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Working out tension during some light espionage seems like the
thing to do while pondering her future.

 


 


Eltrinia has been
progressing. She is the master of the on-loan gallery, she takes
tours of all ages around, and she has been recruited for operative
training at the capital.

Learning combat
tactics in sparring matches with Trin is bizarrely fun. It is like
looking into a tinted mirror.

When she
finally gets clearance for her first mission, she is paired with
Inoth and must wait for her paperwork before she can go and play
spy. They finally make their way to their assignment. It turns out
that he gets to be himself, and she has to pretend to be an
airhead. Yay.

Inoth has been
working on getting closer to Eltrinia, but circumstances and the
dragon senator have been very effective at keeping them apart. When
he volunteered to be her partner, there were a few snickers, but no
one knew Eltrinia like he did. There was no doubt about it, he had
gotten the pick of the trainees. She had skills that even he didn’t
know about, but he was willing to learn.
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Moving between
locations in the djinn fashion was a bit of work, but it let
Eltrinia learn from Trin a number of things that she would never
have considered on her own. Light combat was one of those things.
Orisa was a determined instructor and watched them both, side by
side, while they beat the living hell out of each other.

It had
definitely been a bonding moment with the woman she considered to
be her sister. Eltrinia stepped into her bathroom and stared at her
bruised face in the mirror. She let lightning crackle through her
skin, and the bits of blood and bruising disappeared.

Only three
weeks had passed since she had created an international incident
involving the monarchy of Jianoa and the destruction of a mountain.
It was kind of fun to have an entire country where she was
forbidden to set foot. It really made her feel like she had made an
impression.

She checked her
chronometer and logged on to her information unit. She needed to do
more research on some of the combat techniques that Rish was
teaching them.

At the knock on
her door, she called out, “Come in.”

The curator
came in and brought a tea tray. “So, how was the capital?”

“It was fun. I
learned how to properly throw a punch tonight.”

The curator
smiled. “Excellent. You look well, but you do have blood streaking
your vest.”

“Oh, Trin got a
good shot at my nose. It was like it exploded.” She grinned and
wrinkled her nose.

“So, you have
reached the teen portion of your development. Excellent.”

The curator was
using that word frequently. Something had to be up. “Yes, we did
some combat training with Rish, and then, we had dessert.”

“As is
appropriate. So, you are well now?”

“I am. Why?”
Eltrinia looked at her host, employer, and benefactor with narrowed
eyes.

“There has been
a request or two from the capital to have your assistance in a few
matters regarding the labs that have popped up all over the
continent.”

Eltrinia
reached for the pot and poured tea for two. She picked up her cup
and sipped. “I think I can manage that. Would it affect my shifts
in the museum?”

“We can work
around it. So, you are interested?”

“I am. As
interesting as I turned out, there is a lot of potential for abuse
in the genetic manipulation of dragons.”

The curator
snorted. “You can say that again. Interesting is not the word I
would use, however.”

Eltrinia sipped
at her tea. “So, when do they need me?”

“How are you
feeling right now?”

“Pretty
good.”

“Excellent.”
She swung the information machine around and pulled up a series of
images. “You need to arrive here in ten minutes.”

Eltrinia
swallowed the rest of her tea, and she stared at the images,
extrapolating the environment she needed to land in. “What do they
need me to do?”

“Overwhelm the
security systems and assist in destroying any non-viable work. If
there are folk in process, so to speak, leave them be, and they
will be taken by the senator’s guard.”

“That’s it?
Just a little light breaking and entering and some destruction of
property?”

“That’s it, for
now. The senator’s guards will have identification, and you know
what the insignia looks like, so just keep an eye out for that. The
people who have designed this project are after it with religious
zeal. Those are dangerous people.”

Eltrinia nodded
soberly. “I understand. I am not going to do this lightly.”

“Good. Change
your vest to something without blood and get yourself to the
rendezvous location.”

“Yes, Curator.”
She stood and paused. “Do I get paid for this, too?”

“Yes,
considerably.”

“Excellent.
Creata has offered to help make me a vehicle with an eye to
something that can drive itself when I can’t and that I can take
with me when I move in the djinn fashion. That costs money as the
materials to keep it lightweight are rather expensive.”

“You are
learning about commerce. Good for you.”

She unbuckled
her outer vest and set it aside for laundering. “I am nearly six
weeks old now, and I love to learn. Finances had to kick into it
somewhere.”

“You are
learning so much so quickly.” The curator smiled and stood up. “I
look forward to your update when you return. You always have such
fun adventures when you leave the museum.”

Eltrinia
shrugged into a matte black jacket with a floor-length skirt. It
was her evening espionage wear, and Trin had thoughtfully provided
it a few weeks earlier. Mirbella was having a lovely time making
practical gowns that all kept with the theme of being able to run,
jump, fight, or shoot lightning.

She settled her
clothing, checked her hair in the mirror, and grinned at the loose
mass of dark hair. The clock was ticking, so she went back to the
images on the screen, closed her eyes to design the space around
her, and then, she stepped into it, turning herself into smoke to
make the journey.

 


She nearly
materialized on one of the guards, but she moved around him and
continued forward into the empty space.

She glanced
back at the floor, and there was a box outlined with marker, and
the words DO NOT STAND HERE were in bright letters.

She looked at
the man, and his eyes widened when she stared at him. She pointed
down and said, “When it says, do not stand here, don’t stand
there.”

He blinked.
“Who are you?”

Inoth N’Mir
stepped out of the shadows. “She is the operative that we have been
waiting for. You nearly cost yourself your life. When she
materialized, she would have blown you apart.”

Eltrinia
smiled. “Nice to see you again. Enjoying your time on the
continent?”

He snorted. “It
has been interesting. Now, can you fix the locks?”

“As you
wish.”

She turned,
crossed the room, and addressed herself to the electric tumblers on
the very heavy metal door. She set her hand against the lock, and
she turned them at a good speed, pausing only when the tumbler set
into the opening position.

There were four
guards and Inoth behind her. She heard one asking, “Can’t you just
teleport through the wall?”

“No. I cannot
go to places I have not seen.”

The man
muttered, “Then, how did she get here?”

Eltrinia
finished the last two tumblers and opened the door. “They sent me
photos, and I made a model of the space in my mind. I wasn’t
counting on your fat ass to be there.”

The man pokered
up, but Inoth told them to hush. The stairs exposed by the door led
into damp shadows.

Eltrinia took a
step forward, but Inoth gave her a droll look. “Please, let me go
first.”

She shrugged,
and he led the way into the darkness. One of the younger guardsmen
went ahead of her, but the next one offered her a hand. She
inclined her head but walked easily down the slippery steps.
Keeping control of the lightning was the tricky bit.

She didn’t
touch the walls, she walked down the center of the pathway. When
the men began to gather at the end of the tunnel, she sighed. “Out
of the way.”

The digital
lock was less elaborate than the one on the surface. She sent a
short pulse, and the door opened, swinging inward. She heard a
click, felt a shift of air movement, and threw herself to the side,
on top of Inoth, and the two men with him. They dodged the cascade
of flames, and the interior lit up enough that she could make her
way inside. Inoth beat her to it, and the lab tech holding the
flamethrower was soon on the ground.

She watched
Inoth move around the room, verifying that there had only been one
guard left in the chamber. She touched the wall and shorted out the
energy pattern that was flickering in the wall and attached to
several stations.

Inoth looked at
her. “What was that?”

“There were
ignition systems in the walls. They won’t activate now. We can get
the information units and take them in for research.”

One of the
guards said, “We are not to bring back any of the data.”

She frowned but
kept an eye on the guards as they did a systematic search. She
found the samples that were about to be churned into new creations,
and she opened the case and sent enough power through the samples
that they boiled in their tubes.

The same guard
who said they couldn’t take the data, screamed in horror as she
destroyed the samples.

She glanced
over at him. “These were my orders from the capital. Destroy all
non-viable items. All viable experiments are to be brought to the
capital.”

She took in the
strangely arranged uniform, his badge pinned on top of the crest on
his tunic. No one covered the icon of the senator’s service.

She lifted her
hand, and after the arc of power had dropped him, she continued on,
wrecking the lab.

Inoth asked,
“Do you know what you are doing?”

“I am pretty
sure that I don’t, but I know what kind of damage these experiments
can do.” She walked to the three nearly completed projects which
were floating in tanks of liquid.

“Shall I take
them back to the capital?”

Eltrinia
smiled. “That would be lovely. I am going to gut the information
machines.”

One of the
other guards was tying up the one that she had dropped. “I can
bring him home.”

“I am guessing
he is a member of the valley researchers. Make sure that he gets to
the proper authorities for interrogation.”

Inoth smiled.
“You don’t want to question him here?”

Eltrinia moved
through the lab and touched the temple of the unconscious man. She
flicked through the bits of fanaticism and found what she needed.
She extended her left hand and shocked the guard who had been
putting the restraints on the prisoner.

Inoth groaned.
“Another conspirator?”

“Yes. I will be
back in a moment. The other two are fine, by the way.” She heaved
the men under her arms, crouched, and transported herself to the
Wheel in the capital. Guards rushed toward her, and she said, “Ask
the senator.”

She flickered
back to the lab and stood straight, brushing her clothing. “There.
They are in custody. Now, I am going to take the machines apart.
For the tanks, you can find a battery backup next to each unit. It
will give you ten hours to fly them back to the capital. Try to
keep them upright. They are aware, if not awake. The kinder you are
now, the better it will be if you want them to be friends with you
after being decanted.”

Inoth blinked.
“What?”

“The valley is
making females. Female dragons with blends of genetic lines that
haven’t been seen before are in these tanks. If they can be brought
to a nice and normal term, they will be functioning members of
society. If they are not, they can be enemies and fearsome enemies
at that.” She looked into the shadows where two brunettes and a
woman with a wild head of peacock blue hair were slowly floating,
their limbs curled inward and twitched occasionally.

The two
remaining guards looked at her, and Inoth smiled. “I will help get
them to the surface. I can’t get contact with them, or I would
transport them myself.”

Eltrinia showed
them how to hook up the battery packs, and then, she stepped back
to answer her com.

Vasic Tal was
on the line. “Mistress Lem.”

“Secretary Tal.
What can I do for you?”

“Did you just
teleport into the lobby with unconscious men in dodgy guard
uniforms?”

“Oh, you
noticed
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