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      Fire was the only one of her kind, a dragon.

      Her earliest memory was of falling out of a tree high up on Hood mountain. It was winter and Fire landed in six feet of snow. She dug her way back to the surface and blinked at the bright blue sky and the white sun shining overhead. The snow was bright on her eyes and she squinted. She looked up at the pine tree, the branch levels leading up, touching the sky. Nobody came down to help her. She saw some feathered bird fly off a higher branch, but it wasn't concerned with her down in the snow.

      It was as if she'd fallen to earth. A child of no dragon parents. Suddenly thrusted into existence and dropped onto a snow capped mountain.

      She smelled the sharp tang of pine on her scales. Her belly rumbled and she had a sour taste on her tongue. The world was sharp and bright. Cold pressed against her body and the snow bit into her scales where she lay.

      The birds told her she was a dragon and that she was the last of her kind. Dragons had become extinct after the fall of human civilization.

      So she lived her days in the valley below the mountain.

      She grew adept at hunting for food, eating small rodents in the fields. When she was big enough and learned to fly, she hunted antelope and deer. She didn't starve. Food was there for the picking. Right there for her.

      What she learned to do, Fire taught herself. She relied on her sense of smell and sharp eyes to spot prey. She listened to the wind and the sound of wild things and smells it carried. She taught herself to fly by watching the feathered birds fly overhead, noting how they expanded their wings and the way they flapped their wings to gain speed, momentum, and height.

      Fire learned she could expel fire from her mouth after she had learned to fly.

      It was a surprise to her. She woke up one morning and she had a gas bubble high in her chest and throat that was not a gas bubble at all. When she belched, fire launched from her throat and ignited three oak trees at the edge of field where she lay. The fire launchd up the trunk of each tree and singed all the grass surrounding it. The leaves curled and crumbled into ash which came down on her like a blizzard. Birds flew from the branches squawking in protest.
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