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        The dragon thief returns

        with a special holiday episode.

      

      

      

      
        
        The past might save her future, or destroy everything…

      

      

      

      A ten-year-old secret, a holiday season, and a walk down memory lane. Myra hopes to share these things with Christopher, because life is short. Especially if you’re a magical thief falling hard for the dragon king’s son. She wants to stay in Christopher’s life, which means being in Christopher’s dragon shifter world.

      But first, she needs him to know something about her past. Secrets never shared. And a treasure left hidden for a very long time.

      Somehow, old wrongs always come back to disrupt even the most sentimental journey for Myra, though. Endangering this one very important job. And this time, her past, not the dragon world, threaten their lives as Myra and Christopher race to solve an old mystery.

      Keeping Christopher by her side is the only thing Myra wants for the holidays, and the one thing that might be beyond her reach.

      Because even a magical thief can’t steal a heart.
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        For my own hero, always.

        And for my heroes in training…

        Because they are doing so good at it so far!
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      Myra clung to Christopher’s shoulders, her arms wrapped tightly around his neck as they soared over the city, his wings spread out above them, the nighttime New York City skyline below. The last day had been strange and complicated. And she was still deciding how she felt about it all.

      Not that the last couple of months hadn’t all been complicated and strange. Breaking into the dragon king’s hoard had thrown her into a world she had never planned on visiting, nonetheless staying. And yet now, here she was. Happy to be in Christopher’s arms. Happy they’d survived the last few days.

      But leery of the world she now seemed to be part of because she wanted to stay in Christopher’s arms.

      The night air bit sharply at her cheeks. Winter in full swing now. But the cold felt good. And Christopher’s body temperature was so warm, she was comfortable in his arms during the flight.

      A flight that had been her idea. They’d been dancing around their feelings for each other for the last few months. Or rather, she’d been dancing. In and out. Not sure if she really wanted to let more happen between them because it would mean staying at the edge of the dragon shifter world. Also not prepared to stop seeing him. Since they’d first met, she’d been attracted to him. Now, what she felt was…more. Enough she was willing to try something she never did.

      They banked over Midtown, angling toward the west side of the island and his apartment at the top of one of the many high-rises in the area. Not the tallest building, but tall enough that his large open patio on the top floor gave him plenty of room to fly in and land. No need for elevators when you could do a partial shift and have wings.

      As his feet settled onto the stone balcony, he tightened his grip on her, as if he didn’t want to set her down. She didn’t mind. She wasn’t in a hurry to get out of his arms either.

      “You’re sure about this?” he asked.

      Myra nodded. “Never been more sure of anything.”

      And after the last day, she meant those words with her whole being.

      

      The waters of the Upper Bay flowed past as Myra leaned over the edge of the ferry rail, enjoying the cut of the cold air and the whip of wind. When she looked up, the grand lady herself, the Statue of Liberty, stood glimmering in the sunlight across the water. Despite living in New York her entire life, she’d never been out to the statue. Maybe one day.

      Now, she had other plans.

      Which started in, of all places, Staten Island.

      She loved riding on the Staten Island ferry, but she rarely got off and went into Staten Island. She hung out in St. George station, maybe got an ice cream, and then got back onto the next ferry returning to Manhattan. Mostly, she did this for the free boat ride. She could afford other options, she supposed. But when she was a kid, this free trip was what they could afford, and it had been one of her favorite things to do with her parents.

      Still one of her favorite things to do.

      “You’re going to fall into the water.” A deep voice behind her. “And if you do, I’m not rescuing you.”

      She could hear both his worry and his hesitance. “Of course you will.” She chuckled. “You couldn’t resist rescuing me if you tried.”

      She smiled as she turned to face him. At nearly seven foot tall, Christopher’s head came perilously close to the top of the roof on this lower deck. He sort of hunched to accommodate the occasional crossbeam, but it didn’t help hide his size.

      Nothing could really hide him when he was out among humans. Even without pictures of him out in public, she’d heard the others on the ferry whispering that he must be one of the dragon shifters. Which, he was. But fortunately, no one realized he was one of the dragon king’s sons. There were no pictures of the royal family allowed in public. She hadn’t understood why when the king had first informed her of the dictate. Now, after spending more time with Christopher, she realized it was a blessing for his sons, to have some semblance of privacy in a world that was intensely curious about them.

      He really wasn’t the kind of man who blended into the background, though. Dark messy hair, deep blue eyes, wide shoulders. There was a lot of potential for classical handsomeness to him, and yet he wasn’t. The angles of his face were too sharp and the assembly of those features could have been described as awkward. No, not classically handsome. But compelling. Hard not to notice. Impossible not to look at twice.

      She liked to think of his face as interesting. She was certainly interested in that face. Interested in the rest of him, too. And that interest had moved past simple lust now. Way past. Which was one of the many reasons for this trip to Staten Island. Even if he didn’t realize it yet.

      “I will absolutely let you fall into the river if you keep leaning so far over the rail,” he said, hands on his hips.

      She laughed. “First of all, we both know you wouldn’t.” He had a thing about damsels in distress. Couldn’t let them remain in distress. Had to help. Some of the other dragons considered it a character flaw. She loved it about him. “Secondly, I can swim.”

      “Why am I not surprised.”

      “You’re not? Damn, I’m becoming predictable.”

      “Never.” His expression softened into a smile that made her stomach dance. She loved that smile. “Are you going to tell me what we’re doing now?”

      “Nope. It’s a surprise.”

      “I’m not crazy about surprises.”

      “I know. But you’ll love this one. I promise.”

      “Are we stealing anything?”

      “Nothing that will be missed.”

      “That doesn’t instill much confidence.”

      She winked. “You want some hot chocolate? It’s a ferry tradition for me in the winter.”

      She was bundled up in a long wool coat, gloves, scarf, and thick wooly cap. Beneath she wore her work clothes. Black yoga pants, black shirt, her trusty, multi-pocket vest. But the coat, scarf, and hat were all bright. White coat. Red hat and scarf. Green gloves. She was a beacon of winter colors.

      The expression on Christopher’s face when they’d met at the ferry station, and she’d shown up wearing something that wasn’t black, had been a delight to witness. The shock. And then the slow sweep of his gaze that had set those now familiar tingles dancing in her stomach. She had her hair down—which was rare—and had gone to the effort of wearing makeup. She even had mid-height, chunky-heeled boots on. The heels did nothing to get her anywhere near his height. He still had at least a foot and a half on her. But the heels made her calves look good in her tight leggings.

      It was fun surprising him. She managed it occasionally. And she enjoyed it every time.

      He was dressed for show, too. She appreciated that he’d even worn shoes so he didn’t stand out too much. He hated wearing shoes for too long. His black wool winter coat and a scarf he sort of threw around his neck gave a nod to the winter. He needed neither. He could control his body temperature—most of the time—and didn’t feel the cold the way a human might. When you flew and spent a lot of time at altitude with nothing but a few scales between you and the biting air, you needed to be able to stay warm.

      He looked her over as another icy breeze blew across the open side of the bottom deck. There were only a few hearty souls out here. Most remained in the relative protection of the inside cabins.

      “Hot chocolate would be good if it means getting you off that railing.”

      “I am not on the railing,” she said, bumping her shoulder against his arm as she led him back inside. “If I were on the railing, I’d be closer to your height.”

      And she was not trying to draw that kind of attention on this trip.

      With only a couple of days left till Christmas, there were a lot more tourists on the ferry than usual for a winter afternoon on a weekend. If there was no compelling reason to take the ferry in the winter—like going to and from work—a lot of locals gave it a pass. But the ferry was, nonetheless, packed with people. Crowds inside making the lines at the snack stands surprisingly long. There were a few decorations up around the stand, some red and green tinsel, a menorah in honor of Hanukah, some fairy lights winking in white around the order window.

      Myra loved this time of year. She liked the cold. But she also loved all the lights and twinkling colors. Not unlike actual treasure. Which she also loved.

      The hot chocolate was delicious, though so hot she burned her tongue with her first sip.

      “Can’t take the heat?” Christopher asked, with a sexy smile.

      “I can take heat just fine,” she said, trying not to fall into his gaze and failing miserably.

      “Need any help with the burn?” His gaze dropped to her mouth. “I could kiss it better.”

      Yeah he could.

      A little purple light played over his irises, and his pupils were narrowed from the bright sunlight spilling in through all the windows lining the cabin. They’d taken a seat near a window that looked out toward the bridges. She loved the view of Lady Liberty, but watching the Brooklyn, Manhattan, and in the distance, the Williamsburg bridges was pretty stunning too. Definitely in New York with that view. But in that moment, all of her attention was captured by Christopher. And that faint purple light in his eyes.

      Her stomach tumbled with now-familiar giddiness. Very soon they were going to have to do something about all this tension between them. And for her, very soon was sooner now than it had been a few months ago.

      “We’d better wait on that kissing,” she murmured. She was a little afraid if they started, she’d embarrass herself by forgetting they were in public.

      That “forgetting herself” part had become increasingly more likely. And her resistance to forgetting herself increasingly thinner as the weeks rolled past. Everything about Christopher hit her lusty buttons and left her swoony. From his inability to resist a damsel in distress to his impressive height to the way he accepted her just as she was without trying to force her into a more conventional box.

      Things with his father might be easier if she were a more ordinary human. Her being a thief, and a magical one at that, meant she was useful to the dragon king, but not his first choice for his son’s romantic interests. Christopher didn’t seem to care. And his father seemed to have given up any thought of interfering. At least, he’d made a show of giving up. Whether he had or not was anyone’s guess. It was impossible to tell with the dragon king.

      But the king had stopped attempting to hire her. Finally. Stopped trying to make her one of “his” people. Stopped trying to control her.

      And that had made all the difference.

      Now she just needed to do this one thing. One thing before “forgetting herself” completely.
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      The house was a few blocks off the subway, which made getting there easy from the ferry station. But Christopher’s impressive baring made the journey a little more obvious than it might have been if she’d gone on her own. Even sitting down, people couldn’t stop staring at him. No one knew he was the king’s son, but most ordinary humans deferred to dragon shifters if they recognized them. Something about the ability to breath fire inspired deference.

      Christopher had been offered a seat the minute he stepped onto the subway. Which he’d proceeded to give up the moment a pregnant woman pushed a stroller into the carriage. And when the train reached her stop, Christopher and Myra got off the train so he could help the woman get her stroller up the stairs. Which meant they’d had to wait for another train.

      None of which Myra minded. The stairs were icy—it had snowed two days earlier, melted just enough to get everything wet, and then the temperature had dropped so everything froze over. The stairs would have been perilous for the pregnant woman. Myra was delighted Christopher even thought to help.

      And, being completely honest with herself, his inability to not help was a complete turn on for her.

      The snow started falling again as they waited on the open platform.

      “We shouldn’t have gotten off,” Christopher said, hovering over her as if he could shield her from the snow.

      She
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