
        
            
                
            
        

    A jump into a crevice leads to life as an Avatar and a loss that breaks Trala’s heart. 
 
 
The moment that the administrators decide to use Trala and her sister Noma as holders to confine the mind of the planet, they have to act. Their plan has always been to surrender themselves to the world but when Trala is taken and Noma is sent elsewhere her heart breaks as her twin disappears. 
Trala has her work cut out for her in remaking the social structure of her world and defending against layers of invasion she was not prepared for. Improvising becomes her watchword but when a man made of shadows watches her back she doesn’t feel so alone.
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Chapter One
 
 
Trala Sheewah walked to another status meeting. Three new psychics had been installed but there were signs of Resicor rising all over the globe.
Attimmorn was already waiting at the boardroom table.
Her sister Noma came in a moment after she took her seat and the other three keepers took their positions around the table.
“Now that we are all here, I am going to tell you that we are doubling our program. You will all have two holders to keep track of. The project is getting stronger and we need to subdue it.”
Trala gave him a long look. “We are burning through psychics at an accelerated rate as it is. How will more be better when the project is just getting stronger?”
He gave her a tired look and he waved his hand. 
Trala jumped when she saw guards and women in keeper’s robes. Attimorn gave her a sad look.
“Trala Sheewah, you have been promoted to holder.”
Noma screamed a denial and jumped up.
Attimorn rubbed a hand through his hair. “You too, Noma. You might be able to buy the regular holders a break for fifteen minutes.”
Trala fought against the grip of the guards and ignored the sad eyes of the keepers who watched her and her sister hauled out of the boardroom and toward the holding area.
It was time. There was no way that they could get out of this any other way. She met her sister’s gaze and Noma ran.
With short hard strikes they broke free of the guards and ran for the edge of the crevice that led to the soul of their world. 
Shouts sounded behind them as they jump and in the air they grip each other’s hands. 
Trala met her sister’s wide dark eyes as they dropped down below the level where they could be seen. “Now!”
Trala called out the light, and Noma called the darkness. Together they went from falling to flying slowly toward the beating heart of their world. 
Resicor contacted her with a low whisper, “Is it time?”
“I hope so because I just lost my job.”
Noma rolled her eyes. “Funny, Trala. I lost my job too.”
“Ladies, ladies. We have a job to do. Are you ready?”
As one, they intoned, “We are ready.”
“Excellent. Join with me children, but this is going to hurt.”
Trala held tight to her sister’s hands as the light exploded around them and she was in her element. 
And then came the pain.
 
* * * *
 
Trala stood and looked around the cavern. The world was bright and vivid through her eyes. 
This feels better. How are you adapting, Trala?
I feel fine, Resicor. Where is Noma?
A shadow moved from across the cavern. I am here, Trala. We are one.
Resicor was filled with joy. We are one and soon Noma will be where she has always been meant to be and Trala will take control of the surface.
Sorrow ran through their link and the sisters took each other’s hands, or rather, they tried to.
Sparks flew the moment that they touched.
What the hell?
You are day, she is night, there can only be transition between you.
Trala looked to her twin and saw her own sadness reflected in eyes that swirled with brilliant blue.
Their thoughts merged and clung together. If they couldn’t hug in person, they would hug in their thoughts. 
I have prepared the portal, Noma. It is there whenever you are ready. 
What of our connection? Can I still talk to Trala?
It will be faint, but you will hear her. I would never separate my two most beloved daughters. I will be the link between you, sunset and dawn. 
Trala felt the flare of power and she turned to look at the black silk wall rippling with energy. She stepped toward it and it moved away from her.
It is not for you, Trala. 
Noma came up next to her and her eyes were shining. “It is for me. I can feel it calling me. What is on the other side?”
The beginning. You are going back to the beginning and you will know what to do once you get there.
Noma turned to Trala, gritted her teeth and hugged her sister while the energy fought them. It crackled and burned both of them but they held on as tight as they could until the power of the repulsion of their talents drove them apart.
That was…you are crying!
Noma smiled sadly. “Of course I am crying, I am going to be parted from Trala for the first time in my life.”
Trala sniffled and wiped at her tears. “I am going to miss you, Noma. My heart will bleed.”
“And my soul is broken but we will both go on. I will start fresh and you will take over. We will go on.” Noma smiled and backed toward the portal and a moment later she was gone.
Trala blinked in astonishment. Her sister had left her in a matter of seconds. They were apart and nothing was going to put them back together in this lifetime.
Trala, I need you to make the link now. Go to the orb and pick it up.
I can’t. She’s gone!
Look deep. She is still there and she needs you to be strong or her journey is for nothing. Go to the orb and pick it up.
Trala moved sluggishly as Resicor prodded her.
You will have eternity to grieve. For now we have a world to save and what we do here today will matter to the sector and all those who enjoy freedom. 
What do I do with the orb?
Take it to the surface and open the gates. They are waiting.
Trala reached into the orb and pulled out the core.
What are you doing?
This holds an imprint of Skiria’s mind. If Noma can use it, I want her to have it. The links won’t be impacted by the lack of power. I will boost it myself.
You don’t have enough power.
I will find it.
The voice inside her went quiet. Do what you must. I will help you.
Thank you.
Trala lifted the core and rolled it through the rippling black portal. If the orb could be of help to Noma, she would have it. Something told Trala that it was needed wherever that portal led.
Focusing on the silent instruction that Resicor was giving her, Trala looked skyward and propelled herself upward in a blaze of power. 
Subtlety was over, it was time to stand up and be counted.
 
The mountain above them gave way as she shot past the holders and felt the freedom from suppression. She hadn’t even realized that they were keeping her down.
We are nearly to the sky. I have missed the freedom to move about my own surface. Thank you for your help and your service, Trala.
Trala kept flying but mentally acknowledged the thanks.
When they broke through the rock and the sky whirled above them the light embraced her and she grinned as she soared upward.
Fighter ships were approaching but she continued her focus to achieve the correct height. 
The moment the first ship fired at her, she simply turned and blinded the pilot while dodging the burn. It was an easy slip to the side and she could hear the panicked shouts of the pilots as her body glowed and they lost their target.
We are here, Trala.
I can feel it. Hold on to whatever you are attached to. She lifted the orb over her head and poured the power of her first light into it. The orb shattered and the streaks of light broke into a rainbow of energy that made their way around the globe.
Trala let her body go limp and she fell toward the surface through the crowd of ships that were milling around the point she had been occupying. She turned slowly and didn’t used any power until she was just above the point of trees.
With the lightest of steps she landed on the surface and walked into the forest. It would soon be time to call in the reinforcements but for now she would revel in the moment of freedom when everything was going right. Tomorrow, everything might change, it was important to enjoy the moment.
 
 



Chapter Two
 
 
“These clothes suck.” Trala looked at herself in the still water of the rippling pool.
I can help with that. Picture something that will make a big impact on the ruling bodies when you confront them.
Smiling, Trala closed her eyes and thought of a costume as far from the light shapeless robes she was wearing as she could. She included her ideal hairstyle and when she felt fabric sliding against her skin she giggled.
She opened her eyes and looked down. The black suit was in place and definitely what she was in the mood for. Her hair was up in a braid and twist, just as she had imagined.
“Nice, you do good work.”
I will do what I can to keep you happy. You are my Avatar now, we are stuck together.
“I know.”
Why are you speaking out loud?
“Because it gives me the feeling of being independent.”
It will give you the feeling of being crazy if you do it in front of the assembly.
Is that today?
Better. Yes. The sooner we get them to attack, the better. I am tired of the Vorwings running my world and stealing my people. 
What are the Vorwings?
Leftovers from a sloppy universe. They seeded themselves throughout populations and took over entire sectors of space. Now they have been beaten back to the edges but they are still dangerous and exceptionally annoying.
The image that filled her mind was a handsome species with lavender skin, dark eyes and bright wings. More images followed, including those of the handsome creatures torturing and abusing folk near them. 
Got it. Look pretty, but pure evil.
Precisely. They want to lock their genes into every living world and we can’t let them do that. Resicor would give them a tremendous population to sow their seeds in. That is not the plan I had for my children and it will stop now.
The quiet words in her mind echoed with the fury of the world within her. 
To the capitol then. I am dressed and you are angry, this should be fun.
Just go.
Yes, ma’am.
Smirking, Trala took off, flying through the skies with no worries about the monitors and the defence systems. They didn’t matter to her now. There was nothing that could be done to her now that wouldn’t have amazingly violent repercussions to Resicor. They were becoming one and that meant that Trala could soon move the power of the world beneath her as if she was painting a portrait of light and power.
Flying over occupied areas was empowering for those who lived there. Any military vessels that chose to chase her were pushed down to the ground to think about what they had done. Minute gravity wells were just big enough to a warship down, and not much else. 
Taking over a government was not something she could achieve alone, so she broadcast a signal that rippled through the world. Those that could help, would.
Trala looked at the capitol city and watched it grow larger in her view. It all had to begin here, she had to cut the head off the serpent in the most direct way. Today, the government of Resicor would fall and her people would prepare for war. No pressure.
 
The square in front of the council building was packed with armed men and women. Resicor moved into complete control and their clothing and weapons returned to the planet. 
“Greetings, children. I am Resicor. This is my Avatar, Trala Sheewah. I would suggest you step aside. I need to make a call.”
Trala was gaping at the exposure of the military and Resicor just walked past her children and headed into the seat of power.
 
Two hours later they were in front of the com unit and making their call. Trala was reeling at the amount of nudity that was gracing the halls.
Resicor had a plan for those who opposed her and it was twofold. Anyone who stood in her way with a weapon would have it removed from them by taking it down to its molecular base. Any attack by psychic means would be shown what it meant to touch the mind of a living world without permission. The halls were littered with telepaths and empaths who had made that mistake. 
“Gant, it is so good to see you.”
Trala could feel Resicor smile with her lips. The other face on the screen had the same mix of eye colours that she knew was happening in her own features.
“It is good to see you out at long last. Are you in motion?”
“I am. Please call the others as we discussed. I can feel them coming for my people and they are not strong enough to save themselves.”
“The Citadel has been notified, the Sector Guard is mobilizing. You will have everything that we can give you, Resicor.” He smiled briefly. “It is one helluva birthday.”
“I know. Cake will be a little bit of letdown after this.”
“Ask your Avatar. She looks like she needs a party.”
“She does. When this is settled I will try and make things up to her. She has lost more in one day than any of my children have and this day is not yet over.”
Gant got a faraway look in his eyes. “They are coming. Are you ready to receive them?”
“I am ready. The gates are open.”
“They will come into the skies around you and defend you and yours. I wish you well.”

Gant bowed and disconnected the call. 
Alarms began to sound and Trala felt Resicor’s senses lash out. And it has begun.
With a surge of energy she rose straight through the floors and into the skies above. 
Ships were on their way through her atmosphere and she rose to fight them.
 
* * * *
 
“Who gave the order to attack?” Temross scowled and his wings flicked in agitation.
Drenliako grimaced through the mass com link of the nine battle ships. “I did. If we can kill the Avatar before they are firmly bonded we might have a chance to gain control over the population. Stealth is no longer an option. She has been seen.”
The sight of his scarred face irritated Temross. It wasn’t right that one of the chosen, the Vorwings, wore such a mark that defied his immortality.
The other generals nodded in agreement. Looksan said, “It is true. There is no reason for stealth. Let us capture the fighting talents and use our troops to subdue the rest of the population. We can begin our new empire when we win this battle.”
Temross wasn’t happy but he gave the order to attack. 
Ten minutes after his ships left the cruiser he saw the first flash of light on the surface. A sense of unease grew in his gut when the flash was followed by others, ships disappearing from the scans in rapid succession. 
Temross watched the images and called up a focus. The image wavered and drew in on the pale woman who glowed like a star. Her eyes were the same crystal blue as the oceans of Resicor and there was a grim set to her features. This was a woman who would fight and she was inhabited by a world with nothing to lose.
This was not a simple invasion for her, this was life and death and he sense the latter would be more plentiful than the former.
 
“What the hell is that?”
Temross looked up to see Looksan staring into his monitor. “What?”
“The moon, it just opened and closed. Something came flying out of it but it is off the screen now.”
The ship under Temross’s feet shuddered. “Report!”
The com officer moved his hands nervously. “Jump wells, they are opening everywhere.”
“What?”
Shouts came from the other battle cruisers and he could make out, “We are under attack!”
His own ship was rocked as weapons fire struck them from all angles. Sector Guard ships, custom cruisers and small attack vessels had clumped together to make the jumps. They were firing rapidly and his shields were buckling. 
“Take us to the surface.”
“General?”
“I said take us to the surface. We won’t last up here but down there we will only be facing the natives of Resicor. If we can get enough of them we can bargain for a safe exit. Take. Us. Down.”
The navigator worked on the descent angle and Temross sat in his command chair as they approached the planet they had been watching and nurturing for so long.
 
* * * *
 
Trala kept her body moving while Resicor provided the power. She had a thought but she couldn’t execute it from where she was. 
What do you need, Trala?
Get me to the Dome. If you can dissolve clothing you can free those confined by suits. They have physical talents and will fight for survival if nothing else.
We are on our way.
Ships would land, the attacks would come but if the last few years watching those who were smuggled out of Resicor proved anything, was that one person could tip the scales in the right situation.
As the Dome loomed on the rapidly approaching horizon she held her breath. She hoped that there were enough left to tip those scales.
 
 
 



Chapter Three
 
 
The crowd lining the edge of the Dome proved that they were waiting for someone, anyone to let them participate. Trala stepped to the edge of the energy field and pulled it into her, storing it for later.
“Resicor has come under fire. The Avatar has risen and the world has a voice. I am here to ask you to help defend those who imprisoned you.”
Silently, she worked on their suits with Resicor’s help and removed the attachments that bound the fabric to flesh.
A woman with haunted eyes said, “How are we to help? We are in these damned suits!”
“The binding of the suits has been removed. Your talents are free once again. If you want to join me step forward, if not, your freedom is yours anyway.”
Out of the thirty souls facing her, twenty five stepped forward.
“I thank you, and Resicor thanks you.” She smiled. 
Resicor took over, “Thank you my children. We are going into a live fight but know that I will give you all I can to help you.”
The woman with haunted eyes smiled. “Thank you.”
Resicor winked and lifted from the ground, taking the volunteers with her. She returned to the battle with her small batch of reinforcements and a soaring in her heart. Her people wanted the freedom she offered and they were willing to fight for it. Trala wasn’t sure if the joy was hers or the planet’s but it was a solid euphoria and she was going to use it.
The battle could be seen on the curve of the world and she did all she could to bring them to it as quickly as she could. As she flew she noticed the incoming ship and realized that the battle was about to come to her.
She paused in the air and asked her gathering, “Do you want to continue to the capitol or to fight with me here? That ship is coming in and it is too large for me to tear apart on my own.”
Her group looked at each other and the solemn woman smiled. “Just show us where you want us.”
The large man with the hard muscles flexed and grinned. “Ready when you are.”
She moved them to a safe distance and flew up to meet the incoming ship. There was nothing but desert under them but she still didn’t want to dent her surface. They were going to come in as soft as a crash could be.
If anyone could arrange someone to strike a planet daintily, she was going to try to grant that status to the warship.
A shadow approached her at incredible speed. To her surprise it paused in front of her. “May I assist you?”
“Um, please.”
It inclined the upper half of its body, turned and extended its arm toward the warship. She struck out her own hand and when she fired light, he fired shadow. 
The metal peeled apart when the combined bolt struck it, opening like ripe fruit. 
Resicor thickened the air around the ship and it slowed to a lazy descent before embedding in the sand below.
She landed with her gathering and the stranger came up next to her. Together they approached the kilometer long ship and entered through the ruptured hull.
“Do what you want to them but keep yourselves safe. They are the reason you were held, they deemed you too dangerous to breed with, so they had the psychics lock you up.”
The haunted woman looked at her. “Breed with?”
“The Vorwings—the purple folks—want to resume their empire. For that they need power and Resicor has been dumping power into her population for generations. They needed a sleeping world ready to wake and we fit the bill.”
“Who are you?” The woman cocked her head. “You have two souls.”
“Trala, Avatar of Resicor, though you have guessed that much already.” Trala smiled and kept walking toward the crash as the murmur of surprise went through her crowd.
The shadow kept pace with her. She looked at him. “May I ask who you are?”
“You may ask. I will tell you after this battle has ceased.”
He lifted off the sand and directed her, “Find me when things calm down.”
The shadow darted into the wrecked ship and with a gleeful cry the others followed him in. Trala shot past them and simply stole the clothing and weaponry of all attacking personnel. It was hard to fight while naked and the lack of weapons might save lives. 
She worked her way toward the command deck and searched for the Vorwing that she could smell on the ship. 
When she reached the command deck she hissed. There was a large hole in the ship that had been blasted from the inside out. Her prey was gone.
 
The crew of the ship was lined up outside the vessel and left to their own devices. A few of them were a little the worse for wear but no one was dead.
“All right, everyone, would you like to go and smash invaders in the capitol?”
The Resicorans grinned and she took off with them trailing in her wake. 
The shadow emerged and followed them closely. He didn’t seem to have trouble keeping up with them so Trala ignored him.
The capitol was writhing with invaders who were seeking out talents and lining them up. Those who feared retaliation cowered but several were lying unconscious near a set of tubes that had obviously come from one of the invading ships.
As she landed she stated, “Not one Resicoran ends up on those ships, is that clear?”
Grins appeared on the faces of her group and the moment they touched down the group scattered.
One man ran to the unconscious and injured, waking those targeted for extraction.
The shadow streaked ahead of her, knocking out invaders and assisting the selected talents to free themselves.
The small corner of the city was soon on its way to being free and the gathering of talents swelled to over three hundred. 
Ships began landing with folk in the uniforms of the Sector Guard and armoured bodysuits used by the Citadel. The gathering of defenders swelled to four hundred and more joined them with every step they took.
Resicor assured her that all minor invasions around the globe were being handled. This incursion was huge simply because this is where the Avatar was. 
There is a theory that if one can kill the Avatar before the planet has fully integrated that you can incapacitate the world for an indefinite period of time. It is completely false but that will not stop them from trying.
Excellent. This day was going far too easily. Who is watching out for the provinces?
Do you remember the thirty worlds that Skiria visited?
Yes. 
They gave her seeds to portals that are now nested all over the globe, as Admar used to have. The worlds can send their people to us at a moment’s notice and ours to them.
Will they all send us help?
Those that can. Some of the species breathe water and they are watching our oceans.
The portals are…
Underwater. Yes. Three of them are either under water or against the shoreline. They will keep the oceans clear.
Trala listened to the confidence in the voice of the planet. Resicor had faith in the contacts she had made. Trala wished she could be as sure.
“Avatar, there is a ship coming down!”
Trala looked up and saw the sleek lines of an Alliance Sector Guard shuttle. She didn’t recognize it but Resicor did.
“It is friendly. Stand aside and let them land.”
The gathering stepped aside and moved to stand behind Trala. To her surprise she was being viewed as a person in control even though she had no idea what she was doing beyond hosting a world in her mind and body.
She faced the dropping ship as it settled on the sand. A hatch on the side of the ship opened and figures in neatly designed uniforms filed out. 
Cries of recognition sounded behind Trala and four of the women coming out of the ship cried out and ran for the crowd behind her.
Hugs and tears flowed as the truth of the freedom achieved was confirmed. Whispers of new worlds, acceptance and love were passed with a few conversations.
Trala stepped forward and inclined her head. “Commander and Pilot if I am not mistaken.”
The woman with the small jacks in her skull and hands smiled. “You are correct, Avatar. Relay sends her greetings and she will assist you with worldwide communications.”
Commander grinned. “She has an orb that you can use to address the population. Relay will turn on all screens at the same time.”
He lifted his hand and a small orb lifted up and rotated gently in the air. 
“Now? Should I speak to them now?”
He nodded. “Some are under fire but they all need to know what is going on. This is a time of stress and the government has been toppled. They need to know how to take action.”
 Trala walked and the orb followed her. In the shadow of the ship an idea struck her and she shared it with Resicor. The world agreed and they were on.
 
“To the citizens of Resicor, I know you are under attack and I want you to defend yourselves with everything in you. The attackers will be seeking out talents and trying to herd them into areas where they can abduct them. The government has been doing this for decades but they have been removed from power now.
“I am Resicor, the soul of your world. For three hundred years I have tried to rise and those who would prey on you have been keeping me supressed. I understand that this is difficult for you to comprehend now, but I want you to fight, I want you to win, and you can rake me over the coals when those who live here can do so in peace and freedom.
“Again. I want you to fight. Don’t let anyone take the ones you love, the ones you know and the ones who you fear because of what you have been taught. You are citizens of Resicor and you will survive this and we will be whole!”
Trala focused and flashed brightly. She carried the program she had devised for teaching alien languages and sent the program into the eyes and minds of everyone near a broadcast source. If they could see, they could now understand. The Raiders and Vorwings would not have ignorant masses to pick on. If they were speaking, they would be understood.
Commander smiled and pressed one hand to his ear. “Relay informs me that she will replay the education burst at the end of that recording on an hourly basis.”
Trala nodded. “Good. I don’t think I can do that again today.”
She heard a throat clearing and turned to see her citizens and the new members of the Citadel and the Sector Guard who had been born on her soil. 
The faces she was looking at were so familiar and they lunged toward her, hugging her in turn until she had been squeezed by them all and each one had touched their Avatar.
Resicor was welling with joy once again. It replenished her energy stores and she was able to return her gaze to the capitol.
“We need to get those attack vessels away from my people.” 
Commander nodded. “That is why we are here.”
Pilot headed back to her ship. “I will get us in the air. All who are coming, get in the ship!”
Several of the talents rose in the air. A woman with a shock of blue hair smiled. “Ready when you are, Avatar.”
Trala smiled. “Thank you, Kiiki. It is good to have you back for a moment.”
A man formed a column of mist that circled around Kiiki. She blushed. “This is my husband, Harken.”
The other women in Citadel and Sector Guard uniforms laughed and partnered up with the aliens they had arrived with.
Trala felt Resicor’s pride in her children and their ability to find mates away from their home. Trala pushed the pride aside and lifted off. She still had millions to take care of and her work was not yet done.
 
 
 



Chapter Four
 
 
General Drenliako sat in his command chair. His ship was completely dead, as were his crew. It wasn’t a shock to see two Nameless appear in front of him.
The woman with stars in her eyes looked at him. “You know why we are here.”
“You are here to take it back.”
She nodded her head. “Yes.”
He looked around at the devastation around him. “We will not have a second resurgence, will we?”
She shook her head and her companion remained silent. 
“You are the children of a lost universe. You chose the path to power, that hunger has led you here. You will not sow the seeds of the past in this time.”
She stepped toward him and Drenliako drew his blade, rushing toward her. He had one chance at life and it was through her.
The delicate woman moved with startling speed. She ducked under his arm and her companion gripped him, holding him still while she stared into his eyes and pulled his life from him.
 
* * * *
 
Nothing but ash remained in her hands. Sky flexed her fingers and looked to her mate. Tavik was grim. 
“I don’t like this, Tavik.”
“I know, love, but it must be done and the Vorwings will not be foolish enough to expose themselves again.”
Sky looked out the viewports and watched the battles around them, the second wave of Raider ships was being fought off by a shocking presence. The Kozue were defending Resicor. 
“That is not a sight that I anticipated. The Watchers are going to go crazy looking for angles on this battle.”
Tavik laughed. “That is their problem. We have to seek out another target. A dozen Vorwings are in the vicinity and we need to return as many as we can.”
Sky nodded and stepped into his embrace, holding the energy taken from the General inside her. It had to be returned to the Orb before they could return in search of another target. She patted her scissors and thought of the moment that she had acted on her own instead of in the path of the Orb. Once this was over, she might just do it again.
 
* * * *
 
“Makki!” Colah raced toward her niece, trying to beat the Raider who had the young girl in his path. She poured on the speed and projected herself through the spaces between them, slowing slightly so as not to injure Makki as she scooped her up.
Straight up was the safest place to go.
“Aunty Col!” 
The small arms were tight around her neck.
“Where is your mom, sweetie?”
“The school. Everyone is hiding in the school.”
“Why were you out?”
Makki leaned back and looked at her with astonishment. “There are people flying out here. I wanted to see.”
Chuckling but worried, Col called Ysyr. “Ysyr, we are heading toward the school. I don’t know if they have been herded or not. I am carrying the gun.”
He sighed in her earpiece. “Keep yourself safe. Don’t let them shoot you.”
“Then come and help me.”
“I am working on one of the landing craft.”
“Then quit whining.” Col laughed and landed in front of the school that she had attended with her sister two decades earlier.
She set Makki back on her feet and pulled her gun around. Normally she wouldn’t carry it but this wasn’t a normal day. She fired on approaching Raiders and backed slowly toward the school.
“Aunty Col, you look different.”
“So do you, pet. You have grown.”
They backed toward the school and the door opened. “Makki, get in here.”
Colah grinned at her sister’s voice. “Come on, Cabbi. She just wants to see the fliers.”
Her sister let out a shocked cry and Colah made sure that the school wasn’t under threat from any visible angle before she lowered her gun and turned around. “Into the school, Makki. We need to make a plan.”
Once inside, a man locked the door while staring at Col in shock. “Colah Geering. You are in the dome.”
Col shook her head and followed her niece down the hall. “Not for a few years now. Come on, we need to see what weapons we have at our disposal. How many people are holed up here?”
Cabbi blinked and said, “Four hundred, but we don’t have weapons.”
Col chuckled and put her arm around her sister in half a hug. “And you also thought I couldn’t fly. Now, let me see what we are working with and we will make a plan.”
The gym was filled with bodies, huddling on the floor and flinching at the sounds of weapons fire. It was time to give them the briefing that no one wanted to hear.
Makki pranced ahead of her and Cabbi turned to the man from the door. “Set up the microphone.”
Col waved her hand. “I don’t need it. My suit can do it for me.”
Her boot heels rang on the lacquered wood. Her robes flared dramatically around her and while she had lowered her gun she had not put it away. She knew that she depicted a frightening figure and she was going to use that to her advantage.
With a few light steps she flew to the stage at the edge of the gym. The murmurs became silent as folk realized they were in the room with a physical talent, someone they had all been taught to fear.
She touched the nodules on her suit and spoke through the speakers mounted on the walls. “Good afternoon citizens of Resicor. My name is Colah Geering and I am one of your kind, more or less.”
Murmurs resumed. She held up her hands. “You can all hate me later. I am here to tell you what is going on.”
Someone in the crowd shouted, “You are invading!”
“No, we are not invading. After the fight is over I have an actual home to go back to. We are here to defend the citizens of Resicor against predation by the Raiders and Vorwings who have been nurturing the increase of talents and harvesting the most useful for genetic blending.”
The murmur got louder.
“Quiet! What I am telling you is that Resicor herself has sent for help and we have come to render the assistance she wants.”
A wise child stood up and scowled. “Planets can’t talk.”
Col smiled. “Yes they can. I have met six Avatars who carry a piece of the planet inside them. They literally speak for the world.
“Resicor planted power inside us to help us and make us extraordinary. That goal was subverted when the Raiders offered the psychics freedom if the physical talents would be turned over to them. Think about it. When does the memory of hate toward the talents begin? It didn’t occur naturally, there are entire buildings full of psychics who have been building that hate and distrust in order to keep their own freedoms. That is over. The psychics are being turned off by the very planet who gave them the talent they have abused.”
More muttering and murmurs.
Col held up her free hand. “That doesn’t matter. It will be proven later. You have already seen the Avatar. She produced the vid that enables you to speak Alliance Common. I have been speaking an alien language and you have all understood perfectly.”
The stunned silence made her smile. “Fine. Now, we don’t want to move you if we don’t have to but I need to know if there are any talents among you. I will try and defend this area but I am just one woman and there are more landing craft outside. If anyone who isn’t Resicoran comes and tries to move you or tries to herd you in any way, run.”
She looked around. “Now, does anyone have any talents? Healing? Ability to flip dice?”
No one moved but several people looked around nervously.
“There is no longer a restriction on talents. You won’t be arrested for using what this world has given you. Do what you can if they come in here, but know that it means I cannot help you. If they get in, I am not able to defend anyone anymore.”
She bowed. “Thank you for your attention.”
She floated over to Makki and gave her a proper hug. “Be good and stay with the others.”
Cabbi hugged her hard. “I never thought to see you again. You look good.”
Col laughed. “I am well. My husband is in the middle of the landing parties.”
“Husband?”
“Yes, if a man walks through the walls looking for me, point him in the right direction.” She winked and crouched to face Makki at eye level. “Thank you for writing that letter.”
Makki’s eyes shone with tears. “Be careful, Aunty Col.”
“I will. Keep safe.”
Cabbi looked around and ignited her hands. “I will keep them safe.”
Gasps rang through the room but Col merely smiled. “Good on you. Just remember that flames burn oxygen so make sure that the area you work in is well ventilated.”
Makki was staring at her mother and other folk were moving further away but there was a look of determination in the eyes of several who moved out of the crowd and stood around the edges.
Col didn’t know what they could do but they would do it if they had to. She returned to the exterior of the building and shot anything that moved. Her family was inside and no one was getting past while she lived.
 
* * * *
 
The capitol was finally quiet. Other parts of the world were still under attack but the population of the great city was safe. 
Trala rubbed a grimy hand over her face. The shadow was next to her as he had been throughout all of the attacks. He had watched her back and kept her from a fatal injury while she was still adapting to Resicor’s presence.
“Fine. I think it is time to tell me who you are.”
“My name is Envix. I am master of darkness of the Citadel.”
She sighed. “Why didn’t you say that?”
He shrugged. “It wasn’t time.”
She made a face. “Fine. Resicor is in communication with the other worlds via the portals. I want to find out where we are needed.”
“Ask the Sector Guard.”
She turned to the orb following her and asked, “Can you get an assessment for me to determine where I need to be?”
The orb spun and projected the side of a hill where four Raider vessels were on the ground and there were tubes around them. 
“Jaykot Prefecture. Thank you, Relay.”
The orb spun happily. 
She turned to Envix. “It is only ten minutes at a decent speed.”
“Let’s go.”
She took off and as he flew with her. “Don’t you get tired?”
“I feed on darkness. There is plenty of dark acts here so I am fine.”
She blinked and realized that he meant emotional darkness. “Right. Well, thank you for your help. I have not had enough time to properly bond with Resicor.”
“I know. That is why I was sent to guard you.”
“You have done a very good job.”
He laughed. “I have always taken pride in my work.”
She eyed the horizon where searchlights were flaring and rotating. “I am glad because your work isn’t over yet.”
His tone was grim and his tendrils of darkness lashed outward restlessly, “It never is.”
 
 



Chapter Five
 
 
Removing their clothing and weapons was an easy way to determine who was a Raider once she was down on the ground. 
Envix made a strangled noise every time she denuded the attackers but he didn’t say anything else. Naked people didn’t put up as much of a fight. 
Trala’s interest was in those tubes. 
They were not loading them with members of the population. They were already occupied by someone else.
Did you know about this?
Resicor’s voice was quiet. I cannot see what you can see here. I can see it through your eyes but it is nothing but a hillside to my senses.
How is that possible?
I would really like for you to find out. I can supply power for you but I do not have any vision here. This is frustrating for me. This is my skin.
There was a low rumble in the surrounding soil.
Calm down. There seem to be folk in those tubes. I don’t want you shaking anything up. They seem to be coming out of that cavern.
What cavern?
Never mind. Continue your conversations.
Be wary, Trala. I don’t know why I can’t see.
I will get to the bottom of it.
Envix was at her side and he gestured for them to go around. 
Knowing that her own talent didn’t allow her to fly and not counting on Resicor’s to hold her up she moved to the side of the hill and landed. 
Envix brought his shadows into play and hid her from view. He kept his body close to hers and they moved silently through the scrub and brush of the hillside, approaching the open cavern. They slipped in past the Raiders carrying out another of the long tubes. 
Through the shadows she could see a face in the clear substance that made up the tube. There was a sleeping person in that tube. 
She felt cold as they continued inside and when she saw the warehouse full of stacked canisters wired to support systems. She couldn’t believe what she was seeing. A dozen Raiders were working on the stacks of the tubes and the number exceeded what she could count without doing a lot of math. 
Talents. There had to be talents in those tubes and this explained the rumours of folk being turned in and disappearing off the face of Resicor. Someone had been storing them.
Fury rippled through Trala but there was still no clue as to what was hiding the area from Resicor. 
Envix touched her arm and guided her through the aisles of stacked tubes. He didn’t need to speak, she knew that whatever was hiding this from Resicor had to be hidden even deeper than the tubes themselves. 
A line of power cables snaked into the depths of the cave. Trala noticed a few security systems but Envix’s shadows kept her wrapped securely and they moved passed the sensors without any alerts going off.
She wanted to know how he knew where he was going, but he kept following a path she couldn’t see until they were standing in front of a door with enough security systems to make her stare.
She whispered, “What is behind that door?”
“The true holder of Resicor. She is in there and she is creating a blind point for the world.” There was sad emotion in his voice.
“How do you know that?” 
“She is my aunt. She has been used by the Vorwings for centuries.” His voice was tight. “Can you open the scanning system?”
Trala flexed her hand and walked toward the lock with Envix holding snugly to her backside. She pressed her palm on the scanning pad and used light to burn it out. 
Locks opened and the door slid aside. 
Wires, cables and tubes filled the room. A nude woman with grey skin, grey hair and tired grey eyes floated in a wide tank in the centre of the space. 
A display was placed on the front of the tank. The woman blinked slowly and smiled in an exhausted manner. She pressed a hand to the tank. Envix. It is good to see you again.
He bowed. “I have tried for a long time to get to you, Aunty Io.”
It is time now. Let me go.
“We are here to free you.”
I have seen too much, done too much. I will never be free. I want to go. Except for you, all that I love are long dead. Let me go.
Trala blinked and stepped out of Envix’s shadows. “Who are you?”
I am Io Vix, broadcasting null. I have lived over a thousand years past my lifetime and I have seen and caused sorrow. Envix can tell part of my story but it ends here. Unplug me and let me pass into the next life. I have lived past my time.
“You could start a new life here. There will be plenty of room for new starts.”
Avatar, I know what my presence here has cost the people. I would not forgive myself for what I have done. I could not live knowing that I was instrumental in holding people out of time and destroying their families.
Resicor reached out through Trala and touched the woman, flinching once before creating a solid link. The years and the horrors flicked between them before Resicor came to a decision.
“Unplug her, Envix. If she wishes to go, she will go. If she fights to live, we will rescue her.”
He looked at Trala. “Are you sure?”
“It is what she wants. You know how old she is. She has lived every moment of that lifespan. This is a choice she has made.”
The woman in the tank nodded her head.
Envix pressed a hand to the tank and his aunt did the same. While they faced each other his tendrils of shadow reached out and ripped all the moorings from the tank. 
Liquid drained rapidly and Io slowly dropped to the bottom of the tank, vomiting fluid and shaking violently. She knelt on the bottom of the tank and looked up with her features surprised. “I am not dead.”
Trala smiled. “You are not. The tank was life support and stasis. You are the same age you were when you went into it. Would you like us to break it?”
Envix blinked. “I thought she would become her actual age.”
“She is her actual age. She is over a thousand but her body’s aging has just been on hold. She will start an aging normal. Io can begin her life anew and she can begin it here. Resicor is offering her sanctuary.”
Io stood, her hair clung to her like wet seaweed. She braced herself on the inside of the tank. “How do I get out?”
Trala looked to her companion and waved her hands toward the cylinder. “Please retrieve your aunt. I will see if I can find her some clothing.”
She flexed her hands and went to look for something she could repurpose. It took a few minutes but she finally located some tarp that became a heavy silk gown at her touch. Resicor was still powerful but it was only objects that she could touch that could be affected with Io in the vicinity.
She returned to the two strangers to her world and extended the gown to Io. She touched the other woman and sighed as her world suddenly was not missing a piece.
Io blinked. “What just happened?”
“I subdued your talent. It will last as long as you are on Resicor or until we find a way to use your skills and get you the training to turn it on and off.”
Io tugged the dress into position. “That would be…I have never not nullified those around me.”
“It seems like your installation here was enough to keep Resicor from seeing this hill and the caverns beneath it.” Trala smiled and helped her smooth the dress’s folds. Resicor now had knowledge of the area and she counted nearly a thousand tubes in the outer rooms.
Trala turned, “Envix, how is it that your talent remained active?”
“I am her blood. She is my aunt. Our powers cannot affect each other.”
It made a certain sense. When Resicor checked their bodies they hummed with the same energy. The frequency was identical.
Trala looked back toward the door that they had left open. “I think it is time to get them away from my world.”
“Those are your people, Avatar.”
“What?”
“Those people are your citizens, stolen over the course of two centuries. When the ship I was on crashed during a raid they installed me here and began grabbing talents with interesting skills to hide under the very nose of the waking world. I dampened their powers and made this facility invisible. They counted on that to continue their collection.”
Trala asked, “Are you comfortable without your nulling field?”
Io smiled. “It is a relief. Thank you.”
Envix smiled. “You are going to take your world back, Avatar?”
She wrapped herself in light and lifted from her feet. “I never lost it.”
With a burst of speed she ripped through the tunnels and up into the storage area. She grabbed the Raiders as she passed and held them in bands of light. 
She dropped her collection and listened to their shouts of shock as they hit the ground. Concentrated bursts of power blew the engines on the four Raider ships. Their crews came running out and seconds later they were unarmed and unclothed. 
Envix swirled up next to her. “Why do you do that?”
“What are they going to fight with? If they have a talent I can block it, if they don’t they aren’t going to be able to blend in with the local population. They won’t have anywhere to go.”
Envix snickered. “Are you sure that you don’t just enjoy the nudity?”
“Nope. I have seen better, and far less sinister. I prefer men and women who are not trying to enslave my people.”
He laughed and headed down, using tendrils of darkness on the crowd of Raiders and soon they were all lying in a heap.
“I will look for tubes already inside the ships.” 
Trala nodded and she went back to the tubes that were waiting to be loaded. 
Io came up and said, “I can wake them up.”
“Please.”
She smiled and typed a code into the small pad on the side of the tube.
“The cycle lasts one hour to bring them up to temperature and get them breathing again. I will work my way through this bunch and those in the ships. The others are still on the storage batteries. They can last for a few weeks, longer if we set up a power station.”
Trala looked toward the rows of the tubes. “Start with the ones in immediate danger. Get them up and get them ready for what is waiting. I am guessing that they don’t know how much time has passed and that might be something that we break to them gently.”
Io nodded and continued working. “Right. I will tell them that their people are under attack.”
Trala nodded. “It is true. Not quite the people some of them left behind, but still true.”
Io sighed. “If you want to leave now, we can carry on.”
Envix stopped next to his aunt, his shadows snapping. “I do not leave the Avatar’s side, aunt. We will summon assistance and when they arrive, we will proceed to the next point at which she is needed.”
Io looked surprised. “I see.”
Trala turned and looked for the orb, smiling to see it capping the ridge and coming toward her. It might not be with her on time, but it seemed it would find her. 
“We need restraints and transport for eighty Raiders and transport for twenty seven Resicoran talents. They are out of their time but will have useable power.”
The orb chirped as Relay got the information. “Request acknowledged. Vessels en route to your location.”
It took less than ten minutes before the Citadel ships were approaching over the crest of the hill. After briefing the crews Trala was up and in the air in search of the volcanic disruption in the southern isles. An Avatar’s work was never done.
 
 



Chapter Six
 
 
Hahvi had never faced off against another fire talent before. He opened the ground and directed lava toward her and she deflected it to either side as she headed for him.
Once she caught on to the lava flows of her homeland she smiled and used his own weapon against him.
Hahvi twisted as he attacked her, her fire dance taking over as she redirected the lava up and over him in a lazy wave, thin tendrils formed a cage that got thicker and thicker with every attack.
It took him a while to realize what she was doing and he panicked, moving back and away from his weapon.
Interesting. He isn’t fire proof. He might be resistant but it seemed that he couldn’t play with the element like she could.
She completed the cage and the attack ceased. Amused, she looked around at the bridge that their altercation had crafted. Other Morganti Citadel specialists were fighting on the island chain but this particular battle had Hahvi’s name all over it.
When she was sure that her opponent was subdued she left him and focused on the pattern of roiling liquid stone beneath them. If she cooled the surface without letting the molten minerals bubble up it would blow in a nasty way that could take half the island with it.
She focused and closed the pocket from the base, sealing it in a slow and deliberate manner that left a new island in the chain.
Rackon came up to her once the worst of the heat dissipated. “Where is he?”
She pointed to the stone dome she had put him in. “In there. Is he still alive?”
“Alive an unconscious. I think he deserves a few nightmares.”
“Nothing too exciting. I don’t want him triggering another lava event because he thinks he is trapped in ice.”
He chuckled. “Get him out of there and I will make sure that he remains in a nice dark hallway with no doors.”
“Aw, you say the sweetest things.” Hahvi moved to open the stone, trailing her fingers over it until it simply dropped away.
With the ease of practice she had never imagined she would get she pulled the heat from the stone and waved her mate and partner into the newly formed hut.
Rackon came out dragging the unconscious male behind him. “The rest of the specialists mopped up the Raider ship personnel. Well, they got most of them, a few fights are still going on. Those talents didn’t realize what they were in for.”
“Did they manage to grab anyone?”
“Anyone captured was freed in a matter of minutes. Is this really your home?” Rackon looked around with an assessing gaze.
“It is my world. What do you think?”
“It is a little more stressful than I imagined.”
“And a little more explody than I remember. Ah well, things change. Back to work.”
She winked at her partner and started to run as she returned to the small skirmishes on the island. It wasn’t what she had planned to do this month but she was freeing her world. It was the moment she had been dreaming of for a decade and she didn’t want to miss a chance to make a difference for the people of Resicor.
 
* * * *
 
“Ysyr, what is the status?”
He smiled at her tone. “Well, Colah, the area has been secured and they are mopping up any Raiders who slipped through their immediate attention. How are things here?”
Col grinned. “Fine. My sister and niece are inside with another four hundred locals.”
“Why are you smiling?”
“My sister is a fire talent. I had no idea.” She giggled. “She used it in front of people.”
“She may want to keep it stowed. Reinforcements have been arriving across the globe and they are returning home with any welcoming male or female with talent.”
“Returning home, how?”
“The Avatar opened thirty gateways to other worlds around Resicor and their folk can now walk in and out without anything slowing them down.”
Col was surprised. “Is that even possible?”
“Of course. Admar did it generations ago. They had links to all of their colonies. Some of them are still usable.”
“I had no idea.”
“You haven’t been using your educational access to the Citadel as much as you should. It is a shameful neglect of your education.” He grinned and wrapped an arm around her.
“Aunty Col, is he giving you homework?” Makki’s voice was quite clear in the silence surrounding the school.
Col laughed and pressed her forehead to Ysyr’s shoulder. Explaining Ysyr was not something she had imagined before.
“Ysyr, I would like to introduce you to my niece, Makki. Makki, this is Ysyr, he is my partner and I suppose you can call him Uncle.”
Ysyr was bemused. “I had not thought of that.”
He slowly released her and turned toward her niece. “I greet you, Makki of Resicor, niece of Colah Geering.”
Makki stood upright and she extended her hand. “Pleased to meet you, Uncle Ysyr.”
Col smiled because she knew that look. Ysyr went in for the handshake and he froze when it morphed into a hug and no one could hug like Makki.
Cabbi came out of the school and her eyes widened. “Makki…”
Col smiled. “Cabbi, this is my mate and partner, Ysyr. Ysyr, this is Makki’s mother, my sister Cabbi. I know you have seen each other on the com calls but I am delighted you have met in person.”
Makki slowly released Ysyr. “You are a good uncle, I can tell.”
Col felt a flicker of power from her niece and she stifled a gasp. Makki had always been a good judge of character and that appeared to be part of her up and coming talent.
Cabbi approached Ysyr cautiously. “I am pleased to finally meet you in person. You are taller than you look on the com screen.”
He grinned. “And you are more lovely. It seems that the Geering women carry genes not only for power but beauty.”
He took her hand formally and bowed over it. Cabbi blushed furiously.
“It is currently safe to come out if anyone wants to get some food or fresh air. Ysyr and I will watch over you until we get the call that everything has ceased.”
Ysyr nodded and Makki stayed close to him as Col separated to take a flying assessment of the surrounding area. They were clear below and clear above. The worst of the attack seemed to be over.
 
* * * *
 
Kiiki smiled at her parents and her cousin before heading for the power station. The Raiders had taken out the power and that was something that Kiiki could do something about until a tech talent came in to fix what was broken.
Harken wrapped around her as she flew and he formed an invisible armour plating that only she was aware of. 
There was a sense of triumph to be free on her own world again, but being here with Harken was a rush she had never anticipated. In the distance she saw the amusement park that had started it all and she pointed it out to him as she flew. 
They arrived at the power station and she took in the damage. There was nothing else to do so she hoped that the transformers along the line could catch what she was putting out. With the generators completely shattered she had to send the power directly to the city and towns down the line. 
It was easy enough with all her practice of late but if their systems weren’t ready to come back online, it could be a bit of a shock.
“Are you ready, Kiiki?”
She chuckled as she heard Harken through her suit. “I am ready. I get the feeling that this is something I was designed to do. You might not want to be on me when I power up. Keep an eye out for any lurking jackasses in the darkness. I will leave them up to you.”
Harken flowed off her and down to the decking as she knelt on top of the outgoing lines. She started to pour power into the system and in the distance she felt the slight tug as power was taken, absorbed and used to bring hospitals, city lights, and houses back online.
Her Nishan would protect her from anyone behind her and she heard him calling for a repair specialist. Help would arrive and she would be relieved of duty. It was good to be home but she wished that it was under more joyful circumstances.
 
* * * *
 
Ainora got the message and headed toward the power station. Lyon was at the helm of her skimmer and Starbreaker was providing security. 
Being back on Resicor was surreal. After her escape she hadn’t planned on returning but here she was, part of an invasion to stop an invasion of her own people. The odd route that had brought her home made her smile. Only a threat to those that had threatened her could bring her home.
Life was a very perverse thing.
Approaching the power station she saw one of the most famous Resicoran talents on record, kneeling over the cables and sending energy down the line. Kiiki was legendary for her tremendous power and the amount of time she spent in the domed Damith city. Ainora wanted to ask her how she had survived in a restrictor suit for so long but now didn’t see like the right time.
Lyon looked at her and grinned. “Good call.”
“I hate it when you do that.”
“Do what?”
“Read my thoughts from my expression.”
“You are easy to read. I am amazed that you weren’t caught far sooner than you actually were.” He laughed when she swatted his arm.
He set their skimmer down and Starbreaker went on the alert to scan for any Raiders who were lying in wait to catch a repair crew.
When she motioned that it was clear, Ainora hopped out and headed for the interior. She would figure out what was wrong and effect repairs or a bypass. 
The weapons fire inside the generator room looked worse than it was. She used the winches and cannibalized the parts that she needed from the most intact unit to begin repairs on four of the others. The other units had random parts blown to hell and outer housings to fix but getting the majority of them online would enable Kiiki to move on to another facility if she chose to.
Ainora hummed as she worked, moving parts and settling them in position. It was surprisingly fun to put part of her world back together when they had tried to take her apart.
 



Chapter Seven
 
 
Trala needed to rest. She was exhausted and while Hahvi had taken care of the lava situation, the oceans had still needed to be soothed into normal temperatures.
Hahvi was standing next to her and she cocked her head. “I know it isn’t my place to say this, Avatar, but you need a rest.”
“There is too much to do.”
“Let us do it. Resicor’s children are no longer helpless. Rest here and if you are needed we will call to you.” Hahvi’s tone was solemn.
Trala looked over to Envix and he gave her a silent nod.
“I will rest but if there is anything that I am needed for, I want to be summoned immediately. This is my body that is at stake, and the lives of people that I have been watching over since they crawled from the ooze.”
“Good. You might be the Avatar but you have not had the time you needed to blend together. I have met other Avatars and the first days were always the hardest. You went from being two beings to being one at war. Sleep.”
Envix stepped forward. “I will wake you the moment you are needed, Avatar. Take the rest and finish your bonding. Your people are safe and it is only mop up now. Let the Sector Guard and the Citadel do what they have been trained for. This is what they do.”
As if it had been waiting for this moment, fatigue swelled up and threatened to knock her down. “I will rest.”
Envix wrapped his shadows around her and lifted her up and into the air. He carried her to the large active volcano on the southern islands and found a cave to tuck her inside. 
She was drowsy. “Why here?”
“The signature of the volcano will hide the power signature of a fusing Avatar. Access to the energy of the core of the world will also help you recover swiftly.”
“How do you know so much about this?”
“I was taught by a very smart woman. She learned everything she could from those she met and kept all the knowledge for later reference. When we asked, she taught us what she had learned.”
Two days with him and she still hadn’t seen his face. She reached up to touch what she thought was his shoulder and everything went completely dark. 
 
* * * *
 
Envix sighed in relief. Healing sleep was what she needed. Worlds could easily burn out their Avatars in the first hours. That she had lasted this long was a testament to her own resilience.
He held her carefully in tendrils of his shadows. When he had been promised the chance to win the heart and mind of a world, he had not quite grasped that it would be literally the planet itself he had to court. 
Nothing could have prepared him for Trala facing off against the Raiders and the incoming vessels. With the light of Trala and the power of Resicor they had taken out thousands of invaders mere moments after they had bonded. 
That bond had never had the time to set and that made them unstable. Resicor could outstrip her flesh or Trala could drop from exhaustion because her cells had not learned to draw energy from the planet. This time was critical and he would make sure that she was safe.
The future of his happiness and hers, depended on it.
 
* * * *
 
Col looked at the folk who were nervously gathering to watch the Sector Guard and the Citadel staff collect the Raiders that she had dealt with. One of Makki’s friends whispered frantically to her niece before Makki smugly led her over.
“Aunty Col, Wellia has some questions for you.”
The little girl looked nervous. 
“Hello, Wellia. What would you like to know?”
The girl looked back at what appeared to be her mother and whispered to Col, “How old were you when you learned you could fly?”
“About nine or ten. It happened when I fell. Suddenly I wasn’t falling, I was flying. I was very lucky. Why do you ask?”
Makki beckoned Col down. “She flew last month when one of the girls pushed her off a diving board.”
“Oh. Well, what would she like to know now?”
“How does it feel to fly free, I think? She only slowed her fall for a few feet so she didn’t splash.”
Col nodded. “Right. Wellia, would you like to go for a flight with me, if your mother agrees?”
Wellia looked at her mother with a worried glance. “She won’t say yes.”
“May I ask her?”
Wellia blinked and nodded. 
Colah smiled and headed over to the worried woman and beckoned her to come away from the crowd.
“You are Wellia’s mother?”
The woman nodded and eyed Colah like she was speaking to a wild animal. “I am.”
“She has asked me if she could experience what it is to fly.”
“No.”
“I am not finished. I would like to take you as well. Your daughter suspects she has a physical talent and her best chance of keeping it under her control is to learn what it feels like to practice. I will fly with you both and you can see what it is that she is looking for.”
There was excitement and fear in the woman’s features. “You won’t drop us?”
“Ma’am. I have just spent six hours keeping the school and those inside it from harm. I would not play games with so many witnesses out here to see proof of how dangerous physical talents truly are. I will not fly fast and I will only go as high as I am requested to by you or your daughter.”
The woman looked back to the crowd and then stiffened her spine. “Yes. You can take us both up but only until we ask to come down.”
Col smiled gently and beckoned to Wellia. “Of course. This is about learning, not showing off.”
The little girl was shaking with excitement and Col held out her arms. “One to each arm please. You can hold my shoulders. As long as I am in contact with you you won’t weigh a thing. Every woman’s dream.”
The mother laughed, Wellia quivered nervously and with a slight bending of her knees, Col took off.
 
Wellia enjoyed the flight but her mother loved it. The disappointment was written all over her face when they landed again. 
Col let the pair go and they were both laughing with shared excitement. 
Ysyr came up next to her and there was a smirk on his features. “You have created a sensation.”
“What?”
He pointed over her shoulder. “They all want rides.”
She turned to see the clump of eager faces separate from the disapproving faces in the crowd. Cabbi was regaling folks with the true tale of Col’s arrest, including the hostage taking and being thrown off a roof and arrested afterward.
She looked at Ysyr. “This is what I wanted, right? I wanted them to know what actually happened when physical talents were arrested. Do you think I should tell them about how I lost the suit?”
He shuddered. “No. That is a secret that you should keep between you and those who had to watch it.”
She laughed. “I think I can make a few flights but the sunset is coming fast. Are you ready for fur and fangs?”
He laughed. “Always.”
“Get some of the Citadel specialists over here to talk to this group. If they are going to lose their fear of talents, this is the perfect opportunity.”
He gave her a salute and a quick kiss. “Go to it, Col. We are officially on public relations duty.”
She wrinkled her nose and stroked his jaw and neck. “Don’t bite anyone no matter how invasive the questions get.”
“No promises.”
She headed to the crowd and lined up four kids at a time, stretching her arms out as she nullified their weight and took flight. Since these flights were just for fun she kept them short and within an hour she was exhausted and the last of the crowd was standing for their turn. Cabbi and Makki stood patiently and she waved them to her, lifting off slowly and doing lazy loops in the sky.
When she saw a flash of lavender skin in the woods she stiffened and casually looped her way back to the school. Cabbi and Makki were excited and wanted to talk about it but Col went straight to Ysyr and whispered in his ear. The crowd gasped as he transformed into a huge feline and ran to the area she had directed him to. 
Col retrieved her gun from the top of the school and she waited. 
Cabbi came up behind her. “What is it?”
“This entire mess, our entire social order, has been run by a set of lavender skinned jerks who are too old for their own good. They want to create a new master species with themselves as the progenitors. Their time is over but they want ours.”
“Why us?”
“Timing. Resicor had started pumping energy into her population but she hadn’t woken yet. It made us perfect targets without protection.”
“You mean that woman on the com earlier?”
“Trala Sheewah is the Avatar of Resicor. The world under our feet has put a bit of her own consciousness into Trala’s body so that she can speak to her people. We need a bit more guidance than we have been getting. Trala will help us find our way out into a more balanced society.”
“How do you know all this?”
Col remained on alert as she watched the edge of the trees. “I pay attention. Two hundred years ago or so, there was a raid that took a seer known as Urikara away from her family. She won’t tell her story but she did make an outline for steps needed to protect the people of Resicor as best possible.”
“She is still alive?”
“Yes. She is in a tank that leaves her body secure and lets her mind see what the currents of time offer her. It is a little creepy but she has watched over her family and they have survived until this date.”
Cabbi shuddered. “Would you have done that?”
“If I had a talent to see the future and wanted to steer the worlds to protect you and Makki, hell yes. When they arrested me I knew that I had no recourse. There was no future for me on Resicor, no future anywhere. I was proven wrong but that was Urikara working for the possibility of the new Avatar.”
A movement at the treeline had her bringing her weapon up. She lowered it when Ysyr came out and sprinted toward her. 
She could interpret his motions. “They were there and when I saw them, they saw me, and they ran.”
He yawned and showed his teeth. 
Makki was staring at him. “Can I touch him?”
Ysyr lowered his head. 
“Yes, you can. Go ahead. He likes to be scratched between the eyes.”
Col watched her niece scratching her partner and she smiled, but her eyes were on the treeline at the edge of the community. 
“You are never off duty, Col, are you?”
Cabbi was looking at her with intense concern.
“I am always watching for those who would prey on the weak. I was vulnerable once and someone took advantage of that. I try and make sure that it doesn’t happen to others.”
A Citadel specialist came up to her and asked, “We need to get the Raider ships moved, will you help?”
Cabbi snorted. “How is she supposed to help you move a ship?”
Col grinned and made sure there was someone to guard the citizens before she started toward the first of the vessels.
When she lifted the first ship she heard shouts of surprise and when she flew away with it applause followed her. Tears flowed to her eyes but her hands were busy so wiping them was not an option. Her hands were occupied lifting a short range attack shuttle. She could sniffle later.



Chapter Eight
 
 
The orb kept Envix apprised of the cleanup of the attack. The skies were clear, a space station was taking shape and the Kozue were on alert. The Vorwings had all disappeared before being arrested but folks with black starry eyes had been seen around the command decks right before the Vorwings left the picture so there seemed to be another organization in action.
When Trala began to stir he smiled. The glow came first, bright light in the darkness. She stretched and the suit she wore was tested as to containment. Her figure was outlined faithfully by the suit and he was more than willing to confirm every inch was modeled on her skin.
“Good day, Avatar. You are looking better.”
The hollows beneath her eyes were gone and the drawn look was gone from her skin. She and Resicor were one and they fed each other. 
“Thank you, Envix. I need to return to my people. The lost ones.”
He took that to mean the population in the tubes. “Shall we go?”
“Yes, thank you. Were you watching me the whole time?”
“I was. I had nothing else to do. This is my duty and my pleasure.” He bowed low and kept the coils of shadow between them. 
She walked through his shadows as if they weren’t there. With her head high she launched into the sky and streaked toward with hill that his aunt had been buried in. His adventure had begun with a search for one woman and had ended up with him being bound to another. Envix wasn’t complaining, he grinned as he flew in Trala’s wake. Keeping up with this woman would take some stamina. Good thing he had all the energy he needed for any task he chose to undertake. 
Trala was definitely a worthy pursuit.
 
* * * *
 
The crowd of close to a thousand had created a camp on the hillside. Citadel staff were milling through the camp and helping those who were disoriented or in pain.
Trala set down and walked to the medical centre where Io was helping those who just woke up. She smiled at Io. “You are looking better.”
Io’s grey skin had brightened to a glossy silver. 
“You are looking complete, Avatar.”
“I feel much more together in this moment. How many are left to wake?”
“The last round of seven are just beginning to stir. They will be conscious and able to make decisions in two hours or less if the healers assist.”
“I will be addressing the crowd as soon as they are all awake.”
“Of course, Avatar.”
“Have you made any decisions about where you want to be?”
Io smiled. “I have been offered a position teaching on Thoola. I used to be a teacher before my life took the turn it did. It would be good to go back to working with those who needed me to watch over them.”
“Would you like me to reinstate your talent? If I do, you can’t be healed by a contact healer, but you can’t be affected by an attack talent.”
Io laughed. “You have experience with talented young women then. I think I would like my body to remain in nulling form. Can you make it so that the talent is in my skin and body?”
Trala smiled and used what Resicor had taught her about how talents work and how to jam them. “If you ever need it, it is still here, but for now you are simply a walking null. Anything you touch will be shorted out.”
A swift touch to Io’s cheek and the lock on her energy was set with bands of Resicoran power.
Io relaxed. “That feels better. Not having it in me at all felt weird.”
Trala laughed. “I understand. It is part of you.”
She walked down the aisle of waking talents in their open canisters and she did what she did best, she let in the light.
They woke and sat up, confused and afraid. Citadel staff came in slowly and calmed the panic, easing the transition from sleep to waking. 
Trala went outside and spoke to some of the lost ones. For the last two hundred years they were being stored in that cavern. Most remembered being captured and then nothing else. None of them had been told what year it currently was.
When medical released the last of the lost ones, Trala elevated and Resicor magnified her voice. 
“Greetings to all of you and welcome back to the world you were taken from. For some of you, getting back to your families is all you can think about but that may not be possible. The year is 2916. We are in Maksu month on the twenty third day.”
She let them murmur and call out denials. “I am not here to convince you. There will be shuttles and skimmers to take you back to your towns and cities. They will remain there until you declare that you will stay or go.”
“Why didn’t anyone come looking for us?”
A young woman wailed from the centre of the crowd.
“When were you taken?”
“I was arrested in 2895.”
“You were an arrested felon and your crime was a physical talent. There was nowhere to look because you were no longer a member of the society.
“That status has no officially changed. All talents, non-talents, and psychics are equal on this world. A census will be taken and the different segments will be represented in the council halls and prefectures.” Trala waved away the plans for the future.
“Now, some of you have homes to go to, some have descendants to live with who will welcome you and others will find themselves alone. I am looking for three hundred and sixty volunteers to leave Resicor to take up new lives on other worlds.”
A surprised murmur went through the crowd.
“I do not expect any of you to volunteer now, but if you see what Resicor has become and do not care for it, there are worlds out there that Resicor is now linked to and they each require twelve of my people to become their people. No longer will we be dependent on rescue from the stars. There are thirty portals on Resicor now and each leads to a different world. No citizen is trapped here from this moment on. There will always be somewhere to go but it is up to us today to pay for the passages of the future.
“Give it some thought and know that you now have options. Options that no Resicoran has had before. The life you know, the life you want or the life you have never imagined.”
Trala descended back down to ground level and looked at the coiling shadows of Envix. He was in deep discussion with his aunt and the moment she reached out and touched his shoulder. For a moment, Trala saw the clearly cut features in dark pewter that were framed by onyx locks and brilliant silver eyes. The moment Io pulled her hand away the shadows swirled up and swallowed him once again. It didn’t matter. Trala had seen him and he was the promise that Resicor had given her ten years earlier.
 
The whispering in her mind had increased and she wasn’t able to sleep. Trala picked up her sketchbook and her hands moved without her controlling them.
The man’s face skated the fine edge between harsh and pretty. His cheeks were angular, his skin smooth and his eyes sparkled. 
Noma levered herself up in bed.  “What is that?”
“A voice keeps saying that it is a partner promised. If I do what the voice wants, this will be my reward. He will be my reward and my companion.” Trala rubbed her nose and grimaced at the smudge.
Noma leaned back against her headboard. “Why do you need a companion? You have me.”
“I don’t know. I just know that the voice wants me to agree to keep myself open and this is what she is offering.”
“She?”
“Yes. She says she is the soul of the world and she wants me to be her Avatar.”
Noma laughed and dove back beneath her covers. “Right, and the man in the portrait controls shadows like I do. And I will leave you one day. Thinking about all the things that are never going to happen are going to keep you up nights, Trala.”
Trala sighed and put her sketchbook away. “You are no fun.”
“Put your light out. They are doing local patrols.” 
Noma sent shadows to coil over the window but it wasn’t needed, Trala dimmed her light and crawled into bed with the picture that wouldn’t leave her mind. 
 
Envix turned toward her and there must have been something in her expression. He turned to help the talents separate by their home prefectures and towns. The Citadel shuttles landed and folks began loading them, hoping for a chance at home.
Trala wished them the best but this was not a battle she could fight for them. They were alive, they were whole and they were out of their time. They had to choose the future path that they wanted to walk. 
She settled back and watched the separation of the folk who had woken in a new world and she rubbed her neck. Trala wasn’t sore but it was a familiar gesture. She wanted something familiar because her loss was just beginning to sink in.
Noma was gone. She was really gone. 
Turning from her grief she inhaled sharply and got to her feet. She needed to talk to the Sector Guard and Citadel reps, there were a number of details to be hammered out and a new school to create.
It was time to get a handle on Resicor’s future. 
Sorrow could wait, it would always be there, after all.



Chapter Nine
 
 
“I want to open a Citadel branch here on Resicor. I even have the facility ready to go.” Trala faced Relay and Turnari in the com displays.
Relay smiled. “I think that is a great idea. Turnari, can you spare instructors?”
Turnari snorted. “I think we have a few who would be willing to do a tour on Resicor. If you give them a place to live, they will come and teach your people.”
Trala smiled. “I think the old domed city is an appropriate spot. I have destroyed the generators and the low wall will be removed with all of its projectors. Those who want a place to practice their skills away from the cities will find plenty to occupy them, and much to learn.”
Relay smiled, “If you make it home, they will come and join in their new Citadel. Will your people be willing to leave and assist other worlds?”
Trala grinned. “If they are specialists, they will be. If they are not, they will simply do demonstrations at schools and towns to help our people gain an understanding of how useful the energy can be.”
Turnari nodded. “We will send you some of our best instructors, but the psychics need the opportunity to learn as well. Will you let them?”
“Once I have crafted safeguards for those who are vulnerable, I will welcome them. We need to work out a system of societal laws and regulations.”
Turnari smiled, “We have a contract specialist who can help you, as well as archivists who will record everything. Some of them are already there.”
Trala looked around the com centre in the ship she occupied. “I think I need to work on getting myself a home. Resicor might not need a house but I do.”
Relay smiled, “Not going to take over the capitol?”
“No. I am here to protect what Resicor has nurtured, not to change its direction. This is a one-time reboot of their system.”
She rubbed her hands together and then wiped them on her thighs. “I feel I have aged fifty years in the last few days. I need some time to watch them enjoying their new freedoms before I pop my head up again. Micro managing was never part of this arrangement.”
Relay nodded. “Thank you for your consultation and offer to recruit from your world. We will take advantage of it, both Turnari and myself as well as the other branches. Can we pass you invitation to the Nyal Imperium?”
“As long as they maintain the freedom of my people they can have anyone who volunteers. If I find that one of mine has been enslaved or chained, I will come and free them. That is not something that anyone wants.”
She felt her glow brightening and she ruthlessly throttled it down. Resicor had tried to take over the conversation but Trala was holding steady. It was her body and she would take on her responsibilities as Avatar by speaking for the world. 
Relay nodded again. “It is understood. Will you allow me to use the orb to continue communications with you?”
“Of course. When I ask it for privacy I would ask that you let it go dormant until I voice activate it again. Orb on and orb off should do it.”
Relay’s eyes flicked rapidly. “The programming has been added. This is a very exciting time. Most worlds do not have this advanced of a technological species when they rise.”
Trala laughed. “I know. They kept me under for over two hundred years. There is still a Vorwing running around on my surface I can feel him but I can’t find him. They are slippery creatures.”
“I have confidence in your people and their ability to defend themselves now that they are allowed to. How did you get the Kozue to help?”
Trala’s face was grim. “The people of the Kozue owe those of Resicor. The scales are now balanced.”
She nodded and got to her feet. “I need to continue my work. There are ships returning with the first round of lost ones. I need to see how many require relocation to another world.”
She used her mind to turn off the coms and left the ship, thanking the crew who had assisted her with the call. 
She glowed brightly and watched cautiously, hoping to see empty vehicles returning. Volunteers could always be found from folk at the dome or the general population.
Her heart sank when a dozen folk emerged from the first shuttle and came toward her. 
They gathered and looked at each other, nodding. One of the men spoke, “We wish to leave. Our people are gone and those who remain will not claim us. Will you send us to another world?”
Tears welled in her eyes. “I will send you, but come with me, we need to decide where you want to go.”
Inside the cavern she used her light to draw a map with thirty dots on it and the names of all the worlds as well as the environments, pros and cons of the social structures. They would not be travelling blind.
When two more vessels returned she had a total of forty volunteers and so she set out with a briefing. She told them about each world and highlighted the worlds where genetic alteration would be needed for survival.
“Will we find mates there?” One of the men called out.
“That is the ideal situation. The planets want to add the power of the talents of Resicor to their population. This is a slow immigration program. The Avatars of these worlds will do all they can to help you find a good match, it is in their interests as well as yours.”
“Can we really be altered to breathe water? What if we can do it already?”
“The alteration is recommended. If you are the one who grows a tail, you will still be able to, but your base form will already be amphibious.” Trala smiled and the woman blushed.
“When can we leave?”
She blinked. “I suppose you can choose your world, sign your name and date and we can take you to the gateway of that world today.”
“Where do I sign?”
Trala got a datapad from the Citadel staff and they started to gather signatures and locations. Every Resicoran leaving would be accounted for and each would go with her blessing.
The next ships returned with more lost ones and she gave them the same briefing, letting them choose their world and explaining about alterations.
 Twelve hours later she had seven hundred volunteers and she was both elated and depressed. So many were taken from the ones they loved and now there was nothing left for them. Most didn’t even have control of their talents. 
A member of the Sector Guard rushed up to her and pointed to a name on the manifest. “Abrinako Lenz, please come speak with me for a moment.”
She had called it out with her Avatar voice and a man with a shock of dark purple hair and sad eyes made it to the front of the crowd. She beckoned him toward her. “Please step over here with me.”
He was a little confused but he followed her. “What is this about? I wish to leave. My family remains and would take me, but my wife is long gone. I can’t live without her.”
“Your wife is Urikara Lenz?”
He blinked. “Yes. How did you…?”
“You are invited to go to Morganti where the Avatar will guide you to the seer who has made all this possible. She is a powerful seer, and she has been waiting for this day a very long time.”
Tears welled in his eyes. 
“Please don’t speak of this, just go with this Guardsman and he will take you to Morganti. I don’t have a direct portal there but I have spoken to Gant and the seer is eager to meet with you after all this time.”
Tears welled in her eyes that matched his and light coursed down her cheeks that shattered into small stones on the ground. She laughed in surprise. “That was new.”
He smiled. “I could work with those. My skill is as a sculptor. I work with my hands.”
She wiped her eyes and pushed him toward the Guardsman who was waiting for him. “It will be a courier ship so you will be travelling fast. You should be there in under a day.”
“I have waited for two hundred years but this will be the longest day.”
Trala squeaked as he hugged her before he ran to the Guardsman with the hope of meeting his wife. 
Gant, he is on his way. You might want to let her know.
Thank you, Resicor. She is already out of her tank and in medical. Reset is coming to help her out. When he gets here, she will be presentable, if a few years older than he remembers.
I honestly do not think he cares. She is all he has. 
Thank you for this. She has been a good friend.
You are welcome. 
Gant didn’t understand, but he couldn’t. He no longer had people of his own. Wanting the best for them was different than letting them have it. 
 
 
 



Chapter Ten
 
 
Each volunteer was given a kiss on their forehead before they passed through the portal. They were given the touch of the light of Resicor and it would forever be seeded in their minds.
Envix stood at her side as she blessed the last of the emigrants and he held her while she cried.
Two weeks of logistics, public speaking and looking under every rock and shrub for the elusive Vorwing survivor had stressed her out and the moment that this final task was done, she felt the pain of Noma’s loss.
Envix wrapped her in shadows and held her tight as she wailed her grief and loss. Her twin, the other half of her soul was gone. Resicor filled her mind, but her soul was her own and it was in pain.
The world remained quiet and held herself back.
When Envix pressed his lips to hers in the darkness she answered the touch, seeking comfort where she could. He had stood at her side since this whole debacle began and now he was offering something more than just guard duty.
Her suit chirped. “Avatar, there is a delivery for you in the capitol.”
She pulled away from Envix and whispered. “I am on my way.”
He pressed his lips to her cheek and whispered, “Am I not worth waiting for a delivery?”
“You are worth waiting for, but I still don’t know who or what you are. I don’t even know why you are here.” She touched his jaw. “I appreciate your help but you are too much a mystery.”
He inhaled to speak and she flew out of his arms, away from him and toward the capitol with the swirling cloud of darkness behind her. 
 
A huge crowd was gathered in the central courtyard outside the law courts building that now housed equal numbers of physical talents, psychic and normal citizens.
Several talents were lifting a huge object covered in a silken tarp and settling it on the pedestal in the centre of the courtyard.
Trala landed. “What is it?”
“It is a present from the Lenz’s of Morganti.” The man in the uniform of the Morganti Base grinned.
When it was settled, Trala reached out and removed the tarp and stared at the image of her sister carved in black granite and onyx.
The base of the statue said, Noma Sheewah, Founder of the Citadel. The light in the darkness. Child of Resicor.
Tears started flowing more rapidly than she could stop. Envix put his hands on her shoulders as slow applause began and spread through the crowd in the courtyard.
“How did they know?”
“She is a legendary symbol in the Citadel, but we were told never to name her.  I met her when I first was given my energy by the dark nebula. She taught me to control the darkness and when she first saw my face she laughed. She said I was the promise but not for her.”
“Wait, what?” Trala looked up at him. “Where did you meet her?”
“It wasn’t where, it was when. I met her six hundred years ago when she founded the first Citadel out of the caged talents of Skora-Mark. It was her idea to charge the locals for the help they had previously rejected. When the aliens came, she defended her adopted world and made contacts that no one had thought of.” He sighed. 
“Six hundred…”
“I came forward through a portal at the moment she flicked out of this world and back in time. We traded places but there was a slight miscalculation so I appeared on the dark side of your moon. It took me a while to find you, but fortunately you glow even on the brightest day.”
She blushed and frowned. “Wait, you mean to say that my sister set me up?”
“And the world you house in your body. I might have been promised to you, but you were also promised to me. It was an equal opportunity exchange.” He let his shadows retreat.
Trala looked up at the image of her sister and she glared at it. “Seriously? On the day I am finally feeling the pain of your loss, you do this to me?”
She could swear that stone Noma winked at her.
Something struck her. “There are records of her?”
He grinned. “Thousands. She knew you would want the archive so the moment that Resicor Citadel is up and running, a historical archivist will be there, with copies of everything pertaining to the first Citadel and the woman who pursued power for profit.”
“For a woman cloaked in shadow she could always find the bright side of things.”
He wrapped his arms around her as they stared at the image of her sister and what she was realising was his friend.
 
When they finished staring at the image he walked her back to her home in the depths of the capitol building and held her throughout the night while she grieved her loss.
In a matter of weeks they completed the transition from companions to mates and the balance of shadows and light made the folk of Resicor feel better during the transition from hostile to accepting. 
There were bumps, there were misused talents but there were consequences and rewards on all sides. 
 
* * * *
 
It was over. Temross had made it through the first two months and was successfully using technology to mask his colouration. 
He was on his way back to his home after his third date with a baker and he was stopped by a bright light. 
“You don’t think I forgot you were out here, did you?” The Avatar effectively blocked him.
“You don’t understand. I can help you rule this place. It has so much potential and my children could be a force to be reckoned with.”
“I do not need help to rule this place. I am Resicor and you are a grasping little snake from a dead universe.”
He backed away. “If you kill me, the power released will be devastating.”
She smiled and her voice changed. “She isn’t going to kill you. She just told me who to call.”
He turned and two of the Nameless were there. He screamed as they destroyed him, pulling the energy of the orb from him and leaving him nothing but ash.
 
* * * *
 
“Thank you. He was the last thing on my list of old business.” Trala smiled at her sister and winked. “I am glad you found something to work on after you passed away.”
Noma inclined her head. “Everyone needs a hobby. See you later?”
“You know where and when to find me, but stop popping in when Envix and I are in bed.”
Noma sighed. “But that is when I know you are together.” She grinned her mischievous grin and disappeared with her scowling companion.
Envix landed behind her and Trala turned to hug him. “How did you know?”
“Once Resicor went through pains to explain what a Watcher and a Nameless was, there had to be a reason.”
“I can see your heart has lightened.”
“It has explained a lot.” She linked arms with him and walked down the moonlit path with him. Her heart was finally at peace with everything that had happened and the future stretching before her. 
 



 
 
Author’s Note
 
 
Yes, this is a two parter. Yes, you will find out most of what happened to Noma in its entirety in Fractured Darkness.
It was fun to bring back characters from Bound by Law, Fire Dance and Tech Tack, to name a few. 
Mysteries have been solved, more have been planted, but I got my villain in the end in an unexpected way. I just couldn’t leave Noma in the past. 
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