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        So many enemies, so little time…

      

      

      

      Working with their new team, Myra and Christopher have rescued “damsels” in distress all over New York City. Even as their relationship develops and deepens. Though Myra tries not to think too much about the future. In the moment, the work makes her happy, and so does Christopher. And their latest job, saving grieving widows from a scam artist, proves a satisfying challenge. Or at least it did. Until the king drops an emergency into their laps and upends all their plans.

      Suddenly the team must drop everything to rescue three missing dragon shifters. With only three days to find them and get them back. And it appears an old enemy orchestrated everything. An enemy looking for payback.

      But who? Someone from Myra’s past? Christophers? Or someone they thwarted together?

      With so many adversaries, so many people they’ve managed to anger, Myra and Christopher have a long list of suspects. And very little time to whittle that list down. The lives of the missing shifters and the entire team rest in the balance. They have to uncover the truth or people will die.

      And time is running out.
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      Myra rolled over in bed, reaching for the very warm man lying next to her, smiling into the kiss as he rolled toward her. His arms came around her, strong and hot and gentle all at the same time. He was stupidly strong, and he never forgot that when handling her delicate human body. Something she appreciated because she so enjoyed when he handled her delicate human body.

      Especially when he handled the most delicate parts of her.

      She hummed as Christopher’s hand skimmed over her, caressing in long, languid strokes, heating her up even though she’d already been contentedly warm.

      When she leaned back from the good morning kiss, she was tempted to ignore the fact that they had things to do today and just keep him right here in bed with her. His bed. His apartment. Still always his apartment because, despite the progress she was making being part of an actual couple with a man she might well be in love with even though she barely admitted that to herself, she still couldn’t bring herself to breach that one last barrier, to reveal that one last secret.

      Maybe one day. Maybe even one day soon.

      But for the time being, they spent all their time together—when they weren’t on a job—at his apartment. One of his apartments, she suspected. Because he was, after all, a dragon shifter prince. With a hoard and everything.

      She wasn’t the only one who hadn’t revealed everything yet, either.

      And that was fine. For now, for this moment, what they had was enough. She set one hand against Christopher’s cheek as she studied his face. Not exactly what someone might call handsome. Striking. He was striking. Strong, wide features, short but shaggy black hair, piercing blue eyes. All sharp angles and bold features. One scar across his forehead, one on his jaw. He’d never explained those scars—it was odd for a shifter to have any—but she also hadn’t asked. He’d tell her if and when he was ready.

      His morning stubble rubbed against her palm pleasantly, activating the nerves in her sensitive fingertips. She found herself stroking her thumb over the stubble often, loving the bristly texture. In his human form, he had to shave, get haircuts, brush his teeth, shower. All the things a human would need to do.

      In his dragon form, all those particular needs changed. Though he’d told her he still loved a good hot bath, but finding hot springs that were big enough outside of Iceland could be tricky. Easier now that humans were aware that dragon shifters—all shifters for that matter—existed, but still tricky.

      She’d only seen his dragon form once. And it was a beautiful, terrifying thing to behold. The circumstances under which he’d had to reveal that form hadn’t been ideal. But she was glad she now knew what he looked like as a full dragon. Most of the time, he just sprouted wings on his back, a partial shift that not every dragon shifter could do, and flew her around the city that way.

      And that…

      Ah, she loved flying with him. It was one of the best parts of having a dragon shifter partner. Soaring out over the city, the buildings of Manhattan dropping away below. Or swooping through the canyons created by the buildings, following the roads from above. No need to worry about traffic or the crowded subway.

      “Good morning,” she murmured, watching the way the pupil in his eyes contracted in the morning light, giving him an almost feline look. Another sign he wasn’t precisely human. When his pupil contracted it moved into a line like a cat’s instead of down to a pinpoint like a human’s.

      “Morning,” he murmured back, his hand still stroking over her back and hip, sending little shivers of sensation across her skin.

      “I know you have to leave soon,” she said, “but I’m very warm and I don’t want to let you out of this bed.”

      His low chuckle added a nice tickle of warmth and desire to his touch. He didn’t have a very hairy chest, but what was there rubbed against her naked breasts and left her hungry for even more sensation. She seemed to want nothing but sensation with him. Lovely when they had time for it. Inconvenient when they needed to get out of bed.

      “I’d happily indulge you and be late,” he said, running his lips across her neck, pausing to kiss and nuzzle the very sensitive spot right behind her ear that made her groan and push into him.

      “Except this is your father, and if you’re late, he’ll do something rude like send another dragon shifter to pound on your door until you answer.”

      Christopher’s sigh brushed hot air against her neck. That did nothing to dampen the heat curling around her. But she also had a great deal of sympathy for that sigh. She felt the sigh in her soul as well as against her neck.

      “I know,” he admitted, before returning to kissing her neck. “Doesn’t mean I’m in a hurry.”

      An alarm on his phone, which was plugged in on his bedside table, pinged merrily. He half rolled over to slap it off, though he kept her pressed close. Then he rolled back to her, releasing another groaning sigh. He was hard against her stomach, and it took a lot of willpower not to just roll him onto his back and climb on. His father really would send some of his shifters to retrieve Christopehr if he was late, though. A situation that could turn awkward fast if they were in the middle of fucking.

      She resisted the urge to rub against his cock and gave his shoulders a pat. “I’m not happy about this either. But it’s necessary. I’ll be at the office by the time you’re finished.”

      He set his forehead against hers. She could practically hear his teeth grinding. “My father is a pain in the ass.”

      “Yes he is,” she agreed wholeheartedly. “But still the king.”

      A king who wasn’t crazy about her and would prefer Christopher never saw her again. He’d stopped trying to come between them because Christopher sometimes smelled like sugar cookies to her—she’d learned later why this was significant. A dragon shifter could change their scent for someone they wanted to make comfortable, someone they were attracted to and wanted to ensure that someone was attracted to them rather than terrified of them. The scent was specific to the other person. In her case, sugar cookies because she loved them. He was only partially in control of this effort, which made it all the sweeter as far as she was concerned. Meant he wanted her to be comfortable around him on an instinctive level, as well as the more obvious levels.

      Speaking of obvious. “If we don’t get up now, we won’t. Go take a shower. I’ll get some tea on.”

      “Not going to join me?”

      Oh, that was tempting. “That would be as bad as me just keeping you in the nice warm bed with me.” She nuzzled his throat, knowing how much he liked that, and kissed her way back to his mouth, kissing him for a long moment, before saying, “We can come back to this later tonight. Including the shower.”

      He chuckled and reluctantly let her go as she rolled out of bed. He watched as she slipped one of his huge button-up shirts over her head, that and only that to get her down the spiral staircase to the kitchen. She watched very attentively as well when he stood and walked naked to the bathroom attached to his loft bedroom, watched his muscles ripple with the movement. She did enjoy that nice ripple of muscle.

      She heard him chuckle as he closed the door, and knew he was well aware of her gaze, and her appreciation.

      Down the stairs in the open kitchen on the large apartment’s main floor, she put a kettle of water on to boil for tea—his preferred drink—and then padded over to study the city. Sunshine flowed through the wall of windows that took up this side of his apartment, the huge patio beyond the windows brightly lit this late in the morning. The pale stonework and planters lining the patio’s retaining wall glowing golden in the early summer light.

      The high-rise across the street reflected the sun, making it difficult to look at, or look into the windows of the other apartments. And beyond that, she could just see the Hudson peeping through between the buildings.

      She didn’t see this view all that often. Mostly the night view, with the glitter of city lights spreading out around them. She was not “morning people.” She did most of her work at night, so mornings were her go-to-ground-and-get-some-sleep times of day. Even when she spent the night here—which was almost all the time lately—they rarely got up before noon because they often stayed up all night to enjoy the sunrise.

      She wasn’t entirely sure if Christopher was a morning person or not, though, since he’d seem to adapt to her schedule pretty seamlessly. He woke up when he woke up and never seemed aggrieved by not getting enough sleep. She wondered if he ever slept for months at a time, like the old dragons. She should probably ask. If things between them lasted, that might come up at some stage.

      The cool, smooth tiled floor beneath her bare feet felt nice as she walked back to the kitchen at the rear of the open plan apartment, behind the spiral staircase that led up to the loft bedroom. It was a nice kitchen with shiny new appliances that she’d never seen Christopher actually use except to store leftovers from food he brought back from restaurants around the neighborhood. She wasn’t sure if he could even cook.

      The things she didn’t know about him, as well as all the thing she did know, often surprised her. She supposed that’s what relationships were, getting to know the other person over time. The most interesting relationships always with something new and interesting to learn.

      Or maybe that was just Christopher.

      She had two mugs of hot English Breakfast tea made by the time he came downstairs. He was barefoot, as usual because he hated wearing shoes, but he was otherwise dressed for the day in dark dress slacks and a white button-down shirt. That was as dressed up as he got for an audience with his father. He also looked damned yummy in that particular outfit. His dark hair was still damp from the shower and curled around his neck.

      Leaning into him when he wrapped his arms around her waist, she had to come up onto her toes and was still a head shorter than him. At seven foot tall, he was not an inconspicuous sort of person.

      “Looking good. Aren’t you going to fly, though? Why bother with the shirt? Or are you going full dragon?” He didn’t need to fully shift to fly to the dragon king’s compound, and since she’d only seen him do it that one time, she’d just assumed he’d do the partial shift he did with her, sprouting only wings.

      Technically, he didn’t have to remove his shirt for the wings if he used dragon magic. But mostly he didn’t bother with the magic part and took his shirt off. Or shredded it.

      “I’ll fly.” He nodded out the wall of windows as a loud horn sounded from the street below. And in the distance, she could just hear
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