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      Aislinn paced the edge of the heights, unable to focus on the majesty of the surrounding mountain range. Conflicting desires warred in her soul. Behind her, the community of dragons stirred to life, and her dragon-soul longed to fuse itself to her kin, never to be parted. But the suppressed humanity at her core dared her to leap into the clear, cold sky and soar to a destiny no dragon could attain. The desire, no, the need to metamorphose sang in her blood and sizzled in her bones. Her time had come.

      She glanced down her long, supple body and admired the sparkle of reflected sunlight on her midnight blue scales. Long years had passed since she, or any of her sibs, had worn human form. She and her brothers and sisters had transformed often in their youth, both here in the ice aerie that housed the flight of dragons and in the castle down in the land of humans where their parents lived. The ability to shapeshift flowed through their essence, and they delighted in startling those around them, whether human or dragon, with unexpected switches.

      But this was different. Aislinn had never attempted to put on her human form and remain in it. She ruffled her wings in anticipation.

      “Are you certain, little one?”

      Keeva’s question echoed through Aislinn’s mind and startled her back to awareness of her surroundings. Her human thoughts had so subjugated her dragon sense, she’d missed the sounds of her surrogate mother’s approach.

      “No,” she answered truthfully. “I’m not certain of anything … except the pull within my soul.”

      She faltered and gazed out over the jagged peaks of her beloved mountains, seeking solace in their familiar solidity. Humans might consider the mountains cruel and merciless, but to Aislinn, they represented security and peace. The range protected her home, the dragons’ ice aerie. She’d never lived anywhere else.

      With a twitch of her barbed tail, she twisted her head to meet Keeva’s level stare.

      The mauve dragon had been the first sight to greet Aislinn’s eyes when she’d hatched, twenty long years ago. Keeva and the rex had raised all six of Sorcha and Caedyrn’s children, and the unusual hatchlings had required all the ingenuity the mature dragons could muster. The impossible mixture of dragon and human blood had mutated the entire clutch into shapeshifters.

      Aislinn and her siblings had hatched with the in-born ability — one they’d been unable to control until they reached fledgling status. Fledging dragons learned to fly; shape control became a necessary prerequisite.

      “We can’t have you popping over to human form a thousand feet in the air,” the rex had warned them.

      The desire — no, the need to fly had forced Sorcha’s children to gain mastery of their fluid bodies. But always, without exception, their true form, the one in which they spent ninety percent of their time, had been dragon. Now, Aislinn intended to reverse her natural inclination.

      “I don’t know if I can do this, Keeva, but I must try.” She lowered her head, stretched her neck toward the mauve female and nuzzled her dragon-mother’s jaw affectionately with her forehead. “Will you give me your blessing, honored one?”

      “Of course, Aislinn. My blessing and my love go with you wherever you fly.”

      An intense spike of alien emotion stabbed Aislinn’s heart. She longed to throw herself into someone’s arms and weep. Definitely time to fly. Dragon’s didn’t cry — but humans did.

      She spread her wings and hurled herself into the bright morning sky.

      “Give my love to Sorcha and Caedyrn!”

      Keeva’s final thought rang in Aislinn’s mind. Her wings caught the wind, and she arrowed toward the land of men.

      “I will,” she answered, “and I will return!”
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      Sorcha found it difficult to settle to anything today. She’d attempted to concoct a potion to ease King Leofric’s rheumatism, but couldn’t concentrate on the spell’s fiddly details. Something was in the wind. Something momentous approached, and she knew she’d be uneasy until she identified the source of her restlessness.

      Snatching a cloak from the peg beside her workroom door, Sorcha flung it around her shoulders and strode toward the courtyard. Perhaps she’d have clearer vision on the battlements.

      You’re very twitchy today, my love, Caedyrn’s deep voice caressed the corners of her mind, and Sorcha smiled without missing a step. Her husband, the man who had given up leadership of the flight of dragons for her love, always knew her moods, even when he judged petitioners in Leofric’s hall.

      A change is coming, she explained. I can’t tell you what it is, but I know it’s very near. Can you feel it too?

      Aye, I can. Caedyrn’s thought slid effortlessly through her consciousness, but an inkling of unease trailed behind, confirming his awareness.

      Sorcha reached the castle wall and climbed to the battlement. A guard observed her ascent, nodded to her when she gained the walkway and continued to patrol his assigned quadrant. Her fingers trailed along sun-warmed stone until she chose a crenellation and leaned against it. Though she gazed across planted fields, Sorcha fixated on her husband’s beloved face. Odd…Caedyrn had worn the form of human male for twenty years now, but she still pictured the magnificent black dragon in her dreams.

      She sighed and pushed the memories of her dragon self to the back of her mind. Caedyrn, the man — dark-skinned, well-muscled, with close-cropped hair and eyes like the lake at midnight. A shiver of delight ran down her spine, and she whispered a blessing to the gods and goddesses for the gift of his love. Twenty years of marriage, and the mere thought of him still warmed her blood and provoked a delicious tingle that tightened her nipples. Their love crossed the boundaries of possibility and touched the mundane tasks of daily existence with the mystery of magic.

      Sorcha scanned the landscape, but ignored the serene beauty of a countryside at peace. No wars ravaged this pleasant land, due in large part to herself and Caedyrn. She turned her attention to the skies and felt a flutter of anticipation — a tiny winged creature had captured her notice.

      A bird, undoubtedly a bird, she told herself, though she strained to see more clearly. An unannounced visitation from a member of the flight was too much to hope for. Dragons kept their own company, rarely visiting the land of men unless called upon to fulfill the terms of the treaty Sorcha and Caedyrn had helped create. Sorcha still considered herself a member of the flight. She had clutched six dragon offspring, but rarely saw one of the magnificent beasts.

      The flying speck continued to enlarge, and Sorcha’s heart thundered. Slowly, it evolved into something too large to be a bird. Gripping the stone parapet so hard her knuckles whitened, she opened a link to Caedyrn, all thoughts of his duties in the king’s hall scattered.

      I’m judging a fairly complex case at the moment, he responded to her excited touch. Can this wait?

      A dragon, she sang into his mind. Caedyrn, there’s a dragon approaching, and it isn’t one of the usual messengers.

      She experienced a flare of anticipation and a mingled whiff of grief, which he quickly masked.

      I’ll be right there.

      Sorcha scrutinized the soaring dragon, drinking in the flawless beauty of its flight. Her imagination soared, and she relived the exhilaration of wind in her face: eyes protected by nictitating membranes; the stretch of well-conditioned muscles lifting her body, straining against and finally working with the powerful currents in the air; like a fish, delighting in the struggle to move upstream amid invisible currents, defying the flow’s repeated attempts to swamp her efforts.

      Gods and goddesses, she missed flying, and she had only worn dragon-form a few months. She could barely imagine Caedyrn’s sense of loss.

      He’d forfeited so much for her. Her lover, her husband, the other half of her soul had given up the freedom of the skies to crawl along the earth with her. She understood his sacrifice — she had been a dragon long enough to learn their customs, mate with Caedyrn and clutch his eggs — but her deprivation couldn’t compare to his. He had been born to the skies. A powerful amulet had transformed her.

      The winging dragon came close enough to be seen properly, and Sorcha’s ruminations about her mate’s loss ceased abruptly.

      “Aislinn,” Sorcha cried and then pressed her hands to her mouth. She laughed, pleased her daughter was still too far distant for the sound of her voice to irritate tender dragon ears. Open air absorbed the most disturbing reverberations of human speech, but Sorcha would curb her vocal enthusiasm until her daughter had transformed.

      Odd that the pitiful mewlings of humanity caused dragons pain when their own bellowing roars and deep gravelly voices didn’t. True, they seldom used vocalizations in the aerie, preferring mind-speech, but Sorcha knew from experience their own sounds were not painful.

      She frowned, grappling with the conundrum she had all but forgotten. Perhaps the higher pitches of human speech, or maybe some small thing inaudible to humans, caused the problem. After all, dogs heard things no human could detect. Perhaps dragons had similar abilities.

      Sorcha glanced at the sky and pushed the puzzle of dragon hearing aside. Aislinn would land momentarily. Sorcha spun around, ran toward the stairs…and collided with Caedyrn.

      “Who is it?” he asked, grabbing her arms and steadying her so she didn’t pitch off the battlement. “Can you tell yet who has come?”

      “It’s Aislinn,” she cried, pulling free and racing down the stairs and along the wall. “One of our children has come at last. Oh, Caedyrn!”

      Sorcha jostled the gatekeeper aside and lunged for the postern gate.

      “Open it quickly,” called Caedyrn to the confused gatekeeper, “or my wife might tear it down.”

      Sorcha scowled over her shoulder, but relaxed immediately. Caedyrn also pelted toward the gate. Laughing, she stood aside while the gatekeeper pulled the door open and bowed her out.

      With Caedyrn at her side, Sorcha picked up her skirts and fairly flew to the meadow where her dragon-kin were wont to land.

      “If I’d known she was coming, I’d have had a gown ready for her,” she said, pulling her own cloak from her shoulders.

      Caedyrn laid a restraining hand on hers and said, “Allow me, my love. You keep your cloak and stay warm. Indulge a father’s need to protect his offspring.”

      She resettled her cloak and grasped Caedyrn’s hand.

      Aislinn landed softly before them and shimmered from midnight blue dragon to raven-haired woman. Sorcha snatched the offered cloak from her husband, who waited with averted eyes, and sprinted the last few steps to her daughter’s side.

      “You’re cold,” she said and wrapped Aislinn in the fur-lined cloak. “Just look at the blue tinge to your skin!”

      Aislinn laughed, a musical, lilting melody. “No, lady mother,” she said, hugging Sorcha with flight-toned human arms. “I thank you for the cloak’s warmth, but my skin is always a little blue. I’m a blue dragon after all.”

      “Of course,” Sorcha said with a laugh, thrilled to have this grown daughter safe in her arms. “Welcome home, Aislinn! We’re so glad you’ve come.” She closed her eyes and savored the smell of fresh air and sunlight that clung to her daughter’s hair. “Caedyrn, come greet your daughter. She’s well enough covered for a father’s hug.”

      Caedyrn strode to them and wrapped them both in strong, dark-skinned arms. “Welcome, child.”

      Emotion vibrated in his husky voice, and Sorcha realized tears streaked her own face. The trio stood locked in a multi-armed embrace, unable, or unwilling, to relinquish the long-denied physical contact.

      Finally, Aislinn squirmed and said, “Perhaps we should take this indoors?”

      Her parents laughed, wiped their streaming eyes and led her to the castle gate.

      “Gatekeeper, guards, everyone within sound of my voice,” boomed Caedyrn. “Attend me! This is the Lady Aislinn, our daughter. Extend to her every courtesy you would to the Lady Sorcha or myself.”

      And so they entered the courtyard of the keep to the sound of cheers and hearty applause, and Sorcha smiled to see the rosebud blush bloom on her child’s blue-tinged cheeks.
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      King Leofric insisted on a feast and entertainment to celebrate the arrival of his counselors’ daughter. Aislinn therefore found herself seated at the place of honor on the king’s right-hand side. Her mother sat next to her, while Caedyrn took his place to the king’s left.

      The royal blue gown Sorcha had chosen for her daughter constricted Aislinn’s movements, and Aislinn scowled when the close-fitting sleeve tightened across her arm as she reached for a goblet of golden mead. Surreptitiously, she studied her father across the rim of the goblet.

      Human form did nothing to hide his power and majesty from her dragon-trained eyes. His easy interaction with the surrounding humans amazed her. Though not encumbered by corsets and tight lacings, Caedyrn’s garments were no less binding to one unaccustomed to clothing. Yet he bore them with grace and with a dignity that suggested he’d been born to this place.

      Caedyrn intrigued her, for while her mother had once worn dragon form, the Lady Sorcha had returned to her natural state. But her father — he had been born to the flight. A true dragon with no shifter blood in his veins, he had lived in human form for more than twenty years. Aislinn shivered at the thought of holding this shape for such an expanse of time.

      Of course, Caedyrn did not have any recourse once he accepted human form. Nothing save the reappearance of the legendary Heart of Fire could release her father from his human prison. Caedyrn had willingly accepted exile from the flight he should have ruled in order to share her mother’s life. A dragon’s love ran deep.

      Aislinn’s chest muscles tightened, and an odd constriction narrowed her throat. Her eyes burned with the need to cry. She blinked rapidly and drew several deep breaths to control the unaccustomed emotional response.

      “So, Lady Aislinn,” said King Leofric, “how do you enjoy our entertainment?”

      The king’s question jolted Aislinn from her reverie and focused her attention on the feast. The tables, set in long rows radiating out from the king’s board, strained under the weight of platters of roast meat, huge bowls of stewed tubers and assorted vegetables, and abundant tankards of mead. The castle denizens loaded wooden trenchers with food, broke chunks off long loaves of bread and ate with small, sharp eating knives clutched in greasy fingers. Dogs roamed soft-footed among the rushes strewn across the floor, hoping for the odd bit of dropped or proffered meat.

      King Leofric had ordered chamber music, and the musicians sat off to one side. A trio of harp, bodhran and flute serenaded the room.

      “I am unaccustomed to music, sire,” she said, remembering to cast her gaze downward in the modest fashion her mother had described, “but it seems quite pleasing.”

      Though her human ears were less sensitive than a dragon’s, Aislinn still found the noise in the great hall disturbing. The ice aerie teemed with life, but its glistening walls reflected only quiet, soothing sounds. She missed the gentle susurrus of scales sliding on ice, the quiet buzz inside her head of linked dragon minds — and the necessary control to separate herself from the link’s hum if she chose.

      The only way to escape this auditory mayhem would be to lock herself in her chamber, but since she was the guest of honor, she didn’t think fleeing the room screaming for silence would be the best option.

      “I’m glad my choice meets with your approval, my dear,” he said, a dazzling smile lighting his face. “It’s not everyday we’re honored to have a dragon in our midst, especially not one who wears such a pleasing form as yours.”

      Heat flushed her cheeks, and she wondered fleetingly if she was ill, but the sensation passed quickly. She would ask her mother about it. For now, she kept her attention on the king.

      “I beg to differ, sire. You have had a dragon in near daily attendance since before my sibs and I hatched.” She boldly met the king’s gaze full-on and gestured toward her father.

      “Why, you’re right, of course,” said King Leofric, eyebrows raised in startlement. The man obviously hadn’t expected to be openly contradicted. “Lord Caedyrn has become such a staunch supporter to my court, I sometimes forget his rather special nature.”

      “Indeed?” She lowered her eyes again. The king might consider her continued stare a challenge to his dignity. “I doubt he forgets — ever.” This last she said sotto voce, but Aislinn thought the king still heard.

      “Lady Sorcha,” he said, leaning out to look past Aislinn at her mother, “you have a beautiful and clear-minded daughter. Felicitations on your reunion.”

      Sorcha’s attention diverted from a conversation with the woman beside her, and she inclined her head in acknowledgement of the king’s remark. “Thank you, sire. We are delighted to have her with us. Caedyrn and I have seen far too little of our children over the years.” She smiled, reached for Aislinn’s hand and squeezed. “But the flight thought court an inappropriate place to rear young dragons, and Caedyrn and I were forced to agree. Especially since they seemed unable to hold human form for long periods of time. Until now.”

      She turned her beautiful blue eyes on Aislinn and studied her face. “Are you comfortable, my love? Do you wish to leave the castle so you may resume your natural form?”

      Aislinn squeezed Sorcha’s hand in return. “Thank you, Mother, but I am fine. This is one of my natural forms and I’ve been practicing holding it at home, but a glacier isn’t the best place to practice being human — especially without benefit of clothes.”

      The king gave a small cough, and Aislinn glanced to the side and discovered his face had gone scarlet, a hue to rival her sister Morag’s brilliant scales. “Forgive me, sire,” she said quickly. “I must learn to guard my tongue more closely.”

      “Nonsense, milady,” he said with an abrupt laugh. “Your honesty is refreshing.”

      Leofric stood, clapped his hands for attention, and the room gradually stilled. “I think dancing is in order. Let the tables be cleared and moved to the walls. Musicians, rest yourselves while the room is prepared. Ladies?”

      He claimed Aislinn’s arm and guided her to stand near the hearth, out of the way of the flurry of activity his command spawned. Sorcha joined them, along with several other women. Aislinn guessed they were of noble birth, for it didn’t seem to occur to any of them to help.

      Her father, however, joined the other men in raising tables and hefting benches. One young man working near Caedyrn caught Aislinn’s attention. His form pleased her, rather like her brother Brandubh’s human physique. Hair as black as a raven’s wing, eyes dark and mysterious.

      His smile and his ready laugh intrigued her most. He seemed so comfortable in his skin. And why shouldn’t he be? It was, after all, the only one he’d ever worn. Still, his easy manner drew her eye, and she wondered who he might be. Perhaps she’d ask Caedyrn to present him to her.

      When the room’s center lay bare, the rushes having been swept clear along with the debris of the meal, the musicians arranged their benches in an out-of-the-way corner and began to play. Their number had been augmented during the interlude; a violin, a guitar, and a pipe swelled their ranks and strengthened their sound. Aislinn’s toe tapped to the lively beat the bodhran thumped out.

      Caedyrn approached with the smiling young man close behind. He stopped, claimed Sorcha’s hand, kissed her cheek and favored Aislinn with a broad smile. “Your first dance, daughter,” he said with a twinkle in his eye. “You’re going to enjoy this. I know you’re not trained in the niceties, but dragons have excellent rhythm. Forget the form you wear and think about flying. You’ll do fine.”

      He drew the young man forward with his free hand. “I’m pleased to present His Royal Highness, Prince Ewan of Rossal,” Caedyrn announced, and then added more quietly, “This is quite an honor, Aislinn. He practically begged for permission to lead you out.”

      Prince Ewan’s face flushed, but he bowed gallantly

      “Lead me out?” Aislinn’s head throbbed in confusion, from the music, the whirling people, the constant thrum of voices, but she tried valiantly to follow the meaning of her father’s words.

      “He’ll be your partner for the first dance. If you’re willing, of course,” said her mother, adding quietly for Aislinn alone, “You may leave if this is too much, too soon.”

      The offer tempted, but one glance at Prince Ewan’s handsome face, anxiously awaiting her reply, and Aislinn decided peace and solitude could wait. She placed her hand on his arm and smiled.

      “You do understand the risk?” she asked. “I’ve no idea what I’m supposed to do.”

      The smile that broke upon his face rivaled the sun on a crisp, clear morning. “I’m honored to assist your learning, lady.” He bowed over her hand and kissed it where it rested on his arm.

      A bolt of lightning seemed to shoot from his lips, through her heart and all the way to her toes. Her heart thundered, and her legs lost their strength. She caught her breath and grabbed her mother for support.

      Sorcha shot her a concerned look, patted her hand, smiled and said, “You’ll be fine, Aislinn. Just follow your heart.”

      The prince led her into the fray of milling people, and her father called after her in his booming voice, “Remember. Think of flying and enjoy yourself!”

      Think of flying? Surrounded by laughing, gyrating humans? Aislinn sighed, ignored her galloping heartbeat and smiled at Prince Ewan. He looked almost as nervous as she felt. The cartilage in his throat bobbed when he swallowed, but he produced a small cough and managed to speak.

      “You look lovely, Lady Aislinn,” he said, and despite the break in his voice, she warmed to the rich baritone. It soothed her frazzled nerves and the knot in her stomach eased a bit.

      “Thank you, Your Highness,” she said, pleased her response sounded calm and dulcet. “Should I always refer to you as Prince Ewan? I’m sorry, but I don’t completely understand the nuances of human titles.”

      He laughed, rich and deep, reminiscent of a waterfall in her favorite mountain hunting ground. “My title is ‘Your Royal Highness,’” he said and added with a wink, “and I think you’re handling our society quite well.”

      He pulled her gently into his arms as he spoke and, holding her right hand at shoulder level, he placed his other hand on her waist.

      She smiled. “All right, Your Highness. Please, teach me to dance.”

      A glimmer of mischief kindled briefly behind his dark eyes, and he murmured, “I’d like nothing better, lady. Trust me.”

      He whirled her deftly into the throng. She tensed, worried about how to move her feet and legs, unsure where to place her free hand, and more than a little frightened by the gut-knotting intensity of her reaction to his touch.

      “Relax, Lady Aislinn,” he said, “I won’t let you fall. Put your hand on my shoulder and forget about your feet. Just look in my eyes and let the music transport you.”

      She gazed into his eyes … and her fears vanished. She relaxed into Prince Ewan’s arms and floated around the room, barely aware of her feet touching the cold stone floor. Understanding flared, and her father’s reference to flight made sense. Her feet and legs required no more conscious guidance than did her wings during flight.

      She laughed in delight. Ewan’s arms supported and guided her, and his eyes sparkled with admiration. She savored a delicious moment of complete ease inside this unaccustomed body.

      When the music ended, Ewan led her back to her father, bowed over her hand and said, “My compliments, Lady Aislinn. You’ve a very quick grasp of dance.” His gaze held hers for a long moment before he bowed to her father. “Lord Caedyrn, thank you for the introduction.”

      With that, he vanished into the assembled guests.

      A crowd of young men swarmed into the gap the prince’s abrupt exit created and blocked him from view. Though she danced with many other young men during the evening, no one else disturbed her fascination with Prince Ewan of Rossal.
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      “I haven’t had a chance to ask,” said Sorcha as she accompanied Aislinn to her chamber after the feast. “How are your brothers and sisters? Touching them through the mind-link is not like seeing them in person. I’m anxious to hear all about them.”

      “Now that I’ve proved we can maintain this form,” Aislinn said, “I’m going to insist each of them come for a visit, whether they want to remain human or not. I can’t wait to see what their adult bodies look like. None of us has changed publicly in years. I’m sure Morag will be stunning, all fiery and red. And Eibhlinn … Well, my green sister always reminded me of a pixie when she transformed. I wonder if her hair will still be green, or only tinged like mine is now? Remember when mine used to be brilliant blue?”

      Sorcha laughed. “Yes. You children always startled the court when you visited as youngsters. Of course, you couldn’t hold the form long, so most of our time together was up by the lake where you could play safely in dragon form.”

      They reached Aislinn’s chambers and stepped inside, closing the door behind them. Sorcha took both of Aislinn’s hands in hers. “Whether you decide to remain or not, you cannot imagine how precious this time is to me.” Her eyes filled with tears, and she hiccupped a small laugh. “I promised myself I wouldn’t cry, but I’ve missed so much of your life, of all your lives. I’ve grieved over the lost years, but I’ve comforted myself with knowing how deeply Keeva and the Rex loved each of you. Since there was no other way, it had to be enough.”

      Aislinn pulled her mother into a tight embrace. “Until now,” she whispered. “Now we can truly get to know each other.”

      Sorcha drew an embroidered handkerchief from her pocket and wiped her eyes. “Enough of this emotional self-indulgence,” she said with a tremulous smile. “Sit and tell me about your brothers.”

      Aislinn laughed and joined her mother on a settle in front of the crackling fire. “Well, as you know, Luag and Brandubh are identical physically. Both are jet black and so handsome the unattached females nearly swoon when they pass, but in personality…. Well, they’re easy to tell apart once they speak.

      “Luag is still studious and serious — the Rex says he is much like father at this age — while Brandubh is a prankster. The mischief he dreams up kept Keeva on her toes when we were young. Truth be told, it still does, though he makes an effort to behave these days.”

      She shook her head and laughed to think of Brandubh’s lighthearted ways. Her thoughts darted to her last brother, and a warm bubble of affection threatened to clog her throat.

      “And then there is Taran.” A sigh escaped her lips and she met her mother’s eyes reluctantly. “Of all my brothers and sisters, I miss Taran the most. He’s always been the smallest of us, opalescent and weak, but he has the greatest heart and deepest compassion. Taran is gentle and good and the best of us all,” she said, a sudden fierceness imbuing her voice. A shiver trembled through her body and she finished, “But we have often despaired of him living to adulthood.”

      A soft “Oh!” escaped Sorcha’s lips, and her fingers trembled against the tabletop. “I had no idea. His mind-voice is always so clear and strong. Keeva should have told me. Do you think he would have the energy to fly here and hold human form? Perhaps I could help him. Perhaps a strengthening potion would be of benefit.”

      Aislinn reached for her mother’s hand, a sad little smile playing around her lips. “Dragon logic kept Keeva from informing you. What could you do to heal an ailing fledgling? You are here; he is there. Dragons do not seek the aid of humans.” She lifted her chin and continued, “I’ll speak to my sibs. We’ll think of a way to get him here. Who knows? If we help him fly and he manages to change, perhaps he’ll do better in human form. His color is certainly more human than dragon.”

      Sorcha nodded. “Yes. Let’s think of a way to bring Taran here, and I’ll research every restorative draft ever devised. And if holding human form is too difficult for him, I’ll raise a pavilion for him out by the lake.”

      Decision made, Sorcha rose and pulled Aislinn to her feet. “Now it’s time to see to your comfort. I’m sure you’re tired of being confined in a court gown. Let’s get you into a comfortable sleep shift.”

      Sorcha stood behind Aislinn and deftly unlaced the stays girdling her ribcage. Aislinn inhaled deeply. Together, they removed the richly embroidered overdress to reveal the linen chemise beneath. Aislinn shrugged out of this, too, and accepted the soft linen sleep shift from her mother’s hands.

      “Why do humans insist on covering their bodies at all times,” Aislinn complained, fumbling with the strings holding the shift’s neckline closed. “Dragons don’t require clothes, and
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copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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