
  
  
      
        
          Feathered Flames

          
		      
          Luana Silvermoon

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2026 by Luana Silvermoon 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Ashen Arrival
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Sky Patrol Tension
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Ember Confession
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Rising Inferno
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Hunter Pursuit
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Guardian Trials
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Flame Rebirth
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Aerial Battle
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Legacy Forged
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Eternal Skies
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Ashen Arrival


The salt wind whipped Sharina's auburn hair across her face as she crested the final dune, and for the first time in what felt like an eternity, she let herself breathe. Below her, the town of Seacliff huddled against the rocky coastline like a secret the ocean had forgotten to swallow. Whitewashed cottages with slate roofs climbed the hillside in uneven steps, and beyond them, the sea stretched endless and gray under the heavy afternoon sky. 
She adjusted the strap of her worn leather satchel and started down the path. The cottage the rental agency had described as "charming and secluded" sat at the edge of a cliff overlooking the northern cove, accessible only by a narrow trail that wound through gorse and sea grass. Perfect for someone who wanted to be forgotten.
The key turned in the rusted lock with a grating protest. Sharina pushed the door open and stepped into the dim interior. Dust motes danced in the thin light from salt-crusted windows. A stone fireplace dominated one wall, cold and empty. Sparse furniture filled the space: a worn sofa, a wooden table, a bed frame in the corner. It smelled of damp and neglect and freedom.
She dropped her satchel on the table and walked to the window. The ocean stretched before her, vast and indifferent. She had chosen this place for its anonymity, for its distance from the inland territories where the hunters still searched for signs of phoenix fire. Months since her last rebirth. Months of running, of hiding, of feeling the ember of her power flicker uncertainly in her chest like a candle in a storm.
She pressed her palm to the cool glass. "Just stay quiet," she whispered to the flame within. "Stay small. Stay safe."
The cottage offered little comfort, but it offered solitude. She spent the next hour sweeping dust from the floors, wiping grime from the windows, arranging her few possessions in a way that suggested permanence. A worn book of poetry on the windowsill. A gray wool blanket across the bed. A single dried flower she had carried through countless towns and two rebirths, pressed between the pages of her journal.
By late afternoon, the light had turned golden and slanted through the western window, casting long shadows across the floor. Sharina knelt before the fireplace, gathering kindling from the small pile beside the hearth. She arranged the twigs with careful precision, then the larger logs on top. A simple task. A human task.
She struck a match and held it to the dried grass beneath the kindling.
The flame caught, small and ordinary. It licked at the twigs, spread to the bark, grew with a soft crackling sound that should have been comforting. Sharina sat back on her heels, watching it. The warmth reached her face, and something deep in her chest stirred in response. A hunger. A recognition.
She tried to pull back, to close herself off, but the fire called to her like a forgotten language. The flames in the hearth leaped higher, reaching toward her with eager tongues. She scrambled backward, but her power answered before her mind could stop it.
A spark leaped from her fingertips. Then another. The kindling erupted in a burst of golden fire that shot up the chimney with a roar. Sharina gasped and clenched her fists, forcing the flame back down, but her hands trembled and the fire in the hearth grew wild, feeding on her panic, on the heat that radiated from her skin.
"No, no, no," she muttered, pressing her palms together. The flames subsided slightly but still crackled with unnatural intensity. Smoke billowed into the room, stinging her eyes.
A shadow passed across the window.
Sharina's head snapped up. Through the smoke-hazed glass, she saw a massive shape circling against the sky. Wings. Dark and broad and cutting through the air with predatory precision. Her heart seized.
The hunters had found her.
She stumbled toward the door, but before she could reach it, the shape descended. A rush of wind rattled the windows. Heavy impact on the porch. The door burst open.
A man stood in the doorway, silhouetted against the golden sky. Tall and broad-shouldered, with dark hair wind-tossed and sharp golden-brown eyes that locked onto her with unnerving intensity. He wore a worn leather jacket over a simple linen shirt, and his presence filled the small cottage like a storm pressing against its walls.
"The fire," he said, his voice low and commanding. "Step back."
Sharina's feet refused to move. She watched, frozen, as he strode past her to the hearth. He raised his hand, and she felt the shift in the air, the gathering of wind, the subtle pressure change that preceded his transformation. Feathers rippled across his skin, dark and gleaming, and his form blurred and reshaped into a massive eagle.
The eagle spread its wings, and a gust of wind erupted from them, slamming into the flames. The fire choked, sputtered, and died under the onslaught of air. Embers scattered across the hearth, glowing orange before fading to gray.
The eagle turned its head, and its golden eyes met hers.
The world stopped.
Something in Sharina's chest cracked open, a door she had kept locked for centuries. Heat flooded through her, not the wild fire of her power but something deeper, something that recognized this creature, this man, on a level beyond thought or reason. Her knees went weak. A pulse of pure, molten need bloomed low in her belly, spreading outward through her veins like liquid flame. Every nerve ending in her body ignited, desperate and aching, reaching toward him with an intensity that terrified her.
The eagle's feathers rippled, and then he was shifting back, human form emerging from the avian, and the intensity in his eyes never wavered. He stood before her, breathing hard, his gaze roaming over her face like he was memorizing every line. His chest rose and fell with each ragged breath, and she could see the muscle beneath his linen shirt, the taut lines of his body still trembling from the transformation.
"You're a phoenix," he said. Not a question.
Sharina took a step back, her shoulder blades hitting the wall. "I don't know what you're talking about."
"Don't lie to me." His voice was rough, strained. He took a step toward her, and she felt the pull of him like a tide, an invisible force that wanted to draw her closer. The air between them grew thick, heavy with something electric and undeniable. "I felt it the moment I saw you. The bond."
"Bond?" The word came out breathless.
"Fated mates." He said it like a curse, like a prayer. "You and me."
Sharina's hands pressed flat against the wall behind her. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Heat pooled between her thighs, unbidden and insistent, and she squeezed her legs together against the ache. She could smell him now, salt and wind and something wild and masculine that made her mouth water. "I didn't come here for this. I came here to be left alone."
"That's not possible anymore." He moved closer, and she could see the war in his eyes, the same conflict that raged inside her. Attraction and wariness, desire and duty. His gaze dropped to her lips, then lower, tracing the line of her throat, the hollow of her collarbone, before snapping back to her eyes. "I'm Donovan. Captain of the Seacliff aerial patrol. This is my territory."
"Then patrol it somewhere else."
A flicker of something like amusement crossed his face, there and gone. "I can't. Not now. The bond won't let me."
He was close enough now that she could feel the heat radiating from his body, could see the faint sheen of sweat on his brow, the pulse hammering in his throat. His nostrils flared, and she knew he could scent her arousal, could sense the wet heat building between her thighs despite her fear and fury. The bond pulsed between them, a living thing, demanding and relentless.
Sharina squeezed her eyes shut, trying to find her center, trying to push back against the pull of him. But every breath brought his scent into her lungs, salt and wind and something wild, and her body remembered what her mind wanted to forget. Her nipples tightened against the thin fabric of her shirt, pebbled and aching, and she felt the dampness spreading, slicking her inner thighs. The ember in her chest roared in response to his proximity, and her power flickered at the edges of her control.
"I just want to be safe," she whispered.
Donovan was silent for a long moment. When she opened her eyes, he had stepped back, putting distance between them. His jaw was tight, his hands fisted at his sides. The bulge at the front of his trousers was unmistakable, thick and straining against the fabric, and his breath came in short, harsh bursts.
"You're safe here," he said, his voice thick and rough. "From the hunters. From anyone who would harm you. I give you my word."
"And what do you want in return?"
His eyes met hers, and the heat in them made her breath catch. The hunger there was raw, barely leashed, and she felt her body respond in kind, her core clenching with need, her skin flushed and oversensitive.
"I want to understand this." He gestured between them. "I want to know why the bond chose us. I want to know why a phoenix appears in my territory after centuries of extinction."
Sharina shook her head. "I don't have answers for you."
"Then we'll find them together."
She wanted to argue. She wanted to push him away, to rebuild the walls she had spent so long constructing. But the ember in her chest pulsed with warmth, reaching toward him, and she knew that some fires could not be extinguished.
Donovan turned toward the door, then paused. "I'll return tomorrow. We have much to discuss."
He stepped out into the fading light, and a moment later, the eagle rose from the porch, wings catching the wind, and soared into the darkening sky.
Sharina slid down the wall until she sat on the cold floor, her hands shaking, her heart racing. The cottage felt empty now, hollow without his presence. Between her thighs, the ache throbbed in time with her pulse, slick and swollen and desperate for touch. She pressed her palm to her chest, feeling the heat of her power stirring beneath her skin, and her other hand drifted lower, tracing the curve of her hip, the sensitive skin of her inner thigh.
She had come here to hide. To be forgotten. But the bond had found her anyway, and the fire that had slept for so long was beginning to wake.






  
  Sky Patrol Tension


The morning light spills through the cottage windows, painting golden streaks across the worn wooden floor. Sharina lies still in the unfamiliar bed, her body humming with an awareness she can't shake. It's been less than a day since she arrived in this coastal town. Less than a day since she met him. 
Donovan.
His name echoes through her mind like a drumbeat. She presses her palms against the cool sheets, trying to ground herself in the present. The mate bond pulses beneath her skin, a living thread connecting her to someone she barely knows. Someone who saw her at her most vulnerable, flames erupting from her fingers without warning.
She swings her legs over the edge of the bed and crosses to the window. The ocean stretches endlessly before her, waves crashing against the cliffs below. Seagulls wheel overhead, their cries sharp and free. She should feel peaceful here. Safe. Instead, exposure crawls along her spine, as if every shadow conceals watching eyes.
A knock at the door shatters the quiet.
Sharina's heart stutters. She knows who it is before she even moves. The bond tells her, tugging at her chest with insistent warmth. She could ignore it. Pretend she isn't home. But her feet carry her forward anyway, drawn by something stronger than logic.
She opens the door to find Donovan on her threshold, arms crossed, expression unreadable. He's dressed in a simple dark shirt and worn jeans, but he carries himself like a general surveying enemy territory
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