
Table of Contents

The Dragon Café A Cozy Fantasy Romance of Golden Dragons, Fresh Pastries, and Unexpected Love

Chapter 1: The Dragon Egg.

Chapter 2: A Tiny Surprise

Chapter 3: The Dragon Keeper Arrives

Chapter 4: An Unexpected Houseguest

Chapter 5: Sweet Days at the Café

Chapter 6: The Winter Festival

Chapter 7: Secrets of the Dragon

Chapter 8: The Collector's Interest

Chapter 9: Hearts Growing Closer

Chapter 10: The Threat to Spark

Chapter 11: Saving the Dragon

Chapter 12: The Dragon Café Forever


The Dragon Café

A Cozy Fantasy Romance of Golden Dragons, Fresh Pastries, and Unexpected Love

by Rama

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Dragon Egg.
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The winter wind howled against the windows of the Frostwood Café, rattling the glass and sending tremors through the carefully arranged teacups on their wooden shelves. Lila Ashwood paused in her kneading, flour dusting her apron like fresh snowfall, and watched the storm rage beyond the frost-covered panes.

It was the kind of storm that made villagers pull their shutters tight and stoke their fires high. The kind that turned the cobblestone streets of Millbrook into rivers of white, burying the world in silence and cold. And yet, here she was, at five in the morning, preparing pastries for customers who might not even come.

But that was the nature of running a café in a mountain village. You showed up. You baked. You kept the hearth warm and the tea steeped, and eventually, the world came to you.

Lila smiled softly and returned her attention to the dough beneath her hands. It was a honey-brioche recipe she'd been perfecting for weeks, the one that made old Mrs. Whitmore's eyes close in bliss and young Thomas Fletcher ask for seconds every single time. The secret was in the butter—unsalted, local, churned by the dairy farm at the edge of the village—and in the patience of letting it rise slowly near the hearth.

The café itself was a labor of love. Lila had inherited it from her grandmother two years ago, and she'd spent every day since making it her own. The walls were painted a warm cream, accented with soft green trim that reminded her of the forest in spring. Shelves lined with mismatched teacups and saucers—each one found at a different market or fair—created a patchwork of color and memory. The counter was worn smooth by decades of elbows and hands, and the old iron stove in the corner had been polished to a soft gleam.

It was small, but it was hers.

And it was the only home she'd ever truly known.

But in the quiet nights, when the café was empty and the candles burned low, she still felt her grandmother's absence like a wound that hadn't fully healed. She still expected to hear her voice from the kitchen, to see her gnarled hands shaping dough. Lila had inherited the café, but she'd also inherited the fear of losing it. Everything in her life was tied to this small place, and the thought of losing it sometimes paralyzed her.

The storm continued its assault on the village, and Lila worked in the comfortable rhythm of familiarity. She shaped the brioche into soft mounds, brushed them with egg wash, and set them aside to rise. She ground coffee beans for the morning brew—a dark roast from the southern valleys that had a hint of chocolate and warmth. She chopped apples for a spiced tart, her fingers moving with practiced efficiency.

By the time the first hints of gray light began to filter through the storm, the café was filled with the scent of baking bread and cinnamon. Lila lit the candles on each table—small things in glass holders that she'd made herself—and placed fresh flowers in the ceramic vase by the register. Dried lavender and winter berries, gathered from the hillside before the first snow.

The clock on the wall read seven, and Lila knew she had an hour before her first regular customer might brave the weather. She poured herself a cup of chamomile tea, wrapped her hands around the warmth, and settled into her favorite chair by the window.

It was then that she noticed it.

A faint glow, pulsing in the snowdrift just beyond her door.

She blinked, certain it was a trick of the light—the reflection of her candles on the glass, perhaps, or some strange effect of the storm. But the glow remained, soft and golden, like a tiny sun buried in the white.

Lila set down her tea and pulled her wool coat from its hook. She wrapped a scarf around her neck and tugged on her boots, her heart beating with a mix of curiosity and caution. The village was full of tales—old stories of magical creatures that roamed the mountains, of spirits that guarded the forests, of wonders that appeared to those who believed.

She'd always believed.

The door swung open with a gust of icy wind, and Lila stepped into the storm. The snow was deep, reaching past her ankles, and the wind bit at her cheeks with sharp teeth. She made her way toward the glow, her boots crunching through the white, and when she reached it, she stopped.

An egg.

It lay nestled in the snow, perfectly round and impossibly warm. Its shell was the color of spun gold, shimmering with an iridescent light that seemed to pulse from within. And as Lila crouched down to look at it, she could feel the heat radiating from its surface, melting the snow around it into a small pool of water.

She reached out a trembling hand and touched it.

The warmth that flooded through her fingers was like nothing she'd ever felt. It wasn't just heat—it was life, pulsing and vibrant, as though the egg itself had a heartbeat. Lila felt a sudden, fierce protectiveness rise within her, a need to keep this precious thing safe from the storm.

She didn't think. She simply acted.

Carefully, reverently, she lifted the egg from the snow. It was heavier than she'd expected, and smooth as polished stone. She cradled it against her chest, shielding it from the wind, and hurried back inside the café.

The warmth of the hearth enveloped her as she kicked the door shut, and she immediately felt the tension in her shoulders begin to ease. She carried the egg to the fireplace, where the flames crackled and danced, and gently placed it on the hearth rug.

For a long moment, she simply stared at it.

The egg pulsed with light, soft and rhythmic, like a sleeping heartbeat. Its golden surface seemed to shimmer with a thousand tiny scales, each one catching the firelight and reflecting it back in a cascade of warm colors. Lila knelt beside it, her fingers hovering just above its surface, and felt that same wave of warmth and life wash over her.

"What are you?" she whispered.

The egg, of course, did not answer.

But something in Lila's heart told her that this was no ordinary egg. This was something magical. Something rare. Something that had found its way to her doorstep for a reason she couldn't yet understand.

She spent the next hour in a daze, moving through the motions of opening the café while her mind remained fixed on the golden egg by the fire. She set out the pastries, brewed fresh coffee, and arranged the tables, all the while glancing back at the hearth to make sure the egg was still there.

Her first customer arrived at eight—old Mr. Harrow, a retired woodcutter who came every morning for a cup of black coffee and a slice of whatever pastry Lila had baked. He shook the snow from his coat and stomped his boots on the mat, his weathered face breaking into a smile when he saw her.

"Morning, Lila. Storm's a fierce one today. Didn't think you'd be open."

"I'm always open," she said, forcing a smile. "The usual?"

"Please, dear. And whatever you've got that's fresh from the oven."

She brought him his coffee and a warm honey-brioche, trying to focus on the conversation as he told her about the snowdrifts blocking his path and the repairs he'd made to his roof. But her eyes kept drifting to the hearth, where the golden glow was just visible behind the chair.

Mr. Harrow followed her gaze. "Something interesting over there?"

Lila's heart skipped. "Just the fire," she said quickly. "It's so cold out. I wanted to make sure it was burning well."

He nodded, apparently satisfied, and returned to his coffee. But Lila knew she couldn't keep the egg hidden forever. Sooner or later, someone would notice the strange glow, or hear the strange hum that sometimes seemed to emanate from it.

She needed to figure out what it was—and fast.

The morning passed slowly, with only a handful of customers brave enough to venture through the storm. Lila served them with her usual warmth, but her mind was elsewhere, turning over possibilities and theories.

A dragon egg.

It seemed impossible. Dragons were creatures of legend, stories told to children before bed. But as she studied the egg during a quiet moment, she couldn't shake the feeling that this was exactly what she'd found. The scales, the warmth, the pulse of life within—it all pointed to something ancient and powerful.

And yet, as the day wore on and the storm continued to rage, Lila found herself growing more and more attached to the egg. She spoke to it softly as she worked, telling it about the café and the village and her grandmother who had left it all to her. She placed it in a basket lined with soft blankets and kept it close to the fire, making sure it never grew cold.

By evening, the café was empty, and Lila allowed herself to truly examine her discovery. She sat cross-legged on the hearth rug, the egg cradled in her lap, and traced her fingers over its shimmering surface.

"I don't know where you came from," she murmured. "And I don't know what you'll become. But you're safe now. I promise."

The egg pulsed with warmth, as though responding to her words.

Lila smiled and pressed a soft kiss to its golden surface.

And in that moment, she knew that her life was about to change in ways she could never have imagined.

—-
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Chapter 2: A Tiny Surprise
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The next morning, Lila woke to a sound she'd never heard before.

A tiny chirp, high and musical, coming from the basket by the fire.

She bolted upright in her bed, her heart pounding, and rushed downstairs in her nightgown. The café was dark, the fire reduced to glowing embers, but the basket glowed with a warm golden light.

And from within it came a sound like tiny bells.

Lila approached slowly, her breath catching in her throat. She knelt beside the basket and peered inside.

And there, nestled among the blankets, was a tiny dragon.

Its scales were the color of spun gold, shimmering in the dim light like a thousand tiny suns. Its eyes were bright blue, clear and intelligent, and they fixed on Lila with an expression of pure wonder.

It chirped again, a soft, questioning sound, and stretched its tiny neck toward her.

"Oh," Lila breathed. "Oh, you're beautiful."

The dragon—no more than the size of a small cat—tilted its head and blinked its blue eyes. It was the most precious thing Lila had ever seen, with tiny wings folded against its back and a tail that curled around its body in a perfect spiral.

"Hello," Lila whispered, reaching out a trembling hand.

The dragon sniffed her fingers, then rubbed its cheek against them with a soft purr.

And in that moment, Lila Ashwood's heart was completely, irrevocably stolen.

—-
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The first few days with the little dragon were a whirlwind of discovery and wonder
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