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Prologue
“This is exciting.”


I say to my group of friends.
“Yay, a trip to Yosemite to climb the El Capitan.” Says Millie, my friend from work, who is also an adventurer like me.
Kandus added her excitement. “Yeah, and we finally all got that weekend off at the same time.” Kandus and Millie have been close, and I believe they have chemistry only Millie is in denial that she could be gay. I can’t help but hope that one day maybe... After all they both are good friends of mine and I want my friends to be happy.
We are spending today gathering our climbing equipment and packing for next weekend. I have to go back to work this evening. My shift at the hospital begins at eight pm for the next forty-eight hours. Being a surgeon at Saint Joseph in Denver is rewarding. I love being a doctor. I am living my dream.
“Ok, looks like we got everything.” Says Brad as he sits back looking at our gear. Kimmy, his girlfriend, goes over and sits on his lap.
I look around at my four adventure buddies and smile. I feel lucky to be going on this trip with them.
I just hope everything goes according to plan. I would hate for something to happen to any of my friends. They mean the world to me. Yet I can’t seem to shake this bad feeling…
Chapter 1
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Gailan
In one week, I will be leaving for a weekend trip.
And it is about time.
I need this trip.
Out of all my brothers, I am the one struggling the most with adjusting to life on this planet. Earth is… fascinating — beautiful even — but it is not home.
Not truly.
I am an adventurer by nature.
My dragon craves the wind, the hunt, the challenge of the unknown. Remaining grounded for too long makes my skin itch with restlessness.
So when I overheard others in my store talking about rock climbing El Capitan in Yosemite National Park, California…
Something inside me sparked.
A challenge.
A worthy one.
I booked the trip that very night.
If anything could help me adjust to this world — while feeding the fire inside me — this would be it.
I have spent the last week researching El Capitan.
Every ridge.
Every route.
Every danger.
It is perfect.
Massive.
Treacherous.
Magnificent.
I am excited — more than I have been since arriving on this planet — and I find myself counting the days until the weekend arrives.
Of course, my brothers are well aware of my obsession with adventure.
When I told them my plans to scale El Capitan, their reactions were… predictable.
My mated brothers only smirked.
“Oh? Scaling mountains now?” one of them teased. “Maybe you’ll find your mate halfway up.”
I rolled my eyes at that.
Lucas — my only unmated brother besides myself — laughed and added, “Who knows? Maybe she’ll fall right into your lap while you’re climbing.”
We both laughed at the absurdity.
Yeah… as if.
Finding my mate is not why I am going.
It does not matter to me whether I find her now or centuries from now.
I only want adventure.
Something real.
Something that makes me feel alive again while I try — unsuccessfully so far — to adjust to life on this planet.
I have tried many Earth activities already.
Skydiving.
Extreme hiking.
Wingsuit gliding.
Skydiving, in particular, had been recommended as “thrilling.”
It was… pleasant.
The view was fantastic.
But it was nothing compared to flying in my dragon form.
I can do my own skydiving late at night — diving from the clouds with my wings tucked before unfurling them at the last second.
Now that is exhilarating.
So climbing the sheer face of a mountain?
Yes…
That sounds promising.
Finally, the day arrived.
I packed my gear carefully, checking every piece twice — not because I doubted my ability, but because humans required such precautions.
Appearances mattered.
After loading my SUV, I made the drive into Yosemite National Park, heading straight toward El Capitan.
I wanted to see it with my own eyes before I began the climb in the morning.
Pictures did it no justice.
As I drove through the valley and finally caught sight of it…
I slowed to a stop.
Then stepped out of the vehicle.
My gaze lifted slowly — traveling higher… and higher… until the granite giant filled my vision.
Magnificent.
The sheer vertical face rose like a stone wall carved by gods.
A slow smile spread across my lips.
Perfect.
During my research, I learned there was a walking path off to the side — a safer route for those who wished to reach the summit without climbing.
Even that path looked treacherous to human eyes.
But me?
I had no interest in safety paths.
I planned to free climb the sheer front.
Many humans had done it before.
For them, it was considered one of the greatest climbing achievements on Earth.
For me…
It was finally something that might feel like a challenge.
I have heard humans boast about climbing Mount Everest.
But honestly… it does not sound exciting.
Most of it is walking.
And at high elevation they require oxygen tanks — something I would never need, even in human form.
My dragon physiology would adapt easily.
So where is the thrill in that?
No…
Free climbing El Capitan?
Now that challenges my human limitations.
And that makes it worthwhile.
I arrived later in the evening than planned, so I decided to begin my climb the following morning after proper rest.
After taking one last long look at the mountain — memorizing its ridges in the fading light — I returned to my SUV and drove to the cabin I had rented for the weekend.
Once inside, I set my climbing equipment beside a chair and unpacked the food I had brought for my stay.
I moved through the small kitchen, putting everything away except what I planned to cook for dinner.
Tomorrow would be my first climb of this scale on Earth.
I had gone through training beforehand — though I felt I did not truly need it.
After all…
I am a dragon.
Still, I needed to learn how to properly use human equipment — ropes, cams, harnesses — even if I intended to free climb most of the ascent.
There are moments when such tools are necessary.
Moments where appearances must be maintained.
If I were to fall, I could simply shift mid-air and fly away unharmed.
But humans must never see that.
They do not know aliens exist.
Let alone dragon shifters living among them.
So I must appear normal.
Human.
Mortal.
Even when every instinct inside me is anything but.
Sleep did not come easy that night.
Not because I was nervous.
No… it was the opposite.
Excitement coursed through me like solar fire through my veins. My dragon stirred restlessly beneath my skin, pacing, wings flexing, sensing the coming challenge.
A climb. A hunt. A test of strength.
By the time the sun rose, I was already awake, standing outside the cabin with a mug of Earth coffee in my hand, staring toward the distant granite giant that awaited me.
El Capitan.
Even from miles away, it called to me.
A silent challenge.
A dare.
I packed my gear into my SUV and drove back toward the base just as the golden morning light began to wash over the mountain’s face. When I stepped out and craned my neck upward, a slow grin spread across my lips.
Perfect.
Massive sheets of pale granite stretched toward the sky, broken only by cracks, ledges, and vertical seams barely visible to human eyes.
But not to mine.
My dragon vision mapped every ridge… every hold… every weakness in the stone.
Excitement thrummed through me.
I secured what minimal gear I planned to use, more for appearance than necessity, and began my ascent.
The first hundred feet were easy.
My body moved with inhuman grace — strength carefully restrained to human limits. Fingers found holds effortlessly. Boots pressed into narrow ridges.
Wind brushed against my face as I climbed higher.
The ground shrank.
Voices below faded.
Adrenaline surged.
This… this is what I needed.
A laugh escaped my chest, swallowed by the open air.
Higher.
Faster.
I climbed not recklessly, but confidently — testing myself, letting the mountain challenge me while keeping my dragon instincts leashed.
Two hundred feet.
Three.
The world stretched wide beneath me — forests, winding trails, distant climbers like ants on stone.
I paused on a narrow ledge, flexing my fingers, breathing in the crisp mountain air.
And that’s when I smelled it.
Faint.
Carried on the wind above me.
Warm.
Sweet.
Wild.
My dragon stilled.
Then inhaled deeply.
Female.
But not human scent alone…
Something richer.
Something that made my pulse stutter.
Before I could analyze it, a sharp clatter broke my focus.
Pebbles struck my shoulder.
Then another.
I frowned and looked up.
Rocks tumbled from higher on the face — small at first… then larger fragments bouncing down the granite.
A warning.
My instincts roared.
I pressed myself closer to the wall just as a shadow shifted above me.
And then I saw her.
A climber — roughly a hundred feet higher — scrambling for purchase.
Her boot slipped.
Time slowed.
Her body slammed against the rock, fingers clawing for a hold that wasn’t there.
“—No!” she gasped.
The sound ripped through me.
Her rope — unsecured in that moment — swung uselessly as her body began to slide.
Granite tore beneath her gloves.
Skin scraped stone.
She was falling.
I didn’t think.
I moved.
Pushing off my hold, I launched upward with far more strength than any human should possess — catching a crack in the rock, hauling myself higher in seconds.
She dropped fast.
Too fast.
Her eyes locked onto mine as she slid past —
Fear.
Shock.
Acceptance.
Not while I breathed.
With a final surge, I released one hand and lunged outward.
Impact hit my arms hard as her body collided with mine.
Her weight jerked me downward several feet before my other hand slammed into a narrow rock seam.
Pain shot through my arm as muscles strained — human limits screaming while dragon strength fought to break free.
But I held.
Granite bit into my fingers.
Wind whipped around us.
Her body pressed tightly against my chest, one arm instinctively wrapping around my neck.
We dangled there… suspended between sky and death.
Her breath came in frantic bursts against my throat.
“I— I slipped—” she stammered, voice shaking.
I barely heard her.
Because her scent hit me fully now.
And my world stopped.
It flooded my senses.
Warm rain.
Sun-kissed skin.
Wild earth after a storm.
Mine.
My dragon roared inside me — not in rage, but in triumph so powerful it nearly forced my shift.
MATE.
The word echoed through my mind like a cosmic bell.
My grip tightened instinctively around her waist as if the universe itself might try to steal her away.
I looked down at her fully for the first time.
And forgot how to breathe.
She was breathtaking.
Light-brown skin glowed warmly in the morning sun, dusted with faint granite streaks from her fall. Tight curls framed her face beneath her climbing helmet, a few escaping to dance in the wind.
But it was her eyes that held me captive.
Soft green… threaded with molten gold near the center.
They shimmered like sunlight through forest leaves.
Confusion filled them now — along with something deeper.
Recognition?
No… impossible.
Humans could not sense the bond the way we could.
Yet she stared at me as if drawn.
As if tethered.
“You… caught me,” she whispered.
Her voice sent heat down my spine.
I forced myself to focus — to keep us alive before my dragon did something reckless like manifest wings mid-air.
“I have you,” I said steadily.
Always.
The word stayed locked behind my teeth.
My arm strained under our combined weight.
I adjusted my grip, pulling her closer against my chest while shifting my footing to a slightly wider ridge below.
Careful.
Measured.
Human.
Even as my dragon raged to take over and fly her to safety.
“You’re safe,” I murmured.
She nodded, though her hands still trembled where they gripped my shoulders.
Up close, I noticed faint freckles across the bridge of her nose… the determined set of her jaw despite the fear.
A warrior’s spirit.
My mate was brave.
Pride swelled in my chest.
“What’s your name?” she asked softly, still catching her breath.
“Gailan,” I answered.
Her lips parted slightly as if the name stirred something.
“I’m—”
A distant shout echoed from above — her friends calling her name in panic.
Reality crashed back in.
Humans.
Witnesses.
Secrets.
I needed to get her secured before questions started flying.
Before my eyes glowed silver.
Before my dragon did something possessive and very visible.
But as she looked at me again — really looked — her gaze flickered to my eyes.
Lingering.
Searching.
As if she sensed the storm beneath my skin.
And in that moment…
I knew this climb had never been about adventure.
It had been destiny.
Chapter 2
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Kristen
“This is insane… we’re actually doing this.”
I laugh breathlessly as I press my gloved hand against the granite face of El Capitan, my heart pounding with a mixture of adrenaline and disbelief.
The rock is warm beneath my palm, sun-kissed and rough, grounding me in the reality of where I am.
Yosemite.
El Capitan.
One of the most famous climbs in the world.
And I’m on it.
Below me, the valley stretches endlessly — green forests, winding trails, tiny cars that look like toys from this height.
I risk a glance down and immediately regret it.
“Okay… nope. Not doing that again,” I mutter, refocusing on the rock in front of me.
“Don’t look down!” Brad’s voice echoes from somewhere below.
“Too late!” I call back, laughing nervously.
Millie’s voice drifts from above. “You’re doing great, Kris! Just three more holds to the ledge!”
I smile despite my nerves.
My friends.
My adventure family.
We’d planned this trip for months — training, saving, coordinating time off work.
As terrifying as this climb is…
I wouldn’t want to be here with anyone else.
Still…
That strange feeling hasn’t left me since we started.
A tug in my chest.
Like anticipation.
Or warning.
I shake it off, reaching for the next hold.
“You’re overthinking,” I whisper to myself. “Focus.”
I shift my weight upward, boots searching for purchase along a narrow ridge.
Wind brushes against my back, tugging lightly at my
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