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      Undine stood at the fringes of the burning forest and stared. Hungry flames devoured any particle of wood they could find. The fire leaped and spread, rampaging through with suffocating force, a vibrant light in the dark night.

      It was a wonder to behold—at least, for anyone not directly in its path.

      Time was ticking. Undoubtedly, the fire had already made a banquet of the outlying wooden homes on its way to the Wild Rose Sector’s centermost stone buildings, which meant she and Lucas needed to get to the sector as quickly as possible.

      She needed a way through the flames. Sooner rather than later would be preferable.

      Lucas didn’t weigh much, but the strain of holding him dragged on Undine’s arms as she shuffled through the sand toward the shelter of a large boulder. He began to stir—he’d collapsed after the exchange of magic, and Undine had caught him before he’d toppled to the sand.

      Careful to make sure they remained hidden, Undine crouched on the sand just in front of the flaming bracken, surrounded by its heat and by the satisfaction devouring her with its own consuming effect.

      She watched her sacrificial lamb flutter awake.

      “Mama?” Lucas muttered.

      Flame after flame and streak after streak danced behind Lucas’s small body. His little lashes fluttered. Laced with ash as they were, it appeared as though he had feathers over his eyes.

      “It’s all right, darling,” she said. “I’m here.”

      His forehead pinched. He waved his hands in front of his face and coughed. Bits of ash and impermeable smoke flickered from overhead, looking white in the moonlight.

      “Did it work?” he asked. “Did I get magic?”

      “Why don’t you try it and see?” Undine suggested.

      This was the moment of truth. This was what everything she’d put into place led to. She adjusted the bag hanging from a single strap over her shoulder.

      Lucas shook his head. “I can’t. I’m tired. I want to go to sleep.”

      “I know, darling. You’ve had a taxing journey and a difficult night. But you have power now.”

      She lifted his hand, turning his fist upward and coaxing his fingers open to reveal his palm.

      “Remember what I told you? That bad princess did this. She burned the forest. That fire is heading to the town and making the people afraid. And it’s up to you to stop it.”

      He scuffed his hand beneath his nose. “How do I stop it?”

      “Do you feel any different inside?” she asked, continuing to stroke his face, to smooth a stray bit of ash from his eyebrow. “Do you have something inside, something that feels like you want to let it out?”

      A sniffle and a nod. “I think so. Something feels angry in me.”

      Undine’s heart began to pound. She’d been waiting for this moment.

      Lucas had taken Soraya Cressida’s glorious sunlight, and it was exactly what Undine needed. She wanted to shake Lucas. To force the show from him—or better yet, take the magic herself and move things along.

      But she couldn’t do that. So, she waited. With the patience of eternal things, she schooled herself to embody the role of mentor, though it chafed not to be the one in control.

      “That anger is your new magic,” she said. “Try it now, darling. Try and see what happens.”

      Lucas concentrated on his hand. He wiggled his fingers a few times and then exhaled in frustration.

      “It’s not working.”

      “Try again. Tell your magic—because it’s yours now—tell it to come out. Fire can fight more fire, Lucas. Tell it to put out the fire you see there and create a path for us.”

      She gestured to a small cluster of unfortunate, burning weeds. “You have Princess Soraya’s light now. Light can swallow light. You can take flame into you, and it won’t hurt a bit.”

      His little lower lip pouted. “I want it to go away.”

      “This will make the fire go away. Only you can tell it to stop. With your power.”

      Lucas screwed his face in concentration. Undine waited, fought the urge to snap at him to hurry, forced herself to be long-suffering.

      She wasn’t sure how the light would emit from him—would it work the same as it had with Soraya? Would it part his skin with cracks and ravines and emerge like the sunlight it was?

      “I—it’s not⁠—”

      “Keep trying.”

      “I don’t want to.”

      “You have to.”

      “I don’t want to!” he shouted, and the force of his shout sent her reeling backward.

      With a grunt, she collided with the side of the boulder shielding them from being seen.

      That did it. Undine lost what was left of her patience.

      She rolled up her sleeves. She was done waiting on this foolish, ungrateful child. He’d be made to mind. He’d⁠—

      Smoke whirled through the air around him, and Undine stilled, gawping in amazement. This wasn’t the same smoke hazing across the air from the existing flames. This was thicker, lined with ice and silver.

      The smoke cast itself across the tiny flames on the leaves at their feet, tossing them away, leaving, not clouds of burning embers, but shadows. Until the leaves vanished completely.

      It was almost as though the boy’s power grew jaws and gobbled away everything in its path.

      Lucas’s big brown eyes quickly darted to Undine for verification. “Was that me?”

      “I—” Undine’s mouth hung open.

      She stared at his hand. He had indeed taken the flame into himself as she knew he would be able to do. With power like Lucas’s, he had enough ability to swallow the fire entirely. But the magic that had seeped from his skin wasn’t golden, glowing, glorious light.

      It was its opposite. Dark, abysmal blackness.

      The flame was meant to take other flame into it. This had done something else entirely.

      “Mama,” he snapped when she didn’t answer.

      Undine shook herself.

      “Yes, darling,” she said, kissing his hand, hoping he didn’t read the concern in her expression. “That was you.”

      “That took the flame away.”

      “Yes, it did.”

      Undine struggled between rejoicing over and puzzling the situation. He was supposed to have had light. Sunlight, to be exact—the sunlight that had resided within Soraya Cressida and answered to her beckoning.

      What was this altered power he held?

      Cali’s magic had been different when it had been transferred from the fallen princesses to her. Undine supposed this was similar to that.

      She’d hoped for light, but she supposed what she needed to take place could happen just as easily with this shadow that had once been sunlight.

      Behind Lucas, the slightest path cleared, revealing a pair of horses that had been tethered to the trees. They whinnied in a frenzy, backing to free their ropes from the fire-laced branches they’d been tied to. Other forest animals were feverishly fleeing for their lives, bounding through the blackened brush.

      Lucas had cleared the way for him and Undine to reach the horses. The forest wasn’t completely settled, though. They would have to take this trek a portion at a time as he cleared it.

      “Come along. Let’s head to the castle.”

      Undine took Lucas’s hand and guided him toward the opening he’d created in the charred forest. Suddenly, the heat in the air shifted with perceptible force.

      Lucas stilled and rubbed his arms. “Was that me, too?”

      “I don’t think so.”

      Uneasy, Undine rotated to peer toward the shore.

      Soraya lay crumpled on the sand where Lucas had left her. Cali stood in the tide, the water to her knees. The boat she and Bae had taken from the Evermore bobbed behind her as Bae secured it with a hand and watched his wife.

      Her hands were raised toward the flaming trees.

      “What are you up to?” Undine muttered.

      It was no secret that Cali would do anything she could to reenter her homeland. Undine had expected as much. But those efforts would avail her nothing. She would not return—Undine had seen to that.

      Lucas balled his hands into fists. “I’m not doing this, Mama. This isn’t me.”

      “Quiet,” she snapped.

      Cali and Bae exchanged a few inaudible words. Cali’s face twisted with concentration. She elevated her hands toward the forest, and then the crackling left the flames and latched onto the air instead.

      The heat in the air swung directions in such a rush, it fluttered Undine’s skirt and hair—and the consuming flames snuffed out. Smoke swirled into her face, making Undine cough.

      “What was that?” Lucas asked, rotating and peering around, clearly wondering where the fire had gone.

      Undine shushed him in the resulting silence, coughed, and kept watching. Shrewd. Suspicious. Curious.

      Shards of electricity spiraled from Cali’s palms. Their silver, shimmering gleam increased and attacked the particles Undine had in place to block the princess from returning to her homeland.

      Initially, frustration built in Undine’s chest. How dare this imp defy her direct commands? The sense of injustice didn’t linger long, however. Not when a new tide began to turn. Unexpectedly, Undine smiled at the princess’s defiance of her bargain.

      That bargain didn’t matter now. The terms had been met.

      She had never been one to let anything stand in her way. Not even obnoxious, meddling princesses. And little did this princess know she was doing Undine and Lucas a favor by diminishing the flames entirely as she had.

      Now, Undine wouldn’t have to keep pestering the boy to clear their way the entire time. They would have an unimpeded path all the way to the Wild Rose Sector.

      “The fire went out,” Lucas said.

      Undine smoothed a hand over her skirt and stared at the blackened trees clawing toward the moon, skeletal and haunting. Just as it should be. Burned and nothingness, crisp and stark and changed.

      “Yes,” she said, pleased. “Now, we can be on our way.”

      His eyes closed, and he yawned, blocking it with his small hand.

      “I’m tired, Mama.”

      “You can rest once we arrive at the castle,” she said without really hearing him.

      Her mind was too preoccupied with what needed to happen next.

      While she had no doubt that Zarans would be reluctant to accept this turn of events, the people would be made to understand Soraya was not who she claimed to be. She was the cause of the flames that had filleted the town and the forest surrounding it. Fight it as they might, they would understand that Soraya set that power loose on the trees.

      And that Undine and Lucas had arrived just in time to stop the flames from destroying the entire Wild Rose Sector.

      They would be embraced as saviors. She could see it all play out before her mind’s eye. The triumph. The absolute assurance that everything would play out in her favor exactly as she intended it to. But she had to ensure that every piece was in place.

      Undine crouched before the boy, dusting more ash from his face and smearing dirt on his cheek.

      “Listen to me, Lucas. You are the people’s only hope from whatever wrath that bad princess means to unleash next. You must prove you will do whatever it takes to keep people safe.”

      He crinkled his nose. “How?”

      Undine smoothed his hair away from his ash-streaked forehead. “I’ll be with you. I’ll show you.”

      The people didn’t understand, but soon, they would. Soon, they would see that Lucas was exactly in the right position for what Zara—and the world—had in store.

      Undine held Lucas’s hand and guided him toward the decimated trees. She managed to calm one of the skittish horses enough to hoist Lucas onto its back and free its tether before getting herself up behind him, adjusting her bag as she did so.

      Soon, she would allow the horse its lead. But first, through the trees, she kept her attention on the shore. She took in the sight of Cali and Bae trundling their way onto the shore. Hand in hand, they stalked toward Soraya Cressida’s motionless form.

      “Keep fighting, pathetic girl,” Undine muttered, laughing under her breath as she held Lucas to her chest. “It will only make me stronger.”

      Everything Caliana Kelsey did to stop Undine would only help further her purposes.

      With this thought in mind, Undine ushered Lucas into the darkened, scorched trees toward his destiny⁠—

      And hers.
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      Darren’s ears rang, his mind hazy and body shaken from the power that had ripped from Soraya’s skin. A dull throb gnawed at the side of his head.

      He lifted a quaking hand to the source of pain just above his right ear and winced as it screamed under his touch. He blinked to clear his vision, coughed away the encompassing smoke, and attempted to push to his feet.

      The night’s events scalded his mind. The forest had altered from its somber, restful state to that of a nightmare come to life. It had blazed orange as though the fire had taken on a life of its own and was determined to devour everything in sight.

      The trees had been helpless victims, succumbing to the heat. Smoke had swarmed like a horde of angry bees, stealing the breath from the air.

      And after a woman and a child had approached them, Soraya had toppled to the sand with a dagger in her side.

      Darren still couldn’t wrap his head around the memory. What would entice a child to beseech magic of the moon? To summon such evil and perform such a heinous act?

      It hadn’t been the woman who’d stabbed Soraya and called for a granted wish.

      It’d been him. The boy.

      Darren had been knocked several feet back then, lifted from the ground, and thrust as surely as if he’d been tossed by a giant. And whoever the woman and child were, they were nowhere in sight.

      Darren raised a hand to the painful lump swelling over his right ear.

      The ground swayed beneath him. He braced himself against the rocks he’d collided with, and his mind spun, making the bank and the scorched trees spin with it, taking seconds to settle.

      Dizzy and disoriented, he waited to make sure he could stand and took a tentative step toward where Soraya lay.

      Two other people made their way to Soraya as well, emerging from the water as though they were legendary figures from stories long past. Darren recognized Cali—he would know her face anywhere.

      But the man with her?

      Soraya had told him of Cali’s marriage. This had to be her pirate husband.

      “Darren,” Cali said, lifting her sodden skirt as she walked. “Thank the stars you’re okay. What about Soraya? Is she still alive?”

      “We can only hope.”

      He was still at least five feet away from her. One slow step at a time, he shuffled across the sand. He pushed away the pain every step brought with it.

      Soraya’s hands splayed out against the sand. With her eyes closed, she could be sleeping. If only she was. He prayed she was.

      Darren ignored the pounding in his head, threw out a hand to ward off more of the obnoxious spinning, and made it to his knees. His heart drooped right along with his movements.

      “Soraya,” he said softly and sadly, pressing a hand to the bleeding in her side.

      The fact that Soraya was still bleeding meant she was alive—at least for now. But if he didn’t stop the bleeding, she wouldn’t remain so for long.

      The tide lapped at the sand a few feet away. Moonlight turned the peninsula silver. Cali dropped to her knees on Soraya’s other side, releasing her husband’s hand as she reached to smooth Soraya’s hair away from her face.

      “Is she okay?” Cali asked, concern creasing her face.

      “I’m not sure,” Darren said, holding off his question: why had she come back?

      He couldn’t think about that now.

      “Is she alive?”

      While it was a woman’s voice, this question wasn’t Cali’s.

      The voice swept in on the breeze from the blackened ground at the sand’s edge. The log Darren and Soraya had sat on to watch the sunset had been crumpled to a heap. Beside it, a woman stood with a plain dress, dark hair, and worry on her face. She was the age of his mother, he would guess, somewhere in her late thirties.

      Darren opened his mouth to answer when the man behind Cali swore and took a few steps forward.

      “Isadora?” His expression was dumbstruck, as if he were seeing something no one else could.

      The woman gave him a soft smile. “Hello, my boy. It’s good to see you.”

      “How—?”

      She raised a hand to stop him. “I will explain. But we must see to your friend here first.”

      The woman stepped onto the sand and made her way toward where Darren knelt. Darren looked from Cali’s husband to the woman and back again.

      What was that about? Who was this woman? How had she gotten here? Had she seen the woman and child who’d done this?

      Soraya’s blood was making Darren’s hands slick. He needed to do more than this. He needed a compress of some kind.

      Thinking fast, Darren took pieces of Soraya’s torn skirt and ripped them free, folding them before pressing the fabric tightly against her side. The sand would undoubtedly assist in helping to clot the wound, but he would do what he could until then.

      “She’s alive,” he said to the others. “But she needs help.”

      The woman came nearer, and his defenses went on high alert. What was he thinking, allowing this stranger to stand so close?

      Cali’s husband had seemed to know her, but for all Darren knew, she’d come to finish the job the boy had started.

      Darren held out a hand. “Don’t come any closer. Who are you?”

      He didn’t think she was the woman who’d been with the child. The one who’d stood by while the boy had appealed to the moon and stabbed Soraya.

      Granted, he couldn’t do much to protect Soraya now, not with his head spinning and pounding, not with the world threatening to tip him over. But he would offer what defenses he could, such as they were.

      Fortunately, the bleeding at Soraya’s side was abating. Darren lowered his hand, and the fabric remained where he’d been holding it. He then rose higher onto his knees, brushing Soraya’s raven hair away to expose more of her neck.

      He searched for signs of life. Felt for breath passing through her parted lips, waited to find her chest rising and falling.

      The woman lifted her hands. She offered an appeasing smile.

      “I mean you no harm. I only wish to help.”

      “Why? How long have you been here?”

      She gestured to Soraya. “Your friend needs assistance, and we must act now. Something tells me the fleeting pulse you discovered won’t last much longer.”

      His eyes narrowed. “I don’t know where to take her.”

      “I have somewhere in mind. You’re weakened as well, and I suspect from the way you staggered from that rock face to her that you won’t be able to carry her. Am I wrong?”

      Darren wished he had an argument, but she was correct.

      All of his medical supplies were back at the castle. How could he get Soraya there?

      He peered at the forest, wondering about the horses he and Soraya had ridden to arrive at the mountain shore. They’d been tethered to trees. Had the horses escaped the flames? He hoped so.

      “I can carry her,” Cali’s husband said with grudging reluctance.

      Cali rose to her feet and placed a hand on his arm.

      “Thank you, Bae,” the woman said.

      Bae. Cali’s husband’s name was Bae? Doubt must have evidenced on his face because Cali held a hand in his direction to get his attention.

      “You can trust him, Darren,” she said. “I’ll come, too.  Bae is my husband. And this—this is his mother.”

      The woman granted Cali a smile that rendered her quite beautiful, though the lines that appeared near her eyes made him suspect she was older than he’d previously thought.

      “My name is Isadora. We don’t have much time. Let me help you. I’ll answer your questions later—yours and my son’s—but we must save the Princess.”

      Darren’s shoulders slumped in reluctant surrender. “Very well.”

      He knelt back at Soraya’s side and brushed her hair away from her forehead again.

      “Soraya,” he began softly, knowing Isadora, Cali, and Bae could hear. “We’re going to move you now, okay? This woman is a friend—and Cali is here. You know Cali. I won’t let you out of my sight.”

      Not that the promise counted for much, but he would do what he could.

      Soraya had been so pained, so conflicted, battling the demand of her bargain even as she’d confessed the truth of it to him. He knew she hadn’t wanted to give in, but a power stronger than her will had interfered and forced the magic from her.

      Bae knelt on Soraya’s opposite side and rolled her slightly forward. He peered at the direction of the wound in Soraya’s side. His mouth turned down before he slid his hands beneath her and lifted her with ease.

      “Follow me,” the woman said.

      Darren kept pace the best that he could, trudging with her from the sand to the blackened bank. Bae trudged behind her, carrying Soraya’s limp form. Cali fell into step behind him, with Darren at the rear.

      Magic emanated from Cali’s hands, providing much needed light in the darkened night.

      “Careful there,” Darren said, pointing out a felled log.

      The scent of smoke pricked the air, and the blackened foliage stained the hemline of Isadora’s skirt, which trailed along the ground.

      “Here. Let me get that.” With her hands alight, Cali hurried forward to pull a low-hanging branch aside.

      “Not far now,” the woman said. “We can stay just up here.”

      A cottage stood in the middle of the destruction like a beacon. While everything around it was devastation and ruin, the cottage appeared to have been transported from another world.

      Its stone walls were the color of sand. Thatches of straw piled and tufted out to create the slanted roofline. Flowers and leaves burst from boxes beneath each of the windows, brimming with pinks and yellows that were a shout of brilliance compared to the burned surroundings.

      Even the ivy crawling up its sides was untarnished and green as the rest of the forest should have been.

      Had this cottage always been here? Darren had never seen it in all of his hiking and exploration of this mountainside. Then again, even though he’d come here frequently, that didn’t mean he knew everything the forest contained.

      “How did your home survive the inferno?” Bae asked.

      Soraya was in his arms, and the tension in his neck was the only visible sign of strain as he held her.

      “The stars granted the cottage with their protection,” the woman said. “Quickly. Open the door.”

      It didn’t take long for Bae to lay Soraya on the bed within and for Isadora to set a warm fire blazing in the hearth. A black kettle hanging over the flames emitted a delicious, spicy aroma that soon filled the cozy lodge.

      “How is she?” Darren asked.

      He pushed past Cali and Bae toward the stool near the window, his head still pounding. He wondered if Isadora had any feverfew or butterbur to soothe his headache.

      In the dim lighting, Darren took in other details about their rescuer. Isadora had hazel eyes, and strands of silver streaked through her dark brown hair just enough to indicate her age, but not enough that he would call her old.

      Isadora looked Soraya over and said, “She is breathing, which is perhaps all we can ask for at this point.”

      Darren wasn’t so sure about that. He tended to want a lot more than that in his line of work. It was what made him such a good healer.

      He yearned to take over, to examine Soraya for himself and see if perhaps he could put together a poultice or offer some combination of ammonium and perfume to get her to rouse.

      Isadora muttered something to Bae as she searched her shelf, combined a few elements inside of a cloth, and wet it down with some water.

      She then turned and flattened a cloth laced with herbs to Soraya’s forehead. Herbs for fever. Darren recognized the smell.

      “Will it help? Your compress?” he asked.

      “It has tulsi, sage, fennel, and rosemary. They will each ward off the illness within her,” she said.

      The urgency to help—and fears he’d held where she was concerned—diminished. At least whoever this woman was seemed to know what she was doing.

      “We got her here,” Bae said. “Now, tell me what you’re doing here in Zara.”

      His head collided with a few bunches of dried herbs hanging upside down from the ceiling, and he tilted it to one side, raising a hand at the herbs as though they’d attacked him.

      Darren couldn’t understand the terseness in Bae’s tone. He sounded as though he hadn’t seen his mother or known of her whereabouts for quite some time.

      Isadora opened her mouth to answer when Soraya released a moan. Her body thrashed so hard on the bed, it slid a few inches away from the wall.

      Darren staggered to his feet, but Isadora made it to her first. She laid a hand on Soraya’s shoulder, struggling to keep the compress on her forehead at the same time.

      “I fear it’s not enough,” she said. “Her fever is worsening.”

      “I’m a physician,” Darren said. “But her wound⁠—”

      “What’s wrong with it?” Bae asked.

      Darren took another step and then regretted it, sinking back and nursing his head while waiting for the room to stop spinning again.

      Isadora lifted the blanket. She then proceeded to lift the torn side of the dress Soraya wore. The gown had been slashed to ribbons every time Soraya had fought back the force of her own power.

      Darren had seen his fair share of wounds over the years. The first time he’d begun assisting Dr. Bauer, several injuries had sent him emptying the contents of his stomach into the nearest chamber pot. But eventually, his stomach had hardened toward the squeamishness.

      This particular one, however, gave him recurring desires to retch.

      Cali gasped and covered her mouth with her hands.

      “What the blazes is that?” Bae said with contempt.

      Darren leaned in for a closer look. The wound hadn’t looked like this on the beach. Perhaps it did now because the blood had been cleared. In any case, a two-inch gash as black as coal festered at Soraya’s side like maggot-infested meat.

      “I’ve never seen anything like this,” he said, revolted.

      “If a nightmare were to be slashed open, it would ooze like this wound,” Isadora said. “We’ve stanched the bleeding, and I’ll do what I can to clean it, but I can’t clear this . . . whatever it is.”

      “This is no ordinary infection,” Darren said. “It’s a wonder she’s still alive.”

      Soraya’s chest struggled and pitched against ragged, life-giving breaths. Her color was pallid as though storm clouds had settled into her skin.

      “I believe the wound is magical,” Isadora said.

      Darren’s gaze flicked to hers. “What makes you say that? Are you telling me you’ve seen a wound like this before?”

      Isadora contemplated before answering. “I’ve seen . . . taint . . . like this before. Never in a wound, but in a man’s eyes.”

      “Do you mean Kelsey?” Bae asked, scowling at her.

      Isadora swallowed. Slowly, her gaze drifted to meet her son’s.

      “Yes,” she said.

      Who was Kelsey? Though Darren didn’t know who they spoke of, the admission sent chills rippling down his arms in spite of the cottage’s warmth. He gazed at Soraya’s unmoving form.

      “And how do we rid her of this?” Cali asked, hugging her arms around her middle.

      Isadora stood and dumped the herbal water in her bowl into a basin by the window. She pumped new water into it, tipped the contents into the bowl for a fresh tincture, and returned.

      “There is a stone which grants the person who possesses it immortality,” she said.

      With that word, every bit of credibility that had been building in Isadora’s favor vanished. Darren’s heart sank like a rock behind his ribs.

      “Immortality?” he said. “That’s too fanciful to be true.”

      Cali tugged on Bae’s arm, but Darren focused on Isadora, who lowered her cloth into the fresh water, rinsed it out, and returned it to Soraya’s forehead. A drop of water trickled down her temples.

      Her chest drew in a long breath, but the unease she displayed once Isadora stopped the ministrations ceased, her breathing slowing again. Whatever Isadora was doing was helping.

      “It is true,” Isadora said. “If you get this stone to your beloved, it will cleanse the nightmare infecting her.”

      His beloved. The words gave Darren pause.

      Was she dear to him?

      His feelings had been inclining in Soraya’s direction, and she’d clearly wanted to hold that title, considering some of the things she’d said and confessed before her power had taken over. But he wasn’t sure how he felt about her.

      He cared about her; that much he knew. But love?

      “And if we don’t find this stone?” he asked.

      Soraya flailed on the cot, her body writhing in pain as more dark substance oozed from the wound in her side. Isadora pressed the cloth and its herbs to the wound. Soraya let out a cry of pain, but the wrenching in her body loosened.

      “It’s all right,” Isadora said soothingly, stroking her hair.

      Darren’s eyes snagged on Isadora’s solemn, formidable expression. He didn’t know what to say.

      She saved him the trouble. “Death from a normally infected wound can be misery. Slowly, her body will expire and fade to dust. For most people, when death comes, the soul returns to the stars where it can live in light and watch over those it left behind.

      “Under normal circumstances, Soraya’s soul would seek that refuge in the sky’s afterlife, where she can have peace with the other stars who came before her. But this tainted death? This darkness, I fear, is eating at her from the inside.

      “If she dies before it’s cleared, her soul will extinguish along with her body. The death of one’s soul is the most unbearable anguish, and I wouldn’t wish that on my worst enemy.”

      A solemn silence settled over them like a giant blanket.

      “We can’t let that happen,” Cali said.

      Darren still couldn’t help his skepticism. He’d never heard of anything like this.

      “I’m well-versed in treating the body’s ailments,” he said. “But the soul?”

      Was cleansing the soul possible? The spiritual sense of this implication was meant for a religious man, a preacher, for someone who knew of contrition and penance for sin, but that wasn’t what Isadora spoke of.

      She meant the injury of the soul.

      Whatever this disease was, it was wounding the spirit of who Soraya was. The beautiful spirit who’d been healing from the heartache Darren had seen trapped in her eyes, heartache he wasn’t sure he fully understood.

      She’d found hope. She’d admitted to liking herself again—and to liking him as well.

      No one else in the room contradicted her. He found that he couldn’t, either. Perhaps there was some merit to her claims after all.

      “A stone of immortality,” he said, gazing at her writhing form. A lifetime of questions chorused in his brain. “How do you know such a stone exists?”

      “Because the stars told me,” Isadora said, continuing to press the cloth to Soraya’s side.

      Darren’s brows leaped to his hairline. “The stars. The same stars that protected you from the flame?”

      The same stars whom she suggested claimed souls once they passed from mortality?

      Her eyes were filled with secrets. “Yes.”

      Cali whispered in her husband’s ear again, making Darren wonder if either of them knew of the stone Isadora spoke of. Were they playing him for a fool?

      This was too serious of a thing to joke about.

      Bae cleared his throat. His scowl fixated on his mother.

      “Might I speak to you now?” he asked.

      Isadora exhaled and lowered her hands to her lap. Her eyes looked tired, but she smiled and nodded. “Of course.”

      “Outside?” His glance flicked to Darren.

      Darren shifted, feeling suddenly out of place.

      Isadora looked at him as well, and then she coupled the glance with a reassuring smile.

      Were they hinting that he should leave? Because as long as Soraya was here, they were mistaken. He would go nowhere until he made sure she was well.

      Isadora rose, leaving a vacancy by Soraya’s side.

      “I’ll be right back,” she told Darren.

      Darren gave a nod of his own in return. Frankly, he didn’t care about whatever they needed to talk about, so her leaving was just as well.

      Cali and Bae stepped out with Isadora closing the door behind them, leaving Darren alone with Soraya.

      Darren moved through the dizziness swarming around him. He needed to rest his head—he could feel the inflammation lining the underside of his skull—but he wanted to be near Soraya.

      He believed that even while unconscious, patients had some level of awareness. So, even if her wounded body couldn’t respond, perhaps her anguished soul would understand.

      He slid his hand beneath Soraya’s. Her fingers remained unresponsive, but he soldiered on.

      “Soraya,” he said. “I’m here.”

      He peered at the window. Isadora silhouette was visible in the darkness outside.

      As much as he wanted to discredit her claims of nightmare wounds and immortal stones, something inside of him wouldn’t let him.

      Deep in his heart, he knew she was telling the truth.

      He stroked his thumb over Soraya’s cold hand. “And something tells me Isadora is here for you, too. She’ll help you. She has a solution, but I need you to hold on, okay?”

      She didn’t respond. He didn’t expect her to. Instead, he dipped the cloth into the bowl, wrung it, breathed in the herbs, and pressed it to her forehead.

      Her trembling ceased, her body stilling.

      “Hold on,” he said.

      At least until this stone could be found. He needed her to make it.
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      The last time Bae’s heart had thundered this hard had been the day he’d made it to shore after surviving the finfolk attack. That had been almost two years ago, when he’d left Undine’s boundary the first time.

      And now, his mother—Isadora bloody Kelsey—was mere feet away from him, trudging beneath desecrated trees in a darkened forest. Cali stayed close to his side, lifting her hands so the magic simmering there could cast enough light to see by.

      And in that light, Bae couldn’t take his eyes off his mother.

      Her face was exactly as he remembered. Lovely, hazel eyes, a slim, pert nose, high cheekbones. Her face showed no traces or lines that the last nine years apart should have added. No further gray hairs indicating she’d aged at all.

      No—she looked exactly as he remembered her.

      How could that be?

      “Hello, Bae,” Isadora said. “I can imagine seeing me here is something of a shock.”

      “That’s putting it mildly,” he said.

      He fought down the sizzling unease charging inside of him. He’d captained uncouth men and contained scuffles that broke out on his ship. He’d faced down finfolk and had battled sailors and pirates on the high seas. He’d confronted a vengeful king intent on having his head on a spike.

      He should be able to speak to his own mother.

      As if sensing his uncertainty, Cali doused her magic and slid her arm around his waist, giving him comfort and reassurance.

      With that touch, he lifted his head. He could do this.

      The three of them stood, caught in a microcosm of looking, of drinking one another in, of wanting to move but not daring to. This wasn’t real. This wasn’t the world Bae knew or the mother he’d ached to find.

      How had she not aged a day?

      His mind still swam with clouded nonsense after the night’s events. Mayhap he’d experienced the last dregs of an unrealized dream. Mayhap he was only now truly awake and had merely imagined she was here.

      Then again, not more than an hour ago, he’d witnessed two dead princesses appear to Caliana, help cleanse her magic, and rid her of their stolen power as well. They’d been real enough.

      Having Isadora appear on the beach wasn’t that far-fetched. The telescope had told him she was in Zara. He’d simply thought it would take more than a single glance at midnight to find her.

      “What are you doing here?” he asked her.

      The skeletal black trees and the moonlit, eerie stillness surrounded them, and he gaped at Isadora, waiting with bated breath for her reply.

      She offered him an apologetic smile.

      “I’ve been waiting for you,” she answered.

      “Waiting for me? How could you possibly⁠—”

      He couldn’t form the rest of the question.

      This made no sense. She’d been here in a cottage that was somehow untouched by the fire that had destroyed everything else around it? Why the blazes was she in Zara at all? And for that matter, how long had she been here?

      “I’m sure you’d love the details, but first, I’m interested in this lovely young lady with her arms around you.” Isadora smiled at Cali before turning to Bae. “Aren’t you going to introduce us?”

      It took a handful of seconds longer than it should have for sense to rein him in.

      “Aye.”

      Fool. He’d been so consumed with her appearance, he hadn’t thought to do so.

      Bae ducked his head but strung his arm around Cali’s waist. His heart fluttered in his chest. This invigorating, intoxicating woman was his wife. Introducing her to his mother now made his entire being expand with pride.

      “Isadora, I’d like you to meet my wife, Princess Caliana Brahmvir Kelsey of Zara. Now Queen of Lunae Lumen.”

      Color painted Cali’s pale cheeks. Blushing bride indeed.

      Isadora’s smile grew. “Your wife? How grown up you are. You’re how old now, twenty-two?”

      “Only just,” he said. “Caliana and I are newly married these four weeks now.”

      He couldn’t believe so much time had passed since their enchanted wedding in the Sea of Wishes, but four weeks had come and gone during their voyage from Rune to Zara.

      He touched the pouch dangling around his neck. That pouch contained the stardust that resulted from his granted wish to marry her that night.

      He had married her. The most exquisite woman he’d ever known had agreed to be his.

      “Congratulations are in order, then,” Isadora said, lifting a hand in Cali’s direction.

      Bae cleared his throat. “Caliana, this is my mother, Isadora Kelsey.”

      “I’m glad to finally meet you.” Cali clasped Isadora’s hand. “Bae has told me many good things.”

      The implication that he’d also said other not-so-good things lingered like an unwanted smell.

      Had he said not good things about his mother? He didn’t think so; he’d only mentioned his disappointment at her disappearance.

      “I’m glad to hear it,” Isadora said, not displaying any of the awkward tension that strung through their strange introductions.

      How could she act as though this were normal and acceptable? As if sensing his unease, she had the decency to look sheepish.

      “I know my disappearance must have been difficult.” She turned to Bae. An apology rested in her gaze. “And I do hope you’ll forgive me when you learn everything there is to know.”

      “I hope that, too.” His voice was choked. Tight.

      He couldn’t tell if he meant he hoped he could forgive her for leaving or that he hoped he would learn everything there was to know about why she’d left. Mayhap both.

      The three of them hovered in an uncomfortable silence before Isadora cleared her throat.

      “It is lovely to meet you, Caliana.”

      “Cali,” Cali corrected, and Bae dipped his head to hide a smirk.

      She’d once asked him why he preferred her full name, and he’d kissed her long and deep before replying, “It’s exotic because it’s so underused. I’ll say your lovely name in full every time I can.”

      Isadora inclined her head toward Cali’s direction. “Very well, Cali. I look forward to coming to know each other better and becoming friends.”

      She stifled a yawn. The sight of it triggered one of his own, and from the way Cali’s head rested against his shoulder, he guessed she was as bone-tired as he was.

      “There will be time to talk in the morning. You’ve had a long and strenuous night. I know it’ll be tight quarters in the cottage, but why don’t we go in and rest?”

      “That sounds good,” Cali said.

      Aye. Sleep would be welcome. But Bae couldn’t go in, not just yet.

      “If it’s all right with you, I need a moment with Caliana before we go back inside.”

      “Of course,” Isadora said, venturing toward the cottage’s rounded door.

      The moment Isadora was inside, Bae drew Cali fully to him and wrapped his arms around her. He needed this, just for a moment. Her quiet, consoling presence. Like the north star, like an anchor in a stiff headwind, she was his constant sticking place. She was solidarity when the sight of his mother had left him reeling.

      “She’s here,” Cali said, her breath stroking his collarbone.

      Astutely, she’d guessed his reasons for needing a moment to themselves. He loved that she could read him so well.

      He rested his cheek against her hair. “Aye, she is.”

      “And how do you feel?” Keeping her arms tightly around him, Cali lifted her chin and peered into his eyes, searching for signs of his reaction.

      Bae stroked her back, coiling his fingers in her hair. He loved her hair. Just one more thing about her that soothed him.

      And he searched his thoughts, wondering how to answer her.

      “I don’t rightly know. Dazed. Disbelieving. Looking forward to getting some answers.”

      “I’m sure.”

      He gazed over Cali’s comely features, reveling in the fact that the two of them were still here, still together. He wasn’t dealing with an entirely different wavelength of thought at having time reversed.

      Cali had intended to break her bargains with Undine. She’d planned on drinking the dregs of herbs that would have helped her appeal to the moon. That action would have not only severed their marriage—it would have undone every moment they’d shared together and reverted time to the moment before she’d made her first bargain with the sea witch.

      He’d braced himself for the prospect of losing her, of keeping his promise to find her again should their lives revert back to before his tournament was held. He’d thought he could handle it if he had to.

      But Cali hadn’t broken her bargains as they’d planned. Instead, her magic had been cleansed, and they’d agreed to face what came next.

      Which meant she was still here. She was still his.

      And he wasn’t yet ready to share another moment with anyone else.

      Resting his cheek against her hair, Bae took in the sight of the scorched forest. The smoke and ash had cleared, and the sky was beginning to lighten, allowing muted shades of yellow to silhouette what remained.

      “I knew Soraya was powerful, but I never thought she’d do anything like this,” he said.

      “She didn’t want to,” Cali mused, glancing upward at the gaunt trees overhead. “Did you see how hard she fought herself?”

      “Her bargain did this, then,” he said, frowning at the charred trunks that were robbed of any growth they might have had.

      Cali inhaled. “It did.”

      “What do you suppose she bargained with Undine for?”

      “What do any of us bargain with Undine for?” she said with a sneer.

      “To avoid desperate situations,” he said.

      “Undine mocked those of us who bargained with her back on the ship,” Cali said.

      Her gaze swept the forest behind him. Sadness pinched her features. He suspected she mourned the beauty that had now become cinders.

      It was no wonder. This was her homeland. Had she come to this forest often?

      Her arms tightened around him. “She said we’re fools who didn’t realize we were giving up our freedom.”

      Bae’s thumb trailed up her spine. “She preys on people’s fears and longings.”

      “Why though?” Cali asked. “Why does she manipulate people?”

      “It’s how she gets what she wants.”

      This answer only deepened the crease between Cali’s brows. She peered around the dead forest as though envisioning it as it once was. The sadness and solemn determination in her gaze spoke volumes.

      “And she wanted Zara,” she said in a final sort of way.

      He held her tighter, feeling her chest rising in time with his. “There’s the real question for you, then,” he said. “What does she want here?”

      Cali trapped her bottom lip in her teeth, considering the question. “I’ve been trying to work that out myself.”

      “I know this is your homeland,” he said, “so it’s special to you regardless, but can you think of anything contained here? Any reason Undine might have targeted this land as opposed to any other?”

      “Zara is ordinary,” she said. “Beautiful in its own way, but nothing compared to the luster and grandeur of Lunae Lumen. Life is simple here. People work and pay liege to the sovereign of the land to keep them safe and support them, and life goes on.”

      “There’s no magic here at all?” Bae couldn’t help asking the question.

      Magic was the only thing he would think the sea witch was after now. Now that she’d lost her own.

      “Not that I know of. I can’t figure it out. Why go through all the effort to take Lucas? To turn Soraya against Zara? To keep me from being able to return home?”

      Bae couldn’t puzzle that one out either. There were too many contradicting variables.

      “There must be more that she intends,” he said.

      Cali’s body shuddered at whatever thoughts his comment had ignited. Pulling away from him just enough, she touched her upper right arm, gripping it the way one did with a muscle ache. Had she sustained some kind of injury since they’d left the ship?

      “Are you well?” he asked.

      Her smile was too forced. “It’s nothing.”

      He decided not to press the issue, not when they had so many other things to deal with. If it had truly been anything serious, Cali would have told him as much.

      Frowning, he glanced around, trying to work out the straggling pieces. Why would the sea witch need the boy to take Soraya’s magic? What was Undine up to?

      “Whatever Undine is after, I still owe her one more thing,” Cali said, fighting a yawn. “And I’m not eager for her to call its due.”

      Despite the tiredness rimming her eyes, she kept her head high. Fighter that she was, she didn’t allow the anxiety he knew she felt over her bargains to drop her posture.

      It was the princess in her, he knew, to face the odds with courage and fortitude.

      Bae gave her a soothing squeeze, masking the unease he felt. It would do no good to dwell on unknowns and obstacles.

      If they gave into doubts, they were already defeated.

      “Whatever it is, we’ll handle it,” he said, hoping to statement would sink into him and bring him the courage he wanted.

      She smiled at him, though it didn’t hide the discomfort in her gaze.

      The two of them stood together in the cool morning, watching the sun burst into the sky like quiet, colorful music. The light bloomed. The color shifted into a crescendo of pinks and blues, clapping with the clouds once the sunrise reached its finale.

      The forest around them should have been filled with birdsong. It should have been steeped with waking life, animals foraging, and cool, mossy colors. The lack of sound only made the blackness that much blacker, the stillness shout, and his thoughts rampage within his brain.

      “Are you ready to go inside now?” she asked him, brushing her nose along the scruff at his jaw.

      Bae’s heart picked up speed. She always had that effect on him. He held his breath, and released it. The act was cleansing in its own way, and he found much of his tension due to seeing Isadora being expelled with that breath, too.

      “Aye,” he said. “You’ve helped ground me in a moment that was all too unreal.”

      “We need rest. She will tell you more tomorrow, I’m sure,” Cali said, tiptoeing up to press a kiss to his mouth.

      He kissed her back, long and slow. Heat flared through him, making him hold her that much closer and kiss her that much deeper. Cali wove her fingers into the hair at his nape, matching his affection with warmth of her own.

      The kiss slowed. Reluctantly, he let her step away from him, and when his eyes opened, she was the dawn. Her eyes were bright. Sleepy but invigorated, and full of unspoken admiration that made him want to kiss her again.

      There would be time for that. Not now. For now, Cali was right—they needed to rest. They needed to find out what the sea witch was up to—and they couldn’t do that if they were dead on their feet.

      “Aye. Tomorrow,” he said as she twined her fingers with his and led him back to the cottage.

      They could find out more about Isadora tomorrow. Assuming his mother didn’t go disappearing on him again.
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      Bae cocooned himself with Cali in a corner of Isadora’s hut. His body was heavy, his brain full of fog, but even though exhaustion rendered him nothing more than a sack of grain, he couldn’t get his mind to settle. The hard floor didn’t help—though he had slept on his share of bare decks.

      Tossing and turning, Bae finally managed to settle into sleep. And it seemed he’d only just drifted off when the fog over his brain lifted, when light seeped beneath his closed eyelids, and sleep stole from his mind.

      Cali’s back was pressed against his chest. With his arm over her side, he tilted in and pressed his nose into her hair, inhaling. She no longer smelled like rose water and jasmine, the way she had when they’d first met, yet he’d take the wind and sea in her hair any day.

      Sunlight spilled through the windows of Isadora’s hut. Dried weeds hung from the exposed logs overhead, and the scent of sizzling bacon filled the space, turning Bae’s empty stomach.

      Darren and Isadora sat near where Soraya lay, whispering low. Neither of them seemed to notice that Bae had awoken, and that was fine by him.

      He didn’t want them calling attention to him and waking Cali. He wanted to let her sleep as long as she could.

      Even as he had the thought, Cali wriggled under his arm. Rotated. Wrapped her arms around him, and burrowed her nose into his chest. Bae tightened his hold around her, basking in the moment.

      How could he be this fortunate? Even with all the chaos taking place, with kingdoms falling and pandemonium erupting, he still awoke with the world in his arms.

      “Good morning.” His voice was low and groggy, rumbling in his chest.

      “Morning,” she said, stretching and kissing Bae before rising from the floor to greet Isadora and Darren. “That smells amazing,” she said, gesturing to the skillet Isadora oversaw.

      Isadora inclined her head and muttered her thanks.

      Bae rose as well, angling his neck to work out a crick that had formed after having slept on the hard floor. If anyone had told him a week ago that he’d wake to his mother preparing breakfast the way she’d done when he’d been a child, he would have laughed in their faces.

      “Darren,” Cali said, placing a hand on his shoulder.

      Wearing an ordinary tunic and trousers, with his dark hair tousled, he yawned and clamped his hand on hers for a moment of acknowledgement.

      If Bae had to guess, the healer hadn’t gotten much rest, either. Some, but not much.

      “Good to see you, Cali,” he said, glancing up at her.

      “How is she?” she asked.

      Darren removed his hand and returned his gaze to Soraya. He said something in reply to Cali’s question as she settled in next to him, but Bae missed it.

      His attention returned Isadora, who was near the fire. Using a pair of tongs, she turned simmering pieces of bacon on the skillet that rested just over the flames. Her features hadn’t changed any more in the few hours that had passed than they had the last time he’d seen her.

      Which meant he hadn’t made her up.

      She beamed at Bae and reached a hand to his arm, giving a gentle squeeze, an unspoken confirmation that this was real.

      She was here. He hadn’t been dreaming.

      “Did you rest well?” Isadora asked, dishing the pieces of bacon onto plates and adding biscuits from a basket on the table before passing them to Darren, Cali, and Bae. Each of them loaded their plates with the simple but decadent fodder.

      “Aye. Much gratitude for giving us a place to stay,” Bae said, adding another piece of bacon to his stack.

      Cali returned to the floor where she and Bae had slept, placing the plate in her lap and picking a slim piece of bacon to bite off one end of.

      Bae took a few bites of his as well, enjoying the meaty flavor and thinking through aspects of the previous day’s conversation. Among talk of the stars, of promises that she would answer his questions, Isadora had mentioned a taint in Kelsey’s eyes.

      He knew the taint she’d spoken of.

      There were times when Kelsey appeared as he always did—strong, confident, composed, and determined to take on whatever adventure they faced next.

      Other times, however, it was as though Kelsey harbored a curse of his own, a curse he never spoke of, though one that manifested itself by blackening his eyes as grim and dark as the trees surrounding them outside.

      Bae had never told Cali as much, but he knew that was why Kelsey had been so determined to get the boundary down and sail. His aim?

      To find a treasure that was alleged to be unclaimable.

      A treasure with the power to rid him of the parasitic darkness inside him.

      Did Isadora know of this curse Kelsey had? Was that what she’d meant in her letter, when she said she’d left to save Kelsey from himself?

      Finishing one piece of bacon, Bae moved on to another, chewing slowly and carefully, savoring the flavor. He had so many questions, and they all marched in an endless, annoying parade in his brain.

      What was she doing here? Why had she come to help Soraya instead of him? Why show herself now?

      Had she been here the entire time since she’d left? Had she found what she’d left to do?

      Why hadn’t she contacted him with more than the single letter she’d sent to him while he’d been staying at the Coastal Quarters Inn?

      “I wonder something,” Cali said from her place on the floor.

      She kept a hand on her opposite bicep, rubbing it as if the spot pained her. Mayhap she had a cramp from sleeping on her arm wrong—except it was the same spot she’d rubbed the night before.

      Was it some kind of injury? If so, she would have told him as much.

      “The plants in Lunae Lumen have incredible healing properties,” Cali said, wiping her thumb across the corner of her mouth. “Would something like the concoction Lyric brewed to save my people from the necrosis help Soraya?”

      “I’m not sure,” Isadora said.

      Darren watched the two of them with rapt attention.

      “Might be worth looking into,” he said, holding his plate on his lap. “I’ve never seen anything work so quickly or miraculously as when we administered that potion to those who were suffering. It healed them almost instantly.”

      “Lyric’s hut may still be in Wheaton,” Cali said. “Do you think she left any remnants there?”

      “I doubt it,” Darren said. “Lyric moved into the castle before she left so she could help Dr. Bauer and me distribute the cure. Then she vanished.”

      “Those plants won’t cure this,” Bae said.

      The attention of the room shifted to him. He hadn’t realized just how aloof he’d made himself be by remaining by the door with his plate of bacon and biscuits. Yet he felt distanced from the rest of them.

      “What makes you say that?” Cali asked.

      Bae stepped further in, setting his plate on the nearest surface. A wooden counter with a few jars and remaining dishes.

      “Kelsey tried,” he said. “He knew about the necrosis and had several vials of the cure produced should any of us encounter it.”

      “That’s how you had one to give to me to take back with me,” Cali said pensively.

      “Aye. And the last I heard, the taint Isadora spoke of still ailed him, even after he took that cure.”

      He spoke his mother’s name with a kind of reverence, and amazement that finally, after nine years, they were in the same room together. He was still in disbelief. He wanted nothing more than to pull her aside and pelt her with all the questions that had taunted him for years.

      But he couldn’t. Not yet.

      “This stone you mentioned,” Cali said, directing her attention to Isadora. “Are you talking about Undine Daray’s moonstone?”

      Isadora hesitated only a moment. “I believe they’re one and the same, yes.”

      “What moonstone?” Darren asked.

      Cali briefly related the details of Undine’s story to him, the details she’d shared with Bae.

      “Undine Daray was a mermaid who fell in love with a human. Desperate for a way to be with him, she sacrificed a merchild to the moon for magic. In turn, the moon granted her magic but also bestowed a token of its displeasure that she’d taken a life. The moonstone.”

      “Undine Daray was a mermaid?” Darren said, not hiding his surprise.

      Cali rose and placed her plate on the table before wiping her hands
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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.
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