THE AWAKENED WORLD
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Rosa coughed, the acrid smell of “gunpowder burning her lungs. Another burst of ﬂﬂﬂﬁrﬁ rattled the
dumpsfer behind her, echoinﬂ f/tropg/t the a//qy as the bullets ricocheted out of the empty metal box.

“Rosal” She looked over to see Radio scramble out ﬁom the next dumpsfer He ﬂrﬂbbed Doc’s coat
where the sammy had fa//en, porlling him back behind cover: “Rosal” Radio yelled.

Crimson smeared the ﬂml/md, mark/nﬂ the smﬁces Doc’s baq/y had shid a/onﬂ. The vivid red made
her stomach twist. She broke out in a sweat despite the chill n!'ght aiv. She tried to spmk, but her voice

wouldn't come.

“Answer me, dammn it!” Radio was rm/{y /JISsed oﬁ.r He never yz//ed Hi's handss were the same color red
as the concrete.

Rosa blinked, and shook her head to clear it. She took a dee/ﬂ breath and tried again. “How bad is it?”
she yelled, straining to be heard over the ﬂMﬂﬁfe.

“Hammer's keep/rg them aﬁron the other side, Doc’s huwt bad. We are out of time. /f we can't get that
troll, it’s over.” Another burst o/fg»mﬁre spat across both dumpsters, and Radio ducked to the side.

Rosa crept to the corer and peeked around. The heavily armored troll was the leader of the three man
merc team. The good thing was, he hadn’t taken cover. He didn't seem to see the need—bullets bownced of
him like so many pebbles. The bad thing was, he didw't have a scratch on him.

As she looked, he saw her and ﬁr/’nmfd, barinﬂ fis tusks. “Come on out, ﬂ/’r//ie, " he said, casua//y stroll-
g her way. She ducked back behind the dumpst‘er agam just before another hail af buillets ptzpperw/ her
/nbflhﬂ p/ﬂaz. She was Shﬂk/ﬂﬂ.

“One shot ... on[y get one shot ...” she muttered to /tersef while menfa/[g reviewsng her spe/[s. She
facusedan her /[ghtm'nj bolt 5/15/[ Onlﬂ chance to take out this bastard is to overcast. It's going to
hurt—a lot—but | don't think it'll kill me. The troll, on the other hand ...

Rosa shut her eyes t{q/lt{g and chanted soﬂ{y, letting the incantation he/p her build the ﬁameu/ork
for the enerqy to inhabit. The rush was euphoric. Lightning flew between her fingertips and in her hair. Her
eyes glowed blue-white, and thunder rumbled in her ears as she chanted.

As she passed the point where shed normally refease the spell, the sensations changed. She ﬁz/t the
strain as she actively strove to keep control of the power. The ecstatic high turned hyper-intensive, crossing
the border into pain. She fought to keep her voice steady as the power burved through her skin. Tears ran
down herﬁace, 1t was too much. Just a bit ... longer ... oh God, it hurts ...

With a scream, she rolled into the space between the dumpsters, the troll directly in her line ofs{qht.
T/ﬂ’ﬂuﬂ/t a haze of/min, she saw his expre&slbn C/lﬂnﬂt: to one af tervor, r{'g/lt [Jefore she refeased the 5/76/[

Inhuman screams ﬁ//ed the a//cy, hers and his. The scent o/[lmrm'nﬂ ﬂesh minﬂ/ed with the smoke ﬁom
the ammunition. For her own pr/'mfz etermity, the @hfnthﬂ coursed t/mng/l her and into the troll’s [Jody,
even aﬁer he a/ropped to the ﬂmund

Fatigue numbed the paim ﬁom the magic and her burved hands. As the last of the power, fﬂﬂ/eﬂl, she no
longer had the strength to keep her head and hands raised. Her forchead came to rest on the cold asphalt.

From a /onﬂ way away, she heard Radio’s voice. “You got him, Rosa. Good work.”
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