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Her element is fire, her mind is missing memories and a dream master is her keeper. Hahvi’s dance will reshape a world.
Hahvi has spent eight years in the dome with other physical talents. Her body is wrapped in a restrictor suit, but she keeps her mind free to dream of possibilities. She is given to the Citadel, and when she meets the dream master, her world and her options shift dramatically.
Rackon dreamed of a woman wreathed in flame, dancing across molten stone. This was the woman his people needed to help them save their city and the last of their civilization. Research pointed to Resicor, and after severe negotiations, she is handed over to them so that they can take on the trouble of her maintenance.
Released from the restriction, she is free to use her talent for the first time in her life, unfortunately, she has to pick her outlet carefully or she could kill them all.
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Chapter One
The domed city of Dathim was silent, and Hahvi walked out of her home and into the streets on bare feet. It was her eight-year anniversary in the city, and she was going to the wall to stare in the direction of her home.
Coredel was a small town on the coast. Her family had lived there for generations. At that moment, her niece was turning nine and her sister was lighting candles on the breakfast cake.
Three cakes were traditional in her family. Breakfast cake was just for the birthday girl, the teacake would be served in the afternoon to family and the party cake was for friends. Amlie was going to be nine, and her aunt Hahvi wasn’t even there to wish her happy birthday.
Hahvi pressed one hand against the energy field that kept the physical talents in Dathim. It crackled against her palm and reminded her that no matter how much she missed her family, she was in prison by the laws of her own species.
A throat cleared behind her. Hahvi turned to look at their liaison and talent descriptor Wahli.
“What is it, Wahli?”
“The newest addition is missing. I think she may be trying to escape the dome.”
Hahvi sighed, knelt and pressed a hand to the ground under her feet. The suit restricted most of her talent, but she could still feel vibrations in the earth. Sure enough, there was a rhythmic pounding to the north.
Hahvi got to her feet and followed the disturbance that only she could feel. Wahli followed closely.
It was one of Hahvi’s duties as a council member to make sure that all newcomers settled in. If Ankahra was not settling, Hahvi needed to know why.
The woman was pounding against the dome and the ground leading under it. When Ankahra lifted her fist and was about to bring it down again, Hahvi said, “Stop it.”
The woman lifted a tear-stained face and took on a pugnacious look. “I want out of here.”
Hahvi walked to her and held her fist. “Do you want to die?”
Ankahra blinked. “What?”
“If you continue to exhibit your strength, they will demand you be returned to them, and you will be destroyed. If you look through the dome, they are already coming for you.”
It was true. Armed transports were driving across the salt flats and heading for the city.
“They heard me?”
Hahvi lifted her to her feet and walked away from the dome wall. Wahli followed closely. “They have monitors outside the dome for miles. If we so much as set a toe outside the dome without authorization, they will shoot to kill.”
Ankahra sobbed. “I want to be home. I want my family back.”
“I know what you are feeling.”
The woman looked at her in disgust. “You can’t know.”
“When I was twenty, I was driving to my family’s holiday cabin, and I went off the road. I had no food, no water and no extra clothing. The deep frost hit, and I had no choice. Knowing what it would lead to, I called fire from the mountain itself and waited for help. The search party found me sitting in the middle of a twenty-foot lava field, stark naked. It seems that while my skin can take the heat, my clothing can’t.
“I was arrested as a physical talent and put in the restrictor suit. That was eight years ago, and I have been here ever since.”
Hahvi sighed. “It was a survival reflex that landed me here, but I don’t regret it. I am alive and I could be dead. The living still have a chance.”
Ankahra’s lips quirked, and she laughed. “My reflexes got the best of me, too. I was out with friends and a drunken jerk tried to push his attentions on my friend, so I flipped him with more energy than I anticipated, and he ended up in hospital with a fair description of Julini. They found her and through her, found me.”
Hahvi nodded. “The men here have similar stories. Make the effort to get to know us. Make friends. We are all in this together.”
The woman frowned, “I have heard that a few talents have been withdrawn from here in the past year.”
“It is true.”
“Where do they go?”
“Based on what we have seen through the dome and what Kiiki has witnessed, they are being taken off world.”
Ankahra walked in silence for a while. “Do you think they are all right?”
Hahvi smiled. “I think they are fine and that they are being given an opportunity to actually use their powers.”
“How do you know that?”
Hahvi schooled her features. “I simply have a very good imagination.”
Haloor was waiting for her in the anteroom of the gateway as he always was on this day. No less than nine cameras were watching them and two scanners were outside the room.
It was her annual visitation, and she hugged her brother as soon as she made it through the frisking, not that there was anywhere for her to hide anything in the restrictor suit. The strange bands on her body were now part of her.
“Haloor. How is the family? How is Amlie?”
Haloor grinned and sat at the table. His position in the processing centre made his visits highly suspect, but as long as they didn’t speak of anything peculiar, he was merely monitored for any suspicious activity.
“I knew that it would be the first thing that you asked. She is fine. Growing big and strong just like Hakena. I got her a new bracelet and some of those Darthimiac earrings you used to favour.”
Hahvi took a seat across from him and touched the hand he held out. “Hakena still won’t come for a visit?”
“You know how she feels about talents.” Haloor was a reader and Hakena was the only sibling in their trio that had not come out with a talent.
Haloor had been pressed into government service when he was nineteen and Hahvi had already been in the dome at the time. Hakena was the eldest, and she was too busy being a wife and mother to visit her sister in prison.
Brace yourself, Hahvi. There is a ship coming to get you.
Really? When will it be here?
In the next three days. They have a need for a manipulator of your type and from some of the messages I have been sent, they have a way to get you out of the suit. It might not be pleasant, but it will let you free.
I have to say that this is the best news. I am close to cracking through the restraints of my suit now. The temperature in the dome is already rising, and it is my fault. I need to get out of here before I cook them all.
It will be soon.
“Yes, I know how she feels. I just wish she would get that stick out of her ass now and then.”
They chatted about world events on Resicor and continued flickers of quick-as-thought conversation through their link. Siblings were special and not even the most astute of scanners could catch their thoughts. It wasn’t a projection, simply a transmission along DNA lines.
“I like the green hair, Hahvi. It is very striking.”
“It did this last summer. I like it. It is festive.” It was the holiday season, and she was happy that her anniversary came at this time. It made her feel less alone to have one visitor, even though they were in the throes of planning their annual Freak Fest in the dome.
The gong shimmered and the guards came in. Haloor sighed and got to his feet. “Have a good holiday, Hahvi. I will be back next year for our visit.” He pressed a kiss to her cheek and waved farewell.
The guards drew their weapons, and she turned and walked back to the dome. So, someone is coming for me, are they? She wondered if they would make it before the holiday.
She would put together some gifts, just in case.
 



Chapter Two
Grinning and laughing at the assembled inhabitants of the dome, Hahvi smiled over at her fellow council members and winked. There was a lot of call for frivolity. It was desperately needed.
A batch of four new talents—two men, two women—had been brought in within the last three days. They were depressed, anxious and desperately homesick. Hahvi could see that their suits were of the new variety, and she grinned.
In the mind bursts that she and Haloor shared, the details of the new suits had been explained. It was a relief to know that the folks in the new suits had a chance at life once they were removed. The old guard like her were completely grafted to their suits. You couldn’t pull off the suit without removing skin.
The four newcomers were desperately unhappy with their situation. According to Wahli, they were talents with strength, a toxic dart, living hair and weather control.
The council was watching them closely. The first week was the danger zone for one of two outcomes. Either they would try to break out or they would try to commit suicide. Neither was a good thing.
Water, extra rations and freshly grown vegetables crowned the tables. Flowers and vines lined the walls of the council hall, courtesy of the horticultural talent. It was a lovely and festive gathering, but Hahvi missed the snowy cabin where her siblings would be huddled near a fire with their spouses and children.
She heard a peculiar noise and turned her head. The chirp repeated, this time followed by, “Hahvi Karuda, report to the entryway.”
Her suit was wired with a com device, but this was the first time it had spoken to her outside of the visiting days.
The rest of the council turned and looked at her. Urik nodded. “We wish you well, Hahvi. Send word if you can and live happily if you can’t.”
A round of hugs brought another angry voice from her collar, but she ignored it and took her time.
When all of her friends had been given a hug and kiss, she turned and began her solitary walk to the entryway and the next phase of her life.
The man that greeted her was made of stone or so it appeared. He wore a tight bodysuit with a flowing robe over it, looking attractive and formal at the same time.
“Hahvi Karuda?”
She inclined her head. “I am.”
“Are you an elemental?”
“I suppose. I have an affinity for the heat of the ground beneath my feet.” She smiled, and her stomach fluttered. If she wasn’t what he needed, he might not take her along.
“You can call lava?”
“I can.” She remembered her audience. “I could. I did.”
“Then you are the one we need.” He nodded sharply, and the guard to his left lowered his weapon.
It seemed peculiar that they were taking orders from this dark grey alien with solid black eyes and hair a few shades lighter than his skin, but Hahvi didn’t complain when he shepherded her out and to a shuttle.
Haloor’s warning had given her time to adjust to the idea of leaving the dome, but she still kept looking back toward the city of Dathim and her people trapped within.
With a deep breath, she faced the shuttle and climbed inside, acknowledging that she couldn’t help her people yet, but there might be a way, one day.
Her companion sealed the shuttle and escorted her to the cockpit. “Strap in, Ms. Karuda. Our take off is going to be a little faster than I would normally attempt.”
She examined the clasps and figured out how they went together. As soon as they were connected, the straps pulled her tight against the seat without her doing anything else. “Why the rush?”
“There have been hints that the extrication of select talents is not desirable by certain members of the population of Resicor. We may come under fire if we wait too long.”
His grey hands flicked switches, and in a few minutes, Hahvi felt the peculiar sensation of lifting off the surface of the only world she had ever known. The press of their acceleration weighed down her limbs, but her skin felt peculiar as one of the constant feedbacks of her life was removed.
She bit her lip and kept quiet as they punched through layer after layer of atmosphere. If he was preparing for attack, she didn’t want to distract him.
With her questions stifled, she was free to admire the increasing clarity of the stars that the shuttle was approaching. A smile crept across her lips as she realized that this was how Kiiki saw the stars all the time. Bright spots of light glowed in the open expanse of space.
When her companion spoke, she jerked in reflex.
“We are heading to Sector Guard Base Morganti. They will help you with your suit, and you will then come with me to Bormaic where your talent will be of use.”
“Um, my suit is part of my body. It won’t come off.” Hahvi couldn’t imagine how to remove something that had been part of her for eight years.
“The Sector Guard has found a means to separate the Resicor talents from their suits. You will soon be free of it.” His voice was not unkind, but there was a tension behind his words.
She decided to change the topic. “What is your name?”
“Rackon, Sleep Master of the Citadel.”
“Sleep master?”
“My talent. I induce sleep in others.”
He seemed slightly uncomfortable with the description, and she realized that she might have stepped in something private. “Is it against etiquette to ask about someone’s talent?”
He shook his head. “No. Mine is just a simple talent, and I have wished with all my heart that I could have a power more useful to my people. We revere the talented, and civic duty is our greatest gift.”
She paused before she asked, “What do they need me for?”
He looked at her, and she saw a flicker of flame in his dark eyes. “Why, they need you to save them.”
 



Chapter Three
Stunned into silence, Hahvi suffered through the disorientation of the jumps. She smiled brightly as she took in the sight of Morganti growing larger in the view screen.
“When we land, we will go to medical. They will take baselines for you, and we will find out if Reset is at the facility yet.” Rackon contacted the base for clearance, and when everything was sorted, they began a controlled descent to the surface of Morganti.
“What is Reset?”
“One of the Sector Guard. She is a medic who will help you to transition into freedom.”
He seemed very careful to not mention something that she knew in her gut. The suit was not going to come off without taking part of her with it.
Nervous energy skimmed through her. While the thought of landing and walking on a new world was fascinating, what lay beyond it was far less so. There was no doubt about it—this was going to hurt.
She tried to stay calm, but a chill ran through her the entire time she was being introduced to the very pregnant Fixer and the charmingly cheerful Reset. Her mind went numb as they led her into the medical bay and put her under the scanner.
Fixer frowned and Reset came to Hahvi’s side, concerned. “Hahvi, are you all right?”
“A little nervous.”
“Why?”
“Because this is an original suit and not one of the fakes. If you get it off me, it is going to hurt.”
Reset frowned and looked to Rackon before turning back to her. “How do you know about the new suits?”
Hahvi smiled weakly. “My brother is the inside man in the processing centre. He told me in a thought exchange.”
“A what?” Reset was curious. It showed on her pale features.
“A thought exchange. He did some research into it. It is a swapping of thoughts that can only occur between folk with almost identical DNA. We had always been able to do it, so he kept me informed about life outside the dome, once a year.”
She was relaxing as she spoke about Haloor, and Reset smiled. “Tell me more about your family.”
Rackon was near her. He put a steadying hand on her shoulder when she swayed as she exited the scanner.
She smiled gratefully as she regained her balance. Her thoughts tripped with images of her family, and she told Reset everything she knew while the world blurred around her.
The snow was bright and young Amlie was running toward her. Hahvi laughed happily and held her niece for the first time since she was a baby.
Hakena stood watching with a smile on her face, her arm around her husband Prenaro. Haloor was with his new wife Rishka, and they were all watching her frolicking in the snow with Amlie.
“Join us.” Hahvi waved her family toward her.
Her siblings and spouses took a few steps before they burst into flame. Screams rang out as they burned.
Hahvi looked down at Amlie, and her niece crumbled into ash in her arms. The pain in her soul struck at her, and Hahvi screamed while the world around her turned into a pool of seething molten rock.
Her suit was on her body, but as she watched it, it caught fire, burning her skin when nothing burned her skin.
She heard voices in the distance, urging speed and care.
Hahvi took a deep breath of the scent of her scorched skin and extended her arms. She called the lava to her and let it wrap her from ankle to neck. The fire had taken her family from her, so now, she would let it cleanse her.
The lava shot upward, arcing out, and as it left her body, it hardened into a smooth stone wall protecting her from any further damage or the image of the family cottage slowly catching fire.
When she was surrounded, protected and her body had repaired itself, she let the tears fall.
Gasping and sitting up, Hahvi looked around her to see Reset leaning heavily against a strange male, Fixer doing the same with a man made of midnight, and Rackon sitting on the edge of the medical bed that she was perched on.
Her limbs were bare and free of the restrictor suit for the first time in eight years.
A light tunic was draped over her torso, and it was a relief that she didn’t have to look down at her own body.
Rackon was sweating, but he gave her a cheerful grin. “You have a powerful mind.”
“You put me in my dreams.” It was an accusation.
“More or less. I tried to shape something you would like, but the pain seeped through, and I lost control. You managed to pull it together though. Congratulations.”
She rubbed her forehead with one hand. Without the suit, her body felt the cold like it never had before. “I had to work a few things out. All those years with the power bottled up created issues that needed to be solved.”
He nodded. “So I saw.”
Fixer cleared her throat. “I will need to fit you with a suit that has protective properties. Knowing that you deal with molten rock is going to be a bit of a challenge. Plus, I have to make it match your old suit in case the Resicor newsreels see you.”
Hahvi frowned. “I have to get a new suit?”
“I am afraid so. Gant has been working on a more resistant Masuo, but if it doesn’t work, I have another fabric standing by.” Fixer smiled.
The man next to her sighed. “And as soon as we get a meal or three into her, she will be able to help you with the fitting.”
Reset laughed. “I am sure she will be fine, Shade. Stop with your worried face.”
The man holding Reset chuckled. “Never begrudge a man concern for his wife, dear heart. You know that Fixer tends to overdo.”
“Yes, and you know as well as I that her cargo will cease her exertion if it endangers it.” Reset batted her lashes at her partner.
He sighed and drew her back against him, pressing a kiss to her temple.
Hahvi watched all of this with amazement. She had heard little snippets about the Sector Guard from the new arrivals in the dome, but their reputation as fierce and determined warriors was being somewhat skewed with the tenderness that they were showing to their partners.
Rackon was rubbing at the back of his neck, and he grimaced. “I do hate to rush anyone, but whatever we are doing, can we speed things along. There is a planet at stake and slowly disappearing beneath molten lava.”
Fixer nodded, got to her feet with the help of Shade and tottered out of medical.
Rackon scowled. “Where is she going?”
Reset gave him a smirk. “Fixer has to refuel. She will be ready to go in an hour.”
Rackon frowned. “Where shall we go?”
Reset’s companion smiled. “If you want to keep an eye on Fixer, go to the commissary. She will be there for quite a while.”
A stranger walked into the room and waved Reset out. “Go and rest, you look exhausted.”
Reset’s companion lifted her off her feet and carried her down the hall without a word.
The new arrival smiled, “Hello, I am Dr. Nywyn. You can call me Effin. I apologize for my absence earlier, but the commander of the base required my attention.”
The man had a semi-feline face and a charming grin. His teeth were dramatically pointed, but his smile was still friendly.
Rackon was at her side and scowling at the new arrival. “And why are you here?”
“First off, I am the medical officer for Morganti. This is my facility. Second, I am here to run final checks on the young lady to make sure that she is fit for duty. Since her talent precludes us from running tests, we have to make sure that she is as well as she can be after her trauma.”
Rackon nodded tersely, but Hahvi could tell he was upset about something. What it could be was far beyond her.
 



Chapter Four
“How does it feel?” Fixer was sitting on a high stool and watching Hahvi.
Hahvi twisted and reached, liking the feel of the new suit. It felt similar to the restrictor suit, but it had none of the wiring that kept her talent subdued and interrupted. “It feels good. Do you think it can withstand the heat?”
Fixer shrugged, “Gant did what he could to make it as durable as he was able. If not, I have a fabric suit that will withstand anything you can throw at it. Literally. We lit it on fire, poured molten metal across it, and it withstood it all. It will be your backup in case the Masuo fails.”
Hahvi grinned at the pregnant woman. “At least this looks like my old suit. What will happen if this one burns? I mean, from a publicity standpoint.”
“Relay is standing by to watch the news reports, and she will alter the data stream to show you in your old-style suit even if you have to change into the synthetic.”
As Hahvi watched, Fixer’s belly rippled. She smiled, remembering Amlie. “Do you know if it is a boy or a girl?”
Fixer shook her head. “As long as it is single, I don’t care what it is. The twins run me ragged, though they did enjoy using the flame thrower on your new suit.”
“May I?” Hahvi extended her hand.
When Fixer nodded, she pressed her palm to the rippling abdomen. The small shockwaves running through the amniotic liquid told her all she needed to know. Smiling, she withdrew her hand.
Fixer narrowed her eyes. “How did you do that?”
“Do what?”
“Engage in a mild sonic pulse. I could feel it, and it appeared on the readouts.”
The readouts had been explained to her. Hahvi would be under observation by both the Citadel and the Sector Guard until she had proven her talent stable and under her control.
“I used to use that all the time. It is how I find pockets of magma under the surface and bring it up. I have to know where it is to use it.”
“That makes sense. I never thought about it before. We haven’t run into someone with your particular skills before.” She smiled. “Thank you for not telling me the gender either. I know it is difficult for some people, but I really don’t want to know.”
The door to the workshop opened and two small girls, who were obviously the aforementioned twins, came barrelling in.
“You let those two use a flame thrower?” The girls couldn’t have been more than five.
“Let is a very fluid word. I mentioned we had to fire test it and my little ones were torching away in five minutes.” Fixer sighed. “Their nanny never had a chance. They were in here with the fabric and torch without anyone seeing them.”
“How could the nanny not see them?” Hahvi didn’t understand.
She heard a giggle near her, but there was no one there. Another giggle from the other side finally had her cluing in. “They have invisibility.”
“One of them does, she figured out how to share it last week. Now, let’s get the next suit fit to you, and you will have a lovely backup in case you end up naked in a lava field.”
The little girls helped, one even assisting her mum with the fitting of the suit.
By the end of the afternoon, Hahvi had one suit that was living on her skin and a flameproof backup.
Rackon was impatient but polite when they finally said their goodbyes and climbed aboard the shuttle.
“Where to next, Rackon?” Her suit was familiar, at least in appearance, so she was far more ready than she would have thought for whatever was to come next.
“We are going to my home of Bormaic, but you can have some rest in the bunk. It will take sixteen hours and three jumps to get us there.”
She sighed and smiled. “Okay. As soon as we leave the atmosphere, I will take a nap. I want to be fresh and awake for whatever I have to deal with.”
He nodded, but there was tension around his mouth. He didn’t say anything else, merely kept their trajectory up and out of the bounds of the Sector Guard Base Morganti.
The moment that they were on their way through the system to the jump site, she unclasped her harness and walked to the area of the shuttle that had to contain the bunk.
With a few false starts, she got the bunk folded down. On the plus side, she now knew where the lav and kitchen were.
The bunk was hard, but as soon as she lay down, she realized how tired she was. Hahvi relaxed, pulled the light sheet over herself and surrendered to darkness.
* * * *
Rackon sighed in relief as the woman fell asleep. He had been holding his breath while she was awake for fear of telling her something that he shouldn’t know.
When he held her mind in sleep, he had learned far more than he anticipated. Her entire emotional centre downloaded into his brain, and he had been helpless under the storm of her hopes and dreams.
Her pain had bled through into her sleeping mind, and he was unable to help her as she dealt with the translation of what was happening to her body.
It had never happened before. Rackon was not only sleep master to the Citadel, but dream master to the Bormaic. He was known to have complete control of the sleeping mind, but this woman from Resicor fought him the entire way.
Her sleep now was blessedly blank. He could not read any trauma or panic in her mind.
Rackon ran a hand through his hair and glanced back at her. He hoped that she could do what he saw in her mind. His people needed just a little bit of help before they could move their population to the new location. If she could hold back the tide of molten stone long enough for them to put the barricades in place, her assignment would be complete, and she could move on to the next world that needed her help.
Hahvi had a lot of potential. He hoped that she was everything they had been told. If her exceptional mind was an example of her talent, he had hope that she just might be exactly the right talent at the right time.
If she wasn’t, he had no idea how they would get the city installed in its new location.
 



Chapter Five
Hahvi had never imagined a world on fire before, but Bormaic was as close as anything that went through her mind. “It is covered with liquid stone.”
Rackon was grim. “It is. My people have lived on the fringes of the lava fields for centuries, but now, there is no avoiding it. We need to move the city, but to do that, we need the lava held back for a few days.”
“So that is where I come in.”
“Indeed. Our technology and talents can move our city, but to do that, we need to drop the shielding that keeps the rock at bay. Once you have bought us the time we require, we shall move the city to higher ground.” Rackon’s expression was tense. “Did you dream?”
She blinked and concentrated on the view as they approached. “Nothing major.”
Hahvi had watched her family consumed by flame once again. This time, she had pulled the lava back, but it had erupted under them and burned them all.
He gave her a look that indicated he did not believe her, but he left it alone.
“Have you lived here all your life?” Distraction seemed the better option to laying her nightmares bare.
“Not my entire life. The Citadel recruitment officers came through when I was a teen, and for ten years, I travelled and used my particular skills. It enabled me to train and master my talent.” His hands tightened on the controls as they entered the atmosphere.
The heat from the surface caused the ship to buck and twist, but eventually, it found a calm patch of air and glided downward.
Hahvi kept her mouth shut as they wobbled down to the landing zone that was rimmed with liquid stone.
“It wasn’t that bad when I left.”
“Is there anywhere else to land?”
He shook his head. “No. It is the only spot available until the city is moved. They will come to get us after we land.”
His silent hope was obvious.
Hahvi nodded and held on as they flew low over the waves of heat coming up from the surface. The shuttle skidded to a halt, leaving them on an island of tarmac surrounded by molten rivers.
“Rackon, are you heat resistant?”
He grinned. “Not to your extent, but all of the Bormaic have evolved to live with the gasses in the air, the heat and the minimal food options.”
“Good. When we open those doors, hell is going to flood in.” Hahvi unclasped her harness.
Rackon mimicked her. “Are you ready to try your talent out?”
She blinked in surprise. He was right. This was the first time in her life that she would be able to use her talent without fear of exposure. “I guess I am. Is that the ride to the city you were referring to?”
He sighed in relief. “Yes. Time to step on Bormaic. Enjoy it.”
She followed him to the shuttle exit and waited behind him. Their lift had come to the door side of the shuttle. It should be a short run from shuttle to the flying machine, but who knew?
The blast of heat when the door opened fluffed her hair straight up into a shock of green. When she was able to set her feet on the tarmac, the heat of the ground on her bare soles made her smile. This was her element. This was her power.
She walked past Rackon and extended her arms, a wave of stone lifted away from the ground and rippled upward, cooling as it climbed. When the tarmac was surrounded by cooled stone twelve feet high and six feet thick, she dusted her hands off and followed Rackon onto the small flier.
Their pilot was a young woman with the same dark grey skin as Rackon. “How did you do that?”
“I have no idea, but I am going to do it again.” She grinned and held onto the edge of the flier as it lifted up and out of the landing site. Her first test was successful, and she knew in her soul that she could make this world in whatever pattern she chose.
The power was heady, but the feeling of success was far more intoxicating. Her people had no right to fear her. She was a talent in control of her power and nothing she did would endanger anyone.
It was enough to start a spark of determination inside her. She was going to go home and tell them that there was no reason to fear physical talents. She would not go back into the dome so easily this time. They would have a fight on their hands.
With her thoughts on Resicor, she nearly missed the city as they flew over a restraining field and into the heart of the population of Bormaic.
Cheers rang out as they left the flier. Hahvi was taken by surprise and thought that they must be cheering Rackon’s successful return.
A soft, feminine voice spoke near her shoulder. “They mean you, you know?” The pilot was standing next to her.
Hahvi was confused. “Why?”
“Because hope is always something to be cheered on, even if it falls short of the dream, at least it shows an effort to survive.” The young woman smiled. “I am Aliora. Rackon’s cousin.”
The male in question was speaking with someone who had the air of a person in command.
Hahvi looked down at the young woman and asked, “Are you a talent as well?”
“A surface reader. I know what you will say before you say it but that is about it. Apparently, I hone in on the speech centre.”
Hahvi blinked. “Oh. Is it common among the Bormaic?”
“To have a talent?”
“Yes.”
“Yes. Those who didn’t have extra means of survival left the surface years ago. Our mechanical talents combined with the few who have gravitational-manipulation abilities have made the move of the city possible, but it is Rackon who had the dream that sent him to get you.”
“Is his talent rare?”
“Very. We have only had two dream masters in all our history. Each one had a different focus, and we were wondering what Rackon’s would be until he dreamed of you, and now, here you are.” Aliora smiled.
“He dreamed of me? He didn’t mention it.” She frowned, taken aback.
Rackon turned his head toward her and was at her side in an instant. “What is it, Hahvi?”
She raised her brows, “You dreamed of me?”
He scowled at his cousin. “I was going to tell you later, but yes. My mind found yours six months ago. It was then that I began proceedings to find you and bring you to Bormaic.”
Hahvi closed her eyes in remembrance. “I was dreaming of summer.”
Rackon’s shock was unmistakable, but the man clearing his throat next to him broke up what he would have said.
“Hahvi Karuda of Resicor. We are happy to have you with us.”
Hahvi smiled and inclined her head. “I am happy to be here.”
The man seemed dazzled by her smile, and Rackon quickly filled in the silence. “Hahvi, this is Baron Thakeri, leader of the council of Bormaic city.”
Hahvi extended her hand. “Pleased to meet you, Baron.”
“Please call me Worren.” He gripped her hand, and she felt a peculiar surge up her arm.
She tugged her hand free with a slight jerk and smiled. “I think Baron Thakeri will be best.”
He looked at her with a stunned expression, and Rackon offered her his arm while the Baron appeared to be at a loss for words.
“Hahvi, we have a meal ready and the plans for the diversion are available.” Rackon’s voice had a smug tone that she was going to question him about later.
She took his arm, and he led her through the sparsely populated streets to a council hall that had a certain graceful charm. It looked as if it had grown out of the stone itself, jetting columns had turned into pillars and cooled in an instant. “This looks familiar.”
He chuckled. “There is a reason for that. Come along. Time to get you some tea and something to eat.”
Hahvi knew that something was going on that he wasn’t telling her, but after her body had rejected the forced seduction of the baron, she wasn’t sure that Bormaic was a safe place to let her guard down.
 



Chapter Six
The food fought her, but Hahvi broke it down while she sipped at her tea. The schematic was hovering above her at head height, and she knew clearly what they needed her to do.
“How long do I have to keep the diversion up?” That was a little bit of information that no one had bothered to tell her.
The baron had recovered from her rejection and was seated with the other councillors. He raised his head. “Two days. We can be ready to begin the move six hours from now, but you will have to hold the diversion for two days while we lift and move the city.”
Hahvi looked at the image of the city lifting off and slowly cruising over the lava fields before it moved up the side of a mountain to lodge on a plateau. It was a lovely image, but there was something wrong with it.
“Why did you pick that plateau?” Hahvi was on her feet and pointing at the model before she knew what she was doing.
The baron frowned. “What do you mean?”
“It is an inactive volcano.”
He nodded. “We are aware. In fact, it is why we selected it. Less chance of our being in the path of a lava flow any time soon.”
She frowned. “Is there an actual real-time image from this week of your landing site?”
The councillors’ faces went from jovial to confused.
Hahvi could feel the fire around them. The coursing pulse of the world itself was registering in her senses.
The baron got to his feet and beckoned her. “Come with me.”
She followed him, and Rackon followed her. They walked out of the bright council chamber and into the lower levels of the building. Finally, they stood in front of a physical model of the city and its surrounding area.
The baron scowled, “Now, explain what you are talking about.”
Hahvi pointed at the lava flow that she was to divert. “Now, this is the diversion. It will run around the city, through these valleys here and course right past the base of your plateau.”
“And?”
“And the lava will break through the crust, mix with the magma under the surface and create a gaseous explosion that will blow the plateau to bits. It is already heaving as the pressure mounts from the diversion you have put into place with your shielding.”
Baron Thakeri grimaced. “I need to discuss this with the geological experts.”
Hahvi sat on the edge of the table holding the model, and she smiled. “I will wait.”
He disappeared into another office, and Rackon looked at her with a concerned expression. “Is this accurate?”
“It is.” She scrubbed her hands through her hair and kicked her feet.
“Do you have an alternative idea?”
She grinned, “Of course I do. There is no sense in telling people that they have messed up if you don’t have a better plan. My plan will mean that I am here for a few days more, but if your generators can handle it, I would definitely suggest putting the city here.” She pointed to a position lower, but near a mountain range.
“Would that work?”
“There is no magma under the surface, it has ample fresh water. With a little effort, you could even get plants and animals going in the valley below.”
“It isn’t flat.”
“I am fairly sure that I can fix that. If I am left to use my talent, I am positive that I can create a flat surface large enough to support your city.” She kicked her legs idly.
“How?”
“I will melt the surface of the stone until it is flat, shiny and an ideal landing site.” Hahvi smiled, “Now, I have a question for you.”
“Yes?”
“Did you really dream of me?”
His skin darkened across his cheeks and forehead. “Aliora, I presume?”
“Of course.”
“Yes, I did. I was asked to meditate on the problem, and the next thing I knew, I was in the dome with you, and you were dreaming of summer fields and a laughing child.”
Her voice was quiet. “My niece. I haven’t seen her since she was a baby.”
“Why not?”
“I was in prison, Rackon. My sister was terrified of being contaminated by exposure to me. I have no idea what her husband’s take on it was, I just know she wouldn’t bring Amlie to see me.”
He sighed and stood next to her, leaning against the table that she sat on. “That explains your dreams.”
She cocked her head and looked at their hands, an inch from each other on the table’s edge. “Do you visit all my dreams?”
“Whether I wish to or not. You begin to dream, and I see what is in your thoughts. I initially thought that the dream sharing would end when we met, but it only became more vivid when you were in medical.”
She inhaled and exhaled slowly. “So, they actually did have to forcibly remove the suit?”
He nodded. “It was not pleasant to witness.”
She shuddered. “I can imagine. Being on the feeling end, numbed as it was by you, it was still rather intense.”
“It was worse watching it, though I have to admire Reset and Fixer’s dedication to not leaving any part of you exposed for any extensive period of time.”
He shuddered slightly, and Hahvi was selfishly relieved that she didn’t have to carry the memory of her suit being surgically removed. She reached out and gave his hand a light touch. She wasn’t sure how it would be received, but when he turned his hand to grasp hers, she sighed in relief.
Light contact was how the folk of the dome got through their days. They were unable to consummate any kind of relationship, so casual touching was all that was left to keep them sane and connected to the world around them. Hahvi was tremendously relieved that he didn’t rebuff her touch. With so much around her being completely unbelievable, she needed a physical anchor to the world around her.
When Baron Thakeri returned with two very concerned men who had the air of geologists, instead of dropping her hand, Rackon held it even more tightly.
“How did you know?” The baron was amazed.
“I know how lava moves, where fire will flow. It is what I am.” She remained calm and kept her voice even.
The two men behind the baron muttered to themselves, but the baron challenged her. “Do you have any idea how long this planning has taken?”
She twisted her lips in a grimace. “Not my department, not my problem. I have an alternate if you have an extra two days with the repulsion fields.”
The geologists went on point, staring at her eagerly. One asked, “Where?”
Reluctantly, she released Rackon’s hand and pointed out the small foothill on the model.
“I can flatten it to make it a suitable environment for your city. It has water, and the nearby valley can support life as soon as the volcanic upheaval is over. It will run its course in five years if you were wondering.”
The geologists were excited and began to pelt her with questions. Some she could answer, some not, but she tried.
Rackon watched over her as she explained the route that the city would need to take and where she needed a flier to be parked so that she could return to help the city move. He didn’t say a word, merely watched her with a small smile around his lips.
Expert after expert trickled into the planning area, and Hahvi had to explain it all again. The geologists ran simulations that confirmed her findings, and five hours later, she was ready for bed, but they had a plan in place.
At dawn the next morning, she was going to go and flatten a mountain. Amlie would be so proud. 




Chapter Seven
The more she tried to keep her dreams tepid, the more she looked around to see if Rackon was noticing her efforts. When a hand gripped her shoulder and shook her awake, she sat up quickly, the edge of sleep far away.
“I am not going to look in on your dreams, Hahvi. It is something that happens whether either of us will it.” He looked as tired as she felt.
She moved aside and patted the edge of the bed. “Stay close to me. If I dream of you, it won’t make me feel so embarrassed.”
He blinked for a moment before he took the spot on the bed next to her, curling around her body and giving her comfort as his breath slowly took on the even pattern of sleep.
Smiling, Hahvi nodded off into a dream where she and Rackon sat side by side on the edge of a cliff, laughing and talking about nothing in particular. It was a good dream, a bright dream, and when she woke up six hours later, she felt rested and calm.
Rackon sat up and smiled, “That is the best night’s sleep that I have had in the last six months.”
“Good. I am afraid that tonight is going to be a bit different, but at least you were able to get some restful sleep. You looked like hell.”
He chuckled. “Be that as it may, I will go to get some breakfast for you, and you can grab a shower.”
Smiling, she sat up for a moment before realizing that she was naked. “Oh damn.”
He calmly turned his back. “Trigger the Masuo back into place.”
In a second, she did as he suggested, and she was decently covered again. “I had no idea that it would do that while I slept.”
“No, I don’t suppose you did. They are intuitive creatures.” He didn’t say anything else as he left the room.
Shaking her head in embarrassment, she walked into the lav and took a shower, her suit disappearing into a wide cuff on her leg while she showered body parts she thought she would never touch again. The whole idea of sealing the Resicor talents in suits was a solid one. You couldn’t have a family, didn’t have sex and formed no alliances based on seduction.
Hahvi still hadn’t discussed the baron’s talent with Rackon, but she had the idea that he was not only aware of it, he disapproved of it.
She scrubbed her hair and grinned as it stood up again. It seemed that something had changed in her life and body, and the green shock of hair was a symptom.
It didn’t seem to affect Rackon’s opinion of her, which was a relief. For some reason that she didn’t want to admit to herself quite yet, she valued what he thought of her.
She towelled off, made faces at herself in the mirror, laughed and snapped the Masuo back into place.
The suit was identical to her original in every way except one. It came off.
She looked at the wide silver bands that ran from ankle to hip, both front and back, and then small bands that wrapped around to connect them. Her torso wore a version of the same, as did her arms.
She had worn swimsuits that covered more, but she supposed that the banding had been necessary to confine her talent in her original suit. In this new suit, the bands worked to even out the heat exposure, not that she needed it.
The sensors within the Masuo would send reports back to the Alliance, and the Sector Guard and Citadel would each learn how her talent worked as she used it. It was strange to think that her suit was watching everything that she did, but if they could gain something from the data, they were welcome to it.
She fluffed her hair out again and returned to the bedroom where Rackon and Aliora were setting up a small table with things that smelled enticing.
“That smells wonderful.”
Aliora whirled and smiled. “It is the least we could do. I will pilot you out to the site today, and Rackon will take over in the evening.”
Rackon pulled out a chair for her, and she took her seat while they loaded her plate.
“While you are both here and we are relatively alone, what the heck is Baron Thakeri’s talent? It felt like a cross between seduction and a hammer.”
Aliora blinked, “He tried to use his talent on you?”
“Apparently, but what is his talent?”
Rackon growled, “He can seduce anyone. Man, woman, no one is safe from the compulsion he generates.”
“Ah. Well, that explains it.”
Aliora blushed, “How is it that you escaped his attentions?”
She shrugged and lifted her fork. “Perhaps it doesn’t work on women or men of Resicor.”
Rackon took a seat and scowled. “But you felt it. How did you fend it off?”
Hahvi thought back, “Basically, I was thinking how dare he try anything with me.”
Aliora raised her brows, “That was it?”
“That was it. I am here to do a job, and him crawling into my bed is unacceptable.” She rubbed her forehead. The thought of unwanted attentions was making her angry all over again.
“Hahvi, are you all right?” Rackon leaned forward.
She shook her head. “No. I am far more irritated than I should be. I am sure that I will work it out.”
With her mind unsettled, she worked on her breakfast, eventually working her mood back to its normal, optimistic outlook.
She was going to need all the perky mood she could get, she had to go out and melt a mountain.
There was a formal send off for her that made her blush. Baron Thakeri made a speech that thanked her for the effort she was about to expend and mentioned the gratitude of the Bormaic nation.
She smiled and inclined her head at the thanks, and when she was asked to speak, she sighed. She mounted the dais and faced the crowd gathered in the early morning light, the eerie glow from the lava fields in the distance.
“Ladies and gentlemen of Bormaic, thank you for your hospitality. I would have more words for you, but I am about to go do something very stupid and dangerous, so I would far rather speak to you again when the move is complete and your city is safe.” She winced at the roar of approval from the crowd.
She raised her hands, and they quieted. “Go about your day and be confident that by the end of the day you will be able to view the cooling plateau that will house the city. Good bye.”
She stepped down from the dais and jerked her head at Aliora. She put the words in her mind so Aliora could read her surface thought. Let’s get going before they start singing or something.
Aliora nodded and they made a beeline for the flier launch area. With a few systems checks, they were up in the air again, and they flew along the path that Hahvi had outlined.
“How is the stability of the flier?”
Aliora smiled, “We have installed compensators and coolers to enable us to get around the landscape.”
“Good. So you know the drill?”
“Yup. I drop you off and then move to the safe zone that you outlined. I wait there until you give me the sign to pick you up again.”
“Excellent. I may be too hot to be close to, and if that is the case, I will make an effort to cool down before I summon you. With luck, I should have this done today, and we can sleep in the city tonight.”
Aliora furrowed her brow. “Why did you tell the council two days?”
“So that the zone can rest and so can I. I haven’t actually gotten to do anything like this before. I know I can, but I don’t know how tired I will be. A day of rest between flattening a mountain and diverting a molten rock river isn’t too much to ask, is it?”
Aliora laughed. “You are quite right.”
It took them another hour to get to the target mountaintop. Aliora held the flier close to the tip of the mountain so that Hahvi could dismount and find her position.
When Aliora and the flier were perched safely half a kilometre away, Hahvi took a deep breath and called fire.
* * * *
Aliora set the recorder up on the edge of the flier and watched as her new friend began to glow white hot.
Hahvi extended her arms and moved slowly from side to side, evenly distributing the heat until the stone began to melt. It was a strange dance, but she had lowered the top of the mountain by twenty feet within two hours. She paced in circles, leapt, twisted and shivered, visible waves of heat coming from her skin.
As Aliora recorded the creation of their city’s base for the history archive, she had to admit that while the city elders respected Rackon as a sleep master, his skills as a dream master had never been tested. This was not only a test, but he had passed with flying colours. He had found the one woman in billions who could give the Bormaic a chance at remaining on their world.
Hahvi’s fire dance was hypnotic, and she glowed brighter than the sun. Aliora had no idea where the woman was getting all that energy, but she was glad that the stranger could tap into it.
The stone coursed down the mountainside, widening the melted platform in half the time Aliora had expected. Step by step, inch by inch, Hahvi gave them what they needed to continue their way of life, and it was amazing to watch. 




Chapter Eight
The stone was steaming, smoking in the waning light. It was still glowing, but so was she.
Hahvi bent over and caught her breath. Her skin was still white hot, but it was gradually losing its heat as the stone under her gave up its heat.
There was no way she was going to be able to stand in the flier with this much heat coming off her skin. She stood, stretched and walked to the edge of the new plateau. The base of this plateau was bedrock. It was the sturdiest place left on the whole planet, so Hahvi was really hoping that the Bormaic enjoyed their new location.
Step by step, she made her way through the cooling rock until she reached the floor of the valley. With cool stone under her, her body changed its temperature back to normal. Hahvi looked up to where Aliora was waiting, and she waved for a pickup.
There was a glint in response, and soon, the flier was coming toward her.
She wavered as Aliora settled near her. Her legs did not want to walk, and her arms were leaden. It took all her effort to walk to the flier and even more to stand as they returned to the city.
Aliora kept looking at her with equal measures of fear and respect, but Hahvi was too exhausted to care.
The flier set down in the same place it had taken off from, and mentally, Hahvi groaned at the distance she would have to walk.
Aliora left the flier and whispered frantically to Rackon.
He strode forward and lifted Hahvi in his arms before she could do more than shuffle weakly to the edge of the flier.
“Rest and relax. We don’t have a medical facility, but we do have healers.”
She spoke slowly and carefully. “I think I will be fine. I am just tired.”
“I will feel better if we have a diagnostician examine you. Humour me?” He smiled sweetly, and she was lost.
If Hahvi was honest with herself, she was also exhausted, and if she didn’t have to walk, she would go anywhere he wanted to take her.
“The healers are all on alert with the upcoming move. You should be in and out in no time.” He was trying to comfort her, but all she wanted to do was remain still.
“Wonderful. I hope that the suit recorded what happened there, because I am unsure as to what the hell I was doing. All I know is that there is a plateau flat enough to take this whole city with a little bit of wiggle room, and I think I made it.”
He chuckled. “I am sure that the Citadel dispatchers are frantically analyzing the data stream as we speak.”
“Good. I am not doing that again.”
“Will you be able to divert the lava?”
“Of course, but I don’t have to melt rock to do that. I just have to make a diversion and hold it back. Much easier.” She yawned, and her stomach rumbled.
He didn’t say another word as they entered a building that had the medical tang of physician offices anywhere.
The receptionist looked up with a practiced smile. “Hello, what do you need today?”
Rackon sighed and lifted her higher in his arms. “She melted down the top of a mountain and is now having trouble moving. I would like her to see a diagnostician.”
The receptionist looked from his face to Hahvi and back again before she nodded seriously. “Of course. This way please.”
Hahvi grinned, “She’s a truth seer.”
“Very good. Yes, she is.”
The seer took them to a quiet and pleasantly arranged room. “Put her on the bed, please.”
Rackon laid her down carefully. “It will just be a moment.”
Hahvi relaxed against the springy bedding. “I will be right here.”
He chuckled, because they both knew that she wasn’t capable of running away.
The diagnostician was a woman with white streaking her black hair and the same even grey tone that the rest of the population had.
“Hello, I am Tiska. What seems to be the problem?”
Hahvi raised her hand to stop Rackon from talking. “I used my talent today, and I haven’t really used it before. I believe that I am exhausted and depleted. I can barely move at all.”
Tiska smiled. “That happens. Are you visiting?”
As the woman chirped along, she took a seat next to Hahvi’s head and placed her hands on either side of her skull.
“I am visiting. I am here for a job, and after that, I don’t know where I will head off to.”
Tiska’s concentration was turned inward. She was focussing, and it showed.
Five minutes passed while she took inventory of Hahvi’s body. She finally came out of her trance with a jerk and a frown.
“What is it?” Hahvi and Rackon asked it as one.
“Her body is exhausted, needs food, a supplement of vitamins and minerals and a lot of water. It is her mind that is causing me concern. There is a block in her thoughts, and I have never seen anything like it. It has an organic look, but I have no idea how to get around it. Do you remember having anything installed?” Tiska was asking Hahvi.
“No, I don’t, but lately, I have had strong reactions to things that should not cause anywhere near that amount of concern.”
“You are wearing at it. Eventually, it will break, and at that point, whatever is inside you will come out.”
Hahvi nodded. “I understand. I will brace for it.”
Tiska smiled sadly. “There is no way to brace for it. It will open or it won’t. There is no in between. If you were planning on staying on a while, I would recommend a psychic counsellor who could walk you through it.”
“I don’t believe that it will be possible.” She smiled and sat up. “So, all I need is some rest and a good meal.”
“And some vitamin and mineral supplements. Your body cries out for them.”
Rackon came around and lifted her again. “Give us a writ for the supplements, and we will be on our way.”
Tiska quickly filled out a prescription pad and handed the note to Rackon. “The sooner the better, and she really does need rest. Tell her employer to shove it until she is rested.”
Hahvi chuckled. “I would love to see that, but it isn’t possible. I am sure I will be fine with a day of rest.”
On that note, Rackon walked out of the office holding her tightly against his chest.
Baron Thakeri blocked their path back to the quarters that had been set aside for her. “What is wrong with her?”
Rackon scowled. “She is exhausted. She used her body’s energy to melt a plateau large enough to hold our city. How do you think she should feel?”
The baron frowned, “So we can’t move the city tomorrow?”
Hahvi raised her hand and gave him a numb look. “I gave myself two days so that I could recover and not let a cascade of lava burn through the city. Without the rest, I might not be able to hold it back for the time you need to get to safety.”
Baron Thakeri’s cheeks darkened. “You would threaten us?”
She got angry. “I would try and keep your population safe instead of rushing and putting them at risk. If you are a twit and want the city lifted early, I will be sleeping through it. Let me know how it turns out.”
When the baron continued to block their path, she heated his feet.
He yelped and jumped to one side.
Rackon pushed past him and continued until he got to her quarters. He set her on her bed and smiled down at her. “I didn’t know you could do that.”
“Neither did I, but he really irritates me. Far more than he should.” She settled back against her sheets and relaxed.
“Don’t fall asleep. I have to get you some food and the supplements.”
She smiled and waved him off. “Wake me up when you get back, Sleep Master. I am sure that I can eat in my sleep if you put your mind to it.”
He pressed a kiss to her forehead and left her staring after him in surprise. Something was starting between them, and she embraced her replenishing sleep with a smile on her face.
 



Chapter Nine
Rackon went to the council kitchens, and after a few polite requests, Hahvi’s food was underway. His next stop was the dispensary.
“Is she ill?” Baron Thakeri was at his side as he waited.
Rackon fought the urge to punch the baron in the face. “No. She is simply exhausted. She melted rock with the heat generated from her body. That is bound to create an imbalance.”
“I don’t think she’s right in the head.” The baron’s voice was certain.
“Because she rejected your advances? I think it shows remarkable fortitude on her part and bad taste on yours. What were you thinking?”
The baron scowled. “You know about that?”
“Of course.”
“She felt it?”
“She did, and it enraged her that you would try a psychic seduction on first introduction. I have to admit that hearing of it shocked me as well.” Rackon collected the hypos that the staffer handed to him and checked them one by one.
When he was certain that all was as had been written, he took the supplements and slid them into a bag.
Baron Thakeri was stunned. “I had no idea she knew that I—”
“Had no self-control? She is lovely, her body is amazing, but her mind has barriers that you cannot pass. Don’t even try.” Rackon left the baron in a stupor and returned to the kitchens, picking up a tray with a grin and words of thanks before heading back to his sleeping fire dancer.
* * * *
A low, repetitive hiss came to Hahvi before she was able to open her eyes. “What are you doing, Rackon?”
“The supplements first, and your meal is next. If you are awake, sit up.” He was amused as he dropped another cartridge into his gun and the hiss came again.
She struggled to sit up but managed it with bleary eyes looking around the room. “How long was I asleep?”
“Two hours. The food I had prepared is good hot or cold, so you should be fine.”
She grimaced then grinned. “I am pretty sure that I can managed to heat my own food.”
He blinked at her. “Is it coming so easily?”
“Calling fire is definitely something that I was born to do.” She smiled, and something in her soul settled.
Rackon stared at her for a moment before firing the final hypo into her arm between the Masuo bands.
He got to his feet and crossed the room to grab a tray. He brought the large mass back to her and set it on the bed.
He lifted the covers from dish after dish, and one by one, she reheated the food before she ate it.
Hahvi laughed. “I had no idea that it would actually work.”
“Still experimenting then?”
“Of course. Until I can try this out in every scenario that I can imagine and several that I can’t, I am not going to have a complete grip on my talent.”
She chuckled and yawned again. Rackon slipped a cup into her hand, and she slugged back some more water.
“Where is Aliora?”
“Showing the records to the council and uploading your work to the Alliance archive.”
“What?” She yawned again.
“Your fire dance was recorded, and if you ever wondered what you look like while the talent is running through you, we now have video proof.” Rackon smiled and stroked his fingers across her forehead.
A wave of fatigue ran through her. “Cheater.”
“Whatever it takes to get you to rest. We can discuss the rules tomorrow.”
Her mind slipped into warm darkness while strong hands eased her to the bedding, tucking her in.
Hahvi smiled as two arms held her in the darkness. She could not only smell the distinct musk that was Rackon, she could feel his mind lazily twining with hers. With her mind and body safe, she rested once again.
The light was bright and harsh when she rolled over, sat up and stomped to the lav.
Rackon and Aliora were sitting at the table, talking quietly and playing some sort of a game with thrown objects and flat cards.
Hahvi shook and gasped as she faced the downpour of water in the shower. Her body was a little heavy still but far more rested than she had felt the night before.
She towelled off, scrubbed her hair dry and let the Masuo regain its normal shape. She blushed slightly when she realized that she had stomped naked across the expanse of her room.
A brush was sitting next to the mirror at the dressing table, and she tried to run it through the green shock of hair that refused to lay flat.
She had been as stunned as the rest of the physical talents in the dome when her hair turned green, but it just added to her mystique after a while. It proved that despite the restrictor suit, the talents could change and adapt.
When Hahvi’s stomach rumbled, she sighed and faced the embarrassment of streaking past her friends.
Aliora was studiously looking at her cards. “Did you sleep well?”
“I slept a lot. What time is it?”
Rackon grinned, “Near to dinner, but the council has asked if they can have a meal with you. Apparently, the recording and the examination of the new site have given you new levels of importance in their estimation.”
Hahvi groaned. “Is there anywhere I can get a snack?”
Rackon reached out to the table and tossed her a fruit that gave off a delightfully sweet scent. “This should hold you.”
She made a face but bit into the fruit, slurping sharply when it tried to escape its skin via her mouth. Sweet, rich and sticky, the fruit disappeared in seconds as she gnawed greedily.
Finishing the fruit, she returned to the lav and washed up. Pattering back into the main room, she took a seat at the table.
“So, what have I missed today?”
Aliora snickered, “Well, your efforts yesterday have now made their appearance all over the Alliance. No one has seen power like that in the Citadel records.”
Rackon grimaced and looked irritated. “You have a list of requests longer than my arm. Dozens of worlds wish you to attend them to help with their volcanic issues and some just want help altering the geography.”
Hahvi chuckled before a sudden realization made her blood run cold. “Have these reports reached Resicor? Is my name attached to them?” She licked her lips and waited while Rackon and Aliora caught on to her worry.
Rackon asked, “Why is it an issue?”
She grimaced, “If the guard of Resicor realize that a talent can still use their power through a suit that appears to be their original restrictor suit, they may not use the dome as a means of restraint anymore. I have family back home. A sister, a brother and a niece. I don’t want them at risk at any time in this process.”
“I will contact the Citadel and see if there is something that can be done to protect them.” Rackon leaned forward and covered her hand with his own.
Aliora looked between them and spoke cheerfully. “Hahvi, where do you think you would like to go after you are done on Bormaic?”
Hahvi shook her head. “I have no idea. I will go where I am needed and where I can use my skills. Will the Citadel send a pilot for me, do you think?”
Rackon’s face darkened before he nodded. “I am sure that they will.”
She looked into his dark eyes and tried to interpret what was going on behind them. When Aliora cleared her throat and stood up, Rackon joined her, forcing Hahvi to follow suit. The mystery of Rackon’s sudden quiet would have to remain just that. It was time to greet the councillors who had been convinced that she was the woman for the job.
 



Chapter Ten
The twelve councillors were cheerful and friendly, but the centerpiece of the meal was slightly disturbing to Hahvi.
Projected above the dining table, a white-hot female was dancing slowly, twisting and turning solid stone into rippling liquid. Hahvi had never seen herself while she was using her talent, but the faces of the guards on Resicor who arrested her now made perfect sense.
A councillor, Ekilnio, asked her, “Did you realize that your foot prints are now steps that climb from the valley to the plateau? I visited the new site early this morning, and you did an amazing job.”
She blushed, playing with her food. “Thank you. I did what needed to be done to get the result that would serve the city best.”
The councillor asked, “Will you be up for your task tomorrow?”
She nodded. “Yes. I will hold the lava back while the city takes flight.”
He beamed. “It is a wonder that you appeared just as we needed you.”
She looked over at Rackon, and he met her gaze, smiling slowly. “It isn’t a wonder, it is a dream come true.”
The rest of the evening went along the same lines. Men and women asked her how she did what she did, and she answered that she didn’t know.
While the conversations went on, Hahvi noted that Baron Thakeri had cornered Aliora. She was backing away from him until he reached out to touch her, and her expression changed into passionate and besotted.
“Excuse me, please.” She left a councillor who was engaged in a geological analysis of the new area, and she moved to block Baron Thakeri and his newest victim.
A memory from Hahvi’s past flared into her mind in full force, and she was damned if she would let history repeat itself.
“Why, Baron, how unusual that you are attempting to leave the party early. Perhaps you simply don’t like events that are not held in your honour.”
Aliora moved to protect him. “Leave him alone, Hahvi, you don’t understand.”
“Don’t I? He seduces everything that takes his fancy and then blackmails his victims into keeping quiet. Does that sound familiar? Do they all not know that they have been your victims, Baron? Or do they all believe that they were the only ones?”
Thakeri moved forward and scowled, “Be quiet. You are making a scene.”
Several of those watching looked at each other with shame in their expressions, but the shame turned to rage as it became obvious that they were not the only target of Thakeri’s attentions.
Aliora frowned, shook her head and stood aside.
Thakeri moved to grab her, so Hahvi set his hand on fire.
The moment that pain flared through him, he lost his control over Aliora. She staggered and Rackon caught her. “Oh stars. I almost…” Aliora retched to one side, losing the meal she had just eaten.
Thakeri was clutching his charred hand. “Bitch! Just because you are frigid doesn’t mean we all are.”
She approached him, her body heating. “When I was in school, one of your sort of talent took advantage. I bore a daughter that I was not allowed to claim. My sister took her as her own, her husband pretending that he had fathered her. My attacker knew and demanded access to his daughter.
“I burned him rather than let him near my child. He had forced her into life, and I loved her, but he had no right to contaminate her with his presence. I lured him into the snowy hills, and I destroyed him.”
Thakeri was backing away as she glowed brighter and brighter.
Rackon called out, “Hahvi. He is not the one who hurt you. We will deal with him now that people acknowledge what he made them do. You don’t need to kill him.”
Hahvi nodded, “I won’t, but he needs to know that if I ever hear of him doing that sort of thing again, I will return by whatever means I can, and I will turn him into a pile of ash that the wind will sweep away.”
Tears were welling in the baron’s eyes, and he knelt on the floor.
Hahvi cooled her skin and turned back to the dining table. “Well, what is for dessert?”
The baron was hauled away, snivelling and sobbing. The pain would keep him from trying to seduce his guards.
The councillors were speaking to each other in clusters, so Hahvi was on her own until Aliora grabbed her and held tight. The low whisper, “It wasn’t the first time,” made Hahvi’s heart ache.
“I am sorry I was not here before.”
“Watching him sobbing like an infant was almost worth it.” Aliora looked up through watery eyes.
“If he hadn’t tried it here, I wouldn’t have said anything.”
“If you had been amenable to his touch, he wouldn’t have tried to get me. He can only control one person at a time.”
Rackon had followed Thakeri out of the room, but he returned with a grim scowl. “He is visiting the Null.”
Aliora winced but nodded. “It does fit the crime. The healers can fix his hand afterward.”
To Hahvi’s amusement, Aliora was still stuck to her.
Rackon looked to Hahvi and asked, “Are you all right?”
She swallowed heavily and pushed her newly regained memory aside. “I am fine, but there is one thing about me that I have just rediscovered.”
He looked curious. “What is that?”
She looked down at the chalky and relieved Aliora, “Under the right circumstances, I am very, very dangerous.”
The councillors had thanked her for her intervention, and she had taken it as a dismissal for the night. At dawn, she would be flown to the edge of the city and dropped into position.
Thakeri was being returned to duty the following day, but his talent had been stripped from him by the Null, a Bormaic whose talent was destroying other talents.
Rackon was sitting next to her on the bed, and he asked her a question that she had been dreading. “What happened?”
She waited until he wrapped himself around her and then told him her tale.
She had been a student in first-year geological studies. Her attacker had been a fourth year, and he had caught her alone at a party, subduing her in seconds.
Hahvi had been forced to leave school, lived up at the cabin that her family used for holidays and bore her child with her sister as midwife. Amlie had been her heart and soul the moment that she was born.
There was no record of her being born, so it was too easy for Hakena to take her as her own child. Hakena did have a talent, but she didn’t want to use it for the government. She was a convincer, and she was able to convince everyone that little Amlie was her own. Even her husband was peculiarly happy to be presented with a baby, though he couldn’t remember the pregnancy.
Hahvi had returned to school and tried to get on with her life, but on her drive to the family cabin, Genald had popped up in the back seat, causing her to swerve and wreck the car.
With them standing next to the wreck, waiting for help, he announced his intention to take his child. How he knew about it wasn’t Hahvi’s concern. He was not going to touch her daughter.
He was in his first year at a government post and completely confident in his ability to get away with anything. His greatest mistake was in being too far for direct contact when he announced his demands.
She told him that he would never have her daughter, and if he took one step toward her, she would destroy him. He didn’t believe her, and soon, there was nothing left of him but ash. He had screamed and screamed as his body turned from flesh to ash, but she kept the fire on, keeping her daughter safe from the bastard who had fathered her.
Haloor had been the first one there, and his shock at the image of his sister sobbing with a burned-out radius of thirty feet had not stopped him from calling his other sister for damage control.
With her agreement, they took the knowledge from her. She didn’t remember her daughter, the conception or the demise of the paternal line. They set her at the edge of the woods and asked her to call fire.
That was how the guards had located her. The bright molten lava of the geothermic area came to the surface easily and gave her a warm place to stay while she waited for help.
The next step was the dome.
She sighed and leaned back against Rackon. “So, you can see what triggered it.”
He pressed a kiss to her temple. “Yes, I can. So, you have a daughter?”
Hahvi smiled. “I do. She is alive, healthy and completely unconnected to me. My sister could not risk bringing her for visits, because the sight of her would jostle the blocks that Haloor and Hakena tried so hard to put in place.”
“Do you want to see her?”
Hahvi sighed, “More than anything but not on Resicor. If I can’t keep her safe from incarceration, I don’t want to risk her freedom.”
“Spoken like a mother.” He stroked her hair back. “Does she have hair like you?”
Hahvi chuckled. “I have no idea. They didn’t allow us pictures of family.”
“I will put out inquiries. There may be a way to get your family off Resicor.”
“Haloor likes his position. It has enabled him to help any number of the newer physical talents.”
“He will be in danger if your daughter disappears.”
“I know it, so I will send him plain and uninformed messages and hope that he replies to me.”
He pressed another kiss to her temple, and she turned her face to his, kissing him gently.
He sighed against her cheek. “You have a full day ahead.”
With another caress to her face, she fell into the embrace of darkness.
 



Chapter Eleven
Aliora had dark circles under her eyes but a determined hand on the controls. “How close do you need me to get?”
Hahvi looked around and found a rock jutting out of the lava flow. “That one, right there.”
The idea was that Hahvi could get up to heat on the rock and move the lava from there. The moment that the pressure was off the walls of the city, they were taking off.
Hahvi opened the gate on the small flier and prepared to drop.
“I am in position, but I can’t hold it long.” Aliora grimaced and wrestled with the controls.
“You don’t have to.” Hahvi dropped onto the ten-foot plateau of rock at the point where two columns of lava met and mingled.
Her body started to hum with energy, and she drew the heat up into her cells and turned it into power that she could use.
Aliora smiled and waved as she returned to the city. “Good luck!” was a shout that faded with the wind and the roar of the rock.
Hahvi faced her element, raised her arms and got to work.
High on the hillside, a video recorder was aimed at the site, the edge of the city, and it took in the image of the alien who commanded stone to craft a wall around the city letting the inhabitants lift the city to safety without fear of dying a fiery death.
Hahvi pushed the stone back and up, causing a churning wave back on itself. The wall grew as she continued to be a barrier to the movement of molten stone. When it was fifteen feet high and expanded to either side of the city, she pushed the lava aside to allow them to lift off.
She felt rather than saw the propulsion of the city. It threw air off in waves as it pushed away from the surface of the planet it had been built on.
Hahvi kept her mind on the lava as the city shifted position and hovered its way across the landscape toward their new home.
When they shifted toward the valley that would lead them, Hahvi crafted another diversion that sent the lava down and to the left. The air they were blasting cooled the surface, and the city slowly hummed along.
With nothing else to focus on, Hahvi began to sculpt shapes in the lava, pulling strands out and over the barricade to create a village made of wrought stone on the empty plateau that had previously hosted the city. It would be wiped out as soon as the lava broke the barricades, but for now, it was a bit of fun.
She shifted, twisted and created stone houses, a temple, a town square and stone flowers and trees. The chugging hum of the moving city was a constant background to her efforts.
Her mind held the barricades effortlessly. Her elements of fire and stone came to her easily when she was manipulating both and not trying to create one or the other.
A horn blasted and she nodded, looking for her pickup. The second major diversion needed her attention, and the only way she was going to get there was if someone came to get her.
It took an hour, but finally, a flier came toward her. It landed next to her, and Hahvi was surprised to see Rackon at the controls. “Where is Aliora?”
“Testifying against Thakeri. One of dozens. They had to have the trial immediately to allow the nullification to stand.”
She nodded and got on board. “Pardon if I am too hot, but I don’t want to cool down before I work on the second diversion.”
He smiled, but she noted that he was pressed tightly to the controls. “I understand. Just pick your spot, and I will put you there.”
She nodded, and they skimmed past the city where many of the population were out and watching the events. They waved and called out as Rackon and Hahvi flew past.
“This is a big day for everyone.” Hahvi was finally grasping the enormity of what they were doing.
He laughed. “I am glad you have figured that out. The talented of the Bormaic were not here as survivors, they were rejected from all colonies that they applied to. The rest of our race is scattered and blended through the stars, but we are stuck here.”
“You got into the Citadel, though.”
“Yes, but there is little reason to remain away from home. Counsel talents are thick on the ground, so unless someone is in a coma, a dream master is not of much use.”
She fidgeted. “You could come with me.”
He blinked at her in surprise. “You would enjoy my company?”
She blushed, “More than your company, but I am not sure about your inclinations on the matter.”
He grinned. “We will discuss this later, when you are not melting the metal beneath your feet.”
She chuckled and looked to see that he was right. She was too hot to be this close to him. “Sorry.”
“Don’t be. It isn’t my flier.”
Hahvi laughed and pointed out her drop site. He got her close, and she dropped to the edge of the valley, settling against the hard rock while she waited for him to get to safety.
Humming to herself, she redirected the lava trail, hooked it around the mountain it snaked past and back to the main river.
The diversion caused the waves to harden, and soon, the city was approaching at a slow and steady pace.
The underside of the city was exposed to her as it approached, and it took Hahvi a minute before she realized what it would mean to her.
She created a shelter out of the hardening stone, an archway that would keep the waves of air from suffocating her. It was a peculiar fact that air moving too rapidly was almost as bad as not enough.
Breathing took on a awkward intensity during the hour that it took for the city to pass overhead completely.
She was relieved in the extreme as a flier landed near her. She slithered out of her compartment and walked up to the flier.
Rackon smiled, but there was worry in his eyes. “Are you doing well?”
She nodded. “This stuff is easy. The city ought to be in place tomorrow. I may need to do some minor shifting, but it will be safe and sound. Where is Aliora?”
He sighed, “Still at the trial. Baron Thakeri is claiming that there is no proof that he used psychic seduction as he has never been tested for such.”
Hahvi nodded. “I understand. Do you have access to the Citadel or Alliance records?”
“Of course.”
“Is there any sort of video record of my arrival?”
“Yes, why? What are you getting at?”
She nodded for him to fly. “I will explain as we go.”
With the records in hand, a tired Hahvi went to the trial. She was read into the record, and she faced the queries of Thakeri’s defense.
“Hahvi Karuda, why did you accuse my client?”
Hahvi sat with the data pad on her lap. “I witnessed the change in attitude by Aliora and recognized it as a psychic seduction.”
“Are you an expert?”
She gave the woman a look of contempt. “Yes, I am.”
“How so?”
“I have been on the receiving end of a similar brand of seduction, and it had a similar effect.”
“Are you certain that you did not accuse him just because the handsome baron did not select you as a bed partner?” The legal representative had the expression that indicated that any and all women would enjoy Thakeri’s attentions.
“I am certain.”
Hahvi waited while the woman and the accused spoke quietly.
When the woman returned, Thakeri smirked.
“Are you not simply using your own experiences to colour your impression of Thakeri?”
Hahvi looked at the weary deciding council. “May I speak freely?”
Four of the councillors nodded.
“My experiences led me to voluntary incarceration, because I was afraid of injuring family or friends with my presence. I do, however, have proof of Thakeri’s attempted seduction.”
The legal rep blinked, “What?”
“I am wearing a living suit that assists me in my work, but as my species is new to the Citadel, it is implanted with sensors to detect all psychic fields.”
Hahvi lit the data projector and showed the group a scan of talent. “Do you see that energy wave pattern? That pattern is that of a male in the Citadel whose talent is psychic seduction. Do you see this next pattern and the time stamp? That pattern of energy was registered against this suit on my arrival.”
She played the arrival vid. “Here you see him approaching me, the energy in my suit is stable, and here is his touch on my hand and the registration of the psychic field. So, madam, yes, I do know what a psychic seduction feels like. No, I do not think that every man in my vicinity is trying to seduce me, and yes, I know the look on a woman’s face when she is dumbstruck under psychic pressure. I saw it in a mirror, nine years ago.”
The victims looked relieved and the councillors bent their heads together.
Finally, the head of the council stood. “Baron Thakeri, you are found guilty of psychic seduction and having an undeclared talent. Your nullification will stand and in light of your manipulation of these proceedings, you will be wiped, and tomorrow, you will begin your new life as one of the masses.”
The baron was crying, snivelling. His legal rep was looking at him with repulsion.
Hahvi got to her feet and swayed. Rackon was at her side, and they walked back to her quarters where a meal waited for her. She ate numbly, suffered through a shower and didn’t even feel Rackon curl around her.
 



Chapter Twelve
Hahvi wished she had something to read. Creating diversions to give the city a smooth and even path to fly over was boring as hell.
Six hours of diverting lava were almost at an end. As she watched, the city slowly elevated evenly, moving into position on the new plateau.
A now-cheerful Aliora piloted the flier that came down. “We are there, Hahvi. You did it!”
Hahvi dragged herself onto the flier and held on while they returned to the city. Drilling was commencing, connecting them to the water table. Power would be run through the mountain next to them, keeping them away from the possibility of magma eruption.
The crowds waiting for her cheered and yelled as the flier came in for a landing outside her quarters.
Hahvi was curious, “I thought you had to land in the designated area.”
“I will take the fine. You need some rest and a shower.” Aliora wrinkled her nose.
Hahvi walked through the crowd, shaking hands and smiling, but the door to her apartment loomed ever larger. Inside, she breathed deeply before heading upstairs.
The shower woke her enough to make sure she drank some water, but wrapped in a towel, she fell onto her bed without bothering to wish for Rackon.
When she woke, everything was silent, but a peculiar light was coming from the small balcony.
Hahvi made her Masuo form her suit. She walked to the edge of the balcony and peered out to see where the light was coming from.
Hundreds of folk with lights were holding vigil for her.
“They have been there for six hours. Aliora told them you needed to sleep, so they gathered and held onto the lights so that you would not wake in darkness.” Rackon’s voice was sleepy, and as she looked, he was lying on her bed, nothing on his body but the sheet.
She blushed hotly and returned her gaze to the crowds. She waved slightly and a cascade of laughter and yelling began. With Hahvi awake, there was no reason not to start the party.
Hahvi watched streamers fly as well as a few inhabitants. They climbed high into the sky, and as they descended, bursts of light marked the sky.
“They are enjoying themselves.” She smiled and sighed happily.
Hahvi returned to the bed and had a seat. Rackon took her hand and tugged her toward him.
She had a thousand questions that would distract him from the intent in his eyes, but she swallowed them all and pressed her lips to his.
They rolled together in the sheets, her Masuo disappearing as he touched her skin. The cuff on her leg didn’t get in the way as she stroked the hard planes of his skin and her fingers memorised the strange musculature of the Bormaic.
She held her breath when he slid into her, and stars shattered behind her eyes as the dream master took her to the heights of pleasure and joined her there.
Hahvi leaned against his chest and stroked the hand that he had wrapped around her abdomen. “How long will we have together?”
“What do you mean?”
“Before the Citadel comes to claim me and send me to my next world.” She chuckled. Being sent to the next world was a euphemism for death on Resicor.
“Ah, that. Well, I have been assigned as your pilot, escort and liaison. We will have as much time together as you wish.”
She turned and pressed her head to his shoulder. “Are you serious?”
“I am usually serious. Why, are you unhappy with it?”
She grinned. “No. Delighted.” Snickering, she shifted slowly against him, waking his interest. “It is so hard to train good help nowadays.”
He growled, nipped her shoulder and rolled her to her back. Together, they engaged in training and exploring his skills at liaising.
Hahvi stood in front of the council of Bormaic for the final time.
“Hahvi Karuda of the Citadel, thank you for your skills and efforts on our behalf. Not only did you save this city from disaster on the other plateau, but you also have managed to locate a far more desirable situation for us. We did not even know it was possible.”
“It was a fascinating experience.” She inclined her head.
He winked, “The funds have been transferred into your accounts, and we will remember your skills should we be able to create a second city in the future.”
She smiled. “Planning for expansive futures is the privilege of those who lived through the difficult times. I hope you enjoy your new location.”
The crowd cheered, and she raised a hand. “I would like to point out that I would not be here if it was not for Rackon and Aliora. They have put me where I needed to be, taken care of me and kept me healthy. That in itself deserves applause.”
Hahvi watched as her two keepers blushed under the appreciation of their people.
Snickering, she shook the hand of the councillors, waved riotously at the rest of the people and walked into the shuttle.
Sighing, she strapped in and waited for Rackon. He was hugging his family goodbye.
Aliora and Hahvi had had their goodbye that morning. Nothing had to be said on Hahvi’s part. Aliora knew what she was thinking.
Rackon sealed the shuttle and joined her at the helm. “Now, this is how you do a pre-flight check.”
He ran through the basics, double-checked that all the revellers were away from the shuttle and lifted off, using the heat coming off the lava field as propulsion. The Bormaic had adapted all of their power sources to use the heat when it could, and if Hahvi had her way, she would like to come back when the planet began to cool.
She waited for the blackness of space before she turned to Rackon and asked, “I get paid for this?”
He chuckled and snickered. “I am guessing that you did not have a chance to read the contract back on Morganti.”
“No. I was adapting to having skin in places that used to be suit.”
“The Citadel is a guild, education centre and training facility. You have a set rate based on the difficulty of your work and the commonness of your talent. You, my dear, are one of a kind.” He grinned and shifted their trajectory, heading for the jump point.
She sighed, put her arms behind her head and crossed her ankles. “You are not the first to have said it, but I did like it the most coming from you.”
He laughed again. “Your fire dance is making the rounds. Many species want you to show up simply for your celebrity status.”
“Who decides where I go?”
“The Citadel and the Sector Guard. We are being stationed at Morganti. They specialize in natural disasters. I think your talent qualifies you to deal with them.”
“What about getting my family off Resicor?”
“They are the best facility to deal with them. Relay has contacts in places that make the most exotically connected shudder.”
Hahvi watched the stars get closer. “I want to free the talents from Resicor. I want to get them away from the dome.”
Rackon sighed, “My mother always told me to make a list of all the things I want to accomplish in life. As I do them, strike one off and add something else to the bottom.”
“That’s a good idea.” She looked around. “Where do I find a charcoal and paper?”
“I will get it for you when we are in the Morganti Citadel. You will also be able to take courses there. Your education was covered in the contract.”
She snickered. “It did seem rather specific to the Resicor.”
“Why shouldn’t it be? You are the fourth Resicor to make it into the Alliance.”
“I know. There is nothing like inside information to make the days go faster.”
Hahvi sighed and watched the stars pass. Millions of stars, millions of planets and some of them were waiting for her and only her. She was content to rest now, but she hoped that it wouldn’t be too long before she could indulge in her fire dance.
In the meantime, she would dream of Amlie and the day that freedom would come for the physical talents of Resicor. It was going to be high on her list.
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