Beginnings

The room was basked in blue light as stunning, navy blue flames licked and ate at my tan-coloured skin. Little piles of ash tumbled to the floor. The muscles in the back of my leg were reduced to cinders, my bones then left to face the fury of the fire.

Screams of agony were consumed and muted. My vision melted away as my eyes boiled and my brain combusted. Writhing on the floor was the last motion I made before all of my muscles died, leaving my scorched remains to be further lost to the fiery fissure.

Soon, I was dead. Nothing but a small pile of navy blue and white ashes remained of my being. Then, a small, blue ember poked through of them. It slowly spread across the small pile of my ashes. Soon, they too were burning.

However, instead of reducing them further, this fire re-invented me. It kept most of my body the same – same internal organs, same height, and similar build. Flickering and twirling in a perpetual dance, the beautiful inferno of blue and white began to take liberties, adding and taking bits of me as it pleased.

As its life began to draw thin, the remaining heat began to radiate life and soul into me. My brain whirred into action and again I could think like the human being I was. I lifted my stronger, scaly right arm and brushed some of the ashes from the underside of the two horns on either side of flat skull. My long ears were the hosts to several little piles of ash, my long, curved fingers easily brushing them away.

Finally, all but one of the flames died out. Warmth and energy surged into every fibre of my being, the last flame burning passionately inside me. It spread rapidly through to my wings, my tail, my hands and my feet, not a part of my felt even the slightest chill.

My tail swaying from side to side, energy bubbling to escape from the cracks between each miniscule scale, brushed against the blackened laminate flooring. The unblinking yellow eyes in my deep sockets scanned the surroundings. No-body was around, not a single person to appreciate the complexity of my transformation.

I felt myself wondering what to do now that my metamorphosis was complete. Without much consideration, I silently slipped over to the window. I was going for a night-flight. Nevertheless, the windows were an obstacle.

Searching my human memory, I remembered the loud cracking noise they made as they creaked open. The attention that may arouse was not what I needed, so I vouched for a quieter option – melting them.

I inhaled deeply and held the breath. The hot liquid pumping through me heated the air and began to burn the oxygen in it. Small glands in my lungs secreted a basic fuel, enough for a sufficient amount of fire. Forming my long, draconic lips into a simple nozzle, I directed the jet of burning air at the thin pane of glass.

After a short while, the desired affects were achieved. The glass entirely melted away and the remaining wooden flame was rapidly disintegrating. The quite, soothing crackle and amazing scent of burnt wood filled the air. With one small poke, the frame collapses as a pile of ash and I quite easily fly through, off into the dazzling night-sky… 

