
  
    [image: Dragon of Glass]
  


  
    
      DRAGON OF GLASS

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        ELVA BIRCH

        ZOE CHANT

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Dragon of Glass

        © 2019 Elva Birch and Zoe Chant

        All rights reserved

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Fae Shifter Knights

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Epilogue

      

      
        A Thank You from Elva Birch

      

      
        Behind the Scenes

      

      
        More reads from Elva Birch

      

      
        Sneak preview of Unicorn of Glass!

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FAE SHIFTER KNIGHTS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Jingle bells and magic spells!

      

      

      Fae Shifter Knights is a sizzling portal fantasy paranormal romance series with side-splitting humor, thrilling adventure, and heart. Each stand-alone novel features noble shifter heroes, brave and resourceful heroines who are fated to be their keys to magic in our world, adorable pets, and one bad-tempered, non-binary fae.
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      Daniella stomped the slush off her feet as the bell at the door to The Second Hand Store gave a festive little ring. The little rush of cool fog that came in with her swirled away to nothing as she shut the door behind her.

      “Thanks for coming in on such short notice,” Ansel called from behind the sales counter. “You probably have better things to do on the morning of Christmas Eve.” 

      Daniella smiled. “I really appreciate the job,” she said sincerely, unwrapping her scarf and unzipping her coat. “The extra paycheck will be nice when the Christmas bills come in.” 

      Ansel pointed out the coat rack behind the counter and Daniella wriggled out of her jacket and hung it up with her scarf. She looked around the warehouse curiously. 

      She’d been to the old location of the second-hand shop plenty of times, but Ansel had inherited the business several years ago and moved it a few blocks to a huge empty warehouse, re-branding it as an antique shop and attempting to get bargain-shopping tourists in; Daniella hadn’t been in the new location yet.

      It was a tall, echoing building with no windows at all. Rows of industrial shelving held tidy stacks of used merchandise: clothing, dishes, toys, and centuries of knick knacks. Ancient farm machinery in the back gave the place a slight scent of old oil, and there were clusters of antique furniture: dressers and chests and couches spanning decades of styles. There was even an avocado green refrigerator; Daniella wondered if it still worked. Smaller shelves were crowded with books and CDs, VHS tapes and cassettes, and even records and eight-tracks.

      “I would have waited until after the holidays,” Ansel explained, “but I wanted inventory done by year’s end for my accountant, and I’m leaving tonight. I won’t be back until New Year’s Eve, so you can just come in whenever you have time between now and then to get it done. The shop will be closed, so you don’t have to worry about customers.”

      “That sounds great,” Daniella said gratefully. “I’ve got hours scheduled at the cafe to work around, but I should have plenty of time to finish up next week.”

      Ansel himself was not what Daniella expected of an antique dealer; he was a young, brown-skinned man with short, tight curls dyed blond and he looked more like a jazz musician or a poet than a peddler of dusty furniture and vintage salt shakers. They knew each other in the way that you sort of knew everyone else in a small town; they’d seen each other at the grocery store, and maybe once at the cafe, but Daniella wasn’t sure if they’d ever had a conversation until she found his post at the cafe cork board looking for a short-term assistant and called to apply.

      He showed her the basic organization of the shop, and how the numbers should be entered in the ledger. It was old-school, just a grid-printed paper notebook. “You don’t have to write out what each of these is,” he pointed out. “I don’t need to know how many Barbies or Strawberry Shortcakes there are, just broad categories like ‘used dolls.’ Count out how many are on the one dollar shelf, how many are on the two dollar shelf, tally ‘em up here.”

      They went briefly through the entire store, Ansel pointing out anything that was tricky. “Socks are by the pair, except the singles basket. Things sold in sets are one item altogether. It’s all basically by price tag. If there’s a sale price, use that; I don’t plan to mark anything back up.”

      Daniella nodded as they walked back down one of the aisles. Ansel stopped to pick up a tag that was loose on the floor. “This is always a problem,” he said. “People think they can tear off the tag and then dicker on the price. Hey, if it doesn’t have a price tag it’s free, right? As if I haven’t heard that a thousand times this week.” He glanced around, trying to see if it had fallen off something obvious nearby. “If you do find something without a tag, either make a guess based on what’s around it, or put it at the counter for me to figure out. The only really valuable stuff is up front under the counters; I promise you aren’t going to accidentally sell a priceless vase for a buck.”

      But Daniella’s attention had already been arrested by something beyond him on that aisle. There was a shelf dedicated to Christmas, with re-packaged tinsel and strings of neatly coiled lights—the old kind from before LEDs. It had holiday dish towels, pajamas, and three sizes of Santa hats. Hooks were screwed up into the underside of the shelf above it, displaying a dazzling array of ornaments. 

      Most of them were cheap plastic things, out-of-the-box Hallmark so-called collectibles, or fragile glass balls in all colors. A few were handmade, made of wood or brass. Some of them looked like children’s crafts.

      But the one that caught Daniella’s eye was near the back: a green glass dragon with outspread wings. It was hanging in an open ring of white glass, but looked like it would sit freestanding if it were untied from the gleaming circle. It shifted in an imperceptible breeze in the warehouse, and glimmered in the dim lighting. “Oh,” Daniella murmured. “Oh…”

      “... worry about the difference in quality.” Daniella realized that Ansel had been talking to her.

      “I’m sorry, what?” She was embarrassed; she was usually much better at focusing, especially on the first day of a new job. 

      Fortunately, Ansel looked amused, even though he’d clearly caught her tuning him out. “There’s a lot of interesting junk here. Not even sure where most of it came from.”

      “I’ve been keeping an eye out for a Christmas ornament,” Daniella admitted. “My parents took all the family ornaments when they moved to Florida and I’m just starting my own collection.”

      “I’ve definitely got some one-of-a-kind pieces,” Ansel chuckled, fingering a sled made from Popsicle sticks and pipe cleaners. 

      “How much is the dragon?” Daniella asked impulsively. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

      “Oh, that glass one? I’m surprised it’s still in one piece. It used to be part of a set, but I’m not sure what happened to the rest of them. It looks handmade, does it have a tag?”

      Daniella reached carefully between the ornaments and lifted the dragon off the hook by its hanger. It was heavier than it looked. “Twenty,” she breathed, as the tag rotated into view.

      “You’ve got a ten percent employee discount…” Ansel said, but whatever else he might have said vanished as Daniella let the ornament rest carefully in her hand.

      With the cool touch of the glass, she was suddenly on fire. 

      Heat rushed through her chest, blooming in her breasts, and Daniella felt her loins suddenly awaken. Her ears and cheeks blazed and her knees went weak. She was grateful for the dim lighting in the warehouse and the slight natural tan to her skin that should hide the worst of her abrupt blush. 

      It was everything she could do to stay on her feet as a wave of pleasure washed over her. 

      “I’ll get it,” she squeaked, before she realized that Ansel had already moved on down the aisle and was pointing out another kind of special tag. 

      He nodded casually, like she hadn’t just had a world-crumbling experience, and Daniella tried to smile brightly in return. 

      She could breathe again if she stopped touching the glass, and she took the rest of her orientation awkwardly holding the ornament by its hook. 

      Fortunately, there wasn’t much more to her tour. They went back to the counter, where Ansel showed her where the bags and packing material were and wrapped the dragon and its ring carefully in tissue and bubble wrap and put it in a bag.

      “I’m sorry,” Daniella said, feeling uncomfortable and flustered as she handed him cash. “I’m not usually so impulsive, I just… I’d been looking for one… and...” she trailed off. What was she supposed to say? And this one just gave me one of the best orgasms of my life?

      Ansel shrugged and Daniella hoped that she hadn’t just bombed her job opportunity. But Ansel seemed pretty easy going, and he gave her a key without hesitating. “It sticks a little, so you might have to give it a good wiggle.”

      Wiggling was the last thing Daniella wanted to think about at the moment.

      “Thanks,” she said brightly. “I appreciate the job.” She did, too. It was a big project, but she thought she could get it done in the time he’d asked, and Ansel was offering pretty generous pay for a small town with few opportunities. She tucked the bag into her over-sized purse.

      “So, ah, I’ll probably get started the day after tomorrow,” she said, as Ansel showed her where the light switches were and started to shut them down. 

      “Right,” he agreed. “I honestly don’t expect you to work on Christmas like some kind of Scrooge. Take the day off, Cratchit!”

      Daniella giggled and they left the warehouse. She used her key to lock it, keenly aware of Ansel’s scrutiny. It did require some wiggling. 

      “Merry Christmas,” they said together, then Daniella headed down the sidewalk towards her car, hyper-conscious of the strange, fragile burden in her purse.
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      Trey was floating.

      No, floating implied some sort of grace.

      Trey was floundering.

      Knights do not flounder, he told himself firmly, but his best intentions seemed to have no effect on his situation; he was still definitely not in control of his limbs.

      He did not, in fact, seem to have limbs.

      If floundering was a failure of dignity, being a disembodied awareness was decidedly worse.

      Wasn’t he in the midst of a battle? Memory began to flood back. He had been losing a battle, which simply would not serve. Robin had been shouting, Henrik… Henrik had been trying to cast a counterspell. 

      Trey tried to shake a head that didn’t exist, with no more success than moving his limbs.

      He wasn’t alone, but he didn’t recognize any of his shieldmates. This was a new presence in his head. 

      Fear flashed through him. Was he being taken over? Was this the act of a dour? The control of a bleak?

      As fast as the fear was, faster still was the feeling that followed it—intense, bright sexual desire, a wave of it so keen it almost hurt, and Trey was left with a feeling of longing and need. 

      The presence was gone, and Trey had never felt so alone.
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      “I’m sorry, Fabio, I’m so sorry!” Daniella juggled her bags to one arm so she could dig into her purse. She had just dropped her keys into it, how could they possibly be at the bottom already?

      On the other side of the door, Fabio was whining pitifully and Daniella could hear his nails scrabble at the sill. “No scratching!” she scolded. “I’m coming, sweetie! I had to get groceries with the entire population of town apparently. I know you’ve been patient…” She found the keys at last and wrenched the lock open.

      Fabio paused to headbutt her in panting, happy greeting, then streaked past her for the side yard, his silky fur rippling in the afternoon light. As an Afghan Hound, it was a lot of silky fur, and he looked like more like a Muppet than a supermodel.

      Daniella squeezed into the house with her bags and switched on the light with her elbow, grinning at the sight. She’d splurged for a real tree that year, in all its needle-shedding glory, and the room was filled with the delicious smell of pine. There was barely room to squeeze past it to the couch, but it was twisted with colored lights and ropes of tinsel. There were no ornaments on it… yet. She still had the bag from the second-hand store tucked carefully into her purse.

      She dropped the other bags onto the kitchen counter and slung her purse over the chair, then started dutifully unpacking the groceries. With absolutely no attempt at self control, she had splurged on everything Christmas. Eggnog, one of the fancy spiral smoked hams, and ugly orange yams that she hoped she could figure out how to cook with a package of mini marshmallows and brown sugar. A pumpkin pie, a jar of fancy black olives, and a bulk bag of chestnuts that Daniella had a vague notion she could roast in the oven. She’d even bought a tiny fruitcake, figuring that it couldn’t possibly be as terrible as she remembered. 

      It was too much food, she realized with chagrin as she packed it into the crowded fridge. She’d bought enough food for a family, not a single girl and her dog. But, it was her first Christmas on her own, and it wasn’t like she could buy less than a whole pumpkin pie.

      Daniella went back to the door. “Fabio! Come on, boy! I’m sure you’ve done what you needed to by now.”

      Fabio came rushing eagerly back and tried to jump up and lick her face.  “I missed you too,” Daniella said, kneeling to ruffle behind his silky ears. “Oh my gosh, you need a good brushing, you mangy mutt.” 

      Fabio, confident that she was giving him the greatest of well-deserved compliments, danced in a circle and returned to lick her face again. 

      “Come on, you fabulous flirt, I’m not going to have time to give you a w-a-l-k yet. I get to shower and go to my regular job.” Daniella stood back up and brushed off the knees of her jeans. Fabio edged past the tree that he still hadn’t entirely made peace with and jumped up on the couch to watch her soulfully over the cushions.

      “Wait until you see what I found today!” Daniella dug into her key-eating purse and carefully pulled out the bubble-wrapped package. “Our first ornament!”

      Daniella hadn’t wanted to start her own Christmas traditions with a tacky box of plastic balls made in a factory overseas. She wanted to curate something special, something personal, with every ornament holding a memory. 

      She unwrapped the package on the kitchen table, careful not to actually touch it this time. She was grateful to see that all the fragile bits of glass were still in place as she peeled back the layers of tissue. Fabio tried to nose it and she scolded him. “Back, Fabio.” She picked it up by the hook, and, unable to resist, touched it gingerly with her fingertips.

      The knee-weakening sensation was exactly as she remembered, but this time there was more.

      She was very suddenly someplace else, floating in nothingness filled with light... and she wasn’t alone.

      There was a dragon before her, a great, glossy green dragon with wings spread out in surprise. It was like the ornament, and yet not; it had the same graceful curve to the neck, and the same elegance, but this was a living, breathing thing, with great, dark eyes and wicked claws. 

      Have you come to free me?

      Its voice—his voice—was deep and smooth and disturbingly sexy. Or maybe it was just that Daniella was still completely keyed up from earlier. 

      Ah… she said, feeling stupid and slow. How would I do that? 

      Are you a sorceress? the dragon asked suspiciously. 

      While Daniella was wondering how to answer that, there was a sudden jolt and she was standing in her little house again, Fabio licking her hand dangerously close to the fragile ornament she was holding. 

      “Woah!” she said, pulling it up out of his reach. 

      A dragon. 

      There was a dragon with a crazy-sexy voice trapped in her Christmas ornament. 

      Daniella made herself shut her eyes and shake her head. 

      Fabio whined at her. 

      “I know,” Daniella said. “I know, I’m nuts. You’ve just witnessed your dog-mom losing her ever-loving mind.” She put the ornament down on the table hard enough to make her wince. It was all she could do not to pick it up and inspect it for damage. She didn’t dare touch it again.

      It was just a Christmas ornament. Eighteen dollars at the second-hand store had probably been highway robbery for it. 

      She backed away. She would just take a shower, and when she was done, it would still be just a pretty piece of green silicone dioxide on her kitchen table, but it wouldn’t be making her hallucinate or get hot.

      As the water for the shower ran warm, Daniella convinced herself that she had just had a waking dream. The voice she’d heard was just a quiet little moment of imaginary nonsense caused by working double shifts at the cafe and reading too many books. The dragon… she hadn’t seen a dragon. That was absurd.

      It had been such a sexy voice. 

      That was all it was, she decided, stepping into the tub and letting the hot water cascade over her. She’d had a runaway fantasy, born of too much loneliness and devouring too many romances. She’d found something shiny and fixated all of her desires on it because she was tired and not being sensible. 

      But if there was one thing that Daniella was, it was sensible. So she was going to shower efficiently and get dressed for work at the cafe, and she wasn’t going to think about the dragon ornament. 

      She wasn’t going to think about how touching the ornament had made her feel and she wasn’t going to imagine what kind of sexy body might come with that sexy voice, and she certainly wasn’t going to fantasize about that while she was in the shower soaping off her very naked body.

      She tripped over Fabio coming out of the bathroom, despite the fact that he was always there when she came out, whether she’d been there an hour or just thirty seconds.

      “You could not be more in the way if you tried,” she told him, like she did every time.

      He groaned and rolled over so she would pet his belly with her bare foot. 

      Daniella dressed in her cafe uniform, but left the shoes off her already-aching feet. At least the last shift on Christmas Eve ought to be pretty slow and people should tip well in the holiday spirit. 

      As she came out of the bedroom, she caught sight of the ornament on the kitchen table. It cast verdant light across the cheap marble laminate. 

      She was sensible, she reminded herself. 

      She didn’t believe in magic, or witches, or dragons. It was just a shiny glass sculpture. She was going to make herself a sandwich and go sensibly to work. 

      But first, she was going to hang up her new very-definitely-not-magic Christmas ornament on her very-definitely-not-magic tree.

      She cautiously picked up the ornament by the silvery hook. It was just a heavy piece of green glass. She lifted it high and let it catch the light. 

      Just an ornament.

      Have you come to free me?

      Daniella loved fairy tales. The idea of breaking an evil enchantment was so beautiful. And she knew that spells were often broken with kisses. 

      If it was just an ornament, it wouldn’t hurt anything to give it just a little kiss. 

      And if it broke the spell...

      Daniella brought it up to her mouth, aware of Fabio watching her curiously, and gave it a brief, embarrassed kiss.

      She closed her eyes, because that was the sort of thing you did when you kissed something. And of course, with Fabio you always risked being licked on the eyeball.

      The light that flashed against her eyelids was green and when Daniella opened her eyes in surprise she was momentarily blinded. Fabio began barking in frenzied alarm.

      Daniella dropped the ornament that she was still holding...

      … and it was caught by a long-haired man standing naked in her living room, crowded up against the back of the couch beside the tree. “Lady,” he said, in a rusty voice. 

      Then, to her shock, to Fabio’s delight, and to the Christmas tree’s danger, he knelt at her feet, pressing the ornament to his very bare chest. “You have released me… alack!”

      Any face at Fabio’s level was fair game and he had gotten past his brief alarm bark to press forward and greet the stranger enthusiastically. 

      “Fabio, back!” Daniella wasn’t sure who she was really worried for; the man had arms like barrels and had no trouble holding Fabio back, but her dog was a lot to take at face level. And there was a lot of skin being licked.

      A lot of really gorgeous skin.

      “I’m sorry,” she gasped, reaching forward to grab Fabio’s collar and trying desperately not to look. “He’s just… really friendly.”
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