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      Helen thought she had escaped her stepmother.

      She’d left home, started her own jewelry store and even dared to a blind date with a fascinating guy.

      Then in the middle of the date, her stepmother turned Helen into a troll…

      A literal troll.

      Cursed and unable to speak about it, Helen has no choice but to work as a maid at the resort of a handsome billionaire…

      Who just happens to be the same man as her blind date!

      

      A Paranormal Romance Inspired by Cinderella
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        Tuesday, September 2

        Denver, Colorado

      

      

      Vincent James d’Argent leaned back in his leather chair, the weight of the room pressing down on him like the iron-heavy storm clouds gathered in the sky. Frank Sinatra’s Witchcraft played softly in the background, classic jazz on the most modern speakers. The office crowned the tallest tower of Westgold’s downtown headquarters. Polished obsidian walls inset with jade and gold shimmered faintly with arcane wards, a subtle reminder of the family’s heritage. A lineage of Glamir Elves and Tiger Shifters didn’t brook any excuse for bad quarterly reports.

      With a flick of his fingers, Vincent activated the speaker crystal embedded in his desk. The familiar hum filled the air before a voice crackled through.

      “Mr. d’Argent,” his assistant said, crisp and unflappable, “you have Chairman Redstone from the Miner’s Council holding, and a priority line from Legal about the Leybridge site.”

      Vincent pinched the bridge of his nose and exhaled slowly. “Put Redstone through first.”

      There was a click, and Redstone’s gravelly baritone replaced the hum.

      “Vincent. Your Westgold crews are making noise again. Hawthorne Industries filed a grievance over the leyline mine at Leybridge. Claims they registered it first.”

      Vincent’s mouth twisted into something between a smile and a sneer. “Hawthorne filed paperwork on a ‘Class C’ node. That leyline has shifted—what they missed is that it’s now a ‘Class A.’ node. That changes the registration requirements.”

      “That’s not how they see it,” Redstone grunted.

      “That’s because Hawthorne counts on no one noticing when the rules change,” Vincent said, his voice like velvet over steel. “Send Council inspectors. Independent ones. I’ll have our geomancers on-site to walk them through it.”

      Redstone gave a low chuckle. “You’re playing this close, Vincent. Hawthorne’s not gonna take it lying down.”

      “Neither am I,” Vincent replied, cutting the line with a tap.

      He leaned back, eyes narrowing against the gathering storm beyond the glass. Westgold needed that Leybridge node—the leyline of Elemental Stone magic pulsed strong there, rich enough to power a Gate to Autumndelle. Each of the Spheres had its own form of magic and its own manner to create portals between the worlds. These days, even the Wyzir and Vanir Elves indolently relied on the Mirror tech of the Azir, but even though the war with the Azir was over, Vincent wasn’t about to rely on their former enemies for something as crucial as a Gate. Hawthorne had gotten lazy, and Vincent wasn’t about to let an empire built on negligence get in his way. Not when he had a legacy to defend.

      “Get me Legal,” he said, without raising his voice. The crystal thrummed again. As the next call connected, Vincent reached for a black notebook on the edge of the desk. Fine leather, stitched with silver thread. He opened it to a page marked Contingencies. With the leyline in play, Westgold’s future wasn’t just about profits anymore, it was about dominance.

      And Vincent d’Argent never played for second place.

      The crystal pulsed again, this time flashing with the soft violet hue that signaled a personal line. Vincent muted the jazz and leaned forward. Only one person used that color code.

      “Mother,” he said smoothly, accepting the call. He wondered if this was about the Autumn Gala—the company-wide black-tie event that was held every year in October, when Elemental Stone magic was strongest. That was several weeks away, but his mother would have been planning it since last November.

      “Vincent, darling,” came Esmerelda’s voice, warm but threaded with iron. “I need you to handle something personally.”

      He raised an eyebrow. Esmerelda d’Argent didn’t ask unless it was serious.

      “There’s a young couple—Gilda and Rory Hartwell. Good tenants. New baby. Their property’s has been cursed.”

      Vincent’s brows furrowed. “Cursed? By who?”

      “A spiteful sorceress—a Glamir,” Esmerelda clarified, her disdain palpable. She herself was Glamir, an Autumn Elf, born in Autumndelle before the Revolution and the War, but she had rejected the Ancien Regime before it was fashionable. “Gilda’s her sister, and the idiot woman is furious Gilda married a shifter. She’s hexed the land—lawn dying overnight, tree hit by lighting falling on the roof, the baby’s crib cracked in half. It’s a petty, personal grudge.”

      Vincent tapped the desk lightly, considering. Glamir nobility was always touchy about bloodlines, but cursing a tenant of Westgold property? That was another matter entirely. And a personal insult, given Esmerelda’s own story—noble-born, scandalous, runaway bride to a White Tiger shifter. His father. His blood.

      “Send me the address,” Vincent said, already queuing the next call.

      Moments later, the connection crackled as it rang out. A man’s cautious voice answered.

      “Hello?”

      “Rory Hartwell?” Vincent said, his tone softening from the razor’s edge it usually bore. “This is Vincent d’Argent. My mother told me what’s happening. I want you to know—you’re not alone in this. Westgold stands behind you.”

      There was a pause, then a shaky breath. “Thank you, sir. We didn’t know who else to turn to. We—Gilda’s so scared for the baby⁠—”

      “You did the right thing,” Vincent said firmly. “I’ll handle the sorceress. In the meantime, stay inside. I’m sending someone to secure your home and break the curse if needed.”

      “Light bless you,” Rory said, voice thick with emotion.

      Vincent ended the call, his expression hardening as he shifted gears. He pressed two fingers against the speaker crystal again, this time connecting to an Autumn Elf estate number Esmerelda had sent over. The line buzzed, then connected.

      “This is the house of Lady Mirathiel,” an aloof voice said.

      “Get me Mirathiel,” Vincent snapped. “Now.”

      A brief silence, then a languid voice dripping with disdain answered.

      “This is Lady Mirathiel. And who⁠—”

      “Vincent d’Argent. Westgold Real Estate. You’re going to lift your curse from the Hartwell property immediately. If you do not, I will bring a claim before the Council of Guardians by nightfall. You will be liable for every dead crop, every cracked stone, every breath of suffering you caused—including punitive damages.”

      Mirathiel hissed. “You dare threaten me?”

      “No,” Vincent said, voice like ice. “I’m promising you. Sunset. That’s your deadline.”

      Without waiting for a response, he cut the line.

      The third call was already lined up. He keyed it in by memory.

      A gruff voice answered. “Mason Ward here.”

      “Mason, it’s Vincent. I’ve got a Class Three domestic curse in Leybridge. Sending you the coordinates. If the Autumn Elf lifts it herself by sunset, good. If not, you break it, secure the property, and bill her estate for triple your usual rate.”

      Mason chuckled darkly. “Always a pleasure working for you, boss.”

      Vincent ended the call, leaned back, and finally let Witchcraft resume. The soft croon of Sinatra filled the office once more. Somewhere far below the black storm clouds shifted, but up here in his tower, Vincent smiled thinly.

      Family first. Business second.

      Woe to anyone foolish enough to cross both.

      Without a knock, Matthew d’Argent entered the office. Vincent’s father had the other corner office on the penthouse floor. (Esmerelda preferred to work from home or in the field.) Even now, at seventy-two, and in human form, his father exuded an aura of slightly bestial dominance, the kind that demanded reverence in boardrooms and ritual chambers alike. He wore his authority like the tailored suit draped over his muscular frame—perfectly fitted, no room for error, barely hiding the capacity for violence underneath. He had fought for his freedom, then for wealth, and he didn’t suffer fools.

      There was no one Vincent admired more. But that didn’t make their relationship easy.

      Once a despised serf in Autumndelle, enslaved as a Familiar to a Glamir Witch, Matthew d’Argent had first kidnapped and then fallen in love with his mistress. He’d released her, then left Autumndelle. When she’d followed him to Mundania, the human world, the two of them had decided to prove their worth and their love to everyone. Mathew in particular had been driven to build a mining and trade empire that forced even the snottiest Glamir to deal respectfully with him. Esmerelda, Vincent suspected, would have been content with a simple home and family, although she too was a fantastic businesswoman, hardly able to help herself from turning her first few flipped properties into a huge real estate enterprise of its own.

      Without preamble, Matthew d’Argent came right the point.

      “They’re calling us out in Barton’s,” Matthew said, his voice gravelly but sharp. “A piece on underperformance. You know how investors love to feed on that kind of carrion.”

      Vincent didn’t flinch, but his fingers twitched against the dark wood of his desk. “I’ve seen the reports. Barton’s is always eager to overstate.”

      Matthew turned, his silver hair catching the faint glow of the protective runes embedded in the ceiling. His pale blue eyes pinned Vincent where he sat, as unyielding as iron. “Don’t dismiss this, Vincent. Barton’s doesn’t invent its headlines out of thin air—magic or no. What’s the problem?”

      “Hawthorne.” Vincent didn’t need to elaborate.

      That was enough to launch Mathew into a rant. Vincent sighed and patiently watched his father pacing across the room, lecturing—hectoring—his hands clasped behind his back, his voice weaving between reprimands and reminders. Matthew d’Argent’s tone was measured, calculated, like a miner chipping away at rock, searching for the vein of gold he wanted. Vincent knew better than to interrupt. His father never launched into the heart of a conversation. No, Matthew d’Argent always circled his prey first, testing the edges, pressing here and there until his real point revealed itself, sharp and shining like a tiger’s jaws, when he pounced.

      Matthew turned to face him, folding his hands in front of him now.

      “There’s something else we need to discuss,” his father said, his voice deceptively mild.

      Vincent leaned back in his chair, steeling himself. Here it comes.

      Matthew stepped closer, placing his hands on the desk, his piercing blue eyes locking with Vincent’s. “The board is restless, Vincent. Investors are nervous. Our position isn’t as secure as it should be. That’s why it’s time to solidify alliances—real alliances.”

      “Alliances?” Vincent repeated, already dreading where this was going.

      Matthew’s smile was thin, the kind that never reached his eyes. “Yes. Alliances through blood and business. Propose to Lila Hawthorne. That will take care of the Hawthorne problem!”

      For a moment, Vincent just stared, the words not quite computing. “What?”

      “You heard me,” Matthew said, his tone as casual as if he were commenting on the weather. “Lila Hawthorne. Heiress to the Hawthorne fortune. Apple of Ed Hawthorne’s eye.”

      Vincent stood, his chair scraping back against the floor. “You want me to marry her? For a merger?”

      The Tiger shifter and mining heiress had been a fixture in his social circle for years, and their families had long hinted—no, orchestrated—that a union between them would be advantageous. Lila was beautiful, poised, and fiercely ambitious. She was also spoiled, calculating, and self-absorbed.

      Matthew didn’t flinch, his gaze steady. “Together, the d’Argent and Hawthorne families would be unstoppable.”

      “Dad, this is insane,” Vincent said, pacing away from the desk. “You think I’m going to just—what—stand on stage at the Gala and announce an engagement like it’s a product launch?”

      “Yes,” Matthew said simply. “Because that’s what needs to be done. You’re the CEO of Westgold, and that title comes with responsibilities. Sacrifices. You think I didn’t make sacrifices to get us here? To build this?”

      “You risked everything to marry the woman you loved.”

      Mathew scowled. “The solution is simple. Fall in love with Lila. She’s beautiful. Talented. Smart.”

      Vincent stopped pacing, turning to face him. “And if I say no?”

      Matthew’s eyes narrowed, and for the first time, his calm facade cracked, revealing the steel beneath. “Then you’ll make enemies of the Hawthornes, weaken this company, and risk the legacy your parents have built. And let’s be honest, it’s not as if you have any other woman you prefer.”

      Vincent’s jaw clenched. He didn’t have time to date because he devoted all his time to the grind.

      “By the way,” Mathew asked, “How is your shifting coming along?”

      Another low blow that Vincent had no defense against. His father was from an ancient and proud lineage of rare White Tiger Shifters, who had kept themselves secretive and apart from other arcanes for centuries. Mathew had broken tradition by marrying a Glamir Elf. If it became known that his son Vincent had never shifted into his tiger form, the others would blame his mixed blood and demand that Mathew give the company to his second son, Laurent. Never mind that Laurent didn’t want it. Clearly Mathew thought an alternative was to increase the strength of the family’s shifter blood through marriage to Lila.

      But Vincent wasn’t ready to fold. Not yet.

      “I’ll think about it,” he said finally, his voice tight.

      Matthew straightened, smoothing his suit as if the conversation had been nothing more than a minor inconvenience. “Good. Don’t take too long. The Gala is only three weeks away, and Lila is expecting your call.”
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        * * *

      

      After his father turned and left the room, Vincent pulled open his laptop and navigated to the tab he always pretended didn’t exist—the online dating site. Registered under the name “Vince Silver,” the profile was sparse. Just his age, interests, and a vague mention of his job at “Westgold,” with no indication he was the CEO of one of the most powerful elemental mining companies in the world. There was no photo attached. He couldn’t risk it.

      Vincent hesitated. This was a terrible idea, reckless and impulsive, but wasn’t that the point? His father expected him to play the dutiful son, the corporate puppet. He was expected to stand on that stage at the Gala, announce his engagement to Lila Hawthorne, and quietly resign himself to a life scripted by someone else.

      Not yet.

      He scrolled through the profiles with the precision of someone used to analyzing data. Most of them blurred together—ambitious, attractive, but clearly looking for someone with a hefty bank account or a family name they could flaunt. But then, one caught his eye.

      She had long, dark hair that fell in soft waves over her shoulders, deep brown eyes that sparkled with intelligence, and a confident smile. Her name was listed as “Helen Stonewell.” She was a Stone Witch, with some Glamir blood, but mostly human.

      Her profile was straightforward: MBA from a prestigious school; entrepreneur running her own small business; Elemental Stone magic craftswoman specializing in personalized talismans disguised as jewelry. No mention of family wealth. No indication she was angling for a corporate empire. Just an independent, intelligent woman with a deep connection to magic.

      Vincent’s hand hovered over the “Message” button. This was insane. What was he going to do, go on a date with a stranger while his father was plotting his future like a chess game?

      Why not?

      He clicked the button, typing quickly before he could overthink it.

      

      Hi Helen, I saw your profile and was impressed by your background in stone magic. I work in a related field and would love to chat more—maybe over coffee? Let me know if you’re interested.

      

      He hit Send and sat back, his heart racing. It was a small rebellion, a quiet act of defiance, but it was his. For a moment, he allowed himself to imagine meeting someone who saw him as more than just a d’Argent.
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        Thursday, September 4

        Arcana Glen, Colorado

      

      

      The warm golden glow of the overhead lights bathed Helen Stonegood’s store, Mountain Jewels, in a welcoming ambiance. The glass cases gleamed with an array of semi-precious stones and jewelry, each piece painstakingly handcrafted. The air smelled faintly of sandalwood, courtesy of the small incense burner nestled discreetly on a corner shelf.

      Helen brushed a lock of her chestnut-brown hair behind her ear, her hazel eyes focused on the intricate silver wire she was shaping. Her slender fingers moved with practiced precision, weaving a lapis lazuli pendant for a regular client. The client believed it would bring calm and clarity during their upcoming court case. Helen knew it would—she had infused it with a protective charm earlier that morning, binding the stone’s innate properties with her own magic.

      Her back-room workshop was her sanctuary. Here, she could let the mall’s clamor fade into the background, focusing entirely on her work. The room was a creative chaos: trays of stones sorted by type and color, spools of wire, tiny hammers, pliers, and containers of beads. A polished oak table served as her workspace, its surface scuffed with years of use and a few stray scorch marks from particularly experimental enchantments.

      Today was a busy day. Alongside the lapis lazuli pendant, Helen was designing a bracelet of moonstone and silver for a bride-to-be, meant to enhance her intuition and protect her on her wedding day. A small velvet pouch sat at the edge of her workbench, holding the pre-charmed stones.

      The third piece was for an unusual client; one she hadn’t met before—a man who claimed he needed “something for energy and strength.” His vague description had made her wary, but her gut told her he wasn’t entirely mundane. She had chosen garnet for the piece and infused the semi-precious gems with magic to bolster resilience and courage.

      Helen glanced up as the store door chimed. A young couple wandered in, pausing to admire the display of necklaces near the entrance. She wiped her hands on her apron, smoothing the denim over her simple black dress, and stepped out of the workshop to greet them.

      “Welcome to Mountain Jewels,” she said. “Let me know if you have any questions.”

      The woman smiled and leaned closer to her partner, whispering something. Helen caught snippets—beautiful as well as talented—and felt the heat of embarrassment rise to her cheeks. People often commented on her looks, but Helen would much rather be noticed for her craftsmanship.

      The store itself was a blend of old-world charm and modern elegance. Velvet curtains framed the large display windows, and the polished stone flooring echoed the town’s rugged beauty. Located in Arcana Glen Castle Casino’s mall, Mountain Jewels attracted a mix of tourists and locals. The town’s ski culture and bustling nightlife meant steady foot traffic, though Helen had chosen this location more for its centrality than the casino’s glitz. Arcana Glen had strong leylines. While most mundanes went about their daily lives unaware, arcanes knew the truth. Even in the human world, rumored to be the least magical of the Ten Spheres, for those who knew where to look magic pulsed beneath the surface of everything: the mountains surrounding the town, the stones in her store, even the people walking past her windows.

      After ensuring the couple was content browsing, she returned to her workbench. The moonstone bracelet was nearly complete, and she carefully tested its clasp. Perfect. She whispered an incantation under her breath, her fingers brushing over the stones as she sealed the enchantment.

      The soft chime of the doorbell once more drew Helen’s attention from her workbench. She looked up to see a tall man step into the store, his broad shoulders and sharp features giving him an imposing presence. His eyes, pale green and intense, narrowed as he scanned the shop. When his gaze landed on her, he hesitated, squinting slightly as if trying to decide something.

      Helen straightened, brushing her hands on her apron. She knew the look; it wasn’t the first time someone had tried to puzzle out if she was more than just a jeweler. Fortunately, she’d been warned about this one. Riley, a previous client had called him. A werewolf. Born human, he was now something else and struggling to keep control.

      She stepped out from behind the counter, offering him a professional but warm smile. “You must be Riley,” she said, her voice steady but kind. “I was told to expect you.”

      His hesitation melted slightly, replaced by curiosity. “You’re Helen, right?”

      “That’s right. Come in.” She gestured to the case of loose stones near the counter. “Why don’t we talk about what you’re looking for?”

      He stepped closer, his movements cautious, like he was always mindful of his strength. “I need… something to help with grounding,” he said. His voice was low and rough, like gravel underfoot. “I’ve been having trouble controlling the shifts. Especially when I get—” He paused, glancing around as though someone might overhear, then finished, “—worked up.”

      Helen nodded, her hazel eyes thoughtful. “I think I can help. Grounding is one of my specialties.” She held up her hand, showing him the Tiger’s Eye ring she wore on her middle finger. The golden-brown stone caught the light, its surface gleaming like a living flame. “This stone is great for focus and stability. It keeps me balanced.”

      Riley studied the ring, his eyes narrowing again. He seemed to admire it, but his lips pressed into a thin line. “I don’t really wear rings,” he admitted, glancing away as if embarrassed.

      “That’s fine,” Helen said easily. “A pendant might be a better option for you. It can be worn under your shirt, against your skin, which is actually ideal for grounding. The closer to your body, the better.”

      He raised an eyebrow. “You’re sure it won’t look… girly?”

      Helen stifled a smile, understanding his concern. “Not at all,” she assured him. “I can design something simple and masculine. A polished stone, maybe framed in blackened steel or leather. It’ll be practical and understated.”

      Relief softened his expression, and his shoulders relaxed. “Yeah, that sounds good. I didn’t think anyone would get what I needed, but you do.”

      “I try,” she said with a small smile. “Do you have a preference for the stone?”

      “That’s your specialty, so you pick.” Riley said after a moment. “Just nothing flashy. Something solid. Strong. Dark. In color, I mean. Not dark magic.”

      “I don’t do dark magic,” she assured him. “I will select a good stone for you. There are several possibilities that fit your description.”

      “Great.”

      She nodded, already planning the design in her head. “I’ll make it just for you,” she promised. “It’ll take a few days, but I think you’ll like the result.”

      Riley held her gaze for a moment, then nodded. “All right. Do it.”

      Helen felt the familiar hum of satisfaction as she wrote up the order. Another piece, another enchantment, and another client helped.

      Helen watched Riley leave the store, the quiet chime of the door closing behind him blending with the soft hum of the mall outside. She lingered a moment, gazing at the display cases filled with her creations. Each piece represented hours of work, every twist of wire and carefully chosen stone imbued with intent, both artistic and magical.

      Her father’s voice echoed in her mind, clear as if he were standing beside her: “A job well done makes a life well lived.” He’d said it so often it had become a mantra, a guiding principle she still held close. Hard work should lead to happiness. That’s what he had believed.

      But after her mother’s death, when her father had remarried so quickly, Helen had started to doubt that. His second marriage had been rocky, and the warm home she’d grown up in turned cold with resentment and tension. Her stepmother hadn’t shared her father’s optimism or his work ethic. She’d been bitter, spiteful, and eager to control every aspect of their lives.

      Helen had escaped to college as soon as she could, pouring herself into her studies. Earning an MBA had been more than a career choice—it had been a declaration of independence. She could build her own life, one based on her terms, and when her father passed away a few years ago, leaving the family store in her care, she took the reins with quiet determination.

      Now, Mountain Jewels was hers. Every piece she sold, every enchantment she carefully crafted, felt like an affirmation of her father’s motto. There was joy in the work, in the challenge of balancing the mundane and the magical, and in seeing a customer like Riley walk away with hope in his eyes.
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        Thursday, September 4

        Arcana Glen, Colorado

      

      

      Helen returned to her workshop, the soft click of her shoes against the polished floor grounding her as she stepped back into her sanctuary. She sat at the workbench and picked up a notebook, flipping to a fresh page to sketch ideas for Riley’s pendant.

      Her mind turned over the request. Riley had been clear—he wanted something solid and strong, something dark in color. Her first thought was Hematite. Its deep gray-black hue and high iron content gave it undeniable weight and presence. It was magnetic, often used in purification rituals to clear blood and energy, and renowned for its protective qualities.

      Binding, stabilizing, purifying, she mused, tapping her pen against the edge of the notebook. Hematite could ground Riley’s turbulent energy and help him maintain control over his shifting. It fit the bill in so many ways.

      But her pen hesitated above the page. Hematite had another side. It wasn’t just a grounding stone—it was a binding stone. It could suppress, stifle, and bleed away magic as effectively as it could protect.

      Her lips pressed into a thin line as an unpleasant image flickered in her mind: her stepmother Jade’s Hematite ring. Set in a silver skull, the ring had always unsettled Helen. The way Jade’s hand would linger on it during arguments or tense moments, the almost predatory way she’d touch it, made Helen wonder if the stone held more than just sentimental value. As a child, she’d avoided looking at the ring. As an adult, she’d avoided Jade the wearer altogether.

      That ring creeped me out for a reason, Helen thought, pushing the idea of Hematite aside. She wasn’t about to use a stone that carried even a hint of that energy, not for Riley. He needed support, not control.

      Tiger’s Eye came to mind again. Its golden-brown bands reflected warmth and strength, grounding without suffocating. It was protective and stabilizing, sure, but it also encouraged courage and focus—qualities Riley clearly needed. And while its colors were lighter than Hematite’s, she could frame it in a darker metal to give the pendant the masculine appearance Riley preferred.

      Decision made, Helen flipped the page in her notebook and began sketching. The Tiger’s Eye would be cut into a simple oval, polished to show off its natural chatoyancy. She’d frame it in blackened steel, giving it a rugged edge, and hang it from a leather cord for a straightforward, earthy look. It would rest against his skin, anchoring him without overwhelming him.

      Helen had barely set her pen down to finalize Riley’s pendant design when the door chime rang again. She sighed, glancing toward the front of the store. Some days were like this—a constant back-and-forth between the workshop and the counter, her time split between crafting and customer service. It was exhausting, but also the rhythm of her life.

      Maybe one day, I’ll hire someone, she thought as she stood, brushing her hands on her apron. Someone to mind the front while I focus on the work. But she’d been telling herself that for years, and the idea of handing over even a fraction of her responsibilities made her uneasy. This was her store, her father’s legacy. Letting anyone else in felt like a risk she wasn’t ready to take.

      When she reached the front, she didn’t see anyone at first. She scanned the displays, wondering if a potential customer had come and gone in the time it took her to cross the room. Then a high-pitched giggle drew her attention to one of the cases.

      Helen blinked, then smiled. A little girl, no older than five, was peering through the glass at the necklaces and bracelets. Her brunette pigtails bobbed as she tilted her head, her small fingers pressed against the case. She wore a bright yellow sweater with jeans, her tiny sneakers scuffing the polished floor as she shifted from one foot to the other.

      “Hello there,” Helen said softly, crouching down to meet the girl’s gaze. “Are you looking for something special?”

      The girl turned to her, wide-eyed and innocent. “They’re so shiny,” she said, pointing to a necklace with a sapphire pendant.

      Helen’s heart melted. “They are, aren’t they? Do you like blue stones?”

      The girl nodded enthusiastically.

      Helen searched for the associated adults, but saw only the passing throng, no one
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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).
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
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redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:
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redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
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3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
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Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.
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remain under this license does not apply to any document created
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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,
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