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Born between worlds, Silvie fell in love with Earth when she first visited it.

She just didn't like the culture, the politics, the noise.

So she decided to remake it the way she wanted it. Improve it. Civilize it. Regardless of who thought themselves in power.

Because they didn't know real power. Silvie did. And had to prove it to several races who had tried to extinguish hers. Saving her own life was nothing new.

Compassion for others was. One of many new things she was experiencing on this blue-green planet.

Only a simple farmer in the middle of nowhere could stop her rampage before it started. And it was a good thing he wrote mystery stories for a living - because she was a living mystery...
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"WHO THE HELL DO YOU think you are? What are you doing here? Why shouldn't I just end you right now?"

The dark-tanned young woman with white highlights in her coal-black hair had just quit throwing flaming fireballs at me. I'd been hidden behind a lab table, whose top was covered in electronic projects. One of many lab tables in this vast steel-walled room with a burnished steel-tiled floor.

I'd been brought to this unknown location by another young woman, named Tess, who could fold time and space. But she had disappeared soon after this dark woman in front of me started shooting fireballs by us.

The only evidence I still had of Tess was the woven steel cable that used to anchor us to each other. A single fireball had parted it, and so lost me my only way back to the tiny Midwestern cabin where I wrote mystery books when I wasn't managing a heard of white-belted mixed-breed cattle as a day job.

Worlds away now.

I knew who I was. And why I was here. The only question was whether that mattered enough to this dark woman that she wouldn't "end" me right now.

"Hello. I'm here to have you tell me your story, so I can write it down for others to read your history." Figured that the straight truth was simplest and most direct. 

She stopped stock still at this. Here hands still fiery, but this took a bit to process. 

I wasn't begging for my life. I was certain of who I was and why. All I wanted to do was to help her. 

And in my opinion, if she wanted to end me - well, it had been a nice run. That certainty gave me an unflinching look, and that bona fide attitude that made her pause. Just the effect I wanted.

"How do you figure I have a story that needs to be written?"

"At least your story needs to be told. If only to me. I haven't met anyone that doesn't have a story. Even infants who are only days old have a story. The question is really: Is your story worth telling? At least once..."

She was standing stock still. Unmoving. The only change was that the fire in her hands went out. If she didn't blink her white eyes occasionally, and breathe underneath that skimpy armor, you wouldn't know she wasn't a statue.

At last she cocked her head to one side. "OK. You've got a deal. I tell you my story. Then I'll decide to end you or not."

With that, she turned on her high-heeled boots and tick-tacked back across the lab floor to where she had made her entrance.

I followed, making sure that woven cable now wound around my waist to not snag or touch anything else. Once I tucked the end inside the belt it was attached to, I was free to observe more details about my new client.

She wore armor, but not enough to protect hardly anything but her essentials, as well as her forearms, legs, and a bit around her shoulders. Her back was completely bare down to her tail-bone, where a tiny sliver of armor gave her scant protection or modesty. 

The armor wasn't then for deflecting conventional swords or projectile weapons. Perhaps more to protect against burns from those fireballs. 

My paces were longer than hers, and my work-boots gave me more definite grip on the steel tile floor. So I caught up to her soon.

"Not too close, bud. What's your name, anyway?"

"John. Would you tell me yours?"

"Sylvie"

And our walk continued in quiet, except for our own footsteps, until we came to the wall she had come through. 

I stopped. She didn't. Her steps took her right through the wall as if it were only a curtain, one that opened and folded around her back into the steel wall as it had started.

A few seconds later, a woman's hand with armored forearm stuck itself back through, grabbed the woven steel belt I was wearing and pulled me through as well.
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WHY I PICK UP STRAYS is always a curiosity to me. 

Maybe its due to the fact that I was born between worlds and never had a childhood. Only training. All in the deep parts of space, where I could practice without being extinguished by vacuum, radiation, or exploding space debris. 
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