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            The DragonFate Novels

          

          Paranormal romances featuring dragon shifter heroes

        

      

    

    
      The DragonFate series features the Pyr‘s battle against Maeve, the dark Fae queen who wants to exterminate all species she considers unnatural (because they are half human). We met Maeve in Firestorm Forever and glimpsed her souvenir gallery of species she had already eliminated. In this series, she targets the Pyr and other species in the world – and the Pyr come to the defense of shifters like themselves, led by the spark of the firestorm. What I like about this series is that there are lots of paranormal creatures in the cast, as well as some humans and an opinionated ghost—and the destined mates of the Pyr also have powers of their own.

      There is a Pinterest board for the DragonFate series, which is a work-in-progress.
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      To learn more about Mel and Raymond’s backstory, you might want to read An Elegy for Melusine, my retelling of a medieval fairy tale.

      To learn more about Micah and Rosemary, you might want to read my short story and vampire romance, Coven of Mercy.

      To learn more about the other Pyr and their stories, check out the Dragonfire Novels.
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      My Dragons & Angels monthly newsletter features my Deborah Cooke paranormal romances. Subscribers get the first peek at new covers, a look behind the scenes at what’s coming, special offers and content only for subscribers, as well as notifications of sales and new releases - and more!
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            Dragon’s Kiss

          

          The DragonFate Novels #2

        

      

    

    
      Her kiss could be his doom...

      When dragon-shifter Kristofer feels his firestorm ignite, he eagerly follows its spark to his destined mate. To his surprise, the heat leads him to a Valkyrie intent on claiming his soul. Even so, Kristofer has never met a woman as alluring as the fierce warrior before him. Trusting in the firestorm, he must convince her to fight with him instead of against him. 

      Trading the life of a dragon shifter for that of her sister Valkyrie is an easy choice for Bree... until she meets Kristofer. Experience taught her that dragons are evil, but in him she sees a bold and noble warrior. Finding his confidence as irresistible as his touch, Bree fears she is being tricked into abandoning her sister. But how can she take Kristofer’s life when his very presence makes her burn with desire? 

      When they’re compelled to join forces, Kristofer seizes the chance to convince Bree that they’re stronger together. Yet as a sinister plan unfolds, an ancient dragon is roused from his slumber. With danger closing in, can Kristofer convince Bree to surrender her immortality for their forbidden love? Or will Bree’s distrust of dragons prove justified?
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            Dear Reader

          

        

      

    

    
      It was a great treat for me to return to the world of Dragonfire and write a new dragon shifter romance. Although the Dragon’s Tail War is over and the Slayers have been eliminated, the Pyr have found a new challenge to their survival in Maeve, the Dark Queen of the Fae. They’ve also realized that they aren’t the only species on the earth with secret abilities and that there’s magick on the loose. Their new foe is prepared to use their own nature against them: Maeve creates a fake firestorm to lure one of the Pyr into her realm, with the Valkyrie Bree as her accomplice. Bree makes a deal with Maeve to save her captive sister, Kara, because she has no love of dragons. Kristofer not only follows the lure of the firestorm: he challenges Bree’s assumptions, awakens her desire, and makes her yearn for things she knows can never be. He also refuses to believe that the firestorm has led him astray, convinced that they are destined mates, regardless of Maeve’s sorcery. Can Bree resist a romantic dragon shifter seeking her complete seduction? I think you can guess the answer, and I hope you enjoy their story.

      I wasn’t sure how the Pyr who featured in the Dragonfire series would become involved in DragonFate, but in the end, it happened organically. Erik is still the leader of the Pyr, so of course, he makes a cameo appearance. Drake originally led the Dragon’s Tooth Warriors, then the Dragon Legion: since Kiss of Destiny, he’s also been a paternal figure to the descendants of the Dragon Legion—as well as Theo’s forebear. It only makes sense that these younger Pyr would turn to him in a time of crisis, so Drake will have an ongoing role in DragonFate. Additionally, Kristofer has an affinity with the earth, like Rafferty, and has been mentored by Rafferty. He knows a bit about the story of Rafferty’s firestorm, which was unusual, you remember, because Melissa couldn’t conceive. (Rafferty and Melissa’s firestorm is recounted in Darkfire Kiss.) The magick that Bree distrusts, which is harnessed by Maeve, reminds Kristofer of the legendary darkfire, as does Bree’s insistence that their firestorm isn’t real. It’s only natural that Kristofer turns to Rafferty for sanctuary, and that Melissa—who has done television documentaries on the Pyr—is called when a dragon appears over Edinburgh. Rafferty and Melissa have cameo appearances in Dragon’s Kiss, and even Pwyll, Rafferty’s grandfather and the last Cantor of the Pyr, makes an appearance. It was good to see Rafferty again, and to have another Pyr be inspired by Rafferty’s romantic view of the firestorm.

      I also enjoyed researching Viking mythology again—and ensuring that the interpretation in Dragon’s Kiss aligned with earlier Norse tales told in the Dragonfire novels. Erik, leader of the Pyr, was the first to talk about his personal history in sailing with the Vikings as one of the Drakkir in Kiss of Fate. Thorolf battled Jormungand, the World Serpent, as part of the big finish of his firestorm in Serpent’s Kiss. And Zoë, the daughter of Erik and Eileen conceived in Kiss of Fate, dreams of the Wyrd sisters in the Dragon Diaries paranormal young adult trilogy, which is a spin-off of Dragonfire, beginning in Flying Blind. If you’re interested in Norse mythology and how my dragon shifter heroes nestle into those stories, you might want to read these other books.

      Remember that you can download free family trees for the Pyr from the Family Trees page on my website.

      I’ve also started to compile a world guide for DragonFate. Right now, there’s a character list and I’ll be adding to this with each book. It’s at the bottom of the DragonFate tab—here’s the character list.

      Visit the Pinterest board for Dragon’s Kiss to see some of my inspiration.

      Next in the DragonFate series will be Dragon’s Heart, which is Rhys and Lila’s story. Subscribers to my newsletter have had a sneak peek of Rhys following Kristofer into Fae: Rhys then feels the spark of his own firestorm and follows it to find a selkie in distress. By the end of Dragon’s Kiss, when Rhys is safely back in the world he knows, he’s prepared to risk anything to find his destined mate again. There is an excerpt from Dragon’s Heart at the end of this book.

      To keep up to date with my books, please sign up for my monthly paranormal romance newsletter, Dragons & Angels. You’ll hear about sales on ebooks, be notified of new releases, and have the chance to download free bonus content exclusively for subscribers. There is, for example, an out-take scene from the prologue of Dragon’s Kiss called Bree’s Bargain. There’s more information on the page for Dragon’s Kiss on my website, or you can go straight to BookFunnel.

      I hope you enjoy Bree and Kristofer’s story!

      Until next time, I hope you have lots of good books to read.

      All my best,

      Deborah
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        Manhattan—Sunday, October 27, 2019

      

      

      Bree was fuming. Being late and missing a flight had to be the worst way to begin a vacation.

      Trust Kara to screw up all their plans.

      Bree had scheduled everything with her usual precision and attention to detail, but her sister hadn’t shown up on time this morning. She’d thought it was a long shot booking an early morning departure, but Kara had promised to be on time. It wasn’t as if this would be the greatest trip either: although Bree had taken her vacation time at work, this so-called holiday would be more of a duty visit. An obligation. A responsibility that she both resented and didn’t want to see ended.

      Kara didn’t want to go either, but protesting by being uncooperative didn’t change anything.

      It just annoyed Bree.

      Kara wasn’t at her apartment or answering her phone. Bree would have been more worried if she hadn’t known her sister so well: Kara had just found something else to do, something more fun than visiting an old man on the other side of the world, and didn’t want to admit it to Bree until the confession was unavoidable. She looked at the time, realized their flight had finished boarding without them, and knew that moment was now.

      Why had Bree bought non-refundable fares? Her trust in Kara’s promises had been completely misplaced. Maybe the issue wasn’t that Kara was unreliable, but that Bree—despite centuries of disappointments—was still dumb enough to trust her sister.

      And she was supposed to be the smart one.

      That wasn’t a realization to improve her mood.

      Worst of all, she had no other choice than to go to that place. Bones was the only place Bree hadn’t looked. Kara and Bree had argued repeatedly about Kara’s chosen profession and the bar where she’d decided to work. Apparently, they were going to have that argument again, in that very place.

      Why did Kara have to make everything so difficult? Bree seethed as she walked down the street on the west side, disliking everything about it as much as her destination. Bones. What a name. She hoped at least it was a carnivore’s paradise, but from what little Kara had told her, the bulk of the revenue was from alcohol. Who went to party at a place called Bones? Unfortunately, Bree could guess.

      Only the Others would think a reference to mortality was a good joke. The question was why mortals would join in the laughter. Bree would never understand people, no matter how many centuries she spent in their company. They really were an alien species.

      It was only six in the morning and there were still shadows in the alleys. The street was so quiet that Bree’s footsteps echoed loudly as she marched down the street, but she didn’t care who she awakened. In fact, she took a certain satisfaction in the resolute click of her heels. She liked these tall black leather boots. They looked kick-ass, which meant they suited her perfectly.

      What was in her sister’s mind, to be associating with the Others? To Bree’s thinking, she and Kara should just keep their heads down and get on with the business of blending quietly into human society. These days, it wasn’t often that they were summoned to collect a soul, after all.

      But Kara never could accept the easy answer.

      In fact, she found trouble like she’d invented it. Some things never changed.

      Bree had just drained the last of her coffee from the take-out cup when there was a flash of light overhead. She instinctively stepped back against the wall and looked up. She caught sight of a dragon in flight, one that looked to have jeweled scales, but it was just a quick glimpse between the buildings. The sighting cast her back into old times, and a landscape much more wild than this one. Dragons. The prospect made her heart skip and her fists clench.

      It was disgusting that there were more of them. Bree stepped into the road for a better look, but only saw a plume of flames crackle through the air. There was a flash of silver, like lightning, then silence.

      It was so quiet that the hair prickled on the back of her neck. She heard a rushing sound then, as if something hurried past her, but when she spun to look, she was alone. The fallen leaves on the road swirled into the air in a spiral, as if caught by that gust of wind, before settling onto the pavement again.

      The street was then as still as if she’d imagined it all.

      A dragon. Just what Manhattan needed. She was not looking forward to the burn victims at the morgue. Death and destruction was inevitable when dragons were around—as well as fires.

      Bree shivered, then continued her march to the restaurant. She’d never been there before, but the huge metal sign over the door left no doubt in her mind that she’d arrived. No windows. Just a pair of steel doors. She tried to open the right one.

      Of course, it was locked. She considered the merit of ripping it off its hinges, but then there’d be explanations required—at least to the woman walking her whippet down the other side of the street. Who knew how many people were watching from windows? Bree sighed. It was a bar. Probably no one associated with the place had any experience of mornings. Kara was proud of herself if she got out of bed before noon and the Others Bree had known were all creatures of the night.

      She knocked on the door and when there was no response, she kicked it. Hard. Vampires. Dragons. Others. A missed flight. Bree was angry enough to forget herself. The door clanged on impact and the toe of her boot made a dent in the steel.

      There wasn’t a sound from the other side.

      She knocked again, harder, then shouted into the lock. “Hey! Wake up!” She took a deep breath and bellowed with all her might, knowing the volume of her voice would be enough to make the light fixtures swing inside. “Now!”

      After that, Bree heard the jingle of keys from inside the restaurant. She tried to take another sip of coffee, but the cup was absolutely empty. She tossed it into a trash bin at the curb before the door opened.

      A short and stocky man was framed in the opening, squinting against the brightness of the light. One look and she knew he was a dwarf. Short, powerful, narrowed eyes. Nice ink, and lots of attitude. She gave him points for consistency: dwarves were all the same. “What’s the problem?” he demanded, his expression almost as hostile as his tone.

      “I’m looking for Kara. I’m her sister Brianna and she’s late.”

      He looked her up and down. “Sisters,” he hissed, then his eyes narrowed even more. He wasn’t sure of her nature, which would have been more interesting if he hadn’t been a dwarf. Their perceptiveness was always limited to their work and raw materials. They could find a teeny diamond in a massive quarry, but missed the most obvious things. “Blood sisters? Or just good friends?”

      “Blood.”

      His eyes narrowed. “So you have the same...gift?”

      “Yes. Exactly the same.” Bree held his gaze, wanting him to understand but not wanting to explain in detail. “But I’m fiercer than she is,” she added because it was true.

      Instead of inviting her in, he leaned in the doorway. “You’ve never come out to meet with the Others. Why not?”

      Bree bristled. This wasn’t about her choices. It was about finding Kara. “I prefer my own company, thanks.”

      “That might be all you’re left with soon enough.”

      “That doesn’t mean I’m going to look for trouble.”

      “You’re going to find it anyway. Or it’s going to find all of us.”

      “I’ll take my chances.” She hesitated, then asked. “Did you see the dragon just now? And the flash of silver lightning?”

      He considered her for a moment. “No, but I felt something,” he admitted, barely stifling a shiver.

      “Why is there a dragon?”

      “Because there’s trouble,” he said, obviously hoping she’d ask.

      Bree didn’t. The less she knew, the better.

      “Murray,” he said then, thrusting out his hand. Bree reluctantly shook it. His fingers were short and his grip was strong. “Kara’s not here. She’s on vacation.”

      “No, she’s not. She’s supposed to be on vacation with me, but I can’t find her.” Bree watched Murray straighten. “She didn’t show up at my place as agreed to go to the airport. She’s not at her apartment, but her packed suitcase is still there, right in the middle of the room.” The revelation that there was trouble in the city made Bree wonder if she’d been too confident of Kara’s safety. “She’s not answering her phone. I came here because I don’t know where else she could be.”

      Murray nodded and turned back toward the darkness of the bar. “She was here last night. We had a meeting.”

      “About?”

      He slanted a glance over his shoulder. “You can guess.”

      Bree chose not to. Others. That hinted at complications she didn’t need. “Where’d she go afterward?”

      “It was late. I wonder if she went to the circus with the others.”

      That sounded, unfortunately, like something Kara would do. “What circus? Where is it? What time was this?”

      Murray frowned and shook his head. “Hang on. I need a coffee before I get interrogated.” He walked away, disappearing into the darkness.

      He’d made an argument Bree could understand, though. She could do with another cup of joe herself. She followed him, bristling with impatience—not that it was going to make any difference. Murray appeared to be one of those methodical types who couldn’t be rushed.

      Dwarves.

      She couldn’t help taking a good look at Bones as she followed him. It appeared to be a warehouse converted to a restaurant and bar, with a heavy focus on the bar. There was a big dance floor and the place smelled of spilled beer and perspiration. There was a faint odor of cigarette smoke. It would have been essentially the same as hundreds of similar establishments frequented by mortals, if not for one thing.

      There was another scent, one that made the hair prickle on the back of Bree’s neck.

      Magick.

      “What kind of place is this?” she asked, her tone sharp with suspicion.

      Murray yawned and opened a bag of ground coffee behind the bar. He put it in the filter and started the coffeemaker. Bree was surprised that the coffee actually smelled good, given how much of a java snob she tended to be. The magick was throwing her game.

      Where was it coming from? Not from Murray. Bree inhaled but she couldn’t pinpoint the source. Everywhere and nowhere.

      “It’s a bar. It’s a restaurant. It’s a haven.” He spoke wearily then nodded, watching the steam rise with obvious anticipation. “And it’s a cover story.”

      “How much magick do you practice in here? Because if I’d had any idea Bones was that kind of place, I would have insisted that Kara quit months ago...”

      “Magick?” Murray echoed, looking startled. “There’s no magick here.” His expression became insulted. “I run a clean establishment,” he began, drumming one heavy fingertip on the bar.

      “Magick,” Bree insisted, interrupting what was obviously going to be a lecture, and one that wouldn’t change what she knew. “Where is it coming from and why is it here?”

      Murray surveyed the restaurant and she was glad he’d stopped arguing with her. “Wait a minute. They were talking about a book last night...”

      “That’s not what I smell,” Bree said, leaning over the bar to enunciate her words clearly. Murray looked slightly alarmed and it was possible that her true nature was showing in her agitation. “I smell pure unadulterated magick. I smell it seeking. I smell it emanating. It’s pervasive and it’s hunting. What’s it doing here and what does it want?”

      Murray swore softly and looked around. “Not here,” he whispered.

      “Definitely here.” The tattoo on Bree’s forearm began to burn. That was troubling. The tattoo didn’t follow her between forms because it was a charm, but clearly the magick was aware of it anyway. She felt an almost uncontrollable urge to use the charm, but she knew the magick was trying to bend her to its will.

      It wanted a clear target so it could suck the power from her. Bree hated magick even more with that realization—and she’d never been a fan.

      Who was commanding the magick at Bones? It couldn’t be Murray. He looked spooked.

      As he should.

      Bree took a deep breath as he watched her, focusing on the magick. When she concentrated, she could see its distinctive red sparks faintly. They were brighter on the far side of the dance floor.

      “There,” she said, pointing to the back wall. The dance floor was between the bar and that wall, with a table at one end for a DJ. There were lights in the floor and hanging overhead, but the lights were extinguished now and the dance floor was shadowed. The far wall was brick that had been painted a glossy black. Sparks flickered across it in telltale red.

      Bree thought she could even see the silver light of Fae illuminating the mortar in the wall from behind.

      Had the dragon she’d just seen in the street come from Fae? Had he gone there?

      Why would anyone with any sense mess with the Fae? They were a deceptive and self-motivated bunch—and devoid of conscience too—in Bree’s view, but she couldn’t expect anything better from anyone without a soul. She’d suggested previously that all the portals to their realm be sealed forever but had been called an extremist.

      She watched the light brighten, both silver and red, and wondered.

      “That can’t be,” Murray began to protest.

      Bree ignored him and approached the wall with caution, scanning it as she drew closer. The surface of the bricks was uneven, as if they were old, and the paint formed a layer over them. The bricks themselves were probably porous. The entire wall should be faced with steel if it had been a portal at any time. The thick paint had made a coating at least, like a varnish, but it wouldn’t be nearly enough of a barrier if the magick was trying to break through.

      Magick was always trying to break through.

      Magick might have been commanded to break through and find its fellows.

      The closer she got, the more evident it became to Bree that the coating of paint was bulging slightly, stretched toward her by the power of the magick. Would it burst? She ran her hands over the wall, looking for an opening. The magick must be seeking a weak spot. If there was one, the magick would widen it into a hole and then a portal, unless it was sealed in time.

      The wall, unfortunately was enormous. It ran the width of the building and was at least thirty feet tall. Bree sought the gap, feeling that she was working against time.

      “That’s an original wall,” Murray continued, following behind her. “Nineteenth century, original to these warehouses. It’s one place we didn’t have to have the masonry repaired...” He fell silent when silver light flashed under Bree’s palm, illuminating her hand in silhouette. It was quick, so quick it might not have been there at all.

      She heard him swear, so at least he knew enough to recognize the truth when he saw it. Bree moved her hand over the same area again, holding her breath and hoping she’d been wrong, but the light flashed again.

      There was a breach.

      It wasn’t her imagination that the magick targeted the spot. The wall seemed to ripple as the force of magick converged on the spot beneath her hand.

      Murray had paled. “It can’t be. Not here. This is a sanctuary.” She could hear in his voice that he feared otherwise, though.

      “Doesn’t look like it’s a good one,” Bree said then leaned close to the hole, listening. Her tattoo was scorching, drawing her arm to the bit of light, and she wanted to release the charm with every fiber of her being.

      Even though she knew better.

      The magick behind the wall became more insistent and the paint bubbled beneath her hand. Bree halfway thought the skin on her arm would burst into flames. A sudden stabbing beam of red light fired through the hole like a laser and seared her forearm.

      It hurt, which said something about the force of the blow.

      There was a roar from behind the wall, and the brick beneath her hand was shoved toward her. It pushed against the layer of paint, like it was encased in a balloon. Bree braced both hands over it, and watched in horror as the tiny speck of light beneath her hand grew into a tear. The bricks on either side began to tremble, as if the one she held was an epicenter.

      “Help me!” someone cried on the other side of the wall.

      Kara!

      Bree’s sister sounded as if she was in pain. The anguish in her voice tore at Bree’s heart—she had never heard a Valkyrie in agony before and she never wanted to hear it again. She couldn’t imagine what was being done to Kara to hurt her so badly. Their strength and endurance were both legendary with good reason.

      “How can she be there?” Murray whispered, obviously recognizing Kara’s voice. “How did they get her?”

      Bree didn’t care. There was only one thing to do. She ripped the brick free of the wall, then tossed it to Murray. A beam of silver light shone into the bar as if there was a spotlight on the other side. It was so bright that it outshone the red sparks of magick. Murray ducked, covering his eyes with his hands and doubling over to protect himself.

      “Put the brick back when I’m through,” she instructed. “Get it mortared in,” she added. “Preferably by a wizard.”

      “But how will you get out?”

      “Fae is ridden with portals. I’ll find another one. The important thing is that this one be sealed. I’d face this wall with steel as soon as possible if I were you.” She held his gaze until he nodded.

      Then she considered the hole, the size of a single brick. There was no way she’d fit through that space.

      No, there was one way.

      Bree loosed the charm with a whisper of ancient words. Something writhed on the back of her arm and what looked like a tendril of smoke rose from her tattoo. The dark smoke swirled around her, surrounding her, and she shivered as she felt her shape change—but not to her Valkyrie form. Murray shouted and she would have reassured him, but heard herself buzz instead. Her vision was suddenly faceted and the world became enormously large.

      She’d become a bumble bee, just like the other time.

      The tendril of smoke slipped through the hole in the brick wall, glittering as it led the way. Red sparks, black smoke and silver lightning swirled together. Bree took flight and followed the smoke. She’d only just landed on the lip of the brick hole and moved into the gap when Murray slammed the brick back in place behind her. The brick abruptly shoved her through to the other side, and she fell to the ground, a large bee surrounded by a brilliant silver gleam.

      Kara screamed again and Bree tried to fly, but something confined her. The dark tendril had changed and become sticky, like a spider web. She realized that her wings were snared. The more she tried to move, the more tightly she was entangled. She tried to shift back to her human form, and then to her Valkyrie form, but without success.

      A heartbeat later she knew why. Bree was lifted before the familiar face of the Dark Queen herself, who smiled as she surveyed her captive. The ends of the black tendrils were held tightly by the Dark Queen as she watched Bree struggle.

      “How is it that Valkyries always know the perfect gift?” Maeve murmured, then dropped Bree into a glass jar. She stoppered the top, then gave the jar a shake. Bree fought the web with new strength since the glass protected her from the power of the magick.

      But she knew that it didn’t matter whether she freed herself from the web, or even if she managed to change back to her own form. She was the captive of Maeve, the Queen of the Fae, and release would have a price.

      Bree could only hope the price wasn’t Kara’s life—or her own.
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      Meanwhile, in Edinburgh, a couple hurried to join the last tour of the castle. Eithne was concerned about this plan, but the prince had been adamant. They’d caught the first flight possible from New York and he’d slept through most of it while she watched over him.

      The journey had reminded her of another, centuries before.

      When awake, his eyes glittered like faceted gems. Even in his human form, there was so much of the dragon in his movements and manner that Eithne marveled—and not for the first time—that people didn’t guess his truth. They were respectful yet wary of him, as if they sensed that he could be dangerous. Maybe they sensed his royal status—or his expectation of deference.

      He was as gracious and courtly as ever and Eithne realized how much she’d missed their long slow conversations, never mind playing riddle games with him, while he’d slept in his stone tomb.

      He had no interest in conversation since she’d stirred him. He was consumed with the completion of his quest. As soon as the flight had landed, he’d been invigorated, and she wondered if he would sleep again before the quest was done. She knew he began the hunt  for the treasure in the most obvious place, even though she feared he was wrong.

      How could it be in that hoard, the one she’d sealed and hidden?

      How could she have missed it there?

      Eithne knew better than to question the prince’s instincts, and simply facilitated things for him. When he wanted to go to the lair, she knew the tour was their best chance. That it was the last tour of the day was a bonus.

      They slid to the back of the tour group gradually and without discussing the plan aloud. She paused to comment on a detail, and he lingered beside her like an attentive spouse. He said little, but he watched, and she was certain he missed nothing. They’d been in the middle of the little group, then were at the end, as naturally as if they hadn’t engineered it. Then they were trailing behind, apparently so absorbed in the wonders of the castle that no one could fault them for not keeping up. The guide called to hurry them on: Eithne excused herself, they caught up with the end of the party, then gradually fell back again.

      The timing was perfect. The tour group was led around a corner in the dungeons, the guide’s voice echoing against the stone, and Eithne pulled out the old brass key. She hadn’t visited this lair in centuries: the prince had been asleep even then. The castle had been built atop the cavern, and for a long time, Eithne had kept watch, ensuring that humans never found the secret hidden deep below the mount.

      The prince inhaled deeply and a blue light glimmered around the perimeter of his body. His eyes shone with intent as he slid his hands over the hewn rock. There didn’t appear to be an opening and Eithne hoped she could find it again.

      “Here,” the prince murmured, his fingertip on the keyhole.

      Eithne slid the key into the lock. She turned the key and it clicked, just as it always had. The prince moved through the opening so quickly that he might have been a young dragon again. His large hand locked around her wrist and he tugged her after him.

      He seemed to have quickened, his eyes flashing with their old fire. She closed the door behind them, sealing them into the darkness of the stone sanctuary. She shivered as he hurried downward, apparently not needing a light. Eithne put the key away safely, then braced her hands on the walls on either side of the staircase carved out of the rock, feeling her way down as she followed him. The steps were uneven and the darkness was complete, plus the staircase twisted as it descended. She couldn’t hear his footfalls or his breathing any longer but knew she couldn’t catch up to him.

      She wouldn’t hurry because she knew how far she could fall.

      Unlike the prince, Eithne wasn’t able to become a dragon to save herself. Most of the magick she’d possessed had been surrendered centuries before to the twin princes entrusted to her care: she felt the inadequacy of what remained at her command all the time, but particularly now.

      Her heart was thundering in her ears as they descended. This had been a lair of the other brother, Blazion. It smelled of dust and abandonment, but Blazion had been dead for centuries. Eithne still had a sufficiently strong bond to the princes she had guarded with her own life that she felt like a trespasser.

      Blazion’s brother had no such qualms, it was clear.

      She supposed the contents of the lair were Embron’s legacy.

      It felt like a thousand years before the left wall disappeared and Eithne could sense the yawning space on that side. The base of the cavern was close, for the space itself had been only large enough to accommodate Blazion alone. He had liked to count his hoard with rock pressing against his hide, his treasure tucked beneath his belly. There had once been a passageway and a portal large enough for him to fly through, but the mountain had collapsed upon it, sealing the company of would-be thieves inside. Eithne strained her ears for some sound and thought she heard Embron exhale in frustration.

      Then there was a blue shimmer of light that she recognized all too well. A heartbeat later, a massive black dragon was coiled in the cavern, his eyes glowing gold as he exhaled a plume of dragonfire along the floor. By the light of the flames, Eithne saw the warriors laid to rest on slabs of stone. Seven warriors, although originally there had been eight: eight thieves. It had been fifteen hundred years, give or take. They were motionless, as if sleeping, and their very existence revealed the presence of magick. Eithne say its red glow flicking at intervals around them.

      The eighth had escaped, she remembered. She marveled again that he had laid out his companions with such care, but then, she had always thought he’d searched them for the treasure as he’d done so.

      There was no point in being the one who got away if that meant leaving the prize behind.

      “It is still here,” the prince said, his voice such a low rumble that the very walls vibrated.

      Eithne had been convinced that the treasure of this hoard had gone with the traitor, but Embron’s keen senses could not be denied. She hurried toward the warriors, knowing that the prince was deliberately illuminating the cavern for her. The first warrior’s hands were folded across his chest: she looked and they were empty. There was nothing worthy of consideration in his purse. The second and third were the same. She moved to the fourth just as Embron bent closer, his dragon nostrils flaring as he leaned over that warrior.

      “This one,” he murmured with authority.

      Eithne checked that warrior’s hands, his purse, even inside his boots, without success. Embron murmured a few words and the warrior shimmered before Eithne’s eyes, evidence that a glamour had been dispelled.

      Then she saw a telltale red spark from beneath his folded hands. It came from the pommel of his dagger, a crystal that had been caged in steel and fastened to the hilt. The orb looked clear and small, a rounded rock crystal, but as the prince reached out a talon, the red sparks flashed within it, like caged lightning.

      Magick.

      It seemed to her that the sleeping warriors stirred slightly and Eithne surveyed the weapon. Just a moment before, it had looked old and fashioned without skill. The glint of magick revealed that it was different from those carried by the other warriors, the blade so sharp and bright that it might have come from another realm.

      It had.

      Whoever had commanded the magick had cast a glamour over it, disguising its truth from casual view. That was why she’d overlooked it all those years before.

      Now that she could see it clearly, Eithne recognized it as one of a pair, a pair of blades forged for twin princes. She had charged both orbs with magick on a long journey of exile, surrendering her own gift to aid the princes she’d vowed to defend.

      “Where is your dagger, my lord?” she asked softly and he shook his great head, smoke rising from his nostrils as he surveyed the barren cavern with obvious displeasure.

      “This is mine,” he murmured and the ground shook with the might of his voice. “It was stolen and is now returned. Blazion’s remains lost.” There was another blue shimmer and he shifted back to his human form, then seized the blade from the sleeping warrior. He took the leather hilt and headed for the stairs, climbing with purpose back to the light. Eithne followed him, but glanced back toward the warriors lost in darkness when the walls closed around the staircase.

      Would they awaken now? Or would the removal of the magick mean they would die? She could not say, not now that the magick was no longer hers to command. At the summit of the stairs, the prince awaited her, his manner imperious. She felt the heat of his body even in the darkness.

      “I’m not going to lock the door behind us.”

      “There is no need, Witch. The hoard is gone.” Embron still had that regal disregard for those who were not of the royal dragon blood.

      “And the other blade?”

      “I will find it, at any cost.”

      There was such resolve in his tone that Eithne shivered. Then he smiled, radiating reassurance and charm, and she was sure that her dread of his intentions was unjustified.

      If only she’d known his plan.
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      Erik Sorensson, leader of the Pyr, was restless in his lair. It was late in Chicago, and both his mate and his child were sleeping. His forehead throbbed where his father’s runestone had been used to repair his lost scale.

      He was drawn to the broken pieces of the Dragon’s Egg, kept in his hoard. The black obsidian sphere had been broken during the Dragon’s Tail Wars but he always hoped it could be repaired somehow at some future time. He picked up one half and turned it in his hands, a burning pain touching his forehead as light illuminated the surface of the stone.

      For a moment, he saw the Dragon’s Egg in its old glory. For a heartbeat, he was certain he saw a coastline drawn on the dark stone in golden light. It looked like the east coast of the United States.

      But there was no eclipse, and the Dragon’s Egg wasn’t beneath the light of the moon. It was in the small closed room that contained his hoard. He frowned and looked again, thinking his imagination had gone wild, then replaced the dark stone in its usual resting place.

      Erik thought he saw a red spark from the periphery of his vision but when he glanced over his shoulder, everything around it was dark. When he looked back, red letters scrolled across the surface of the Dragon’s Egg, appearing and fading as quickly as he read them.

      
        
        Magick ebbs and magick flows

        Three kinds there are, the wise know:

        Earth charms are oldest, slow and deep,

        Governing spells, runes, enchanted sleep;

        Dragon magick binds to one will,

        It constrains, transforms, can even kill;

        And wild chaos is darkfire’s mark.

        Chaos follows its blue-green spark.

      

      

      Erik shook his head, not understanding. Earth charms? Dragon magick? He knew nothing of either. The darkfire had been spent and the last remaining crystal—of the three in which the Cantor had trapped the darkfire—was broken.

      The verse had no conclusion, no prediction and as far as he could see, no point. He wrote it down anyway, wondering all the while.
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      In the master bedroom of a Dublin townhouse, a crystal orb cast a glow into the shadows of the bedroom, like a nightlight, but one fueled by ancient magick. The orb was the twin of the one in the pommel of that sword. Its radiance had dimmed significantly in recent years, but as the couple left the cavern beneath Edinburgh castle, it flashed, filling the bedroom with a sudden bright red light.

      It flashed and dimmed, returning to its former glow as if nothing had happened at all. It had issued a warning—or maybe a welcome—but no one was there to heed it.
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      In his home in Vermont, Kristofer Anderson was packing. He was catching the train in the morning to New York and would meet the other Pyr there: he had to leave early to drive to the station in time. There was no way he was going to take his truck into the city. He wondered again why Theo was insistent that they meet earlier than originally planned.

      On impulse, he went into his hoard, checking the dragonsmoke barrier once again, and retrieved the small sack. The weight of the twenty-four stones inside was familiar and welcome. They looked almost like Scrabble tiles, but each was a small stone with a different symbol carved into it. The stones had been chosen to be very close in size. They’d been polished before being etched with the rune and had worn even smoother with use. His father had carved them and polished them, and Kristofer thought of his father every time he touched them. He reached into the bag and chose one blindly, closing his hand around it and letting it guide his thoughts.

      “Uruz,” Kristofer murmured to himself, naming the rune before he opened his hand and stared down at it. He was right. He had always named the runes right. His father had called it his gift. “A challenge that might cost everything.” He considered the stone for a long moment before replacing it in the bag and tying the drawstring.

      Something was beginning.

      Good or bad?

      Kristofer wasn’t sure. He left his hoard and tucked the bag into his backpack, expecting that he might need the counsel of his father’s runes in New York.
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        Manhattan—Monday, October 28

      

      

      Kristofer wasn’t a city dragon and he never would be. As he walked with his fellow Pyr down grubby urban streets, the sound of traffic on all sides, he thought of the forest around his home in Vermont. How did anyone survive with so much noise?

      Eight of the Pyr had planned their annual reunion for the following weekend, but Theo had called them early. Only Kristofer, Rhys, Alasdair, Kade and Hadrian had been able to change their plans to arrive right away. It was late afternoon by the time Theo had shared his implausible story and the invitation from a wolf shifter for the Pyr to join a battle against the Fae.

      Kristofer liked Theo but this story about Fae warriors and archers, about a woman with a book and a vampire protecting her, about wolf shifters and a night circus, was too bizarre to be believed. It wasn’t even plausible that Theo had flown cover for the vampire and woman, so they could move from one refuge—in the submarine Growler—to a second—in an antique shop in Soho. Kristofer hadn’t been the only one shaking his head. When Rhys had suggested they visit the so-called haven of the Others early, there’d been unanimous agreement.

      Kristofer probably wasn’t the only one who saw this expedition as a chance to put the encounter behind them, reassure Theo and get back to the rented house in time for Rhys to cook an awesome dinner. He’d already noticed that the rooftop patio would be a great place to hang out and take refuge from the city’s bustle. Heading there and having a beer with his friends sounded ideal in this moment.

      But there was work to be done first.

      Bones was in the former meatpacking district of Manhattan and located in a converted warehouse. Kristofer disliked the place before he even crossed the threshold. Hell’s Kitchen was all concrete, steel and glass with a layer of grime and grit. Even though the area was being gentrified, the new buildings weren’t an improvement in his view. The place needed trees. A park. More green!

      “Others,” Rhys said grimly. Rhys had dark hair and dark eyes and was a little shorter than Kade. He was powerful and a great fighter, the kind of dragon who got things done. Rhys liked plans and schedules, which ensured not only that his restaurant ran like clockwork but that every time he served a dish, it was exactly like every other time. No wonder he was so successful. He also skeptical of most things, including Theo’s story. “How can there be other shifters in the world and we don’t know about them already? I think it’s a lot of crap.”

      “I saw them!” Theo insisted.

      There was a conspicuous silence.

      “I just don’t like that we didn’t know about them before,” Rhys said.

      “Grumpy, grumpy,” Alasdair teased. He could always be counted on to find the humor in any situation.

      “Guilty as charged,” Rhys acknowledged with a grin. He shook his head but didn’t manage to look rueful. “I’m never going to like surprises and I refuse to regret it.”

      “They don’t fit on your spreadsheet,” Alasdair teased and Rhys laughed.

      “Tell me how to add that column and I’ll give it a try.”

      Kristofer grinned, doubting it was possible.

      “Well, Theo can keep the vampires,” Hadrian muttered. He was Alasdair’s cousin and tended to be more grim than Rhys when faced with a surprise. “If there’s any truth in the stories about them, they’re only out for themselves.”

      “Maybe they see all non-vampires as walking snacks,” Alasdair said, but no one laughed this time. The cousins both had auburn hair, but Alasdair was a little taller. They’d always looked more like brothers to Kristofer. Alasdair’s eyes were green while Hadrian’s were brown, plus Alasdair had a faint Scottish accent while Hadrian’s accent was British.

      “They’re real,” Theo insisted, his tone stubborn.

      “Maybe these Others hid from us,” Kristofer suggested. He was the tallest of the group, thanks to his Drakkir heritage, and tended to be the one to smooth things over. Rhys liked to say that Kristofer could find the heart hidden in a stone, which was exactly true.

      “Since they’ve hidden from humans, that makes sense,” Alasdair agreed.

      “Self-preservation usually does,” Kade said. He was the youngest of the group and Kristofer didn’t know him very well. He could never get a good read on what Kade was thinking, which was weird. They both had an affinity to earth and that commonality usually led to an easy understanding—like the one he had with his mentor, Rafferty.

      “And we’re back to vampires,” Hadrian noted, raising his hands in surrender.

      “We’re here,” Theo said tersely. “Now, you’ll see for yourselves.”

      They halted as one before the steel door at the address. There was a black sign above the door with the name of the place composed in white metal bones. There were no windows. Kristofer knew that none of them liked the look or the smell of it.

      “It looks like a good place to set a trap,” Rhys noted, glancing up and down the empty street.

      “If it is,” Theo noted. “Kristofer’s suggestion is brilliant.”

      “Being four days early gives us the element of surprise,” Kristofer agreed. “If they’re serious about alliance, our choice might be seen as a good thing.”

      “And if it’s a trap, we just might foil it,” Rhys agreed. “Okay, sometimes surprise has its merit. Let’s do this thing.”

      They fist-bumped and Kristofer opened the door.

      “I’ll go first,” Theo volunteered, which was only right as he was the reason they were even there. He stepped inside and Kristofer followed him, scanning the interior. Hadrian and Kade were right behind him, with Alasdair hanging back as usual. His easy manner often made others overlook his keen powers of observation. Rhys was the last to enter the bar, having taken a moment to scan the empty street first.

      “Don’t eat anything,” Rhys muttered. “That kitchen is an abomination.”

      When the door closed, it suddenly seemed very dark. The interior of the bar was all high ceilings and deep shadows, but the place smelled like stale beer, human perspiration and smoke. Even the air was thick because there was a palpable tension—despite the lack of patrons.

      Or maybe because of it.

      Kristofer’s eyes adjusted quickly and he saw the faint blue light surrounding his fellows. The Pyr shimmered blue before shifting shape, so he knew he wasn’t the only one who was ready for anything. The bar was long and black, as shiny as if it were made of obsidian. Two bartenders loitered behind it—they had nothing to do, given that the place was practically empty.

      At the far end of the bar, a short burly guy with numerous tattoos stood with his arms folded across his chest. He wasn’t a bouncer because he wasn’t at the door. Kristofer figured he was the owner, and he was watching the money.

      Or maybe hoping for some to turn up.

      He glared at the Pyr, so Kristofer had to assume that he’d guessed who they were.

      One silver-haired guy sat at the bar, drinking a beer, apparently the only customer in the place. Two waitresses were gossiping by the doors to the kitchen and Kristofer could hear movement back there, as well as smell barbeque. His stomach grumbled despite Rhys’s warning. The waitresses, the bartenders, the owner and the guy with the beer turned to stare at the Pyr in silence.

      It wasn’t the warmest welcome and not what Kristofer would have expected from anyone who had proposed an alliance.

      Theo crossed the floor to the guy with the beer and offered his hand. “Hey Caleb,” he said. “Good to see you again.” So, he was the wolf shifter who had spoken to Theo.

      “It’s not Halloween,” Caleb said warily.

      “We came to check things out.”

      Caleb got to his feet, moving with an economy of movement that made Kristofer think he was a fighter or a cop. “Not everyone is excited that I’ve invited you to consider joining us,” he said in a low growl. “I have to think we’ll be stronger together, though.”

      When the wolf shifter moved forward to shake hands with the other Pyr, Kristofer noticed his limp. “Old battle souvenir,” he said when he reached for Kristofer’s hand. At closer proximity, Kristofer saw that Caleb’s eyes were different colors, one blue and one grey. He inhaled but could only detect the scent of wolf when he concentrated. Could the wolf shifters disguise their scent? Kristofer knew his own senses were sharp and that power might explain how they’d remained hidden.

      Caleb glanced down then, noticing the scars on the backs of Kristofer’s hands. “Looks like you have one, too.”

      “Occupational hazard,” Kristofer said, which wasn’t strictly true. “But it’s just on the surface.” He would have pulled his hand back, but Caleb tightened his grip and took a closer look.

      “Looks like you got burned,” he said.

      “I did.”

      Caleb’s survey moved to Kristofer’s face. “I wouldn’t think your kind would be susceptible to that.”

      Kristofer wasn’t inclined to confide in this guy. “You might think a lot of things about my kind.” He smiled. “I might think a few about yours. I thought the point here was to move beyond assumptions.”

      Caleb nodded then shook hands with the remaining Pyr. The short guy with the tattoos introduced himself as Murray, the owner. Kristofer could smell the element of earth on him and wondered what his nature was. He suddenly felt like he should have been paying more attention to those around him all his life, instead of just assuming they were humans. He felt like he’d been missing a lot.

      The bartender was a tiny woman with dark hair and green eyes, and a red string tied around her wrist, as if she didn’t want to forget something. Theo seemed to be intrigued by her and she was ignoring him so studiously that Kristofer figured the attraction was mutual.

      He exchanged a glance with Rhys, who rolled his eyes but said nothing.

      “I don’t see any Others,” Hadrian said, folding his arms across his chest.

      Murray snorted. “Besides us?”

      “They’ll be here Thursday,” Caleb interjected smoothly. “Which is why you were invited to come then.”

      “We need to know what’s going on first,” Alasdair countered.

      “Why does this smell like a trap?” Rhys demanded and Caleb stood up again.

      Kristofer could feel hackles rising and hostility brewing. “If it is better for us all to join together against the Fae, distrust isn’t going to help,” he said.

      “I already helped out as a sign of goodwill,” Theo said.

      “Don’t pretend you can stay out of it,” the tiny bartender said with a shake of her head. Her voice was low and sultry. “The Dark Queen will try to eliminate us all either way. I think it’s smarter to be fighting against that, no matter what alliances have to be made.”

      “We don’t even know who else is involved,” Hadrian protested.

      “Or what’s in it for us,” Alasdair added.

      “Try to eliminate us?” Kristofer echoed, but no one paid any attention because everyone else was talking. Those few words were alarming.

      “She?” Kade asked. “Who?”

      Murray raised his hands. “Don’t say her name!”

      Rhys stepped up beside Kade to confront Murray. “This is a waste of time. You can’t battle a foe without knowing her name or her goal.”

      The tiny bartender joined Murray, hands on her hips. “You can’t just blunder into something without understanding what’s at stake, or how to keep things from getting worse.”

      “Blunder?” Theo demanded, moving to stand beside Rhys. “We were invited here, although I’d never guess from this reception. We don’t need to be part of this. You wanted us here.”

      The dark-haired bartender spun away and began to pull draft beers. “You have to understand. There are those who aren’t dragon fans,” she said tightly. “That whole television series about the Pyr with Melissa Smith makes Others who have chosen to remain hidden distrust your kind. Why would you reveal yourself to humans?”

      “Apparently, there wasn’t a choice,” Theo said in a reasonable tone. Kristofer thought he was going to have to do some serious talking to get that bartender to lighten up. “Several of us were revealed...”

      “Sloppy,” Caleb said and sipped his beer.

      “Betrayed,” Theo corrected tightly. “It was the darkfire...”

      The little bartender looked up so abruptly that the glass filled and the beer spilled. She didn’t even notice as the beer ran over her hand and onto the floor. “Darkfire?” she repeated softly. “What happened to that?”

      “It’s loosed for good,” Theo said and shrugged. “Extinguished.”

      She caught her breath, then looked back down at the beer. To Kristofer’s surprise, there was no spilled beer anymore, as if someone had cleaned it up—but there was no one else behind the bar.

      Murray was studying her, a question in his expression. “Darkfire?”

      To Kristofer’s surprise, she answered, her words falling quickly. “An ancient force that breeds chaos and unpredictability in the world of the Pyr. Darkfire was trapped in three quartz crystals in the past by the Cantor, Pwyll, who was Rafferty’s grandfather. Darkfire burns with a blue-green light and crackles within the crystals as if there is lightning trapped within them. It provokes...change and uncertainty.”

      The Pyr exchanged glances of surprise and Hadrian took a step back.

      “How do you know that?” Theo demanded of the bartender.

      “I’ve been around a while. I know a lot more about dragons than you might expect.” There was a fierce glitter in her eyes then, and she gave Theo a hot glance. “More even than Melissa Smith is inclined to share.” She pointed at Murray. “And once upon a time, it was believed that dragons had the most powerful magick of all.”

      “Another reason to be wary,” Murray agreed.

      Kristofer saw that they were already dividing into sides.

      “We have questions,” Rhys said. “We need answers.”

      “Is the librarian safe?” Theo asked. “The one that I helped get from the Growler to Soho?”

      Caleb nodded. “If anyone can be safe in a vampire’s custody.”

      “Who is she?” Kade asked again.

      “And who are the Others?” Kristofer asked. “How many other kinds are there?”

      “How did we miss them all this time?” Rhys added.

      “Are we really supposed to ally with vampires?” Alasdair asked with distaste.

      “Trust me, we share your reservations about any such alliance,” said a man with a silky voice. The Pyr looked up and spun as one to find a dark-haired man standing in the shadows. He wasn’t near the door and Kristofer was sure he hadn’t been there before. He moved toward the bar, reaching it in the blink of an eye, even though he had to have been standing thirty feet away. Kristofer didn’t see him walk or otherwise move from one point to the other: he was just at the door, then at the bar.

      Kristofer frowned. From a distance, the man had no scent, which was strange. Was he a vampire?

      That made at least two kinds of Others. He looked at Murray and the bartender. Maybe four.

      “I am Micah, leader of the Coven of Mercy,” the new arrival said.

      “Vampires don’t have mercy,” Hadrian said, his tone dismissive.

      “I wasn’t aware that you were so knowledgeable of my kind,” Micah said. “Especially since you didn’t believe we were real until moments ago.”

      “Point to Micah,” Alasdair muttered.

      The new arrival inclined his head, then nodded at each Pyr in turn. Apparently, vampires didn’t shake hands.

      Before he could ask again about the elimination comment, Kristofer felt a jolt of heat. It came from behind him, and sent desire flooding through him. He spun to look across the dance floor to the far wall, even as his heart leaped.

      It couldn’t be.

      “Not again,” Murray said, staring at the light outlining a brick on the far wall.

      “I told you to get the steel installed,” the bartender said, speaking through her teeth.

      “They’re coming tomorrow,” Murray protested.

      “That’ll be too late,” Caleb said, rising to his feet.

      Kristofer didn’t care what they were talking about. He raised his hand and saw the golden flame of the firestorm glowing around his hand. It brightened when he reached toward the wall and sparks flew from his fingertips. He heard each of his fellow Pyr catch his breath, but had eyes only for the flame.

      His firestorm!

      This was the challenge he would face, the one foretold by the rune, and Kristofer was more than ready for it. He’d been waiting for the moment he’d meet his destined mate all his life. There was a glimmer and a glow, then Kristofer spotted her against the wall, near that illuminated brick. Maybe because of the brilliance of the firestorm, she looked insubstantial and misty, but she couldn’t be an illusion.

      She was tall and slim, with long auburn hair falling over her shoulders. She was staring right at him, the golden glow of the firestorm burning on her outstretched hand and lighting her features. She was dressed in black, wearing high-heeled tall black boots, a black leather jacket and a short skirt that rippled slightly around her knees.

      Feminine and kick-ass. The combination
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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/dragons-kiss-high-res.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR






