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          CHARACTERS INTRODUCED IN PAPER DRAGON & BLOOD DRAGON

        

      

    

    
      
        
        In order of mention…

      

        

      
        Lillika “Lilli” Vitryenko, aka The Augury: Dragon shifter. Jake’s biological mother. Former wife of Vitri Archaki.

      

        

      
        Elodie Chanterelle (deceased): Blood witch. Sister to Vitri’s deceased wife, Asterope. Casimir’s (former) lover.

      

        

      
        The Guardians: Giant insect-like Magicals tasked with guarding the underlands. Never seen above ground.

      

        

      
        Asterope Vitryenko (deceased): Witch. Mother of Casimir. Wife of Vitri Archaki.

      

        

      
        Tansy and Rue: Golden Salamanders who tend to Lillika Vitryenko.

      

        

      
        Casimir “Cas” Vitriyenko: Dragon shifter. First born son of Vitri Archaki and Asterope Chanterelle Vitryenko. Half-brother to Jake and Willa.

      

        

      
        Jonathan Jackson “Jake” Winslow, aka Yakov, aka Yasha: Dragon shifter.

      

      

      
        	His adoptive parents call him Jonathan or Jake.

        	His friends call him Jake.

        	In the orphanage, he was known as Yakov.

        	Lillika and others from Ukraine call him Yasha.

      

      

      Trefor Beauchêne (missing): Gargoyle. One of four gargoyle brothers known as the Watchers tasked with guarding the roof of the Winslow mansion.

      

      Striža: Veela. Jake’s lover (he hopes…).

      

      Catriona “Cat” Dayamondu: Earth witch. Jake’s best friend since college.

      

      Vitri Archaki: Dragon shifter. Jake’s biological father. Self-proclaimed dragon king. Lives in multiple lairs in the Ukrainian underlands.

      

      Dita (deceased): Lynx shifter.

      

      Caelum: Dragon shifter. Protector of the Skyland Realm. Mentor to Jake. Love interest to Sebele.

      

      Willa Vitryenko: Dragon shifter. Twelve years old. Jake’s half-sister.

      

      Elijah Winslow: Dragon shifter. Married to Audrey Winslow. Jake’s adoptive father.

      

      Oscar: Catriona’s feline familiar. Occasionally goes on missions with Cat and Jake.

      

      Cecile: Kitchen witch. Cooks for the Winslows.

      

      Audrey Winslow: Dragon shifter. Married to Elijah Winslow. Jake’s adoptive mother. Sister of Vitri. Known as the Châtelaine.

      

      The Weaver (they/them): One of the four Magicals with apartments and studios on the second floor of the Winslows’ Park Avenue mansion (along with the Oracle, the Augury, the Alchemist).

      

      Lacey Roccaforte: Rat shifter. Member of the Roccaforte Mischief. Lives and works in New Jersey.

      

      Iván Arkadi: Demon from the Reformed Realm (see the Sister Witches series).

      

      Aravind, Kunal, and Tanvir “Tan”: Gharial shifters. Work for the Winslows.

      

      Helia (they/them): Polymorph in charge of Winslow Fine Art Gallery.

      

      Priya: Young gharial girl shifter found by Jake and Cat, and adopted by Kunal and his wife.

      

      The Owl Shifters: Polina, Aurora, Inessa, and Iolanta.

      

      Pavel Dimitriu: Bear shifter. Head of the bear clans in the Transcarpathian Mountains.

      

      Sebele “Sebi” Dayamondu: Blood witch. Cat’s older sister. Love interest of Caelum.

      

      Luciano “Luc”: Jaguar shifter from Argentina. Former professional soccer player. Cat’s boyfriend.

      

      Luna Vitryenko: Daughter of Casimir Vitryenko and Elodie Chanterelle.
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            PROLOGUE

          

          LILLIKA VITRYENKO

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        The witch is dead, the witch is dead, the wicked, wicked witch is dead…

      

        

      

      

      News of Elodie Chanterelle’s death traveled through the underlands on membranous wings and the clattering of clawed feet. Though whispers swirled around my lair like bottle flies to a day-old corpse, I didn’t know what to feel as I digested the fact the witch would no longer haunt my days and nights.

      Relief? I reached for the stack of mulberry paper at my elbow and folded the soft square diagonally in half. Elodie’s death would mean something only if her wrongs were righted. The underlands’ whisper network let me know it was my son who summoned the Guardians and helped find many of the blood witch’s servants. Yet I worried about the fates of those that were freed and those the Guardians took into custody. And I prayed the creatures Elodie sacrificed would be found and…and reassembled and given proper burial rites to ease their souls’ passage to the Great Beyond and the Great Beneath.

      
        
        
        Before she died, she took his heart and ripped it apart, ripped it apart…

      

        

      

      The paper I’d smoothed and smoothed until bits of the fiber made tiny rolls the size of rice grains tore in half. I reached for a fresh square and folded a five-pointed star.

      There was one creature the Guardians would never find, the one imprisoned within rock walls infused with Elodie’s spells. The captive’s voice, whispering circles around me, told me so. Told me Asterope would die unless I found a way to help free her.

      I folded and smoothed, folded and smoothed, my palms growing heated and sweaty.

      Relief, yes, I could admit I was relieved Elodie was dead without feeling a shred of guilt and so I loosened the slender ribbons on my self-control and searched the sky for my birds. Autumn’s unfiltered light entered my room through a vertical air shaft and bathed my face. Beyond where I could see, Winter hovered, holding open the shadowed folds of its velvet cloak.

      “Go fallow,” Winter whispered, their icy words stroking my cheeks. “Burrow deep in your lair and sleep, Lillika, sleep through the coming bleak skies and cold nights and dream to your heart’s content.”

      Sleep. I’d had enough sleep and in a fit of clarity I’d ordered my attendants to stop brewing the sleeping draughts that kept me within the dark’s sheltering embrace.

      
        
        
        I will watch, I will watch, I will always, always watch.

      

        

      

      What could I do, what could I do? I was the Augury. I watched the skies. I read the messages carried in on bird-wings, written into their dances, chirps, and trills, and if I slept now, if I closed my eyes, I might miss something, the thing, that would tell me what to do, what to do.

      A crow’s call pierced the air. I would have to return to New York and retrieve the pieces of Asterope’s soulstone. One was in my studio. Another was in the Winslow mansion by accident. Dušha, Representative of the Protector of the Great Within, had come to me after my son’s twenty-ninth birthday, white as winter’s snow, and made her confession.

      She was told to gift the piece of opal to the dragon king’s son. She had assumed it was my son who was the intended recipient, not Asterope’s son, Casimir. Dušha had given Yakov the piece and told him it belonged to one of his ancestors.

      Her mistake was an outright blessing and I felt the presence of Goddess and Spirit working with me for a change. All I needed was the third piece.

      I chewed on my lips and knotted my fingers in my lap. With Yakov’s help, I could do it. I knew Vitri possessed the final piece and I knew he kept it in that monstrosity of a desk in his sitting room. Only, the thought of encountering my former husband face-to-face absolutely paralyzed me—even if he was under house arrest.

      Here, in my lair in the underlands, my heart said the one who slept within the rock was mine to remember, mine to protect. I had to be here in case she stirred, in case the key to stripping away the magic binding her was found. Because I was the only one, the only one, who knew her heart still beat.

      Asterope.

      Standing, paper stars tumbled to the stone floor and tears rolled down my cheeks. I pressed my hand to the cool wall and bowed my head. My necklace hung between my breasts. Charms dangled from soldered rings, pretty decoys hiding what really mattered. I fingered the tarnished metal, sought the words engraved on each flattened link, words that when spoken in the right order would summon Casimir.

      Goddess and Spirit help me. What should I do, what should I do?

      Do I make the arduous trip to New York now? Fly to Kiev, disguise who I am, what I am, and portal to my destination? Do I summon the gentle owls and ask for their help?

      Or do I reach out to my son using our shared ajna channel?

      I curled my fingers into fists and pressed them to my belly. Bent over, bony knuckles knocked my ribs. It hurt, I hurt, I always hurt, it was always my fault, no matter how many times the scenario of my escape from Vitri and Casimir ran through my head.

      Losing my son was always my fault.

      Another mother suffered, more than anyone knew, and I had the means to reach out to her son and ask for his help.

      Could I?

      Would I?

      I loosened my fists and considered the stars littering the floor. Tapping the vein of gold-flecked quartz, I summoned the ageless females who attended me. No matter who I called via the chain and the chant, I had to face them as the queen I was bred to be.

      
        
        
        The witch is dead, the witch is dead, so he ripped out her heart and left her head…

      

        

      

      “Have you decided on a course, my lady?” Tansy appeared first, her figure resplendent in its covering of dark yellow scales.

      “I have, sweet one, I have,” I answered. “Bind me within my armor so I may rise to the surface and set the wheel in motion.”

      “As our Lady wishes.”

      I had long ago given up trying to modernize the ways of my gilded salamander attendants. Tansy led me to the bathing chamber and joined me in the healing mineral waters. Once I settled, her wife, Rue, washed my hair and kneaded the tension from my shoulder muscles.

      “We would wish for you to eat more,” she murmured. “We need our Lady strong and fit.” She placed a plate of bread and cheese on the edge of the sunken bathing area and sliced an apple into eight even pieces.

      “Thank you, Rue.” I layered apple and cheese on the bread and closed my eyes to savor the taste of simple foods and assess my mental state. I spent so many hours in the fog of afflicted memory and foretelling I…I couldn’t always find my way out. Thanks to Tansy and Rue and their extraordinarily sensitive hearing, they always knew when and how to find me and lead me from the tangled recesses of my fractured mind.

      A lengthy massage usually followed these mineral baths. Today…now…the urgency needling me from the inside out said there was no time. Instead, I asked Rue for a towel and made my way to the steps within the bath. Minutes later, in the middle of my private room, with my heavy braid hanging against the length of my spine, feet wide and arms lifted, my helpers draped my limbs and torso in garments of chainmaille. Where I folded paper, Tansy and Rue created works of art out of delicate metal rings forged deep in the belly of the underlands.

      Nothing like it existed in the Above. Nearly weightless, nothing could pierce the maille except words. The final piece covered my face, head, and neck and draped over my shoulders. It was sheer enough I could see out and spelled so observers could not see in, not fully.

      “Let me pass while I have the courage.” I tested my voice as the two finished arranging the links over my chest.

      “Your courage is always with you, my Lady.” Rue squeezed one hand. Tansy squeezed the other. Together, we walked to the door keeping me, keeping us, safe. I said, as I always said when leaving the company of my dearest companions, “If I do not return, you know what to do.”

      “We do,” they replied in unison.

      “Cut me.”

      I offered up my palm as I faced the hidden exit. A pinch, a quick flash of sensation. I coated my lips with my blood and kissed the stone, spinning in place along with the narrow door as it rotated. Licking the salty residue, I inhaled the evening air and turned to face the sky.

      Freedom was simultaneously glorious and terrifying.

      Gloriously terrifying. I undid the latch on my necklace, set the charms in a niche once they’d slid off the chain, and found the link with the sigil that would begin the summoning.

      “What brings you out tonight?”

      I startled at the soft voice coming from high over my left shoulder and exhaled when I realized a bird shifter, likely one of the local Ural owls, nested in the overhang that kept this spot well hidden from below and above.

      “Good evening.” I lifted the chain, now less visible in the darkening sky, before returning to the link I needed. “I am bringing the dragon, Casimir Vitryenko, to me.”

      “Did you know he tried to kill your son?”

      “Again?” I asked, pinching the chain hard. Casimir had ignored Yakov until the moment my son began to crawl. Once I placed the inquisitive nine-month-old on the carpet of the drawing room of his father’s lair, I watched with rising horror as my stepson’s expression morphed from slightly bored adult brother, to seeing Yakov as direct competition for their father’s affection—not that there was much to go around—and fortune, of which there was more than enough to be shared many times over.

      That moment between an adult and a baby marked the beginning of the end of my marriage and set horrible events into motion.

      The woman behind me laughed softly. “Some things never change. Are you certain you are ready to face him?”

      “I am.”

      “Do you require my assistance? Or that of my sisters?”

      “If you wouldn’t mind monitoring the area once he gets here and for a while after he departs.”

      “Consider it done, my Lady.”
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      I stood in the dark, eyeball deep in what-the-fuck and ankle deep in snow, long after my half-brother snapped out his glistening dragon wings and leapt from the corner of the roof.

      Casimir had been the last visitor I expected to see when I stepped out of my aerie in the middle of the night. Rather than wait for an invitation to come inside and begin the conversations we should have had, starting with his lover’s death and the horrific scene we’d discovered in her lair, he blurted out two rapid-fire requests.

      He wanted my help finding the daughter he’d unknowingly fathered, and he wanted my mother’s help restoring his mother’s life.

      I jabbed my fingers through my hair and paced a tight circle on the landing strip. I’d met Casimir’s daughter on this last trip to Ukraine and she wasn’t exactly missing. For very good reasons, starting with the fact her mother was a monster, Luna chose not to be out and about in the world. She currently lived somewhere in the Transcarpathian Mountains under the protection of a local shaman and a division of war witches.

      Thing was, Casimir had no idea the young woman existed until I told him about Elodie and her hidden pregnancies. How she wanted Casimir’s offspring for one purpose only: to provide her with magical, life-prolonging dragon blood from the Vitryenko gene pool. Casimir’s blood couldn’t help her, so why the witch thought the blood of his offspring could was beyond my understanding of dragon genetics.

      Luna had managed to escape the living hell of Elodie’s “research” and as far as I was concerned, whether Casimir ever met his daughter was entirely up to her. I wasn’t even sure I had the right to reach out with his proposition, except technically she was my niece and the instinctive pull to assemble the broken branches of my family was difficult for me to ignore.

      I wasn’t going to make any decisions regarding Luna tonight. Scuffing a widening circle through the snow, I considered Casimir’s second request. It was Lillika’s help he wanted, not Audrey’s, and I didn’t know how the hell to find the elusive Augury, let alone convince her to come out of hiding and assist one of the dragons who’d made her life in the underlands unbearable.

      Cold wind sliced through the gapes in my clothes. If there was one thing I’d learned in the weeks since my birthday, it was that relationships between dragons were…complicated. I hugged my arms in tight to my chest and noticed how I chafed at the thought of disappointing Casimir. He was my brother, after all. Half-brother. Yet in the next moment, I questioned why I should feel disappointed I wasn’t leaping to aid the person who’d tried recently to kill me.

      Central Park’s inky outline swallowed the last of his silhouette. Glancing up, I searched for guidance from the stars and found only buildings and clouds. They hunkered upward and outward, shoulder to shoulder above Manhattan, preventing me from scanning the sky like I’d done as a kid. Back then, before I’d experienced the death of a friend firsthand, I’d imagined each star’s brilliant sparkle was someone’s soul.

      One of those hidden points of light now belonged to Dita. I’d met the lynx shifter on my first trip to the underlands. And one star might belong to Trey, the gargoyle whose brothers continued to perch on the corners of the roof.

      I swiped melting snowflakes off my face. Jumbled images of Dita’s broken body and blood-matted fur tumbled into my head, interspersed with flashes of Trey exploding into fist-sized bits of stone. I should have gotten to Dita sooner and I—

      Fuck, should I have ignored Trey when he said, “Trust me”? Dita’s death, and the complete lack of gargoyle residue in the underground amphitheatre, had me second-guessing every decision I’d made this last trip to Ukraine.

      Maybe the snow and the cold could freeze my grief until I had time to move through its inevitable stages. I already knew no amount of water would wash away the guilt I felt over the lynx shifter losing her life and the gargoyle’s inexplicable disappearance.

      As if to underscore it all, my upper back started to burn with equal parts shame and pain, right where Elodie had carved deep X’s into the skin and muscle. I’d tried to negotiate with the blood witch, distract her, play her sick game, but I hadn’t fought her off.

      Now I’d have to explain to Striža why I’d let Elodie attempt to release my wings.

      I grabbed handfuls of my sweater and shirt. Pulled them off, tossed them aside, and gasped as freezing air hit the unhealed cuts. Snow would numb the pain faster. I dropped to my ass, and onto my back, and flung my arms and legs out wide. Closing my eyes tight, I reached for one of the unseen stars and wished I had someone I could talk to, a way to unburden myself, even a way to share the weight of this grief.

      I patted my pants in search of my phone. I could always call Cat.

      ~You could always talk to me.

      Fucking Vitri. Not the empath I longed for. You’re the last person I want to talk to right now.

      ~Yakov. You’re breaking my heart. If you don’t want to talk, the least you could do is cease this maudlin display. You’re a Vitryenko. We don’t wiffle-waffle, we act.

      Thank you for the fatherly advice.

      ~You’re welcome. Now, where’s my cane? The dragon king’s disdain travelled through my ajna, our shared communication channel. Apparently, my ragged voice and sarcastic tone had not.

      Your cane is safe.

      ~Excellent. I look forward to having it back in my possession. Say, by my birthday.

      Before I could respond, he left. Like other times when Vitri and I communicated silently, I hadn’t felt him arrive. One moment, my head was my own space. The next moment his voice was just…there. This time, I heard a distinctive click after he said “birthday,” followed by the sense he’d left me floating within a sphere. The space was peaceful, and empty in the way the night sky was empty with nothing but miles and miles of space between me and the nearest star. I hung out in that emptiness, momentarily freed of worries and self-judgement, turning and turning until the outline of a door formed in a mist-shrouded wall.

      I made a fist and knocked.

      Ahh, you’ve come to your senses and you’re returning what belongs to me.

      I jerked my hand away and laughed aloud. Whether Vitri closed the door behind him with extra oomph, or I was primed to notice more of my surroundings within that head space, I’d learned something important: I could hear someone exiting the ajna channel. And if I could hear them leave, I was willing to bet I could learn to hear them enter.

      I settled in to wait. Lulled by the momentary peace and quiet inside my head, cradled by compressed snow, I drifted toward asleep. Though I was alert enough to notice a subtle weight landing on the protective ward overhead. Eyes closed, I continued to float. If the visitor wanted in, they would eventually scrape their talons or rattle their scales or brush their feathers across the magic-laced shield.

      An owl screeched. I knew that voice. My frozen eyelids opened slowly to the sight of two glowing yellow orbs hovering on the other side of the ward. The raptor tilted its head sideways.

      Striža. All the shit inside my head that I’d managed to shove away roared back to the front of the line. Relieved to see her, embarrassed she’d arrived to see me this way, I choked on a sudden sob and struggled to roll over, fighting with half-frozen limbs against slushy snow. Striža was here, she was safe. I made it to my hands and knees, then to my feet, jogging stiffly to the pole in one corner of the roof and disengaging the wards long enough for her to land.

      She shifted piecemeal. Her human legs and torso formed first, followed by her head. She spread her mottled wings and in the space of a breath, bones and feathers flew apart in a thousand suspended pieces. I couldn’t distinguish them from the thickening snowflakes and for one heart-stopping moment, I thought she’d exploded just like Trefor. The shock sent me crashing to my knees.

      A gust of wind picked up those weightless remnants of her magic and spiraled them off the roof, exposing a fully intact Striža shaking out her arms. My heart resumed a frantic rhythm and I remembered to reset the protective ward. The moment I finished inputting the sequence of icons, rippling waves of magic snapped into place, providing us with a private aurora borealis in wavering shades of greens and pinks.

      Smiling shyly, garbed in skin, not feathers, Striža scooped up handfuls of snow and rubbed them all over her arms, legs, belly, and breasts. My soaked pants clung to my legs as I waited for her to finish, measuring time by her movements and the rivulets of snow streaming down my back.

      I squeezed the metal pole for reassurance. Striža was here and suddenly I was freezing. She brushed off her hands and extended her arms. Anxiety uncoiled from underneath my breastbone with a painful twang as I let go of one anchor and reached for another. We met in the middle of the runway and I caught her as she leapt. Shivering, I pulled her against my chest and locked both arms under her butt.

      “I missed you,” I murmured, burrowing my nose into the side of her head.

      “I missed you, drakon.” She ran her hands down the sides of my head and shoulders. Her touch faltered when she reached the scarred areas between my shoulder blades. She leaned away  slightly and started to open her mouth.

      “I’ll tell you everything once we’re inside,” I said, hauling the door open and striding into my aerie. “I promise

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/moon_ornamental.jpg
* X

Lk

,,*»

x*





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





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/jake_dragon.jpg





OEBPS/images/moon_ornamental-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





OEBPS/images/lillika_moon.jpg
\

Wit =2
\\\\\\ K23






OEBPS/images/social-goodreads-screen.png





OEBPS/images/moondragon_ebook.jpg
BOOK THREE






OEBPS/images/social-bookbub-screen.png





