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INTRODUCTION 

 

Imagine a post-apocalyptic Paris – the Eiffel Tower a distant memory, the beautiful shapes of Sacre 
Coeur broken and jagged, massive concrete air recyclers ingesting toxins from a polluted sky.  

This is the world of my dystopian science fiction series, Divided Elements. 

In this world – a walled city-state now known as Otpor – citizens are created, not born. At the age of 
four they are tested and aligned to a Cardinal Element – Fire, Earth, Air, Water – and conditioned to 
love and protect the state’s ideology: Orthodoxy. 

In this world, it is easy to comply with the Orthodoxy because life is a veritable utopia – full 
employment, available housing, customised entertainment and widely accessible drugs and alcohol. 
Otpor is full of drinking places – izakaya – dark places full of music and drug-enhanced cocktails.  

Each Element has their own favourites – Fire Elementals like cocktails that are fast and furious; Air 
Elementals prefer theirs to traipse and trickle; Earth Elementals just want the cheap stuff that works 
fast; and Water Elementals, while they not often partake, like their alcohol clean and simple. 

This Cocktail Companion Guide will introduce you to eight alcoholic creations that are inspired by 
those mentioned and hinted at in the first book of the Divided Elements series: Resistance. Each recipe 
will come with a description of fictional cocktail, as well as an exclusive passage from the book. A 
‘shooter’ alternative is also provided for those of you who like to read their stories with some unique 
drinking games  

I hope you enjoy making them and drinking them. 

But don’t forget to keep the Orthodoxy – and indulge responsibly! 

  



 



The DODECA is a favourite amongst Fire Elemental Peacekeepers. High on adrenalin from free-
running through Otpor precincts, these aggressive law enforcers head to their favourite izakaya to 
numb the intensity with the intense, fizzing blue concoction. 

 

Ingredients: 

1/2 oz Blue Curacao* 

1/2 oz Gin 

1/2 oz Vodka 

Lime-infused Mineral Water** 

 

* Blue Curacao is a blue-coloured, slightly bitter liqueur that gets its distinctive flavour from the dried 
peel of the laraha citrus fruit, grown on the island of Curacao. 

** If you can’t find lime-infused mineral water, simply use ordinary mineral water with a splash of 
lime cordial or squeeze of lime juice 

 

Assembly: 

Mix the Blue Curcao, Gin and Vodka in tall glass or tumbler. Top with mineral water. Serve with a 
lime wedge.   

 

 

Shooter Alternative: 

3/4 oz Gin 

1/4 oz Blue Curacao 

 

Drinking Game: 

Take a shot every time you read “dodecahedrazine”, “dodeca”, or “control the fire”. 

 

  



On her nightly patrols, Anaiya would often find herself atop the river ramparts and 

staring at the movement below. She would walk the fine edge of the wall’s inner facade, 

wondering what it would be like to cross the water’s barrier. To slip beneath the surface and 

become fully immersed, fully consumed.  

She imagined it to be like the soft cloak of the dodecahedrazines she drank as a 

Peacekeeper – a gradual, yet complete, embrace that turned everything a little more warm, a 

little less sharp. 

  



LYS is a favourite amongst the creative Air Element. In darkened izakaya filled with eclectic music, 
these Elementals laugh and dance and indulge in tactile sensations that are enhanced by the chemical 
composition of their drinks. 

 

Ingredients: 

3/4 oz Black Sambuca* 

1/4 oz Butterscotch Schnapps** 

 

* Sambuca is an Italian anise-flavoured liqueur that is normally colourless. Coloured varieties are 
often referred to as black or red. 

** For a spicy alternative, use Cinnamon Schnapps. 

 

Assembly: 

Fill shot glass 3/4 full with Black Sambuca. Layer the Butterscotch Schnapps by slowly pouring it over 
the back of a spoon to fill the shot glass. 

 

 

Drinking Game: 

Take a shot every time you read “lyseracid” or “lys” and every time you find yourself wanting 
Anaiya and Seth to hook up.  

  



 

Anaiya shoots the dark liquid, a cloying sweetness coating her tongue. To her left, Air 

Elementals download their wristplate playlists via one of two terminals attached to the bar. A 

screen embedded in the bartop flashes with the music’s identifier – sometimes a name, other 

times a visual – before adding it to an updated queue. Bodies sway and dip and writhe in a 

contorted imitation of Anaiya’s free-running; their movements chaotic where hers were 

precise.  

 

  



The JD is common drink in Air izakaya – a vintage cocktail preferred mostly by Air Elementals in 
their eighth and ninth lustrum. The drink is finding its way to the newer generations as cutting edge 
izakaya mix it up with more contemporary concoctions. 

 

Ingredients: 

2/3 oz Tennessee Whiskey 

1/3 oz Apple Schnapps 

Soda Water 

 

Assembly: 

Fill 7oz glass with ice and add Tennessee Whiskey and Apple Schnapps. Top with Soda Water.  

 

 

Shooter Alternative: 

1/2 oz Tennessee Whiskey 

1/2 Apple Schnapps 

 

Drinking Game: 

Take a shot every time you read “jaydeedioxy” or every time Anaiya feels uncomfortable in an Air 
environment.  

 

  



She shuts down the memory before it can consume her, before it can distract her from the situation 
at hand. She will not be distracted again. Despite her own failings she has been given a second 
chance to succeed in her mission and she is adamant she will not need a third. Her neocortex 
maintains its primacy, containing the trembling limbic brain that continues to seek out Seth’s 
presence like a synth-addled addict. It pushes down the conflicting emotions and vulnerable 
memories to plan her next move. 

  



Another vintage cocktail preferred mostly by Air Elementals in their eighth and ninth lustrum, this 
cocktail is sour and sexy. It is now being picked up by younger generations as a mash-up with the JD. 

 

Ingredients: 

1 oz Gin 

Juice of half a lemon 

2 tsp Caster Sugar 

Soda Water  

 

Assembly: 

Add Lemon Juice, Gin and Sugar to a tall glass or tumbler. Fill glass with ice and top with Soda 
Water.  

 

 

Shooter Alternative: 

3/4 oz Gin 

1/4 oz Limoncello* 

 

* Limoncello is is an Italian lemon liqueur 

 

Drinking Game: 

Take a shot every time you read “genemoly” or find yourself wishing you were in an Air izakaya. 

 

  



The bartender turns her back to fill the order, leaving them alone in the small space 

buffeted by the throng of Elementals around them.  

All Air Elementals possess a certain charisma: A freedom, a spontaneity, that sweats 

through their pores. As a Peacekeeper, Anaiya had detested it – passed it off as an arrogance 

and independence bordering on Heterodoxy. Tonight, she envies it.  

“Where are you from?” he asks, tapping his fingers against the matte grey surface of 

the bar.  

She runs her fingers along the graphene in a subconscious response, shadows 

lengthening and retracting under her fingers – her neocortex feeding her an appropriate 

response even while her limbic mind surrenders to the tactile and audio sensations assaulting 

it. 

“Eastern Area,” she says.  

“Yeah, you looked green,” he says, turning back to the bartender. 

 

 

  



The only organic alcohol in Otpor, TEQUILA is rare with a price point to match. Harvested from 
spiky blue plants that beat the odds to survive in the Wasteland, tequila finds its way into random 
izakaya sprinkled close to the Border Wall. 

 

Ingredients: 

1/2 oz Tequila 

1/4 oz Agave Nectar 

1/4 oz Lime Juice 

 

* Agave Nectar is produced from several species of agave. It is sweeter than honey and tends to be 
less viscous.  

 

Assembly: 

Add all the ingredients to a shaker and fill with ice. Shake. Strain into a shot glass. 

 

Drinking Game: 

Take a shot every time you read “tequila” and every time Anaiya finds a Heterodox mural. 

 

  



Bracing herself, she turns back around. The harsh light picks up the thick covering of 

paint. The smell is foreign to her, the Co-op having ceased the manufacture of paint after the 

introduction of coloured polyenamaline more than four generations before her conception. It 

has a sharp and slightly sweet scent, hinting at its synthetic origins, but more bitter and 

pungent than those she has previously encountered.  

The mural rises the full ten metres of the recycler and spreads across the facing half of 

its circumference. The image is vivid – a crumbling set of black flames, rendered with streaks 

of grey and white to appear as fragile structures of charcoal and ash. Dead fire. She forces her 

attention to the large red lettering that dominates the bottom metre of the mural. Her heart 

rate spikes momentarily, but she does not flinch. 

RESISTANCE.  

 

 

 

  



 

A party drink saved for special Air Elemental occasions, MD is sweet and bubbly – just like the 
Elementals who love it.  

 

Ingredients: 

2/3 oz White Rum 

1/3 oz Melon Liqueur 

Lemonade 

 

Assembly: 

Add Rum and Melon Liqueur to a tall glass or tumbler. Fill with ice and top with Lemonade. 

 

Shooter Alternative 

2/3 oz White Rum 

1/3 oz Melon Liqueur 

 

 

Drinking Game: 

Take a shot every time you read “medillodioxy” and every time Anaiya forgets her mission and 
enjoys life as an Air Elemental. 

  



 

“So, it’s just us?” 

“It’s just us.” He watches for her reaction, holding her gaze as that trademark curve of a 

smile grows on his face again. “Is that OK?”  

No. It’s not OK, Anaiya. How will you keep track of Rehhd? How will you get useful 

intel for Niamh?  

Seth quirks his head to the side. Watching her, waiting for her response. 

How will you progress this mission if you’re sitting here all night with Seth? Staring 

into those eyes…Fixating on that irrepressible smile… 

“It’s perfect.” 

 

  



Air Elementals are an unpredictable and eclectic group – some love their drinks bright and sparkly, 
others like drinks that ratchet up emotions, while others prefer dark and stormy concoctions. The 
NIGHTSHADE is a dark and spicy cocktail perfect for dark moods and dark music.  

 

Ingredients: 

1 oz Spiced Rum 

Dry Ginger Ale 

 

 

Assembly: 

Fill tall glass or tumbler with crushed ice. Add Spiced Rum and top with Ginger Ale. 

 

Shooter Alternative 

2/3 oz Spiced Rum 

1/3 oz Cinnamon Schnapps 

 

 

Drinking Game: 

Take a shot every time you read “nightshade” and every time Kaide dominates a scene. 

 

 

  



After a while, a familiar-looking male Elemental catches Anaiya’s gaze and peels away 

from the group. Minutes later he arrives at her table, proffering two short glasses of a clear 

liquid.  

“Mind if I join you?” he asks, filling the space between Anaiya and one of the heavy 

iron struts that rises from the floor to the ceiling. “Nightshade,” he adds, handing Anaiya a 

glass. “Seth prefers the amp-up factor of lys, but I like my alcohol to dull the edges rather 

than sharpen them.” 

Anaiya raises the glass to her lips, tasting the clean, sweetly spiced liquor. 

 

  



A clean, simple cocktail for scientific and rational Water Elementals.  

 

Ingredients: 

1 oz Vodka 

Soda Water 

 

Assembly: 

Fill short glass with ice. Add Vodka and top with Soda Water. (If you feel like breaking the Water 
Elemental mould, add a squeeze of fresh lemon or lime juice). 

 

Shooter Alternative 

1oz Vodka 

Glass rimmed with lemon or lime juice 

 

 

Drinking Game: 

Take a shot every time you roll your eyes at the frustrating rationality of a Water Elemental. 

 

  



In the large, circular room next door, a second Technician greets them in the 

perfunctory way of all Water Elementals. She holds a small black box, into which she plugs 

Anaiya’s lifeline before fastening it to the belt loop of Anaiya’s jeans.  

She stands too close, fumbling with the clasp. Anaiya can smell the sweet traces of 

shampoo still lingering in her hair, can feel the tremor of energy trapped between their two 

bodies in tight proximity. The levity of these sensations is in sharp contrast to the heavy, 

insistent beating in Anaiya’s chest and rapid throbbing at her temples.  

Finished with attaching the device, the Technician moves to Anaiya’s side – her steps 

light, her eyes empty. Her touch on Anaiya’s forearm is warm, but the pierce of the needle 

and fluid injection leaves a chill.  

“The procedure will begin in a few minutes,” she says, completing the final checks of 

Anaiya’s vitals.  

The Technician lets go of Anaiya’s arm, letting it fall heavy to her side, before leaving 

her alone in the cold, windowless room.  

 

  



LOOK INSIDE:  RESISTANCE (DIVIDED ELEMENTS #1) 

PROLOGUE 
 
 

The fear that strangles my heart is the only natural thing in this world.  
 

It wasn’t always so.  

My eyes have seen trees and golden sunlight and perfectly formed beasts free of 

mutation. 

Perhaps. 

I know, now, that some lies are easy to believe. Especially if you want to believe them.  

My fingers twitch at my side, remembering the texture of the fragile pages beneath 

them. I was not supposed to have discovered the book. It was not supposed to exist. Yet 

within its belly I had first seen real things, untainted things. Things that had long since 

disappeared by the time I was created at the Nursery. 

The book was dangerous – but only because it spoke the truth. 

Perhaps. 

I wonder if they have found it, hidden under stones and sand in the Edges. Destroyed it. 

Watched its frail parchment burn… 

It no longer matters. I will not get to touch it again, gaze upon the vivid images within. 

Read its truth laid bare for an unprepared soul. 

I shake myself back into the present. My feet beat out an insistent rhythm against the 

smooth stones of the Trocadero. I hear it, even above the excited whispering and escalating 

murmurs of the thousands below. They have come to watch me be cured. Watch me be 

punished. 

Watch me die.  

The Execution Pillar looms before me. Bathed in a harsh, white light, it is unyielding, 



invulnerable. What all Elementals should be. What I should have been. My arms and legs are 

roughly pushed into place, the click of shackles snapping and echoing against the smooth 

stone.  

“Kane 148.” 

The Announcer calls my name, but she does not speak to me. This macabre spectacle 

has nothing to do with me. And everything to do with them. This is all for the thousands 

below – the compliant citizens of Otpor, the witnesses to my Execution, the silent and 

transfixed. This is their moment. Their reconditioning.  

“Kane 148, a Peacekeeper and Fire Elemental of the thirty-sixth generation, is deemed 

damaged and Heterodox. He is anathema and a threat to us all. Tonight he will be cured. 

Tonight we will be saved.” 

It is a manipulated story, framed within a manipulated system, for a manipulated 

population. Yes, I am a Fire Elemental, but I am more than that. I am a person. And 

Heterodoxy is not a disease that needs curing, but a truth that needs discovering.  

That has been their greatest achievement. They have convinced us that we are not 

people. That there is no greater collective than the Element that defines and separates us, to 

which we are assigned and conditioned. That this Orthodoxy is natural, and right, and 

destined. 

It should bring me to rage, but I falter in finding a target for it.  

In truth, there is no “They” in the Cooperative of Otpor, no controlling government, no 

oppressive dictator. “They” have not manipulated us: we have manipulated ourselves. 

The buzz from below grows louder still. The crowd is now on the edge of an agitated 

frenzy. The Technicians have come to kill me. 

They approach with syringes in hand, the metal needles glinting in the white 

floodlights. I do not shrink away from them. Perhaps there is still some part of my Fire 



identity intact. Or maybe this small resistance comes from another place.  

It doesn’t matter. Nothing I do now will change what is to come. 

In the end, my life ceases with three small pricks of skin and a flood of warmth. There 

is some comfort in the liquid fire that flows and swells within my veins. A small comfort. 

Even after all of this, I still cling to my Element. 

And then there is nothing but blackness.  

And death embraces me. 

 

 

PRE-ORDER NOW! 

ADD TO YOUR GOODREADS TBR LIST! 

 

 

  



 


