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DROPLET

The first thing I remember was having an
unquenchable thirst. That dry, bitter feeling that buries itself in
your throat, begging for relief with an unrelenting
stranglehold.

“Your name,” a strong and commanding voice
spoke, “shall be Brooke.”

In the thick blackness, I couldn’t see
anyone. Yet some form of liquid pooled around my ankles. Was I
sinking? The rush of tiny particles under my feet must have sunk my
body down by several inches.

“Where am I?”

I didn’t know who I was, what I was, but I
didn’t want to sink into nothingness. The sheer will to fight had
already been instilled, from the beginning.

“The Gulf Coast,” the voice said. “We’re at
the edge, by the Water from which you were created.”

Created? I tried to think, tried to remember,
but my memory was only minutes old. How had I gotten my ability to
speak, my means of moving my limbs? This didn’t make sense.

“Don’t be frightened,” the voice said.
“Things will become clear.”

Somehow the calmness in his tone soothed my
nerves. Then, out of the black night, a semi-transparent being
stepped into view. He had a kind smile, warm eyes, and there was a
glow around him that illuminated everything around us. I could see.
The rolling waves crashing into the shore, the sand particles
tickling my feet, the random crab scurrying to safety.

The question bubbled up inside me,
exacerbating my parched throat.

“Who am I?”

He smiled, and his eyes beamed. “You are
Brooke, one of many Water Elementals. You were created from Water;
you will train and be able to wield Water with a power that must be
respected.”

The sky seemed to open up then, wisps of pink
and red breaking through. The color seemed to tear a hole in the
black night, forcing light in all directions.

Did nature obey this man’s voice, or was it
coincidence?

I asked the only question I could think of.
“Why? Why do I have this power you speak of?”

“To protect humanity, to ensure the innocent
are allowed free will.”

Humanity. The word
sounded familiar, yet something about it implied a distance, a
separation. I wasn’t human, but I’d been assigned to protect
them.

A random seagull cawed and took to flight
across the water. The sky turned warm, arrays of pinks and reds,
before an enormous orange ball rose from the horizon and cast off
the darkness.

“What do I need to do?” I asked.

He bent down, traced his fingers in the wet
sand, and smiled. “Remember who you are.”

###

After that first night, my questions were
gradually answered. The man who’d first spoken to me, I learned
went by Universe. He’d created Elementals to protect innocent
humans from the Fallen Angels, who reaped souls and performed dark
deeds during witching hour.

Universe assigned me to Rivera, another Water
Elemental, to learn how to control and use my Element in battle.
Rivera had jet-black hair, cut in blunt spikes, making her resemble
the Native American warriors I’d studied during my initiation
training.

For over a decade, we travelled the waters.
Rivera showed me how to talk to my Element, bend it to my wishes.
In the Savannah River, we played with dolphins and shifted water
patterns to allow ships easy entry into port. Along the mighty
Mississippi, I learned how to channel my emotions, churn my Element
into any shape I chose. Off the Charleston Coast, we assisted
fishermen who’d lost their way due to faulty navigation
systems.

We helped humanity, in more ways than
one.

She showed me how to change water into
weapons for self-defense. A bowl of water could become a barricade;
a gushing hose could be cooled down and turned into icy spikes;
even in a pinch, a cup of water could be thrown with such force, it
felt like a slap with a thousand pounds of pressure behind it.

After numerous training sessions, Rivera took
me down the Mississippi River into the city of New Orleans. In a
rented boat, we floated under the Crescent City Connection Bridge
and admired the twinkling light reflections in the water.

“Time to learn the rules,” Rivera said, her
voice more somber than I’d ever heard.

“Rules?”

Her blue eyes glared at me, shaking me to my
core. “You are almost ready for your first mission. There are
always rules.”

I swallowed hard and looked away, admiring
the city’s skyline of bars, hotels, and glassy-looking buildings.
Attention to anything was better than meeting her unyielding stare.
Was I ready for a mission? What rules were they? Hadn’t I been
doing everything I was supposed to, up until now?

“Brooke,” Rivera prompted. “This is
serious.”

 

The intensity in her gaze made her point
clear. She could strike me down with one lethal blow if she wanted.
My training, the expertise I’d learned for the past decade, all
left my memory as I returned her stare.

“What if I’m not ready?” I asked. Had my
voice just trembled?

“You need to listen to what I’m about to
say,” Rivera said.

I noticed she hadn’t answered my question,
which only increased my self-doubt.

“Okay. Tell me the rules.”

She took a deep breath, and I steeled myself
for what she would say.

###

“I don’t understand,” I whispered into the
chilly night air. “We protect humans, but we can’t tell them who we
are?”

Rivera’s glare pierced its way into my soul.
“Humans think they’re alone on this Earth, when the reality is
anything but. Elementals and Fallen Angels, along with some other
creatures, live amongst humanity without anyone being the wiser.
That’s the way things have to remain.”

Her words didn’t make sense. Couldn’t sharing
our knowledge with humans help them?

“Why?”

Rivera’s eyes narrowed. “Never draw attention
to who you are. As far as humans are concerned, you are one of
them, there to protect and serve. No showing off your powers, no
displaying wild tricks unless needed to save a life. Even then,
only as a last resort.”

My mind reeled with all the staged battles,
the training to bend Water, the self-defense exercises we’d
perfected the last ten years. Why had she taught me all these
things, if never to use them?

“Trust me,” Rivera said. “Your powers are for
self-defense, to protect humans. Universe didn’t want us
grandstanding. Our human bodies weaken after a display in public,
we can barely move for fifteen to twenty minutes. Prevents abuse of
our Elemental talents.”

“What if one of these Fallen Angels comes
along, and my only means of escape is to use my Elemental
powers?”

“First,” Rivera said, in such a
matter-of-fact tone that I became instantly irritated. “You’re to
try self-defense in other ways, weaving in and out of places,
trying your best to stay under the radar. That is essential.”

“And if those methods don’t work?”

“Then use your powers, but leave quickly.
Don’t draw attention. The Fallen Angels don’t know our weakness of
being exhausted afterward. Don’t clue them in, no matter what.”

“Fine. What else?” I felt like I should have
a notebook to write all this down.

The water around the boat began lapping at
the sides, as if embracing us in a hug.

“No mating with humans. Ever.”

I tried to keep a straight face. With all the
rules, training, and things I’d had to learn since Universe first
drew me out of the Water, sex was the last thing on my mind. And
sex with a human? Did different species mate in other circles?

“That’s not a problem,” I said.

“Good. Because Universe doesn’t take kindly
to anyone who breaks the rules.”

I wanted to ask her what would happen if
someone did break the rules, but the stern look in her expression
answered my question. I didn’t know what Universe would do, but
none of it would be good.

Clearly, I had best obey.

###

Rivera didn’t spend much time saying goodbye.
She’d done her job. She’d trained me well, taught me how to use
Water. Then she told me to keep it under wraps. She arranged for me
to manage a struggling neighborhood pub in Mid-City. Cemeteries
surrounded the area, which kept Fallen Angels away.

I was to be a bartender, get the pub back on
its feet. That was my cover. In reality, I would keep an eye out
for Fallen Angels and help protect humans from their snare.

And whether I was ready or not, Rivera had
given me what she could, and within a few seconds, she was
gone.

As for me, I repainted the old pub--a shotgun
building with a loft overhead, and learned the difference between a
Harvey Wall Banger, a Slow Screw Against a Wall, a Screaming
Orgasm, and every other odd-named drink in the Crescent City.

People didn’t come by at first. I spent
several nights reading tourist books to learn more about New
Orleans and its culture. Gradually, though, a few neighborhood
folks trickled in. Some returned the next night. Within six months,
I had regulars.

Yet nothing could have prepared me for that
fateful day--the day I’d meet the human who would change my life
forever.

 


Dear Reader,

Thanks for taking the time to read Brooke’s
back-story in this prequel. To learn what happens to Brooke next,
read Water’s Blood by Elaine Calloway, a full-length novel
available online and in print now. Visit 
Elaine’s Website for more information on how to order
Water’s Blood.

The Elemental Clan Series Books 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

Wind Storm - Book Four, set in Napa Valley, Tempest’s
story
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