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The Fire He Touched 
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Chapter 1 – Embers in the Dark
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The city slept beneath a suffocating blanket of fog, its lamplit streets curling into shadows that seemed to move of their own accord. Elias stepped lightly over cobblestones slick with the evening mist, the soles of his boots whispering against the stones as if afraid to wake the silence. He inhaled the sharp scent of smoke before he saw it—an acrid curl curling from the alleyway ahead, thin tendrils that danced like the fingers of some unseen hand.

His heart, always quick to flare, thudded unevenly. Fire was never mere accident in his world. Where flames appeared, chaos soon followed. The city had long learned to fear it, to whisper of it in hushed tones—of burning that devoured more than timber, of sparks that lingered in the soul. Elias had seen it enough to know the difference. This smoke was deliberate.

He approached cautiously, ears straining. The alley was narrow, a corridor of brick walls blackened by age and neglect. The smoke thickened, curling around his face, warm and biting. There was no blaze, not yet—only the smell, the prelude, the promise.

“Someone’s playing with fire,” he murmured, and the words felt heavier than he intended.

A shadow shifted across the far wall. Elias froze, pulse hitching. A figure emerged from the mist—tall, draped in a coat as dark as midnight, the collar turned up to conceal the face. The stranger’s eyes glinted in the dim light, amber and predatory, reflecting a hunger that mirrored his own but darker, older, more dangerous.

“You smell it too,” the figure said, voice low, silk over steel. “The ember before the flame.”

Elias didn’t answer at once. He studied the stranger. There was something familiar in the way the smoke clung to him, as if he were born from it, as if fire had forged him. Every instinct screamed caution, but a pulse of curiosity—sharp and incendiary—raced through him.

“Who are you?” Elias finally asked, his voice steady despite the unease curling in his chest.

“Someone who knows you,” the figure replied, a ghost of a smile flickering. “And someone who knows what you’re about to touch.”

Before Elias could respond, the first flicker of flame ignited along the wall behind the stranger. It was small at first, almost teasing, a trail of red and gold licking the bricks. But the heat was immediate, radiating outwards, pressing against his skin. Smoke billowed with sudden ferocity, and the stranger stepped back, merging with the shadows as if summoned by the fire itself.

Elias lunged forward instinctively, hands straining for a hold, but the figure had vanished. The alley was empty save for the growing blaze, the scent of burnt wood and old secrets filling his nostrils. His chest tightened, heart hammering, every nerve awake, every instinct screaming that this was no ordinary fire.

He knelt by the base of the wall, fingertips brushing the stones. Heat prickled his skin, unnatural and insistent. A faint shimmer hovered just above the flames, like the afterimage of something once alive. And then he felt it: the pulse, the heartbeat beneath the smoke, subtle but insistent. Fire, yes—but not merely of flame. Something alive, something watching.

Elias rose, a slow, deliberate motion, eyes narrowing. He sensed movement behind him, a whisper of presence, and spun—but found nothing. The fog swirled, curling around his legs like liquid shadow, hiding whatever had slipped past.

A laugh drifted through the smoke, soft and lilting, but carrying an edge of menace. “You’re closer than you think,” it said, and then silence swallowed it whole.

The fire flared suddenly, bright enough to cast the alley in sharp relief. Shadows danced grotesquely along the walls—twisting, leering figures that had no form but seemed almost corporeal. Elias’s pulse leapt again. He had to know what he was chasing, had to understand why the flames called to him with such urgency.

And then he heard it: a whisper in the wind, low and intimate, threading through his thoughts. Elias... The name came like smoke curling into his lungs, and his body reacted before his mind could protest. Gooseflesh rose along his arms. Desire, fear, and something older—something primal—coiled tight inside him.

He shook his head, trying to clear it, but the whisper returned, carried on the hiss of the fire. Do you remember what you touched last?

The question gnawed at him. Last time...he had burned, yes, but he had survived. And yet that fire had changed him, left traces, left cravings he refused to name aloud even to himself. Now, the city smelled of the same danger, of the same irresistible pull.

A figure stepped from the shadows again, this one unmistakable. Dark hair, eyes like molten gold, lips curved in a smirk that was both invitation and threat. His name—the whisper had not lied—was familiar, though Elias couldn’t place it immediately. And yet the heat radiating off him was undeniable, stoking embers inside Elias that no mortal flame could ever reach.

“You feel it, don’t you?” the stranger said, voice velvet and smoke. “The fire inside you. The fire I want.”

Elias’s hands curled into fists at his sides. Desire and danger collided in his chest, a conflagration he couldn’t ignore. “Why are you here?” he demanded, but his voice lacked conviction. He didn’t want the answer to be simple, because he knew that simplicity always came with a cost.

“Because fire finds those who’ve been marked,” the stranger replied, stepping closer. “And you, Elias...you’ve been touched by it already. Now it calls to you again.”

The alley seemed to constrict around them, shadows pressing in from all sides. The fire grew, licking higher along the walls, yet leaving the cobblestones untouched. A warning—or a promise. Elias didn’t know which, but the thrill in his veins was undeniable.

“You shouldn’t be here,” he said finally, though even as the words left his mouth, he knew he would not leave. Not yet. Fire was in him, inescapable and intoxicating. And so was the stranger before him.

The figure tilted his head, golden eyes glinting. “Oh, but I think I am exactly where I need to be. And so are you. Don’t you feel it? The heat...the pull...?”

Elias did feel it. A tug at the very core of him, pulling him forward into danger, into the unknown, into something both terrifying and irresistible. He wanted to resist, wanted to retreat, wanted to turn away—but his body betrayed him. Desire and dread danced together, each step forward a surrender he could not name.

The stranger extended a hand, elegant and dangerous. “Take it,” he said softly. “Or let it consume you. Either way...you cannot deny it.”

Elias’s pulse thundered, and for a heartbeat, he stood frozen, caught between fire and shadow, between fear and longing. The city beyond the alley was silent, unaware of the storm that had quietly ignited within its heart. And yet, in that stillness, he understood one undeniable truth: nothing would ever be the same again.

The heat of the fire was not merely around him—it was inside him. The fire he had touched before had awakened something ancient, something relentless. And now it had returned, calling him, daring him to follow, to surrender, to burn.

Elias’s fingers brushed against the stranger’s hand—just a touch, and yet it sent sparks along his skin that rivaled the blaze surrounding them. And in that touch, in that shared heat, he realized that the fire he had feared, the fire that had haunted his past, was no longer something to avoid. It was something to embrace.

Some flames, once touched, never truly die.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2 – The Smell of Smoke
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The morning after the alley, the city smelled of charred stone and wet fog. Elias stepped cautiously through the streets, eyes sharp and hands unconsciously brushing the curve of his coat. The ember of the previous night still lingered beneath his skin, a reminder that some fires, once touched, never fully faded.

It was the library that drew him first, a place he had relied upon more than any friend. Its tall windows, once proud, were blackened with soot, the grand oak doors scorched along the edges. Smoke spiraled lazily into the grey morning sky, curling like serpents that refused to be tamed.

He paused at the threshold, feeling the heat in the stones beneath his boots. The smell of smoke was heavier here, richer, infused with something more sinister than ordinary fire. Something alive.

A soft groan of shifting debris made him flinch. He crouched low, brushing soot from the floor with his fingertips. Papers crumbled like dry leaves, books were reduced to singed skeletons of their former selves, and in the corner, a charred symbol glimmered faintly in a residue of ash: an intricate sigil, etched with care and power.

Magic. Dark magic.

Elias’s pulse quickened, a familiar thrill tingling along his spine. He traced the lines of the sigil with careful fingers, noting the subtle burn that left tiny sparks where his skin met the ash. Whoever had done this had not been sloppy. They had left a message, one only someone attuned to fire’s whisper could read.

And he could.

The thought brought a shiver—part pride, part dread. Every time he had touched his power, the city, the world, had taken notice. He feared what came next.

“Elias...” a voice called softly, and he turned.

Arden stepped through the smoke, coat damp from the morning mist, hair plastered to his forehead. His eyes were amber in the dull light, warm and unnervingly familiar. “I smelled it from blocks away,” he said, voice low. “I thought...you might need backup.”

Backup. Elias’s chest constricted at the unspoken intimacy of the offer. Arden always arrived when he was needed, when danger hummed at the edges of their lives, and somehow the knowledge both reassured and unnerved him.

“It’s worse than I feared,” Elias admitted, sweeping his hand over the ruined floor. “Not just a fire...there’s intent here. Someone wanted this destroyed.”

Arden crouched beside him, fingers brushing over the charred floor as though reading the story in the ashes. Their hands met for a brief, electric moment—palms grazing, sparks licking their skin where contact sparked something deeper than fire. Elias pulled his hand back almost too quickly, heart racing, aware of the heat that had nothing to do with the ruined library.

“Someone’s marking you,” Arden said softly, gaze flicking to Elias. “This...this isn’t random. They’re sending a message. Or testing you.”

Elias swallowed. The thought made his stomach twist. He had grown stronger lately, sharper
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