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Grown in water, born to
fire, she has to find a place for her particular brand of heat to
have room to move.

 


 


As the first of the
rescued clones to hatch out of her tank, One has to name herself,
identify her particular brand of magic, and learn about the world
she has been born into.

Her guardian
sets her up with a wardrobe, an identity, and a mentor who can help
her tame and focus the fire she can summon.

Working with
the frost dragon and a non-human is different, but since she is
less than a month old with an ancient soul, everything is
different. The world around her is a wonder, and learning to call
the fire from the depths is a skill she has to master if she is
going to be allowed to travel or even live on her own.

Time is a
factor, and lives are on the line. She can either tame the flame or
let it take over. Decisions, decisions.
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Chapter One

 


 


Eltrinia was learning
how to knit at her new favourite place. The tubes were bubbling
away, and she looked over at her cousins. She muttered, “This is
harder than it looks. It would just be easier to get some fabric
and make a scarf, but I have promised him that I would make him
something for his birthday, and he was born in the middle of
winter. It seems appropriate.”

She felt that
one of the ladies was getting ready to make her entrance into the
world, but she wasn’t sure which one. She kept knitting. She wanted
to be nearby when the thrashing started. Getting out of the tank
was tricky. Not everyone could be dropped into the ocean by a
dragon in a storm. That kind of luck was once in a lifetime.

 


* * * *

 


The curator walked into
storage and followed the pulse of energy she sensed. She opened the
box that was radiating the energy, and the tiny sprite of a soul
giggled and flew off.

The curator
smiled. “I had wondered how that was going to work. Excellent.”

 


* * * *

 


Eltrinia returned to
her little farm in the middle of nowhere. She was outside Breaker
City but close enough to drive if she needed to, not that she
needed to.

One of the
monitor bots had sent her an alert. Someone was waking up.

Eltrinia went
to the canisters and looked at the one that had the waker thrashing
in it. She moved a rolling set of stairs to the side of the tank,
lifted off the cover, and reached in to grab the woman by her
slippery arms. It took a bit of a grip to get her out, but the
problem was a lack of friction, not strength.

She got the
woman out and carried her down to the waiting table. She flipped
her to her stomach and massaged her back while angling the table to
let a gush of fluid run out of her mouth and nose.

The woman
started coughing, and Eltrinia rubbed her back. “Take it easy,
breathe in, breathe out, and cough up anything you need to.”

The angled
table had been a suggestion from the curator. Not everyone was set
free and allowed to swim to shore, to vomit up the fluid and
seawater on her own.

“When you are
done coughing it up, raise your hand. I will get the table into a
better position.”

Eltrinia
covered the newly born woman with a sheet. It was difficult being a
clone. The start was extremely rough.

The woman
stopped coughing, raised her hand, and Eltrinia evened the table
out.

The dark red
was coming out of the nearly black of her wet hair. She looked at
Eltrinia with red eyes. “Do you know who I am?”

“No, but it
will be fun finding out.” Eltrinia extended her hand. “I am your
cousin, Eltrinia, and not too long ago, I was in the same situation
you are. It gets better and definitely less sticky.”

The woman
smiled and looked at her. “When will I get a name?”

“You will have
to figure it out. I have books, or I can read stuff to you for you
to figure it out.” Eltrinia smiled. “Welcome to the world.”

The woman gave
her a weak smile. “Thanks, cousin.”

Eltrinia
beamed. Only two more to go.

 


* * * *

 


One walked around the
farm and read from the book she had chosen on the elements. The
more she read, the more she knew the name she wanted.

She turned and
walked back to the house where Eltrinia was having tea with her
friend Inoth.

They were
looking through dossiers that looked like they would be fun to read
when One walked in.

Eltrinia
smiled, and Inoth looked surprised.

He got to his
feet. “You look different since I last saw you.”

She smiled and
walked toward him, extending her hand. “The last time you saw me, I
was naked in a tank. I hope that the trousers and tunic are an
improvement.”

He nodded and
took her hand, bowing over it. “It is a definite improvement. You
are looking well.”

“I am feeling
well. Please excuse me.” She waited until he nodded before turning
to Eltrinia. “Cousin, I have chosen my name.”

Eltrinia got to
her feet, her dark eyes swirling. “Really? Please tell me.”

She stood and
straightened her shoulders. “My name is Kana Pyrar Lem.”

Eltrinia smiled
and gave her a hug. “Welcome to the world, Kana.”

Kana smiled and
returned the hug. “Now, I just want to find out what I can do.”

Inoth frowned.
“Don’t you know?”

Eltrinia
smiled. “She does; she just doesn’t know how to get at it.
Right?”

Kana nodded.
“That is it. I also know that it isn’t something I should do
indoors.”

“I will try and
make time for experimenting outside.”

Kana shook her
head. “You have work to do, and even I can tell you are enjoying
having Inoth over. I can wait. I will go read this book on the
elements to Two and Three.” She inclined her head and walked over
to the converted barn that was now the lab. They would enjoy
hearing about what the recognized elements were.

She pulled up
the chair that Eltrinia used to use for this very purpose and
started reading. She glanced at Three and could swear that she was
nodding her head in time with the words.

 


Kana did not
have an indoor talent. She finished stamping out the fire on the
day that the squirrel stole her hair clip.

One moment, she
had been cursing out the squirrel and chasing it, pointing at it.
The next moment, fire had shot out of her fingertip and missed the
squirrel by an inch. It did not miss the small tree or the patch of
grass next to said tree.

Eltrinia
appeared next to her and looked down. “Hmm. Well, it seems you need
further instruction regarding control.”

Kana’s guardian
sighed. “But I am not the person to control this kind of volatile
power. I do, however, know of a woman who has those skills. Would
you be willing to meet with her?”

Kana nodded.
“It feels very close to the surface.”

“If she needs
you to go to her, are you willing to spend some time learning?”
Eltrinia asked it carefully.

“I would have
to leave you and my sisters?”

“Just for a
while, and it wouldn’t hurt you to make some friends. Your sisters
are fine; I will watch them; the bot will watch them. If one of
them starts thrashing around, I will come get you.”

Kana blinked
and smiled. “Ah. Right. I forgot you can do that.”

Eltrinia
inclined her head. “It is the bonus to the mix I was made
from.”

“Do you know
who contributed your components?”

Eltrinia
chuckled and shook her head. “No. The tank I was in was thoroughly
destroyed.”

“Ah. I am
sorry. Do we know what made the rest of us?”

Eltrinia took
Kana’s hand and shook her head. “No. They recorded sample
information but no identities. The estimate is that we are made up
of three different persons with very different skill sets. Weak
dragons, for the most part, combined to make something
spectacular.”

“We are
spectacular?” Kana smiled and knew her eyes were sparkling.

“We definitely
are. Come with me. We are going to make a call.”

Kana smiled.
“Just one?”

“When you know
who to call, one is all you need.” Eltrinia chuckled. “Here we are
safe, but once out in the world, you are going to need a support
system. Well, until you gain a grip on your skills, you are also
going to need a defense system. The idiots from the valley keep
popping up, and they haven’t stopped looking for you three.”

“How is it that
they haven’t found us?”

Eltrinia
chuckled. “There is a dragon who likes to do magic, and she has
created wards around this property. You are invisible here, but the
moment you leave, you are trackable. They will find you, so you
have to find yourself and all that you are first.”

“What do you
mean?”

“You need to
learn your limits. That means you need a place where you can do it.
You need to be able to hide from those seeking you, and you need to
do it with a responsible guardian.”

The way
Eltrinia was talking, she had someone in mind.

Kana asked,
“When will you know?”

Her guardian
and friend chuckled. “About two hours after I make the call. You
might have to take a trip to the capital for this.”

Kana looked
down at her soft and comfortable clothing. “Do I need to dress up
for that?”

“A little. We
can send you in some of my clothes, and they will get you some
specific clothing for you at the capital. There is an excellent
seamstress who can alter fibres to not only shift with you when the
time comes but also who can design clothing to withstand your
particular manifestation.”

“So, fireproof
clothing?”

“Molecularly
unstable fireproof clothing. The magic takes up the space between
molecules and keeps them connected, drawing them in when you grow
or shrink.”

“Nice. That
explains why you always look so precise.”

Eltrinia
smoothed a hand down her bodice. “No, that is just innate
style.”

Kana laughed.
She had learned all about how she came to be, how she was grown,
and how the others were designed. The fact that Eltrinia had
experienced the same thing, the meshing with her own life and that
of the people around her, gave Kana hope that the same was possible
for herself.

They walked
back to the main house, and the bots prepared a meal for them while
Eltrinia went to her office to make the call.

It was the call
that would set everything in motion.


Chapter Two

 


 


Kana turned from side
to side. “It is a little big.”

Eltrinia
chuckled. “You are a little smaller than I am. Don’t worry. You
have your appointment with the seamstress already. You just have to
meet the senator, and then you will be able to go and get
fitted.”

Kana exhaled.
“Thank you for the loan of the clothing. I will make sure that you
get it back in good order.”

“You are
welcome to take your time, but I am sure Trin or Mirbella will make
an effort to get the clothing back to me at the museum.”

Kana shrugged.
“I will wait until I meet them before I make a decision on their
character.”

“Good girl,
Kana.” Eltrinia smoothed her clothing and made sure that the bots
were watching the tubes. “Right. Shall we go?”

Kana reached
out, and Eltrinia took her hand. They dissolved into smoke and
reappeared in the office of a woman whose appearance was
surprising. The woman smiled and got to her feet.

“Ah, Cousin
Kana Pyrar Lem. It is good to meet you finally.” Trin stepped
forward with her hand extended.

Kana reached
out and clasped her hand.

Trin’s white
brows rose. “Wow, you are warm.”

“That is what
Eltrinia says and how she says it. Why do you have her face?”

Eltrinia
snorted. “She was one of my contributors without her knowledge.
There is a physical resemblance but not much on the power
front.”

Trin smiled.
“It was surprising for both of us, so we describe ourselves as
sisters. You are a cousin. Different origins but all family.”

Kana smiled.
“That is what Eltrinia says. So, is there someone out there with my
face?”

Trin blinked
and cocked her head. “There might be. I hadn’t thought of it. It
was hard enough for me to grasp that Eltrinia and I shared a
face.”

Eltrinia
chuckled. “But the resemblance is only skin deep. I am definitely
not a diamond dragon, and she definitely doesn’t have any traces of
djinn in her.”

“Brommin is
very relieved,” Trin smirked. “He has it hard enough keeping track
of me as it is.”

Kana looked
around at the well-appointed study. “Charming place.”

“Thank you,
cousin.” Trin was amused. “It is fine for what I have to do, which
is answer endless correspondence from across the world. The hate
mail is especially fun to answer.”

Kana frowned.
“Hate mail?”

“Not everyone
believes I am the diamond dragon, and those that do want me to take
control of the government.” Trin shook her head. “I would rather
work to elevate the current state of females in the dragon world
for now. We have a dwindling population, and my focus is on pulling
every tiny drop of dragon blood to the surface and making it into a
strong member of the community.”

Eltrinia
chuckled. “The success is variable, but the woman chosen as your
mentor is an excellent example of the mixed blood and proper
upbringing
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