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        “This too shall pass,” 3 of Swords.
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        Painful truths and revelations

        Healing and forgiveness

        Letting go of pain from the past

        Emotional release and catharsis

        Moving forward with resilience and strength

      

      

      The Three of Swords can be tough to see because it’s about heartbreak and sadness. Imagine feeling like three sharp swords pierced your heart, causing pain and sorrow. It represents heartbreak and emotional pain. It’s okay to feel hurt and upset. Sometimes life throws us curveballs, and it’s important to acknowledge our emotions. Give yourself permission to grieve and process the pain you’re feeling.

      This pain won’t last forever, you will heal. You have the strength within you to overcome and emerge stronger on the other side. Let go of what no longer serves you. Holding onto resentment or anger will only weigh you down. It’s time to release those negative emotions and make room for healing and growth.

      

      
        
        —Lorelai Hamilton, author of Teenage Tarot and Tarot Tales & Magic Spells
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      “Take your time, dear. I’ll be just a few moments,” the tattooed woman said as she led my best friend of fifteen years into the back room.

      I nodded and decided to explore the store. The Arcane Room had been gaining a reputation as a place where one could have a unique experience. I had my doubts, especially since Bethany, a notorious exaggerator, had been the one to recommend it. Still, I’d do anything for my best friend Andrew, to help him find the confidence he needed to start dating again. Lately, I’d even begun to wonder if he was interested in men at all.

      The Arcane Room was unlike any store I’d ever seen. It had a mystical ambiance, pulsing with an energy that seemed to have a life of its own. The air was thick with the subtle scent of incense—sandalwood, mixed with something floral I couldn’t quite place. Soft, music played in the background, creating a calming atmosphere that chipped away at my initial skepticism.

      In the center of the room, was the center piece a torso sized piece of rich purple amethyst. Just to the right was a waist-high glass display case held hundreds of small glass bowls filled with an array of crystals, rocks, and minerals—the largest assortment I’d ever seen. Each bowl had a small label indicating the name and purported properties of its contents: amethyst for protection, rose quartz for love, citrine for prosperity. The colors were vibrant, each stone catching the light as if it were alive.

      Shelves lined the walls, filled with items that looked both ancient and mystical. Rows of tarot card decks with beautifully illustrated covers, books on astrology and spellcasting, candles in every color and scent imaginable, jars of herbs, and small vials of essential oils were all meticulously arranged. The combination of scents was overwhelming, making me feel slightly lightheaded but oddly at peace.

      Delicate wind chimes and dream catchers hung from the ceiling, their gentle movements creating a soft, tinkling sound that added to the store’s enchanting vibe. In one corner, a table was set up for tarot readings. Andrew had just chosen his card, though I hadn’t seen which one. Curious, I wandered over to the table for a sneak peek.

      The table was covered with a rich, dark velvet cloth, adorned with a crystal ball, candles, and various other items I couldn’t identify. It looked like the shopkeeper had already reshuffled the deck, so Andrew’s card would remain a mystery until he shared it on the ride home.

      A flicker of light caught my attention, and I turned to see a collection of beautifully crafted jewelry: amulets, rings, and necklaces designed to harness the power of the stones they held. Each piece looked unique, as if it had its own story. A small sign indicated these were made by local artists. I always appreciate when shops support local talent.

      Despite my initial doubts, I could see why The Arcane Room was gaining popularity. There was something special about this place, a sense of mystery and possibility that was hard to ignore. Maybe Bethany’s stories weren’t all exaggerations after all.

      “Now, what can I do for you, dear?” a voice behind me rang out like a bell.

      I jumped.

      “Oh, I’m sorry, dear, I thought you heard me coming,” she laughed.

      “My goodness, no! I didn’t mean to be so startled. I was just so taken with these beautiful pieces,” I said, trying to calm my racing heart.

      The woman gave me a kind, knowing smile. “Everything on the upper shelf was made by my dear friend Melinda. She can’t make them anymore due to her arthritis, so what you see is all we’ll ever have.”

      “Oh no, that’s too bad. It’s beautiful work,” I said.

      “I’m Ms. Vesper, by the way,” she held out her hand, palm down.

      I took her fingers and gave a gentle shake. “I’m Larissa.”

      “That’s a lovely name,” she said. “A beautiful name for a beautiful woman.”

      “Thank you,” I replied, a little flustered. “Ms. Vesper is a unique name as well.”

      “Unique name for a unique lady,” she chuckled, her laugh more of a cackle, sending a shiver down my spine. Ms. Vesper had an odd charm—warm and friendly, yet there was an air of mystery about her, a subtle hint of danger that lingered in her presence. “So, my dear, what brings you to The Arcane Room?”

      “Oh, my friend Andrew, the one you took to the back,” I pointed to the door he had gone through. “He’s been awfully pent up for years. I heard this was the place to help him with his…apprehension. We drove up to Coral Cove this morning.”

      Ms. Vesper paused, looking me up and down. “I know all about young Andrew. But what about you, my dear? What is it that you need?”

      “Me? I’m good,” I laughed nervously. “I have a great life. A wonderful therapist. I love my job. I have a fantastic boyfriend. Zero complaints.”

      Ms. Vesper studied me again before grabbing both of my hands, holding them just above my waist as she stared into my eyes. “Come with me, my dear. Let’s draw you a card.”

      “Oh, I couldn’t possibly,” I said, trying to pull my hands back. She held onto my right hand and led me to her table.

      “Let’s just take a look, shall we?” Ms. Vesper said. “No pressure.”

      I stifled a small laugh. No pressure? The woman had a death grip on my hand and was practically dragging me to the table. She placed me in front of it, then moved to the other side. She shuffled the deck a few times before fanning out the cards in front of me.

      “Choose one,” she said.

      “No. I don’t need to. This is for Andrew,” I said as politely as possible.

      “Andrew will be done soon,” she said. “You’ll have plenty of time for your own turn.”

      “I only came here for Andrew,” I protested again. “I didn’t bring enough money for my own experience.”

      “Money is no issue here, my dear. Your first experience is complimentary, just like Andrew’s. My treat,” she said.

      “Really?”

      “Yes. I love to help people. I know it sounds too good to be true, but seriously, you must need to be here, or the magic of Coral Cove wouldn’t have brought you,” she said. “Plus, if you feel I deserve a gratuity afterward, you’re more than welcome to do so.”

      Ms. Vesper gave a coy wink, acknowledging the humor in her own words. Realizing it was futile to resist, I reached out and selected a card near the front of the deck. I flipped it over and showed it to Ms. Vesper.

      “The Three of Swords,” she said. “Very interesting.”

      “What? What does it mean?” I asked. I’d had my tarot cards read before, but I didn’t have each card memorized.

      “It means you were brought here for an experience,” Ms. Vesper said. “The Three of Swords often signifies grief, suffering, and loss. But there is strength in it as well—strength in expression, transformation, and cleansing. This is a very good card for you, I think.”

      A small buzzer went off behind Ms. Vesper, and she turned to disappear for a few minutes. I stared at the card in front of me—the bright red heart pierced by three swords, bleeding down to the bottom of the card. What possible good could come from such a negative-sounding card?

      A moment later, Andrew emerged from the back room with Ms. Vesper, his face flushed. He couldn’t make eye contact with me.

      “Good experience?” I asked, teasingly.

      Andrew just nodded, still avoiding my gaze.

      “Geez, I don’t think I’ve ever seen you so speechless,” I laughed. “Shall we get going then?”

      Andrew finally met my eyes, his tone serious but gentle. “No, you have to try that…”

      “Come, dear, I’ve just finished your tea,” Ms. Vesper said as she walked back into the room. I glanced at Andrew, who simply nodded. My heart began to race as I followed Ms. Vesper.

      The room she led me to wasn’t large, but it was stark white—a sharp contrast to the rest of the shop, devoid of decoration. In the middle of the room was a single black leather chaise lounge.

      “Sit, my dear, make yourself comfortable,” Ms. Vesper said as she handed me a cup of tea. “This is for the experience. Don’t worry about the time—you’ll only be in the experience for twenty minutes, just like Andrew.”

      I took a sip of the tea, surprised by its drinkable temperature.

      “Drink, drink,” Ms. Vesper encouraged. I did as I was told, and the room began to slip away.
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      The scent of burning filled my senses as I opened my eyes. Suddenly, I was no longer in the white room. I was outside, far from Coral Cove, and it was nighttime. Confused, I blinked a few times, trying to ensure I wasn’t dreaming. The sounds of a bustling city surrounded me—the distant hum of traffic, the occasional shout, and the persistent murmur of voices. A slight breeze carried the acrid smell of smoke and the faint aroma of street food.

      I found myself in a narrow alleyway, the buildings on either side towering above me, their brick walls closing in like a canyon. The alley was dimly lit by a flickering streetlight at one end, casting long shadows that danced with the wind. My heart raced, a mix of fear and adrenaline coursing through me. I had no idea how I ended up here, but everything felt dangerously real.

      I took a tentative step forward, the sound of my footsteps echoing off the dumpster-lined alley. The ground was uneven, sloping toward the center. Discarded newspapers and bits of garbage crunched under my feet. I wrapped my arms around myself, trying to stave off a chill that had nothing to do with the temperature.

      As I neared the end of the alley, a figure emerged from the shadows. My breath caught in my throat. He was tall, with an effortless elegance that seemed out of place in this gritty setting. His skin was flawless, almost luminous in the dim light, and his dark hair was perfectly styled, not a strand out of place. His eyes, a piercing shade of hazel, locked onto mine, and I felt a shiver run down my spine.

      “Lost, are we?” His voice was smooth, with a hint of a British accent.

      I nodded, unable to find my voice. There was something about him that was both mesmerizing and terrifying.

      He took a step closer, his movement graceful, and offered his hand. “Hello, my name is Vlad.”

      “Larissa,” I managed to reply, grabbing his hand. His skin was smooth, and I wondered if he had ever worked a day in his life.

      “Hello, Larissa,” he said, a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. “What brings you to this part of town?”

      I swallowed hard, glancing around nervously. “I’m not even sure how I got here.”

      “Where were you trying to go?” he asked, his smile widening.

      I hesitated for a moment, not even sure myself of what was happening. I had been in Coral Cove, and it was midday. Now, it appeared I was in New York City or Chicago, and it was dark. I looked around, trying to come up with some sort of answer.

      Sensing my hesitation, Vlad placed a gentle hand on my shoulder. “Come. Let’s get you out of this alleyway at least.”

      Vlad guided me down the alley and out to a main street. The bright lights of the city made me feel safer than I had in the dingy alley. The buildings towered overhead like beacons as far as I could see in either direction. Yet, I still couldn’t make out what city I was in.

      “Where are we?” I asked.

      “Midtown,” Vlad answered. I really meant what city we were in but decided not to clarify my question. Being alone in a big city as a woman was enough to make me uneasy. I wasn’t going to admit that I had no clue where I was.

      As we walked, I glanced at Vlad from the corner of my eye. He moved with an effortless grace, his presence commanding attention even amidst the bustling crowd. There was a mystery about him that drew me in, and I couldn’t help but feel a spark of attraction.

      We passed by a food cart, the smell of sizzling meat and spices wafting through the air. My stomach growled, and Vlad seemed to notice.

      “Hungry?” he asked with a charming smile.

      “Starving,” I admitted, my cheeks flushing.

      “Let’s get you something to eat, then,” he said, steering me toward the cart.

      Vlad ordered for me, his voice smooth and confident as he spoke to the vendor. A few moments later, he handed me a hot sandwich wrapped in foil. The warmth seeped into my cold hands, and I took a grateful bite. The flavors exploded in my mouth, and I couldn’t help but let out a small moan of satisfaction.

      “Good?” Vlad asked, amusement playing on his face.

      “Delicious,” I replied. “How much do I owe you?”

      “It’s on me,” he smiled.

      “You’re not getting anything?” I asked.

      “I just finished dinner right before I found you in the alley.”

      We continued to walk, the sounds of the city creating a strange symphony around us. Vlad pointed out various landmarks, sharing little anecdotes about each one. I still couldn’t decipher what city we were in, but I found myself relaxing in Vlad’s presence and caring less about the details.

      “So, Vlad,” I said between bites, “what do you do?”

      He chuckled softly. “I suppose you could say I’m an investor. I have a knack for seeing potential where others might not.”

      “As long as you enjoy what you do, I guess,” I teased, feeling a bit bolder.

      He smiled, a softness beginning to shine through. “And what about you, Larissa? What do you do?”

      “I’m an ultrasound technician,” I said confidently.

      “For babies?” His face lit up with an adorable, childlike expression.

      “Yes. That’s my specialty. You can get an ultrasound for all sorts of ailments, but I work at a fertility clinic, so I get to look at babies all day,” I said.

      His eyes sparkled. “That’s amazing. It must be very fulfilling.”

      “Thank you for saying that. Yes, I love my job.” I really did. His words and excitement about my job struck a chord within me, and I found myself smiling and nodding like an idiot. There was something about Vlad that made me feel seen, understood in a way I hadn’t felt in a long time.

      As we continued to stroll through the city, our conversation flowed effortlessly. Vlad was attentive, genuinely interested in what I had to say. The initial fear I felt had long faded, replaced by a growing curiosity and undeniable attraction.

      Jason, my boyfriend, had never shown this much interest in my life. I thought that was just how straight men were. Andrew cared about my job and my life. That’s probably why I went to him with everything instead of Jason. Wasn’t that just the way it is?

      Eventually, we found ourselves in a quieter part of the city, the noise and lights dimming around us. Vlad led me to a small park, the trees casting long shadows under the streetlights. We sat on a bench, the cool night air wrapping around us.

      “Thank you for tonight,” I said softly, looking up at him. “I don’t know what I would have done if you hadn’t found me.”

      “It was my pleasure, Larissa,” he replied, his voice low and soothing. “I’m glad we crossed paths.”

      Our eyes locked, the electricity between us palpable. For a moment, it felt as if the entire world had fallen away, leaving just the two of us in this quiet corner of the city.

      “I really want to kiss you,” Vlad said.
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      Instinctively, I reached up, grabbed Vlad by the back of the head, and pulled him toward me. Our lips met, and fireworks exploded inside me. His lips were soft yet demanding, moving against mine with a passion that took my breath away. I melted into the kiss, my body pressing closer as if drawn by an irresistible force.

      Vlad’s hands found their way to my waist, pulling me tighter against him. The heat between us rose, a slow burn that ignited every nerve ending in my body. His tongue traced the seam of my lips, and I parted them eagerly, allowing him deeper access. The taste of him was intoxicating—sweet with an edge of danger that sent shivers through my body.

      His fingers tangled in my hair, gently tugging me closer as our kiss deepened. My hands roamed over his shoulders, feeling the hard muscles beneath his shirt. He groaned deeply into my mouth, the sound vibrating through me, fueling the fire already burning within.

      I broke the kiss just long enough to gasp for air and looked into Vlad’s eyes. They were dark, filled with an intensity that made my heart race even faster.

      “Fuck. Jason.”

      Before I could protest, he captured my lips again, his kiss more urgent this time. His hands roamed over my back, tracing every curve and dip, making me ache for more of his touch.

      Sensing my unease, he paused. “Everything okay?”

      “Yes, I just…” I thought about The Arcane Room, about Andrew’s face, flushed with satisfaction. This isn’t real. I’m not cheating. I’m having an experience. I decided to forget Jason and accept this. I looked up and down at the sexy man in front of me. “We just met. I feel a little awkward, I guess.”

      Vlad smiled. “You seemed to be enjoying yourself a minute ago. It couldn’t have been too awkward.”

      “Very true,” I nodded, and pounced into his lap. The world around us faded away, leaving just the two of us lost in the moment. Every kiss, every touch, felt like a promise of more to come—a tantalizing preview of the passion ahead.

      Vlad broke the kiss again. He grabbed the back of my head, his grip gentle but strong. “You are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met.”

      I felt my cheeks flush. “Thank you.”

      “I want to show you something,” Vlad said, standing up and taking my hand. We left the park and started toward a different part of the city.

      With our hands entwined, he led me through the bustling streets. The noise and chaos of the city blurred into the background as we turned down a narrow side street, then another, until we reached an old, abandoned warehouse. Its dilapidated exterior seemed out of place among the modern buildings, but something about it intrigued me.

      Vlad pushed open a rusty door and guided me inside. The interior was dark and empty, with the faint sound of footsteps echoing in the vast space. He led me to a side door, and we entered a more modern, well-lit lobby. Vlad’s presence was reassuring, his confidence infectious. He led me into an elevator and pressed the top button.

      When we reached the top, Vlad pushed open a door that led to the roof. I stepped into the cool night air and gasped. The city sprawled out before us—a sea of twinkling lights and towering skyscrapers. But what truly took my breath away was the sky. Above us, the stars shone brightly, more vivid and numerous than I ever expected to see in the city.

      “This is the only place in town where you can see the stars like this,” Vlad said softly, his voice a mix of pride and tenderness. “I wanted to share it with you.”

      We walked to the edge of the roof, and Vlad wrapped his arm around my shoulders, pulling me close. The warmth of his body against mine was comforting, and I leaned into him, feeling a sense of peace wash over me.

      “Thank you,” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the gentle breeze. “It’s beautiful.”

      We stood there, wrapped in each other’s embrace, the stars our only witnesses. Vlad’s hand traced slow, soothing patterns on my back, and my heart swelled with emotions I couldn’t quite name. This man, this night, felt like a dream, one I never wanted to wake from.

      He turned me gently to face him. “So, Miss Larissa, how long do I get you for?”

      I shrugged. Tears welled in my eyes, not from sadness, but from the overwhelming beauty of the moment. I reached up and cuped his face, pulling him down for another kiss, this one slow and tender. “As long as you want.”

      That’s how I met Vladimir Kensington.

      He took me to his apartment that night after I admitted that I had nowhere else to stay while in town, and he was more than happy to offer me his place. Vlad disappeared for a moment and came back with a clean t-shirt and shorts for me to wear. “It might be a little big on you, but the shorts have a drawstring.”

      I blushed. “That was thoughtful. Thank you.” I found the bathroom and changed. When I came out I plopped down on the couch and grimaced.

      “Is it that bad?” he asked.

      “Well, it wasn’t that good,” I said awkwardly.

      Vlad sat next to me and attempted to squish into the couch. “This really sucks.”

      A laugh burst from me. “It really does.”

      “I’m so sorry, I don’t usually sit out on it. Honestly, I didn’t realize it was so…” Vlad trailed off. “Hard.” He ran his hand through his hair. “You can have the bed.”

      “It’s okay, I don’t want to put you out,” I said with a smile. “I’m happy for the couch.”

      “Would you like a cup of tea?” he offered.

      My chest warmed. “Yes, thank you.”

      Settling into a comfortable conversation was easy and stretched into the night.

      I learned about his family back in the United Kingdom—two sisters and an older brother he doesn’t see often. His parents had passed away years ago, leaving him with a mix of fond memories and unresolved silences. He shared his passion for soccer, or football, as he insisted on calling it, recounting games he had played and matches he had watched.

      Every detail we exchanged seemed to draw us closer; I felt a connection to him that was surprisingly quick but profound. As the sky began to lighten, I found the courage to tell him that I needed him—not just for tonight, but in ways I was still trying to understand.

      “I’ve told you about the places I’ve been, Vlad, but there’s more,” I started, my voice a little shaky with the dawn. “There’s something about The Arcane Room and its magic—it’s like nothing else. And none of this,” I gestured around, “none of my day spent wandering this city or sitting here with you, should feel real… but it does.”

      He listened, his face unreadable for a moment before softening. “Even if this isn’t real, it feels real to me. Why let it be anything different?” he asked quietly.

      I needed to have him.

      I pulled off my shirt and tugged at his, and he helped me remove it. The moment our skin connected, it was as if a swarm of butterflies took off from my stomach, tingling me in every direction.

      He fumbled with my bra strap, and I reached behind my back to help him. We freed my breasts, and he held me at arm’s length to admire my naked torso for the first time. He bit his lip, then pulled me in for a tight embrace, his lips met mine, moving slowly to my neck, lightning crashing through my body. He followed the contour of my clavicle, down between my breasts.

      Vlad gently cupped my breasts and slowly rubbed his thumbs over my erect nipples. He kissed his way toward them, but just before his mouth made contact, he paused.

      “Wait,” he said.

      “Everything okay?” I asked, looking down at the top of his head.

      “You’ve been so honest with me. I owe you the same courtesy.” His hands slid to my shoulders, then down to my hands. He looked me dead in the eyes and said, “There’s something I need to tell you.”

    



OEBPS/images/untitled370-copy-25.jpg





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/bookbrushimage-2024-8-19-19-142.jpg
Towet Fantagies Gories





OEBPS/images/image4-2.jpg
7
N3

N






OEBPS/images/image2.jpg








OEBPS/images/a2ac4bc3-5302-44b2-8a5c-79d648f8f343.jpg





