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        Crushing secrets rise to haunt and devastate…

      

      

      

      Grappling with their discovery of a new and deadly foe, Myra and Christopher struggle to untangle the mess. Political machinations. Dragon shifter politics. Secrets buried so deeply to raise them could prove devastating.

      Myra never imagined falling in love with a dragon shifter prince would prove so complicated and dangerous. Yet past secrets and dark plans continue to drag them into someone else’s nefarious plot. Uncovering the truth takes time. And distressed damsels still need saving from unscrupulous, murderous villains.

      With a job to do, Myra and Christopher must put their private struggles to one side. And hope they can rescue their latest client before everything implodes. Because when those long-buried secrets find the light, Myra knows they’ll change everything.

      Don’t miss this dark, twisty urban fantasy romance adventure through the Dragon Thief world, where a magical thief and her dragon prince face enemies old and new. And a future that hangs by a fraying rope.
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        For my family.

        For being beside me through the darkness and into the light.
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      Myra hung off the side of the skyscraper by a rappelling rope and studied the roof below her. The Midtown building was multi-tiered, with narrower upper levels stepping down to a thicker building in the middle and an even thicker section on the lowest level. Each place where the building floors expanded had its own roof garden, adding to the overall elegance of the architecture. A bunch of businesses took up multiple floors in the building, the kind of firms that made enough money to afford the exorbitant rents in a place like this, located in the heart of Midtown Manhattan, just blocks from Rockefeller Center.

      She’d rappelled down the building from the roof, so that she hovered a few floors above the first garden. Technically, she could have reached the garden in a dozen easier ways, but she needed the rush of climbing down the side of a skyscraper right now. And reaching the roof had been a fun challenge.

      The dark city spread out around her, night lit up by the jewel-scattered lights of high rises and low rises and Times Square in the distance. The August night was warm, but not muggy, and a cooling breeze brushed her hair at this height. The businesses in the building were all closed, the conference rooms and open plan offices dark. Three in the morning, even for ambitious business people, was too late to be in the office.

      From this height, everything smelled fresh and cool. A hint of the East River in the breeze, but none of the hot tarmac smell from the roads below. A few taxis and cars moved along the lit canyons of streets, but she couldn’t hear them from this height either.

      Peaceful. That’s what she felt up here, hanging from a rope from the side of a building. This was peaceful. For her anyway. And she needed a little peace in that moment.

      She had a lot to think about.

      Once she was certain the roof garden was clear, no random guards or people sneaking around, she lowered the rest of the way to the stone tiled ground and unhooked her rope from her rappelling vest. The planter boxes full of miniature trees and greenery filled the night with an earthy perfume, fresh and floral and rich. A little dampness from the soil. She imagined this spot was a bit of a refuge in the middle of a hot day. Not that it wouldn’t be sweltering up here, but there’d be a breeze. And all the greenery cut the burn of roasting metal and glass that accompanied an August day. There were even a few shaded areas, created with wooden trellises, under which sat a couple of long wooden benches and a few round wrought iron tables and chairs.

      It took money to have a place like this in Manhattan. Lots of money.

      But she wasn’t in the garden to steal anything. She’d just needed the challenge of reaching this oasis of greenery without getting caught, taking a route that would give her the kind of rush that helped her forget. The focus and physical effort she’d had to expend tonight might also let her sleep when she got home.

      Maybe.

      She made her way to one of the shaded wrought iron tables, and settled into the seat, which wasn’t particularly comfortable. But that was okay. This seat had a good view of the rising and falling hills of buildings, thick in Midtown. Lights twinkling and glowing. The cloudless sky overhead dark, though a half moon glinted to her left. She couldn’t see either of the rivers from here, but that was fine. The cityscape was enough.

      A breeze brushed the back of her neck. A snap of sound like canvas sails in a strong wind. She was already smiling when she felt the brush of his fingers against her shoulder.

      “You get what you came for?” he asked quietly.

      She nodded out to the city view. “Beautiful, isn’t it?”

      “Gorgeous.”

      She looked up and Christopher was looking down at her, not the city. “Flirt,” she said.

      He chuckled. But his expression grew serious again. “How are you?”

      “Better. Less shaky. Glad I did this.”

      “I could have just flown you up to the garden.” He still had his wings out behind him, a partial shift that meant he could fly all over the place without having to go full dragon form. She hadn’t known that was possible before him, but to be fair, there was a lot about dragon shifters she hadn’t known before him.

      She did love his wings, though. Huge when spread out, a dark purple color, with sharp hooks at the upper joints. He was shirtless and purple and yellow scales covered his shoulders and upper chest. From this angle, with him standing behind her, she couldn’t see his feet, but she’d bet he was shoeless because he hated wearing shoes. His dark hair was mussy from flying, and his blue eyes were bright in the darkness under the trellis, no warm purple, but no angry yellow either. A good sign.

      She squeezed his fingers where they still rested on her shoulder. “While I love flying with you, rappelling down fifteen stories to reach this garden was a lot more fun.” She gestured to the other seat at the round table. “And I needed the challenge.”

      By the time he sat, he’d done the partial shift so he no longer had his wings out and the scales across his chest and shoulders were gone. Like this, he just looked like an extraordinarily tall, shirtless man. She wasn’t going to complain about the shirtless part.

      “And the necklace?”

      She pulled the bejeweled piece out of one of the many pockets in her vest. “That safe was fun to crack.” She handed him the heavy necklace.

      It was an elaborate piece covered in clear diamonds with one big hanging pink diamond in the center. She wasn’t crazy about colored diamonds, personally. But she could admit the necklace was pretty. An heirloom piece conned away from a young man, Shiv Singh, who thought he was getting it appraised for insurance purposes. His mother’s only thing of value, left to him after she’d just recently died. And the person Shiv though he could trust to evaluate the necklace had stolen it and pretended he’d never met Shiv before.

      The most complicated part of the job had been figuring out where the fraud insurance appraiser had hidden the necklace. Once Myra, Christopher, and the team had figure that part out, Myra getting in to steal the necklace had been relatively easy—for an expert magical thief like her anyway.

      Making her escape from the roof down to the balcony garden had been an added bonus to give her time here.

      “Shiv will be relieved,” Christopher said, handing her back the necklace so she could tuck it into her vest pocket.

      “All in a night’s work.” She grinned and looked back out over the city. “This view was worth it. I see why they have the garden here.”

      They were quiet for long minutes, both of them admiring the glittering lights and quiet early morning darkness. The sun would be coming up in another two and a half hours, and the heat would likely come with it. But for now, Myra could enjoy the cool breeze and fresh greenery, knowing they’d saved another “damsel in distress” tonight.

      Not all their clients were technically “damsels” in the traditional sense, of course. But they helped people in trouble. She liked this new aspect of her life.

      “My father’s called the meeting for tomorrow,” Christopher murmured quietly, breaking the peace. “At the compound. There will be a ridiculous number of dragons to deal with.”

      This was an aspect of her life she liked significantly less.

      If she only had to deal with Christopher and his dragon shifter nature—and maybe Jeffry and his dragon shifter nature, though she’d never seen him go dragon in any way and mostly just thought of him as the mildly annoying but brilliant computer expert in their group—Myra would have been content. Unfortunately, Christopher being the son of the dragon king meant the dragon king was always in their business, and she had to deal with him and the other dragons a lot more than she’d like.

      But in this case, she couldn’t argue with the meeting. She’d prefer not to be there. But she couldn’t argue with its necessity.

      Not after what had just happened to her and Christopher.

      “What time?” She sighed.

      “Noon.”

      “Noon! Is he trying to ensure I’m grumpy and tired? That’s my middle of the night.”

      “I explained that. He grumbled something about everyone having to adjust schedules.” Christopher was quiet for a moment, then said, “I think he’s…worried. He seems a little more shaky than I’ve ever seen him before. Even when Jasmin threatened to attack, he wasn’t like this. I’m not sure what he’s hiding, but whatever it is, it’s not good.”

      This was the dragon king. Most of Myra’s experience with him had been “not good.” Though to be fair, she only had herself—and maybe Melrose—to blame for that. She should never have accepted Melrose’s bet and broken into the king’s hoard.

      “Okay. Noon. But I’m going to need a lot of coffee.”
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      Myra rubbed her temples and stared at the middle distance, the argument around her getting louder and going nowhere. She had not had enough coffee for this.

      At this stage, she had no idea why she even had to be here. Well, of course, she knew why she was here, but since no one was listening to her or letting her comment, really her presence was unnecessary. She could have been sleeping.

      Sitting in the dragon king’s large conference room in his “castle” on the hill was not her idea of a good time. Even with a view through a wall of floor to ceiling windows of the lower half of Manhattan spreading out below them, in the middle of a bright and sunny day.

      Especially this time of the day, during a snap of pleasant August weather with low humidity. The perfect kind of day for sleeping. The king knew most of Myra’s work was done at night, so sleeping during the day was her normal. At least until noon. Calling this meeting for noon meant she’d been up too early, after a night of work. And she had definitely not had enough coffee to compensate for that.

      She really should be asleep right now. Not just because she was exhausted after what she and Christopher had just been through, not just because she’d been up late stealing a necklace to return to its rightful owner, but also because she just liked sleep. Sleep was nice. And sleeping the morning away when it wasn’t hot and sticky was even nicer.

      To be fair, getting poked in the leg with a pointy stick would be nicer than sitting in this conference room, surrounded by dragon shifters who were not listening to her.

      At least the room was air conditioned. The huge black conference table, with its AV station in the center and a few computer panels set into the tabletop, was slick and modern. The cushioned executive chairs surrounding the table were comfortable enough. The two walls at the smaller sides of the rectangular space were wood paneled, the interior wall smoked glass that blocked out a view into the conference room—which made the glass seem pointless to Myra. Why not just another ordinary wall?—and the outer wall was all windows.

      The view was nice. She’d give the king that. His compound on a hill surrounded by thick oak and maple woods at the top of Manhattan allowed for a really iconic view of the skyscrapers and undulating cityscape of the city. If not for all the growling and shouting around her, she could have just stared out the window and ignored the group. Even the scent of so many dragon shifters, a sort of dry reptilian scent with a hint of sulfur that wasn’t horrible but still there, wasn’t too bad. She’d gotten used to it. And she was pretty sure none of them were looking to kill
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