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      The river card has been dealt, and I’m sitting here with a losing hand.

      As the second in command for the Las Vegas Russian Bratva, I need to be firm, unshakable. The organization depends on me being levelheaded. But when I go head-to-head with the deadliest man in the city, all bets are off. I’ve fallen for his daughter.  

      She is mine.

      When I learn she has a secret that could rock the very foundation of the Vegas underworld, I give her my name in order to protect her.

      I’ll defy the people I’ve come to trust.

      My hand is dead, but I’m not above cheating. I’d do anything for my queen.

      Another installment in the dark mafia romance series, Russian Cardroom is here to take your breath away.
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      “Are you sure about this? She won’t be hurt?” I look at both of them and watch as one looks at the other. I’ve trusted them for so long but never like this. I’m supposed to trust them implicitly, but right now I can’t be sure. Their agenda is more important to them.

      “Why do you care? She’s proof that he doesn’t care about us.” Ainsley huffs as she turns back to watch what Lyric is doing.

      Lyric looks up from her laptop. “Besides, don’t you want to get her away from him?”

      “I just think that Andrei isn’t letting her move on and have a real life. He’s not letting her be a fun-loving eighteen-year-old. She should experience life before she settles down and gets married.” I defend my choices.

      “Isn’t he like way older than her?” Ainsley says.

      I watch her and can’t deny the resemblance between us. But that’s what they’ve wanted for all of us, to deny we are related. We can’t tell anyone our secrets.

      “We can use this to our benefit.” Lyric has her head back in her computer.

      I move across the room to the table where they are at and look over Lyric’s shoulder. I don’t understand the computer code that is rolling across one screen, but I recognize the image on the second one. The Lucky Dice Casino.

      “I thought you were done with that job.” I wave my hand at the screen.

      “I need to figure out what happened and then I’ll be done.” Lyric’s voice holds a bit of distraction but also hurt. I gently pat her shoulder, and she looks up at me with pain in her expressive hazel eyes.

      “I’m sorry.”

      “Okay, we have our friend lined up to help you.” Ainsley looks up from her cell phone.

      “I’m still not sure about this plan. I don’t want her hurt. She is my sister after all.”

      “She’s not mine. Just because our mother couldn’t keep her legs closed, doesn’t mean I have to care. This is the problem with all these men. They think Vegas women are here for them. They keep leaving their kids around and not taking responsibility of said children. I’m done. It’s time to get our revenge.” Ainsley stomps over to me and shakes my shoulders. “It’s time to stand up for us. You’re in this as much as we are.”

      I nod. She’s right.

      “But my father is currently trying.” I always make excuses for him. “He’s been more attentive and has been attending board meetings with me. He wants to make things right. If you would just let me tell him about you, I know he’d care. He’d want to help.”

      “Help us? Why? We aren’t his kids. Plus, I wouldn’t want him to take care of us the way he did you. Didn’t your nannies and boarding school teachers know you more than him?”

      “I agree with Ainsley. He missed everything for you. You keep saying he’s trying, but he hasn’t shown that as much as you say.” Lyric keeps typing away on her laptop with the dual monitors.

      She’s right about my father, but I hate to admit it.

      “If I could just hack into this system, I’d be able to transfer all their money out and bankrupt the casino.” Lyric looks away from her computer again.

      “I think we should stop now.” I twist my hands together nervously. I didn’t want to start this, but I can’t turn my back on them.

      “No, we aren’t stopping the plan. Even if we can’t find Jimmy, it doesn’t mean we stop. He might’ve started this, but I’m ready to take over and finish it. It’s time to figure out where he is and make these men know how they impact others.”

      “But I don’t want to hurt Sparrow.”
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      LENNON

      I look down into my purse and know I’m doing the right thing. It’s hard though because I worry that she’ll be mad at me. I look up at Sparrow’s back. She’s almost reached her bodyguards, Adrik and Arkady. I square my shoulders. It’s time to do this. She’s my little sister, and it’s my job to protect her. I pull the envelope from my purse and set it on the bar top counter.

      “What’s that?” Sparrow asks me as I continue to rifle through my purse.

      I keep my head down, avoiding eye contact. I won’t be able to lie to her face. I hope that someday she forgives me for this.

      “It’s nothing, just a thank you to Mr. Morosov for inviting me tonight.” Once the lie passes my lips, I’m finally able to look at her. She’s smiling at me. Her smile is secretive and holds a hint of joy in it. I don’t know if it’s because she thinks I’m doing good giving him a card or something else. I hate lying to her, but they told me this was the only way.

      We make our way to the elevator and then down to the second floor, where we move across the office space to the emergency stairs then down to the ground level. Sparrow has a death grip on the railing the entire way down, worried she’s going to fall. I just showed her how to walk in heels yesterday. Andrei didn’t want Sparrow and me going directly down to the kitchen. I know the entrance to the illegal cardroom he runs is accessed from there. Part of me wants to head in that direction and walk in to see what the illegal side looks like. Our father runs the Melody Casino. It’s one of the most luxurious resorts on the Strip. I have a condo on the top floor, so I’m used to walking through a casino and gambling establishment. But this isn’t like that, and Andrei doesn’t follow the rules that other casinos do.

      As soon as I feel the tension in the air ramp up, I turn to see that Arkady and Adrik realize there is an issue. I had their SUV moved away and parked my car in its place. I knew I’d have to talk fast to get Sparrow to do want I want. She’s so under Andrei’s influence that she thought she had to give him her body as thanks for him saving her. Andrei could be a really nice guy, but I don’t trust him. I’ve learned not to trust mafia related men. Rumors are that our own father was a hit man for the Irish mob, but I don’t believe it. He’s owned his casino since before he took me in. But the others tell me not to trust him either. It’s why we are doing what we are. As I begin to dwell on that, a gunshot rings out, pulling me from my thoughts. Arkady grabs his arm, and Adrik tries to pull Sparrow back inside the building. I’ll deal with the gun situation in a moment. I pull the Taser from my bag and hit Adrik in the back. His body seizes up, and I watch as Sparrow’s does too.

      Shit. I didn’t want to hurt her. Dang it. I didn’t know she would be affected by him touching her. I don’t remember that from my training session that Father insisted I take.

      “You weren’t supposed to bring a gun,” I yell at Daron. I can’t believe he did this. He ignores me at first and then aims the gun at Arkady’s head.

      “Are you crazy? These guys are killers,” Daron whines. I try to get the gun from him, but he won’t give it up.

      “They won’t hurt her, and I don’t want Andrei to come after us. I only hired you because my father wouldn’t have agreed to this. Come on, jerk. Put her in the car,” I order him, but he moves toward me instead.

      “Give me that.” He yanks the Taser from my hand. I watch as he holds it against Sparrow’s arm and hits her with another jolt. “There isn’t enough money in the world to go against the Bratva,” Daron says as he picks her up.

      I can’t believe they had me hire this asshole. I direct him to put her in the passenger seat. He follows my order this time but cops a feel of her breast as he fastens her seat belt.

      “Hey, don’t touch her.” I want to punch him.

      “Who’s going to stop me?” He laughs and moves away from her and toward me. He presses me up against the car, and I see the gun handle sticking out of his pocket. “I’m going to collect the payment I deserve from you. I should’ve been told this job involved the Bratva.”

      When he moves in for a kiss, I grab the gun and bring my knee up hard into his groin. He falls back, and I fire a shot, hitting him in the shoulder just like he did Arkady. I kick him in the face before I run around the car and jump in the driver’s seat. I hope Sparrow’s guards are okay.

      I speed down the alley and barely miss a car as I merge onto the street. Stomping on the gas pedal, I race down the road, trying to get us to the private airport outside of town. I’m flying us away from here for a bit so I can rescue her from Andrei. First, it was Brett, and now it’s Andrei. My sister needs me.

      “Why?” Sparrow’s voice cracks from the passenger seat.

      I flick a glance at her. “I had to get you away from him. He’s dangerous, and as your big sister, I need to protect you.” It’s my job, and I want to protect her. I didn’t protect her before, and Brett ended up holding her captive for weeks. I didn’t know she was my sister then, but she was my friend. I should have insisted she let me help her. Now that I know we are family and I have control with my team, I’ll do anything to help her.

      “Did you kill my guards?”

      “No. I shot that idiot Daron. He touched you and was trying to hurt me.” I look over at her and see she’s finally moving around. Her eyes are focused out the window, trying to figure out where we are headed.

      “Andrei is going to find me,” she says softly.

      “By the time he does, we will be far away, and you’ll no longer be under his spell. Just because he saved you doesn’t mean you have to worship him and be his mistress.” I can’t keep the emotions out of my voice.

      “I’m going to be his wife.”

      Her words shock me, but before I can find out what she’s talking about, the interior of the car is blanketed in bright lights.

      “What is this idiot doing?” I glare into the rearview mirror.

      The large vehicle speeds up and then slams into the back of our car. I struggle to keep the car on the road as we swerve from the impact. We’re hit again, and this time I slide into the oncoming lane. Luckily, no one is coming at the time. I right the car and speed up, but the vehicle behind us speeds up too. My grip slips slightly as my face slams into the steering wheel. I lose control and we crash into the ditch. I turn to look at Sparrow, who’s looking at me. My eyes move over her shoulder to the window. Someone is approaching her side of the car. I work my door handle, but it won’t open. The door is jammed. I watch helplessly as Sparrow is yanked from the car, shrieking.

      “I’ve got you now,” a male voice I don’t recognize says. But as Sparrow screams, I know it has to be Brett. No one told me he was still a threat. Father said not to worry, so I thought Sparrow was safe. I would have never taken her from her protective detail if I knew he was still out there.

      The window next to me is shattered, and my door is yanked open. A man with slicked back short black hair, taupe brown skin tone, and in a black suit minus the jacket is looming over me. He’s got a vest on over his white shirt with the sleeves rolled up.

      “Move,” he barks in a thickly accented voice.

      I climb out and take in the colorful Chinese tattoos lining his arms. This guy is part of the Chinese Triad. They are just as scary as the Russians. He yanks on my arm and pushes me into the back of a panel van. Brett drops Sparrow next to me, and I pull her limp body into mine. I watched him slam a gun into her face.

      “Tell the buyers we have them,” Brett orders the man, who curses in Chinese before he lifts his phone to make a call.

      What have I done?

      I silently cry as they drive away with us.
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      As soon as we know that the Triad is involved, I’m ready to go save them. We know where to start. I have the SUV waiting out in front of the restaurant. Andrei jumps into the back, and I slam the car into drive. The back passenger door is opened before I can take off, and Andrei has a gun aimed at Bronwyn’s face.

      After I watched the footage, I knew it was time to make my move. I’ve watched Lennon from afar for weeks now. I knew I wanted her. Now that she’s in danger from not only the Triad but my own people too, I need to act. She took the boss’s intended. That’s grounds for death. It shows I need to step up and take control. It’s time that my little kukla, my doll, found out she needs a Master who will control her.

      “They are my daughters. I’ll be there with you. I know Lennon is a bit headstrong, but she wouldn’t have put her sister in danger on purpose.” The way Bronwyn talks about Lennon proves what I already thought. He’s not really a part of her life as much as he should be.

      “She didn’t.” I defend her. This is the first step in my taking over her life. Of me showing her she needs my control. “She didn’t expect the guy helping her to have a gun on him. There was a struggle, and she shot him with it when he tried to assault her and cop a feel on Sparrow,” I offer.

      I’ve watched the video over and over, examining every part of it. I know Lennon thinks she’s being the protective big sister. She has no clue Andrei and Sparrow have been seeing each other for months and not just the couple of weeks since the rescue.

      “I’ll kill him,” both Andrei and Bronwyn say.

      They’ll have to stand in line. I get Daron first. That asshole thought he could put his lips on my woman. She doesn’t know it yet, but she is mine.

      We head across town to the Triad restaurant. Bronwyn waits in the car because he’s trying to keep his hands clean for his casino. I don’t completely agree with his decision. There should be nothing more important than his girls.

      Mikhail opens the door, and I step inside first. Immediately, everyone goes silent. As we move across the room with Andrei between Mikhail and me, people start to get up and leave. They know who we are and what is about to happen.

      A man gets up and moves toward us. I don’t think, I just react. My hand is up the back of my jacket, pulling my long tanto knife free. I arc it through the air and slice the man across the chest. He falls back, and people jump up from their seats. Mikhail pulls his Sig MPX submachine gun. He lets off a burst in the air, shattering glass overhead. The man remaining at the table stares us down.

      “Where is my woman?” Andrei demands.

      “Did you lose her?” The idiot I cut chuckles and groans from the floor. I lift my booted foot and slam it down on his hand.

      “Mr. Morosov asked a question,” I growl. My voice is so deep from my emotion.

      “We don’t have her,” the Triad boss, or Chairman as they call him, says from the table.

      “McCall took her and her sister. I want them back.”

      “He didn’t tell us where he stashed them. But they were promised to two of my generals.”

      “They are under my protection. One is my intended, and the other is her sister.”

      “So, she is free, then,” the idiot on the floor says, holding his broken hand against his chest.

      I kick him again, in the face this time. Then my boot connects with his bloody chest and stomach.

      “They are both spoken for.” I don’t clarify.

      “You’ll have to confirm that with McCall,” their boss says, and Andrei chuckles deep and dark.

      “I’ll kill any man who touches my woman.”

      “Hmm,” he says as he nods. “They went toward the Red Rocks.”

      As we turn, a man comes out of the back. He has blood on him and he’s cleaning his hands. I look toward Andrei, who nods. I pull one of my Desert Eagles from my chest holster and fire at the guy’s knee. He drops and I move toward him.

      “Where are they?”

      “Red Rock Canyon.” He doesn’t need clarification as to who we’re talking about. “I left McCall with them. He was going to rape the one and had me call the broker in Hong Kong for the other.”

      I spin and kick him, knocking him out. He’s lucky I controlled the kick. I could have snapped his neck by the force of it.

      I move behind Andrei and Mikhail, taking up the rear this time. We return to our vehicle and head out toward Red Rock. We are almost there when Andrei’s phone rings.

      “Where are you, ptitsa?” he growls in greeting with his phone on speaker.

      “I don’t know.” Sparrow pauses for a moment. “We are on a dark road. I can see Vegas in the distance, and the mountains are next to us.”

      “I’m on my way. I love you,” Andrei tells her.

      Her sob comes across the line. “I killed him,” she cries.

      I want to ask where Lennon is, but I just keep praying we are heading in the right direction.

      “Sparrow,” Andrei says her name. “You can do this, and you did what you had to.”

      In the distance, my headlights flash on two people walking along the dark road. I know in my gut this is them. I accelerate and we lurch forward, speeding toward our women.

      “Someone is coming,” Sparrow says and hangs up.

      I slam on the brakes when we reach them. The car screeches to a halt.

      We jump out, and I’m around the hood heading toward Lennon as Andrei yells for Sparrow, who stepped off the roadway.

      “I am yours and you are mine,” I tell Lennon, making my intentions clear. She nods slightly and then faints into my arms.

      “Give her to me,” Bronwyn demands.

      “Don’t touch her!” I have my Desert Eagle pointed at his face. I’m not letting her go.

      “She’s my daughter. Give her to me,” he growls, and I watch him reach for the gun at his back.

      “Nyet,” I spit at him and spin on my heel, putting my gun away. I climb into the back of the car and cradle Lennon in my lap, holding her to me.

      “I’ll take care of you little kukla,” I whisper in her ear. “Your Master will take care of everything from now on.”

      Andrei gets in next to me with Sparrow in his arms. Bronwyn grumbles under his breath as he sits in the front passenger seat. Mikhail climbs into the driver’s seat and looks into the rearview mirror to our queen, who is covered in blood. I’m glad to see my lessons with her paid off.

      “How many bodies?” Mikhail asks her, keeping his voice soft so as not to scare her.

      “Only one,” Sparrow answers quietly.

      “Da,” he says, then he makes a call as he turns the car around and heads toward the house in Summerlin.
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      I stare down at my bed. The beautiful woman sleeping in it with her long brown hair fanning across my pillow has my complete focus. I knew Andrei would go for Sparrow, so my focus was on the woman who has changed everything. Andrei said he’d have the doctor head our way as soon as he’s done checking Sparrow over. She had bloody wounds on her hands, while all Lennon’s wounds are bruises.

      I know she didn’t want to hurt Sparrow. She was acting as a big sister. But Andrei will want to question her anyway. I’m sure Sparrow will have a conversation with her too. As our queen and Andrei’s intended, Sparrow has the final say as to what happens to Lennon, but I’ll do everything I can to protect her.

      A soft knock sounds on the door before it’s opened without my say. I have my gun in my hand and pointed at the doctor as he walks in.

      “I’m sorry, sir, I’m here to check her over.”

      I nod and holster my weapon. Bronwyn steps into the room, and I’m advancing on him before he even realizes it. He’s focused on his daughter. She looks so tiny in my large bed. She’s still dressed in the outfit she was going to wear to the dinner with the families. A dress I wouldn’t have agreed to if I’d seen it before. The slit in it goes high on her thigh. The cleavage it exposes is more than any of my men should see. Soon she will be under my control, and I’ll make sure she dresses appropriately. I don’t want to take away her sex appeal or her freedom. I want to make her safe and give her good options.

      “Leave. I’ll talk to you after the doctor has checked her over,” I order Bronwyn out.

      “I told you once. I won’t repeat myself again. She is my daughter and will go with me. I can get rid of your body before Andrei knows you are missing.” His hands flex, and I know he’s contemplating going for the gun he carries at his back. My dark chuckle takes him by surprise.

      “I’m not afraid of you. I’ll give you the benefit of the doubt this one time. She is mine now.” I point to the bed, where the doctor is waiting to check her over. “I’ll be taking care of and protecting Lennon from now on.”

      Bronwyn looks like he’s going to argue but steps back. I close the door in his face and turn toward the doctor.

      “How long has she been unconscious?” he asks me.

      I look down at the bed and watch as her eyelids flutter open.

      “I’m not anymore,” she says quietly and sits up. I watch her cringe in pain, and I move to the other side of the bed, where I gently sit down next to her. My hands itch to hold her. “My father is mad at me, isn’t he?” She looks up at me through her lashes with her wide-set deep-brown eyes. I’m lost in them for a moment until they glisten with tears.

      “No one is mad at you. Andrei will want to speak to you, but he knows you didn’t plan for Brett to attack you. You protected your sister when that asshole touched her.”

      “Are you sure? Because my father left really fast. Normally he doesn’t like men being around me.” She pauses and looks down before she looks up at me again. “What’s your name?”

      I almost smack my forehead at the realization that I never gave her my name. I just told her she was mine and then I took her.

      “I’m Dmitri Volkov.”

      “I’m Lennon Bronwyn, but you know that, don’t you?”

      I nod.

      “Let the doctor check you over and then we can talk.” I tip my head toward the physician standing next to the bed.

      “Can I have you lie back down so I can check you over? Then I’ll need to have you stand up,” he tells her.

      Lennon does as he asks, but her hand slides across the bed and takes a hold of mine. I lace my fingers with hers and watch as he palpates her body. I try not to pound my chest in pride that she’s seeking me out for comfort. She knows already that she is mine, but her body knows it too.

      She winces when he reaches her shoulder and ribs. “They forced our car off the road. Then they grabbed me.” She releases my hand to show the doctor the bruises on her arm.

      The doctor helps her up from the bed next and watches as she moves around. I stand back and watch. Her body is bruised and dirty. I’ll help her shower here in a moment, but I notice as the time drags on, she’s getting more upset. The doctor waves me over to the door, where he signals for me to lean down. My six-foot-five height puts me a good six or more inches above him.

      “Clean her up. I’ll give her a mild sedative for the pain and to help her sleep. If the pain persists, bring her in for X-rays. Seat belts help save lives, but they can also hurt you.” He hands me a bottle containing a couple of pills and then turns back to the bed, where she’s now silently crying. Her body is shaking from the sobs.

      I’ve never been good with crying women, but something inside me wants to obliterate the world for her. To make her feel better.

      I open the door and let the doctor out. I notice her father isn’t standing there waiting, and I wonder if she’s correct and he’s upset with her. He didn’t seem that way. I close the door and move back to the bed. I take off my suit jacket and drop it on the chair before I slip off my boots. Next to go are my tie and vest, followed by my shoulder rig and the long holster down the middle of my back that holds my long blade. I keep the pancake holster at my back and my ankle one for now. I untuck my shirt and start to unbutton it, trying to get comfortable before I slip onto the bed behind Lennon and pull her into my body. She jolts for only a moment before she sinks into me.

      “What did you mean by I’m yours and you are mine?” she asks so softly I barely hear her.

      “From the moment I saw the security footage of you defending your sister, I knew it was time. I saw you weeks ago when I was watching Sparrow, and I knew you were mine then. But I didn’t think you were ready until I saw you this evening. I’ve watched you over the last few weeks with Sparrow. I’ve tried to keep my distance, but I couldn’t after tonight. You need me.”





OEBPS/images/depositphotos_543798728_xl.jpg





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png






OEBPS/images/mountain-rose-press-logo-black-stacked.jpg
R
PRESS





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/heading-swash-shirley-screen.png






OEBPS/images/dd_kindle.jpg
RUSSIAN CARDROOM SERIES BOOK TWO

AWARD WINNING AUTHOR

E.Mi. SHUE






