
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Mutation or death are her only choices, so she splits the difference and becomes something more than a dragon’s bride.

	 

	 

	Life on Earth offered her a slow death by one of the many cancers that riddled her body. The Terran Avatar and the Reset Project have offered her a new life. Any life is preferable at this point.

	Liona accepts that she will be torn down and rebuilt, and as long as she gets to sleep through it, she is all for it.

	The mail-order bride factor is odd, but it is a traditional way to get a compatible woman long-distance. She supposed that aliens weren’t much different.

	After being reset, she looks at the specs of her destination species and is shocked. He was different. He was very different. It never occurred to her that space dragons were a real thing.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Liona Kix, head of Kix Construction, smiled at her board members. “So, in conclusion, Amy, you are in charge. My estate has already been settled, and I am out of here.” She ran her hand over the fuzzy surface of her nearly bald head. Her fingers shook, and exhaustion was with her every day lately. She had barely enough time to take care of things.

	Amy Melford, attorney and now CEO of the company, asked, “You are serious? You are leaving?”

	“Yeah. The last round of treatment couldn’t push the cancer back. Heading up and out is my chance at survival, so I am taking it.”

	Jack Trust frowned. “Most cancers can be cured nowadays. What makes yours different?”

	“Well, it had a firm hold before the ambassador and the new equipment landed, and it is in my entire body. It is aggressive as fuck, and I only have a few months left. If this doesn’t work, I get to die in space, which is pretty cool.”

	She used her canes carefully and got to her feet. “Now, if you will excuse me, my ride is here.”

	Liona walked to the elevator, the last bit of her estate scattered and her earthly legal matters settled. She got in the elevator and exhaled slowly. She was exhausted beyond description. Her body was killing her. The ambassador’s wife and Terran Avatar had offered her a chance to negotiate for the life and wellbeing of a bunch of frozen refugees that needed a world to live on. There was an old being living there who had absolute rights to the entire world, but he wasn’t feeling chatty or cooperative. Liona was being sent to change that.

	She was really hoping that the more advanced treatments made available off-world would help. Minerva was confident that they could. The Earth representative had sought her out, bringing up the old application that she had signed for the Volunteer Project. To Liona’s shock, her application had been brought up again because she matched certain criteria. Even cancer didn’t change the fact that she was the person for the job.

	The bell chimed, and doors opened. Liona stepped out using her canes. She nodded to the security guards and slowly made her way to the door. James moved quickly and opened the door for her, smiling. “Have a good day, Ms. Kix.” She smiled and thanked him as she moved her protesting body toward the woman who stood out on the sidewalk. Minerva was waiting next to the vehicle when Liona left her office building.

	“Ready to go, Liona?”

	Liona nodded. “Now or never. You sure you are good to be next to me? The last radiation treatment was a doozy.”

	“I am fine with it. My husband is radioactive.”

	“Sentences I am guessing I need to get used to.”

	Minerva helped her onto the comfortable seat of the SUV, stowed her canes, and then got around to sit next to Liona for their drive to the spaceport, where a shuttle would take her to the lunar base for her treatment, and from there, she would be put under full medical treatment for the duration of her travel to the world they needed her to negotiate for. The images of the style of life support made her grin. Those poor bastards were going to have to stare at her naked, shrivelled body for months.

	Minerva kept her entertained while chatting to her, and then she let something slip that Liona hadn’t heard before.

	“So, when you have been reset, you should feel just as good as you did in your early twenties.” Minerva smiled.

	“Reset?”

	“Yeah, we find some unaffected DNA, and we reset your body to its health and wellbeing from your twenties then alterations are made to keep you from being affected by the same illnesses again.”

	“How did I miss that the first time we spoke?”

	“You were recovering from a treatment. You were vomiting as I talked.” She smiled. “Your body will be whole, it will be changed, and there will be some new genes in the mix that will keep you stable and healthy. But you will live a long and interesting life.”

	“I have had interesting moments, as I am sure you have.”

	Minerva laughed. “Yeah, you could say that. My daughter will be helping you with your medications, and my mate will be transporting you to your new home.”

	“You don’t mind him missing?”

	Minerva chuckled “You aren’t going alone, and he is doing this as an assist to a friend of ours. She needs humans out in space, so he is taking some of those who applied for the volunteer program years ago. You might not have been able to go then, but you can now. Things changed.”

	“I am glad for it. Your contact gave me a flicker of hope a day after I got the news that my treatment wasn’t working.”

	“My timing wasn’t for your benefit; it was for mine. The request for assistance came through, and I hit my files hard. Your file came up, and your status was identified later. It meant that I had to do the hard sell.”

	“Letting me live? That isn’t a hard sell; it’s a rope. I can either hang myself with it or start climbing. I have always been a climber.”

	“And you have a thick file for negotiations, so you will know how to make sure that everyone gets what they need so that things can move forward.”

	“Do aliens negotiate like we do?”

	Minerva laughed. “Oh, sweetie, when you are out there, you are the alien. They are just looking for and trying to keep their own home, respectively.”

	“What do I do after I complete this negotiation?”

	“That is up to you. You can work and earn enough to travel the star systems, or you can call me, and I can arrange another assignment.”

	“Oh. Nice. Do you mind if I nap for the rest of the drive? It has been a tiring day.”

	“Rest all you like.” Minerva took her hand.

	Warmth came up from her hand, and the heat from Minerva made Liona sleepy.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Minerva looked at Liona’s sunken features, frail appearance, and the cancers that still pulsed in her body at a frequency that was obvious to Minerva’s enhanced senses.

	Liona had weeks left. That much was certain. There certainly wasn’t a month left in her. Her body’s fight was over. Either she could take this chance and throw herself into it, or she could die. There wasn’t another option. Being reset was going to be taxing to her system, but it was her only option to back her body up to a healthy state before the genetic cancers activated. It wasn’t going to be easy, but Liona was a fighter. She wouldn’t make a good mate for a Drai otherwise.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Aw, fuck. I missed the lunar station. Liona sighed, and bubbles traced past her.

	An enormous and very scary man stood in front of the tube she was in, and he tapped toward a keyboard on the inside of the tube.

	“Hello, Ms. Kix. I am Minerva’s husband, Imbolt-Zanican. You may call me Imbolt. I am in charge of this vessel and the resets that are transforming as they travel.”

	She nodded, and her hair floated around her. A lot of hair. It was down to her knees.

	She sighed and typed. Hello, Mr. Imbolt. Why is my hair so long?

	“Ah, that is the default for females, so it was what you were reset to.” He was amused. His grey face, with markings moving under the skin, was grinning.

	She paused and looked down again at what she had ignored on the first pass. Scars gone?

	She had had surgery and a full mastectomy six months earlier. She shouldn’t have been seeing breasts and a flatter belly and long legs, and she even had all her toes again.

	How long was I out?

	“You have been in the tank for thirty-eight days. You have received the nanites to rebuild your body. Complementary genetic programming has been injected into you, and you are responding well to it. Now, you should also be able to access languages and documentation in your mind.”

	She closed her eyes and thought about the patterns she saw on screens behind Imbolt, and she blinked as she got information and languages. She opened her eyes wide as it felt like part of her brain was unfolding.

	“The tablet can get you any information you need on Neevath and the being you need to negotiate with, as well as the Tremori refugees.”

	She frowned, typed the name Neevath, and laughed at the image on the screen.

	“You are amused?”

	My screen is showing me a dragon.

	“Correct. That is Neevath.”

	What?

	“Look up the Drai, and you will understand. I will leave you to it.”

	A little bit nervous, she looked up information on the Drai and scrolled through images of Drai with Terran mates. The specs for the ladies were remarkably normal with one exception. Liona put her hand on her belly, tried to measure, and just blinked. Nope, that wasn’t going to fit.

	She read biographies and reports written by the mates of the Drai and felt less nervous. They all mentioned the same thing, a song in their mind before they met their dragon. They had to approve of their dragon’s home, and the song meant they were psychically compatible. Physical compatibility was worked out later.

	Liona looked at the dragon Neevath and tried to imagine what his two-legged form looked like.

	Well, she had time to imagine it.

	Now, she had to look into the Tremori and their needs. She already had their language. Now, she needed to focus on their society.

	On Earth, she had spent her time figuring out what her clients actually wanted rather than what they thought they wanted. Now, she had to do the same with fifty thousand aliens stuck in orbit around a planet claimed by a giant winged lizard.

	Once she figured out what they were after, she looked at Neevath’s objection. Ah. Territory claim. The colonists wanted his valley, and he wanted to keep it. There was a structure already in place, and it was his. He wasn’t letting some tentacled
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