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The Spencer Brothers
Two years ago, we were hiding.
Now, hiding is becoming impossible.
The forest estate was quiet tonight, but none of us were relaxed.
Children changed everything.
Gabriel stood at the far window, arms crossed, watching the tree line. His eldest son — half human, half dragon — had shifted for the first time three nights ago.
Not fully.
But enough.
Light blue scales had surfaced along his shoulders during a nightmare.
Alana had held him while Gabriel reinforced the perimeter shields.
Mitchell leaned against the long oak table, phone in hand. “Another breach,” he said quietly.
“Hunter?” Chase asked.
“Not directly. Surveillance chatter. Government-level curiosity.”
Gailan paced.
Lucas remained still — always still when thinking.
“They’re evolving,” Gabriel said finally. “The hunters aren’t lone operatives anymore. They’re coordinating.”
“Because they know,” Gailan muttered.
“They suspect,” Mitchell corrected.
“They know something,” Chase said. “They just don’t know what.”
Lucas exhaled slowly.
“They won’t stop.”
Silence followed that.
No one argued.
The hunters had grown bold over the past year.
Thermal drones.
Unregistered satellites.
Energy-scan sweeps near protected territories.
Not enough to prove dragons.
Enough to threaten exposure.
And then there were the children.
Gabriel’s hybrid son.
Chase and Mitchell’s Toddlers are showing elevated internal heat signatures.
Kristen’s pregnancy with Gailan’s first.
And Melanie…
Lucas’s jaw tightened slightly.
Melanie was three months along.
Human.
But not fully.
None of the mates were fully human anymore.
The bond altered them subtly. Strengthened them. Enhanced cellular regeneration. Increased resilience and Longevity.
We had hoped the changes would be quiet.
They were not.
“Once the children start shifting publicly,” Gabriel said, “it’s over.”
Chase rubbed his jaw.
“Unless we control the reveal.”
That changed the tone of the room.
Lucas finally spoke.
“We stop hiding.”
All four brothers looked at him.
Mitchell frowned. “You’re serious.”
“Yes.”
Gailan stopped pacing.
“You want to announce dragons to the world?”
“Yes.”
Chase let out a low breath.
“Governments will panic.”
“They already are,” Lucas replied calmly.
Gabriel’s eyes narrowed slightly.
“You’re thinking negotiation.”
“Yes.”
“Global?”
“Yes.”
Mitchell shook his head.
“They’ll try to weaponize us.”
“Then we make it clear we cannot be weaponized.”
Silence deepened.
“We are not prey,” Gailan said quietly.
“No,” Gabriel agreed.
“But neither are we conquerors,” Lucas added.
That was the truth.
Drakkon was dead.
Our planet gone.
We had no empire to rebuild.
Only families.
Children.
Future.
“They need to understand we are not a threat,” Chase said.
“They won’t believe that without proof,” Mitchell countered.
“Then we show them controlled power,” Gabriel said slowly.
The idea hung in the air.
Controlled power.
A demonstration.
Not destruction.
Not dominance.
But capability.
“They will never accept us quietly,” Lucas said.
“No,” Gabriel agreed.
“So we stop asking quietly.”
The fire in the hearth cracked.
Outside, wind swept through the trees.
And for the first time since arriving on Earth—
We were no longer discussing survival.
We were discussing revelation.
Two years ago, we were men with secrets.
Now—
We are fathers.
Husbands.
Dragons with heirs.
And the world will either accept us—
Or learn that extinction forged something stronger than myth.
Chapter 1
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The First Sign
Melanie
Two Years Later
The first time our daughter burned through her crib sheets, I thought I was hallucinating.
It was three in the morning.
Lucas was already awake.
He always woke before the heat spike.
Like he felt it coming.
By the time I rushed into the nursery, he was standing beside her crib, golden eyes glowing faintly in the dark.
“She’s not crying,” I whispered.
“No.”
“She’s… warm.”
“Very.”
Our daughter’s tiny hands clenched in her sleep.
A faint shimmer rippled along her forearm.
Not scales.
Not fully.
But light beneath skin.
“I thought you said hybrids stabilize later,” I murmured.
Lucas’s jaw tightened.
“They do.”
“Then what is this?”
He didn’t answer immediately.
And that frightened me more than the glow.
Two years ago, I married a dragon.
Now I am mother to something the world would call impossible.
And the world is getting closer.
Earlier that week, a drone had hovered over the property line longer than usual.
Last month, a government liaison requested a “private conversation” with Lucas regarding energy anomalies in the region.
Three weeks ago, a hunter’s body was found fifty miles north — burned from the inside out.
Lucas did not tell me who did it.
He didn’t need to.
The problem isn’t the hunters anymore.
It’s what happens when our children can no longer pretend.
When scales surface in public.
When a playground argument turns into fire.
When one of them flies.
I looked at Lucas as he gently adjusted the temperature around our daughter’s crib.
He doesn’t use flames.
He bends heat like it’s obedient.
“How long do we have?” I asked quietly.
He met my eyes.
“Not long.”
“Before?”
“Before someone important realizes this isn’t myth.”
My stomach tightened.
“And when they do?”
His answer was calm.
“We stop hiding.”
The weight of those words settled in my bones.
Two years ago, I asked him to show me the sky.
Now—
The sky may belong to all of them.
And the world is not ready.
But it will have to be.
Because the Spencer children will not live in fear.
And their fathers will not bow.
Chapter 2
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The First Contact
Gabriel
Humans negotiate with power differently than we do.
On Drakkon, power was acknowledged. Respected. Feared when necessary. But rarely denied.
On Earth, humans deny what frightens them until it forces its way into the light.
That is what this meeting was about.
Not diplomacy.
Not cooperation.
Containment.
The invitation came through three intermediaries and one carefully worded “request” that wasn’t truly a request at all. A quiet pull from the shadows of government—off-book, off-record, untraceable.
A covert official wanted to speak with the “Spencer family representative.”
They had chosen the correct brother.
I arrived alone.
Not because I lacked protection.
Because bringing protection would imply uncertainty.
And the one thing I would not give a human government was the impression that we could be cornered.
The retreat sat outside Washington, D.C., hidden behind a deceptively bland perimeter of trees and surveillance. It was the kind of place humans used when they wanted truth without responsibility—no press, no paper trail, no political consequences if the conversation went badly.
A black SUV escorted me through two gates and a final biometric checkpoint.
No phones allowed.
No smart watches.
No recording devices.
They were afraid of information leaving this place.
They should have been more afraid of what might enter it.
A security officer led me down a quiet corridor lined with neutral artwork and silent cameras. Every lens tracked my movement. Every guard’s posture tightened as I passed.
They were watching for inhuman behavior.
They would find none unless I chose to show it.
The officer stopped outside a plain wooden door.
“Director Hale will meet you inside.”
“Thank you,” I replied.
He hesitated as if he wanted to add something—something like Please don’t kill us all—then thought better of it and walked away.
I opened the door.
The room was long and spare. One table. Two chairs. A pitcher of water. A single window looking out over a manicured line of pines.
The man inside was mid-fifties, close-cropped hair, posture trained by decades of command. Civilian suit, military spine. He stood with his hands behind his back like a general pretending to be a bureaucrat.
His eyes flicked over me—quick, practiced, assessing.
He did not offer his hand.
Wise.
“Mr. Spencer,” he said evenly.
“Director Hale,” I replied, closing the door behind me.
We regarded each other for a moment. He measured my breathing, my stance, my face—searching for tells. Humans believed they could read anything if they watched long enough.
That arrogance was sometimes useful.
“Thank you for coming,” he said.
“I didn’t come for gratitude,” I replied calmly. “I came to clarify.”
A faint tightening around his eyes. Controlled irritation. Or discomfort.
“Clarify what?” he asked.
“That you have been watching my family.”
Silence.
He didn’t deny it. He didn’t pretend confusion. That told me two things: he believed he had enough leverage to be honest, and he believed he was the one in control.
Humans always started that way.
“Unusual activity has been detected,” he said carefully. “Over a period of time.”
“And you decided I was the center of it.”
“The anomalies cluster around properties your family owns,” he answered.
“Correlation is not confirmation,” I said.
“No,” he agreed. “But it’s compelling.”
He finally sat down, not as an invitation but as a test—would I follow his lead or force my own?
I remained standing.
It was not dominance. It was message.
He watched me for another few seconds before gesturing to the chair across from him.
“Please.”
I sat slowly, never breaking eye contact.
He folded his hands on the table.
“We’ll keep this direct,” he said. “You and your brothers came into extraordinary wealth quickly after arriving in the United States.”
“Investment,” I replied.
His gaze sharpened.
“And prior identities that are… difficult to validate.”
“Migration records are often incomplete.”
He almost smiled at that. Almost.
“We’ve detected thermal spikes in rural areas where you’ve been documented,” he continued. “We’ve tracked unexplained aerial movement. Not drones. Not aircraft. Not anything in our current registry.”
I said nothing.
Silence forces humans to fill space. It makes them reveal what they want.
He leaned forward slightly.
“Mr. Spencer… what are you?”
There it was.
Not who.
What.
The word sat between us like a weapon.
I answered with the truth—but not all of it.
“I’m not what you assume,” I said calmly.
“And what do we assume?” Hale asked.
“That this is technology,” I replied.
His jaw tightened slightly.
“You’re implying it’s not.”
“I’m stating it,” I said.
He studied me for a long moment.
Then, as if testing the absurdity of his own question, he said quietly:
“Are you claiming to be… nonhuman?”
“Yes.”
The word landed hard.
His breath changed, subtle but real. His eyes flickered toward the cameras in the corner of the room and back to me, as if reminding himself this place was controlled.
“Define nonhuman,” he said.
I leaned forward slightly.
“You have files,” I said. “Not official. Not public. Not discussed outside secure circles.”
He didn’t respond.
I continued anyway.
“You’ve classified it as myth to keep it contained. Folklore. Ancient stories. Monster reports you deny while you archive.”
He held my gaze.
“You’re talking about legends,” he said slowly.
“Yes.”
His expression remained neutral, but his pulse betrayed him.
“Say it,” I said quietly.
Hale’s jaw clenched.
Then he spoke the word like he hated that it existed in his mouth.
“Dragons.”
I didn’t blink.
“Yes.”
For the first time, a crack appeared in his composure—small, controlled, but visible. The kind of crack men get when reality shifts beneath their feet.
“That’s impossible,” he said.
“Your world is full of things you call impossible,” I replied. “Until they happen to you.”
He exhaled slowly.
“You understand the implications of what you’re saying.”
“Yes.”
“Every nation on Earth would consider this a security threat.”
“For whom?” I asked calmly.
“For everyone.”
“No,” I corrected.
He frowned.
“Explain.”
“We are not conquerors,” I said. “We didn’t come to take your planet.”
“You came to hide,” he said.
“We came to survive,” I corrected.
That made him pause.
“You’re refugees,” he said slowly.
I let him have that word.
“Yes.”
“And you have… abilities,” he continued.
I didn’t answer that directly.
“Your people are being hunted,” Hale said, more statement than question now.
“Yes.”
His eyes narrowed.
“By who?”
“Humans,” I answered.
That irritated him.
“Not us.”
“You have humans who act without your consent,” I said. “You have factions you don’t acknowledge. Contractors. Private groups. Obsessives. Men with equipment and ideology.”
His expression darkened.
“You’re telling me there are illegal operations targeting—”
“I’m telling you,” I said softly, “that the moment you confirm we exist, there will be two kinds of humans.”
Hale leaned back slightly, listening.
“Those who want to worship us,” I continued. “And those who want to cage us.”
Silence.
He didn’t argue.
Because he knew I was right.
“What do you want?” Hale asked.
The question was careful. Strategic. Like offering a glass of water to a wildfire and hoping it would accept.
I answered simply.
“Recognition,” I said. “And protection.”
He laughed once—sharp, disbelieving.
“You want the U.S. government to protect dragons.”
“I want governments to stop hunting us,” I
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