of survival and he had nothing but admiration for her coming out of it with her dignity intact.

Polai poured the tea between two cups, cooling it. “Can you get her to drink this? Even a small bit will help.”

Tracker shifted her in his arms and took the cup. He held her against his shoulder and pressed the cup to her lips. She sipped, coughed and her lids fluttered wildly. She opened her eyes wide enough to look at him with her pupils dilated.

“Drink, Bren.”

She sipped greedily and tension filled her body as she came back to consciousness.

Tracker watched her closely and when she was more alert, he put the cup down and placed his hands against her hip.

His arousal beat at his senses, her scent filled his nostrils and all he could think about was peeling her out of that uniform, but he restrained himself with intense effort.

She blinked and turned to their target. “Polai, will you come with us?”

Her husky voice ran along Tracker’s nerves, but he kept himself under control.

Polai smiled. “With such an example of love to accompany me, how could I not?”




Chapter Nine

Warshos was a bland world. None of the colours that were visible had any strength or intensity.

Looking at what would be her fifth world, Bren was a little disappointed. “Polai, this world really bites.”

He sighed from behind them. “I am aware, but it is my home. Was my home.”

Tracker grinned. “It will be again if you wish it to be. How is the withdrawal coming?”

Bren checked her patient and touched his arm again, helping to flush out any residual sedative.

Polai smiled, his sharpened teeth extended. “It is accelerating now. I will be in fighting form by the time we land.”

Tracker looked at the warnings flaring across his screens. “Speaking of warnings, we are getting them hot and heavy from Warshos. Are you ready, Bren?”

She smiled and nodded. “Let me give it a try.”

She breathed in and opened the com. “This is the Sector Guard shuttle craft out of Teklan Base requesting authorization to land at the request of Imperial Princess Miriil.”

There was silence for a moment and then the com opened and they received a message. “Please identify yourself, honoured guest.”

She grinned even though the person on the other end of the unit couldn’t see her. “We are Tracker of the Sector Guard and I am Healer Brenawyn of the Trinial and our champion.”

Another short delay while they waited and then a far more dignified voice came through the com. “Be welcome Healer Brenawyn and entourage. We look forward to seeing you when you land.”

Location information streamed through their system and Tracker grinned at her. They turned the open line off and Bren sat back. “So, you were right about them wanting to see a Trinial in person. What do we do if there are any formal events?”

Tracker smiled, “We wear our uniforms with pride. We haven’t had time to get you a set of formals yet. Don’t worry, you look amazing.”

She frowned at him but ran her fingers through her hair before loosening the confining braids she had put in before they left Raxos. “You start landing, I am going to straighten my hair.”

She passed Polai and smiled at his dramatically changed appearance. If he was an example of his species, they were creepier than hell. No wonder he had consumed a sedative like standard tea.

Miriil had looked like a normal female who could have been one of a dozen races. She had a moderate skin tone and standard proportions in the vid, but Bren supposed that she could have been eight feet tall and not looked any different.

Staring at herself in the lav mirror, Bren grimaced. She used a brush and some mist to straighten her locks and when they were all poker straight, she frowned again. “It is as good as it will get, I suppose.”

Having long, straight hair was a mark of femininity on several worlds, including Trin. Unbound, her hair hung straight to her waist and was cut straight at the edges. Her eyes were pale blue and her skin was pale. If it weren’t for the burgundy and grey of her robes, she wouldn’t have any colour at all.

The ship rocked and she left the lav to return to her seat.

“We are entering the atmosphere. Hold tight.”

Bren strapped herself in and gripped the arms of her seat. The shuttle rocked and twisted as it cut through layers of temperature and gases.

The data that they had been given had their shuttle settling near some very extravagant vehicles. Bren took a deep breath and wrapped her composure around her. This was just another kind of con job and she had to pull it off or she would not satisfactorily conclude this assignment.

“Just be yourself, Brenawyn. You have more style and grace than you give yourself credit for.” Tracker was firmly in Guardsman mode.

Polai was on his feet the moment that they passed him. He knew his role in the upcoming events and he was willing to play it to the hilt.

A dignitary was waiting for them and greeted them with a smile. “Her Imperial Highness is waiting for you in the grand tent. Guest quarters are being prepared for you, Healer. It is an honour to meet one of your kind.”

She inclined her head and smiled politely. “Please, we are eager to speak with Her Imperial Highness.”

“Oh, of course.” The court noble immediately smiled and bustled off, gesturing for them to follow him.

Bren threw her shoulders back and took Tracker’s arm as they walked across the tarmac. Polai walked quietly behind them, but Bren could feel his strength returning. Whatever he was going to have to do here to win the hand of the princess, he was in the best shape Bren could provide him with.

It was a five-minute walk to the brightly coloured tents and the milling men. No females were in evidence, which made Bren a little bit nervous.

When they entered the tent, a pathway opened for them, leading directly to their target. The thrones were set at the far end of the room, but the imperial princess and her father were circulating with their guests.

The imperial princess was chatting with some other nobles, only a few of who were Warshos. Her face split in a welcoming smile as she saw their trio and she came forward greeting Bren gladly.

Whispering, Bren filled the woman in, “Healer Brenawyn of the Trinial and Tracker, with our champion, Polai Markos.”

“Call me, Miri, please.” Her own whisper was just as quiet as Bren’s own.

The princess leaned back and smiled, “Welcome, Brenawyn. I was hoping that you would make it before the competitions began. How have you been?”

“Oh, I have been keeping well. Getting plenty of rest and seeing the stars. How do we enter our champion into your games?”

Miriil looked over Bren’s shoulder and she smiled shyly. “You simply tell me. I will add him to the roster right now.”

Miriil took Bren by her arm and tugged her away from Tracker and Polai. Curious nobles approached them, but it seemed no one recognized the man that Miriil’s father had ejected from the planet.

Bren smiled as they added Polai to the roster. “So, Miri, how close were we?”

Bren noted that the princess was writing Champion of Healer Brenawyn of the Trinial. “I see. Going to keep his name a surprise?”

Miri blushed. “I don’t want anyone to stop him before he starts. I am my father’s last daughter.”

“So he is rather protective?”

“Extremely. Polai and I were in the early stages of courtship and then one day, he was gone. It was years before I learned about the true nature of his sudden departure. All I could do was try and find him after the fact.”

“Well, you did very well. When does the competition start?”

“This afternoon. Is Polai well?” Miri’s voice was quiet.

“He is. He has done very well for himself. He is a botanist on Raxos and is a respected member of the community.”

“Is he…does he want to return there?” Miri’s fingers were knotted in the top layer of her multi-layered gown.

Bren put her hand on the princess’s arm. “I think you should discuss it before this goes any further.”

Miri opened her mouth to reply, but a wave of drumbeats rolled across those assembled.

Miri’s father stood in front of his throne and beckoned to his daughter. She squeezed Bren’s hand before she walked over to stand on the low dais with her father.

“Gentlemen, and lady, thank you for coming out today for the bridal combat rites to decide which amongst you will win the hand of my daughter. The combatants have been offered and the book is now closed.”

Brenawyn moved close to Tracker and nodded slightly. They were all set for whatever came next.

“Gentlemen, the competition now begins.”

Miriil and her father walked with a slow and stately pace out of the main tent and into the bright light of the Warshos afternoon.

The noble who had brought them in came over to them. “Healer, Guardsman, you are to sit with Her Highness in the private box. Your champion should go with the others. The combat is about to begin.”

Bren walked arm in arm with Tracker to take their seat in the imperial box. Polai went with the hopefuls and was addressed only as Champion. His future was in his hands now and all they could do was watch.




Chapter Ten

Bren flinched as she watched the games being enacted. The initial melee took out all but two of the alien suitors. The Warshos grew as they became enraged and it was both impressive and terrifying.

Polai was now taller, broader and the clothing that he had worn was tattered at the edges. His fangs had appeared at the first attack and they were rather incongruous with the image in Bren’s mind of the first time she met him.

Tracker kept her hand in his while they sat in the imperial box. They had an excellent view of the fighters and Bren almost wished they didn’t. When blood sprayed and Polai broke another fighter’s arm in the third round Tracker had to hold her back physically.

It went against the minimal healer training she had received to watch injuries and not to act on them. She buried her face in Tracker’s shoulder and closed her eyes when the violence increased and lives were lost.

There was a reason that Warshos was not in the Alliance and this sort of behaviour was the perfect example of why. Too much violence casually accepted in their society made the Warshos unstable and unable to adapt to most colony situations.

Polai was an exception to the rage and instability, but even he had lived a life with little to no interaction with the other races on Raxos. He had sedated himself and kept to the jungles just in case.

Seeing the violence in him as he ripped through those who would stand between him and the woman he loved, Bren had to admit that sedation was probably for the best.

When a hand pressed her shoulder, she was surprised to see the curious gaze of his Imperial Majesty looking down at her.

“My daughter says that you and she are friends and yet, I have no record of any correspondence with anyone matching your description.”

Brenawyn inclined her head, trying to ignore the jutting fangs aimed in her direction. “We have been speaking on coded lines. I have access to relay-protected information terminals and it was thought best to use those so that we would not draw attention. Miri is a lovely woman and it wouldn’t do for anyone to accuse her of impropriety.”

He blinked and nodded, pulling his teeth in. “I see. I have to admit that I have never met a Trinial before. I have heard of your people, of course, but you are so rare as to be almost mythological.”

She smiled and inclined her head. “Well, the healer at the Guard Base Teklan can confirm that none of the equipment can work on me, so there may be something to the myth hypothesis. I haven’t met another of my own kind either and am rather eager to one day try to make the pilgrimage to Trin.”

He nodded. “A worthy goal. How did you say you met my daughter?”

“I was doing research for healer training. She provided me with cursory details on the males of Warshos and we began a correspondence from there. A friendship followed. It is so rare to meet a woman as exotic in her way as I am in mine.”

Miri’s father puffed his chest and sat back. “My Miri is a lovely woman and one of these males will be lucky to win her.”

“If I may ask, we never did get around to discussing why she could not choose her own mate.”

He quirked a brow. “Because this is how it has always been done in the imperial family and how it will continue to be done in the future.”

Blinking at the absolute certainty in his tone, Bren smiled and turned back to watch the fighters.

Three were left, Polai and two others who were both weaving on their feet. Polai’s shifted form reached out and slammed the two heads of his competitors together before turning and bowing to the imperial box.

He shuffled forward until he cleared the groaning bodies on the battlefield and then strode calmly to stand before them, his arms relaxed and at his sides.

The announcer came over and bowed. “Your Imperial Majesty, may I present the winner of the bridal combat, Champion of Healer Brenawyn of the Trinial and Guardsman Tracker.”

It was an unwieldy moniker but Polai bowed. Now was not the time for full disclosure.

His Imperial Majesty stood and smiled. “Excellent. I am proud that my daughter will go to a male so eager and willing to fight for her. Miriil, come and greet your husband.”

Miriil was shaking, but she stood, curtseyed to her father and walked out of the box, down to the combat area. She stood in front of Polai and took his battered and bloody hands in her own. “I greet you, husband, and place myself in your care.”

Polai leaned down and kissed his bride, careful to not allow his teeth to mark her tender lips.

Watching, Bren wiped away a tear. “That is so romantic.”

Tracker looked at her and laughed. He shook his head and gave her a quick kiss. “You are a romantic. Good to know.”

His Imperial Majesty was watching them closely. “Are you not yet a mated pair?”

Brenawyn froze. “Why do you ask, Your Imperial Majesty?”

“I have a son a decade older than you who might make you a good husband.”

“Healer Brenawyn is mine, Your Imperial Majesty. Do not doubt it.” Tracker was calm but absolute.

“Good, good then. I have arranged guest quarters for you this evening. It is too late to be on your way today.” He smiled and it was not a pleasant smile. “You will have dinner with me and we can discuss your most fascinating species before you retire.”

Brenawyn nodded and she clung to Tracker’s arm. “We would be honoured.”

He smiled again, showing his fangs. Bren knew that this was going to be the hardest acting that she had ever engaged in.

The bridal dinner was a raucous affair. Bren was introduced to Margor, the heir to the Yeven clan. He leered down at her, his pointed teeth shifting restlessly and she couldn’t help but imagine that he was thinking of tasting her.

Miriil and Polai had their place at the head table, but as soon as the meal was over and the dancing had begun, Polai lifted his bride in his arms and they were off for their wedding night.

Bren sighed in relief when the couple left. She danced a few turns with Margor and then went gratefully into Tracker’s arms.

“Well, they are together.”

He ran his hand down her spine and pressed her in close. “Yes, they are. He mentioned that they would like a ride back to Raxos in the morning. Life away from home is holding a certain appeal for her.”

Bren sighed in relief as she looked around for anyone listening. “I am glad. This doesn’t seem like an environment in which a young woman could flourish.”

“That it is not. I was wondering if you were interested in retiring for the evening?”

She smiled up at him, trying to put seduction into her gaze. “That sounds like a wonderful idea.”

He laughed and lifted her in his arms, imitating the earlier actions of the new couple. A few folk cheered for them, but Margor scowled as they passed him.

In their room, the huge bed beckoned. Tracker carefully put her on her feet before reaching out to open her suit. It slipped free of her skin with only a light tugging and soon, she was standing before him, her skin glowing in the moonlight.

Tracker removed his own uniform, kicking free of his boots and exposing all of his silvery skin to her eager gaze.

His muscles were unusual from the majority of species she had healed, but he was a lovely specimen and compatible where it counted. It would be a snug fit, but she really wanted to try him on for size.

He pressed a kiss on her lips before trailing heat down her neck and over her breasts. She shivered as he worked lower. The moment when he tipped her to her back, she cried out, but quickly muffled herself with her hand as his investigation between her thighs took on an urgency that was contagious.

She writhed, twisted and locked her hands in his hair, wanting more but unsure of how to ask for it. He didn’t need to be asked, he slid up her body just before she discovered the end to the tension that she had been gripped with.

As he joined their bodies, she bit her lip. When he leaned down to kiss her, she bit his. He chuckled and growled, rocking into her while her hands stroked his back with a rhythm that poured power into him that spilled back into her.

The cycle continued over and over until she cried out and dug her nails into his back. Her healing power burned through her hands and into him, bringing his cry to the surface a moment after hers.

As her body relaxed, she stroked his skin, healing the tiny wounds she had wrought. “I am sorry for hurting you.”

He laughed. “And I am sorry for the same, but never apologize for getting carried away by passion. I enjoyed every moment of your caress and I do mean every moment.”

She smiled shyly and kissed his cheek, then this throat. “How soon can we try it again?”

Patrig stroked her hair back off her forehead. “Aren’t you sore?”

She blushed. “There was more than enough healing energy running between us. I took what I needed and gave you the rest.”

He shifted his weight and started to move again. “Then I had best not waste your efforts.”

She smiled and ran her hands over his irresistible silvery skin. “No, you had not. I am holding you to a high standard, don’t disappoint me.”

“Yes, my lady. Anything you say, my lady.” He rolled with her and let her take the lead before shifting again so he was behind her.

Each move gave her a new sensation and took and gave her control in turn. When she was exhausted and he had a lazy, masculine grin that showed no signs of fading, they slept.

They had to make their escape in the morning and Bren was sure that the Yeven clan leader had designs on her as a vehicle to greater status for his son. She had no intention of leaving Tracker’s side, but with a race like the Warshos, it might not be a choice.




Chapter Eleven

Tracker woke her in the light of predawn. He caressed her nose and stroked her eyebrows to get her alert.

“No time for a shower. You can bathe on the ship.” He winced as she crinkled her nose at the feel and scent of their previous night’s activities.

She gave him a narrow-eyed look and pulled on her suit and boots. They moved silently down the hall and met Polai and Miriil.

Without a sound, Tracker led them past guards and down back halls until they were on the tarmac. A shout from behind them caused them to break into a run and Polai shifted into his battle shape on the way.

A shadow next to their shuttle separated from the darkness. Margor came forward and pointed at Bren. “She will be mine.”

They stopped. He was blocking the shuttle and his fangs were extended.

Tracker lunged forward and delivered a few well-placed hits to Margor. The man crumpled with a groan. “Mine. She is and will always be mine.”

He opened the shuttle and waved them into it, moving the groaning body of Margor to a safe distance so they could launch.

Bren got Miriil settled and Polai was in next to her. They held hands tightly as the hatch sealed and Tracker took his seat.

“Is Margor a safe distance?” Bren couldn’t help but ask.

“He might get a little scorched, but he should be fine.” Tracker did the fastest pre-flight checks that Bren had ever seen and in under a minute, they were starting to move.

The ship lifted off without any more interference, but there were guards of the Yeven clan swarming all over the tarmac.

Tracker muttered, “Hang on. This could get ugly,” before he accelerated and pulled them away from the surface.

The moment that they were out of the atmosphere, Tracker was on the line to Might. “We have a situation. We have in our possession an imperial princess married to a Raxos botanist. The Clan leader of the Yeven is going to stop at nothing to get his daughter back. Suggested course of action?”

“Echo says come home. We will deal with it on the Guard base. She can see the future better if she can touch the couple in question.”

“Understood. We are coming home.”

Tracker engaged the jump drive and they experienced the moment of disorientation when they were in two places at the same time.

When they cleared the jump, Bren was shaking. “I think I will hit the shower. How long until Teklan?”

“Two hours. We are already in the system.”

She nodded, passed the new couple who only had eyes for each other and made her way to the lav. Bren removed her suit and set it for a cleaning cycle, then stepped into the gel shower.

The gel coursed out and she slathered it over her body before it solidified and the sonic pulse shattered it into dust. Clean and a little wobbly from the nocturnal activities, she brushed her hair and reclaimed her suit.

Dressed again, she decided that she would be able to face Tracker again. The things that she had encouraged him to do still flickered in her mind’s eye.

She had been thoroughly debauched and had loved every moment of it, but in the light of day, she was unsure that her behaviour was appropriate for a woman of her species or any species for that matter.

Nervous and slightly embarrassed, she returned to her position in the seat next to Tracker. He reached out and took her hand, pressing a kiss to the back of it the same way he had on the trip out. Just like that, she realized that while everything had changed, nothing had changed.

“Are we in danger of pursuit?”

He shook his head. “Warshos does not have smaller jump craft. Their larger craft was all grounded for the celebration. We won’t see them for two days or more.”

She sighed. “Good. The last few days have been a little too exciting for my taste.”

“What about last night?” His grin was sly.

She leaned back and smiled at him. “That was just right.”

It was amazing how a place that she had only spent a few hours at already felt like home. The very sight of Teklan base made her breathe easily.

“It feels like home already, doesn’t it?”

She smiled. “More than any place I have ever been and do you know why?”

He gave her a quizzical look as he brought them down for the landing. “Why?”

Brenawyn winked and jerked her head at the couple making out behind them. “I will tell you later.”

Tracker glanced back at Polai and Miriil. She was sitting on his lap and his arms were curled protectively around her.

Her mate and partner nodded at her as he turned back to the tarmac. “I will make sure of that.”

The moment that they landed, Polai and Miriil were taken into the base by Might and Echo in Time. As Might informed them when they landed, their job was officially done.

Tracker stretched. “Come on, it is time for the less-than-fun segment of our routine. Now that we are back, we have to get a full diagnostic done.”

He wrapped an arm around her and they walked into the base. “Even though we were gone for less than a week?”

“Yes. If any parasites or injuries occurred, treatment sooner rather than later is the best course of action.”

She nodded. “I have run into a ton of parasites during my time with animals and I would have to agree with that policy.”

A column of fog passed them in the hall. She smiled, “Good day, Mist.”

The column paused, bowed and continued on his way.

Gray was tidying her hair in a mirror when they came in and it wasn’t too much of a stretch for Bren to realize that Mist had used a lot of his cohesion energy with his mate.

“Back from your first assignment, Bren?” Gray cleared her throat and touched her lips with two fingers.

“I am. Do you want me or Tracker in the scanner first?”

“If you wouldn’t mind doing the scans? That would be great.” Gray smiled brightly and tried not to look like a woman who had just had a quickie in her office.

Chuckling, Bren put Tracker in the scanner and set it for a complete workup.

As she read the records, there were some small changes in his brain chemistry but nothing physical.

“You are all clear. My turn.”

She stepped into the scanner and set it for a complete rundown. The computer chirped and beeped as it ran her scan. The moment that it was done running the waves over her, she stepped free and took a look at the reports.

She blinked in shock at the data when compared to her earlier scans. “Well, I may not have a reference species, but I know what kind of parasite this is.” She wanted nothing more than to sit down, but since there was no chair nearby, she simply fainted.

Patrig must have taken her home, because that is where she woke up.

“Tell me why this is home.” His low tone rumbled through her.

He was sitting next to her on his bed. She was wearing a light, gauzy gown that was almost transparent, but the pale blue matched her eyes.

“What?”

“You said you would tell me why this was home. I think now is a good time for that.”

She caressed his jaw, “This is where you are. Wherever you are is home.”

“Good. I have requisitioned the addition to our home and the baby’s room will be under construction soon.”

Bren felt suddenly shy. “You aren’t mad? I mean it was just the one night.”

Patrig grinned. “I am not mad. If I wanted to prevent a pregnancy, I would have used precautions. I didn’t and I am delighted that you are going to have our child.”

She blushed. “I just wish I knew more about my species. Why this happened so soon. I have been around enough folks trying to get pregnant to know that it rarely happens on the first try.”

“Gray has gotten some Trinial records. The elders are eager to speak with you on a conference call. They are surprised that you have managed to develop a talent. It isn’t a common thing for Trinials. But we do know that your folk are stimulated ovulators. Your body simply took over.”

She blinked. “I can check into Trinial physiology?”

She was halfway out of bed before he stopped her. “It can wait until tomorrow. You need some rest.”

She sighed and settled back on the pillows. “You have just told me that I can access information I have wanted my entire life and I have to stay in bed? Mean.”

He chuckled and handed her a data pad. “Here you go. Gray uploaded all of it and the Trinial said they will provide a limited family history for you after they meet you in the conference.”

She chortled happily and lunged at him, tackling Patrig to the bed in a heated kiss.

He blinked up at her in surprise. “What is that for?”

“For not giving me what I want but always giving me what I need.”

He laughed and let her press tiny kisses across his jaw line and down his neck. When he reached up to press his lips to hers in a wild tangle of emotions and need, she carefully put the data pad on the storage bench at the end of the bed. This was going to get a little aerobic and she didn’t want to hurt the connection to her people.

Patrig held her in his arms and rolled with her until they were lying face to face. “Wherever you are is my home and if I ever have to travel without you, I will try to get back to you as quickly as I can. You are my life and you will always be foremost in my thoughts.”

She smiled and stroked his silvery cheek. “That is all I need to hear, but I will need to hear it a lot if you are going anywhere without me.”

He pressed his hand between her breasts. “You are my heart and I am in yours. I will never go anywhere without you.”

Brenawyn smiled and opened his uniform with deft fingers. “Just in case the scan was a false positive, let’s make sure.”

Patrig let her undress him and when he moved over her, his body told her exactly how fond he was of her idea.

Her family history could wait, her species could wait, Patrig was with her now and she gave all of her attention to him. Time enough for everything that didn’t really matter, tomorrow.




Author’s Note

Thanks for reading book 3 of the Tales of the Citadel. I will be bringing Brenawyn and Tracker back in a subsequent book, but even I don’t know when.

In the next book, Fighting Sanity, we get to learn a bit about going crazy and welcoming clarity when it comes. Not all talents enjoy their status. For some, it is a burden and for others, a crime that needs punishing.

I look forward to writing it.
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