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      A possessive dragon. A sexy thief. A job gone wrong...or did it?

      Kelsey Rose wasn’t crazy. She was determined. A family heirloom was stolen years ago, and she was the perfect person to recover it. No job was too big for her, but this one was going to be a challenge for her. The only obstacle?

      A dragon shifter.

      Mythia Zinfina spent centuries protecting and growing her hoard. The powerful dragon shifter was patiently waiting for the day she would find her mate. Never did she expect the tiny slip of a woman breaking into her castle to be the one who was destined to be at her side for all eternity. 

      The second their eyes met, Mythia’s dragon determined she would never let Kelsey go. 

      If you love steamy, wlw paranormal romance tales with plenty of heat and action, then you will enjoy The Dragon and Her Thief. This story was intended for mature readers only.
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      “You’re crazy,” Jasper growled. “This is a suicide mission.”

      Kelsey Rose raised her chin while resting her hands on her hips. She glanced around and saw the same incredulous look on everyone’s faces.

      Kelsey wasn’t crazy.

      Maybe a little stubborn and spontaneous, but she had all her marbles.

      “It’s the only time I’ll be able to get in there and take back what rightfully belongs to my family.”

      Jasper and Kelsey’s friendship dated back to when they were knee-high to a grasshopper. They had grown up on neighboring farms, and Jasper was the sibling she’d never had.

      It was Friday, and as they always did to kick off their weekend, they met at the local hole-in-the-wall bar.

      Frankie’s was the place they could drink until they were barely able to walk.

      They had a crowd surrounding them at the bar. The small town of Saxon Hills, Montana, had less than ten thousand residents, human and supernatural. All non-humans, from vampires to shifters' existence, had been revealed in the early twentieth century.

      Their town’s history dated back to the early nineteenth century, when Saxon Hills was settled. Kelsey’s great great—she forgot how many greats—grandfather helped start the town. It was something she was proud of, but no one cared about history in these parts anymore.

      “And if you’re caught, you’ll be as good as dead.” Jasper slammed his empty mug on the counter. “Look, you may have dragon’s blood in you—”

      “That doesn’t even count. I’m, like, one sixteenth on my mother’s father’s side,” Kelsey declared. One of her mother’s distant relatives mated with a dragon. Half of her children were shifters, the other human. But none of that mattered. What did matter was the mission she was planning.

      Kevin, the town’s drunk, spun around on his stool and faced them. “He’s right.”

      Kelsey rolled her eyes. Of course he wanted to chime in on the conversation.

      “Kevin, not now. Please.” She held up a hand and shook her head as she took a seat on the stool next to Jasper.

      “I may be a drunk, but I wasn’t always this way.” He let out a nasty belch. Kelsey grimaced and covered her nose with her hand. “She’s an evil one, and won’t hesitate to torture you and play with you like a toy. I’ve seen it with my own eyes.” Kevin’s gaze became unfocused, as if he was reliving some memory. Reaching out, he snagged his mug and brought the frosty beer to his lips.

      He was referring to Mythia Zinfina, a powerful dragon shifter who had sworn to protect their town from evil. The billionaire had made her fortune over the centuries, getting rich off of her investments.

      She resided in a castle in the mountains, rarely coming down to mingle with the common folk.

      And that’s where she hid it, the Rose family medallion that was stolen from Kelsey’s family, and she was determined to retrieve it.

      She grinned. “But I won’t get caught.”

      Jasper rolled his eyes and signaled for the barkeep. “Yeah, you say that now. This will be a little different from when we were younger.” He leaned against the counter and focused his attention on her. A sigh escaped him, as he must have realized she was serious. “Okay. Even if you were able to get inside that monstrous castle, how are you going to get inside her vault? This is a dragon shifter you’re talking about. A very powerful one at that.”

      She elbowed him playfully. “You let me worry about that.” A plan was slowly forming in her mind. “I just need a distraction, and I know you’re good for it.”

      “Me?” he chirped, his eyebrows jerking up. The barkeep arrived, and he ordered them another round before turning his attention back to her. “Look, Kelsey, I love you like a sister, but I don’t know if I can risk it.”

      “Really? What are you risking?” She blew out an exasperated breath. When did her friend turn soft? When they were teenagers, they were constantly in trouble with the sheriff, who was on a first-name basis with their parents.

      “Well, for one, I’m too pretty to go to jail.”

      Everyone in the group laughed, but she snorted. Her friend was sort of a manwhore. “Who told you that?”

      Not that she could talk.

      They used to bet on who could pull the most girls on nights the bar scene was dull.

      She had more notches on her bedpost than him. Some chicks jumped at the chance of a one-night stand with her. They were always curious as to what it would be like having sex with a woman.

      She didn’t mind, because most times, all she was looking for was a good time with no strings attached.

      “Your mother mentioned it once.”

      She shoved his shoulder. “You were sixteen and had a baby face. Now you’re thirty-five with—”

      “A great job, a big dick, and never a cold bed.”

      “Oh, God. I do not want to hear about your dick.” The barkeep returned and dropped their frothy beers in front of them. She grabbed hers and took a healthy sip. “Besides, I’m sure I have a strap-on bigger than you.”

      Jasper choked on his beer as they all fell into a fit of laughter. Jasper wiped his face, tears streaming down his cheeks.

      “And I don’t want to hear about your strap-ons.”

      She loved her best friend. She didn’t know what she would do without him.

      “Well, if Jasper here is too chicken to cause a distraction, I’m sure me and the fellas could do it for you,” Kevin offered.

      Kelsey spun around and stared at the small group of men that surrounded her. These were men who worked at the factory with her and Jasper.

      “I’m not asking for anything dangerous. It could be made to look like kids play,” she said, taking a sip of her beer. “Don, you sure Kathy won’t box your ears?”

      “My wife will be fine. You let me worry about her.”

      She forced herself not to snort. Everyone knew Kathy wore the pants in the family.

      Instead, she cocked her brow and asked, “Don, you sure?”

      “Hell yeah,” he replied, folding his arms across his burly chest. “I would love to see that dragon get knocked off her pedestal.”

      “I have a few fireworks and explosives left over from last July,” Harvey offered.

      “We’re in, Kelsey. Let’s get your family heirloom back,” Alfie said.

      All eyes turned to Jasper, who was the only one who hadn’t committed. He paused, his mug an inch from his lips. With her best pleading, puppy dog eyes, she watched him slowly set down his beer.

      “Fine. I’m in,” he groaned, throwing his hands up in defeat. Kelsey jumped from her chair and threw her arms around his neck, squeezing him in a tight hug.

      “Thank you.” She pressed a hard kiss to his cheek before letting him go. “You guys are the best.”

      “There’s a meeting of the mighty dragons on Sunday night,” James volunteered.

      “We’ll wait until she leaves,” Kelsey started. They would need a strong plan. Once the oversized onyx dragon flew across the sky, they would wait. The distraction would be for the castle employees.

      If they were going to steal from a dragon, the best time would be when the dragon wasn’t there.

      Kelsey would be in and out before anyone would know any better.
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        * * *

      

      Wrapping a towel around her body, Kelsey exited her bathroom and stepped into her bedroom. She was bone tired, and still tipsy from drinking with Jasper.

      She moved over to the window, pushed the curtains aside, and stared up into the dark night. There wasn’t a cloud in sight. The midnight sky was open, with little twinkling stars. It looked magical.

      Off in the distance was the castle. Her target.

      Kelsey was raised by her single mother and grandmother, never having met her father. He had disappeared when her mother was pregnant with her. From the time she was a young child, her mother had spoken of the ruby medallion that was stolen by the Zinfina family.

      “It was a beautiful rose made of ruby, with a real silver chain,” her mother had shared.

      Kelsey had to be about eight years old when she began speaking of her family tree. Their family had once been prosperous members of the community and loved by everyone in Saxon Hills. Her great grandfather was once mayor of the town.

      Over the years, their family had been hit with hard times. Her mother, Delaney, still owned the Rose Farm, a cattle ranch. Her mother and grandmother ran it and were doing well.

      Suddenly, a shadow of a magnificent dragon appeared in the sky, making her gasp. She leaned forward and pressed her nose to the window.

      “What did it feel like to fly?” she whispered aloud.

      Closing her eyes, she imagined riding on the back of the dragon with the wind in her hair and the world at her feet.

      She would be foolish to try and deny she hadn’t moved into her small apartment because of the location to the castle.

      She blinked and returned her attention back to the sky, but the dragon was no longer there.

      Mythia.

      Kelsey had never spoken with the shifter, and had only seen her from afar. She was tall and curvaceous, with brown skin and dark hair that flowed past her shoulders.

      The Zinfina family was rich beyond Kelsey’s wildest dreams.

      “They better be,” Kelsey muttered. That would just be dumb if they hadn’t collected wealth through the centuries.

      She turned away from the window and walked over to her closet, removed the towel, and hung it up on its hook. The cool air of her central air caused goosebumps to form on her skin and her nipples to pebble. She snagged the nightshirt off her bed and threw it on.

      Her eyes landed on the black duffle bag that sat on the floor of her closet. Grabbing it, she set it on her bed and unzipped it to peer inside.

      All the tools she would need to break open a vault were there. She had been collecting them for months. After her extensive research on vaults, she was confident she would be able to break into it.

      No one knew what type of vault the dragon would have.

      Considering the age of the castle, Kelsey was banking on the vault being old as well, which would make it easy for her to crack.

      The dragon shifter’s castle had stood for centuries.

      “She won’t even know what hit her,” Kelsey murmured, grinning as she zipped the bag shut.

      Soon, the Rose medallion would be home. She couldn’t wait to turn it over to her mother, who had a collection of family items handed down to her from previous generations. It was like a family museum in their basement.

      She smiled.

      Her mother was going to be shocked when she placed that ruby medallion in her hand.
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      “And you’re certain of this?” Mythia Zinfina snapped, staring at the seer with a hard gaze. She had been summoned back to the castle from her evening flight, and her beast wasn’t pleased they’d had to cut their flight short.

      It felt good to stretch her wings and glide through the midnight air. She would have been out for hours, but she received a message to return to the castle immediately.

      Apparently, there was something Sascha had seen in a vision. What she had shared with Mythia was that she had seen Mythia’s mate.

      Mythia had scoured this world over a thousand times, and had yet to find the one the fates designed for her.

      After all the long years she had searched, she was ready to give up, content to fly through the skies alone for the rest of her life.

      Her dragon huffed at her dramatic nature.

      Shut it, she warned. Her animal knew her true nature. Saying she was giving up on finding her mate was a fib.

      A dragon never stopped searching and preparing for their mate.

      “Yes, my lady.” Sascha bowed her head, her long silver hair falling forward. Her skin, a russet reddish-brown, was smooth for a woman nearing a hundred. Sascha was blessed with good genes, with almost no wrinkles on her face. It had to be the powers of her people that kept her looking so young. She was still young compared to Mythia.

      Sascha began working for Mythia ages ago, when she was a young girl of twenty. She had come to trust the seer, who rarely had visions that didn’t come true.

      Mythia moved to stand in front of the roaring fire. Even in the fall, the mountains in Montana were slightly chilly. The castle was centuries old, and she’d had it renovated to bring it to the modern age. It was decked out with the best technology money could buy.

      But one thing that never ceased to amaze her was the slight chill that always lingered in the air.

      She stared into the flames, excitement filling her chest.

      Her dragon was ready to prepare their home.

      She thought of all the treasures she had stored away to present to her mate, and could only pray it would be enough.

      “Tell me again, what did you see?” she demanded. She needed to know everything she could about her mate before her arrival. Mythia turned and motioned to the high-back chair positioned in front of the stone hearth.

      Sascha appeared to float past her. Mythia sat in the chair next to her and crossed her leather encased legs in preparation for the story.

      “She’s a beautiful young woman,” Sacha began, offering Mythia a small smile. “She has warm bronze skin, long brown hair, and big brown eyes. She loves the outdoors. I saw her farming and working in a factory.”

      Mythia nodded. Of course her mate would be a hard worker, and a lover of the outdoors was right up Mythia’s alley. Sacha’s description of her mate was generic, but it didn’t matter.

      Any woman sent by the fates was bound to be beautiful.

      “How do we meet?” she asked.

      “It will be here, at the castle.”

      How was that even possible? There were no events planned at her home.

      “What business will she have here at the castle?” Mythia frowned. She hosted an event once a year where she could mingle with the townsfolk she had pledged hundreds of years ago to protect. Over the years, multiple dragons have tried to overtake Saxon Hills.

      It was a pledge she would fight tooth and nail for.

      She’d always had a soft spot for it. One of the founders of the town, Paxton Rose, had made her swear that she would always keep this town under her wing. According to him, she was the only one he would trust with the future of his people and his family. He was a great friend, and she had mourned his death.

      “Oh, it will be soon, Mythia. In two days’ time, your mate will sneak into the castle. She’s on a mission.”

      That caught Mythia’s attention. Her dragon prowled around inside of her chest.

      Why would anyone sneak into the castle? Unless… they were going to steal something?

      She snarled.

      A thief.

      Her mate was a thief?

      She stood abruptly from her chair, almost knocking it over.

      “You mean to tell me that my mate is coming to steal from me?” She swung around and faced Sascha, her heart pounding at the thought of someone trying to steal everything she had collected over the years.

      What honor was there in stealing?

      “There is something she seeks that she believes belongs to her family.” Sascha stood up with a grin spreading across her face, her long skirt billowing around her feet. “I have set a little trap for your mate. She thinks you will be gone away for business.”

      Mythia rested her hands on her waist.  “I’m not scheduled for anything.”

      “I know,” Sascha giggled. “But the humans think you are going off to some elaborate meeting of dragons.”

      “Why would the fates see fit to give me a thief?” Mythia began to pace in front of the fireplace. What had she done in life to warrant being matched with someone dishonorable? “There’s nothing in my castle that belongs to anyone else.”

      “From what I can see in my visions, she’s not a bad person.”

      Mythia whirled around and stared at her seer. “How many have you had?”

      “A few. I wanted to make sure I was absolutely sure of who she was.” Sascha met her glare head on, and Mythia relaxed slightly. “I would never deceive you, my lady.”

      “I know that.” Mythia sighed. “What are we to do?”

      “Like I said, she is going to break into the castle soon. You will need to be ready for
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