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Chapter 1: The Spark
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The city never slept, but Isla Moreno had learned that some nights were darker than others. The streets of Manhattan shimmered with neon lights and the hum of late-night traffic, yet tonight felt different. A crackling warmth prickled at the back of her neck, a fire that didn’t belong to the city lights.

She had been walking home from the office, her notebook clutched against her chest, when a sudden roar split the air. It wasn’t a car, not a siren, not anything she’d ever heard in New York. Heart pounding, Isla followed the sound, curiosity stronger than caution.

Central Park was quiet—too quiet—but then a flicker of orange and gold light danced between the trees. Shadows twisted unnaturally, and in the clearing ahead, flames licked the edges of the fountain. Isla froze. No one else was around, yet the fire burned without smoke, contained as if it had a mind of its own.

And then she saw her.

A figure emerged from the flames, tall and graceful, her long hair glinting like molten metal. She moved with a fluidity that was both mesmerizing and terrifying, her eyes—golden, almost glowing—locking onto Isla’s. A shiver ran down Isla’s spine.

“You shouldn’t be here,” the woman said, voice low and commanding, yet tinged with something else...something that made Isla’s pulse quicken.

“I... I saw the fire,” Isla stammered. “I mean, I... What is happening?”

The woman’s lips curled into a faint smile, and Isla noticed the subtle scales catching the light along her neck. She shook her head, trying to convince herself she was hallucinating. Dragons weren’t real. Right?

“I said you shouldn’t be here,” the woman repeated, stepping closer. The air around her shimmered, heated, alive. “Go home, human.”

Isla didn’t move. She couldn’t. The way the woman’s gaze held her, intense and unyielding, made her feel exposed, raw, and inexplicably drawn in.

“I... I can’t,” Isla admitted. “I don’t know what I saw, but... I need to know who you are.”

A low growl rolled from the woman’s chest, more animal than human. Her eyes narrowed, and for a moment, Isla swore she saw the faint outline of wings unfolding behind her, massive and golden, catching the flickering firelight.

“You are curious... foolishly curious,” the woman murmured, her tone softening slightly. “Most humans wouldn’t survive this long in my presence.”

The air thickened, heavy with something primal and dangerous. Isla’s heart raced—not just from fear, but from something else, a pull she couldn’t explain. She took another step forward, reckless and defiant.

“Maybe I like curiosity,” Isla whispered, surprising herself.

For a heartbeat, the woman hesitated, her golden eyes scanning Isla’s face. Then, in a blur, she shifted—the transformation so sudden it stole Isla’s breath. Muscles rippled beneath scales that glimmered like molten gold, her form elongating, wings unfolding with a rush of heat and wind. A dragon, massive and magnificent, now stood before her.

Isla’s knees threatened to buckle. She had read about legends, myths whispered in hushed tones by people who believed the world was more magical than it appeared—but she had never imagined she would see one. And yet here it was, the dragon’s gaze locked on hers, intelligent, fierce, and...achingly intimate.

“You shouldn’t have seen this,” the dragon rumbled, voice like rolling thunder. “I am Sera.”

Isla swallowed, words caught in her throat. “I... I’m Isla.”

Sera’s eyes softened, just a fraction, and a shiver ran down Isla’s spine. “Stay back,” she warned, though her body didn’t move away. “This... world isn’t for you.”

But Isla didn’t move. Something told her she couldn’t. The spark between them—dangerous, electric, and forbidden—had already ignited, and there was no turning back.



The fire in the park faded, but the fire between them lingered. Somewhere deep in the shadows of the city, the rules of the human world no longer mattered. And in that moment, Isla knew her life had just changed forever.
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Chapter 2: Hidden Truths
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Isla couldn’t shake the memory of Sera—the golden dragon in Central Park, the impossible heat of her gaze, the way the air seemed to crackle around her. She tried to return to her normal life, to the hum of the city, but everything felt muted, colorless without that impossible spark.

It was two days later when Isla saw Sera again.

She had been taking the long way home from work, hoping to find a quiet coffee shop to gather her thoughts, when she noticed movement in the alley behind her apartment. A flash of gold, too quick to be a stray cat. Before she could react, Sera was there, leaning against the brick wall, arms crossed, hair catching the afternoon light like molten metal.

“You’re persistent,” Sera said, voice low, wary.

“I... I have questions,” Isla admitted, heart hammering. “About you. About what I saw.”

Sera’s eyes flickered with something almost like amusement before hardening again. “You shouldn’t be here.”

But Isla was already noticing the oddities, small things that didn’t make sense for a normal person.

Sera moved with unnatural grace, each step silent yet impossibly fast. When Isla accidentally bumped into her shoulder, Sera barely flinched, yet Isla felt her own body shiver from the sudden heat that radiated from her.

And then there was her temper.

A man stepped too close, brushing against Sera in the crowded street. She turned, and Isla saw it—eyes glowing faintly golden, a low growl rolling from her chest, hands tightening at her sides. The man recoiled instinctively, stumbling back as if the air itself had warned him to stay away. Isla’s stomach twisted with awe and fear.

“You have to stay away from me,” Sera said finally, voice tight. “This isn’t safe. I’m... dangerous.”

“Dangerous doesn’t even begin to cover it,” Isla said softly, unable to hide the thrill in her tone. “But I can’t... I don’t want to walk away.”

Sera’s jaw clenched, her golden eyes scanning the street, alert for threats Isla couldn’t even see. “You don’t understand what you’re asking. There are rules, human rules, dragon rules... boundaries that cannot be crossed.”

“I think I understand enough,” Isla said, stepping closer despite the warning in Sera’s gaze. “And I... I think I don’t care.”

For a moment, the city noise seemed to fade, leaving just the two of them in a pocket of charged air. Isla’s chest tightened as Sera’s eyes softened, almost imperceptibly, betraying the struggle beneath the surface.

“You’re reckless,” Sera whispered, almost to herself. “And I... I can’t protect you if you keep coming closer.”

Isla’s heart stuttered at the words. Protect her? The idea that this magnificent, terrifying being might care—might want to care—made her knees weak. She wanted to reach out, to brush a strand of molten hair from Sera’s face, but she stopped herself, aware of the invisible line Sera insisted they not cross.

Sera took a step back, golden eyes now guarded, her presence still magnetic, still overwhelming. “Go home, Isla. Forget what you saw, forget me. It’s the only way you’ll survive.”

Isla wanted to argue, to insist that she could handle the danger, that her curiosity—and something deeper, something like longing—was stronger than fear. But she stayed silent, only nodding, because she sensed that this was just the beginning.

Even as Sera disappeared into the crowd with unnatural speed, Isla realized one thing: she couldn’t walk away. Not from the dragon, not from the fire that had ignited between them, and not from the forbidden world Sera had just begun to reveal.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3: Danger Lurks
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Isla had tried to focus on her life—the grind of deadlines, the crowded subway, the constant hum of New York—but the memory of Sera haunted her. Every shadow seemed to flicker with molten gold, every sudden gust of wind whispered danger.

And then danger arrived.

It was a quiet night in the city, the streets almost eerily empty, when a tremor shook the asphalt beneath Isla’s feet. Windows rattled, sirens wailed, and a deep, guttural roar echoed between the skyscrapers. Her pulse raced, dread curling in her stomach.

She didn’t have to look far. From the alley across the street, three figures emerged, moving with an unnatural, predatory grace. Shifters. Humans with something inhuman in their eyes, muscles rippling unnaturally under their clothes. A rival clan.

And in an instant, Sera was there.

Isla froze as Sera appeared from the shadows, eyes glowing golden in the dim streetlight. Her hair shimmered with fiery light, and the air around her seemed to heat, crackling with invisible energy.

“You shouldn’t be here!” Sera shouted, her voice low, commanding, every word vibrating with danger.

“I... I’m not leaving,” Isla said, though her legs trembled. She had no idea why she stayed, why she couldn’t run. There was something magnetic about Sera, something that pulled her closer even as fear tightened its grip.

The rival shifters lunged, and Sera didn’t hesitate. In a blur of movement, her body shimmered, golden scales erupting across her skin. In seconds, she had shifted, wings unfurling with a rush of heat and wind, claws flashing like polished steel. The dragon towered over the street, massive, terrifying, and breathtaking.

Isla’s jaw dropped. She had imagined dragons in myths, in movies, in fairy tales—but nothing could have prepared her for this. The creature before her—Sera—was real, magnificent, and deadly.

The battle was a storm. Flames licked the sides of buildings, the rival shifters dodged and struck, but Sera moved like liquid fire, each motion precise, each strike devastating. Her growls echoed off the skyscrapers, and Isla felt the vibrations deep in her chest.

And yet, even in the chaos, Sera’s eyes found Isla’s. For a moment, the dragon froze mid-strike, golden gaze softening as if searching for reassurance. Isla’s heart pounded—not just from fear, but from the undeniable pull between them.

“Stay back!” Sera roared, claws flashing, fire igniting the street. But Isla remained rooted, unable to look away as Sera fought with fierce, terrifying grace.

The rival shifters faltered under her power, retreating, and within moments the street was silent again, save for the crackling of fire extinguishing itself. Sera shifted back to human form, her chest heaving, golden flecks still glimmering in her eyes.

“You saw too much,” she said, voice low, tense, almost a growl. “This world... this danger... it isn’t for humans. You could have been killed.”

“I... I saw,” Isla whispered, voice trembling with awe. “And I... I
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