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      Terms of address in Russian change depending on the relationship to that person. For ease of reading I have kept to a simple male/female term of address e.g. Petrov/Petrova.
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        Three months previously,

        The Petrov Apartment, St. Petersburg

      

      

      “Where are the Romanov dragons?” Pyotr Petrov’s eyes glittered with a fevered hatred as he glared at each of the large men gathered in the kitchen of the small apartment he shared with his sister. “No doubt they have chosen to remain cowering in their palace,” he added contemptuously.

      “We are all here too,” Vladimir said coldly as he stepped into the room. Aware of how dire the situation was in the confines of the Petrovs’ apartment, he left his brothers out in the hallway with two of the Pendragon brothers.

      They were all here because Tanya and Pyotr Petrov had kidnapped Izzi, the daughter of Anna and Anton Mikhailov, the human servants who ran and appeared to the general public to own the palace which for generations had actually belonged to the Romanov dragon shifter family.

      Having feared for Izzi’s safety, Vladimir was surprised to see it was Pyotr Petrov who currently had a piece of broken glass pressing against his carotid artery, held there by Izzi.

      Vladimir had only minutes ago learned that Izzi had left the palace earlier and was now being held prisoner in the apartment of the people who had tried to kill Vladimir’s brother, Vaughn, the night before. Deryk Pendragon had reached the apartment first, as was fitting when Izzi was his fated mate, but it appeared that Izzi had already wrenched control from Petrov and his sister Tanya.

      The air whooshed from Vladimir’s lungs, and he found himself unable to look away again after a single glance across the room at the beautiful, dark-haired Tanya Petrova. Her scent of flowers and spring rain instantly invaded and then took control of his senses. He had to clench his hands at his sides to fight against the need to reach out to touch her too.

      Mine, his dragon growled.

      No, that couldn’t be so. Vladimir’s mate, if he ever met her, would be a fitting mother for their young. The queen worthy of the king Vladimir actually was, though he chose not to use the title when he now had only his own six brothers as his subjects and the few human servants they employed.

      Tanya Petrova was none of the things Vladimir had expected of his mate as she returned his gaze with the same fierce hatred and defiance that had caused her to dare to attempt to take his brother’s life the previous evening. She was also very much human.

      Such a woman could not be the mate of Vladimir, the king and eldest of the Romanov dragon shifters, when he had waited every one of his thousand years to meet the woman destined for him by the fates.

      Mine, his dragon disagreed.

      “You will both explain your behavior,” Vladimir instructed the brother and sister.

      Pyotr Petrov snorted his scorn. “Do not presume to order us about as you do your other human pets.”

      Vladimir was having difficulty concentrating on Petrov’s words, or remembering the reason they were here at all, with Tanya Petrova standing just feet away from him, exuding that exquisite perfume. It made him want nothing more than to throw her down on the floor, to take and claim her, no matter who else was in the room.

      It took all his considerable self-control to deny that need. “You would not understand the symbiotic relationship we have with the Mikhailov family.”

      It was a connection of many centuries, one in which the human Mikhailov family acted as a shield to the curious public for the long-living Romanov family of dragon shifters, and in return, the dragons gave the humans their protection. A protection which had sadly fallen short tonight in regard to Izzi Mikhailova.

      “Why did you try to kill Vaughn last night?” Vladimir now demanded to know.

      He wished to know the answer to that question, but he also wanted to divert attention from Izzi, whom he could see, by the shaking of her hand, was starting to tire of holding the jagged piece of glass against Petrov’s throat.

      Petrov’s fevered gaze moved to the hallway, where the rest of the dragon shifters stood, his top lip turning back in a sneer as he obviously saw Vaughn was amongst them. “For days, he’s wanted to fuck my sister, and last night, he believed he was about to succeed. Not quite the end to the evening you expected, was it, dragon?”

      Maim, kill, eviscerate. Vladimir’s dragon clamored to be free so that he might carry out those deadly deeds on anyone who dared to suggest laying so much as a finger on Tanya. Even if that someone was his own brother. No one touched his fated mate—

      Tanya was not his mate!

      “Why did you wish to kill Vaughn?” Vladimir pressed the brother. He could have used his compulsion to force the answer, but doubted it was necessary with zealots such as the Petrovs.

      Izzi was the one to answer. “They believe the Romanov dragons killed their parents ten years ago.”

      Deryk Pendragon glanced at Vladimir. “Did you?”

      “Absolutely not,” he answered without hesitation. It had been centuries since any of their dragons had killed anyone, and even then, it had only been in defense of their family or during war. Vladimir knew, without a doubt, that neither he nor any of his brothers had killed the older Petrov couple.

      “Liar!” Tanya bit out fiercely, trying and failing to break free of Deryk’s restraining hold. “You ripped them both apart like the wild animals you really are.”

      Mine.

      “Take Izabella and go,” Vladimir instructed Deryk as his dragon fought and railed against his confinement when they could both see another dragon shifter was touching their mate.

      The harshness of his voice caused Deryk to look at him through narrowed lids. A gaze Vladimir did his best to withstand, but knew he had failed when he saw the dawning realization in Deryk’s golden eyes.

      Deryk removed his hand from Tanya’s arm, which in turn immediately alleviated the tightness in Vladimir’s chest.

      Leaving him with no other choice but to accept that Tanya Petrova was indeed his mate.

      A mating he could choose not to accept if he so wished.

      Ours, his dragon disagreed.
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        Present day,

        Mikhailov Palace, St. Petersburg

      

      

      “Isn’t it time you killed her and put the both of you out of your misery? Or maybe to do that you need to fuck her and then kill her?”

      Vladimir had been enjoying the view of a snow-covered St. Petersburg from the window of his study in one of the turrets of the palace. A fitting place to welcome back his brother, Vaughn, from his few weeks sojourn at their winter dacha several hours’ dragon flight away.

      Turning away from the picture-postcard scene, Vladimir now moved to sit behind his desk before focusing glacial dark eyes on Vaughn, the youngest of his six brothers. Not that anyone seeing them together would make that familial connection.

      Admittedly, they were both six and a half feet tall, but Vaughn was fair-haired with green eyes, where Vladimir was dark-haired and had eyes as black as coal. Vaughn had the heavy and toned muscles of the superheroes the young of today loved so much, whereas Vladimir was elegance personified, though no less powerful. His defined musculature came from daily runs through the streets of St. Petersburg, but that strength was more often than not clothed in the bespoke suits and silk shirts and ties he preferred to wear, in contrast to Vaughn’s jeans and T-shirts.

      Vaughn’s casual clothing reflected the fact that, at only two hundred years old, he was the youngest and so the most adaptable of the seven Romanov dragon-shifter brothers. At a thousand years old, Vladimir was the eldest, and he had already lived through many changes, both in fashion and family. Amongst those changes were the deaths of his parents over a hundred years ago and that of his brother Karl, who had died half a century ago after his mate refused him.

      Which brought Vaughn’s comment into sharp focus.

      Vladimir looked down the sharp blade of his nose at his brother. “I believe, now you have returned, what we were discussing was you flying to London to assist the Pendragon brothers in the protection of a member of one of our Russian ballet companies currently touring Europe.”

      “I believe you were the one discussing that, Your Majesty,” Vaughn came back challengingly as he lounged in the chair on the opposite side of Vladimir’s desk.

      “Don’t call me that!” Vladimir rasped.

      Vaugh shrugged. “Not calling you by your title doesn’t change the fact that you’re our king.”

      Vladimir was well aware of that. He simply preferred not to use the title.

      The human Romanovs had been the tsars of Russia for three hundred years, but the dragon Romanovs had been kings of the dragon world for millennia. Unfortunately, during the course of the past five hundred years, the dragons had slowly begun to die, without procreating. Strangely, the royal family had not suffered the same dearth of younglings, having produced eight sons in all. The seven remaining Romanov brothers were all that remained of the Russian dragons.

      Vladimir saw no reason to call himself king over his own brothers.

      He gave a terse nod. “Or that you and our brothers are royal princes. But there is little point to any of those titles when we are the only remaining Russian dragons. So,” he continued briskly, “we will return to the subject of you going to England to assist the Pendragon brothers.”

      Vaugh’s eyes glittered a deep green. “The ballet company has its own security, and the Pendragon brothers are more than capable of taking care of any shortfall in that area. Besides, I see absolutely no reason for me to go anywhere to help those arrogant Welsh bastards do anything.”

      Vladimir’s lids narrowed. “The Pendragons now all have mates and some younglings, and must I remind you that they helped to save your life three months ago, and that our own Izzi, Anna and Anton’s daughter, is now married to one of those arrogant Welsh bastards?”

      Vaughn chuckled. “Deryk is badass.”

      Yes, he was, and he irritated Vladimir almost beyond endurance on the occasions he brought Izzi back to St. Petersburg for her monthly visit with her parents. Even so… “Three months ago, Deryk and several of those other arrogant Welsh bastards helped to search for and save Izzi, allowing us to apprehend the brother and sister who tried to kill you.” Vladimir regretted reminding Vaughn of the attack almost as soon as the words left his mouth.

      For two reasons.

      One, Vaughn hadn’t been his usual flirty and lighthearted self since the attack during which his throat was cut and his head almost severed from his body.

      Two, it brought the subject back to the “she” Vaughn had been referring to earlier and whom Vladimir would prefer not to talk about.

      Tanya Petrova. Twenty-five years old, tall, dark-haired and blue-eyed, and one of the two dragon hunters, brother and sister, who had almost ended Vaughn’s life three months ago.

      The same woman who was, and had been for several months, safely locked away in their winter palace an hour’s drive into the countryside from St. Petersburg.

      And if Vaughn thought Vladimir staying away from her had been easy since that night in the Petrovs’ apartment, then he was mistaken. Majorly so.

      The knowledge of who and what Tanya was to him never left Vladimir’s thoughts for a second.

      The yearning of his body to claim her was a never-ending ache that rarely allowed him to sleep beyond a couple of hours each night, and even then that sleep would be filled with dreams of Tanya. Touching her. Tasting her. Claiming her.

      His waking hours had become an ordeal he had to get through each day, as much as the constant dreams of her had turned his sleeping hours into a nightmare.

      Vaughn scowled darkly. “The brother has since escaped and is believed to have fled to Europe,” he reminded. “It is time you disposed of the woman, before she has a chance to do the same.”

      Mine!

      It was nearly impossible for Vladimir to ignore his dragon’s possessive roar. He clench his hands into fists to prevent the dragon’s talons from piercing the ends of his fingers before he rushed across the desktop to rip out his brother’s throat.

      The same throat that Tanya had attempted to slice through and separate Vaughn’s head from his body, the only manner in which a Romanov dragon shifter could be killed.

      Well…not the only way, Vladimir reminded himself darkly, but it was the manner in which Tanya had chosen to try to eliminate Vaughn. A crime that, as Vaughn had minutes ago reminded him, should have already ended in Tanya’s execution.

      Except Vladimir couldn’t bring himself to do it.

      Mine, his dragon roared for a second time.

      Vladimir had first begun a dedicated search for his fated mate eight hundred years ago. But after all these years had passed, he finally had to accept there were no female dragons left in the world with whom he could mate and continue the royal Romanov line of succession.

      A year ago, he’d had an unexpected meeting with a foreign dragon shifter, Grigor Pendragon. He was the eldest brother of the Pendragon dragons. Both of them had been flying in dragon form, but shielding themselves from the humans scurrying about below. A shielding which had not prevented dragon from seeing dragon.

      Vladimir had initially been shocked at the sight of the unfamiliar red dragon. That surprise was quickly followed by both dragons going into attack mode.

      The fight between the unfamiliar red dragon and Vladimir’s black dragon had been spectacular. A battle for the ages. But a battle neither could win when they were so well matched in size, agility, and skill.

      Having allowed the dragon aggression to run its course, they had returned to their human form and talked instead of fighting.

      It had been a revelation to both men to hear of each other’s dragon clan, one in Wales, the other in Russia, and to learn of their similarities and differences. The Pendragons were all males too, but the remaining eight brothers were all fifteen hundred years old and dragon made, initially from ten different mothers and one father. The Romanov brothers, on the other hand, were all dragon born, starting with Vladimir a thousand years ago and followed by his seven brothers, and all to a single mated couple.

      Unfortunately, the conversation had also revealed the Pendragon brothers had been no more successful in finding their mates than the Romanovs had.

      Not then, at least.

      Grigor and Vladimir had decided, until they knew more, to keep their meeting to themselves, but to keep each other apprised of any changes that might occur in their mating status.

      Months later, Grigor had contacted Vladimir to report that his brother Nathaniel had met his mate, and she was, to all intents and purposes, human. Blood tests had later revealed Grace had a trace of dragon in her DNA, no doubt from some long-forgotten ancestor having either joined or mated with a dragon shifter.

      News of the mating had caused both hope and despair in the remaining Pendragon and Romanov dragon shifters.

      Hope, because it meant there might be other human women out there who also carried that rare gene in their DNA.

      Despair, because after all these years of being alone, none of them had any idea if they would meet the woman destined for them before it was their turn to die.

      The Pendragon brothers, having been made rather than born, would eventually become feral without their mate. This would result in their remaining in dragon form during one of their shifts and having to be destroyed by their brothers before they turned the fierceness of their anger on the human population, thus revealing their existence.

      The Romanovs didn’t have that particular sword of Damocles hanging over their head. Their longevity was simply that of normal aging for a dragon shifter. But without a mate to love and to be loved by in return, that longevity could and did seem very long indeed before they would eventually die, alone and unmated.

      Miraculously, Nathaniel Pendragon’s mating had only been the first and was followed by the seven remaining Pendragon brothers all meeting their mates during the following months. All, on the surface, to human women, but blood tests revealed all those women also carried that same rare gene in their DNA that allowed them to survive the fierceness of a dragon mating.

      The Romanov brothers had not been so lucky.

      Not a single one of them had yet found their mate.

      Liar.

      Vladimir drew in a sharp breath upon hearing his dragon’s angry accusation. She is not worthy, he answered through their mental link.

      Then make her so.

      How do I do that?

      Tame her. Mate her. Breed her.

      And if she decides, if we should be so blessed, to turn on and kill our young?

      She will not.

      We don’t know that. She’s the daughter of parents she believes to have been killed by the Romanov dragons ten years ago.

      A false belief.

      Vladimir was well aware of that.

      The authorities had told the two Petrov children, then aged fifteen and ten, that their parents had been killed in one of the woods just outside St. Petersburg by a pack of the wolves still so prevalent in Russia. Which was no consolation at all to the two children placed in one of Russian’s notoriously merciless orphanages.

      Tanya had remained there for only a year before she was thrown back out onto the streets, at the young age of sixteen, to survive as best she could. She had survived for the next five years, for the sake of the brother she was determined to make a home for by the time Pyotr was also released back into the world, but it had been at the price of Tanya selling her body and dignity to whoever had the coin to make the purchase.

      Vladimir felt a warmth of admiration for her tenacity and loyalty to the only family she had left. It was the same loyalty Vladimir felt toward his own brothers, for whom he would also do whatever he had to in order to protect them.

      After the brother and sister had tried to kill Vaughn, Vladimir’s investigations into the deaths of the senior Petrovs had so far only revealed what he already knew: none of the Romanov brothers were responsible for killing them. Nor were the Pendragon brothers. Not only did they have no reason to kill the couple, but for one of the Pendragons to have done so would have meant them intruding on the Romanov territory, and Vladimir knew none of them had done that. This meant the senior Petrovs could not have been killed by the only dragon shifters in existence, Welsh and Russian.

      Unfortunately, journals had been kept by the mother in which either she or her husband had written down the movements of the Romanov brothers during the months the mother had worked inside the Mikhailov Palace and the father in the grounds. Detailed journals which had helped to convince the brother and sister of the Romanovs’ involvement in their deaths.

      Vladimir had read those same journals, and he could quite understand why the grieving Petrov children should have latched onto the idea that the Romanov dragons had killed their parents.

      Vladimir’s own investigations proved otherwise.

      Using his ability to cloak his presence, Vladimir had also entered the offices of the necessary authorities and read everything available on the attack made on the Petrovs ten years ago. The description of their wounds appeared to fit with them having been attacked by wild animals. In the eyes of the authorities, those animals had to be wolves. In the eyes of Tanya and Pyotr Petrov, they were dragons.

      Studying the photographs of those wounds revealed something else entirely to Vladimir. The wounds only looked like those caused from an attack by wild animals. There were other signs, precise incisions on both bodies, which indicated something far more sinister.

      But it was all only Vladimir’s conjecture ten years after the fact. Which meant it was only his word against what was written in the journals of Tanya and Pyotr’s parents. Journals which, if read time and time again, as Vladimir had, could be interpreted in two completely different ways.

      Vladimir doubted Tanya would wish to even contemplate the second conclusion he’d come to, although the fact she seemed to be his mate—

      She does not seem to be, she is our mate.

      The possibility Tanya was his mate only added veracity to Vladimir’s own conclusion for the senior Petrovs’ interest in the Romanov family.

      “I could kill her for you.” Vaughn’s angry rasp revealed he had not yet recovered from the humiliation of having allowed himself to be enticed into a position where the Petrovs were able to attack and almost kill him.

      Vladimir couldn’t say he was exactly pleased at the thought of Vaughn having intended to meet with Tanya the night he was attacked, with the sole intention of fucking her. “If you go anywhere near her again, for any reason, you will answer directly to me,” he warned harshly.

      He might not have told any of his brothers that Tanya, the woman who had tried to kill Vaughn, was his mate. But that didn’t mean he would ever allow any of them to so much as be alone with her.

      To his surprise, Vaughn gave one of the mischievous grins he was once so well known for, but which had happened so rarely since the attack. “She’s been imprisoned at our winter palace for three months now. If you aren’t going to kill her, then it really is time to either mate her or let her go.”

      Vladimir’s heart stopped at the thought of allowing Tanya to walk away from him and never seeing her again. It literally stopped. Before it started again, pounding loudly enough for both men to hear. He eyed Vaughn cautiously. “You seem very calm at the idea of my mating the woman who tried to separate your head from your body.”

      His brother rose to his feet to tower over the desk Vladimir sat behind. “I’m not calm at all, but time has helped me understand why Tanya felt she had to do what she did. I can even admire her for it. I’m also very aware,” he continued determinedly, “of the battle that’s been raging inside you for months.”

      “I have no idea—”

      “I saw your reaction to Tanya the night we all went to the Petrovs’ apartment to rescue Izzi.”

      “I—”

      “I saw, Vlad,” Vaughn insisted firmly. “You only had to see her to look as if you had been struck by lightning. And I have witnessed how you’ve suffered in the months since sending her away to our winter palace. You pace the halls here, day as well as night. You rarely sleep, and when you do, it doesn’t seem to have been a restful one. You’ve become silent and withdrawn. Admit it, Vladimir. Tanya is your mate.”

      His nostrils flared. “She is unworthy.”

      “In what way?” Vaughn challenged. “For five years, she did whatever she had to do to provide a home for her younger brother when he left the orphanage. Six months ago, she entrapped a dragon because she believed he was one of the shifters responsible for killing her parents. She tried to kill that dragon. She almost fucking succeeded because I was distracted by thoughts of seducing her— Ah,” he murmured in satisfaction at the sound of Vladimir growling low in his throat. “Jealousy. The final proof I needed that Tanya is indeed your mate.”

      “I cannot accept that,” Vladimir grated.

      “Because she had to sell her body on the streets of St. Petersburg in order to survive?” Vaughn made no effort to hide his disgust. Toward Vladimir.

      “No, of course not.” Vladimir stood. “I’ve been in existence for many centuries, and during that time, I have lost count of the number of women I’ve taken to my bed.” Those women had dwindled to none during the last two centuries. He no longer had the appetite to bed a woman who wasn’t his mate. “I have no intention of apologizing for them, so why should Tanya do so? She did what she had to do for the survival of her brother and herself. I would never judge her for that.”

      Vaughn looked puzzled as he gave a shake of his head. “Then why the fuck haven’t you mated her yet and given us all some damned hope we might one day find our own mate?”

      He stared at his brother in disbelief. “You really would accept her as your queen?”

      “Accept her and rejoice at your good fortune.”

      “Do our brothers feel the same way you do?”

      “Yes.”

      “You sound very sure of that.”

      “Because I am. At eight hundred years old, Aleksey is next in age to you, and he would very much appreciate it if you completed your mating and thus removed yourself from the mating market.”

      Vladimir snorted. “This is not some Regency novel where the eldest daughter must be married—or in this case, mated—before the next daughter can be considered for marriage.”

      “Well, of course not, because we’re all males,” Vaughn dismissed impatiently. “But it might just be that the rest of us won’t begin to find our mates until the brothers older than us have found theirs.”

      “I have no idea where you came by such logic, but that is not how it happened to the Pendragon brothers. Their matings were random and not by age.”

      Vaughn nodded. “Two of them even have the same mate. Nevertheless, that’s how Aleksey feels. Maksim, Rafail, Viktor, and Benedikt too.”

      “You all, without exception, believe and accept that Tanya Petrova is my mate and queen?” Vladimir asked slowly.

      “Yes.”

      He sighed heavily. “Even if I could persuade her into mating with me—and that is a big if when she considers us all nothing but vicious animals and murderers—how can I be sure she will not kill me one night as I sleep beside her?”

      “Deryk assures me the ecstasy of the mating is worth dying for,” Vaughn taunted.

      He scowled darkly. “I wish you would not associate with that male.”

      Vaughn shrugged. “As I said, he’s a badass.”

      “And a bad influence on you.”

      His brother grimaced. “At least he’s accepted and embraced his mate, even though she was under the protection of a Russian family of dragon shifters he initially wanted nothing to do with. You should find the same acceptance in regard to Tanya.”

      Vladimir turned to once again stare out the window at the freshly falling snow. “We will not talk of this anymore.”

      “Because you say we won’t?”

      “Because if I should decide to see Tanya again, it will not be because my baby brother told me to do so.”

      Vaughn snorted. “As I’ve been the youngest for two hundred years, and will always be so, that older brother crap ceased working on me a century ago.”

      Vladimir sighed. “Are you going to London to meet up with whichever Pendragon brother is already guarding the Ruscov ballet company, or must I send someone else in your place?”

      “I’ll go,” Vaughn accepted wearily.

      And Vladimir would go to the family’s winter palace.

      To confront the woman who was his mate and queen.

    



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/vladimir_final_1875.jpg
(‘(
i

| g
%
\‘\

' VLADIM[R ‘

RUSSIAN DRAGON HEAT 1







OEBPS/images/vladimir_title_page.jpg
RUSSIAN DRAGON HEAT 1

CAROLE
MORTIMER

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

74






