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      Charming a dragon prince might be her people's only hope. Too bad this handsome shifter may be more than she can handle.

      

      From NY Times & USA TODAY Bestselling Author, Michelle M. Pillow, a fantasy science fiction romance!

      

      As an ambassador for the dragon-shifter monarchy, Prince Kane is well aware of his responsibilities. The shifters might have expelled the evil Federation from their planet and freed their alien prisoners, but they're left with chaos and opposing factions threatening civil war.

      This is not the time for Kane to be thinking about romance, especially with Nova, a daredevil leader who rattles his calm and tempts his inner fire. The rousing woman's ideas go against everything he and his people are trying to accomplish.

      Before a virus wiped out their home planet and they relocated to Shelter City, Nova's mother had been a revolutionary leader. It's a role Nova has inherited. If outside threats weren't enough, age-old conflicts are fracturing her people during a time they need to band together. Unfortunately, they're isolated and greatly outnumbered, and everything she holds dear is on the line.

      Charming a dragon prince might be her people's only hope.  Too bad this handsome shifter may be more than she can handle.
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          SHELTER CITY, PLANET OF QURILIXEN

        

      

    

    
      “This isn’t a game. Keep going. Be quiet! We don’t want the soldiers to find us.” Nova pressed her back against the jagged metal siding of the ration distribution center and kept watch of the alley’s only opening. Her legs strained as she lifted on her toes to see over the hunks of rusted debris littering the path.

      Her eyes watered from the smoke that hung thick over the city. Above the pungent rolling cloud, dragons dominated the sky, breathing fire in giant blasts to raise temperatures below. Loud explosions sounded, indicating the dragons probably weren’t the only ones setting things on fire.

      Chaos rang out as people stormed the streets—blindly brandishing rocks and metal poles. Almost any object they could carry had been weaponized.

      Her people, the Cysgodians, had known this day would come. And for most, dying in battle would be a badge of honor and preferable to living under the continued tyranny of the Federation. Their numbers were small. Victory would only be possible if they joined forces with the shifters.

      Nova lifted her hand for silence as she watched another group charge past. Their entire beings focused on the fight ahead. They didn’t glance down the alley to where she hid with Tanja.

      “I want to fight,” Tanja insisted, breathing heavily as she resumed digging in the red-tinted earth. “They’ll call us cowards if we don’t.”

      Tanja had all the bravery and stupidity of a sixteen-year-old raised in Shelter City. Her childhood had been filled with mud-caked rusted metal, near-endless sunlight, and a level of poverty that would shame most civilizations.

      “Death is not glamorous,” Nova answered. They were hidden between two buildings in a dead-end alley. She didn’t want to use Tanja for this task but stealing food rations was about as safe as anything else in the city right now. “Burning in fire even less so.”

      “Do you like the cats or the dragons more?” Tanja mused as if being in the middle of a battle didn’t frighten her.

      “Neither,” Nova answered. “They both stood by and watched as the Federation mistreated us for thirty years. Just because they show up now to help doesn’t redeem that fact.”

      Unlike Nova, Tanja had never known another way of life. She’d been born between the two cliff walls of the vast gorge, an alien visitor overseen by a militant organization that used them as pawns to piss off the native shifters. The girl had seen the Federation drag people away, never to be seen again. That kind of upbringing jaded a person.

      Tanja struggled with the shovel, breathing heavily as her digs weakened.

      “Hand me that.” Nova kneeled on the ground and reached for the homemade shovel. Tanja leaned against the side of the building to take a break.

      “Dragons are scarier because they can fly away after they breathe fire on us,” Tanja continued, ignoring Nova’s answer to her question. “But cats are braver because they stay on the ground and fight face-to-face. They can’t fly out of reach.”

      Nova stabbed the ground and pried up dirt. They needed enough space to grab the edge and cut a hole. The metal walls wouldn’t have been buried too deep into the ground. “There are plans in place.”

      “Cats or dragons?” Tanja insisted. “If you had to choose.”

      “I don’t know. Dragons,” Nova dismissed. “Now listen to me. There are plans in place in case a day like today happens. I need you to get as many food rations as you can to your best hiding spot. These are only for you and the other young ones. Understand me? You have to take care of the others. They can’t fend for themselves.”

      “Fine.” Tanja looked up toward the sky as a dragon cast a shadow over their hiding spot.

      “I’m serious. No tributes to any of the factions. No trades for magic potions or vials of shifter blood to give immortality. All of that is nonsense. You tell no one where you hide them.” Nova grunted as she slid the shovel's tip along the hard red dirt to loosen it.

      “They’re saying Doyen killed a shifter in the forest, and that is what started this.” Tanja continued to look up. “Do you really think the Blood Fanatics drink shifter blood?”

      “He’s all talk.” Nova dismissed the gossip over the Blood Fanatic leader. “If he killed a shifter, they wouldn’t be helping us fight the Federation.”

      “Unless they do it so they can take control,” Tanja countered.

      “I’m pretty sure this started over that woman General Sten strung up in the marketplace.” Nova stabbed at the dirt. Aside from guesses and rumors, she wasn’t sure what had spurred this battle or how the dragon- and cat-shifters had gotten involved.

      “That’s Justina,” Tanja said. “I’ve listened to her ranting at the marketplace about thieves and secret tech. People say she’s crazy, but some of the stuff she says makes sense. Guess the general didn’t think she was too funny. I wonder what she said to make him mad enough to punish her.”

      “We’ll probably never know,” Nova said. “Whoever ends up taking over won’t tell us any more than they have in the past.”

      “You’re talking like we’re going to lose.” Tanja frowned.

      “No matter what happens today, we won’t be in charge. In order to win, we need to be in control of ourselves.”

      Nova stopped digging as she reached the bottom lip of the metal wall. She held out her hand and pointed toward the laser straight cutter. Tanja passed it to her.

      “Even if we beat the soldiers today, we’ll lose eventually.” Nova wedged the cutter under the siding, hooking it against the metal. “Those dragons and cats outnumber us. You can’t trust any of them. They all have motives that do not consider what we want.”

      “Drone,” Tanja warned.

      They both froze and waited for the surveillance to fly over them. When it was gone, Nova pulled the cutter upward. The device fizzled, struggling to burn through the metal. Like every other piece of technology in Shelter City, it was old and near useless.

      While struggling to force the cutter up through the metal, she continued, “They don’t want us here, and they are under no obligation to take care of us. The last thirty years are proof of that. The Federation will not tolerate this rebellion. We might get rid of General Sten, but they’ll send more soldiers. The best we can hope for is to escape to a small patch of forest where they can’t find us. For that, we need a plan. We need food.”

      “So you have decided to lead like your mother?” Tanja asked.

      Nova didn’t know how to answer. She knew what was expected, just as she knew the cost of such a position. For years she could put off officially accepting her inheritance because there was no power to wield. With this rebellion, her hand was being forced.

      “Here, let me.” Tanja tried to take over. After a small resistance, Nova gave the laser to her.

      Nova stood. Soldiers in black uniforms ran past, brandishing their weapons as they charged rebelling Cysgodians. Foot traffic had started to increase. She stepped out a little farther to better hide Tanja from view with her body while keeping watch. Better they detected her than the girl.

      Very rarely was she the cause of the things that happened in her life, but Nova had to deal with them nonetheless. She didn’t ask for this rebellion, but it was here. When a virus wiped out most of her planet and the decision to move to Qurilixen was made, she wasn’t asked what she wanted. There were times she thought it would have been better to die with the others.

      Images of the past tried to surface. It had been decades, and still, their sting had not faded.

      “You!” A harsh voice barked the word like a command.

      Tanja gasped.

      Nova jumped in surprise. Her thoughts had just drifted for a moment.

      “Get out here,” the man ordered.

      Nova waved her fingers behind her back, telling the girl to stay hidden. She stepped out to face a soldier. His shaved head was bald but for a small patch of black hair at the crown. Her eyes automatically went to the name on his black uniform. Mure.

      “If you have a weapon, throw it down.” The soldier motioned his blaster pistol at her.

      Nova lifted her hands to the side to show she did not.

      A second man appeared next to him. “Leave her. The fun is this way.”

      Nova tried to read the second man’s name but couldn’t make it out. Cold green eyes glanced in her direction. She knew that dispassionate look well. He and a hundred of his friends had it. They resented being stuck babysitting the Cysgodian people. When those soldiers looked at their alien charges, they didn’t see people. They were livestock, to be penned in and contained because the bosses said so.

      “We have orders to bring them all,” Mure answered.

      “Why are you licking the general’s ass for a promotion?” Green Eyes tried to pull his friend’s arm. “With your family’s connections, you’ll be out of here in a year and a general within ten.”

      “Because I know how to obey orders.” Mure grinned, and she couldn’t tell if he was joking.

      “What’s she going to do?” Green Eyes chuckled. “Trust me. You don’t want anything that diseased whore is offering.”

      Nova stiffened. That comment took a very dark turn.

      Mure almost looked apologetic for his friend. Almost. But the expression seemed somehow rehearsed and didn’t meet his eyes.

      Green Eyes lifted his blaster pistol as if to shoot her. “Looks like another casualty—”

      Nova yelped, curling her body forward as she lifted her hands to block her face.

      Mure bumped his friend’s arms to redirect his aim. A shot fired overhead. “Not yet.”

      Green Eyes snorted. “No one will care.”

      Nova wanted to run but didn’t dare move to expose Tanja. The alleyway behind her was a dead end. Her heart hammered violently, and she tried to catch her breath. She willed the girl to be quiet.

      “I’ll catch up.” Mure gestured for his friend to leave.

      “It’s your trip to the medical booth.” Green Eyes didn’t hesitate to take off.

      Another drone flew overhead, this time stopping to record the situation. Mure angled his nametag toward the device and then gestured it to fly away. The drone obeyed.

      “Get out here,” Mure ordered with a wave of his blaster. “Don’t force me to shoot you.”

      Nova heard Tanja making noises behind her and shuffled her feet as she took slow steps forward to mask the girl’s sound. She wove her way around the giant metal scraps that had been stored between the buildings.

      “I’m not fighting,” Nova managed as she tried to catch her breath. Suppressed tears burned their way into her eyes. She didn’t want to die. Not today. Not like this. Not raped and murdered in an alleyway.

      Stay quiet. Stay quiet. Nova willed Tanja to heed her thoughts.

      The roar of fire sounded, followed by pistol blasts and clanks of metal. Screams rose in the distance. It became impossible for her mind to separate the present from the past.

      She’d been old enough to remember the bodies of the sick lining Cysgod’s streets, the darkness of death contrasting the shiny city buildings. There had been too many, too fast. Some of the people had been put out too soon. Nova used to have nightmares about those poor moaning souls trapped in their diseased bodies.

      Fear further jumbled her thoughts as flashbacks from the past overlayed the present.

      The Cysgodians had burned the deceased, choking the air. Her brother had morbidly called it the smell of a thousand corpses.

      Now, here, dragon fire lit up the Qurilixen sky in long bursts. Burning canvas flapped along the side of a building.

      Then, the Cysgod government workers had shot the dying where they lay in the street before moving on to prevent the less sick from future misery.

      Now, Federation soldiers shot in battle to subdue the rebellion. The pop, whiz, pop of the weapons was unmistakable.

      Then Cysgodians had fought to defend themselves.

      Now they fought to attack.

      Everyone screamed. Both past and present echoed inside her in a symphony of pain and terror.

      Nova tried to calm her breathing, but her eyes focused on the tip of Mure’s blaster. In one fatal second, every decision could be made for her. She wouldn’t have to choose to lead the Revolutionists faction.

      As if not perceiving her as a threat, Mure lowered his weapon. “Walk that—”

      Nova didn’t think. She balled her hand and swung, taking Mure by surprise. Her fist slammed into the side of his face. His head knocked back and clanged against metal scrap before he fell to the ground.

      Nova stood over the man in shock over what she’d done. When he didn’t move, she looked around to see if anyone had seen her. Thankfully, there were no drones.

      Tanja appeared from behind. “That was—”

      “We have to hide him,” Nova interrupted. She ignored the pain in her hand as she grabbed Mure’s leg. Tanja joined her, and together they dragged him into the alley.

      “What if he wakes up? We should shoot him.” Tanja ran to pick up the blaster pistol.

      Nova blocked the man. “No. We’re not like them. We don’t do that.”

      “He was going to take you,” Tanja said, determined. “I’ve seen them do it. I know the taking look.”

      Nova’s heart sank into her stomach. “Tanja, have the soldiers taken you?”

      “I’m too fast,” Tanja denied. “Not everyone is fast.”

      “Was it reported?” Nova kept between Tanja and Mure.

      Tanja looked at her like she was daft for even suggesting it. Who would they tell? Who could do anything?

      “Was it this guy?” Nova pointed back at Mure.

      “They all look the same,” Tanja said. “They come from the shadows in their uniforms. In the daylight, it’s easier to spot them, but when the dark night comes…”

      The girl referred to the one night a year that the three suns set at the same time, casting the valley into darkness. The rest of the time, varying degrees of soft green light illuminated everything. On Cysgod, they’d had many nights of darkness, but to those born on Qurilixen, they weren’t used to the dark and had developed their own scary myths around the night. Seeing Tanja’s expression, she knew maybe all their stories weren’t myths.

      Nova wanted to tell the girl that it was all right. That this was not how life was supposed to be. That there was something better waiting for them, somewhere else, in the future, so close.

      Hope. She wanted to give her hope.

      A dragon swooped through the streets, large wings flapping so hard a blast of air hit Tanja from behind. It caused the girl to stumble forward.

      A blast shot from the pistol.

      Pain burned through Nova’s thigh, and she cried out as she fell to the ground. She caught herself on Mure’s face and instantly drew her hand away when she felt wet warmth. The blast had passed through her leg and into Mure’s skull.

      “I didn’t mean…” Tanja dropped the pistol. Someone ran by the alley’s opening, and they both stiffened. The person didn’t stop.

      “With your family’s connections, you’ll be out of here in a year and a general within ten,” Green Eyes had said.

      Blasted stars, who was this soldier? What connections?

      “This never happened,” Nova stated, panicking as she looked at the sky. She found it clear of drones. “You were never here. No one has seen you.”

      Tanja didn’t move as she stared at Mure’s body.

      “Tanja, say it,” Nova ordered.

      “I was never here. I didn’t do it. No one sees me,” Tanja whispered. All the girl’s bravado from earlier faded under the reality of the death she’d caused. Killing a Federation soldier was not like murdering someone from the city. Sad, but completely accurate.

      “Good girl. Now get out of here.” Nova put pressure on her leg.

      “What about the…?” Tanja gestured weakly toward where they had been trying to break into the ration distribution center.

      “You were never here,” Nova repeated, grunting as she put pressure on her leg in a poor attempt to stop the pain. “You were hidden when that drone came by. No one knows you were here.”

      Nova hoped that was true.

      “But…” The girl gestured at Nova’s leg. Tears rolled down her cheeks.

      “Find a place to hide. Stay away from the fighting. Run fast.” Nova slipped her hands down her bloody thigh to stop the bleeding.

      Tanja took off down the street.

      Nova struggled to stand and limped her way toward the blaster pistol. She couldn’t leave it out in the open. There was no telling who would find it.

      Everything was wrong. This is not what was supposed to happen. They’d had a plan.

      If a rebellion broke out, they would need to focus on food, medicine, and shelter, regardless of who won. If the Federation won, they would punish them for the uprising, which could include starvation. If the shifters won, they had no obligation to help. If the Cysgodians won…

      Nova gave a small laugh as she limped away from the alley carrying the pistol. The last thought was a child’s tale. Cysgodians never won.
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      Shelter City had fallen.

      Now the real work began.

      Kane landed on the cliffside watchtower, talons gripping the circular roof as his wings rose and fell with heavy breaths. Trails of smoke filtered into the air, the remnants of a long-overdue fight. Battles were ugly affairs, and the view left a bitterness in his throat. For decades he had spent sleepless nights trying to reason a diplomatic end to Federation occupation. This was not an answer he would have come up with.

      In his dragon form, his eyesight was enhanced, and he could see the sprawl of the alien city in perfect detail, even from the great height over the valley. For thirty years, the city of decay and rust had stained the once beautiful region. Pieces of jagged metal pierced the ground bearing sun-worn canvas like dirty flags of capitulation. Together they formed what could be called housing if the definition of the word bore no resemblance to civilization.

      Kane focused on the flow of Cysgodian people celebrating in the streets. He hoped they enjoyed the moment and embraced it. There was no telling how long it would last. When the smoke cleared and the dust settled, uncertainty would replace the tyrannical rule.

      What now?

      The question lingered in his mind. As an ambassador for the dragon-shifters, they would come to him for answers to that question. This situation had been discussed. The shifters had plans in place. Whether the Cysgodians went along with the plans was another matter. Contact between the shifters and the alien refugees had been limited, blocked by the Federation.

      Shelter City was always meant to be temporary, a place for the alien visitors to recover from a virus that had wiped out most of their homeworld. The Federation had brought the Cysgodians and their plight to Qurilixen’s doorstep and laid the responsibility of saving them at the feet of the shifter royals. General Sten knew full and well that honor would bind the shifters and force them to help. King Ualan of the Draig dragon-shifters and King Kirill of the Var cat-shifters could not say no to saving hundreds of lives. To the shifters, denying the Cysgodians healing sanctuary was as bad as killing the aliens themselves.

      The Cysgodians would think this moment meant freedom. But what would that look like?

      Factions in the city hated shifters, some even wanted them dead in a flawed notion that drinking shifter blood would make them immortals.

      Fools.

      Shifters would think this meant liberation from the Federation’s occupation. Kane knew better. The Federation wanted a base on their planet, and they would not give that up easily. Today, they drove out General Sten, but others would come in his place.

      Maybe we are all fools.

      His people had never wanted to be part of the Federation Military’s Alliance, but the Federation used the Cysgodian tragedy and their illness to gain a foothold on the planet. They claimed squatters’ rights because they had dominion over the makeshift city, and the shifters refused to agree that city was anything more than a temporary settlement—to do so would be to accept the alliance. The result had been this occupied graveyard of rusted ship parts and crumbling stones.

      On the other side of the valley, structures of a different nature sat above the city of corrosion and rot. The evenly spaced buildings ran along the ridge of the opposite cliffside. Unlike the structures below, those buildings weathered the constant daylight of the planet, looking as if they had just been constructed.

      Lording above it all stood a stone monstrosity, a single rectangular structure with metal arches along the rooftop that sprawled over the entire length of the city. He hated the building. There was no natural beauty to the industrial lines. The shifters took pride in how their planet looked. His palace home blended with the beauty of the mountains.

      Kane could just make out the figures in front of the eyesore as his cousins and Var royals escorted General Sten off their homeworld. Today was a good day in that regard. Most of the cats and dragons were in half-shift, walking upright like men but protected by the shell of their animals. Several soldiers were being loaded into temporary holding cells.

      The Cysgodians had been the real victims in the political standoff. They had no power, no homeworld to return to, and no choices. They had been trapped within the valley's borders, between two cliffs—one with a dragon watchtower and the other monstrosity where General Sten and his top advisors lived…well, or had lived until today.

      For decades, shifters had been trying to free Shelter City from the tyranny of the Federation. And this was the exact moment they’d finally succeeded.

      At least, for now.

      Kane heard his brother flying before he saw him approach. Wing flaps were much like footsteps. Live with someone long enough, and those sounds were as telling as a voice. Pyke hovered above him, looking out over the city for a long moment. Brown wings tipped with black created a unique pattern on his brother’s shifted skin. Kane was happy to see him uninjured. Not all dragons had been so lucky.

      With that thought, he concentrated on the flow of the city, focusing on people who were not moving. Once he looked for them, they were easy to pick out from the chaos. The black uniforms of the fallen Federation soldiers separated the enemy from the allies.

      He found a woman rocking on the ground as she held someone. Her cries couldn’t be distinguished from the roar of celebration. The death toll could have been much worse, but that news would not bring comfort to the woman. Several men carried bodies, moving to line them up on a shaded walkway while others cleared piles of rubble.

      Drones flew through the sky. Moments before, they had blasted warnings from the Federation. Now they broadcasted Var Queen Lyssa’s voice as it repeated a message, “We have food. We have medical. We have decontaminators. Please stay in the city. Everyone will be helped. We have food. We have medical…”

      Pyke twisted in the air and dove for the watchtower window beneath where Kane perched on the roof. The momentum of flight carried his brother’s body forward as he shifted midair and entered the tower window. Kane leaned his head over the side to watch him land safely. Seconds later, Pyke poked his head out and shouted, “We’re to head down to help with the wounded. Here, take clothes.”

      Pyke tossed up one of the tunics they kept stored in the watchtowers, followed by a pair of pants. Kane caught them in a taloned fist. Their Aunt Olena had devised the stashes to help with the fact that all of Kane’s generation lost their clothing when fully shifted. The older generations did not turn into full dragons, and they kept their clothing when in man-dragon form. Not everyone appreciated naked shifters running around the countryside.

      Pyke dove from the watchtower in his human form, gripping several pairs of clothing in his fists. His body shifted as he fell toward the ground. About a foot from hitting, he flapped his wings and righted his trajectory toward the sky. He coasted from the cliff, the clothes fluttering like banners as he dove into the valley below.

      Kane watched his brother briefly before turning his attention back to the city.

      A lone woman limped along an abandoned street. He tracked behind her to where a fallen soldier lay.

      Kane watched where his brother landed. The other shifters had gathered on the other side of the valley. The wounded woman wasn’t near medical help. When he again searched for her, she’d stopped walking and merely stood.

      Kane’s wings settled, and he didn’t move as he observed her. Something kept him from flying off his perch. He felt the warmth of fire building in his throat. The involuntary sensation took him by surprise as he did not need to protect himself or send a signal. Still, fire erupted long and loud from his throat.

      Kane knew his family would be looking at him in question, wondering why he sought their attention. He automatically signaled with his wing to show all was well. Let them think he celebrated.

      The woman had also turned to watch him. Her black hair twisted at the nape of her neck, leaving only a few tendrils to frame her face. They blew in the soft breeze, and she made no move to push them from her blue eyes.

      Those beautiful eyes searched the distance, unable to see him as clearly as he looked at her. He felt the fire burning its way back into his throat as if to show off the natural skill. He suppressed it, and instead a tiny puff of smoke filtered out of his nostrils. Why was the dragon part of him trying to show dominance over the city?

      Or was it trying to do something else?

      Kane’s eyes focused on the woman. She remained, just standing and watching him as he watched her. For the longest moment, they stood transfixed. The rest of the city faded into the peripheral. He became aware of the pressure of the wind against his hardened flesh. As a dragon, he didn’t feel the coldness of it.

      What was she doing?

      Who was she?

      His eyes remained focused, his vision tunneled as if they could divine the answer for him.

      The woman swayed slightly at first. Soon, her body rocked back and forth with greater movement before collapsing altogether.

      Kane instantly surged from the tower, diving into the city to get to her. She didn’t pick herself up from the ground as she lay motionless on her back. His heart beat hard in his desperation to check on her. Why hadn’t he flown down sooner?

      He landed on the dirt street with a heavy thud. His talons gripped the clothes his brother had given him, dragging them a few steps as he walked toward the woman. He released them, leaving them on the ground.

      Her eyes rounded in fright at his approach. She had markings at her temples that were a Cysgodian genetic trait. Hers happened to be blue like her eyes. She rolled onto her stomach and began to crawl away from him. Her fingers dug into the dirt, and her leg dragged behind her. Suddenly, she stopped and reached for her waistband. She struggled for a moment before turning onto her back. Dirt caked a bloody wound on her thigh.

      Kane halted as she pointed a blaster pistol at him. A blast would sting, but it wouldn’t injure his dragon skin.

      The woman’s mouth opened, but she didn’t speak. Her chest heaved for breath.

      Kane forced his body to shift. His bones cracked into place, and the hard shell of his dragon form softened into the skin of a man. Now a blast could kill him, but he didn’t think she wanted to harm him.

      He lifted his hand and stepped forward. “I’m here to help.”

      The gun dipped, and her lids fluttered over her eyes before both dropped as she passed out.

      Kane rushed to her side to check her. She breathed, not quite as heavy as before. The edges of her wound looked singed even as it seeped blood. She’d been shot.

      Kane ran to grab the clothing and tore the tunic shirt. He wrapped the material around her leg and knotted it tight to stop the bleeding.

      The pistol caught his attention, and he turned to look in the direction she’d come. Though he couldn’t make out the soldier completely, he saw enough of the man’s injured head to know he was dead.

      People died during battles and uprisings. It was the cost of war and ending tyranny. This situation became complicated because of the Federation. It could be assumed that General Sten wasn’t forthcoming when reporting back to his superiors. They were going to want answers for every soldier’s death. It would be best for the woman if they couldn’t prove what she had done.

      Kane let his dragon overtake him once more. Fully shifted, he tossed the weapon into the air and blasted it with fire. By the time it fell to the ground, it was a melted hunk of metal. He flicked it with the tip of his tail and sent it flying toward the cliffside forest.

      The woman hadn’t moved. He took hold of her arms and lifted her gently from the ground to carry her to where they could give her medical attention.
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