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      Roses and Thorns is a dark romance series packed with sex, lies, secrets, deceit, vendettas, and dark situations. This series is a spinoff from the Club Zodiac series. Roses and Thorns is another local club mentioned several times in the series. It is also featured in Becca Jameson’s novella, Ruined, which is part of the 2023 Black Light: Roulette Finale. This box set includes the first three of the six books in the series: Marigold, Oleander, and Jasmine.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

          

        

      

    

    
      I have to thank my amazing assistant, Michelle, and my great friend Kate Oliver for all their help plotting this series. It took hours to figure out the overall arc. Bless them both for listening to me and helping me flush it out.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2023 by Becca Jameson

      Cover Artist: OriginalSyn

      All characters and events in this book are fictitious. And resemblance to actual persons living or dead is strictly coincidental.

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      Forbidden love won’t stop me from finding her and making her mine…

      

      Gemma

      

      I live a luxurious, protected life. I know I’m naïve. My controlling father watches me like a hawk. He’s a powerful man with endless connections. He’s also strict. If his employees so much as glance at me, they disappear. If I glance at them, they’re fired. So, I keep my eyes down and my thoughts to myself. It works. Most of the time. Except with Damon.

      

      Damon

      

      I have a job to do. Goals. They don’t include the beautiful young temptress who struts around her father’s compound showing far too much skin. I can’t be distracted by her. It doesn’t matter that her smile lights up a room or that her voice melts me. My priorities have been set in stone for years. I will not be distracted.

      

      I’m working against the clock, but not fast enough. When the compound is raided, everyone is murdered. Except Gemma. There’s no body. I will find her, even if it takes years. And I will stop at nothing to get her back. No price tag is too high to buy her freedom.
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      Ten years ago…

      

      “This sounds so empty and cliché, but I’m so sorry for your loss.”

      Damon Albertini dropped down into an armchair in his father’s study, his hand wrapped around the drink he intended to inhale before pouring another. He gave it a swirl with the tiny red straw, though it hardly mattered. He’d only added a splash of tonic to his Bombay.

      “Is there anything I can do?” his best friend, Jagger, asked as he settled into the other armchair. “I can’t exactly cook you a meal, and flowers seem a bit extra for a guy.”

      Damon smiled. “Flowers would be beyond extra, man. I’m glad you didn’t show up with any. And I have staff cooking for me, so I won’t go hungry.” He rubbed the back of his neck and glanced at his father’s desk to stare at the piles of paperwork he still had to wade through.

      “It looks like you’ve been working hard to figure out your father’s business. Are you planning to follow in his footsteps?” Jagger asked as he took a sip of his Bombay. He hadn’t even added tonic. Smart guy.

      Damon shuddered. “Fuck no. My father was living marginally above the law. My mother knew this. That’s why she divorced him when I was five. She didn’t want me sucked into my father’s business, and I won’t soil her name by stooping that low.”

      Jagger winced. “Have you uncovered anything nefarious?” He waved a hand through the air a moment later. “Never mind. Don’t answer that. I shouldn’t have asked.”

      Damon chuckled. Jagger worked for the FBI. He wouldn’t want to put himself in a position to have to investigate his best friend’s livelihood. Damon commended him for his loyalty, but he had no intention of hiding what he’d discovered.

      Damon took another heavy drink of Bombay and met Jagger’s gaze. “I have a plan, actually.”

      Jagger stared at him. “Oh?”

      “Yes. I’ve been reading through those files for three days, ever since my father’s heart attack.” Damon rolled his eyes.

      “You don’t think he died of a heart attack, do you?”

      “Oh, I’m sure he did, but I’d bet all his stupid money that heart attack had help.”

      Jagger took a deep breath. “I figured. You going to ask anyone to look into it?”

      “Fuck no. What good would that do?”

      “Damon…” Jagger groaned. “Don’t tell me you’re going to start digging around in his death alone. That’s very dangerous.”

      “Nope. I don’t much care about that either. From what I’ve found, I’m surprised he lived this long. He was under a lot of stress.”

      Jagger winced. “I assume you’ve uncovered information that accounts for where all his wealth came from.” He hesitated before continuing, “I gotta say, Damon, I’d rather you not tell me.”

      Damon sighed and swirled his drink again before taking another long sip. “If it were just the money, I’d keep it to myself. I won’t play the games my father played. I’m not going to spend my life living on the edge, laundering money to support several mansions and yachts. I will clean up his mess and put the money to good use. However, there’s something else I found, and I can’t keep quiet about it.”

      Jagger drew in a breath. “It’s going to involve me, isn’t it?”

      “Yes.” Damon held his gaze. “Or your boss. Or your boss’s boss. I don’t care who.”

      Jagger nodded slowly. “That big, huh?”

      “Depends. How big do you consider human trafficking?”

      Jagger gasped, eyes wide. “Your father was trafficking humans?”

      Damon shook his head. “No. Never. I’ve stayed up nearly around the clock, making sure of it. Fuck, at first, I wondered if my mother had been trafficked. I was fucking panicking. But no. However, there’s a paper trail. He knows people are trafficking humans.”

      “Fuck.” Jagger ran a hand through his dark hair. “And, you want me to…?”

      Damon downed the rest of his drink and leaned forward, putting his elbows on his knees. “The drugs, money laundering, and shit don’t ruffle my feathers, but selling women does.”

      “Damon…” Jagger warned.

      Damon met his gaze. Jagger was not going to like his plan. “I’m going to infiltrate all these families my father was doing business with. One by one.”

      Jagger groaned. “That’s fucking dangerous. You’ll get killed.”

      “I won’t. My father knew a lot of people. They’ll trust me. I’ll make friends. Maybe along the way, someone will hire me to manage their money. I do have a master’s in finance.” Damon grinned. “Meanwhile, I’ll gather information.”

      “And feed it to me.”

      “Yes. I find it hard to believe that dozens of Italian families in the Denver area are buying and selling women. I’m betting it’s a handful of crime lords. The rest of the families who are living under the law are being manipulated and forced to keep the bigger crime a secret. I bet my father stumbled upon damning information, wasn’t willing to keep it to himself, and was murdered for his poor choice.”

      Jagger glanced at all the files on the desk. “I’m not even going to ask how you’ve come to this conclusion.”

      “Good idea. My father isn’t the only dead man. His best friend died a week ago.”

      Jagger winced. “Fuck.”

      “I’ll be talking to his best friend’s son later today. He’s ten years older than me, so we never knew each other well, but we have something in common. His father had a mysterious stroke.”

      “Jesus.” Jagger ran a hand through his hair. “Do you think he’s involved?”

      “Not likely. I don’t think he’s been close to his father for a long time, either. His mother not only divorced his father years ago, and he changed his last name to her maiden name. He owns a chain of fetish clubs called Roses and Thorns. I’ve been a few times. His businesses are totally legit. He runs a tight ship. Safe, sane, and consensual, or you’re out.”

      Jagger nodded. “That’s good. Are you going to ask him to help you?” Jagger questioned.

      “No. I’m going to do this on my own.”

      “You’re not asking me to help get you on the payroll, are you?” Jagger inquired.

      “Nope. I don’t need any fucking money. I’m set for life. I’ll sell off my father’s properties, buy something comfortable for myself, and put my finance degree to good use. I’ll be an inside source, an informant. Totally off the books.”

      Jagger slowly nodded. “You realize this could take years.”

      Damon set his glass down and spread his arms to include their surroundings. “I’ve got nothing but time.”
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      Three years ago…

      

      “Dad…” Gemma batted her gorgeous eyes at her father. “Please?”

      It was hard for Damon to keep a straight face from where he sat behind his boss’s desk, his hand on the mouse, his gaze presumably on the monitor. The little imp worked her father hard and often, but the man never backed down.

      Salinardi Romano scowled at her from where he sat next to Damon, holding up his hand-written ledger. He’d been in the process of reciting numbers to Damon. “I’d really prefer we turn the clock back to a time when you called me Daddy and enjoyed hanging with me on a Friday night instead of your girlfriends.”

      Gemma rolled her eyes. “Dad, I’m twenty years old. Not a child anymore. If you took five minutes off work to pay attention, you would know this fact. I’m only asking to go to the movies with my girlfriends. I promise to go there and come straight back. It’ll be totally safe.”

      “No.” Romano didn’t glance up from his computer. “Have your girlfriends come here. We have a theatre downstairs. Whatever movie you want, ask Marco to arrange it.”

      “Dad, it’s a new release,” she whined.

      Damon couldn’t blame her for wanting some freedom. She was a grown adult. But he silently liked that her father never let her leave the compound. His heart wouldn’t be able to take it if he had to worry about her out in the real world.

      The woman had no clue…about anything, really. She didn’t know what her father did for a living. She had no idea that at least a dozen people would kidnap her in an instant if given the opportunity. She had no idea she was drop-dead gorgeous or that her so-called friends were mostly friends of her father’s associates and likely only hung out with her because their fathers insisted.

      Though that wasn’t entirely true because Gemma was kind and funny and intelligent and had so many other amazing qualities that anyone would be glad to hang out with her.

      Romano glanced at his daughter for about half a second. “Since when does that matter? I don’t care if the movie comes out next month; Marco can arrange it.”

      Gemma’s shoulders fell, and then she glanced at Damon.

      He pretended not to notice in his peripheral vision.

      “You can send a bodyguard with us,” she insisted. “How about Damon? Surely you don’t need him to crunch numbers for you all day. You have a hundred other men on the property. You can spare one guy.”

      Damon swallowed. Fuck no. There wasn’t a chance in hell he wanted to be assigned that job. He’d rather guard twenty of Salinardi’s men in the middle of an outnumbered drug bust than be sent outside the compound with Gemma and her friends.

      It wasn’t that he thought it was beneath him. Nor would he mind being forced to spend more time with her. He’d give his right arm to spend more time in her presence. However, she was a walking target. Anything could happen to her. Damon didn’t want the responsibility, nor did he want her exposed out in the open like that.

      He didn’t flinch from his position because he was confident her father wouldn’t entertain the idea, mostly because Damon wasn’t her personal bodyguard. Instead, he worked for her father, managing his money.

      Occasionally, he did get roped into guarding Gemma. Mostly because he was the first man Romano set his eyes on when he needed someone, so he would assign Damon to the task of bodyguard. No way he would do so this afternoon.

      “No.” Romano met her gaze this time and held it. “Honey, the answer is no. Damon has other things to do. He can’t be out babysitting you and your friends.”

      That was true. Damon had climbed the ladder of Romano’s inner circle for a year to earn this spot in the man’s inner office—a position that afforded him the ability to collect far more information than he’d managed to gather in the previous year of snooping around.

      It was comical that Romano still seemed to think his daughter was a child. She was a full-grown woman. Twenty. Even though she was probably as innocent as they came considering her total lack of freedom, she had the body of a fucking goddess.

      Her thick dark hair hung in long waves down her back, perfectly styled because Daddy always arranged for her stylist to come to the house. She had gorgeous brown skin that was naturally dark because it rarely saw direct sunlight. She was careful to lather up with sunscreen every time she sat out by the pool.

      Pool days were the bane of Damon’s existence, especially when he was assigned to guard Gemma and her friends outside. Thank God he wore dark glasses and a suit at all times. The first hid the movement of his eyes. The second hid his constant erection. Somewhat.

      Damon couldn’t say what any of her girlfriends looked like. He rarely glanced in their direction. Gemma captured every ounce of his attention with her perfect curves, fantastic ass, and high, youthful, full tits.

      Yes, he ogled her. He was human, after all. And male. And straight.

      He was also there to do a job, so he preferred not to be assigned to watch Gemma. Those days never got him closer to his end goal. The fact that her father often assigned him to Gemma spoke volumes, however. It meant Romano trusted him implicitly, and that was an important part of the end goal.

      “Daaaddd…” Gemma switched to full-on whining. Damon couldn’t blame her. The woman had zero autonomy. She had all the money in the world. Anything she wanted was at her fingertips. She could hire someone to come to the house to do anything she wanted. Change the décor of her suite, outfit her in gorgeous gowns, paint her nails. Massages. Pilates. A personal trainer. She could hire a tutor and learn another language if she wanted—and she had done so. On top of that, Gemma was an accomplished pianist. When she played, her music filled the halls of the estate and made everyone smile, including her father.

      Gemma had everything. Everything. Except for the freedom to leave the compound. And that had to suck.

      Romano was done arguing, and when he was done, everyone knew it. He shot her a glare and pointed at the door. “I’m busy, Gemma. Go find something to do. Play the piano. I love hearing your music throughout the house.”

      As if she were indeed five, she spun around on her heel and stomped toward the door, taking a moment to shoot daggers at Damon as if he had anything to do with her predicament. As the door slammed shut, Damon flinched subtly, shaking himself out of the trance that woman cast over him when she entered a room.

      He’d never once glanced in her direction, so she had no idea he’d noticed her slight, nor the fact that she’d stuck her tongue out at him. She also hadn’t known that he’d watched every second of her sexy body as she’d yanked the door open and left the office—from her toned legs to her slim waist to her full tits. She was wearing a sundress that barely covered her ass and no bra. She didn’t need one. Her fuck-me, perky tits were perfectly high without support. But every time she did so, she tempted him with her damn pert nipples.

      Damon wasn’t the only one on staff who noticed, of course. He’d ground his teeth together on more than one occasion when someone on staff stared at her. But Damon had zero claims to her, and he was here to do a fucking job, so he kept his thoughts to himself and forced his hands to remain at his sides instead of popping someone in the nose.

      The woman had no idea how fucking appealing she was, and she was far too innocent for the likes of him. She most likely had never heard the term BDSM and wouldn’t know a thing about the fetish community.

      Nevertheless, Damon itched to pull her over his knees, yank her flirty skirt up, and spank her ass hard. He wouldn’t need to pull her panties down because he was well aware that she always wore a thong that left nothing to the imagination.

      Hell, her bikini swimsuits were the same. Scraps of material that left her butt cheeks exposed and barely covered her nipples, let alone her breasts.

      Gemma Romano was the embodiment of innocence caused by sheltered ignorance, but that didn’t stop Damon’s mind from roaming in a thousand directions every time he thought about her.

      Late at night, he often struggled to sleep, fighting off visions of that sexy goddess naked on her knees in front of him, her hands behind her back, spine straight, eyes downcast. He’d jerked off to the vision, often adding a ball gag to her mouth to teach her a lesson about insolence.

      Damon would give just about anything to introduce Gemma to his preferred world, watching her eyes widen with shock as he taught her how to submit to him properly. If she were his, she wouldn’t use that sassy tone she often used with her father because he’d discipline her every time until she learned her lesson.

      Damon wasn’t an asshole. He was a safe player. He always ensured he had consent from his submissives. Always. But he’d never had the kind of blank slate Gemma presented. Never been interested in someone with no experience either. He’d never thought of himself as having the patience to train a submissive. He liked to spend a few nights a week at Roses and Thorns, dominating seasoned women who knew what to expect and how to behave.

      When he was in Denver long enough to visit Roses and Thorns, he preferred to dominate regulars who knew what they wanted. He hadn’t been there for a year. Not since he’d gone undercover to nail Salinardi Romano to the wall.

      The reminder of why he was here made him cringe. He was close too. He’d gathered more than enough information to take down Romano and his team for money laundering, drugs, and weapons sales. Damon was still trying to find something more valuable, something that would connect the crime boss to human trafficking.

      Damon knew it wasn’t going to be easy. Romano handled some of his business by burner phone. And he was careful. Damon usually only caught snippets of hushed conversations. If the man was involved in the human trafficking business, he was fucking careful about keeping it quiet. Damon had yet to secure evidence.

      What Damon did know was that Romano had gotten more and more cautious about his daughter as she grew older and rarely let her leave the compound at all now that she was an adult.

      What didn’t make sense was why Romano believed anyone he was in contact with would kidnap his child. There was a story behind his overprotectiveness, and it probably involved money. A lot of money. Romano undoubtedly owed someone a large sum of cash, but damned if Damon had found that paper trail yet.

      One way or another, Romano was going down. Eventually, Damon would give the FBI enough information for an arrest. If Damon could find even one shred of evidence that Romano was trafficking humans, he wouldn’t hesitate to help the FBI take him down for something else just to put him out of business.

      It was going to be messy, and Damon cringed every time he worried about what would happen to Gemma after her father was arrested and sent away for life.

      “Damon,” Romano barked.

      Damon shifted his gaze toward the man who fancied himself his boss. “Sir?”

      Romano ripped a piece of paper off the notepad in front of him and held it out. “Please go pick up the damn movie my daughter wants to see. It’s apparently not available as a download, but there’s a hard copy at this address.”

      Damon inhaled slowly as he reached to take the paper out of Romano’s hand. “Yes, Sir.” He was a mix of emotions as he headed for the door. He really hated being sent to do such mundane tasks, but he did like to do nice things for Gemma. That woman really got the short end of the stick for a spoiled rich girl.

      Damon had to hand it to his boss. For a ruthless drug and weapons dealer with plenty of blood on his hands, he loved his daughter dearly and went out of his way to please her.

      Damon also couldn’t blame Romano for being overprotective. The man had good reason to be. He shouldn’t trust anyone. He had way too many enemies to take chances. In fact, his own wife had been murdered in a boating “accident” fifteen years ago.

      Romano knew it hadn’t been an accident. It had been an explosion so strong that it had taken days to identify the scattered remains of Romano’s wife’s body. The hit had been premeditated and flawlessly executed.

      From what Damon had learned from the staff who had been in his home for decades, Romano had been crushed. He’d loved Elena dearly. Soon after the murder of his wife, he’d tightened the reins on his daughter, eventually deciding to keep her sequestered at the compound at all times.

      At least Gemma had a hobby. Not just any hobby. When she played the piano, the entire vibe in the compound improved. She was playing now as Damon made his way to the exit. Today’s music was modern and rather angry, which made him smirk. Everyone in the household could judge her mood by her music.

      The hairs on the back of Damon’s neck stood on end as he left the compound to retrieve the video, and he felt uneasy the entire time he was gone. For good reason.

      When Damon pulled up outside the gate to the compound, he knew immediately that something was off. Very off. First of all, no one was at the gate to open it. Usually, there were at least two men standing guard and two others patrolling nearby.

      Moments later, an explosion tore through the entire compound with enough force to shake Damon’s SUV, rattle the windows, and knock his sunglasses off the dash. “Fuck,” he shouted into thin air as he pulled out his personal cell and dialed the number he would only use in an extreme emergency.

      He didn’t need to wait for anyone to answer. He only needed to place the code blue call and hang up. Reinforcements would arrive soon. But it would be too late. It was clearly already too late.

      After parking the SUV on the side of the road, Damon tucked a gun in the back of his pants, made sure his knife was secured to his leg, and hopped out of the car carrying a third weapon in his palm. From the sound of things, he’d be a fool to enter the compound unarmed.

      He scaled the high fencing that should have kept anyone out. He knew where and how to enter though, and he did so without issue. He did not rush toward the mansion. It was taking on heavy gunfire, and smoke was billowing up from somewhere in the center—most likely a result of the explosion.

      “Fuck,” Damon muttered under his breath several times. This hadn’t been in the plan. This was not the FBI. Someone else had gotten to Romano before Damon could finish and get him taken down legally. It pissed him the fuck off. An entire year of research and investigation up in smoke.

      Romano had pissed off so many people in the last several decades there was no telling who’d decided to take him down a notch—or perhaps take him out of the game entirely. Probably someone challenging him for his territory.

      With absolutely no backup and no way to know who the fuck was invading, all Damon could do was remain hidden in the tree line and watch.

      The job was quick. Not surprising. Less than ten minutes later, two armored vehicles came around from the other side of the house, broke through the front gates without pausing, and sped off.

      A year of work down the drain in a heartbeat. Before the police arrived, Damon scoured the entire compound as fast as possible.

      He tore the place up in search of Gemma, fearing the worst. His heart raced every time he entered another room, expecting to find her body in her suite or the kitchen or the theatre. That didn’t happen, though. What happened was much worse. There was no sign of her anywhere.

      It was obvious she’d been taken because everyone else who’d been in the compound when Damon had left earlier was now dead. Her father and everyone on his staff. They’d been shot or stabbed and left to bleed out in every room. Damon didn’t find a single person with a pulse.

      When he found the location of the initial explosion, he cursed. It most likely hadn’t killed anyone. It had simply created chaos and provided an entrance to the property.

      The compound was destroyed. Small fires burned in nearly every room. Walls had been destroyed by smaller explosives. What was left was a strange eerie silence.

      Damon was done there. There wasn’t a damn thing he could do about the bodies, and he wasn’t going to find Gemma today. He had to get out of dodge before anyone showed up. So much for prosecuting the bad guys the legal way. Someone else had done it for them and saved the taxpayers a lot of money. The question was, who the fuck had raided Salinardi Romano’s inner sanctum, and what had they done with Gemma?

      Damon suspected the worse and vowed to dedicate his life to finding Gemma no matter how long it took.
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      Present day…

      

      “Are you insane?” Robert Suthers asked as he leaned back in his desk chair, eyeing Damon suspiciously.

      Damon shrugged as he met his friend’s gaze. “Perhaps, but I’m still going to do it.”

      Robert lurched forward, setting his elbows on his desk across from Damon. The two of them were sitting in his fancy office in his exclusive club, Roses and Thorns. “That is the craziest, most hair-brained idea you’ve ever had, and I’ve known you for most of your life. You’ve done some batshit things in that time, but this one takes the cake, man. I think you need someone to jump in with a moral compass and tell you no. So, no. Don’t do it. If your father were alive…”

      Damon narrowed his gaze. “Don’t bring my father into this. He lived barely above the law, and you know it.”

      Robert was ten years older than Damon, so they hadn’t known each other when they were young, but their fathers had been friends, and both men had died within a week of each other. Damon’s father from a “heart attack.” Robert’s father from a “stroke.”

      If it had just been one of them, it might not have raised suspicions, but Damon and Robert knew there was a good chance neither death had been a coincidence.

      Damon had been twenty-five at the time. He’d recently gotten his master’s in finance and moved back to the Denver area. After the dust had settled, he’d reconnected with Robert and subsequently joined his club, Roses and Thorns.

      Even though Damon’s mother had raised him largely on her own, he’d had visitation with his father, and he’d turned into the same kind of Dominant man his father had been. Unlike his father, Damon preferred to practice safe, sane, consensual dominance, and he did so at Roses and Thorns.

      Damon drew in a deep breath, tapping his fingertips along the arms of the expensive leather chair he occupied. He refused to let Robert ruffle his feathers. He’d already made up his mind. In fact, the deed was done. He’d made the wire transfer this morning. Even though he hadn’t picked up the package yet, he was already a slave owner.

      Robert groaned and rolled his head in both directions. “Jesus,” he muttered, “you’ve already put this plan in motion, haven’t you?”

      “Yes. I’m not asking for your permission, nor am I interested in your opinions. I’m only telling you about it so that if things go south and I disappear from the planet, at least one person will have known where I went.”

      Robert narrowed his gaze. “Fuck.”

      Damon didn’t let himself flinch. He’d expected Robert to react this way. He couldn’t blame him.

      “You’ve got more money than you have brains.”

      Damon smirked. “Probably. Might as well put it to good use.”

      “How about a nice charity? You could donate it to an anti-human-trafficking organization and save hundreds of women instead of just one,” Robert suggested.

      “I could, but then I’d spend my entire life wondering and worrying about Gemma.”

      Robert sighed. “Somehow, I knew this day would come.”

      “Then why are you so shocked?” Damon asked.

      “Because it’s fucking dangerous, and I’d hoped you would have forgotten Gemma and moved on with your life.”

      It was Damon’s turn to lean forward, closing the distance between himself and his friend. “I’ve never once forgotten her, not even for a day. Not a single day. I lie awake at night worrying about her. I fucking let her down. Now, I’m going to get her back.”

      “How long have you been planning this?”

      “Over a year,” Damon admitted.

      “Fuck. How long has it been since you last saw her?”

      “Three years.” Damon winced. Three mother-fucking long years that he’d spent trying to find her under the radar. Until two weeks ago, he hadn’t had a single lead on her possible whereabouts. Finally, he’d gotten his first tip, and he’d been crawling the walls ever since.

      “You’re toying with the Italian mob. If they get a single inkling that you’re fucking with them, they’ll have you killed and make you disappear from this earth as if you never existed,” Robert reminded Damon.

      “I’m well aware, and I’m not fucking with them. If they figure out who I am, so what? They can dig around in my past all they want. They won’t find a single reason not to trust me. As far as they’ll be concerned, I’m just another rich bastard who’s willing to pay top dollar for a well-trained slave. I’m sure I’m not the only buyer with connections to the Italian mob who bid on a woman and won the auction.”

      Robert picked up a pen and flicked it back and forth over the desk, staring at Damon before sighing heavily. “Fuck.” He drew in a breath. “You’ve spent ten years trying to nail this bastard. Now you’re going to walk right into his den? You don’t even know who he is.”

      Damon nodded. “Right now, I don’t even care. Right now, I only care about one woman, and I’m going to fucking rescue her if I die doing so.”

      Robert sighed. “Does Jagger know about this?”

      Damon shook his head. “No. I’m not going to tell him until after the purchase.”

      Robert groaned. “This is fucking dangerous. You should tell him. He’s going to be pissed.”

      Damon shrugged. “He’s going to have to be pissed. If I alert the FBI, they’ll show up at the meeting location. The risk of losing Gemma is too high. I won’t risk her life.”

      “Jesus. What’s the plan?”

      “You sure you want to know? It’s not pretty.”

      Robert narrowed his gaze. “Just tell me the fucking plan, Damon.”

      “The plan is to attend this private party, pick up Gemma, and get her the fuck out of there.” It wasn’t complicated. Not when he put it like that.

      “When?”

      “Friday night. Apparently, the seller likes to make a spectacle out of his sales.” Damon winced at the thought of dragging his purchase out for the entire evening, but it couldn’t be helped. He wished he could have simply wired the money, picked up the woman, and gotten out of dodge.

      On the flip side, doing so wouldn’t have put him any closer to nailing the bastards to the wall. This circus show would give Damon the opportunity to collect information. He needed to remind himself of that detail and focus his attention on the attendees and discovering who the seller was.

      Fat chance of him managing to gather many details, though. He’d never expected to find himself in this situation. A scenario where he fucking cared about the woman he was trying to rescue. His life’s ambition still existed, but for the last three years, it had been on the back burner while he’d worked his ass off trying to find Gemma.

      Finally, he’d gotten lucky. His eyes were strained from digging around on the dark web for hours every day, searching for anything that would lead him to Gemma. He’d nearly pissed himself when he’d finally stumbled upon her two weeks ago. After three years.

      He hadn’t seen her face. It had been blurred by the seller, but there was no mistaking her body. It was her. Bile rose in his throat even now at the memory burned in his mind for all time. Sweet, funny, innocent Gemma’s naked body plastered on the web for auction.

      The mole on her left shoulder had been his first clue. That’s what he’d been looking for. He should be glad she hadn’t looked altered in any way. Her tits were still high and firm. Granted, he’d never seen her nipples before, but he had now. Rosy disks with hard points.

      Damon closed his eyes and squeezed them shut as he visualized her pussy. He definitely hadn’t been acquainted with that until two weeks ago. Pink folds. Presumably untouched. After all, that’s what the seller was auctioning off—a well-trained, virginal slave.

      “She’s not going to be anything like the woman you knew after three years in captivity,” Robert pointed out. “She’s going to be fucked up, possibly permanently.”

      “I’m well aware. I’ll take care of her. Get her the help she needs.”

      Robert groaned. “You’re half in love with her, and it’s probably misplaced. She’s an illusion. You don’t know what she’s really like. You planning to become her new Master? Move her from one captivity to another? Force her to love you back?”

      Damon slammed his hands on the desk. “Don’t you fucking act like I’m some kind of animal. You know me better than that.”

      “Do I? Damon, I would’ve said so an hour ago before you strutted into my office and laid this plan of yours out in front of me. Now, I’m seriously wondering if you’ve thought this through. A million dollars is a lot of money to pay for a woman. I’m worried you’re hoping to stroll into the sunset with her, and that’s incredibly unlikely.”

      “You think I don’t know that?”

      Robert lifted a brow.

      Damon growled. “I’ve looked at this from every angle. I know she’s going to be fucked up. I understand that my goal needs to be rescuing her. That’s it. After I get her the fuck out of there, then I’ll figure out what’s best for her. Don’t fucking insinuate otherwise.”

      Robert took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “You never told me much about that undercover job working for her father, Damon, but I suspect it was fucking ugly.”

      Damon interrupted him. “The only reason I let you know I was working that job was because I was gone for almost a year, and you would’ve sent an army to find me.”

      Robert chuckled. “That’s true.”

      “And, if you’ll recall, I never did tell you where I’d been. You figured it out on your own.”

      “It wasn’t hard since you resurfaced looking like someone I’d never met two days after Salinardi Romano’s complex was raided, leaving him and everyone who worked for him dead and his daughter missing.”

      Damon rubbed his forehead. That about summed it up.

      Robert cleared his throat and spoke in a softer voice. “It wasn’t the first time you went undercover and disappeared for months at a time, Damon. I’m well aware of your save-the-universe complex, though I’m sure few other people are. I would never whisper a word of what I know to a single soul, and you know that.”

      Damon gave a sharp nod. He did. He wouldn’t be sitting here in his friend’s office informing him of his plans for next weekend if he didn’t trust him implicitly.

      “That being said,” Robert continued, “I’m worried about you. The most you ever told me was that there was a woman who’d been kidnapped from the estate and never found. I suspected you had feelings for her at the time, but I had no idea you’d spent the last three years plotting to rescue her.”

      Damon wished it were that altruistic. He wished he could look his friend in the eye and tell him that all he cared about was saving Gemma from a madman so she could resume her regularly scheduled life.

      However, none of that had ever been true. Damon wanted Gemma. He had then, and the feeling had never left him. He would acknowledge that the chances of him finding a woman who was intact enough to live a normal life were slim, but he had to try.

      “Please don’t get yourself killed. No one is worth it. You’re too valuable to the human race to risk your life for a woman who’s probably broken beyond repair.”

      Robert had schooled his voice to be as kind as possible, but part of Damon wanted to reach across the desk and grab his friend by the shirt.

      It wasn’t rational, of course. Robert was right. Still, Damon had to try, for her.

      For himself.
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      Damon’s brow was furrowed as he stepped out of his SUV and handed the keys to the valet. It didn’t matter. No one could see his expression behind the elaborate mask he wore. He’d pulled over five minutes ago to put the mask on before arriving at the address he’d been sent to in the warehouse district.

      If he were an average, everyday human, he would be shitting himself right now, but he wasn’t. He had Italian blood running through him, and he suspected several of the people he would encounter tonight were cut from the same cloth.

      Damon had paid a cool million for Gemma. Every man who was purchasing a slave tonight had undoubtedly paid a similar price. A million dollars seemed to be the going rate for a well-trained, virginal slave girl.

      Damon gritted his teeth. He’d clenched his jaws so many times in the last few days that they ached.

      The young man who sped off in Damon’s vehicle had been wearing a ski mask. It would appear that the seller intended to protect the identities of his employees as well as the buyers.

      The fanfare was over the top. Damon would have much rather paid his fee and picked up his purchase, but that wasn’t part of the deal. This was an elaborate game cooked up by some sick fuck who enjoyed seriously fucked-up debauchery.

      Damon hoped by the end of the night he’d have at least an inkling as to who’d made these arrangements and who’d attended, but he had his doubts.

      Apparently, each participant had been assigned a specific arrival time. No sooner. No later. This prevented any two people from arriving at the same time and risk exposing their identity.

      To further protect themselves, they’d been encouraged to rent their vehicles so that no license plates could be traced back to any individual without some difficulty.

      Damon was under no illusion that whoever the ringleader was, he had access to all the cars and was probably scanning the information with each arrival. Total anonymity was an illusion. It always was.

      Damon took the few paces toward the warehouse door. It was unassuming. It didn’t look remotely important. As he reached for the handle, it opened from the inside, and another masked man stepped back, waving his hand in a gesture indicating Damon should enter.

      Rule number seven thousand: speak as little as possible to avoid being recognized by voice. At least Damon wouldn’t be making polite conversation with anyone.

      Damon handed the doorman the name of the slave he’d purchased handwritten on a piece of paper. Marigold. The man in turn grabbed an envelope from the table behind him and handed it to Damon, who stuck it in the pocket inside his suit jacket. This was his ticket. The receipt that indicated he was the owner of slave Marigold.

      The doorman then motioned for Damon to hold his arms out at his sides and spread his legs. The man patted him up and down. Damon had left his cell phone and all weapons in the car as instructed.

      A glance at the table indicated there were two envelopes left, which meant three men had arrived before Damon, having been assigned earlier arrival times.

      When the masked doorman was done with his pat down, he pointed toward another door down a hallway, and Damon headed in that direction, straightening his suit jacket as he walked. The dress code had been among the rules. Three-piece suits. Black. White shirts. Black dress shoes and socks.

      The mask and information had been mailed to Damon at a P.O. box he’d been assigned, and he’d picked the items up yesterday. He felt a bit like he was about to perform on the set of Beauty and the Beast, except that would be true of every guest at this bizarre gathering.

      After opening the door at the end of the hall, he stepped into a dim corridor and followed it for several yards until he emerged into a large open space.

      This was it. This was where the exchange would occur. A dozen or so men were already in attendance, each seated in their assigned chair. The chairs were spread out, several feet between each one in every direction.

      As one of the auction winners, Damon headed for seat number three in the front row and fought his nerves as he lowered his body onto the chair. He’d done his best to glance around at the guests who’d arrived before him, but there was no fucking way in hell to ascertain who any of them might be.

      No one spoke a word.

      There was no stage, but the chairs were arranged in a way that made it clear there was to be a show in front of him. The six buyers were in front, their chairs wide apart at a slight curve. The next row of seats was behind those and in between. The next row was arranged similarly so that everyone could easily see the staging area without difficulty.

      There were approximately two dozen seats, give or take. He wondered what it cost to simply be a witness to this event—someone who had failed to bid high enough for the pleasure of owning a slave. The losers were given first dibs for the chance to be a voyeur. Perhaps at the next ceremony, they would be able to afford the high price of owning their own slave.

      Jesus.

      Damon took a deep breath, trying not to move around much or appear as rattled as he was. Who the fuck were all these men? What a goddamn shitshow.

      He’d expected six buyers because he’d chosen from six slaves. Marigold, Oleander, Jasmine, Tulip, Daffodil, and Lily. The madman who’d kidnapped these women and turned them into property had named them all after poisonous flowers.

      Sweat gathered on Damon’s brow, not because it was particularly hot in here but because he was fighting back the bile rising in his throat. He’d purchased a human being, and he was here to collect his slave. Who did that?

      If this place were raided tonight, Damon would undoubtedly be sent to prison. It wasn’t likely that Jagger or Robert would have the clout to vouch for him and get him out of this mess.

      Another forty-five minutes passed before it appeared everyone had arrived. Damon paid close attention to the man who stood in the shadows along the edge of the staging area, holding a microphone.

      He was a large man—tall and overweight—but so were half the fucking people living in Denver, so there was no way to readily identify him by his build. In addition, as soon as he spoke, it was clear he was using a voice-altering device to protect his identity.

      This guy ran a tight ship. Damon had to give him credit.

      “Gentleman…” He cleared his throat and continued, “Thank you for joining us tonight. It’s my great pleasure to present tonight’s slaves to their new owners. I deal only in the finest products in my line of business and personally guarantee that each of the girls in my possession is and remains a virgin. Untouched. Each girl is trained to be the obedient slave I advertise.”

      Damon held his beath. Holy mother of God. This was bad.

      “My flowers are not put up for auction until they demonstrate they are ready to behave in the manner expected of them. For tonight’s six slaves, that day has come.”

      Damon pursed his lips. Gemma had been here three years. Had this asshole kept her because he’d wanted enough time to pass that few people would remember who she was? Or was Gemma feisty enough that she hadn’t bent to his will as quickly as others?

      The Gemma he’d known easily could have given this fucker a run for his money, but how broken was she now?

      “In a moment, the slaves will be led out and instructed to present themselves. I will give them orders. They will obey without hesitation. They will be blindfolded and remain that way throughout the presentation ceremony. I would advise their new owners to keep them blindfolded until they have been transported to their new dwellings to avoid any possibility that they might figure out where they’re located.”

      There was some fidgeting on both sides of Damon and behind him. He wasn’t the only person in the room who was either uncomfortable or nervous. There could be any number of reasons. Half of these guys probably had a hard-on from the anticipation.

      “Without further ado, let’s begin the demonstration. Trainers, please bring the slaves out.”

      Damon sucked in a breath and blinked a few times as six men dressed all in black with ski masks led six naked women onto the staging area. The women wore only two items: a white blindfold that securely covered their eyes and a white collar. They were led onto the stage by leashes.

      Damon instantly recognized Gemma, and his heart seized. He deduced that the women were led out in the particular order of their buyer because she was positioned in front of him, only a few yards separating them.

      Damon wanted to jump up from his seat, grab her, and get the fuck out of this godforsaken warehouse, but he didn’t dare move. He had no choice but to see this night through or risk everything. He reminded himself that whatever happened in the next few hours was undoubtedly nothing compared to what she’d been through in the past three years.

      Hold on for me, baby. Just a bit longer.

      Damon stared at her. He could see no evidence she’d been mistreated. Not physically, at least. That was indeed what the seller had advertised. No permanent scarring. No piercings. The slaves would be delivered unharmed, with the exception of a small discreet tattoo that indicated their ownership.

      Damon had yet to see where the tattoo might be located, which made his mouth go dry as the trainer guided Gemma to spin in a circle several times before stopping her so that she faced the crowd.

      Like all the slaves, she had her forearms crossed at the small of her back, her hands wrapped around each wrist. Her shoulders were pulled back, forcing her tits high.

      Her hair was longer than the last time he’d seen her, down to her butt. It didn’t appear to have been cut in three years. Her skin was the same golden brown. Her pussy was shaved bare. Or had she been waxed? He’d read something about that in the contract, but he hadn’t dwelled long on the details because he hadn’t been able to without feeling nauseous. Besides, he hadn’t cared. He simply wanted her back.

      Back? What a joke. He’d never had her in the first place. He couldn’t be sure she would even remember who he was. It was possible she wouldn’t have a single clue.

      No. He refused to believe that. It wasn’t likely. She would know him. She had to. Perhaps it was wishful thinking, but he’d harbored the idea that she’d secretly liked him going back four years ago.

      How did he know? Because she’d paid no attention to him. She’d gone out of her way to ignore him and avoid him. It had taken him a while to figure out why. He’d chuckled to himself one day when she’d stormed into her father’s office and started yelling at him about some employee he’d fired.

      Rafael. Or perhaps Ricardo. It didn’t matter. Gemma had paced before her father, accusing him of ruining her life.

      Her father had calmly explained that his staff was under strict instructions to keep their eyes and, more importantly, their hands to themselves. If any of his employees so much as glanced at her, they would be fired on the spot.

      Damon couldn’t imagine how lonely that would have been for a teenager who couldn’t leave her home and wasn’t permitted to speak to any of the male staff. Damon may have invented his belief in his mind, but he took her total avoidance of him to mean she liked him and didn’t want him to get fired.

      The booming sound of the announcer dragged Damon back to the present. Not that he’d removed his gaze from Gemma, but he was yanked back into the present. “Slaves, wait.”

      At the command, Gemma spread her legs shoulder-width apart. She kept her head high, chin raised.

      It was stifling in this room. Damon hoped he could remain calm.

      “Slaves, inspection.”

      Gemma kept her feet spread wide but released her hands to lift them up and clasp them behind her head, pulling her elbows back, breasts thrust forward. It was lewd. Obscene.

      The crazy thing was that Damon knew these positions. He’d seen them performed many times at Roses and Thorns. The strict protocol for slaves was practiced by many people in the community.

      However, the members of Roses and Thorns were consenting adults. They signed wavers. They chose to submit of their own free will. This display of forced slavery was vile and disgusting and difficult to witness.

      The trainers kept a hand on the leashes at all times, giving a slight tug as if the women needed the reminder to switch positions as the announcer went through a series of commands.

      When the slaves were commanded to assume the Nadu position, they each lowered to their knees, spread their legs wide, and dropped their butts onto their heels. Backs straight, shoulders back. Chins up. Hands resting on their thighs, palms up.

      This was when Damon realized where they’d been marked. On their inner thighs. He couldn’t see the tattoos, but they were there. Distinctive small markings high on their inner thighs. Jesus. That must have hurt like a motherfucker.

      The trainers circled their charges, tapping them in various places to encourage them to lift their chins higher, spread their knees wider, or pull their shoulders back farther.

      Gemma was fucking gorgeous, and in another world under different circumstances, Damon would have loved for her to present herself to him like this. He’d never been particularly interested in a Master/slave arrangement, but if he’d found a submissive who craved deep protocol, he would have ensured her needs were met.

      Could Gemma have craved this sort of life if she’d been given the choice? He would never know. Her autonomy had been taken. Stripped. Stomped on. Destroyed. He had no idea what her mental state might be like and if she could recover from this brainwashing.

      “Turn. Face away from your new Masters. Show them your assets. Humble.”

      Damon swallowed over the lump in his throat. Everyone in this room was watching his woman as she gracefully rocked forward onto her hands, crawled in a half circle, and lowered her torso to the floor. She reached as far forward as she could with her palms on the concrete, her forehead pressed to the floor between her elbows.

      Damon let his eyes close for a moment, trying to settle his nerves as she tucked her knees up under her, spread them wide, and lowered her butt between her feet. He could see everything. Everyone in the room could, too. The tight pucker of her ass and the pink folds of her pussy. Her full breasts were pressed to the concrete, the pebbled points of her nipples scraping the floor.

      He was going to pass out if he didn’t breathe. He was going to cause a scene if he did.

      “Slaves, crawl to your Master and show him what you can do with your mouth.”

      Damon stiffened as the trainer tugged on Gemma’s leash to encourage her to rise and then led her across the floor in Damon’s direction.

      He blinked several times as she got closer. Fuck, she was beautiful. But dammit, this could not be happening.

      When she was close enough to bump into Damon’s legs, he swallowed hard. His cock was stiff between his legs, which pissed him off. It was impossible not to be affected by her even though the circumstances were otherworldly.

      With another tug on her leash, Gemma leaned back on her knees and set her hands on Damon’s shins. She ran them up and down his legs from his ankles to his knees in a sensuous display of total obedience. The only sign that all was not right with the universe was the fact that her hands were shaking and her lips were pursed.

      Damon didn’t move a muscle, except his growing cock. He took small shallow breaths, trying to remain focused and block out the fact that two dozen people were watching, and it was clear by the context clues that Gemma was expected to give him a blow job.

      She pushed his legs apart, gently, and then inched closer on her knees.

      The trainer tapped her thigh, and she flinched before parting her knees wider.

      Damon wanted to yank the leash out of the man’s hand and swat the fucking crop away at the same time. He had no business touching Gemma.

      Gemma’s hands slid to Damon’s thighs, and she began a sensual dance, tormenting him with her perfect body and the feel of her palms on his tight muscles.

      If it weren’t for her shaking hands, Damon would never believe this wasn’t consensual. He didn’t glance either direction to see what else was happening around him. He couldn’t take his gaze off Gemma, nor did he want to.

      The trainer suddenly lifted his crop and gave Gemma a quick swat to her left nipple.

      She gasped as her body flinched, shifting her hands to Damon’s belt a moment later.

      Damon was seeing red. The fucking guy was lucky he was alive. Damon didn’t know how the hell he was going to remain calm and get this farce of a presentation over with, but somehow, he had to find the will.

      Gemma deftly unfastened his belt before going to work on the button and then the zipper of his suit pants. She tugged his shirttail out next and unbuttoned the lower three buttons on it to spread it out to the sides.

      When her palms came to his cock, he moaned involuntarily. He wasn’t alone. Other noises filled the air.

      The announcer reminded him that he was about to get blown in front of an audience with his next words. He chuckled first. “Don’t worry. These slaves have never sucked another man’s cock before. You will be their first. However, they have spent hours training for this moment, practicing the sensual art of sucking a man off with mannequins and rubber cocks. Months of training has prepared them to not only deep throat but swallow. You won’t be disappointed.”

      Damon’s vision blurred. The man’s words were horrific, but it was difficult to focus with Gemma’s fingers roaming all over his hard-on before easing his underwear down and wrapping her palm around his shaft.

      Fuck. She was good at this. He was going to blow and make a fool of himself at any moment. If he’d known he would be expected to orgasm in front of all these people, he would have rubbed one off an hour ago.

      With practiced skill, Gemma teased the length of his cock for several seconds before dragging her finger through the slit in the tip and bringing it to her mouth.

      She tipped her head back so he could watch her and moaned as she sucked his pre-come from her finger.

      Damon’s breath hitched. Jesus. Fucking hell.

      She was so fucking gorgeous, and this entire scenario was so fucked up and wrong.

      He didn’t have a chance to fully process what he was witnessing before she lowered her face to his cock and flicked her tongue over the tip.

      Damon flinched. Fuck. Fuck me. Fuck. He didn’t want to be so damn aroused with her like this, but he couldn’t stop it. He wanted to touch her, but he didn’t dare. It felt wrong. He instead gripped the edges of his chair at his outer thighs.

      Without hesitation, Gemma lowered her face all the way down, swallowing his entire cock into the back of her throat.

      Damon’s eyes rolled back. He’d received plenty of blowjobs in his life, but not a single one compared to this. No woman had ever sucked him in this deep. Few women could do so or come anywhere close. They usually wrapped their palm around the base and mimicked their mouth with their hands.

      How was she not choking?

      Suddenly, she stiffened, not moving. She took a deep breath through her nose and held it. She did it again.

      Damon worried she was struggling to breathe. He considered interfering, especially when her teeth scraped his dick.

      The trainer grabbed a fistful of her hair and gave a sharp tug.

      Gemma whimpered as she released Damon’s cock, replacing her mouth with her hands. She was panting.

      The trainer gave another tug, forcing her head back so her neck was elongated and her head was arched too far. She gasped. “I’m sorry, Sir,” she whispered. “I’ll get it right, Sir.”

      When the trainer continued to hold her head back as if he was shocked by her insolence, Damon finally intervened. He reached forward, captured the man’s wrist, and growled in a low voice, “Release her.”

      That was it. Two low words. It was enough.

      The trainer let go of her head and took a slight step back. Thank God.

      Damon cupped the back of her head, rubbing it gently, hoping his actions would speak louder than the words he was about to utter. He didn’t want the seller to notice her slip up. There was no telling what would happen if she didn’t follow every detail of protocol.

      She was his now. Fuck this goddamn demonstration. He’d paid for her. By all rights, she was his, and no one was going to fucking touch her.

      He took a deep breath, leaned in, and took a risk, murmuring to her low and directly, hoping she could hear him without anyone else noticing. The trainer wouldn’t miss his words, however, so they were calculated. “Finish your task, slave.”

      She sucked in a breath. Her lips parted. She didn’t move for a few long seconds.

      Damon feared she wouldn’t do as she was told. He couldn’t blame her, but he also didn’t want any more attention brought to her. Or to him.

      With his hand still on the back of her head, threaded in her hair, he gently urged her forward.

      As if snapping out of her strange state of shock, she quickly lowered her face back to his cock. As she fumbled blindly, trying to hit her mark, Damon gripped the base and guided it to her lips.

      Her hair fell around her face in a curtain, blocking anyone from seeing what she was doing, and giving Damon the perfect opportunity to slide his hand up onto his shaft, preventing her from being able to take more than a few inches of him.

      There was no way he could stop this from happening. He was going to come. She was going to have to swallow. But he didn’t need to fucking choke her or traumatize her any more than she already was.

      She was indeed well-trained. Her mouth was heaven on his cock. She hesitated only one more time—when her lips bumped into his fingers, surprising her as she realized his intention.

      He buried his fingers in her hair and stroked her scalp with his fingertips. No one could see that tenderness because her hair was so thick it covered his actions.

      Damon stared down at her, blocking out the world, blocking out everything. He had to focus his attention on the precious woman between his legs and pretend she didn’t mind sucking him off, anything to speed the process along so she wouldn’t have to suck him one second longer than necessary.

      The feel of her hair between his fingers, her lips around his erection, her hands on his thighs. Focus. He sucked in a breath and closed his eyes as he succumbed, somehow managing to give her a warning squeeze against her neck.

      Gemma pulled him as deep as she could with his hand in the way, hollowed her cheeks, and swallowed every drop as he pulsed into her throat.

      Fuck. Jesus. He was shaking worse than her as he pulled himself back together.

      “Thank you, Master,” she murmured, shaking him out of his state of bliss.

    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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