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        No one saw her coming…

      

      

      

      After the last job for the dragon king, Myra vows never again. No more. But for Christopher, and for whatever these feelings developing between them might be… She can’t say no. Especially if the job involves a damsel in distress. Myra’s dragon shifter prince just can’t resist rescuing people in trouble. And when he needs a thief to do that, Myra happily jumps in. The job might be skirting the line between working for the dragon king and not working for the dragon king, but Myra willingly walks that line for Christopher.

      What starts out as a simple case of helping one woman rescue her career, though, quickly turns into something Myra never expected, something no one expected. A foe so deadly, so terrifying, that if they get this wrong, the entire island of Manhattan could burn.

      Pitting a magical thief and her dragon shifter prince against one of the most terrifying creatures on the planet… How can they possibly survive?

      By stealing something of course.

      Before everything goes up in flames.
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      Myra strolled under the canopy of trees, the bright winter sun filtering down through evergreen branches along the paved path through the middle of Central Park. The Bethesda Fountain was ahead of her, Strawberry Fields behind her, and most of the tourists clumped up in those places so that her stroll was pleasantly people free. The lake to her left peeked out around raised black rocks and greenery, but she didn’t take the diverted path to watch the paddle boats. Though it was the middle of winter, the air crisp and frosty at the moment, the lake hadn’t frozen, and there were just enough tourists willing to take out a paddle boat even in the cold to keep the service open a little longer.

      The Boathouse restaurant wasn’t far away, but she wasn’t heading there either. She was ambling. Enjoying the day. No where specific to be.

      Waiting for him to find her.

      It didn’t take him long. He never took very long finding her. In fact, he had an uncanny ability to find her even when she hadn’t given him a place to look.

      He fell into step beside her, a very tall presence, standing easily a head or more over everyone else around them. He had a good foot and a half on her, which might have been awkward, but she had a real soft spot for tall men.

      She had an even softer spot for Christopher.

      She glanced at him from the corner of her eye. He was wearing a shirt. A button up business shirt in a soft pink color under a long tan coat. And instead of the dress slacks he normally wore, he was wearing jeans. It was a strange sort of combination, nothing she’d seen him in before. She’d mostly seen him in his flight outfit—pants, no shoes, no shirt so he could shift enough to release his wings. The fact that he was wearing a coat, which she didn’t think he needed, and shoes, which he didn’t like to wear, made it obvious he was attempting to appear human. Or at the very least, blend in with the humans so he didn’t draw too much attention.

      Given that he was nearly seven foot tall, it was impossible for him not to draw attention. But it was always possible the tourists assumed he was a basketball player. This was New York after all. Lots of people could be found walking the paths through the Park.

      She bumped his arm with her shoulder, using the excuse of getting that close to him to breathe in his uniquely Christopher scent, that mix of dragon shifter—heat and musk and a very faint hint of brimstone—and some sort of soap that she associated purely with him. No sugar cookie scent at that moment, but she liked when he smelled like this soap of his, too.

      “You look good in business casual wear.”

      “Thank you,” he said, his voice deep and rumbling. He tilted his head slightly toward her. “I’m not sure the camouflage is working as well as I’d like.”

      “It would help if you weren’t as tall as some of the trees.”

      “I can’t be sorry for that,” he said. “Because you like tall men.”

      She huffed, tried to swallow her pleased laugh. “I do.”

      She let her gaze move over the path, skim the scattering of people walking around them. Christopher was drawing stares, but most people looked away quickly. She couldn’t tell if they recognized him or not. There weren’t any pictures of the royal family allowed in magazines and newspapers. But he did occasionally show up at events with his father, and sometimes in gossip columns. Or at least, he had shown up in the gossip columns at one stage, by name, but he hadn’t been in them recently.

      Even if people didn’t recognize him as the dragon king’s son, though, they might still recognize him as a dragon shifter. A lot of the dragon shifters were hard to miss, even in human form.

      Not that she’d known that much about them before meeting Christopher. She’d gone out of her way to avoid all things dragon. She mostly stuck to robbing humans, and rich humans at that. Like her soft spot for tall men, she also had a soft spot for stealing from people who already had more than they could keep track of and often didn’t even notice when some of their stuff went missing. There was something very satisfying about taking a valuable object from someone like that. And then making herself a small fortune in the process.

      Keeping under the radar so she could do her job, though, meant staying under the radar of the movers and shakers in the city. The powerful people.

      The dragon king.

      She’d blown that up by taking an ill-considered bet and breaking into the king’s hoard. A challenge she hadn’t been able to resist. The hoard was supposed to be impossible to break into. And if she hadn’t been caught standing in the middle of all that wealth, perusing all the fine objects and valuables, looking for something tiny and relatively worthless to take to prove she’d been in the hoard, she wouldn’t have ever gotten tangled up with dragon shifters. She would have happily continued to avoid them and everything about them.

      But then the king had sent her to rescue his “youngling.” That youngling turned out to be a fully grown man. Who was distractingly tall. And strangely attractive in a way that couldn’t be described as handsome.

      And her life hadn’t been the same since.

      She regretted getting caught breaking into the king’s hoard. She didn’t like at all having the dragon king think she worked for him now, or that she was somehow beholden to him. She hated that the dragon king thought of her as one of his people.

      She did not hate that she’d met Christopher.

      Unfortunately, his father was a problem. One they needed to deal with before the undefined and very new thing between them went any farther than the few kisses they’d shared and the two technical dates they’d been on. One watching a movie on a screen he’d set up on the balcony of one of his apartments. The second, just a few nights ago, when they’d sat on that same balcony watching the sun rise.

      She wrapped her black wool coat around her a little tighter, not because she was cold but because she needed something to do with her hands so she wouldn’t automatically reach for his.

      “Let’s go disappear into the Ramble,” she said. “Easier to talk without you drawing all this attention.”

      He nodded, his own hands stuffed into his pockets as they strolled at a measured pace to a section of forest that spread across the middle the Park. Winding dirt paths twisted through thick, dense woodlands, though the oak and maple limbs were bare now, giving the area a lovely stark effect. Dark rocky outcroppings rose up around corners in the bending paths, and sun flittered down to the fern and vine underbrush.

      They followed the paths, encountering a handful of birders as they moved deeper into the woods. The feeling of being in a city disappeared. Even the smell was all nature, dirt and trees, dried leaves and pine. Myra could almost believe they were walking through the woods in Upstate New York, far away from everything they had to deal with.

      When she was certain they were alone, with no random people around the next bend, she broached the reason for this meeting. “What did your father say?”

      Christopher’s mouth tightened. “Not as much as I wanted. He refused to acknowledge what he told you about having plans for me. He won’t admit to any such thing. He’s a stubborn old bastard.” This last said under his breath, with a twist of annoyance to his mouth.

      “Did he tell you I lied about what he’d said?” She was more curious than offended. The king was used to manipulations and lies. She wouldn’t put it past him. Especially since he’d made it clear he disapproved of her relationship with Christopher, even as he kept attempting to make her one of his “humans,” one of the humans known to work for him.

      “He didn’t, actually. He claimed you misremembered.”

      “Huh. I would have expected him to just say I lied.”

      “I found the hedge interesting, too. He likes you.”

      “No, he doesn’t. He set me up to be killed.” The last job the king had hired her for had put her in the way of a wizard who’d tried to shoot her. Twice. That wasn’t usually something a person who liked you did.

      “Like is maybe a strong word. Admire. He admires you. And I was right. That job was a test. A test he claims he thought you’d pass.”

      “If I survived, I’m worthy, right?” She snorted, a sardonic sound of her own.

      She didn’t want the king’s admiration or to be worthy in his attention. She didn’t give two fucks about whether he found her worthy or not. She just wanted him to leave her alone now.

      “That fits with his way of thinking,” Christopher said on a sigh.

      “And when you told him I’m not working for him again?”

      Christopher let out a hissing sort of growl. A sound she associated with dragon shifters. A sound no human made. “He smiled,” Christopher said. “He claimed you’d change your mind.”

      “Wow. He’s never been so wrong about anything before. I do not intend on changing my mind.”

      “I know.” Christopher’s shoulders hunched as he scowled down at the dirt path, his hands still firmly in his coat pockets. “He mentioned something…”

      “Another job?” She narrowed her eyes at him.

      “Not…technically. But, it’s a situation that…” He trailed off and looked out at the trees, turning his face away from her.

      But not before she saw the color rise in his cheeks, the red blush coloring his high, sharp cheekbones.

      He was blushing. That could only mean one thing.

      “There’s a damsel in distress, isn’t there?”

      She pressed her lips together so she wouldn’t grin. He was sensitive about this particular soft spot of his. Her attempt not to smile failed miserably, though, so she just gave in. She loved that he was a dragon with a soft spot for damsels in distress. In fact, it was one of the things about him she liked the most.

      But the character trait got him razzed by the other dragons. The trait had also been exploited by the people who’d kidnapped him.

      “There might be,” he mumbled.

      “You know he’s manipulating you, right? To get you to do what he wants you to.”

      “Yes.” Still a mumble.

      “But you’d like my help saving this damsel anyway because this is a damsel in distress situation?”

      “Yes.” He admitted with a sigh.

      She bumped his arm again. “For you, I’ll help. But not for the king. For you.”

      Without looking at her, he took one hand out of his pocket and stretched it out to her. She only hesitated a beat before taking hold of his hand and twinning her fingers with his. His hand was so much bigger than hers, he completely engulfed her. But he was also exceptionally gentle with that size and strength. She never worried about him hurting her.

      He squeezed gently and she felt his muscles relaxing as they walked.

      “My father claims he will no longer attempt to hire you,” Christopher said. “He says he understands you prefer your independence and do not want to accept the protection of the dragons.”

      “Protection?” She snorted. The king had a funny idea of the word “protection” if he thought sending her on a job to get killed qualified.

      “He hasn’t given up on trying to pull you into his permanent employ,” Christopher said. “He’ll likely keep trying. But for now, he’s pretending to let you go your own way.”

      “I see.” She did. It was a game for the king. But…

      Where did that leave her and Christopher?
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