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            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Sunlight filtered through the tower room’s tall, dusty windows, brightening the crowded space where June A’malais stood, attempting to tune out her grandfather’s speech. It was one she’d heard too many times to count. So instead of considering his droning tirade with her full mind, she was waiting for familiar cues and responding in the way she knew would get her out of here the fastest. Her shift in the infirmary started in half an hour, thankfully.

      She needed to send the Service Corps a note about the condition of Master Theodor’s rooms. He wasn’t doing much to take care of his physical space anymore, not that he was ever going to notice the mess. He was used to people cleaning up for him – his physical surroundings had faded from view long ago, if he’d ever really seen them at all.

      Master Theodor was a genius, a renowned healer of mental and emotional maladies and trauma. He had saved lives, and had improved more lives than would be remembered by now, sixty years after he’d gained the rank of Master at a younger age than any before him. Even now, at nearly ninety years old, he radiated power. A soft pink glow lit out from his solar plexus, pulsing with his indomitable will.

      June could see others’ power; that was one of her gifts. Master Theodor’s power stretched outward much farther than the gifts of most magical people, clouding the psychic space around him.

      He was an insufferable genius. In their family, his opinion was paramount and to counter it, or tune it out as June was doing now, was the deepest betrayal of their roots.

      Or so he would have them all think.

      June tapped her heel against the ground impatiently.

      “June, are you listening?”

      “Oh, yes. I’m listening. You’re asking once again why it is taking me so long to finish my apprenticeship and become a full-fledged Healer. I don’t know what more I can say—”

      “I spoke with Master Alberta yesterday,” Master Theodor broke in, wasting no time interrupting her even though he’d asked her a direct question. “She was reticent to project when your training would be—”

      “It is completely inappropriate for you to question Master Alberta behind my back!” June burst out. “You have no say over when my apprenticeship is complete. If anyone were to hear you were pressuring her—”

      He lifted his hands, and his eyebrows, in her direction. The firm, straight line of his mouth swiftly turned to a familiar frown deepened with decades of practice.  

      It should affect her; she should want to please him. That’s what her mother would say.

      And that’s why she stayed far from conversations with either of them when she had her choice. As far as she could stay while living under the same roof. If she could continue to serve Aeon Society and leave this place, she would do it in a heartbeat. History weighed on her every day in these halls, where she continually failed to match up to the expectations of her bloodline.

      “I did not pressure her. I merely inquired. My history affords me certain privileges around Aeon, as you know.”

      June nodded, unwilling to voice her thoughts on all the benefits of his position.

      “You must redouble your efforts. When you are a Healer, your vote will join with the rest of our family in the largest block within the Society. Do you understand what that means?”

      June’s cheeks burned with shame. How could he think that she would automatically vote as he told her to in Aeon Society governance? She had her own thoughts about the way things ought to be done around here.

      But her voice failed her. Instead of standing up to him, she nodded again, stricken dumb in his loud, aggressive presence, just like always.

      To tell him no...

      That’s what she wanted more than anything.

      “Is that all?” she asked instead, her face still on fire with a rage she couldn’t give voice. Her tone sounded even enough. She hid her true thoughts well. She’d learned to over long years of his grating demands.

      He waved her away, reaching for a book on a table near him.

      A Service Corps attendant was reaching to knock on the door as June opened it. A small man with a ring of wiry hair sticking straight up and a bald crown, he ducked back as June exited. The fearful gesture drew her notice. The man looked like this was his least favorite stop and June could understand that. She could detect barely a trace of magical gift in him; a hint of swirling silver at his breastbone was the only sign. He would be Service Corps his entire life. This was his highest service to Aeon Society and he was doing a job that must be done, one that they all depended on, those who thought themselves so far above Service Corps. So why was her first urge to make the poor man suffer just a little bit more with a tongue lashing about the condition of her grandfather’s rooms?

      She didn’t give in to the impulse. But she couldn’t muster a smile or any particular kindness for the man, either. “Thank you. I’m sure Master Theodor will appreciate breakfast. Also, please send an additional attendant to clean his rooms this afternoon. The place is a sty.”

      She swept off down the hall, eager to be out of this part of the castle.

      Her mood brightened considerably as she exited the tower and moved down the east wing toward the infirmary. A younger apprentice Healer exited as she arrived. She held the door open for her. “Good morning, June. How are you?”

      “Hi, Tavia. I’m well. And you?” June was distracted by the swirl of egg-yolk yellow wound tight at the base of Tavia’s throat. She was alight with power – the density of her magic pointed to a deep happiness, a life of purpose. Tavia’s power was rich and beautiful. And she was in the right place to make the most of it. Some people were meant to be healers.

      “It’s a lovely day. And now I get to go enjoy it.” Tavia grinned.

      June’s smile was sincere for the first time today. “Go. Enjoy.” She watched Tavia hurry off, wondering how she planned to fill her day away from the constant bustle of the infirmary. Something to keep that spirit bright, she hoped.

      Everywhere she went, June could see the gifts of the people around her. A myriad of combinations, some vibrating bright with strength and others calm and pale in comparison, weak-willed and repressed. Tavia’s gift conveyed joy, rich and sparkling with hope.

      As always, June wondered what she’d find if she could see herself as clearly as she saw the people around her.

      Fear whispered that it was a good thing she couldn’t.
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      The sun rose behind tightly packed clouds with sparkling highlights of steely silver and hints of orange. But Henry A’rimega didn’t notice the stunning view outside the library windows. His mind was already worlds away.

      When Henry felt uneasy, the solution to his discomfort was often housed between the walls and towering shelves of the Aeon Society library. Today he’d arrived to rare silence in this cherished second home. If the research he undertook this morning wasn’t of such an urgent nature, he might pull one of his favorite volumes on the old myths of Bastion to read in leisure at one of the long tables that filled the center of the library. But this morning he moved toward the Selestia section, on the other side of the library from the shelves he knew best, covering the brutal world of Bastion that was the focus of his studies.

      This library held the Aeon Society’s gathered knowledge on each of the thirteen worlds that were connected at the Crossings, far underground beneath the castle proper. His hands tingled with waiting power just to think of the knowledge dormant in this space.

      He knew what he needed. He had to find out whether it was likely that Emmanuel, betrayer of the Society, had procured a secret source of Selestian jade when he’d traveled to the world with his stolen amulet. It should be easy enough to discover where one might procure a store of Selestian jade, and the distance and time – not to mention coin – it would have taken to accomplish.

      Henry scanned the shelves, paying close attention to the catalogue structure, which could guide him here as well as in the Bastion section. Soon he laid hands on precisely the type of book he was looking for.

      With a satisfied grin, Henry had just pulled the volume off the shelf when he heard the library door open.

      Footsteps entered the room and a familiar voice huffed, “Really! First thing in the damn morning. The man has no life. Why won’t he let me remedy that?”

      Henry’s grin faded just as quickly as it had appeared.

      So much for his quiet morning of study.

      He stepped out from the row of shelves with his chosen volume and moved to where his things were piled on the nearest table.

      Cameron stood beside the table, her curly blonde hair up in an elegant knot and face expertly made up despite the early hour. She fingered a bracelet she was wearing. “Hello, Henry. I don’t need to ask what you’re doing at the library so early.”

      “Part of a Scholar’s job, isn’t it? How are you dealing with the long hours now that you’re on the other side?” He set the book down and willed her not to notice what he’d chosen to read today, though she could barely have missed him stepping out of the Selestia section.

      Cameron had just finished her apprenticeship a month ago; she was now a full Scholar, studying the world of Selestia.

      “If you had a bit more of a social life…” Cameron’s eyes sparkled as she moved closer to him, until she was close enough he could smell her perfume, heady and suggestive. She reached out and put one hand on his arm. “Let me take you out – you know my offer still stands. I have the perfect idea for us...to get to know each other better.” She bit her full, rose-blossom lower lip and widened her eyes.

      Innocent looked pretty damn nice on Cameron, but Henry knew her and he didn’t buy it for a second.

      He smiled and stepped back. “Thanks, Cameron. I appreciate it, but I’m still not interested in going out with you.”

      Cameron’s expression darkened instantly as the tantrum storm rolled in. But Henry had seen this play out before; he just had to wait for her to lose interest since he wasn’t going to give her anything to sink her claws into.

      Her gaze dropped to the book he was about to read and her eyes narrowed. She crossed her arms. “Studying Selestia now, are you? That’s my world. You should stick with what you know. But we both know you’re not any good at that. Always trying to be what everyone knows you aren’t.”

      She picked the book up and Henry’s stomach sank in dread. “What is it you need to know about Selestia, Henry A’rimega?” she asked, opening the book’s front cover and reading its first page as she let the formality of his full name hang between them.

      This was the sort of confrontation he’d been trying to avoid by looking into Selestia on his own. “It’s nothing. I’m just interested.”

      Her lips twisted into a sneer. “That’s obviously not the case.”

      Cameron could smell a lie a mile away. It was her gift. Which was precisely why he didn’t want to talk about this. He held his tongue.

      Cameron watched him for a moment. Then she shifted and looked over her shoulder at the library’s door. “I bet you’re waiting for your Alpha Corps friends. You know they’re using you. No matter how hard you work, they’re not going to make you Alpha Corps on top of being a Scholar.”

      Henry shrugged. He didn’t bother with a direct answer, since she’d pull it apart for untruths and use whatever she found to ferret further into his business.

      “You’re like me, Henry. We’re the smart ones. The ones they come to for answers.”

      That was rich, seeing as she’d just achieved the rank of Scholar while he’d had his half a vote for two years now. But he didn’t provoke her. Cameron was an Aeon Society brat through and through. She thought the intrigue that occurred inside this castle actually meant something. And sure, it meant a little; their bargains and their distrust could direct the activities of Aeon Society. Yet the real action was outside Aeon. Thirteen worlds were connected at the Crossings, far beneath their feet. He’d been born in the castle, but Henry had never been focused on this place. There was so much more out there.

      He didn’t need Cameron to understand that he was different. Scholars stayed put in Aeon, studying and providing information. He loved that aspect of his life. But it wasn’t enough.

      Henry’s greatest dream was to leave Aeon and see Bastion – the world he’d studied for so long from this library in Aeon – with his own eyes.

      Someday, he was going to do just that.
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      June stifled a yawn after releasing her last patient for the day. She rubbed a knot developing in one of her shoulders and stretched.

      Master Alberta peeked through the doorway that led to her study. “Ah, good. Looks like you’re finished for the day. Do you have a minute to talk?”

      “Of course,” June said. She crossed to the door of the infirmary and locked it, then followed Alberta into her study. She had a feeling she knew what her mentor wanted to talk about.

      Alberta seated herself in her favorite high-backed chair, folding her hands in her lap. To June’s eyes, Alberta was clothed in a sparkling mantle of white, like crystalline snow shining in the sun. Her gift was vast, rippling around her form, moving in a slow, upward spiral. Alberta’s was one of the most beautiful gifts June had ever witnessed.

      “Your grandfather spoke with me yesterday. I feel you have a right to know. I told him we move apprentices to full Healers when they are ready, not when their family urges it. That should buy you a bit more time, though he was spitting mad that I dared to say one of his descendants wasn’t ready for anything.” Alberta might be a small, elderly woman, but she didn’t get pushed around.

      June was grateful for her support. “Thank you. Master Theodor confronted me this morning. He said I must work harder—”

      “We both know that isn’t the case,” Alberta said sharply. “Look, June...you are going to have to stand up to the man eventually. I have your promotion certificate prepared and I will circulate it to the Masters as soon as you agree. You are a great Healer – but you will be of greater service when you accept your promotion. Please, don’t let Master Theodor hold you back any longer.”

      “A great Healer.” June grimaced. “That’s what he says, too. That’s what I’m supposed to be. But what if I’m not even a good person, Alberta?” June almost choked on the words. She didn’t want to admit her honest thoughts. She wasn’t sure she should have such power over people’s lives, wasn’t sure she should be a Healer at all.

      Her personal gift sometimes felt more like a curse. She could see magic in others. She could halt their powers if she wanted to, taking their control with a simple thought. She tried to use this part of her gift only when needed – only when it made everyone around her safer. The trouble was, she liked the control. She liked to make a powerful person powerless and watch them quake.

      She liked it too much.

      She shouldn’t.

      Alberta shook her head. “You’re a good person, June. I’ve seen you in some pretty dire circumstances here in the infirmary. Your focus is always on the greater good.”

      “Not always,” June whispered.

      “We all have our weaknesses, girl. If we let them stop our service, we are the weakness.” Alberta gave her a steely stare. “You are better than that.”

      June pursed her lips and gave a nod, hoping they could drop it.

      “It’s been a strange couple of days. Master Theodor isn’t the only one who’s been asking about you. Master Roz came to see me as well.”

      June lifted her eyes to meet Alberta’s. She had the uncomfortable feeling she was never going to know the extent of the conversation between these two Masters. The commander of Alpha Corps was Alberta’s polar opposite. Where Alberta’s wisdom and skill were rooted in and supported by her healing gift, Master Roz carried the power of storm. Her control was careful; she could wreak havoc with her gift and she had no power to repair the damage she caused. Long training had taught her to manage her powerful and dangerous gift, for the betterment of the Aeon Society. The two women couldn’t be more different.

      What would Alberta say if she knew that June looked to Master Roz as a mentor now, too? Would she feel betrayed?

      “I’ve been asked to free you up for an Alpha Corps meeting tonight. Do you know anything about that?”

      June nodded. “Yes...I can’t say anything about it. I’ve promised Master Roz.”

      “That’s what she said.” Alberta pursed her lips. “You were off duty anyway, so you don’t need my permission. Not that you ever need my permission. I trust you, June. Do as you need to do and let me know if you need coverage in the infirmary.”

      Was June too anxious to think straight, or had Alberta’s eyes gone cold at being left in the dark regarding June’s business with Alpha Corps?

      “Thank you,” June said quietly. Why did it always seem that keeping up with expectations in one quarter only led to problems in some other area of her life?

      Expectations be damned.

      She’d be far happier without them.
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      June’s feet drifted when she left the infirmary. She found the stairs to the tallest tower without thinking about where she was going. The climb felt good – it brought her out of her dark thoughts for the space of time it took to reach the upper landing.

      She breathed a deep sigh as she stepped into the familiar room.

      As a child, June and the others had been looked after by a middle-aged nurse, Maretta, who lived in the single room atop the castle’s tallest tower. As a girl it was June’s favorite place. She wiled away many a rainy afternoon in Maretta’s room, curled up in a chair with a book while Maretta stitched or knit and hummed every song she knew, which was a long list.

      Nobody had lived here in ages, since Maretta died of a fever when June was a teen, but sometimes June still came here when she needed to think.

      There was a chill in the dank air up here. The space felt forlorn; it missed the warmth of humanity and the laughter of children.

      What was this disappointment? She had all she needed. Look around. She’d never wanted for anything. But as a child she’d bought the story that this all served some great purpose. That they were here for a reason.

      Now that she was grown, that was a tougher idea to swallow. Aeon Society acted in times of peril. If a situation was fraught with risk, that’s exactly where you’d find them. Without the Society, who would stand against the multitude of threats that existed among the thirteen worlds?

      But what about when the risk, the wrong, was inside your own family and so deeply ingrained in this whole system as to be untouchable?

      June’s deepest fear nagged at her even here. Was she untouchable, too? Was her will the only barrier standing between her people and the brutal excesses she secretly craved?

      For just a moment, she let herself remember how she felt when she exercised her gift. There was a certain completion, a blessed peace that existed only when she snuffed out the magic around her with sheer force. Little as she let herself go there, she easily recalled the seductive euphoria of being more powerful than any other power in the room. No matter the room. None could stand in the face of her gift.

      It was too big. It was too much, and she shouldn’t. She shouldn’t desire such control. She shouldn’t want to be the strongest among them.

      But the fact remained; she coveted power and thrived on it.

      And that was unforgivable.
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      Henry probably knew the Alcove, the Alpha Corps training room, better than any Scholar in the history of Aeon Society. He’d made it his business to understand the warriors’ drills and training regimen – to be part of it whenever he could. The training room was on the same level as the Crossings, which housed the Aeon Arches, the gateways between the thirteen worlds. The Crossings was the prime focus of Alpha Corps activities. They were the section of the Aeon Society charged with a military focus. They were the women and men standing between the thirteen worlds and the chaos that would ensue should something unexpected travel into the midst of the unwitting.

      His crossover between the Scholars and Alpha Corps had proven valuable recently, as Alpha Corps attempted to track down a traitor lurking amidst the Aeon Society ranks. While Alpha Corps normally dealt with threats from one world or another against a different world, a betrayal from inside Aeon Society came with additional perils.

      The Alpha Corps commander was keeping all intel on this situation close. And today she’d chosen to include him. He couldn’t wait to hear what she had to say.

      One of the Alpha Corps warriors came into the training room. Ruby was talking loudly to someone behind her. The silence of the space shattered, Henry leaned back against the far wall as Bryce of Alpha Corps sauntered in after Ruby. Henry didn’t know Bryce well. He seemed competent enough, and that was saying something when it came to the people trusted to guard the gates between the thirteen worlds.

      Henry was glad to see Ruby. If she was involved, this mission couldn’t go far astray. Ruby lived and breathed Alpha Corps. She was one of two lieutenants Master Roz almost always placed in charge of individual missions. The other was Caleb, who had been pretty busy lately. He was about to marry Master Roz’s daughter, Bristol. Henry didn’t see Caleb’s partner Samuel, either. Whatever Alpha Corps was up to, they would probably be staying behind. Someone had to be here to command the Beta Corps guards at the Crossings.

      Ruby and Bryce joined him at the far end of the room, the cavernous space rapidly eaten up by their quick strides as their footsteps echoed against stone.

      “Henry,” Ruby said. “Fancy meeting you here. Want to box for a minute while we wait?”

      Bryce eyed him. “Don’t beat up on the Scholar. I think we’re supposed to need him for something.”

      “He’s stronger than he looks.”

      Bryce shrugged. “I really don’t care.”

      That didn’t hurt Henry’s feelings. He didn’t care what Bryce thought, either.

      Master Roz walked in, her eyes taking in everyone in the room swiftly. She nodded to the members of her squad and they relaxed at her familiar signal. Then she looked at him. “Do we have the full picture? What can you tell us?”

      Henry cleared his throat. “The portal opens into an ancient cavern in the center of the Bastion badlands – the largest desert in existence. Elia and I have spoken about the difficulty of traveling through such an area. She has agreed to lead us—”

      “Wait a second – that’s the Nahali, isn’t it?” Bryce interjected. “You expect us to follow—”

      Roz silenced him with a glare. She lifted her eyebrows in Henry’s direction, which he took as a request to go on. Bryce fumed next to Roz, but she didn’t give him the time of day.

      “When Elia came to Aeon with him, Emmanuel left his guards well behind so they wouldn’t know the portal’s location. But Elia isn’t sure what to expect now, especially if he’s grown suspicious due to our activities here. The portal room could be swarming with Emmanuel’s people, for all we know.”

      Ruby gave a little hiss. Truly, it was unbelievable that one of their own would take such risks with the entry point to Aeon.

      He went on. “Emmanuel’s followers concentrated in a settlement that once produced isaveil, a mineral they use to power their homes. The mine wasn’t doing well and people were getting dissatisfied – that’s when Emmanuel saw an opening and started to consolidate control of the locals. Many say he has vastly improved quality of life, but there are whispers of disquiet, of his strange methods of control, especially among the nonhumans of Bastion.”

      “This from our distinctly nonhuman source, the Nahali, Elia.” Master Roz’s brow furrowed as she thought it over. “I wonder what she would know about opposition among the humans if she were to go to the settlement where they say Emmanuel’s power is concentrated.”

      “I hear a lot of talk about his people, but what about Emmanuel himself?” Ruby asked. “My fingers are itching to wring his neck. I’d rather do it sooner than later, before he has another chance to come after Bristol or Roz.”

      Roz clapped her lieutenant on the shoulder. She looked at each of them in turn, sizing them up. “This is what we’re doing: we’re going to Bastion. We’re going to find out as much as we can about Emmanuel and his operations there. We’re going to find the bastard and we’re going to stop him.”

      Henry told himself to breathe. Was she serious? She threw it out there like it was an every day thing. His life’s dream.

      “Straight into the thick of it. I like it,” Ruby said. She took a cigar out of her pocket and sniffed it before turning it over in her fingers several times and replacing it again. “Let’s get it on.”

      “Not so fast.” Bryce crossed his arms over his broad chest. “How do we know whether Emmanuel will be there or still here in Aeon?”

      “That’s part of the problem,” Master Roz said. “We’re just going to have to take our chances. The longer we wait the more likely he’s going to find out we’re onto him. We need to know more before that happens.”

      Henry shifted uncomfortably. Were they actually talking about an Alpha Corps mission to Bastion? Jealousy roared up in him, but he couldn’t even give it voice. It was not his place to demand a trip to Bastion, even if he had worked long and hard for such an opportunity. Scholars didn’t travel to other worlds. Not in normal circumstances.

      The door of the training room opened again and Henry felt her presence before he looked that direction and saw her.

      June.

      He hadn’t realized she would be here.

      “June A’malais!” Master Roz reached out a hand and gripped June’s as she joined the group, the greeting warmer than any he’d ever seen Master Roz offer. “You’re here. Now everyone has arrived.”

      Master Roz clapped her hands loudly and her soldiers stood straighter. Bryce uncrossed his arms and dropped his hands to his sides.

      Henry raised his eyebrows at June, who smiled at him, kicking his heartbeat into high gear.

      What was she doing here?

      “Right,” Master Roz said. “The five of us are going to Bastion. Tonight.”
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      June leaned heavily against the wall.

      Ruby bellowed with eager laughter. “This is bound to be fun. Knocking out two cherries with one shot.” She winked at Henry and gave June a weighty look. “You better listen to us out there. You don’t want to get eaten.”

      For his part, Henry had given a sharp “Yes!” and then fallen silent, probably because he noticed June wasn’t as excited as he was. She could feel him watching her. She didn’t look at him. She could still see the beautiful light blue glow of his power that had surrounded him when she walked in. Same as always, it spoke of his quiet strength and a deep understanding she couldn’t fathom. An understanding she’d long since stopped trying to achieve.

      “Tonight? What the hell is the rush?” Bryce grumbled. “I had a shift this morning. A little notice would have been nice.”

      June could have echoed that – she’d worked a long shift in the infirmary today, too – but she stayed silent.

      “You understand the rush. I won’t know Bristol is safe until we take care of this. And we have to strike while we have Elia’s help. Without the Nahali, this would be far more difficult.”

      Ruby nodded. “All right. Let’s talk logistics. How long do we expect this mission to take?”

      Master Roz shrugged, the gesture truly alarming in the commander of Alpha Corps. But Ruby took it in stride and June realized this was their process. Ruby said, “Let’s count on three nights, pack for five. Light rations. We’ll be able to procure some foodstuffs there. Plenty of weapons, Roz. We need to bring plenty of weapons.”

      “That’s why Bryce is here,” Roz said, smiling.

      Bryce puffed up his chest, though he was taking up a considerable amount of space already. He was a large man and a formidable presence. He looked like he could probably carry a horse, instead of the other way around. But that wasn’t what held June’s attention. To her eyes, Bryce’s form was coiled in orange flames, writhing upward from the ground along his legs and up his arms from his hands, all of it swirling toward the center of his chest like living flame. She’d never seen another power manifest like his. Bryce’s presence was alarming. She knew she shouldn’t be scared of him. After all, this was why he was in Alpha Corps. He had a power that could help or it could harm, depending on how it was harnessed. He had chosen the right way. He was an Alpha Corps warrior.

      June was still looking at him when he grinned at her and raised his eyebrows a few times, suggestively. She looked away quickly. Henry was watching her too, and she felt her face flush. She hadn’t been checking Bryce out – not for that reason!

      “So Bryce is the firepower. Literally,” Roz said. “If things go wrong, even if we lose our other weapons, he should be able to pull us out.”

      “How far is it from the portal to the settlement?” Bryce asked.

      “From what Elia said, it’s about twelve to fifteen miles,” Henry said.

      June gave him a questioning glance. So Henry had been involved in planning all of this with the Nahali? Just when had he cozied up so tightly to Alpha Corps?

      He’d been trying to have it both ways for a long time. He hadn’t even been shaving when he started his apprenticeship as a Scholar. For years now he’d been honing his skill at war craft and martial arts, training alongside Alpha Corps whenever he had a chance. It wasn’t the way things were supposed to work, but he didn’t seem to mind that. Maybe it was finally working out for him. Maybe he could actually do both.

      June should be happy for him. After all, they’d been friends since they were children, when they were always paired up because they were the sharpest students in their year. When they were teens June stopped talking to Henry much; he had a crush on her for years and it made her uncomfortable. But she would still count him among her friends. Despite their history, it was jealousy that drove her to say, “So you have Henry the bookworm and a couple of warriors. Am I your team medic?”

      Master Roz grinned at
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