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Physical talents are illegal on Resicor, they fear an uprising and so lock their active talents away.

Col knows her talent for flight can get her arrested and if she dares to show it in public, her life will end in the dome.

A robbery at a museum ends up with her being thrown off a roof and it is fly for her life or die a free woman. She negotiates with herself swiftly and decides that freedom might be possible if she can live to see it.

Ysyr is on retrieval duty when he meets his first Resicor and she knocks him and his instincts on their backsides. Life with this woman might be awkward, but being without her is intolerable from the moment she put her trusting hand in his.




The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Bound By Law

Copyright © 2012 Viola Grace

ISBN: 978-1-77111-208-6

Cover art by Martine Jardin

All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

Published by Devine Destinies

An imprint of eXtasy Books

Look for us online at:

www.devinedestinies.com




Bound By Law

Tales of the Citadel 6

By

Viola Grace






Chapter One

Colah backed slowly away from the man with the gun. She had been at the museum of Resicor history with her sister and niece. The exhibit of ancient treasures was on display for the first time in four decades and the jewels had drawn admirers and coveters. The heist had begun just after Colah and her family had made it to the fourth-century exhibit.

“Keep backing up, bitch. The guard will take us seriously, or you will die.” The man jerked the gun and the sweat on his face was enough to make her nervous even if being on the edge of a hundred-foot drop had not been enough to do the job.

Colah kept her gaze calm and on her family. They would not see her scream or sob for her life. It would only irritate the thieves and humiliate her.

Her hands remained up and she stood with her heels over the edge of the drop. “I am as far back as I can go.”

He looked at her feet and then her face. “You are awfully calm for someone facing death.”

“I would rather face it with calm than with shrieking panic. This is how I would like to be remembered.” She kept her voice low and controlled.

The airborne vehicles were getting closer and to Colah’s dismay, they were not the transports that the thieves had requested. Gun ships were on the way and this was not going to go down easy.

Colah didn’t know who was manning the gun, but they deserved a medal. The men guarding the hostages were sliced in two with precision gunfire. As the gunship turned to fire at the final man standing, he lunged for her, with his weapon extended.

He fired just as the gunship came around and he separated into two shocked pieces.

Colah shouted when the icy burn of the bullet ran through her left shoulder and knocked her off her tenuous perch.

She heard screams from Cabbili and Makki but was unable to concentrate on anything other than saving her own life.

Making a choice between life and freedom in a hundred feet was no contest. If she had her life, she could pursue freedom later.

With the propulsion of muscle and mind, she changed her trajectory and lifted her body into the air in a graceful arc. She returned to the rooftop where her sister and niece were clutching each other, sobbing together.

“Cabbi, I am so sorry. They will come for me right away, but know that I love you both and always will. Makki, do your homework and always listen to your mom. She may not be right, but she deserves respect for putting up with your dad all these years.”

Makki sobbed and then smiled, “Aunt Col, you can fly.”

“Yes, sweetie, I can fly. And now, I can be arrested with as much dignity as I can manage.” She pressed a kiss to Makki’s forehead and hugged her sister.

The door to the roof burst open as the guards surged in to round up any residual thieves. Once they determined that there was no additional danger, the guard in charge approached her.

He held out wide manacles and gestured for her to turn around. As he locked her arms behind her back, he spoke the words she had been dreading for years. “As you are a physical talent, I now order you to be bound by law and remanded to the dome for confinement. Your restriction begins immediately.”

As they walked her toward the stairs, Colah glanced back at her family. Her sister was still wearing the look of shock, but Makki had a determined expression on her face. Her niece was planning something and Colah wished that she had had more time to calm her niece down. Once Makki got her mind set on something, she didn’t look away, didn’t flinch and refused to give up.

Whatever Makki had in mind was not going to sit well with her mother.

She was handled far more gently than she would have imagined.

“What is your name, miss?”

She was no longer manacled, but there were four guards standing behind her as she went through registration. “Colah Geering.”

“Date of birth, miss?” The clerk smiled politely as her fingers clicked on the keys of her station.

“Twenty-fifth of Arcal, 2913.” Col sat quietly and waited for the next question.

“Marital status?”

“Single.”

“Sexual preference?”

Col blinked, “It has never come up, but I suppose hetero.”

The clerk raised a brow. “You don’t know?”

“I have never been attracted to anyone. At that point, I will suspect that I will figure it out.”

The clerk smiled, “I will type in unknown.”

Col nodded and waited for the next question.

“Where were you born?”

“Norcallic province. Afrith city.”

The clerk paused, “What is the nature of your physical talent?”

Col shifted in her chair and she heard the guards tense behind her. “Flight. I am a flier.”

“When did you first manifest your talent?”

“Age fifteen.” Col wove her fingers together and held the image of that first day in her mind.

“What were the circumstances? Be as specific as you can be.” The clerk’s fingers started tapping and Colah started speaking.

“My family and I were at the seaside. I had climbed one of the sand cliffs and was standing, looking down at my family on the beach before closing my eyes and enjoying the stream of air past my face. The wind tugged at my clothing and I felt it wrap around my body one limb at a time.

“When it wrapped around my feet, I opened my eyes and I was hovering ten feet above the sand cliff. I panicked and dropped to the ground, but the cliff gave way under me and I started to fall.

“My talent flickered on and off as I tried to control my descent. My mother said later that it looked like I was surfing down the wall of sand.”

The clerk smiled. “Were there any witnesses?”

“No. Not that I am aware of. I was alone on the cliff and everyone was watching my sister in the water until the sand slide started.” She shrugged.

Though Resicor’s rules regarding talents were strict, they would not punish Col’s family for her physical talent. She took comfort in that fact.

If you were born on Resicor and had a purely psychic talent, you were assured of a government position. If you had a talent with physical aspects, you were removed as a danger to society and sent to live within the dome where your family could visit once per season. The key point was, if you had a physical talent and used it in public, you were fair game. However, if you were able to subvert it and keep it from gaining attention, you could live a normal life.

Keeping her flight hidden from the population had ceased the moment she was thrown off the building. It wasn’t her fault, but news crews and the guards had seen her, so there was no going back. Someone had to be the flier and go to the dome, so she accepted that now was her time.

“Do any of your siblings have a talent that you are aware of?”

Col chuckled. “No. No physical or psychic talents that I am aware of.”

“Why did you define it in such a way?”

Col moved slowly and rubbed her temple. “I have often said that my sister has a talent for ticking me off.”

The clerk laughed outright before she sobered. “Do you know what happens next?”

Colah went through what she knew. “There will be a medical test, restriction implants and a blocking suit before I am sent to the dome.”

The clerk perked up. “The restriction suits now take the place of implants. There won’t be anything invasive.”

Col smiled at the pale woman who had the look of a deep scanner. Her sarcasm came out despite her polite intentions. “Oh good. Out of all of the things that I had dreaded about this day, invasive surgery was one of them. One would hate for an imprisoning to be invasive.”

Colah rose to her feet and turned to the guards who levelled their weapons at her. “Well? Shall we lock me up, or do we have somewhere else to be today?”






Chapter Two

The medical procedures made her annual physicals look like a pedicure. Why her stamina needed to be recorded was beyond her, Colah only ever ran when something was chasing her.

They stripped her of her street clothes and put her in some scrubs while asking her to demonstrate her talent.

“I can only really fly when I am falling. I tend not to engage in spontaneous flight.”

A technician nodded. “How high a fall do you need?”

The fact that he was asking her that question calmly as if it was completely normal made her wonder what his exact job description had entailed when he had been hired.

“About fifty feet should do it.” She twisted her lips while another tech was putting monitors on her.

When the monitors were all in place, the tech placing them checked the readings and then nodded. “All good here.”

“Please, Ms. Geering, come with me.”

They walked together and he explained the facility. “Early in the history of cordoning off the physical talents, a series of rooms were designed to test the extent of each person’s talent without causing physical harm.”

She had to ask, “Isn’t it a contradiction that you take such care of us but lock us away?”

“You know our history. When the physical talents started to appear, they wreaked havoc in the cities and towns where they lived. No one was safe. They could strike at any moment. The psychics can be controlled and restrained more easily than the physical talents.”

She snorted. “Easy for you to say, you aren’t missing your family.”

He blinked and touched her arm, bringing her to a halt. “You are mistaken, Ms. Geering. My sister Hahvi is in the dome. She is a fire starter and was taken when she was twenty years old. She used her fire to keep herself from freezing to death after her vehicle broke down in the mountains. She was found after a few days and didn’t hide how she had been able to survive and so, she was checked into the dome.”

Colah felt like hell. “I am sorry. It is just so new for me.”

“It is fine. We all know that this is not comfortable for anyone and your calm acceptance has done wonders for us. We want to make sure that your restrictor suit does not damage you and for that, we need to know your baselines and the marks for your talent. We will aim for a restriction of two-thirds of your active levels.”

She blinked, “Well, I suppose I should show you what I can do.”

The tech grinned and gestured to the door at the end of the hall. “Let’s get to it then.”

The rest of her testing went quickly. She found that her talent would not activate on its own unless she faced a drop of thirty feet or more. The padded flooring was very forgiving until she reached that level and despite her bruising, she had enough time to kick into flight. She quickly did a few laps around the large test area before the tech’s voice came through her monitor stickers. “We are going to play with your levels now. So please lower your flight to a safe height, Ms. Geering.”

She slowed her laps into a hover and kept herself in front of the tech station as he fiddled with the electrical field that kept her flying. Col felt the first tingle across her body and her elevation dipped for a moment before she regained her altitude. The second tingle was more persistent and her feet touched the mat before she was able to lift off again.

The tech was giving her an intense look and she dropped to her ass as she caught on to his not-so-subtle hint. He didn’t want to turn her power off, just dim it so that the politicians and public would be satisfied.

She cut off every urge to fly and sat on the ground.

He nodded with finality. “There, we have your level. Please rise, Ms. Geering. I will now hand you off for your fitting.”

She got to her feet and walked away from the tech podium and over to the door. She waited until the tech was walking with her before asking, “How long do I have to keep the monitors on?”

“The fitters will remove them.”

“Ah. Good, they sort of itch.” She clenched her hands to stop herself from picking at them.

He chuckled, “It is a common reaction after the testing. The electrical impulses generated by the monitors sensitize the skin. It will wear off or you will get used to it when you are in the restrictor suit.”

“What a pleasant idea. That is a really unfortunate description of the suits.”

He merely led her to a door that said RESTRICTION and bowed. “It has been a pleasure, Ms. Geering. Keep well and enjoy your family visits. I know I do.”

When the door opened, three women greeted her with polite expressions and she waved farewell to the tech as the door closed behind her.

“So, you are here to get me dressed?”

One of the women jerked in surprise as she spoke. Col chuckled. “I apologize for startling you.”

The shocked dresser and the others giggled as they laid out chunks of silvery-lavender fabric out on prep tables before they led her to a dais.

The woman who seemed to be in charge smiled, “Few talents have the energy to speak when they arrive here. It surprised us. Do you want us to remove your monitors or your clothing first?”

Colah sighed, this was the part she had been dreading. “The monitors removed and then the clothing. I know that this is being recorded for the archives and the less time I have to spend naked, the better.”

The dressers moved swiftly, removing the monitors and setting them into precise positions on a computer station. When the monitors were gone, the woman who had spoken apologized. “I am sorry for this.”

Her scrubs came off with a few short tugs and she was standing naked and barefoot on a podium while three women moved around her with measuring devices and electro-magnetic monitors.

“The restriction suit is designed to be fashionable as well as un-removable. It is made of a living material which bonds to skin and tissue.”

Colah blinked, “But then how do I…you know.” She made a gesture below waist level.

The dressers smiled and one said, “The suit removes waste via the skin and consumes it to live. On the other side, if you starve the suit, the host dies. It will actually become your skin over time.”

Colah scowled, “How is that better than the old suits?”

The pitying expression in their faces was hard to take. “It saves maintenance. The old suits needed to be replaced often and were horribly expensive. These cultured suits are less expensive and take to the programming readily.”

For the first time since she had been arrested, Col was afraid. This was real, this was permanent and this was going to mark her for the rest of her life. She swallowed the tears and breathed deeply. “Let’s get started.”

With concentration and dedication, she kept herself perfectly still as they fitted the fabric to her wounded arm. While two of them worked on her, the third used a depilatory beam to remove the body hair in the next work area. They left the hair on her head alone but slowly worked their way across her body with the silvery fabric and she was surprised to see that the design she was staring at in the reflecting panels was actually flattering.

She held still as they wrapped her arms and legs before attaching clips to the wrists, ankles and the high neckline.

“This may prickle a little, Ms. Geering. Just hold still while the suit calibrates and takes its shape.”

Col didn’t have a chance to ask about what they meant by shape when her skin was suddenly alive with writhing fabric and a peculiar sensation. Two of the dressers held her hands as she tried to keep still and the third moved her hands swiftly over the computer keyboard.

Col inhaled and exhaled noisily and kept her eyes closed while the suit moved and twisted on her skin. Her instincts screamed at her to pull the suit away, but she didn’t. She kept her teeth clenched and her mind on her niece while the shifting mass ran over her and between her thighs.

It was a torture that she had never imagined in her life and when it was over, she opened one eye at a time before looking into the mirror across the room.

“Oh, my.”

The fabric had twisted into arcs and twists connected by diamonds wrapping her skin. Her belly was exposed but it didn’t feel cool. The suit was generating an energy that kept her body heat right where it belonged.

One of the dressers asked, “Can I take a picture?”

Col frowned, “I thought this whole thing was on camera.”

“It is, but this is for my private records. For some reason, this substance takes different patterns and shapes on everyone’s bodies. This is one of the most elaborate I have ever seen.”

“Certainly. Take your pictures. This is what I look like now.”

With her hands on her hips, her bare feet no longer feeling the cool of the floor, she posed for the photo.

As they took turns posing with her, she laughed, “Who would have thought that being thrown off a building in the morning would end up like this in the afternoon?”




Chapter Three

The dome was visible from within the transport. It was a huge arc across the sky that covered the ancient city of Dathim and Colah had only seen it on filmstrips before.

“How do I get in? They never show that on the filmstrips.” She asked it of the men next to her, but her guard contingent was not forthcoming.

Sighing, she returned to staring out the window and watching the dome get closer. Night was falling and she had the prosaic thought that it was going to be the first night away from her home in her life.

Eventually, she saw the tiny building under heavy guard at the base of the dome. It was their intended destination and her guard went on alert as they approached.

“Remain in the vehicle.”

It wasn’t a question and the captain of her guard exited to speak to the guards on duty around the small building.

Colah hummed idly and braided her hair into a column, fastening it with a few loose strands of hair before flipping it over her shoulder again.

When the captain finished speaking to the guard, he returned to the vehicle. “They are ready for her. Come along, Ms. Geering.”

She shrugged and moved past the guards who she knew were trying not to stare at her rather alluringly dressed body. Col had to admit it, she looked hot in this outfit. Too bad that none of the men in the transport appealed to her.

Col didn’t need to be told, the guards at the small building stood in two columns and she walked between them to her destiny.

The guards didn’t matter. All that mattered was what was within that small building.

Colah walked toward the single official in the small building. He got to his feet and inclined his head. “Colah Geering. You are hereby sentenced to life in the dome. Please press your hand to this plate and may the rest of your life be long and free from strife.”

She did as he asked and pressed her hand to the plate. It scanned her palm and a door to her left slid open.

“Please proceed. They are expecting you.”

The doorway crackled as she stepped through it and on the other side the dome, energy embraced her. It closed up behind her and her feet were now walking through the oldest city on her world.

Buildings were in amazingly good repair for stone and plexi that was thousands of years old.

“Welcome to the dome. I am Wahli.”

“Colah. Call me Col. Thank you for the welcome.” Col walked toward the woman and extended her hand.

Wahli paused for a moment before extending her own hand. “It has been a while since someone was willing to shake my hand, Col.”

“It has been since this morning for me. I am holding on to anything familiar until it is taken from me.”

Wahli blinked and grinned. “Good. Far too many newcomers come here and slump into depression. It is nice to see a perky face for a change. Come on, let’s get you settled.”

The streets were lit with glowing orbs that bobbed gently and showed Col a small café and a minute tavern.

“How many people are here?”

“Five hundred or so. We don’t breed, so it is a fairly stable number.” Wahli shrugged.

“How long does it take to get used to the suit?”

Wahli laughed at that. “About a week. It is self cleaning so you don’t have to worry about bathing, though your hair will still get dirty.”

Wahli’s suit was black and had a very sharp and tribal pattern that scored across her golden skin.

“How long have you been here?”

Wahli made an almost imperceptible pause in her gait. “Five years. It isn’t too bad and it takes away the necessity of keeping your talent from those around you, so while boring, it isn’t the end of the world.”

“That is quite the pep talk.”

Wahli shrugged. “Sorry. I try and look on the bright side, but it has been a very long day. I will tell you this, a council rules us and tomorrow morning, you will be introduced to them. What is your talent?”

“Flying.”

Wahli winced. “Ouch, you will probably be on egg collecting or checking the orbs. It’s not a bad job but not exactly stimulating. What were you before?”

“Before today, you mean?”

“Yes.”

“I was owner and chef at one of the hottest restaurants on Resicor, recently retired.”

“You can cook?” There was a certain amount of hope in her voice.

Col got offended. “Yes, I can.”

Wahli rubbed her hands together. “That is the best news I have heard this year. This is your building.”

The structure that they stood in front of had a flat front and wide entrance way.

“What is this place?”

“An old dormitory. Someone refurbished it decades or more ago and we keep it up for new arrivals. It does not allow for much security, but it is snug and we are able to find you without trying too hard.”

Colah shrugged and yawned. “Sounds fine. Just point me to my room.”

Wahli shrugged. “Pick your room. You are the only new arrival in the last four months. Once you are integrated into the dome society, you will be placed in a more affluent area. Right now, you are an unknown quantity with no value to the council and so, you will remain here until you prove yourself.”

“Whatever. Where do I find food?” She yawned again.

“There are terminals located throughout all the buildings. All access to rationed food is equal. It is only the fresh food that is reserved for the council and those who can trade exceptional skills for perks.”

Colah had the unkind thought that it was a good thing that sex was out of the question, or this would be a society of super powered whores of both genders.

The building was empty and Col couldn’t resist a quick exploration of the main floor.

Wahli waved at her. “I will come and collect you in the morning.”

“See you. This place is great!” Col walked through the hall and into the atrium and with a sense of relief, she lifted herself in the air and up to the fourth floor.

Her power was weak and her rise was slow, but it was definitely there and under her control. She wished she had gotten the name of the tech that had let her keep a little bit of herself, but if she ran into Hahvi, she would thank her for having such a wonderful brother.

Hovering, she moved down the halls, opening and closing each door until she found a bedroom that she liked. She sealed the door and floated to the bed, lying down and tucking the blankets around her.

Wrapped in warmth and surrounded by the restraint suit in a dome designed to keep in freaks like her, Col did what she had rejected all day, she bawled like an infant.

* * * *

Wahli stood before the council. “She is definitely a flier, she has some of her talent left behind by the tech that processed her and a very good heart.”

Cerran leaned forward and asked, “Anything else?”

Wahli kept her head down. The council hated eye contact with her. “She is a chef, apparently one of the best on Resicor. That might be useful for the council.”

Urik waved that off. “If she is a competent flier, she will be far more useful in that capacity.”

Voopil cocked her head. “If she can reach some of the heights, we may get some of the probes placed at long last.”

Hahvi smiled. “Ladies and gentlemen, I think we just got one step closer to becoming our own nation.”

Wahli kept her head down and waited for a dismissal. Declaring the physical talents as an independent nation was a fine idea, but getting the rest of Resicor to agree to it was a dream that she didn’t keep much stock in.

Having a working flier was a useful thing. Wahli only hoped that Col was able to keep up her chipper attitude. More talents were lost to depression than anything else.






Chapter Four

Dear Sector Guard,

My name is Makki and I am writing this letter as a class project. My teacher said that I could write to anyone, anywhere, so I chose you.

This is the second letter I have written, because my teacher destroyed the first. The sister of the superintendent of schools is sending this one, because she lost someone too.

My world is Resicor and in the past, physical talents engaged in all sorts of bad deeds and had to be wiped out or contained. That isn’t still the case and this brings me to the point of my letter.

My Auntie Col has been taken and is now being kept in the dome, all because she can fly. Mom says we can visit soon, but my Auntie is stuck in there now and no one is talking about her anymore. They are trying to make us forget that she exists, but she does. She is in my heart and I miss her.

I have heard that the Sector Guard and the Citadel take talents and train them to help other people. My Auntie Col is a good person and she would help others if she could. Can you come and get her?

I would be really happy if you did. I worry about her. She has never been alone before.

Sincerely,

Makki Ebranik

Turnari stopped reading and looked up at his audience. “What do you think, Ysyr?”

Master Instructor Ysyr cocked his head, “Do you believe it?”

Sitting and having a hot beverage in the Dhemon’s office would have been strange if Ysyr had not gotten used to the ways of the Alliance when he left the Kalorda enclave.

Turnari tapped his clawed finger against the monitor displaying the letter. “I think it is real. It was passed to a transport and from there, it was launched to a transmission satellite. There is a definite need for Citadel intervention on Resicor and I believe that now is the time.”

“I will request this one woman and they will give her to us?” Ysyr raised a brow. His name had come up on the duty roster, so it was his turn to leave the Citadel for recruitment.

“We have been in communication with the Resicor government and they have agreed to release this one woman into our custody, but only this one woman. She will be a test case and we will see how it goes.”

“What will we do with a flier?”

Turnari grinned, “She can be a messenger on a low-tech world, receive training for airships, take atmospheric readings without additional propulsion, who knows?”

Ysyr shrugged. He was one of only three Kalordans in service to the Citadel and his peculiar ability to phase through solid and energy surfaces made him a wide-spectrum instructor, able to work with all physical shifters of any sort.

“When do I leave?”

“You are cleared for launch whenever you are sorted. Wear your robes so that they don’t confuse you with the Sector Guard. They seem to respond to the idea of the Citadel as a pseudo-religious order.”

“I understand. I will go in as subtly as I can, but if needed, I will find our target and withdraw her.”

Turnari grinned, “They have technically agreed to it, so feel free to do as you will to get Makki Ebranik’s Auntie Col out of the dome. Learn what you can, because if they are willing, we will take on several more of their physical talents.”

“I understand. I will take care to learn what I can.” Ysyr finished his tea and set it down with some finality. “Will you transfer the data to my ship?”

“Already done. The Egrin Bor is ready to fly and waiting at the Guard base. You have the full support of the Citadel in any action you choose to take.”

“Thank you. I will bring back the Resicor as quickly as I can.” Ysyr got to his feet and inclined his head. “Good day, Turnari.”

“Good luck, Ysyr.”

Ysyr’s path took him back to his rooms where he packed extra suits as well as robes. If he had to play the religious politician, he would do so, but as soon as he got back to Morganti, he was going for a run.

* * * *

Col held her basket and started her rounds. She was carrying food to the cliff dwellers above the city. It was the least involved of the tasks they had tried her out on and the only one she enjoyed.

She walked to the edge of a curb and stepped off, the tiny fall was now enough to propel her into the air and she rose slowly to the height of her first delivery.

With huge batwings and clawed feet, Useff was unable to walk among the other talents.

“Morning, Useff.”

He stuck his head out of his cave entrance and grinned at her. “You are the most punctual delivery person I have ever had.”

She enjoyed flying. It was the only thing offered to her that had appealed. It made her feel freer than she had felt on the outside of the dome.

“Thank you. I do try. Any excuse to get into the sky, am I right?” She grinned at him as she handed over his food rations.

“You are right. I was on my way to flick through the cliff falls. There is nothing like the feeling of the air surrounding you.” He smiled and hummed happily. “I miss the open air, but the circulation in the dome is enough for me, for now.”

Col’s smile beamed at him. “It was more than I had at home and I am willing to work with this until I am ready for the next step. Have a good day, Useff.”

He waved farewell with one huge wing. “See you in the sky, Col.”

She moved on to deliver rations to the rock crawlers, the ten folk living in the huge lake on the far side of the dome and finally, the light bringer who kept the balls charged at any given time.

“Kiiki, how are you today?”

The summoner of light smiled. “Good. I am on shift for the next ten days before Ashani takes her shift. What do you have for me today?”

Col looked from side to side as if someone could see them on the two-hundred-foot spire and reached under the rations to the bottom of her basket. “Here. Cookies. It isn’t fair that you only get one day off out of every eleven. I will bring you as many calorific snacks as I can.”

With the wind tugging at them, Col handed over the precious cookie as well as a few days worth of rations to the woman who glowed with energy. Col took a seat next to her on the observation platform and kicked her feet idly.

“I was your last delivery for the day, wasn’t I?” Kiiki broke off a piece of the cookie and nibbled, closing her eyes. “This is heaven.”

“Thanks. My true passion was always desserts, but when I started to make money in the restaurant business, there seemed no option but to stay a chef and work my ass off. I had no life, no fun and no time off. Retiring was great, but I planned to go back into business with a small dessert shop.”

“Think you still will? You could start one in here. I, for one, would be lining up at the doors, day or night.” Kiiki broke off another piece of cookie and chewed slowly.

“It took all of my considerable charm to get the ingredients that I needed out from under the cook for the council.” Col loved the panorama of the dome around her. This vantage point was well worth the price of a cookie.

On Col’s first day, she had wobbled her way up to the top of the spire, much to the astonishment of Wahli. She had rested and she and Kiiki had spoken at length about the height and what it would take for Col to descend.

After an hour of conversation, a short, sharp push from Kiiki had confirmed one thing for Colah. If she fell, she could fly.

She had spent hours flying and swirling around the interior of the dome, her suit providing her with warmth as she moved around objects and worked on increasing her speed.

Col had almost broken the sound barrier, but the idea of a sonic boom within the confines of the dome had made her nervous.

She asked the council about it and they suggested that it was not the proper time to let the military know that there was a fully powered talent in the dome.

Col watched the pennants on the buildings snap and twist in the wind as she sat for a quiet moment with Kiiki.

They both jumped when a message came through Col’s suit.

“Colah Geering, please report to the gateway of the dome. You have a visitor.”

Colah blinked and asked Kiiki, “Do people often have visitors after a few weeks?”

Kiiki shook her head. “No, so whatever it is, get down there. You don’t want to miss whatever contact with the outside you can get.”

Before Col could say anything else, Kiiki shoved her off the observation platform and she kicked into a full glide that took her in a trajectory leading directly to the gateway to the outer world.

Kiiki was right, if there was someone out there who wanted to talk, Col was all ears.






Chapter Five

Col walked the last five hundred yards to the gateway, staying out of the way of the cameras until the last minute. Flying was not supposed to be possible and so the cameras would not catch her in flight.

As she stood on the dome side of the gateway, she waited for a moment before she spoke. “Colah Geering, reporting as requested.”

The gateway shivered and a voice said, “Come through, Ms. Geering. Your sentence has been revised.”

Curious, she stepped through the energy field and back into the office she thought she would only see during family visits.

The man who was standing and waiting for her was not family, but he did answer one question for her. She was definitely attracted to men as long as that man was him.

She licked her lips, “Hello?”

He looked as stunned as she felt and when he spoke, she shivered from the inside out.

* * * *

Ysyr was expecting a woman similar to an Enjel, but the elegant creature in the bodysuit that left little to the imagination and teased at even more stunned him.

Her voice stroked along nerve endings and woke instincts that had lain dormant until she said, “Hello.”

He cleared his throat, “Are you Colah Geering?”

She inclined her head. “Yes. Yes, I am.”

“Is your niece named—”

Her immediate worry was touching. “Makki, is Makki alright?”

“She is fine. She wrote the Sector Guard a letter on a school project, they handed it to the Citadel and after some negotiation, here I am.”

He bowed low and extended his hand to her. The moment she took it, he knew that he would not be leaving Resicor without her. Like it or not, on this world that tried to hide its most powerful beings, he had met his mate.

* * * *

Col’s body heated dramatically, but she kept her hand in his for the polite amount of time. He gestured for her to sit and she looked around. There were no guards, no clerks and no cameras aimed at them.

“Thank you for the visit, but I don’t think that you are here just to tell me you are answering my niece’s letter.”

He sat next to her. “I am not. You have been granted a conditional reprieve and are being removed from Resicor to enter service at the Citadel.”

Now that she wasn’t simply staring at him, she noted the long robes that concealed his body. He looked like a priest and that would definitely appeal to the administrators of Resicor.

She didn’t know if they could believe he was a priest though, his jaw and neck showed intense muscular development and his high cheek bones and seductive eyes were definitely give-aways, as was his long black and red hair. It was confined in a neat tail that draped down his back, but there was no doubt that he would look amazing with it flowing loose around those wide shoulders of his.

Her body shivered again as she catalogued the fascinating nature of his anatomy. She watched as his lips moved and quickly tried to cover her gaff, “Pardon?”

“You are being removed from Resicor on a trial basis and placed with the Citadel. If it is a successful transfer, you will be the first of many of the Resicor physical talents who are sent elsewhere.”

“I get to leave?” Her heart pounded in her chest. “What about my sister and my niece? Can I still see them?”

His intense expression faltered. “I am afraid that unless you are recalled here for an assignment, the answer is no.”

She frowned. “Then I will have to refuse. Four hours with them per year is worth more to me than my freedom.”

He raised one brow at her. “Will you accept unlimited communications?”

Col perked up at that. “Done.”

She extended her hand to him and as he gripped it, he grinned, showing sharp canines and an intense look.

“Colah Geering, I promise to hug you on behalf of your family at least eight times per year.”

She chuckled and then sobered, retrieving the hand that he was caressing with his thumb. “Can I see them one last time before I go?”

He nodded. “They are waiting outside. Say your goodbyes and we will be on our way.”

They got back to their feet and she tried not to notice how imposing he looked with his robes swirling around him. His steps were silent and graceful, a predator in motion.

The daylight outside the small building had a different feel than the filtered light coming through the dome and the wind came to her with a thousand scents of the city in the distance.

Her family was facing her. Her sister was standing, surrounded by twenty guards and Makki was standing with her mother. The moment that Makki saw Col, Col opened her arms and Makki ran for her.

The little girl sobbed in relief and Col felt her own tears make their way down her face as Cabbili came and embraced her as well.

“I was so scared when they took you, Col.”

“I am a little unhappy myself, Cab. If not for Makki here, I would be facing a life inside the dome. Now, I may not be able to hug you during visitations, but we can speak more frequently. Mak, I want you to tell me all about your day every chance you get. I will try and do the same whenever I can.”

Mak had her face buried in Col’s neck, so she felt the nod more than heard the muffled, “Yes.”

Cab had to ask, “How long have you been…”

“Since the sand slide at the beach. I didn’t tell anyone, not even Mom. I knew what it would do to her if one of her kids were taken away. I kept it to myself.”

Cab sniffed and smiled, “Until that jackass threw you off the roof.”

“Yeah, my freedom was not worth my life.”

“You made the right choice, Col. I trust that you will continue to make the right choice even if I am not there to see it.” Cab smiled and brushed her hair away from her face.

“By the way, Col, your suit is stunning.”

She smiled and Mak moved her face away, “It looks very pretty, Auntie.”

She looked at her sister and put a pleasant expression on her face. “I am glad you like it, because it is grafted to my body. It goes where I go and it holds my power at bay.”

With a slight wink to her sister, she let Cab know that what she just said was a lie.

“Good. It looks nice, you should keep wearing it.” Cab’s reinforcement of the comment let Col know that she had gotten the hint.

It was something that they had done as children and it had gotten acres of information past their parents.

“Auntie Col, where are you going?”

Col looked down at the young lady in her arms. “I am going to the stars, Makki. I thank you very much for that letter. It freed me from the dome and gave me a chance at life.”

Makki turned in her arms and stared at the man from the Citadel. “Who are you?”

He bowed gracefully to the child and smiled as he rose. “Master Instructor Ysyr of Citadel Base Morganti, at your service.”

Makki squirmed and Col put her down. She walked over to the Citadel instructor and stared up at him for a long time. She nodded after her assessment was complete. “Good. She needs all the help she can get.”

Col had suspected that her niece harboured a talent, but for her, this cinched it. It seemed to be psychic, so Makki was safe. Colah smiled as her niece returned to her side.

The small hand slipped into hers and Col felt a sense of peace wash over her.

Mak grinned. “You are going to be fine, Auntie. You can trust him. Now, go before they try and keep you here.”

She hugged her niece and sister one more time before she walked to stand in front of Ysyr. “Well? I am as ready as I am going to get. Shall we be going?”

He reached out and placed his hand, palm up, in front of her. With a grin, she took his hand and together, they walked through the armed guards, across five hundred yards of salt flat and into his shuttle.

“Welcome to the Egrin Bor, one of the fastest ships designed by the Kalorda. Take that seat, strap in and hang on. I don’t know when or if the Resicor will rescind their hospitality and I want to be in the air if they do.”

She looked at the crowd of folk who were watching the shuttle and did as he said. “You and me both.” Being in the air had never seemed like a better idea.






Chapter Six

They made it off world without incident and the moment that they were free of threat, he applied the engines and fitted a halo to his head.

Col was shaking. She had done it. She had left the dome behind and a life loomed ahead of her that would let her fly.

“Master Instructor Ysyr, what is that halo for?”

“It is my link to the jump engines. We are about to make the first of three jumps to Morganti. Each jump uses technology to move us from one empty spot to the other. There are a finite amount of jump points available in any system and so you must find one before you can jump.”

She chuckled and fiddled with her harness. “You are beginning with the instruction already?”

He smiled, “No time like the present. Prepare for jump.”

Colah held her breath and when a series of lights tracked across the command console, she had the peculiar feeling of being two places at the same time.

They settled and Ysyr turned to her. “How do you feel?”

“Weird but fine.” She took a quick mental inventory and nodded. “Yup. Fine.”

He laughed. “You are doing very well for your first time into space. We are two hours from the next jump point, so tell me about that suit.”

She looked down and blushed at the expanse of skin that was exposed by the pattern. “It is grafted to my skin. They give us the suit to contain our talents. It has a suppression system in it that is set by our activity levels. Once set, it will remain that way for the rest of the wearer’s life.”

“You can’t take it off?” He frowned.

“No. It takes care of bodily disposal for me as well as sweat and oil, I only need to wash my hair and hands.”

“So, your body is completely cut off?” There was an intensity to his question that she didn’t understand.

“I believe so. If you mean sex, it has never been a concern before, so I can’t miss what I haven’t had.” She was staring out and watching the planets drift to the side as they sought the next jump point.

She could see him visibly jerk as she spoke and he turned back to the monitors. She barely heard him mutter, “We will just see about that.”

Her lips twisted, but she gasped as the lights flashed again and they moved from one point in space to the others.

“What, no warning?”

He chuckled. “Sorry, I was distracted.”

“More flying, less flirting. I am not going anywhere.” She laughed.

Ysyr nodded. “You are right, of course. I am sure that Fixer could manage something. Not that your suit isn’t very fetching, but it is far more confining than I would like.”

She chuckled as they moved through the next star system to the last jump point. “It is a design to keep two things from happening. The first is that they don’t want the physical talents reproducing and the second is that several of the physical talents were not above using their power to coerce the opposite or the same sex. Remove access to the genitals and the reproduction ceases as well as the reason for coercion.”

“Interesting. So the suit is a living thing?”

“Apparently it is a mix of living being and technology.”

He nodded. “Similar to the Masuo with a twist.”

“What is Masuo?”

“A living plant-like creature that sprouts pods which can be trained into shapes that are used for boots and clothing. They bond to the wearer and change shape to suit the mood of their host. They perform in a similar manner to your suit if you choose to have them as a complete wrap.”

“Interesting.” She smiled at the way his mind was working. He was going to get her out of this suit if it killed him.

She sighed and watched the constellations shift as they moved through another strange system. “Why did you come for me?”

“It was my turn. I was scheduled on recruitment duty and so when they told me about you, I got into my ship and here I am.”

Col swivelled her chair and stared at him. “I mean why you? You know what I mean, don’t you?”

He paused with his hands over the controls. “You feel it too?”

“The strange hum every time you touch me? Yes. If we weren’t alone, I wouldn’t say this, but you gave me the confirmation that I was attracted to men. I wasn’t sure up until you.”

His shock was enough to make her laugh. It was a deep cackle that she couldn’t stop. “You should see your face. I am sorry. I am a little overwhelmed with new things today and I thought it would be fun to give you the absolute truth.”

Ysyr turned to her and took her hands in his. “I don’t know what Turnari’s plan is for you once your training is completed, but you will never be far from me. Kalorda keep their mates close at all times, whether they have consummated the connection or not. Now that I know you exist, you are not going to leave me for long.”

She tilted her head. “I don’t understand.”

He grinned and pressed a kiss to each of her hands. “Kalorda are notorious hunters. Once we are on the scent, our prey never escapes.”

In that instant, she met his gaze and there was a whisper across her thoughts. “You are taking an imprint of my mind.”

“Very good, Colah. If you are ever lost, I will find you. It is one of my many talents.” He pressed two more kisses to her hands and she felt the flick of his tongue.

“Tasting as well?”

“That was just for my own entertainment. Prepare for jump, we are on our way to Morganti.”

She folded her hands in her lap and turned to watch the process of jumping from one star system to the next.

The principal seemed to be that at some points, the star systems lined up like a sort of three-dimensional board game. The computer calculated the connecting points and the speed of thought was needed to activate them at the precise moment for the transfer to take place.

She watched the data stream across the screen and when they were again in two places at the same time, she watched the after image of one system fade and the Morganti system take its place.

With a slingshot manoeuvre, he whipped them around a small moon and then he hit the thrusters. For better or worse Col was about to get a new home.




Chapter Seven

“The tower on the right is the Citadel outpost, the base on the right is the Sector Guard Base. We will be landing at the Guard base and their physicians will give you an exam to determine your species’ specifics.” Ysyr was all business.

“Will it hurt?” She bit the inside of her cheek.

“No. They are just going to take baselines of your resting levels. That way, if you are ever injured in the line of duty, you can be healed at any Alliance facility.” He smiled and a light dawned in his eyes. “I think we will be taking a trip to Teklan base in the near future.”

“We?”

“Yes, we. You don’t know how to pilot a ship and this shuttle is my private property.” His grin was fleeting. “I have to call in and announce us before they send Star Breaker up here to blast us out of the sky.”

He quickly raised the base on the communicator and received clearance to land on the first active Sector Guard base in existence.

His hands moved the controls with elegant power, taking them through the atmosphere and into the base itself. The Egrin Bor moved like it was designed for him, which she supposed it was.

As they landed, her limbs protested the hours of confinement. She knew that she had to put up with the exam first, but the moment she got the authorization, she was going to be up in the air.

Colah fought the harness for a moment, but when it was unclasped, she rose to her feet, swaying slightly.

Ysyr was out of his chair in a flash, holding her by the elbows and supporting her. “Are you all right?”

She smiled, “Fine, I am just not used to being confined for so long. Even before the dome, I was used to moving for most of the day.”

He laughed. “Come with me. I need to get my post-assignment check and you can get your scan done at the same time.”

They left the shuttle and walked across the tarmac. Col inhaled deeply as she experienced the air of a new world for the first time. “It is so different.”

“What is?”

“The air, the wind, the ambient currents that move the weather patterns, it is all different.” She was smiling and her senses were on high alert.

He wrapped an arm around her waist and she felt that peculiar hum in her bloodstream again.

They walked through the halls of the administration building and before she knew it, they were entering a door marked MEDICAL.

She laughed. “I seem to be cursed by well-labelled doors.”

He didn’t know what to make of that, but he led her into the room regardless.

“Dr. Effin Nywyn, this is the newest Citadel recruit, Colah Geering of Resicor. She needs her baselines done.” Ysyr’s hand was still warm on her back.

The male turned and smiled, his teeth were sharp, his features feline and she wracked her brain for a species identity. “You are Wyoran?”

He nodded. “Very good. You can call me doctor or Effin. Or Dr. Effin if you choose. Please remove your clothing and put on one of those gowns.”

She paused. “That is not possible.”

He blinked. “What?”

“The suit is grafted to my skin. I have tried to remove bits of it, but the skin goes with it.”

Effin blinked as he absorbed the information, but he moved to gather some hand scanners. “Hold still. That is utterly bizarre.”

She held still while he ran the scanners past her body.

“They have created a hybrid of living tissue and energy and programmed it.” Effin whistled softly. “If you would come here and stand on this unit, it will complete a full body scan without touching you. For a tech analysis, you will have to see Fixer. This is a little outside my normal expertise.”

She did as he asked and held still as the scan ran over her. The first scan tingled, the second ached and by the third pass, her skin was on fire. “Stop it! Please, stop it.”

Effin moved swiftly to cut off the scan, but Col fell to her knees.

Tears tracked down her face as the burn that covered her skin ached and slowly receded.

Hands cradled her and held her while she recovered. Low tones murmured over and over. Col slowly gathered her composure and sat up, looking into Ysyr’s eyes. “I am getting better. You can let me go now.”

He frowned but stood up and held her until she had her balance. “Are you truly better?”

She sniffled and smiled brightly. “Of course.”

Effin looked worried. “I am going to call in a specialist. This is beyond what I can deal with here.”

Ysyr asked, “Fixer?”

Effin shook his head. “This will have to be a joint effort between Fixer and Reset and based on these scans, it will not be pleasant.”

Col asked wearily, “It has bonded to my nervous system as well as other systems, hasn’t it?”

Effin nodded. “You knew.”

“I suspected it. There would be no other way to restrict the power that a talent’s body generates naturally. It would have to become part of the body.” She ran her hand down the sleeve of her suit. “I tried to cut it off on my second day. The pain was intense and it bled as I did.”

Effin nodded. “When Reset has arrived, I will send word to the Citadel. For now, you have a clean bill of health and as soon as I run my checks on Ysyr, you can be on your way. Your body is fine, but the skin they grafted on will have to be removed if you are to gain your full power.”

She nodded and sat on the chair he held out for her. Ysyr stepped onto the same scanner she had just been tortured on and after six passes, he was set free with no ill effects.

She scowled at him and he smiled.

“Jealous.”

“Yes. It isn’t fair, but I suppose that it will be my destiny to make sure that you pay for this moment of inequality.” She grinned. “Thank you for your help, Effin. I look forward to meeting the two who will assess whether my freedom can ever be achieved.”

Effin straightened, “This is the Sector Guard, Colah Geering, your freedom is my guarantee, but it might not be pleasant.”

She twisted, “Being bound isn’t pleasant. One day of pain for a life of freedom is a fair trade.”

He grinned, “I like your attitude. I will make the request immediately.”

Ysyr wrapped an arm around her waist. “Thank you, Doctor. We are thankful for your help.”

Effin stifled a laugh and inclined his head. “Have a good day.”

They left medical and Col looked up at her companion, “What was that about?”

“Sorry, I am a little touchy when other men become too friendly with you. It will be moderated at another stage in our relationship.”

She blinked as they walked into the sunlight. “So, your mood is dependent on access to my body?”

He shrugged and she could swear that his skin darkened slightly. “Apparently.”

“How are we getting to the Citadel?”

Ysyr started to remove the long robe that concealed him. “Skimmers are traditional, but I prefer to run. If you carry my robes, I can carry you on my back.”

She blinked at the image. “If you can bundle up your own robes, I can fly there.”

He paused. “The Resicor told me you were restricted from flight.”

She laughed, “They don’t know everything. Some power will not be suppressed and I managed to gain a bit of skill with my own personal transport.”

He nodded. “I will stow the robes in my shuttle and race you to the Citadel.”

She sighed. “As you wish.”

She watched his body in the form-fitting suit and admired the flex and bunching of muscles as he walked to his ship. He returned in a few seconds and she drew in a surprised breath when his face elongated and fur sprouted. She faced a huge cat whose shoulder was almost even with her own.

He rubbed against her with his head. The black fur covering his body had the same reddish highlight as his normal hair.

When he finished scent marking her like a pet, she had had as a child, he whirled and bolted for the Citadel.

She grinned, “Cheater!”

With a push of her mind, she was up and a second later, she was on her way, the air of Morganti supporting and nourishing her as she increased her speed to catch her wayward instructor. He might like the chase, but she could definitely see the appeal in pursuit. She might just change things up a bit.






Chapter Eight

She tried to pace him at first, but the thrill of open flight when she had never been able to engage in it before intoxicated her. Col increased her speed until the world around her blurred.

The Citadel shot past beneath her and she sighed before turning back and flying into the courtyard to wait for her companion. A young woman in robes came up to her and smiled. “Can I help you, mistress?”

Col grinned, “No. I am just waiting for a friend. He is not as fast as he looks. Oh, there he is.”

The woman looked at the huge bulk of Ysyr and back to Col. “You beat him in a footrace?”

“I took air, he took ground. I win. If he hadn’t cheated, I would never have considered it a race, but as far as I know, you only cheat when you want to win and that makes this a race.”

“Wow. I have never seen anyone beat Master Ysyr before. You are either very brave or very confident.”

He shifted and walked toward her with a brisk stride.

Col laughed, “I am neither. I am his mate.”

The shocked eyes of the young woman were the last things Col saw before Ysyr bent her back over his arm and kissed her senseless.

As a first kiss went, it was a little on the violent side, but she wove her fingers into his hair and hung on as he learned her taste and she, his.

When he righted her, he looked a little flustered. “I apologize. That was a little sudden.”

She blinked and pressed her fingers to her swollen lips. “It is fine. I just wasn’t expecting it.”

He ignored the woman next to her and asked, “Was that your first kiss?”

She nodded.

His blush was intense and he leaned down to kiss her lightly with slow attention.

“I am sorry. I should not have pounced on you like that.” His words were spoken a centimetre away from her mouth.

“You owe me another one of those kisses, just like the last one. We can pretend we are starting over at a later time.” She reached up and caressed his cheek.

He grinned and a voice sounded next to them.

“That is very touching. May I have the pleasure of addressing Colah Geering?”

She turned her head and bumped into Ysyr when she backed up. She had never seen a Dhemon before, but it was rather unmistakable.

“I am Colah Geering.”

“Col, this is Turnari. He is the Administrator of the Citadel Base, Morganti.”

The Dhemon was looking at her with a distinctly amused look. “Pleased to meet you, Ms. Geering.”

“Col, please.” She conquered her fear and extended her hand to the creature out of Resicor myth and legend.

He bowed over her hand and pressed a kiss to her knuckles before straightening. “I saw your arrival and had to come. I had no idea that the Resicor were such talented seamstresses.”

She twisted her lips. “They aren’t. This is a living suit grafted onto my body. I would ditch it in a minute and stand here naked if I could.”

There was a low growl from behind her and she reached behind her absently to pat Ysyr into silence. She missed his thigh by inches and jerked her hand back with crimson staining her cheeks. “Sorry about that.”

Turnari was stifling a laugh. “Come with me. We will check you in and set you up with an aptitude counsellor and assign you a room as well as get you into some novice robes.”

She yawned. “Good. I could use a little rest after the day I have had.”

Both men chuckled and she was shepherded inside, several of the Citadel personnel turned to watch her pass and she suspected that women wearing nothing but a partially concealing bodysuit were rarely accompanied by two of the highest-ranking members of the Citadel outpost.

She was taken to the clothing stop first and her glittering bodysuit was covered by a loose draping of a gauzy white that marked her as a novice of the Citadel.

“This seems a little thin.” She lifted her sleeves.

Turnari smiled, “You are a flier. We didn’t want to weigh you down.”

“Sensible.” She smiled, “So, what does an aptitude counsellor do?”

“She will do a psychic probe and see what you would excel at.”

Col frowned, “But I can fly.”

“There are many tasks that can be enacted with the ability to fly. Some require additional training to carry out and if you have an aptitude for them, the training would begin immediately.”

She shrugged and looked to Ysyr. He had his head high and was walking proudly through the halls. He was very much the Master Instructor at that particular moment.

Col yawned again. She was sleepy. It had been a very long day.

“Can the testing wait until tomorrow?”

Ysyr put his arm around her waist. “It is better to have it done while you are tired. Your mind will be more open to her touch.”

“Fine, make it quick, I am crashing fast.” She yawned again.

Turnari looked from Ysyr to Col and back again, “So I am guessing that you…”

Col glared at him. “We what? If it has escaped you, any part of me that would be involved in that kind of procedure is currently fused to my suit.”

He winced. “Apologies. I forgot.”

Ysyr’s shoulders started to quiver and she realized that he was fighting a laugh. “I am glad that my mate’s body was not in your mind, Turnari. It might have caused a problem.”

The head administrator of the Citadel Morganti darkened slightly. His face shaded from crimson to dark burgundy.

He kept his mouth shut and when they were in front of an unlabelled door, he left them with a sense of relief.

“I haven’t seen him that embarrassed in all my time here.” Ysyr was still chortling.

“Well, he should keep his mind off my genitals.”

When the door opened, Ysyr was doubled over laughing and Colah was left to smile at the deep lavender woman who was looking at her. “May I help you, miss?”

Col inclined her head. “I have been sent here to get an assessment to my talent. Pardon him, he is having an emotional day.”

Col moved past Ysyr when the woman opened her door, and Col tried to close it on him, but he gripped the edge and wedged it open.

“Not polite, Col.” He murmured it quietly.

“Neither is your incessant cackling, Ysyr.” She grumbled.

“Master Ysyr, who is your fascinating companion?”

“Assessment officer, Haveera, this is the newest recruit to the Citadel, Colah Geering.”

Haveera raised her hand and smiled. “Don’t tell me anymore. The more I discover on my own, the more accurate my assessment will be. Please, have a seat, Colah.”

There were two chairs placed close together, so Col took the one on the left.

Haveera blinked and smiled. “Unusual choice.”

Col blushed, “You are left handed, so I assumed that you would want the other chair to keep your arm free.”

“Observant. Will you extend your hands to me?”

Col did as she was asked and Haveera took her hands, turning the palms upward and then back down again.

She announced, “You were a chef.”

“You are correct.” Col knew that her hands bore the marks of heat and blades. It was why she preferred the idea of desserts. There was far less chance of slicing one’s hand open while skinning a fruit than a fish.

Col felt a pressure on her mind. It was a gentle stroking touch, far more subtle than when Ysyr had pressed his mind to hers.

“Master Ysyr is not designed for this. I am.” Haveera’s voice came to her from a great distance.

In her mind, she saw herself flying and lifting others with her in an invisible net. She jerked, “I don’t have that ability.”

Haveera blinked to reset her mind back in her own skull. “You will. It will only be a matter of time and training. You have a destiny here with the Citadel, Colah. That much is certain.”

Ysyr came up behind her and placed his hands on her shoulders. “Send the report to Turnari, Haveera. Col needs to have something to eat and then get some sleep.”

He was shepherding her out of the room when Haveera called his name.

The woman looked up and him and grinned, “She will be great, Master Ysyr. I hope you can keep up.”




 Chapter Nine

Col woke in a huge bed with sunlight streaming across her form. She felt marginally better than she had when Ysyr had determined that she was too tired to be assigned her own quarters and he brought her to his.

A blinking light on a wall panel caught her attention. She wandered up to it and pressed the button underneath.

“Col, I am sorry that I had to leave you this morning, but I was needed in a meeting with Relay of the Sector Guard. The moment you heard this message, another novice was dispatched to come and take you on a tour of the facility. I will find you as soon as I am free.”

She looked around her and identified the lav, quickly washing her face and hands. Col brushed out her hair and twisted it into a loose braid, tying it with one of the strips of leather on the vanity.

A knock at the outer door stopped her primping.

A pleasant young man stood and smiled at her. “Hello, Colah. My name is Kalo. I am here to show you around the Citadel.”

She smiled. “Oh dear, our names really shouldn’t be spoken together, should they?”

He laughed. “Probably not. Master Instructor Ysyr had instructed me to show you around the base and keep my hands to myself. He was fairly insistent about the last bit.”

Colah shrugged into her novice robe and returned to the doorway. “Ready when you are.”

Kalo looked a little disappointed, but he showed her the classrooms, most of which were in use, the common areas, the kitchen and the exercise facilities.

“The equipment is designed for advanced strength and dexterity. Haveera suggested that you might want to start flying with weights.”

“Can I fly now? Anytime? Just up and go?”

Kalo looked at her. “Of course. You can take a bit of a lap now if you wish. I can wait.”

She didn’t need to be told twice. She took a few skipping steps and then launched herself up and into the air.

Her robes flared and shifted around her, billowing as if underwater. She floated for a moment before starting to swirl around the edge of the wall, flying in laps that increased in speed until the trembling started in her limbs again. She was a few seconds away from a sonic boom when she heard a voice calling her name.

“Col, get down here!” Ysyr was standing in the centre of the exercise area and beckoning to her.

She slowed and approached him in narrowing circles. Finally, she hovered in front of him with her robes flaring and caressing her lazily. “Yes, Master Instructor Ysyr?”

He smiled and with a quick snap of his hand, he grabbed her ankle and pulled her into his arms. “Reset and Fixer are ready to remove your suit. Are you up for it?”

She laughed. “Ysyr, I definitely am.”

Resting against him, she felt a restless energy. She shifted quickly and snapped against him, bringing her legs up and pushing away. “Race you to the Guard base.”

She didn’t wait for him to agree. She went low, skimmed along the ground and then darted past a shocked Kalo as she whipped down the hall and out into the sunlight.

Citadel masters and novices jumped out of her path and when she heard a noise behind her, she looked and saw the huge black cat that she had shared a bed with the night before.

Ysyr put the speed on as he left the Citadel and she gained altitude to watch him run.

The muscles bunching and expanding as his paws dug into the ground were impressive to watch. She flew over him and switched from his left to his right side. His ears flicked as she paced him, but he kept running and when they reached the tarmac of the Guard base, she poured on the speed.

Two women were standing in an open hangar and they both perked up when she appeared.

Col skimmed along the ground and swooped up for a hovering stop before she allowed her feet to land on the ground.

Ysyr stopped behind her and he butted her in the back.

“I win, you lose, Ysyr. You know, we really need to start betting on that.”

One woman with navy hair smiled and the one with dark rainbow hair laughed out loud.

“Ladies, I am Colah Geering, Col, if you please.”

“Fixer.” The rainbow-haired woman inclined her head.

“Reset of Teklan base.” The navy woman was sober, but there was a twinkle in her eyes. “You have to take pity on poor Master Ysyr. He has been back and forth twice already today.”

Absently, Col reached out and stroked Ysyr’s ears as he moved to stand beside her.

The women stared at each other before Col said, “So, this is going to hurt?”

Reset winced. “I am afraid it will. Based on your scans, this is going to be similar to removing a piece of skin that covers your entire body.”

Fixer said quickly. “We will move piece by piece. I am going to be removing the technological aspects while Effin puts a graft into place and Reset heals you to help the new skin bond. We are going to start on your back.”

Col’s skin went clammy, but she nodded. “It’s a good thing I didn’t have breakfast, or it would be on your shoes right now.”

The other two women laughed and led the way into the workshop.

Col was scanned for a replacement suit and Fixer assured her that her fabrication machines would complete it before they were done with her in medical.

The moment that they stepped from the hall and into medical, an entire team went into action.

Intravenous drips were placed in all of her healers, attached to packs settled on their waists.

Fixer explained. “Our talents burn a lot of calories and so, to do a procedure this involved, we need to be able to keep going and that means that the medical team will keep us topped up with food and stimulants.”

Effin nodded, flexed his hands and twisted as if getting ready for a run. “Fixer crafted a special medical bed for you that is completely adjustable for your comfort and ours.”

Col was amazed at the fuss that was being enacted on her behalf. Hands pulled her robes from her shoulders and she turned to smile at Ysyr. “Are you going to watch?”

He shook his head. “No. I will not watch. I will be in the facility if you need anything. Effin will call me if anything occurs.”

She saw the truth in his eyes. “You don’t want to hear me scream.”

He leaned down and gave her a sweet kiss.

Col tasted salt and when she opened her eyes, the tears tracking down his cheeks proved her point. She reached up and touched him. “It will be fine. I may be scarred but that can heal. If we can get this suit off, it will mean that you can do more than lie in your shifted form next to me.”

He laughed, kissed her nose and walked out of medical.

Wearing nothing but her bodysuit, she faced the team that was there to help. “Where do you want me?”






Chapter Ten

Two days of sobbing and screaming, forty-seven changes of the feed units on Fixer and Reset and finally, Col was awake and staring at her new skin. Her arms were pale and hairless, but they were hers and not covered by another living creature.

A peculiar sensation gripped her, one that she hadn’t felt in weeks. Laughter bubbled up and Ysyr jerked awake at her bedside. “What is it, what do you need?” His voice was hoarse but relief was in every inch of his body.

“Help me to the lav. My legs won’t hold me yet.”

He jumped to his feet and lifted her in his arms. “Does this hurt?”

She was draped in a sheet and as he walked, she felt the heat of his arm behind her back and under her knees. He carried her to the lav and the whole time she was marvelling at the sensitivity of her new skin.

He entered the lav with her in his arms and he moved to help her when she held up a hand. “I may be weak, but I am not paralyzed. You will wait outside the door until I call you no matter how long it takes. I have done this before, you know.”

Ysyr frowned but backed out of the room.

He closed the door and as she turned to face the mirror, she realized that the sheet only covered her front. The whole time she had been scowling at him, he had been staring at her backside.

She laughed, her hands releasing the sheet to expose her new skin. Col used the facility and washed up before she started to take a personal inventory. Her skin bore minute pale pink lines from having the suit carved off.

Effin had done the surgery after Fixer segmented and removed the tech for that spot. Her body rejected all sedatives and painkillers as they started the procedure and by the time they realized she would be awake and aware throughout, they had replaced the right half of her back.

The agonizing pain of being surgically flayed had taken a backseat to becoming free of the restriction. When they worked on her between her thighs, she had passed out.

Col heard a thunking at the door and she wrapped the sheet back around her before she opened it. “You knocked?”

Ysyr smiled, “Just checking on you.”

“Fine, bring me back to my bed.” She held up her arms and he obliged by bringing her back to the recovery area.

Effin appeared, carrying a steaming cup of something. “Colah! You are awake. How do you feel?”

She chuckled as he came at her with a scanner. “I feel like I am all in one piece now. Thank you. Where are Reset and Fixer?”

He smiled, “Fixer is with her family, sleeping it off while her daughters wake her to make sandwiches to keep her strength up. Relay has ordered Shade to keep on top of his family and to stay away from me. Fixer’s pregnancy is coming along well, but he popped his cork when he found out what she was doing for the last two days. It doesn’t matter that she was monitored, he is still pissed off.”

“She’s pregnant?”

Effin laughed. “Don’t worry if you don’t notice. She has been experimenting with suits that hide her condition from the average viewer. She is about seven months along and her family is worried that she will overtire herself. Fixer wanted to do this.”

Col smiled and looked at him as he checked his scans. “What does it say?”

He grinned. “The grafts are healing nicely. They are fully bonding to the raw edges left by the suit. In a few weeks, you won’t even see the marks.”

She sighed happily. “Fabulous, now, can I get something to wear?”

Ysyr stood again, “Fixer left you a suit and I have your robes.”

Effin nodded. “Shall I have a tech help you into it?”

With relief, Col said, “Please. I am not sure what my coordination is up for.”

“I can help you.” Ysyr seemed indignant.

“I would rather it be a woman, Ysyr. I don’t have any idea what the rest of my body really looks like right now and I don’t want you getting that knowledge before I do.” She was blunt but he laughed, laid the fabric across her legs and left the room.

Effin smiled. “Just in case you are wondering, Reset reset your body to its original specs, but she was losing power. Your body looks as it did before they restricted you.”

She winked as he turned to leave and a moment later, a tech was in, a smile on her face. “We are so glad to see you up and around, Novice Colah.”

“I am guessing that it wasn’t a pleasant time for anyone?”

“Some of the staff are going to be having nightmares for quite a while.” The tech moved to her side, lifted the suit and gestured for her to swing her legs over the side.

With the tech’s help and a judicious application of her talent, the suit was soon snugged up over her hips and she was hovering a few inches from the floor as they slid her arms into the sleeves.

“I am sorry about the pattern, Novice Colah, but Fixer has quite the sense of humour.”

Col merely smiled and sealed the suit that mimicked her original restrictor suit. A fabric that mimicked her colouration was playing the parts of her exposed skin. “I am guessing that Fixer is a believer in knowing where you have been so you can know where you are going.”

“She is. If it wasn’t for her hunger, we would think she was some sort of perfect being instead of something born and raised to live and love.”

Col raised a brow, “She gets hungry?”

“When she creates, she uses her own body mass for emergency repairs. She eats to replace what she lost.”

Col grinned. “I know just how to repay her for her help.” She slipped on her Novice robe and exited the medical bay.

Ysyr was standing and he straightened the moment she appeared. “Are you taller?”

“No, just walking with my mind and not my body. Which way are the kitchens? I want to give Fixer and Effin a thank you.”

Bemused, he offered her his arm and together, they proceeded to the area where Col would be able to repay those who had assisted her.

Convincing the cooks to let her into their domain involved some fast talking, but Col soon proved her competence and was whipping eggs, butter and sugar with a happy hum in her heart.

Four hours later, she was dusted with sugar and had an audience as she finished the towering confection. “Can you get Fixer and Effin as well as any of their loved ones into the commissary?”

The head chef was staring at the creation on the cart with astonishment. It was cake, pastry, icing, cream, berries, chocolate and every other good thing that Col had been able to think of or locate in the Morganti base kitchens.

She had it on a hover cart and the moment that she got the signal, she moved it into the main room.

Fixer sat with her husband and two charming little girls. All of the females watched the tower of confection coming toward them with a heightened anticipation.

Effin sat with a woman of his own, an elegant metal band surrounded her face and his companion smiled at Effin’s blush and Fixer’s hungry look.

“For all that you did for me, this little thing is for you. The staff has the recipe, I saw at least four of them writing down everything I did. I will leave you now, but know that I am very thankful for you restoring me to myself, Fixer and Effin, and Reset wherever she is, you will always have a place in my heart.”

She wiped away the tear that formed in her eye. “Well, enough of this. Find a starting point and dig in. I have no idea where you will start, but if we meet again, I expect to be informed as to how it proceeded.”

Col was halfway to the door when Fixer came up and gave her a hug. “Thanks for this.”

Col’s eyes widened as she felt the kicking bump at close quarters. “You are more than welcome. When are you due?”

“Twelve weeks, fourteen, who knows? I am stuck here on Morganti until then, so if you find yourself wanting to fly over and order a new suit, feel free. I am in my workshop most afternoons and you need to practice flying every chance that you get.”

Fixer was grinning and Col smiled in return until Ysyr cleared his throat. “I think I have to get going now, but go on, I think they are waiting for you.”

As they cleared the door, Col saw a line up of people wanting a taste but allowing Fixer to attack it first.

Laughter ensued and it was a good note to leave on.

Ysyr insisted that she ride him back to the Citadel. The feeling was peculiar and a little overwhelming for her nerves.

She tried to speak, but a bug decided her mouth looked attractive and she ended up spending the rest of the rocking run trying to get the last of the bug out of her mouth.

When they entered the Citadel corridor, he kept moving, not allowing her to put her feet on the ground. She tried twice and he growled.

The door to his quarters opened at their approach, a handy feature for a creature that could change its shape.

The moment that they were inside, she lifted herself off him, hovering in the air as he shifted. When he extended his arms, she cut her talent and dropped into his embrace. “Is this what you had in mind?”

His kiss was gentle, sweet and slow. Everything that she had always wished for in a first kiss and never imagined would come to pass.

Ysyr sighed and pressed his forehead against hers, “You are recovering.”

“Yes, I am, so behave.” She sighed lightly. “Perhaps I should get those separate quarters after all.”

His hands clenched on her and he growled. “No, you will stay with me and I will control myself, no matter how much it hurts.”

She ached that his self-control was making him uncomfortable but rejoiced that he wasn’t going to rush her. Col had a whole new skin to get used to and a talent to master. Her dance card was full.






Chapter Eleven

“Lift it! Come on, lift!” Kalo had been assigned as her training coach, because Ysyr was needed as an instructor.

With a deep breath out, Col expanded her net and lifted, gathering as many of the objects in the courtyard as she could.

Turnari had been a little surprised when Kalo has asked to fill the interior yard with hard-to-lift objects, but no one could argue with the results.

Col could and did lift over two thousand pounds at a time.

Straining, she lifted and the objects left the ground.

“Keep lifting! Ten feet, twenty, thirty, fifty feet. Col, bring them back down now, nice and slow.”

She descended in a slow and controlled manner, her muscles quivering under the strain. The moment that her burden touched the ground, her muscles eased and she continued to follow them down.

Landing next to her net, she leaned over and braced her hands on her knees, breathing heavily. “That was a good one. I think I need a burden relay so I can practice moving stuff.”

Kalo came up next to her and handed her a bottle of water and a towel. “That was amazing. I have updated your stats and you are doing wonderfully well.”

“What else?”

“We are done for today. The relay can be setup tomorrow.” Kalo helped boost her upright. “Do you know how close you are to being added to the roster?”

She gulped down the water. “What roster?”

“The roster for active assignments. Going out on assignment helps you pay for your keep, clothing, food, accommodation, that sort of thing. Not to mention education and training.”

She shrugged. “Probably a fee for peeling me as well. Sure. The sooner I can get onto the roster, the better. I look forward to seeing another world.”

Haveera walked toward them, a smile on her face. “You don’t need to wait. It won’t take you off world, but the Guard base needs you for a few days. It will do wonders to expunging your debt.”

Col raised a brow. “What could they need me for?”

“Lifting and holding shuttles and skimmers while under coatings and weapons are mounted.”

Col paled. “I can’t do that.”

Haveera dismissed Kalo with a glance. “Walk with me, Colah.”

Col moved in step with Haveera.

The assessment officer moved them down the path to the botanical gardens. “You are not a simple flier. You know that, don’t you?”

Col shrugged. “I haven’t really looked into what I am.”

“You have a type of telekinesis that allows you to enfold any object and lift it. The only thing holding you back is your own mind. You alter your molecular stability when you fly and by creating an opposing charge to your surroundings, you fly. You can do the same to anything you lift.”

“Do you mind if I try something?”

“Please.”

Testing Haveera’s theory, Col kept walking but touched the woman’s arm lightly with a few fingers. They both continued their stroll, but they were slowly elevating to more than four feet off the ground.

Col felt no strain at all. “Why do I feel a strain when I lift?”

“You expect to. When you expect that something is heavy, you brace yourself. When you think something is light, it floats up easily.”

They were both walking calmly, but Col felt no strain, no tugging, no urge to hold Haveera up. “Why are you just telling me this now?”

Haveera laughed, “We just figured it out after what your suit has been feeding back to the Guard base.”

“My suit is rigged with monitors?” Col didn’t mind, she stripped it off before any of her evening experiments with Ysyr. Her skin was very sensitive, so they were going slowly. The last thing she needed was a record of her first experiments with sex.

“It is. Life and power monitors. Once you have fully recovered, your daily suits will no longer carry the monitors. However, your away suits still will. I came to tell you about the details of your talent, because we were afraid you were going to cause yourself an injury.”

Col laughed. “I was afraid of the very same thing.”

“Well, I am glad that you now have an understanding, but can you bring us back down? I am looking at the wrong end of a conifer here.”

Giggling, Col slowly brought them back down to solid ground. “When am I needed at the base?”

Haveera smiled, “As soon as you are able. They can give you any additional coaching that you require.”

“Will you let Ysyr know? He will miss me if I just disappear.”

Haveera inclined her head. “We will let him know.”

“Well then, off I go.” Without a second thought, Col lifted straight up and oriented herself before accelerating to the Guard base.

A voice came through her collar. “Col, I will expect you back in the evening. If you are going to be late, let me know.”

She chortled. “Fine, Ysyr, but from what Haveera said, this might be a few days’ worth of work. I don’t know what the situation is. I haven’t arrived yet.”

“Keep me posted, or I will come for a visit.”

She laughed out loud and flew into Fixer’s workshop settling in the doorway.

“Hello, Fixer. I hear you have a project for me.”

Fixer looked up from something she was looking at with magnifying lenses and she smiled. “Colah. I am glad to see you. Yes, I have some heavy lifting for you to do. How long can you hold an airborne position?”

Col shrugged, “I have no idea. Shall we find out?”

Fixer removed her lenses and placed them aside. She put a hand on Col’s shoulder and pointed to a huge shuttle sitting on the tarmac. “Can you lift that and hold it for me while I do some repair work?”

Col whistled. “I am not sure. I think I can hold it, but can you get some support blocks so that if I do start to lose it, you will have time to get away? I am all about safety.”

Fixer touched the neck of her suit and spoke into it softly.

Col flew around the top of the shuttle and got a feel for it. When she was ready, instead of flying and trying to pull it upward, she sat on it and simply lifted herself and it into the air.

“How high do you want it, Fixer?”

“You are good. Just hold it there and I will let you know when I am done.”

Col sat on top of the shuttle and meditated on keeping the vehicle level and secure. The assistants that Fixer had called installed blocks that would keep the ship a minimum of four feet off the ground, so Col felt safe in concentrating on keeping the ship in the air.

Fixer was humming gently as she worked and when she was standing next to the shuttle once more, she lifted her hand and the assistants came to remove the blocks.

“Colah, anytime you are ready we can test out the gear.” Fixer was smiling and munching a ration pack.

Col lowered the ship carefully, but a slight noise on her left got her attention. With a jerk she pulled the ship into the air. “Fixer, is that your daughter?”

A little girl giggled and Fixer gasped. “Mabi, get over here. Is Isala with you?”

“No. She stayed with Daddy.”

The little girl moved toward her mother and stood next to her, but Col slowly turned the ship upside down to confirm that the tarmac was clear before she righted herself and it, slowly returning it to its landing gear.

Fixer was stunned. “How did you do that?”

Col left the shuttle and landed next to the head of development and repair for the Sector Guard. “I don’t know. It just seemed like the thing to do. If there is anything loose in the shuttle, I will clean it up. I just didn’t want to risk another little one under the ship if the gear wasn’t going to hold.”

Fixer reached out and hugged her. “Thanks for seeing her. She and her sister each manifested one of our talents when they were born, but they are now showing signs of both. Mabi likes to watch me work, but it can get a little hairy if I don’t know she is coming.”

Col smiled. “No worries. I have a niece of my own. She is loving it that I am living off world now. She tells all her friends.”

“Well, enough work for today, time for dinner.” Fixer took Mabi’s hand and extended her other one to Col. “Come on. The staff wants to pick your brain about that dessert. They seemed to have missed a spot in your instructions.”

Col laughed as they entered the base buildings and walked down the halls. Dinner with a molecularly shifting talent and her offspring seemed like just the thing to tell Makki on the next call.

The feeling of a body pressing against hers in the darkness was wonderfully familiar. “I told you I would be home tomorrow, Ysyr, but I am glad you are here.”

“I told you to come home, so since you did not, I brought home to you.” His hands moved over her softly and her body flickered to life under his touch.

She laughed and turned to face him, sliding her own hands over his much loved body. “So, you are my home now?”

He silenced her with a kiss that held all the gentleness of a perfect first kiss and turned into a lover’s demand.

As they rolled and twisted in the sheets, she had to admit, that wherever her Ysyr was, she was secure in the knowledge that he felt the same.

She may fly around the worlds, but he would always be there to hold her when she came back to earth.




Author’s Note

Welcome to the talents of Resicor. The suits on the covers were so lovely that I could not think of how someone could get in and out of them. Thus, the fused restrictor suit was created.

We have already met two of the next four characters for Fire Dance and Wrapped in Starlight.

Fortunately for the other talents of Resicor, the Sector Guard has refined the technique for removing the suits. Col’s pain was not in vain.
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