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Saving her son and his school trip leads Alody down a path of reunion, regret, and a new phase in her life and that of her clone and adopted children.
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Alody has a complicated history, but after being sold as a child, trained to assist heroes, and cloned, she was sold again. Now she is in a good place with a simple job, and her son is in one of the best schools in the city.

When she gets an emergency call from her son, she leaves work and does what she was trained to do. She gets there, saves lives, and gets them to safety. Unfortunately, she did it all on camera, and her simple life now hangs in the balance.

Her clone saw the rescue and contacted her. They have been living parallel lives but didn’t realize they had settled in the same city.

Diena has her own complicated history. She denied the lab she was raised in any hint of the power she carried from her genetic progenitor. She registered as an active, but no one could determine her skill set. Once she was cut loose from the program that literally owned her, she began to answer the compulsion that her skills pushed her to. Need. She answers need using any and all means necessary, just like her mother did.

The characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.
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Chapter One
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Alody kept her eyes on the seams as the machines hummed around her. Sewing loops for lacing was her specialty, and it was destined for a very specific metabolic active. Her partners wanted her to have something to wear to family dinners, and this dress had embroidery, a dark background, and other colours of the partnership picked out along the hemlines.

“Al, take a break. Wait, why are you here so late?”

“Ithal is on his way out of town on a school trip. I have my night to myself for a change, and I wanted to spend it making money.” She grinned and kept the whir of her machine going.

“Is that the Elf Star order?”

“Yup. They are having a lot of kids in a rush, and Mom needs something pretty. Her body is going to be flexing hard.”

“She’s pregnant with multiples?”

“No, she’s a metabolic expecting seven kids and has five mates. Her body is gaining and losing daily.”

“Seven?”

“Two embryos became twins.”

Hasha whispered, “How do you know that?”

“I went with Morwithel to the consult. Evali is one of her mothers-in-law, so the bar is pretty high.” She finished the seam and exhaled. She clipped the loose threads and shook the dress out before putting it on the blank that they had for Drin.

Reba ran toward her with wild eyes. “Al, activate your com. There’s an emergency.”

Alody opened her com and saw two calls from Ithal. She called back and heard screaming and sobbing. She quickly looked up the location. “Ith. I am here. Where are you?”

“The storm. We washed into the river. The bus is floating, but water is coming in, and the defenders are ten minutes away.”

She was heading for the door. “I am on my way, baby. Count to ten and stay on the line.”

Alody walked into the rain, looked in the direction of the signal, and ran at the speed of sound.

* * * *
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Ithal looked at his friend. “Vak, my mom is coming. She’s going to be here in—”

The bus shuddered and started lifting out of the water. The kids cheered.

Maiette looked up. “She says make holes and drain the water.”

Vaken nodded and moved between seats, punching holes in the floor.

The water drained away, and Ithal watched the city get closer.

Vaken asked, “What next?”

Maiette said, “Call emergency services and say that the bus will be set down near the central hospital. We will be there in five minutes.”

Three students got on it.

Vaken looked at the roof of the bus. “What is your mom, Ithal?”

Ithal smiled. “She’s a seamstress.”

Vaken’s com started going off, and he talked to his mother. Then it went off, and he talked to his aunt. After that, Ithal watched the staff spill out of the hospital and come toward them. He blinked. He wanted his mom.

They lowered to the ground, and he and Vaken took the rear door off. Ithal’s mom was waiting, her clothing shredded by friction. He ran for her and hugged her. “Hey, baby boy. I’ve got you. Are you okay?”

Ithal nodded and looked up at her. “You are faster.”

She stroked his cheek. “I was motivated. I need to talk to Vaken’s mom for a bit.”

Vaken nodded and said, “Ithal can stay with me until the inquiry is done.”

She grinned. “Thank you.”

Ithal stared at her. “Mom?”

“I haven’t gotten my registration, bud. I am not technically supposed to use my activations. So, I have to be questioned. It’s important.”

Vaken took Ithal’s hand, looking very composed for an eight-year-old. “My uncle is a lawyer. He can help. Ithal will be safe.”

Agents came around, and Ithal saw them pausing. He turned and stared at them. “My mom saved us.”

Vaken looked at two of the agents and waved. “Hi, Auntie; hi, Uncle.”

Two figures in black leather walked toward her. The woman with extreme curves said, “Miss, we have to bring you to a query centre to figure out what happened.”

Ithal’s mom nodded. “I know. I need to make sure that Shisha will take my son.”

Shisha rushed up and hugged Vaken. “Alody, go. Vaken told me that Ithal needs an emergency sleepover.”

“Okay. Thank you. They will need to give their statements?”

Shisha nodded. “I will stay with him.”

His mom lifted her arm, activated her com, and said, “I give Shisha authorization to act as temporary guardian of Ithal until the query about the events is concluded.”

Shisha nodded and got the message. She replied, “I accept temporary custody of Ithal.”

Ithal got a bad feeling. “Mom, how long will you be gone?”

“I will be back with you as soon as I can, bud.”

Shisha nodded. “I’ve got him.”

Vaken said, “My aunt will help. You will be back soon.”

The male agent smiled. “You are sounding very grown up, Vaken.”

“Thank you, cousin.”

Salat grinned. “I am hoping Ciro has half of your calm.”

Ithal hugged his mom, and she hugged him back. “It’s okay, baby. They can’t hold me if I don’t let them.”

He nodded and squeezed her tight.

She stroked his hair, and his fin flexed against her fingers. “Okay. They are staring, and more rescuers are landing. I need to leave before I am on the news.”

Ithal let her go, and she was led off to a dark vehicle. They didn’t cuff her, so that was good.

Shisha smiled. “Come on, Ithal. You and Vaken need to get your statements done, and then we will go to Uncle Klauz’s. He’s invited us for dessert.”

Ithal smiled weakly. “Then, we should make our statements.”

Miss Shisha put her hand on Ithal’s back, and her other hand was on Vaken. They walked toward the agents and peacekeepers and worried parents. Ithal was really glad his mom was calm.

The teacher and bus driver saw them, and Mrs. Ekhart ran toward them to check on them.

Vaken looked around. “Oh, it’s my grandparents.”

Ithal looked at the man with a thick neck and greying hair and the woman with black hair threaded with silver.

They rushed toward Vaken and checked him over front and back. His grandmother hugged him, and Shisha kept her hand on Ithal.

The grandfather was asking questions, but Vaken said, “Grandfather, I have to give my statement. You can listen in.”

Ithal watched as a huge red man with a glittery woman with pointed ears arrived with another gold man and a very serious man with dark hair.

Everyone rushed and hugged Vaken, asking questions, but he just said he had to give his statement.

Shisha hugged the glowing lady, and they continued toward the agents doing recordings of the events.

Ithal looked at Maiette, and she was looking nervous.

The serious man walked over and knelt beside her, smiling at her and her parents.

Ithal just held still. The agents eventually made their way over to record his name and statement.

Once they had his name, one of the men asked, “Ithal, why do you have a com?”

Ithal blinked. “Because I used to have a different implant there, and my mom told me that I shouldn’t waste the pain. I can only call five people and emergency services, and only one person can call me.”

“Your mother. Where is your mother?”

“The agents took her away for questioning. My mom gave temporary custody of me to Shisha, and she accepted.”

Ithal swallowed. “Mom said that one person in a class should always be able to call for help, so when we went off the road, I called for help.”

The agent said, “Who did you call?”

“My mom. I called twice and called the shop once. That is when Mom called me back and said she would be there in ten seconds. She was. She pulled us out of the water.”

“What is your mother’s activation?”

Ithal frowned and said, “I don’t understand.”

“You are an early heavy hitter. What is your mother?”

“She does what is necessary. That’s all she ever said.”

Ithal looked at their confusion. “She’s fast when she has to be fast; she can lift when she has to lift; she can go through fire when that is the only way out. Do you understand?”

One of the agents blinked and nodded. “I think so. She would register as inactive on any scans but become active when needed to. It is more of a theory than anything.”

Vaken had finished with his interview and had wandered over to listen.

“Okay, so what happened from your perspective? What did you see?” The agent smiled helpfully.

“Well, Vaken and I were guessing how many S'mores we were going to eat. The rain was coming down, and every now and then, the bus shivered. All of a sudden, we could hear water hitting the bottom of the bus, and the back end started to swing in the wrong direction, and then the nose of the bus dipped, and we were in the river. Then we were moving fast, and I called my mom. I kept trying until she called me and told me she would be there soon, and Vaken and I talked for a bit, and the bus was lifting out of the river and moving over the embankment. Mom must have spoken to Maiette, and she relayed that we needed to get the water out of the bus. Vaken made the holes while I kept our signal going, and then Maiette said to call the hospital to say we were coming, and Vaken used the buses emergency com link for that once we weren’t rocking.”

The agent said, “Your mother is a psychic?”

“When it is necessary.”

“Right. Agents took her?”

“Yes. Salat and Khytten. They are Vaken’s cousins.”

“Oh. Right. So, actual agents.”

Ithal nodded. “Yes, sir.”

“Well, you can come with us.”

Ithal looked at them calmly. “No.”

The agents paused. “What?”

Vaken walked forward. “Ithal’s mom gave my mom temporary custody, and Uncle Vikor and Techor say it is legally binding.”

His grandfather scowled. “And I would agree.”

The agent swallowed. “Captain Varun. I didn’t know you were involved.”

“Vaken is my grandson, and Ithal is a friend of the family. We will make sure that he is safe and accessible with appropriate supervision at all times.”

The agent flinched.

Ithal looked at the older man. “Were they going to take me to make Mom do stuff?”

The agent paused. “Why do you say that?”

“It happened before.”

One of the agents paused his stylus. “They made your mom do stuff? Are you Uraddan?”

“No. She’s from Sethir. Her parents sold her when she was about my age.”

The adults around him went silent. One of the agents asked, “Who is your father?”

Ithal smiled. “I don’t know. Mom says who he was isn’t as important as who I am going to be, and that is what I will concentrate on.”

Ithal felt pressure on his mind, and he looked at Vaken’s serious uncle. He shook his head. “Don’t do that. I’m eight.”

The pressure stopped.

The man blinked. “I am sorry.”

Vaken touched Ithal’s arm. “He’s Hyreno, too, so I think he can sense it.”

Ithal raised his spiked fin and let out a psychic beat. Vaken’s uncle paled and stepped back. Ithal lowered his fin. His mother said it was only in case of an emergency when it could do some good. “I apologize, sir, but I have never met a nice Hyreno.”

The uncle nodded. “So you have psychic abilities.”

“Just the blast. So far, sir. I can make it hurt. Do you want it to hurt?”

Vaken turned Ithal’s body toward his. “Just forget he is there, Ithal.”

“Okay.” He looked at the agents. “Anything else? They said we were going for dessert.”

The men smiled. “If we have more questions, we know who to ask.”

Vaken’s uncle Vikor walked in close, his horns gleaming. “Me. I will contact the query centre and offer his mother my legal services.”

Ithal looked at Vaken’s aunt, who smiled, nodded, and kissed the red man. He growled, and she smacked him on the butt. “Go legally save the hero.”

He grinned and headed off.

Shisha took Ithal’s hand in hers and held it tight. “You are going to be safe, Ithal. No matter what.”

“Yes, Miss Shisha. Thank you.”

Vaken laughed, and they quickly went to say farewell to their remaining classmates who were waiting to be questioned. Ithal knew they would be talking about this for weeks, but since no one had seen his mom, it should blow over.

He hoped it would. Mom really hated the spotlight.

* * * *
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Alody sat in the active training centre, waiting with the two agents who had brought her in. She sat in silence, and that unnerved them.

Her clothing had torn and burned as she ran. She had forgotten how exhilarating it was to simply let go and do what her body wanted to do.

Seeing the bus rapidly heading downstream had brought her joy to a screeching halt. Energy bands had wrapped around the bus and locked around her body. Taking a deep breath, she flew upward and pulled the bus with her.

The touch of a psychic on her mind made her smile. This was the kind of disaster to wake an active. Hey, sweetie, can you get someone to punch holes in the floor to drain the bus?

Yes, ma’am. Are you Ithal’s mom?

Yes.

He said you would come.

The bus got lighter by several hundred pounds.

Can you tell the folks on the bus that we are heading straight to the hospital so that anyone injured can be checked out?

Yes, ma’am.

You are doing well, Maiette.

Thank you, ma’am.

Hang on. I am trying to make this smooth.

She could hear the kids cheering and smiled. They might be damp, but they were safe. Emergency flood reporting didn’t list anyone else in danger. The actual defenders and actives had taken care of everyone else.

She flew across the city, and the clouds stopped dumping water on her. The hospital gleamed, and the lights beckoned. It was equidistant to most of the areas of town that housed the children.

Ithal was safe. She wasn’t going to have much time to talk to him, but she was hoping that a parent she knew would be there before agents arrived to take her for a query.

She lowered the bus outside the hospital but not blocking the ambulance bays. She landed behind the bus, and the emergency door swung open. She smiled at Vaken and hugged Ithal. She then told him what was about to happen.

Ithal understood. They had been interviewed by government agents before, and finally, Aksalla let a normal mother in with an activated child of Hyreno origin. A few governments had genetically tested them, and that was when she produced the adoption files that she had confirmed in eight different countries when he was a baby. There was no doubt that he was hers all around the world. She had his birth mother’s death certificate, complete with genetic scans.

Ithal looked up at her. He knew, and he was going to make sure they were reunited. She could see it in his grey eyes. She stroked the fin hidden by his hair and smiled as Vaken’s mother arrived.

Vaken had already asked his mother if Ithal could stay with them, but then he had family who were involved at all levels of the legal necessities of being an active in Aksalla.

When Salat and Khytten arrived to take her, she tried to act like she didn’t know who they were. They had been polite and careful, not bothering to cuff or restrain her in any way.

Salat said, “Thank you for doing that. I don’t know if a team member could have gotten there in time. My cousin would have been devastated if Vaken was injured.”

“They wouldn’t have made it. They were two minutes from Manketto Falls.”

Khytten gasped and reached for Alody’s hand.

A questioner came out and smiled. “Miss, please come with me to an interview room.”

Alody squeezed Khytten’s hand and got to her feet. “Of course.” She turned back to the agents. “Thank you.”

They stood and nodded.

Alody smiled. “Sorry this messed with date night at the live range.”

They looked startled, and she followed the questioner.

It was time to get this over with.
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Alody stated her name and country of origin. When they got to her year of birth, the questioner paused.

“What?”

She repeated, “I am fifty-six. I was born in the Sethir stronghold, sold to the capitol for their program, worked as a team member for five years before I was sold again to the Lorn emperor. He put me in cold sleep, and I woke up fifteen years later. I left with my son, travelled with him, and finally came to Aksalla just before the Uraddan walls came down so he could go to schools that are used to actives.”

He stared. “You declared all this to the immigration officers?”

“I did.”

“You are an active?”

“When the occasion calls for it. I register on scans as human. Yes, it is weird.”

The man checked his notes. “But you were a team member?”

“Yes. Code name Katta.”

He paused and looked it up. “Holy shit.”

She nodded. “My son is adopted and the light of my world. When he called me, I got there as fast as I could. No casualties and no major injuries. No fatalities, and the bus just has some holes in it to drain the water out.”

He made another note. “You made the holes?”

“No. Some of the children are early activators. A psychic contacted me, and I gave her directions to pass on.”

A large red figure walked in, his horns high. “I am here as her legal representation.”

“Oh, Attorney Vikor, we are nearly done here. She isn’t in trouble. We just needed all the information for legal liability for not being able to get our own defenders out to the children in time.”

Alody looked at Vaken’s uncle. “I appreciate your offer of assistance. The only property damage was to the bus, and Vaken did it.” She grinned. “And as the bus had taken on water, it was reasonable for him to punch a few holes in it to drain it.”

Vikor nodded. “We will keep the funds aside to repair or replace the bus. Thank you for responding when they called.”

“Well, since Ithal was on the bus, I didn’t need to secure childcare, and if my boss fires me, I will just go to work for some friends of mine in the dressmaking industry. There is always work if you are skilled with a needle.”

The door swung open, and the prefect was standing there. Alody grinned. “Wow, you got old, Titanium.”

“Katta. Oh, my god. We thought you were dead. You just disappeared.” The prefect of Aksalla walked up to her and pulled her out of the chair for a hug.

“The capitol sold me. They only knew me as a team medic, so I wasn’t much of a loss.” She hugged her friend and grinned. “Salat looked me up?”

“Yeah, well, Khytten did when Salat mentioned it. She can type faster. Smaller fingers.”

Alody smiled. “Does he know I used to babysit him when
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