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Excerpt:

On the day she saw her best friend and former lover murdered, Libby Draycock surrendered her freedom for good.

A life lived in shadows, stealing trinkets and hoarding gold, had never afforded her much in the way of freedom anyway. She didn’t expect she’d miss it. Even as she felt her skin ripple with the change, her clothes rip and fire burst from her mouth, she heard Billy’s words in her ears.

“Don’t change in public, Lib. For the love of God, don’t ever do it. If word gets around that a girl can change into a dragon, they’ll hunt you down and lock you up for the rest of your days.”

Libby had laughed. “I’d like to see ’em try. I could incinerate ’em all.”

“Not all of them, Lib. The Empire’s got many arms, and they’re longer than you could imagine. They’d find you. Swear to me you’ll never risk it.”

But now Billy was dead, blindfolded and cut to ribbons by laser fire, and all for the theft of a few pieces of gold. Imperial gold, stolen from the fat, bloated coffers of the Empire, like stealing raindrops from the ocean as far as Libby was concerned.

But Billy was still dead for it. His body lay slumped on the ground, charred and pale in the cold dark night. The bass beat from some nearby building thumped through the night, as fast and hard as her heart. Rain spattered on Libby’s wings, and with every beat the pain grew until she couldn’t bear it any more.

She rose into the air, moving as if she were in a dream, her body heavy with anger, and breathed a hot stream of fire onto Billy’s murderers. They screamed and danced in the flames, like puppets or characters on an entertainment vid. But that wasn’t enough. Burning the men who killed Billy was no different than burning their laser rifles. The fingers didn’t take orders from the hands, did they?

She needed to cut off the head.

Screeching with hot, burning rage, Libby flew over the slums of Carnalis, the rats and sewers and thieves and whores, the glowing hoards and the unblinking eyes of the Empire. Music thumped, lights flashed, and below her people carried on their everyday lives as if Billy weren’t dead -- but then how many of them had ever known he was alive?

Searchlights and head beams from incoming craft lit up her scales, reflected off her wings, and Libby heard a siren wail into existence below her.

But she didn’t stop. She flew straight for the glass and neon structure of the Throne Room, the circular crown of the floating city of Carnalis, and crashed through the roof.

Fountains of glass erupted all around, and sirens screamed as her claws touched down on the floor.

The floor…

The floor of the Throne Room was made of gold and diamonds. Everyone had heard the grandiose rumors, but not many got to verify them. Libby would never have believed it to be true, but the Song of gold enveloped her, nourished her, fed her power and her rage until her wings filled the room and her tail lashed the walls with the power of a siege tank.

Libby roared, and the air shimmered with fire.
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