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            Chapter One

          

          Holly

        

      

    

    
      “I’m so happy to be home. The conference was a waste of time,” I lament as I drop my suitcase on the floor and look around for my furry baby. I find the little traitor sitting in Aunt Mabel’s lap, ignoring me. Milo will punish me for several days because I left him for my weekend trip. “Was my little sweetheart a good boy?” I ask, then watch as my aunt flips her long gray hair over her shoulder. For a sixty-five-year-old woman, Aunt Mabel is in wonderful shape. She owns the most popular yoga studio in town. Well, really, it’s the only yoga studio in our small town, but if there was competition, it would still be the most popular.

      “Of course, but never mind that. You want to talk about a nightmare. You have a nightmare happening right across the street.” When Aunt Mabel places Milo on the floor, the cat’s glare promises retribution, but I ignore him and concentrate on my aunt. She walks over to point out the front picture window, “You have a new neighbor. Saturday morning, moving vans came, and people were in and out all weekend long. And oh my God, it’s a drug dealer that moved in across the street.”

      I roll my eyes and drop down onto the sofa. “Aunt Mabel, what makes you think my new neighbor’s a drug dealer?” Since my aunt is known for her crazy theories, along with her yoga classes, I’m sure this explanation will be a doozy.

      “He’s got to be all of eighteen. How else would he be able to afford that house? I’m telling you, a drug dealer moved in across the street. One fine, young, hot as hell drug dealer, but still a criminal.” As she looks up toward the ceiling and shakes her head then looks sadly out the window, I barely contain my laughter. I’m sure there’s another explanation, but everyone in town knows that arguing with Aunt Mabel is pointless.

      “I’ll talk to Linda and Gary with the neighborhood association and find out all about my neighbor. Don’t you worry.” I try to assure Aunt Mabel.

      After I convince her it’s safe to leave me here with a drug dealer living across the street, she leaves and I attempt to find my angry cat. The little monster has gone into hiding to punish me. While he’s off sulking, I decide to get my things ready for the week ahead. When I walk by the window, I notice a new expensive car in front of my neighbor’s house, and for a second, I wonder about Aunt Mabel’s theory.
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        * * *

      

      Even though I’m running late the next morning, I search everywhere but can’t find the little terror anywhere. Milo avoided me all night, so I place a can of tuna in his food dish as a peace offering before leaving. Hopefully, he’ll forgive me sometime soon.

      As I open my front door to leave, my jaw drops open and I blink several times. My first thought is, Holy Cow. Is that my new neighbor? Things are definitely looking up in my neighborhood. The average age just went down by several years. Aunt Mabel was right. He is hot. Red freaking hot. But several years older than eighteen. I’d say he’s got to be in his mid-twenties, at least. Still young to own a home in this neighborhood unless he has very rich parents or a very good job. The suit he’s wearing probably cost more than my first car did, and it molds to every gorgeous inch of his body perfectly. When he reaches down to pick up an object from his lawn, the material stretches across his perfect ass and I check to make sure I’m not actually drooling. Staring at him short-circuits my brain. As he straightens and notices me gawking, an arrogant smirk flits across his face, then he waves, causing me to blush from head to toe from embarrassment. Before I can make a bigger fool of myself, I turn and dash to my car. As I’m driving away, I watch in the rearview mirror as the hottie walks toward his car.

      Samantha, my best friend and receptionist, isn’t at her desk when I walk into my office. The smell of coffee leads me to the breakroom where I find her sitting at the table, half asleep. “Busy night?”

      She jumps at my voice and groans, “The Tomases argued about freaking bills until one this morning. I was tempted to march over there and settle the freaking fight for them. I hate paper thin, apartment walls.”

      When she drops her head on the table and starts lightly banging it, I laugh and remind her, “Aunt Mabel is always looking for someone to rent her extra bedroom. I could arrange for you to move in there.” She lifts her head and snarls as I back out of the breakroom with her glare following me.

      By midday, Samantha has forgiven me for suggesting she might want to live with Aunt Mabel. At lunch, I tell her all about my new neighbor, especially his nice assets. “You know, it’s been a long time since you dated anyone. I think it’s time to go after a man with hot assets,” she points out before deciding to “drop by” and check him out soon.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Jordan

        

      

    

    
      Holy shit. I hope the sexy blonde across the street is my Thong Santa. When I walked out and saw the beautiful goddess staring at me, all the blood rushed to my dick and I had to fight to keep from embarrassing myself. The delicate blush that covered her heart-shaped face aroused me even more, and I had to sit in my car and take several deep breaths before my hands stopped shaking. No other woman has ever affected me this quickly or this much. I have no idea what the hell is happening to me.

      I do know that ever since I moved in over the weekend, I’ve found a pair of thong underwear on my front lawn, every morning. At first, I thought it was a joke my brother and sister were playing on me, but they can’t get in the gated community without me knowing.

      After seeing an older woman coming and going from the house across the street over in the weekend, I prayed she wasn’t the mysterious owner of the undies. I knew my fantasies would die a horrible death if I investigated and discovered they belonged to a horny, elderly woman. Now that I’ve seen the blonde, my day is looking up. Time to investigate and pray I unmask the right Thong Santa.

      I walk into my family’s law firm, The Kane Law Firm, and head straight for my office. As one of the newest and youngest attorneys, I have a small office at the end of the hall. I’ve only practiced a short time, but I love working with my family firm, most days. My uncle, who is a managing partner of the firm, encouraged me and my two siblings to follow in his footsteps and become lawyers. He raised us after our parents were killed in an accident when we were teenagers. Having teenage triplets thrust upon him was quite a life changing event for a thirty-something bachelor, but Uncle Harris accepted the challenge and helped us get past the trauma of losing our parents.

      “Hey, asshole. Own a watch? It’s after nine.” My brother strolls into in my office before I even have time to take my jacket off. After dropping into the chair in front of my desk, he continues. “You have time to work out after work?”

      Taking off my jacket and throwing it over the chair, I shake my head. “I can’t tonight. I have another meeting with Mrs. Lowe about her estate. It could take hours.” Jason winces in sympathy before heading toward the door. The Lowe Estate case is going to be the death of me. Mrs. Lowe changes her mind weekly on how she wants to handle her business.

      As he reaches the door, he turns. “By the way, Lola heard you bought a house in The Maples and are now lucky bachelor number one. I’d run fast.” When he wiggles his eyebrows and laughs evilly, I have the urge to throw my crystal golf ball paperweight at his head. After he ducks out the door, I look at my schedule and pray I can steer clear of Lola for the foreseeable future. Everyone knows the firm secretary is looking to marry a lawyer who can give her the life she thinks she deserves. That lawyer won’t be me. Just thinking about her makes my skin crawl. Hopefully, some other sucker will catch her eye soon.

      By the time I leave the office after spending the day hiding from Lola, then enduring a mind-numbing meeting with Mrs. Lowe, I’m ready to go home and drop into bed. The rest of the week ends up being a repeat of Monday: go to work, avoid the greedy secretary, come home exhausted, and find lacy thong undies on the lawn.
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        * * *

      

      Finally, the end of the week arrives, and I’m looking forward to a couple days of quiet. As I’m dragging my tired ass out of my car, a fat, ginger-colored cat strolls through my yard. The gorgeous blonde from across the street comes running right behind the little shit, yelling, “Milo, stop ignoring me and come home!”

      In an effort to be gentlemanly, I run after the troublemaker. The mystery of my Thong Santa is solved when the kitty suddenly stops and drops a little present on my lawn in front of me and his owner, who then screeches, “Oh my god! Milo, what have you done?” The little thief shows no remorse as he sits down and begins to lick a paw while his owner looks mortified. I don’t think I’ve ever seen someone’s face turn that shade of red, but this gorgeous girl manages the feat. She snatches up the undies and shoves them into her pants pocket before turning to me. I blink several times as an unfamiliar feeling runs through my body. This is way beyond the lust I felt the first time I saw her at a distance.

      “I can’t believe the little jerk.” She glares at the cat then smiles at me.

      I realize she’s waiting for me to speak so I try to pull myself together, but my thoughts are buzzing around as I try to understand what the fuck is happening.

      Finally getting some control and wanting to put her at ease, I offer my hand. “I’m Jordan Kane. I moved in last weekend.”

      The cat decides to interrupt and hisses loudly in reply to me. She looks over her shoulder and glares at the cat for a few seconds before she turns back to me and smiles. “Holly Jacobs. Sorry about my cat. He’s mad because I left him for the weekend, and I guess he wanted to give you a welcome present, too.” Her eyes widen playfully, and she does a cute little tilt to her head as she explains, and I feel like a bomb explodes inside my chest. I shake my head, trying to figure out the unusual sensation, but I’m scared to examine what’s happening to me too closely.

      Without thinking, I inform her, “He’s actually quite the neighborhood welcome wagon. You might want to lock up your undies. He’s been leaving a pair in my yard every day since last Saturday.”

      “WHAT?” My ears are still ringing from her shout as she marches over toward the cat. Evidently, the feline is quite smart because he runs under my car before my gorgeous neighbor can reach him. When she turns back to me and bites her lip shyly, the funny feeling running through my heart intensifies even more. “I can’t even begin to apologize for him,” she laments as I hold up my hand to cut her off.

      “Don’t apologize. Your cat might need a bigger allowance to buy different welcome presents, but it’s not a big deal.” She snorts at my joke, and the unfamiliar sensation almost doubles me over. I’m so caught up in my thoughts, I don’t realize the cat is making a run for freedom with his owner chasing after him. As I watch her run after the little terror, the feeling in my chest tells me my life has changed. I’m just not ready to listen to it, yet.

      I spend the entire weekend hoping for another chance to see my gorgeous neighbor, but she’s never around. My dreams are filled with visions of her emerald green eyes smiling up at me as her gorgeous blonde hair is spread across my pillow while I fuck the hell out of her. The dreams lead to restless nights and cold showers. After a sleepless Sunday night, I barely manage to drag my ass out of bed Monday morning for my early jog. As I’m tying my shoelaces, a flash of pale hair moves quickly past my living room window, and I race over to watch Holly running along the street. I run out and catch up with her a few houses down.

      “Isn’t this a surprise?” My question startles her, and she spins and stumbles into my arms, shocking us both. The feel of her curvy body against my solid form short circuits my already non-functioning brain.

      Her tempting breasts rub against my chest as she gasps. “Holy sh-cow! You scared the hell out of me.” And my dick turns to stone in the silky exercise shorts. I groan in the back of my throat as she continues moving around, completely oblivious to my affliction. I finally set her back on her feet, and as she steps away, her eyes widen comically when she sees my unfortunate condition. In my mind, I come up with a name for what she’s doing to me.

      “Uhh…” She stammers, but I hold up my hand and interrupt her.

      “Let’s just run, and my problem will take care of itself.” I tilt my head in the direction she was running and start to jog.

      Holly easily catches up with me and mumbles, “I’m a doctor, so I know that has to be a little painful for you.” As we continue running, I hear her mutter, “Hell, it’s uncomfortable for me,” under her breath. But when I peek over at her, she smiles innocently and continues running, then suggests, “Maybe you should head home until your condition improves.”

      Making sure to only glance out of the side of my eye, I disagree, “You’re not getting rid of me that easily. It not great, but a run will actually help. I’m a lawyer, so I know how to argue.” She snorts and we continue running along. My problem eventually subsides, and we discuss her medical practice and my law firm. I keep waiting for the chance to ask her to dinner, but it never seems like the right time. I could kick my own ass for failing to issue my invitation before she suddenly notices the time and sprints home to get ready for work with a hastily muttered, “I’m going to be late. See you later.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Holly

        

      

    

    
      After his little stunt, my feline housemate is now a prisoner since I’ve locked the kitty door until I can trust him not to share my unmentionables with the neighborhood. As an act of rebellion, Milo completely ignores me unless I approach him, then he hisses and prances away hauntingly. The spoiled brat.

      Hiding behind my bedroom curtain, I watch Jordan mow his lawn on Saturday morning. As the thin, white t-shirt he’s wearing turns transparent from sweat, I nearly drool at the sight of his muscular body. I’m terrified by the effect he has on me and spend the rest of weekend avoiding him. Heading out early Monday morning for my jog brings a shock when I run smack into Jordan.

      After my run, I shower and leave for work, realizing that I haven’t seen my cat lately. Milo’s food is disappearing, so I know he’s around, but it appears he is going to hold his grudge for a while longer.

      After work, I head straight to Hot Pose for my Monday night yoga class with Aunt Mabel. She’s sitting at her desk when I walk in the back door, and I toss my bag into the chair. “What’s got you acting all pissy, missy?” she questions as her eyes peek over the top of her cat-eye glasses.

      I drop into the wicker chair and complain, “My devil cat has been leaving my undies as a present for the new neighbor.”

      “The drug dealer? I thought Milo knew better.” Aunt Mabel gasps as she drops her glasses on the desk. “Did you meet him?” She grabs her chest dramatically, and I roll my eyes at her antics.

      “Yes, and he’s older than eighteen, and I seriously doubt he’s a drug dealer. Maybe a mob enforcer, but definitely not a drug dealer.” She rolls her eyes at my joke as I continue. “Seriously, he’s a lawyer in his family’s firm. I found out so you can stop worrying.”

      Aunt Mabel’s eyes perk up, and she wiggles her eyebrows. “If that hot specimen of mankind has a real job, it’s time for you to become a cheetah and attack him. He’s hot. And hey, it never hurts to have a lawyer in the family.”

      “Cheetah?” I snort. “Do you mean cougar?”

      “Whatever, you look good in animal prints,” Aunt Mabel calls over her shoulder as she walks out the door toward her studio in the back. I shake my head and follow her. There’s never a dull moment with my family.

      There’s a red gift box sitting on my front porch when I get home. Juggling my purse and the dinner I picked up, I manage to grab the box on my way through the door. Milo is still pouting, so I don’t expect to see him anytime soon. Once I’ve gotten everything under control, I open the box to find an envelope sitting on top of all my missing thongs. My face turns red as I imagine my hot neighbor folding my intimates and placing them in the box.

      After pouring a glass of wine to build my courage, I open the card and laugh out loud as I read.

      
        
        While these are a thoughtful, welcome present, I’m sure they look much better on you than on me. Perhaps you would agree to dinner with me in exchange for them? My number is 555-2221. I’ll be waiting to hear from you. Jordan Kane

      

      

      It takes a couple glasses of wine to build my courage before I finally call and agree to dinner at Jordan’s on Friday night. Just the sound of his deep voice on the phone causes me to have premature hot flashes. I’m wondering if I should skip panties the night of our date since they’ll stay drenched anyway. The man is a walking sex magnet, and I’m hopelessly drawn to him.
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        * * *

      

      The rest of the week moves slowly as I both anticipate and dread this weekend. I keep wondering what in the world I’m doing, accepting a date with a younger man. I’m scared to examine too closely the emotions I feel every time I’m around him, but I’m also terrified of not seeing if our attraction might be worth persuing.

      On Wednesday, I break down and tell Samantha about my date with Jordan. My best friend insists on taking me shopping for a new outfit to “dazzle my date.” I realize it’s been years since I’ve been on a date. God, I’m only thirty-three. Between establishing my practice and keeping an eye on Aunt Mabel, I haven’t had time to even look at a man.

      “Are you sure I’m not too old to pull this off?” I turn and look at myself in the mirror, not sure this outfit is a good idea. The fuzzy, black sweater and short, brown, leather skirt might be stylish on someone in their twenties but not a thirty-something woman.

      “Pfff, you’re a gorgeous, young woman. Of course, you can pull it off. Now, let’s get some cheetah print shoes to complete the outfit.” I roll my eyes and promise myself never to tell Samantha anymore Aunt Mabel stories. An hour later, I’m the owner of the questionable outfit, but I put my foot down over the cheetah shoes. I end up with nice black, high-heeled boots instead. Then it’s off to the spa for waxing and buffing every inch of my body. Since I haven’t had a reason to get this done in quite a while, the experience isn’t a pleasant one.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          Holly

        

      

    

    
      Friday finally comes and brings sheer terror with it. Throughout the day, I tell myself to cancel the date numerous times, only to turn around a few minutes later and decide I’m going to go through with it and see what happens. I take much longer than usual to dress for dinner since I’m acting like a sixteen-year-old girl. After applying, removing, and reapplying my make-up several times, I give up and go with light blush, mascara, and nude lipstick, figuring the outfit will be flamboyant enough.

      Standing outside his door and trying to persuade myself to ring the bell is embarrassing enough, then Jordan opens the door and I want the ground to swallow me. “I thought I saw you walk over, but the doorbell never rang. Is there a problem?” He looks delicious in his navy dress slacks and light blue shirt, which emphasize his strong, masculine body. I’m tempted to run my fingers through his messy, caramel-colored hair. All thoughts of fleeing vanish and are replaced with the urge to see if he tastes as good as he smells. I shake my head to clear the thoughts I’m having as he takes my hand and gently pulls me in the door. His touch turns my mind to mush, and I feel my nipples poking the front of the fuzzy sweater. Thank God, Samantha talked me into the thick, woolly material. These physical reactions to him scare me senseless.

      “You look beautiful,” he says breathily as he leans in and kisses my cheek. My brain seems to be disconnected from my mouth so I smile at his compliment. Luckily, he continues, “Dinner is almost ready. Come on into the kitchen.” I follow him mutely and wonder how the hell I’m going to get through this dinner if I can’t even have a conversation with Jordan.

      “While we’re waiting, would you like a glass of wine?” He turns and lifts an eyebrow, and my mouth finally begins to function but the filter unfortunately hasn’t caught up.

      “Would I ever,” I answer, and he laughs as he walks over to the industrial-sized refrigerator.

      “Why are you so nervous?” He hands me the wine as he asks, and the hint of a smirk on his handsome face causes my eyes to narrow.

      I grab the glass and take a large gulp before shrugging and going with honesty. “I haven’t had a date in years. I’m out of practice.” Seeing the look of shock on his face is worth the mortification.

      “Good to know. The thought of you dating another man makes me homicidal.”

      I’m sure my face displays a similar degree of shock from his declaration. “But I’m so much older than you,” I blurt out, and he looks shocked for a second before he takes my hand and kisses it.

      “I’m twenty-seven years old. You can’t be more than a year or two older than me, and to be honest, I don’t care. All I’ve thought about since you got here is how much I want to throw you down on my sofa and fuck you. So, I’d say the age difference doesn’t matter to my dick either.” When he reaches over and gently pushes under my chin to close my mouth, I blink several times and attempt to get my heartbeat under control.

      “Try five years,” are the only words I find myself able to voice.

      He smirks for a second then kisses my ear. “Oh, that makes it even hotter.” My eyes roll back in my head when he leans over and runs his tongue up the side of my neck. Before I realize what’s happening, I’m sandwiched between his strong body and the kitchen wall. I groan in the back of my throat as he lightly bites the skin of my neck before whispering in my ear, “I’m dying for a taste of you.” All it takes is a slight turn of my head and our lips meet. Our tongues tangle as his hands run up my sides and skim along my aching breasts.

      My legs wrap around his waist as his hands grip tightly under my ass. His huge cock rubs against my clit through all the layers of material, and I nearly come from the sensation. In the distance, a buzzer cuts through the fog of lust, and I stiffen in his arms as Jordan groans, “Fuck.”

      After letting my legs fall to the ground, I pull my skirt down and take a couple of deep breaths before I look up to meet his eyes. He kisses my nose then leans his forehead against mine and sighs. “God, I want to finish this, but I don’t want to move too fast for you. Let’s have dinner and get to know each other a little.” I nod my agreement since I don’t trust my voice yet.

      It takes me a few minutes to get my overheated body under control. Jordan’s hands shake as he removes the casserole from the oven, proving he’s in the same condition. While silently working together to get dinner ready, we avoid discussing our near sexual encounter.

      Throughout the meal, the chemistry in the room is overwhelming. When Jordan asks me to watch a movie, I debate refusing but talk myself into staying for a while. As I sit next to him, my body tingles from the slightest touch of his thigh against mine, and I’m aware of every breath he takes. I try to concentrate on the movie but lose the fight. Finally, exhaustion from the week catches up with me, and I fall asleep next to him on the sofa.
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        * * *

      

      Fingers running through my hair wake me as I try to snuggle deeper into the warm cocoon wrapped around me. “Wiggling like that could get us into a sticky situation,” the cocoon mumbles near my ear, and my eyes pop open to see Jordan’s deep blue eyes looking down into mine. I managed to wrap my arms around his chest and my legs around his hips while I was sleeping. The hard bulge under my thigh is proof that this position is affecting him as well.

      As I try to push away, his arms tighten around me and he groans, “Where are you going?”

      “I think we slept through the movie. I should head home,” I explain as I smile and try to push away again. Jordan lays his head back and groans when my leg brushes his erection. Without thinking, I run my hand over the bulge tenting his pants.

      He grabs my hand and mutters, “I can’t take much more torture. This a becoming my permanent condition around you.”

      Biting my lip, I debate my options for a second then look up at him and wink. “Let me help you with that condition.” Then I push his hand aside and slowly unzip and reach inside his pants. After pulling his large cock free, I lean forward and run my tongue over the head, causing Jordan to grab the back of my head as he moans my name.

      “Fuck, Baby. I’m not going to last,” he warns when I wrap my lips around his dick and start sucking. He pulls my head back and groans, “This isn’t how I want our first sexual encounter to go.”

      The next thing I know, Jordan is carrying me down a long hallway while we tug each other’s clothes off. A trail of clothes follows our path to his bedroom at the end of the hall. Jordan lays me across the bed then places light kisses all over my body. He takes his time, nibbling and running his tongue along every inch, driving me out of my mind with lust. As he tugs on each of my nipples then nips at the underside of each breast, my eyes roll back in my head. Every time I attempt to touch his large dick, he scoots out of reach and I grumble my complaint.

      Finally, I grab his head and force him to look up at me. “Are you trying to drive me out of my mind?”

      “Yes, I need you to crave me as badly as I want you,” he admits.

      I promise him, “I already do. Please, fuck me.” In my mind, I promise retribution when he winks and scoots down my body.

      All thoughts flee my mind as his tongue runs along my clit then slips inside to taste my pussy. When he slides two fingers inside my wet center and pumps them while sucking on my clit, stars burst behind my eyelids. It takes several seconds after the spectacular orgasm fades for me to gather my scattered thoughts.

      My eyes widen when I watch him roll on a condom with one hand and I get my first full view of his massive cock. Holy cow. Before I can voice my concerns, Jordan crawls over me and runs his tongue along my lips. As his lips cover mine, he thrusts into my tight center. We both groan as my pussy stretches to accommodate his huge erection. After giving me a few seconds to adjust to his size, he begins to circle his hips, and his dick hits my g-spot with every turn. I can’t control the gasps falling from my lips as I feel another orgasm barreling toward me, and he begins pounding erratically into me. He reaches between us to rub my clit, and I see stars for the second time tonight. Jordan thrusts wildly a couple of times, then grunts as his dick jerks inside me.

      After a few seconds, he kisses me on the nose and whispers, “I need to take care of the condom. I’ll be right back.” He comes back with a washcloth and gently wipes my tender flesh before tossing the washcloth into the bathroom. I’m debating whether I should get up to leave when he sets the house alarm on the wall and climbs into bed with me.

      He pulls me into his arms and tells me, “Don’t even think of leaving.” Then he kisses the top of my head and nods off to sleep.

      I wake to unfamiliar pussy soreness and glance over to find Jordan staring at me. “Good morning.” He leans over and gives me a kiss then rolls out of bed. “What do you say I make us breakfast then we spend the day getting to know each other?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          Jordan

        

      

    

    
      We spend the rest of the weekend together. Holly refuses to spend Saturday night, but I get her to agree to Sunday brunch followed by bible hour, better known as Sunday football games. Come to find out, she’s also a huge football fan. The only blip on our Sunday funday is that we root for different teams. Our good-natured teasing turns into tickling, which turns into another round of mind-blowing sex.

      There’s no longer any doubt in my mind about what I’ve been feeling for Holly all along. Keeping my love to myself is hard, but I’m scared my sudden, intense feelings will overwhelm Holly this early in our relationship.

      I persuade Holly to spend most evenings with me, whether we’re at my house or sometimes we decide to torture the little terror and force him to put up with our presence at Holly’s house. Milo usually ignores us unless he’s hungry or bored. Our morning jogs are an exercise in restraint. Trying to run with Holly in little shorts and a cropped tank top next to me taxes my control to the fullest. I finally suggest we start getting up earlier so we have more time in the morning, then I can fuck her after the jog. She laughs when I make the suggestion, but I’m not joking. Then she lets me know that she can’t work right after my big dick does a number on her poor little pussy. Life is good.

      Spilling hot coffee on my hand as I juggle all my things, I mumble, “Fuck,” under my breath before grabbing a napkin out of my breakfast bag to clean up the spill. This morning has been a cluster fuck all the way around. Then I walk in the office door to Lola’s shit and an unexpected appointment with Mrs. Lowe later today.

      I’m debating banging my head on my desk when Jason strolls into my office. He raises an eyebrow and smirks. “A little sex would help with that attitude problem.”

      Rolling my eyes, I let my brother know, “Believe me, sex is not an issue. Work is my issue right now.”

      He whistles under his breath as he drops into the chair across from my desk. “Okay, little brother, spill. I want to know all about her.” My brother isn’t letting me get any work done until he is satisfied, so I give in and tell him about Holly. By tonight, my relationship will be the hot topic in my family. I manage to offload Lola onto a new hire in the office. Debra Snider is happy with the arrangement, but Lola is furious to have herself assigned to work for a woman. Now, if I could manage to get some sucker to take the Lowe case, work would be much more appealing.

      This week has been kicking both of our asses. I have dinner ready when Holly comes through the door, and she smiles before dropping her purse on the chair and sitting on my lap. “I’m going to need to extend my hours soon. I just can’t see all the patients in the workday right now,” she explains as I kiss her ear.

      “That’s not the end of the world. I hate that we won’t see each other as much, but we’ll make it work,” I assure her, and she leans back and runs her tongue over my lips. “Our dinner is going to get cold if you keep doing that,” I warn.

      She bites my bottom lip then whispers, “Let it.” A couple hours later, we warm up our dinner and eat it while watching television. Holly has her head on my shoulder later that night when there’s a knock at my door.

      “Fuck.” I groan as she pulls back and looks up at me questioningly.

      “I fucking forgot about that asshole. I should have fucking known he would pull this stunt tonight,” I mutter as I drag my ass off the sofa and make my way to the door. Of course, my uncle, my asshole brother, and their sidekick are all standing on my front porch. I clench my fist when I see my brother’s arrogant smirk.

      “Had to check her out for yourself?” I hiss to the three of them, but my sister pushes me aside and walks past, unapologetically. The other two stroll in, and I have the urge to punch my brother.

      “We were in the neighborhood and wanted to stop by and see how the house is coming along.” My sister feigns surprise when her eyes fall on Holly sitting on the sofa. “Hello, I’m Candace, Jordan’s sister.” Then she points at the other two and says, “This is Uncle Harris and our other brother, Jason. Did Jordan tell you we’re triplets? Jordan’s the baby.” When Candace winks at me over her shoulder as Jason snorts, the urge to kick them both is nearly impossible to resist. Uncle Harris winks at me, and I snarl at him. This is high school all over again.

      Holly smiles at my family and introduces herself. I seethe behind her back but smile when she turns to me. Wait, one day soon, I’ll return the favor to the assholes. Karma is coming for them. Fortunately, for them, they treat Holly like one of us and the night is a success. Before they finally leave, Candace and Holly make plans to meet for lunch the next week. I’m happy that she’s fitting in with my family but jealous not to have her all to myself.
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      The next week, Holly invites me to dinner at her Aunt Mabel’s house. She wants me to meet her and her best friend, Samantha. She frets about her “crazy aunt” and warns that the older lady has lost all of the filter between her mouth and brain. When we arrive at the little purple cottage, I realize Holly wasn’t exaggerating about her aunt’s eccentricities. There’s a garden in front filled with metal flowers in every color and little animal statues.

      After Holly squeezes my hand, she leans over and places a kiss on my cheek. “I promise to make this up to you later.”

      Before she can move back, I wrap my palm around her chin and cover her lips with mine. We’re both breathing hard, and I’m straining against the front of my pants by the time we come up for air. “You put up with my asshole family. There’s nothing to make up,” I assure her. “But we need to wait a little bit until I get this under control.” I look down at my lap, and Holly’s eyes follow mine.

      She snorts out a laugh and bites her lip. “Too bad we’re in front of Aunt Mabel’s house or I could help you with that huge issue.”

      Her words cause my problem to expand. I groan as I lay my head back against the head rest and count to ten, then I promise, “I’m going to make your little ass pay for torturing me.”

      Holly turns to look out the window and laughs. “Promises, promises. You have exactly twenty-seconds to get control. Aunt Mabel has spotted us.” Fuck.

      Fortunately, several deep breaths and running through football stats in my head does wonders for my erection. As I walk, I feel the cum drying on my leg hairs and regret my decision to skip underwear. In the back of my mind, I make plans to torture my little neighbor tonight for all my grief.

      We walk into the bright and cheerful living room, and Holly’s aunt gives us each a big hug. My mouth drops open in shock when she turns to me and smiles, saying, “I’m so glad you weren’t a drug dealer after all.”

      “Aunt Mabel!” Holly’s face turns the same red shade as her shirt.

      “Oh my God, I’m dying.” A cute blonde walks out of the kitchen, holding her side as she giggles. “You weren’t supposed to tell him you thought he was a drug dealer at first.” The blonde walks over and holds out her hand, “I’m Samantha, the sane one in this family. Holly’s best friend since kindergarten.”

      “Humpf,” Aunt Mable grumbles then shrugs and keeps explaining, “What was I supposed to think when a hot eighteen-year old moved into such a nice house and with that car? Huh? Drug dealer.”

      Holly’s face continues glowing as she tries to hush her aunt, but the older lady continues her story. “At least, you turned out to be a lawyer so my niece could be your cheetah.”

      I’m unable to control my laughter, and Holly glares at me as the tears run down my face. At that moment, love for my cheetah almost overwhelms me. Not only are we perfect for each other, but our two crazy families are made for each other.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          Jordan

        

      

    

    
      A few weeks later, I decide to take Holly to lunch. After clearing my schedule for a few hours, I head over to her office, eager to get some time alone. My case load has increased, and Holly has extended her office hours, so I haven’t been seeing my girl as much as I’d like lately. I’m planning on changing that right after the holidays. I don’t want Holly to feel rushed, but I also can’t wait much longer to make her mine forever.

      Wearing these pants without underwear will go down as the worst decision in history. Every time I’m within five feet of Holly, my dick stands up straight as if trying to get her attention. I have no idea how I’m going to manage to eat with my cock pointing right down the side of my pants leg. Hopefully, I can control the fucker until I get Holly alone.

      When I walk into the lobby, Samantha is busy with a call and signals me toward Holly’s office so I wave and keep walking. I tap my fingers on the open door, and Holly’s head snaps up. “Hey, let me finish up a few things and I’ll be ready for lunch.” Holly smiles as I walk into her office.

      Seeing her sitting behind the desk with her white lab coat covering her professional blouse and pants turns my dick to stone. There’s no way I’ll be able to hide my condition from anyone now. Looks like lunch will have to wait until after I get some relief. Before she can move, I shut and lock the door behind me then walk around the desk. Her eyes widen as I lean down and take her lips. While devouring her lips, I pull her from the chair and lay her across the desk. “Before our date, I need your help with a condition I’ve developed called Beautiful Blonde-Induced Dick Enlargement. I can’t walk anywhere like this, and you caused it,” I whisper against her lips before leaning back and looking down at the growing bulge.

      Holly’s eyes follow mine, and she smirks. “And how do I offer relief? It sounds very serious.”

      “Well, I need you to release the pressure on my dick by any means possible. I’m sure you can think of some way to help me out.” After my plea, Holly traces my swollen cock through the material with her finger, and I groan, “That’s exacerbating my issue.”

      I can’t resist unbuttoning the front of her prim blouse and pulling the lacy bra below her perky breasts then sucking her tight nipple into my mouth. As I gently bite down, she fumbles to pull my pants open before pulling my pulsing erection out. We struggle to tear the rest of our clothes off without giving up our prizes. When she runs her thumb over the head of my cock while wrapping her tight little fist around it and squeezing, I whisper, “Condition Critical,” against her soft flesh.

      Once I’ve given both of her little buds the same treatment, I stand back and drop into her office chair. I’m about to come in her hand and need a second to get myself under control while resisting the urge to slam into her tight little pussy and fuck the hell out of her. When she looks confused by my sudden withdrawal, I groan, “I’m about to embarrass myself. I need a second to get my secondary issue under control. Premature Dick Eruption.”

      “Mr. Kane, you need a lot of care. I’m going to need to give your conditions extra attention to make them all better.” Her sassy pout further increases the size of my dick, and I groan at the thoughts running through my mind.

      After a few seconds, I tug her little ass to the edge of the desk as she stares at me through lust-filled eyes. Her breath hitches when I slowly unhook her slacks and pull them down her legs. “I thought we were working on your condition right now?” she stutters out while lifting an eyebrow in question.

      I smile before answering, “My massive problem isn’t going anywhere. We’ll get to it soon. I’m worried you might be coming down with a similar disorder I need to address, called Big Dick-Induced Wet Pussy Syndrome. I’d feel terrible if I didn’t take care of the issues I’m causing you right now.” After winking playfully, I lean down and spread her pussy lips.

      The honey dripping from her tight little hole calls to me. At the first lick of my tongue across her wet center, Holly arches her back and cries out my name, causing a steady flow of cum to leak from my throbbing dick and coat my stomach. I run my fingers through the dew then slowly stretch her tight walls with two fingers while sucking on her little clit. Holly’s chanted, “Fuck me,” nearly causes me to lose my mind. “Come for me first, Baby,” I groan as I twist my fingers and lightly bite her little bud. She moans my name as her pussy spasms around my fingers. I lick her honey until the tremors stop then kiss my way up her gorgeous, limp body. After running my tongue along her earlobe then giving it a gentle bite, I whisper, “I may have failed at curing your Wet Pussy Syndrome. I fear more effort is needed, but don’t worry, I won’t give up until you’re all better.”

      Holly giggles then wraps her arms around my neck as she looks up into my eyes. “I doubt there’s any way to fix my problem any time you’re around. I’ll just have to learn to live with it.”

      “Let’s not give up so easily,” I suggest as I pull her long leg around my waist. While running my cock through her juices, I’m unable to resist the desire to nibble on her delectable neck. The need to finally sink into her body overtakes me, and I slowly push into her tight center. The first thrust causes my eyes to roll back into my head. I have to pause and take several deep breaths while her tight hole stretches to accommodate me. I’m so close to losing my mind and thundering into her tight, little pussy. Once I have control, I roll my hips as Holly tightens her long legs around me. Her silky walls massage my sensitive cock, and I begin pounding into her wet center. When I feel my orgasm barreling toward me, I reach between us and firmly rub her clit. That’s all it takes for her to explode. Her silky pussy spasming tightly around my shaft causes my orgasm to slam through me. I barely have the energy to hold myself up on my elbows as the room darkens around me, and I drop my sweaty forehead to her chest while I catch my breath.

      Once I’m able to push words past my dry throat, I croak, “Fuck, Baby. You’ve temporarily alleviated my Beautiful Blonde-Induced Dick Enlargement, but I’m sure it won’t be long before you do something to cause it to return. Like breathing.” Her laughter fills the room, and my dick begins to harden again. Too bad her lunch period isn’t long enough to alleviate my condition again.

      We never make it out to eat. By the time we clean up from our before lunch treatment session, Holly is almost late for her afternoon appointments. Luckily, she has a small bathroom in her private office for quick after sex showers.
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          Holly

        

      

    

    
      Our relationship has steadily grown, along with my love for Jordan. I was falling hard for him from the beginning, but when he named his hard-ons after me, that sealed the deal. We keep inching closer to making our relationship more permanent, and I couldn’t be happier. The summer is long over, and fall is in full swing. Jordan’s case load at the firm has started to increase, causing him to work extra hours, and I’m getting so busy at the office that I’ve had to implement extended hours. I hate all the time this takes away from my relationship with Jordan, but we spend as much time together as we can find.

      Since Jordan’s siblings and Uncle Harris have plans for Thanksgiving, we spend the day with Aunt Mabel and Samantha. I try to warn Jordan that it will be a unique experience, but he doesn’t believe me until he sees the “pseudo turkey.” My aunt has a moral objection to executing a turkey for her feast, so she creates an imitation turkey out of mashed potatoes and gravy with a green bean center. When Jordan starts blinking rapidly and swallowing repeatedly while staring wide-eyed at my aunt’s creation, I lean close and whisper, “I promise to make this up to you later.”

      As I run my hand up and down his thigh under the table, I feel his muscles jumping under the fabric. Jordan reaches down and covers my hand with his before leaning over to reply next to my ear, “I’m not sure what’s more torture, this meal or sitting here and not being able to do anything about the hard-on you’re causing.”

      He looks up into my eyes, and I wink then look over at Aunt Mable as she starts serving her dish. Jordan gets his revenge during the evening. Every time Aunt Mabel and Samantha are occupied, he makes sure to touch me or brush against some part of my body. I’m so aroused by the end of the night, I’m ready to jump him as soon as we get in the car.

      The drive home feels like it’s taking forever. I glance over and see Jordan’s knuckles gripping the steering wheel tightly, then I look down at his lap and see the reason. “Looks like you have developed your condition again,” I point out, and he groans when I reach over and unzip his pants. “Let me take care of that for you,” I whisper, and his huge cock jumps when I wrap my hand around it. Cum oozes from the tip so I rub the liquid around the head.

      Jordan warns, “You need to stop. I’m about to lose control.” I ignore his warning and lean down to wrap my lips around his dick. His shout fills the car as I begin to suck and tug on his rigid flesh. A few seconds later, the car jerks to a stop on the side of the road as his dick jerks, and spurts of cum fill my mouth.

      “That was much better than Aunt Mabel’s dinner,” I remark after I help tuck him back in his pants.

      He’s got his head back against the headrest and opens one eye to look at me before shaking his head. Then he asks, “How in the fuck did I get so lucky to find you?”

      “Milo decided to give you a welcome present,” I remind him, and he laughs before pulling the car back onto the road.

      “When we get home, I’m going to return the favor,” he promises, and I squirm in my seat the rest of the way home thinking about it.

      Jordan doesn’t waste any time keeping his promise. He pulls me into the bedroom and demands, “Get the dress off if you ever want to wear it again.” I don’t waste a second. I spin around for him to unzip me then step out of my dress. I’m left standing in my lacy bra, thong undies, and red high heels. Jordan groans and pulls the cups of the bra down under my breasts then leans down to close his lips over one nipple while rolling the other one between his fingers. My head falls back, and his arm around my waist is the only thing keeping me from falling. He gently lays me across the bed and stops me when I go to remove my shoes. “Leave them on,” he growls as he kisses down my stomach. Jordan pulls my undies down and falls to his knees between my spread legs. Lifting my knees and placing them over his shoulders, he winks and whispers, “I’ve always wanted to see those shoes wrapped around my shoulders.”

      Holding my pussy lips open with his thumbs, he runs his tongue up my slit repeatedly until I’m squirming on the bed. Then he runs the tip of it along the outside of my clit, teasing me until I’m mindless. When he starts nibbling lightly on my clit while thrusting a finger slowly into my wet center, an orgasm starts hovering just out of reach. “Fucking stop teasing me,” I grumble, and he takes mercy on me, adding a second finger and twisting it to rub against my g-spot while sucking on my clit. My knees tighten around his head as I come and scream out his name. He licks my spasming pussy lightly as the aftershocks run through my body. Jordan picks me up and lays my head on the pillow then stands on the side of the bed and begins stripping. As I watch him, I unhook and toss my bra aside then kick off my shoes.

      He crawls over me and kisses his way up my body, which has reawakened. He runs his tongue around one nipple then nibbles on it while tugging on the other, and my back arches off the bed as electricity streaks through my body. His heavy dick is laying on my thigh, and I reach down and run my finger over it, causing him to groan against my flesh. When I rub the pre-cum around the head, he bites my nipple lightly then jerks out of my reach and leans over to grab a condom out of the bedside table. After rolling on the condom, he runs his cock up and down my hole, wetting himself in my cream, then slowly starts pushing into my wet center. His first thrust causes my eyes to roll back. Even after all this time, it still takes a few seconds to get used to his size.

      “I can’t fucking get enough of you,” Jordan groans as he slowly starts circling his hips. Taking his time, he thrusts and hits all my sensitive spots while rubbing my clit lightly. Every time I feel an orgasm sneaking up, Jordan slows his thrusts or softens his touch. Always letting me get close, but never quite close enough to send me over into an orgasm. Finally, the slow buildup leads to the most intense climax I’ve ever experienced. Lights flash behind my eyes, and I black out for a few seconds as my body explodes. I open my eyes in time to watch Jordan throw back his head and grunt out his release. As he rolls over and pulls me onto his chest, I sigh and snuggle my face into his neck. He slowly rubs his hand up and down my back while our breathing returns to normal. “This was the best Thanksgiving ever,” he declares, and I lift my head and stare down at him with my eyebrow raised.

      “Uh, my aunt served fake turkey made out of mashed potatoes,” I remind him, and he laughs as he continues rubbing my back.

      “Yeah, but you know how to make up for a lousy dinner. Plus, I don’t ever have to worry about getting fat with Aunt Mabel cooking holiday dinners.”
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          Holly

        

      

    

    
      The Kane Firm Christmas party is this weekend, and I’m attending with Jordan. Candace and Samantha help me pick out the perfect dress for the occasion. The navy blue velvet sheath dress is very conservative, except for the slit that runs all the way up the side and gives a nice view of my thigh. I fell in love with the small crystals lining the strapless, sweetheart neckline. Candace insisted that I wear five-inch crystal encrusted heels to match.

      Jordan blinks several times when I open the door. “Baby, you look beautiful. I fucking hate to let any other men see you tonight.” He steps into my foyer and kicks the door closed. As his lips cover mine, all thoughts about tonight flee my mind. “Let’s get out of here before I say fuck it and keep you here to work out your little pussy all night long,” he groans then nips my ear.

      “Are you giving me a choice?” I ask, and he laughs as he wraps my coat around me then leads me out to the car. Seeing him dressed in his custom tuxedo has caused me to wish we could skip the party and stay home instead.

      “You look very handsome, by the way.” I kiss his cheek as he opens the car door and helps me inside. After he slips into the driver’s seat, his masculine scent wraps around me, and I wish we could forget about this party and head back home for a private party.

      Once we are driving down the road, Jordan turns to me and smirks. “Don’t worry, your pussy is going to get a pounding later. That fucking dress has caused my Beautiful Blonde-Induced Dick Enlargement to return. Lucky for you, I planned ahead and strapped the fucker down so no one would see it.”

      Thoughts of how we are going to end the night cause me to squirm in my seat the entire way to the hotel. Jordan runs his hand up and down my thigh as he switches gears, and it drives me crazy. I’m happy I decided against undies tonight. They’d be ruined before we even reached the event.

      When we arrive at the hotel, Jordan takes my hand and leads me past the lobby to the ballroom. The entire room is decorated in gold and red with a large Christmas tree standing in the center of the room. Jason, Candace, and Harris Kane are standing in front of the Christmas tree. Anxiety hits me as guests turn to watch us enter. “Jordan, so happy you could make it.” The older man walks up and slaps Jordan on the back.

      Jordan squeezes my hand then smiles at his uncle. “Uncle Harris, you remember my girlfriend, Dr. Holly Jacobs?”

      His uncle’s eyebrows raise slightly, then he smiles and leans in to envelope me in a bear hug. “What do you see in my ugly nephew? I thought you’d have come to your senses and run by now,” he jokes, and I laugh with the rest of family as Jordan pulls me to his side.

      He snaps back at his uncle, “That’s not funny, old man.” Candace and Jason tease Jordan about his lack of a sense of humor.

      While the group at our table is discussing boring legal matters, I sneak out to the restroom. As I’m re-applying lipstick in the outer room, I overhear a conversation in the main bathroom that shatters my heart. “Harris Kane and the partners decided it’s time for Jordan to settle down with an appropriate wife.” There’s rustling around, then the voice continues. “He’s dating the old chick to rub in their faces that he can still rebel if they push him too hard. Jordan will never change.” I can’t hear the other woman’s remark as water turns on. Once the sink turns off, the snickering voice laughs. “I doubt he keeps her much longer than it takes to piss Harris and the rest of them off.”

      With tears running down my face, I’m about to push out of the bathroom when I change my mind. None of this sounds like Jordan. Spinning around, I march into the main bathroom where the three gossips are huddled next to the sinks.

      Before she can protest, I grab the tall sneering blonde’s arm and drag her out to the main dining room. Jordan’s mouth drops open when he sees me approaching the table dragging my victim. All the table’s occupants watch in shock as we approach. I stop and notice the other two women have also followed behind us. Pointing my head back at all three, I inform him, “Jordan, Cream Puff and the Strawberries here were in the bathroom discussing your business. They believe you’re using our relationship to get revenge on your uncle and the firm’s partners for being assholes to you. Let’s discuss this and get the truth out in the open.”

      The rage that passes across Jordan’s face is directed squarely at the Cream Puff. He steps around me and demands, “What lies are you and your little airheads spreading?”

      She tries to stutter out a response, but Harris Kane steps forward and barks, “Lola, you better have an explanation for your behavior!”

      The Cream Puff’s eyes narrow on me for a second before she looks back and forth between Jordan and his uncle. “She’s jealous and paranoid and lying to cause trouble,” the Cream Puff huffs as she points at me.

      “You lying bitch,” Jordan growls and steps toward the skinny blonde, but Harris Kane holds up a hand and turns to the other two silent women.

      “Maybe one of you would like to tell me what happened. And remember I can smell bullshit a mile away.” His glare causes both women to pale.

      One swallows before stepping forward and murmuring, “Lola was telling us that Jordan is dating her to piss you off.” Then the scared women points at me and continues, “Then she came and dragged Lola out here.”

      Both Jordan and Harris turn and glare at the Cream Puff as the other woman finishes speaking. The Cream Puff bitch doesn’t even have the decency to look sorry for all the trouble she’s causing.

      Harris finally sighs, “Lola, meet me in my office early tomorrow morning to discuss your employment. Now, I’ll have security escort you out.”

      Jordan steps in front of me as the enraged woman advances in my direction. He snarls in her face, “I fucking dare you to try.”

      Gasps sound around the table at Jordan’s aggressive attitude, and I hold his arm and whisper, “It’s okay. Just let her leave.”

      He wraps his arms around me protectively and watches as security marches the Cream Puff and her two followers from the room. After the whole fiasco, Jason gets up and rushes from the room. Candace and Jordan watch him then look at each other and shrug as a silent message passes between them.

      Harris Kane turns to me and states, “I hope you don’t hold that vicious woman’s lies against this family. It’s obvious that you mean a lot to my nephew, and I hope to see a lot more of you in the future.” Jordan squeezes me tight as I smile at his uncle in agreement. Luckily, the rest of
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"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.
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