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Eternal Shadows


The Kiss of the Dragon and the Beast


Prologue
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The city never sleeps, yet it never truly breathes. Eldoria City sprawls like a wounded beast beneath a blanket of artificial lights: skyscrapers piercing the sky, streets bleeding neon, and shadows creeping through alleyways like forgotten lovers. To humans, it's just another modern metropolis, brimming with ambition, noise, and broken promises. To those who dwell in its hidden veins, it's an ancient battleground where three legendary bloodlines—vampires, dragons, and werewolves—have maintained a fragile balance for centuries. For millennia, these three races have hated each other with the same intensity with which they have desired one another. Vampires, creatures of eternal night, seductive and cold, drink life to remember what it feels like to be alive. Dragons, guardians of the primordial fire, proud and tempestuous, carry in their blood the echo of dead stars. The beasts, daughters of the moon and savage fury, run with instinct etched into every bone, loyal to the death and ferocious.

to the point of madness. Between them there were always wars, treaties,Betrayals... and forbidden loves that ended in ashes. But twenty-eight years ago, something changed. A girl was born in an ordinary hospital in the Shadowbrook district, the daughter of a human mother who died in childbirth and a father who disappeared that same night. The girl was named Nova Reyes, and no one—not the midwives, not the doctors, not even the girl herself years later—knew that an impossible mixture ran in her veins: human blood, vampire blood, dragon blood, and the ancestral howl of the beast. Four bloodlines that should never have been united. Four powers that the ancient prophecy called “The Broken Balance.” The prophecy was written two thousand years ago on the walls of a cavern beneath what is now the financial center of Eldoria City. Carved with a dragon's claw, stained with vampire blood, and marked with the paw print of an alpha wolf. It says so, in the ancient language that only the elders of each clan still remember: "When the moon is tinged with fire and the night smells of storm, the Daughter of Four Bloods will be born.

She will break the chains that bind the clans or the

It will destroy everyone.

Her heart will be desired by the shadow, the fire, and the beast.

If you choose divided love, the hidden world will fall. If you choose united love, the hidden world will be reborn.

But the price will be her own eternity. For centuries, the clan elders believed the prophecy was merely a warning, a fable to maintain peace. Until Nova Reyes turned twenty-eight and, unknowingly, began to awaken. In the shadows of Clan Voss, the oldest vampire in the city, Lucien Voss, felt the first tug.

He had gone five hundred years feeling nothing but hunger and boredom, but one night, as he walked through Dark Central Park, he smelled something that made his immortal blood boil: life, death, fire, and moon, all mingled in a single woman. He had to restrain himself from falling to his knees. “It’s her,” he thought. “The one who can save us... or

"Condemn us." High in the Vale Attic, the last bastionOf the changing dragons in the city, Drakon Vale awoke from a deep sleep with his scales burning.

He dreamed of a woman with emerald-green eyes and midnight-dark hair, a woman who flew beside him in the form of a dragon, though she had never had wings. When he opened his eyes, his younger brother Riven found him trembling. “I have found my mate,” Drakon said in a voice

He snores. “And if I don’t protect her, everything we are will turn to ashes.” In the underground of the Iron Forest, territorySacred to the werewolf packs, Lyra Wolfe, alpha of Eldoria's most feared pack, heard a howl that didn't come from any familiar throat. It was an internal, deep howl, speaking to her of a woman who smelled of both home and freedom. Lyra, who had never allowed anyone to touch her heart since the death of her first mate, transformed under the full moon and ran to

almost fainting. “She’s mine,” he growled at the wind. “And let the

God help whoever tries to take her from me.” Nova Reyes, byFor her part, she knew nothing about all this. She lived in a small apartment in the Shadowbrook district, surrounded by old books, urban legend maps, and cups of cold brew coffee. She was a freelance investigator, specializing in myths that people dismissed as nonsense: sightings of creatures in subway tunnels, disappearances coinciding with full moons, unexplained fires on rooftops where no one had been. She was bisexual, open, unafraid to love whoever made her feel alive, but she was also tired of relationships that fizzled out. Her last girlfriend had dumped her for being “too intense,” and her last boyfriend for

“Living in another world.” Nova laughed when she remembered it, butDeep down, she felt an emptiness that no one had ever filled. What Nova didn't know was that this emptiness wasn't emotional. It was magical. Her blood called to the three bloodlines like a beacon in a storm. With each passing night, the veil between her humanity and her supernatural heritage grew thinner. She dreamed of fangs that grazed her neck without causing harm, of wings that enveloped her in warmth, of claws that protected her instead of scratching her. She woke up sweating, excited, confused, her heart pounding as if it were about to burst. And meanwhile, the city began to stir. Lesser vampires of Clan Voss began to disappear. Young dragons lost control of their transformations in the middle of the street. Lycan packs grew more violent, even turning on each other. Something dark stirred beneath Eldoria City: Lord Vesper, an ancient hybrid who had been banished centuries ago for attempting to unite the clans under his tyranny. Vesper had sensed the birth of the Daughter of Four Bloods and had waited patiently. Now that Nova was awakening, he too was preparing. For if the clans united around her out of love, Vesper would be destroyed forever.

But if he managed to corrupt that love, to divide them, to make themThey would destroy each other... then he would rule what remained. The fate of Eldoria City, the hidden world, and humanity itself hung on the shoulders of a single woman who didn't yet know who she truly was. And it all began on a cold December night when Nova decided to take a shortcut through Dark Central Park, never imagining that three pairs of supernatural eyes were watching her from the shadows. Three immortal hearts beating for the first time in centuries. Three souls about to claim her... or die trying. This is the story of how a human woman discovered she was so much more.

How a vampire learned to love without possessing.

How a dragon found its true fire in thearms of a mortal.

How one beast found calm in another's stormheart.This is the story of a love that knew no genders, limits, or species.

A queer, wild, eternal love. A love that could save the

world...

or burn it to the ground. Welcome to eternal shadows.

Chapter 1: The Night Encounter

Nova Reyes walked quickly through the damp streets of Eldoria City, her breath turning into tiny white clouds in the December chill. It was 2:15 a.m., and the city, though never truly asleep, seemed to hold its breath at that precise moment. The neon lights flickered less brightly, taxis were scarce, and even the usual drunks of the Shadowbrook district had sought refuge in some underground bar. She wore her tight black leather jacket, low-heeled boots that clicked against the asphalt, and the silver pendant her grandmother had given her before she died: a circle with a five-pointed star in the center. “It protects against what cannot be seen,” the old woman had told her in a trembling voice. Nova had always taken it as a family superstition, but that night the metal felt hotter than usual against her skin. She had spent the last few hours at the Central Library reviewing microfiche files on strange disappearances from the 1980s. Her work as a freelance investigator led her to pursue urban legends that most considered nonsense: tunnels beneath the city where howls could be heard, spontaneous fires on empty rooftops, bodies found completely drained of blood without a drop at the scene. People paid well for reports that she then...

It was filed as “unresolved”. But Nova didn't do it because

The money. She did it because she felt something calling to her from the shadows, as if each legend were a piece of a puzzle only she could put together. She decided to take the shortcut through Dark Central Park, a place even the police avoided after a certain hour. The ancient trees formed such a dense canopy that the moonlight barely filtered through. The gravel path crunched under her boots, and the air smelled of damp earth and something metallic she couldn't quite place. Then she heard it: a low whisper, like wings brushing against the wind. She stopped dead, all her senses on high alert. She turned slowly, searching for the source of the sound, but saw only shadows moving among the trunks. "Relax, Nova," she told herself. "It's just the wind." She kept walking, but instinct told her she wasn't alone.

When he reached the clearing where an old lantern flickered with a dim light, he saw him. A tall man, wrapped in a long coatBlack, leaning against the trunk of an oak tree as if he'd been there for centuries. The lantern's light illuminated his face: pale, almost translucent skin, jet-black hair that fell in perfect waves to his shoulders, and intense red eyes that seemed to absorb the darkness rather than reflect it. He was beautiful in a way that hurt to look directly at him, like staring at the sun for too long. "A lady alone at this hour?" he asked in a soft, velvety voice, with a slight accent Nova couldn't place. He smiled, and she saw the glint of fangs that shouldn't exist on a human being. Nova tensed, but didn't back down. She had learned years ago not to show fear. "I'm not alone. The city always has eyes. And you? Waiting for someone in particular?"

“Or just lurking in empty parks?” The man tilted his head, amused. “Stalking is such a... vulgar word. I prefer observing. My name is Lucien Voss. And you, Nova Reyes, are far more interesting than I expected.” Nova’s heart leapt. How did he know her name? No one had followed her from the library, she was certain. Her hand instinctively went to the silver pendant, which now burned against her skin. “How do you know who I am?” she asked firmly, though inside she felt a chill that wasn’t exactly fear. Lucien took a step forward, and Nova smelled his scent: ancient sandalwood, cold night, and something else... something that reminded her of freshly spilled blood. “The secrets of this city travel through veins that humans cannot see. I’ve heard of you. The investigator who digs into things that should remain buried.” Nova narrowed her eyes. “If you’ve come to warn me to stop investigating, you’re too late.” "I've been told that before." Lucien laughed softly, a sound

which gave her goosebumps. “I’m not here to warn you. I’m here to...”"To know you. There's something about you that calls to those of us who live in the shadows." Before Nova could reply, a low growl echoed through the park. It wasn't a dog. It was something much more.

Bigger, deeper. Lucien tensed immediately, his expression shifting from playful to lethal in a second. “Not now,” he murmured. From among the trees emerged a tall, athletic woman with short silver hair that shimmered in the lantern light and amber eyes that seemed to reflect the moon even though it was hidden. She wore black cargo pants, military boots, and a tight T-shirt that revealed defined muscles and tribal tattoos that climbed her

arms. He exuded danger and a savage strength that made

Nova felt a strange pull in her stomach. “Lucien,” the woman said in a hoarse, authoritative voice. “Playing with me again?”“Food?” Lucien sighed. “Lyra, now is not the time. There’s a dragon nearby. Drakon is restless tonight.” A dragon? Nova almost laughed, but something in the seriousness of their faces stopped her. “Okay, this is a joke, right? Dragons in Eldoria City? Are you filming me for some hidden camera show?” Lyra looked directly at her for the first time, and Nova felt as if the woman could see right into her soul. There was something fierce and protective in that gaze, but also... desire. Raw, unfiltered. “It’s not a joke, human,” Lyra said. “And you should run while

“You can.” But before Nova could answer, the air suddenly heated up. A scorching wind whipped through the leaves of the trees, and a deep roar shook the ground. From the treetops descended a massive winged figure: iridescent scales in shades of red and gold, golden eyes that glowed like embers, membranous wings that blocked out what little light remained. The dragon landed with an impact that shook the earth and, in a whirlwind of fire and smoke, transformed. Where once there had been a colossal beast, now stood a tall man with bronze skin, fiery red hair that fell in wild strands, and golden eyes that stared at Nova with an intensity that took her breath away. “She smells of destiny,” the man said in a deep voice that resonated in Nova’s chest like an ancient drum. “And something else... something that belongs to me.” Lucien took a step forward, placing himself partially between Nova and the newcomer.

“Drakon Vale. Always so dramatic.” Drakon ignored theThe vampire advanced toward Nova. He was imposing, with a presence that filled the entire space. He wore an open black shirt that revealed scale tattoos on his chest and dark pants that hugged his legs.

Powerful. “You,” he said simply, stopping a meter away from her. “You’re the reason I’ve dreamed of fire all week.” Nova took a step back, her mind struggling to process the impossible. Vampire. Werewolf. Dragon. ThreeLegendary creatures stood before her, speaking as if they had known each other all their lives. And the three of them looked at her... as if they knew her. “Who are you?” she finally asked, proud that her voice didn’t tremble. “And what do you want from us?”

“Me?” Lyra was the first to respond. “We want to protect you.”

Something's coming, Nova Reyes. Something that's been looking for you.

“From before you were even born.” Drakon nodded. “And something that will prevent anyone else from having you.” Lucien extended a cold hand toward her. “Come with us. Your world is about to change forever, and you won’t be safe alone.” Nova looked at that pale hand, then into Drakon’s golden eyes, then into Lyra’s fierce intensity. She felt a pull inside her, as if her blood recognized these three strangers in a way her mind couldn’t comprehend. For the first time in her life, Nova Reyes felt real fear... mixed with an excitement that burned in her veins. And, against all her survival instincts, she took Lucien’s hand. The instant their skin touched, an electric shock coursed through her body. Fleeting images flashed through her mind: fangs painlessly grazing her neck, wings enveloping her in

Heat, claws protecting her in the darkness. The night blurred into a whirlwind of shadows, fire, and distant howls. And Nova knew, deep in her soul, that there was no turning back.

Chapter 2: Shadows in the City

Nova didn't remember how they got to the shelter. Only fragments: Lucien's cold hand guiding her through alleyways she'd never seen before, the searing heat of Drakon's body protecting her from behind, and Lyra's silent, watchful presence covering their flank. They ran for what felt like minutes, but when they stopped in front of a rusty iron door in an abandoned building in the old industrial district, Nova was panting as if she'd run a marathon. Lucien let go of her hand and typed a complicated sequence on a keypad hidden beneath a layer of graffiti. The door squeaked open with a metallic clang, revealing an old elevator that descended straight underground. "Where are you taking me?" Nova asked, finally finding her voice. Her heart was still pounding, a mixture of adrenaline and something deeper she didn't want to name. "Somewhere safe," Drakon replied in that deep voice that seemed to vibrate in his bones. For now. The elevator stopped with a jolt and the doors opened onto a spacious subterranean loft that bore no resemblance to the neglect above. High ceilings, exposed brick walls illuminated by warm lights, modern furniture mixed with Gothic antiques. A fireplace

Stone crackled in one corner, though no wood was visible. The air smelled of leather, old books, and something wild, like a forest after a rain. Lyra closed the door behind them and activated what seemed like a magical security system: her fingers traced symbols in the air that glowed amber before fading. Nova turned to the three of them, crossing her arms over her chest to hide the slight trembling of her hands. “Explanations. Now.” Lucien removed his coat with an elegant movement and hung it on a rack that looked as if carved from ebony. Underneath, he wore a black shirt that fit his lean but defined torso perfectly. “She’s right,” he said, looking at Drakon and Lyra. “We can’t keep her in the dark.” Drakon grunted, but nodded. He walked over to the fireplace and held out a hand; the flames grew instantly, obedient to his will. Nova swallowed. That wasn't a special effects trick. Lyra, for her part, leaned against the wall with her arms crossed, watching her with an intensity that made it difficult to meet her gaze. "You start, vampire," Lyra said dryly. "You're the one who found her first." Lucien smiled slightly, but this time there was no mockery in his red eyes. "Nova Reyes... there are things in your blood that even you don't know. Twenty-eight years ago, you were born with a heritage that the three clans—vampires, dragons, and werewolves—believed impossible. Four bloodlines in one person. Including the human." Nova felt the ground shift beneath her feet. She sank down onto a black leather sofa, needing something solid. "What are you talking about? My mother died giving birth to me. My father..."

She disappeared. I was raised by my grandmother until she too passed away.She died. There's nothing supernatural in my family. Drakon approached and sat across from her in an armchair, leaning forward. His golden eyes were hypnotic. "Your grandmother knew more than she let on. The pendant you wear... it's an ancient seal. All three of us recognize it. It protects, but it also marks. It marks whoever carries the mixed blood." Nova instinctively touched the silver pendant. It was cold again. Lyra moved for the first time, moving until she was about a meter away from Nova. She crouched down to her eye level. "Listen, human... Nova. We didn't bring you here to frighten you. We brought you here because something is hunting you. And it's not us." "Hunting me? Why?" Lucien moved closer and sat on the other side of the sofa, leaving Nova in the center without touching her, but close enough for her to feel his coldness. "Because you are the key to a very ancient prophecy. The Daughter of Four Bloods." The one that can unite the clans... or destroy them completely. Nova let out a nervous laugh. “Prophecy? Really? Sounds like a bad fairy tale.” Drakon stood up abruptly and walked to a bookshelf. He took out a book bound in dark leather, so old it looked about to disintegrate. He opened it carefully and handed it to Nova. “Read.” She took the book with trembling hands. The text was in a language she didn’t recognize, but when her fingers touched the pages, the words seemed to change before her eyes, becoming Spanish. “When the moon turns to fire and the night smells of storm, the Daughter of Four Bloods will be born...” He read the entire prophecy aloud, the same one that had appeared in the

a prologue to her own life without her knowing it. When it ended, the silence was so thick you could hear the crackling of the fireplace. “This... this can’t be real,” she whispered. Lyra sat on the arm of the sofa, closer now. “It is real. And that’s why Lord Vesper wants you. He’s an ancient hybrid, banished centuries ago for trying to dominate the three clans. If he captures you before you fully awaken your powers, he can use your blood to break the balance and rule.” Nova looked up at the three of them. “And you? What do you want from me?” The three exchanged glances heavy with something Nova couldn’t quite decipher. Drakon spoke first. “To protect you. Because if you fall into Vesper’s hands, everything we are disappears.” Lucien added in a low voice, “And because... from the moment I smelled you in that park, I knew you were important. More than important.” Lyra was the most direct. She leaned in until their faces were inches apart. “Because your scent drives me wild. And not in the sense of wanting to devour you. Although... I won’t lie, a little in that sense too.” Nova felt her cheeks burn. Lyra’s closeness was overwhelming: her wild scent, the warmth of her body, the way her amber eyes seemed to want to both devour and protect her. She stood up abruptly, needing space. “I need to think. This is too much.” Lucien stood with feline grace. “There’s a room at the end of the hall.”

You can rest. No one will bother you. Nova nodded and walked away.toward the corridor he was pointing to. Before entering the room, he turned. "Why do I trust you? I don't even know you." Drakon smiled for the first time: a smile that transformed his stern face into something dangerously...

Attractive.—Because your blood recognizes us. And ours recognizes you. Nova closed the door behind her and sank down onto the king-size bed. The room was simple yet elegant: black sheets, a faux window projecting a nighttime view of the city, and a private bathroom. She took off her boots and lay down fully clothed, staring at the ceiling. Her mind was a whirlwind. Vampires. Dragons. Werewolves. Prophecies. And three supernatural beings who gazed at her as if she were the center of their universe. She thought of Lucien: that seductive coolness, the way his voice sent shivers down her spine. She thought of Drakon: the warmth, the contained power, the promise of fire in his eyes. She thought of Lyra: the protective ferocity, the honest rawness, the unfiltered desire. And, to her own surprise, she felt a growing heat between her legs. It wasn't just fear or adrenaline. It was desire. Desire for all three of them. At the same time.—God, Nova—she said to herself.—You've gotten yourself into a mess you won't get out of. In the living room, the three remaining people looked at each other in silence.—We can't fight over her—Drakon said finally.—The prophecy speaks of love divided or united.—Lyra snorted.—I'm not fighting. I'm just saying her scent affects me more than it affects you.—Lucien smiled ironically.—My dear wolf, your “scent” is nothing compared to what I feel when her blood pulses near mine.—Drakon looked at them both.—Then let's agree on something. We'll protect her.

The three of them. No jealousy. No possessiveness. Until she chooses. Lyra and Lucien nodded reluctantly. But deep down, all three knew that “choosing” wouldn’t be that simple. Because Nova Reyes wasn’t going to choose one. She was going to have to learn to love all three of them... or lose them all. And outside, in the shadows of the city, eyes

Ancients watched. Lord Vesper smiled in the darkness.The hunt had barely begun.

Chapter 3: The Whisper of the Dragon

Nova awoke with the feeling of being watched. She opened her eyes slowly and found Drakon sitting in a chair beside the bed, his arms crossed and his golden eyes fixed on her. The dim light from a table lamp illuminated his face, highlighting his angular features, strong jaw, and the red hair that fell haphazardly over his forehead. He didn't seem to have slept; nor did he seem to need to. "How long have you been there?" Nova asked, her voice hoarse with sleep. "Since you came in," he replied without breaking eye contact. "I couldn't leave you alone. Not after last night." Nova sat up, propping herself up on her elbows. She was still wearing yesterday's clothes and felt disheveled, but Drakon's intensity made her forget those details. "And the others?" "Lucien is checking the magical perimeters. Lyra went for a run... in her other

















































































































































































































	Juno, twenty-eight years old, a firefighter with diluted dragon ancestry. Short black hair, strong body, burn scars she wore with pride. She dreamed of flying and of a wolf-like figure protecting her from the fire.

	River, thirty years old, hybrid werewolf ranger. Tall, brown skin, long braids, deep voice. His howlsinmates were looking for a pack beyond blood.

	Nyx, twenty-five years old, a shadow hacker who worked freelance. Pale skin, black eyes with almost no pupils, clothingModern gothic. She manipulated code as if it were liquid darkness.


	Sol, twenty-seven years old, queer performance artist, human bridge with prophetic dreams. Rainbow hair,Luminescent tattoos, contagious energy.





























































	Auren, a dominant, fiery trans boy, son of the circleof Juno.

	Selara, a non-binary girl with a creative shadow.

	Riven, a queer werewolf with a healing instinct.

	Thalio, human bridge with latent emptiness, climate activist.































































































































	To voluntarily transcend to the reposeful Void,contributing their love to primordial rest.

	Returning to finite mortal forms in young universes,sowing love that would be reborn from scratch, without eternal support.


	To remain as corporeal guardians, maintaining local Harmony without depending on the cosmic background.
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