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        Ancient secrets, mysterious relics, and a terrifying new enemy…

      

      

      

      Waking in a stone-walled prison, her memories blank, adrenaline rushing through her battered body, Myra has no idea what got her there. No idea what danger awaits outside her cavern cell. Only knows she has to escape. And she has to unearth her memories.

      Because a deadly menace stalks her and Christopher.

      A menace linked to artifacts she can’t remember. A job that went horribly wrong?

      To escape, Myra and Christopher have to trust in her magical thief skills. Have to dredge up the secrets that brought them to the mysterious cavern prison that smells like dragon. Have to discover the identity of their captor. All before their captor comes back for them.

      A new enemy, whose very existence could devastate their future. If they survive long enough to have one…

      This latest deadly adventure in the action-packed, romantic urban fantasy Dragon Thief series will leave readers at the edge of their seats as Myra and Christopher fight to survive a brand new enemy, and discover if they have a future together.
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        For my fellow dragon lovers. Things are getting interesting!
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      Myra kept her eyes closed when she came to, listening intently to her surroundings. Her brain was fuzzy and her memory slow. But she knew she was in danger. Knew something had gone horribly wrong.

      There was the sound of dripping. The surface under her was hard and cold. She could smell earth, dampness…and dragon. That low scent of dry reptile with just a hint of sulfur. Not Christopher though. Just the faint but pervasive scent of dragon.

      Her body ached all over. Muscles sore. Places she was pretty sure were bruised complained. She hadn’t moved yet, so she wasn’t sure if anything was broken. But even her joints ached. She could breathe, though. So probably no broken ribs.

      And she was alive.

      That point seemed important. She couldn’t remember why, but she suspected she hadn’t thought she’d be waking up.

      Christopher!

      She had no idea where he was, and a sudden rush of fear sent adrenaline coursing through her body. She tried to grab onto the memories of what had happened, what had gotten her here. But everything was a blank. She only knew Christopher was also in trouble. And she wasn’t going to get to him to help him laying on the ground with her eyes closed.

      Blinking slowly, only opening her eyes and not moving, it took a minute to realize it was so dark she could barely see anyway. There was a faint source of light, it wasn’t pitch black, but not enough to see well. For a human. She seemed to be in some sort of cave or at least a room that looked like one. The ground was dark stone, and no one had bothered to give her a blanket or pillow where she lay. She gently flexed her fingers against the stone, grateful her hands weren’t broken—though she wasn’t sure why she thought they might have been. The stone was solid and rough and had a few tiny dents and holes in it.

      Across from her, over a bare stone floor, was a bare stone wall, roughly hewn and dark, reinforcing the sense of being in a cave. Where the floor was dry, the wall glistened faintly with dampness, and she spotted one line of water dripping down from the ceiling, following a well-worn path into the stone to disappear into a tiny crack where wall met floor. The scent of minerally dampness seemed to get stronger as she stared at the water, but she suspected that was an illusion. A trick of her muddled mind.

      More adrenaline shot through her, making her heart pound hard. What the hell had happened? Where was Christopher?

      Without moving her head and body, she couldn’t see any more of the cave room, not even where the light source was coming from, so she took a moment to rally herself and then rolled onto her back. She released a loud, involuntary groan as all her joints and muscles protested the change of position.

      The ceiling was shroud in darkness, so she couldn’t see if it was also stone. That wasn’t where the light was coming from. She got the impression of the ceiling being pretty far away, but that could just be the way her head was swimming. Whatever the hell she’d gotten hit with, it had done a number on her.

      Magic.

      She realized in a flash she’d been hit with magic. A lot of very strong magic. She couldn’t remember what kind of magic, though. Wizard. Dragon. Old magic. Thief…

      Not like her kind of magic, though. It wasn’t really a fighting kind of magic. What she did involved hiding from detection and breaking and entering. Her magic was particularly tuned to skills that helped a thief, like weaving through the layers of a lock to crack it open. But she didn’t have the kind of magic that knocked people unconscious and made them sore and achy and surprised to be alive.

      Whatever magic had hit her, it hadn’t been anything like what she used.

      But it had definitely been magic.

      She turned her head to the right, not quite ready to move more than that yet, and spotted a door and the source of light. The door was a thick wooden thing, like an old school dungeon door, with a small, metal-barred window near the top. Faint light spilled in through that window. Not enough to light up her room, but at least enough for her eyes to work with. The scent of dragon got stronger when she looked at the door. Weird and maybe another false impression brought on by her current state. But she’d be willing to bet her favorite lockpick that there was at least one dragon outside that door.

      Not Christopher, though. She’d recognize his particular scent, even if he wasn’t manipulating it to smell like sugar cookies.

      Worry for him, for what had happened to him pushed more adrenaline through her system and that gave her the strength she needed to roll onto her right side, still groaning, and push up into a sitting position. Her head swam, her vision darkened, and everything around her stretched down to a small point. She sat, breathing slowly, waiting for the dizziness to pass.

      Not even a month ago she’d woken up woozy and dizzy from getting hit with a spell that was designed to incapacitate dragon shifters. Too strong for her little human body. She’d been locked in a room then, too, but it had been an ordinary basement room, and she’d had George with her. As well as three young dragon shifters. She was certain she was alone in this stone room.

      Thinking of George made her think of the rest of the team. Lana and Jeffry and George. Had they been involved in whatever had gotten her here? She couldn’t remember. But she wouldn’t be surprised. If they knew she and Christopher were in trouble, they’d be working to do something about it, working to help, to get them out.

      Unless they’d been killed?

      Damn it she hated that she couldn’t remember the period of time right before passing out. Couldn’t even remember what they’d been working on that had gotten them into trouble. Had no idea what the job had been.

      When her brain didn’t magically restore all memories just because she’d sat up and readjusted the blood flow, she faced the door again. Standing felt like it might make her pass out again, so she didn’t rush up. But her desperation to find Christopher, to make sure he was okay, wouldn’t let her stay sitting on the ground for long.

      She eased up slowly, standing perfectly still once she was on her feet, her eyes half closed as her brain swam. No passing out again. No passing out again. No time for that]. When she felt stable enough, she moved toward the door and the barred window. There wasn’t a handle or doorknob or lock or anything on the interior of the door. That didn’t mean it wasn’t locked. But there wasn’t even an interior plate to indicate where the lock was. Not that that would stop her. She didn’t need a visual for where a lock was in order to find it.

      When she reached the door without triggering any spells that would knock her out again, and didn’t pass out just from the effects of whatever had originally knocked her out, and didn’t throw up, she counted that as a triumph. She wasn’t as nauseas as she thought she might be once standing. Her head was spinning, but that was it. No other associated effects—outside of the sore muscles and joints. Which was great. Sort of. Because her head was still spinning.

      She held her hands over the bars, across the frame, slid them around the area where most doors had locks, looking for spells, illusions, anything that might make her life worse.

      Spells on the frame. Spells around a place where she felt the lock. No spells on the bars themselves, but they were reinforced deep in the thick wooden door with spells. And the wood itself was strengthened with spells. Magic everywhere. But not wizard magic, as she’d expected. There were other kinds of magic. Some shifters had magic. There were other people like her with thief magic. The occasional witch with actual magic—different to the wizards. Lot of wizards around and open about being wizards since the dragon shifters made themselves public.

      But this wasn’t a magic she’d encountered before. She couldn’t say why, but this magic felt old to her. Like not that it had been on this door for a long time. That the magic itself was ancient.

      That was terrifying.

      But none of it prevented her from touching the bars, so she wrapped her hands around the cold metal and pulled herself upward so she could look through them, bracing her feet on the wood. Her muscles shook, though hanging off windows and pulling herself up onto sills or into vents or any number of contortions was well within her usual physical range. But her body felt weak and wobbly, and everything still hurt.

      She was able to hang onto the bars long enough to glimpse the antechamber. The light source was a series of honest-to-god torches set in metal sconces. With actual flame on thick wooden stick. The flame wasn’t smoking and it looked more blue than red-orange, though that image flickered so sometimes the flames looked normal. The rest of the room was the same kind of rock that made up her cell. Dark rock and roughly hewn. Looking almost like a natural cave. Water dripped down the wall in the antechamber too, in small streams that dripped into small holes between wall and floor. She couldn’t see the roof of the antechamber from her vantage, but since she couldn’t see the roof inside her own cell, she wasn’t surprised.

      There were no guards, which surprised her, and no tables or chairs or places for people to sit. No lounging dragons keeping watch. No chains or indications it was just another cell. But there seemed to be markings on the walls that were obscured by the flickering flames. Paint or etchings. She couldn’t tell. They were nearly as dark as the stone, but glittered when she looked at them from a certain angle, glittered faintly blue.

      She couldn’t tell if those markings were magic or not without getting closer. She got the impression of “wards,” but at a distance, that was an unreliable impression. Her magic worked on feel. She sensed and worked her way through spells by the way they felt. She rarely saw colors in magic, though that was common for wizards, and she needed proximity to a spell to sense it’s flavor.

      Dropping back to the floor of her cell, she studied the door again. The proportions were weird. It was really tall, but the width was normal. It kind of reminded her of those weird paperbacks that had come out for a short time, taller than a normal paperback but the same width. They’d felt wrong in the hand and looked weird and she was glad when they’d disappeared. The door sort of felt that way. Like it wasn’t the right combination of width and length and so felt wrong.

      She hadn’t seen Christopher, or any other doors leading into or out of the antechamber when she’d looked, but that could be because they were next to her own door. So she eased up on her toes, though didn’t try hanging from the bars again yet, and said, “Christopher? Are you there?”

      A groaning noise and the sound of something clinking. Then, “Myra?”

      She nearly collapsed in relief. Her knees wobbled and she had to lean into the wooden door. The sparking spells inside made themselves known, tickling her skin. They weren’t designed to do anything if someone just leaned on the door, but she was still very aware of all the different, ancient magic under her cheek.

      “How are you?” she called. “You okay?”

      “Chained. Head hurts. And I’m mad.”

      “Groovy. Can you break the chain or is it one of those binding things?” A binding chain would prevent him from shifting and weaken him so he couldn’t just break the metal open, which he’d normally be able to do.

      “Can’t break the chain,” he said. “But it’s not a normal binding chain. Not sure what it is. It’s weird.”

      “All kinds of weird magic in this place,” she said. “Okay. I’ll try and break the lock on this door and get to you.” If she could get out of the room she was in, she could break into his and pick the lock on his chains. Wouldn’t actually be the first time she’d broken him out of a binding ring. She’d done that the very first time they’d met.

      The memory made her smile faintly. What she wouldn’t give to be in a high rise surrounded by wizards and shifters and lots of windows and vents and rooms and ways out.

      “Any idea what happened?” she asked as she started to examine the magic in the door more closely. “My memory is a blank.”

      “Trying to piece it together,” he said. “But there’s a lot of fog.”

      His voice was deep and rough. Like he’d been yelling a lot or something. Or like he hadn’t had anything to drink for a while. Scratchy. It’d be kind of sexy if they weren’t in this horrible situation. It was also a little worrying.

      “What were we working on before we got here?” she said, her fingers hovering over the area where the lock was on the other side of the door. Fucking hell that was a lot of magic. A more complex, weird spell than she’d ever encountered before. “This is going to take me some time, by the way. This is really weird stuff.”

      “Take your time so you don’t trigger a trap.”

      “Telling the thief how to pick a lock, are we?” She said that blandly enough, but Christopher also knew her well.

      “Sorry,” he said, and she heard the faint humor and chagrin in his voice because she knew him well, too.

      She smiled. She hated that they were in this situation, but having him here with her and knowing he wasn’t dead was better than if she’d been trapped alone, not knowing where he was. She’d have preferred neither of them were here. But it was very nice to know he was alive.

      Now they just had to both stay that way.
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      Myra glanced around the restaurant feeling weirdly exposed and awkward. This was one of her and Christopher’s rare “real” dates out in the real world surrounded by humans and wizards and other shifters. The restaurant was upscale, beautifully minimal, with red marble floors—which she knew tempted Christopher to take his shoes off—and white wood tables and white walls painted with tiny gold flecks that made up geometric patterns. The food was supposed to be both phenomenal and satisfying, even for a shifter, and was welcoming to anyone and everyone.

      So long as you had enough money.

      Christopher had enough money. Technically, so did she. But ordinarily, just sitting in a restaurant like this and ordering a meal wouldn’t have been her style. She was more likely to sneak her way in as one of the servers and taste her way through all the good food. As a thief, doing the ordinary thing of going in and paying for the food felt weird as hell.

      When she glanced back at Christopher, he was smiling at her. She loved his smile. It was sexy and, at the moment, mysterious. But when it had that hint of smugness, it got her hackles up.

      “What?” she demanded.

      “Either you’re casing the place or you’re so uncomfortable you’re looking for a quick exit.” He narrowed his eyes. Beautiful blue eyes ringed by dark lashes, with the scar on his forehead running a little too close to his left eye. All in a face that wasn’t what one might call handsome. Christopher was interesting to look at. Captivating. But not ordinary handsome. She liked that about him.

      She wasn’t sure she liked the look in his eyes at that moment, though.

      “I’m think it’s the latter,” he said after considering her. “Most of the bling and flashy jewelry on display in here is fake.”

      He was right. And that he knew that as well as she did was a real turn-on.

      “Maybe I’m casing the place for a future heist of secret recipes or something?”

      “First, you don’t cook.”

      “I could sell them.”

      “Second, the chef probably has her secret recipes memorized and not written and stored at her restaurant.”

      Myra allowed that with a head nod.

      “And third, it’s not really your style of heist. No rich asshole to stick it to. No one with so much stuff they’ll never miss what you steal.”
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