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IGNITE

There’s nothing like the feel of freshly-minted,
crisp money. Brand new bills are the purest form of pleasure. Think
about it. They’ve never been touched by the world’s grime. Ever
stop to think where those one-dollar bills in your wallet have been
over the years? A stripper’s g-string, a cocaine addict’s nose, any
number of grotesque orifices.

Money’s gross, when you think about it. But new
money? Nothing feels fresher to the touch. Guess that’s how human
men feel when they encounter a virgin.

Right now, I have twenty new hundred-dollar
bills in my wallet. And I live in the best place on Earth. New York
City, Manhattan of course. Don’t ever expect a bridge and tunnel
accent on me. No way.

I find my favorite bar in Tribeca and go
inside.

Charlie, the sixty-something bartender who’s
lived in Manhattan forever, glances up at me. “Evening, Phoenix.
What’ll it be?”

I plop three of those crisp hundred-dollar bills
on the silver chrome, modern-looking bar top. “Johnny Walker,
blue.”

Charlie doesn’t even flinch, just fixes me the
elixir of the gods. He’s used to me plopping an hour’s salary on a
lap dance, a stiff drink. Hell, sometimes I rent out the place for
me and my Wall Street buds.

Not that I ever had much in common with humans.
Universe created me, gave me my fiery elemental powers, and told me
to blend in. Living amongst humanity means I can protect them from
the evil that resides on Earth. Most of the time, it’s a good
gig.

Besides, when I don’t have to hightail it down
52nd Street chasing some evil killer, I get to enjoy the
fruits of my labor. And stockbrokers get lots of perks.

I glance down at the scotch, lift it to my nose
and breathe in its oaky scent. Tiny sips at first, then I go for
more.

“Someone’s here for you, Phoenix.”

“Yeah? Is it Connie?” I ask. She’s another fire
elemental who, like me, is assigned to New York. We’ve had a thing
going for several months now.

Charlie’s eyes darken with fear. “I’m afraid
not. He said you’d know who it was. He’s in the back room.”

He? That can’t be good. Only Universe, the boss
man, knows to find me here. My broker buds are all at some
celebration party that I just came from. That only leaves
Universe.

I swig down the remaining shot. Savor the flavor
making its way down my throat.

“Thanks.”

Almost stumbling off the bar stool, I head for
the back room. It’s private and dark, and I can’t see much when I
enter.

“Phoenix,” he says with reproach.

Sounds like a rubber band being stretched to its
limit. This can’t be good.

“I’m here. What can I do for you?”

He steps into the dim light. “We need to
talk.”

I swallow hard at his demeanor. What did he
want? Why was he here, now? Things were going well in recent
months. No evil breakouts, no nothing.

“What...what about?” I ask, not really wanting
to know the answer.

“Your cover job as a stockbroker is coming to an
end.”

I narrow my eyes. “An end?”

The moonlight shines brighter now, and I can see
the thin line of his lips. Daggered lines appear on his forehead,
and his jaws are clenched. Anger seethes from his glare. I
immediately glance down, offer respect.

 

“Yes,” he says, putting a hand on my shoulder.
“Phoenix, as of this minute, you are demoted. I want you to--”

“I...I don’t understand?”

“Don’t interrupt!”

I bite my lip. He is seriously pissed at me. I
just can’t figure out why.

“Sorry.”

“As I said, you’ve served your cover job well.
But now you must learn what you’ve lacked all these years.”

Whenever Universe used the word ‘learn’, it
usually meant pain was right around the corner.

“What must I learn?”

His eyes softened. “People skills, Phoenix. I
created you to protect humans, yet you loathe them. You love the
perks of their lifestyle, but you have no tolerance for those you
must save.”

“These accusations are coming out of left field,
boss,” I said. “I work hard to protect the innocent. I have done
what you wanted since I was born.”

“Yes, but with no sincerity in that hot-temper
of yours,” Universe said, his voice now echoing from the walls.
“You don’t have any empathy. It’s time to change that.”

I knew better than to refuse. Not that I had
much choice. The only option was to try and defend the good I’d
done over the centuries.

“I have done what you asked, every time. I don’t
understand.”

“Point One. You were a thorn in your
co-Elemental Brooke’s side during the search for Ella. True or
False?”

The shame I long buried over how I behaved
around Brooke now reaches out and punches me in the gut.

“True.”

“Point Two,” he said. “You are petty. You adore
money, perks, the good life, but you have no compassion for humans.
Saving humanity is your purpose. It’s why you are here, but you
seem to believe you were created to spend money. True or false,
Phoenix?”

“True,” I whisper. He is right. Hadn’t I just
plopped down more money for a shot of whiskey than many people make
in a day’s work?

“Sir, where will I be working now? Please allow
me to remain in New York.”

“Yes, you’ll remain here.”

Relief washes through me. New York was really
the only place on Earth worth living in my experience. Good thing I
won’t have to move. On occasion, the boss man shows incredible
mercy.

“And my cover job will be?” I ask.

He smiles, and there’s a mischievous gleam in
his eyes.

“You will become an EMT, where you’ll be forced
to show compassion for the humans you so loathe.”

I swallow hard. This was not what I
expected.

“I...I have a problem with the sight of
blood.”

With narrowed eyes, he says, “Then this new
cover job will help you.”

“Couldn’t I become a doctor? That would still be
in the medical field, but--”

“No. You are an EMT, starting now. Learn to have
some compassion, Phoenix. Or there will be consequences.”






Dear Reader,

Thanks for taking the time to read IGNITE, the
prequel to Phoenix’s story. To learn what happens to the fiery
elemental next, read 
Raging Fire by Elaine Calloway, a full-length novel
available online and in print now.

View more information on The Elemental Clan Series by
Elaine Calloway:


Water’s Blood - Book One, set in New Orleans. Brooke’s
story.


Raging Fire - Book Two, set in Manhattan. Phoenix’s
story.


Earthbound - Book Three, set in Portland, Terran’s
story


Windstorm - Book Four, set in Napa Valley, Tempest’s
story - releases in 2014.
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