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      I’m scared to death to be introduced to Aurei’s parents. My heart races, and my palms get sweaty. The label whore echoes around and around in my head.

      What kind of impression did my dancing just make? Was I too erotic? I don’t know. I wasn’t paying attention! Are they going to like me or not? Sweet Zeus! Hurry Aurei! I don’t want to do this alone!

      I remember Ann and Bob’s text that Zita was pissed about me, but I also remember her text, and it didn’t sound too pissed. But I remember Mia screaming into the phone too.

      Zita doesn’t look like a screamer either. She looks quiet and beautiful. Her eyes are the same soft brown as Antonio’s. Carmel color. Her olive skin is flawless. She carries herself with excellent posture and I see where Aurei gets his fluid motion from. She is elegant and graceful.

      My attention turns to Bob. He strolls alongside Zita as if he doesn’t have a care in the world, but I notice his eyes have the same hawkish alertness that Aurei’s have.

      Maybe it’s the military influence, or maybe it’s just who they are, but either way, nothing gets by him. He observes everything and he is in silent command of everyone around him while appearing to be uninvolved.

      Aurei reaches me before they do and says as he puts his arm protectively around me. "Relax, Baby Thang. I got this. I got you."

      I look up to see him smiling sweetly down on me and my heart hurts from loving him so much.

      "You look like you are about to run away. Smile. Remember they love me and want me to be happy. And you make me happy."

      I take a deep breath and smile up into his face.

      "That’s better," he grins.

      "I love you." I whisper up to him.

      He grins at his parents, but whispers back, "I love you too." Then out loud, "Zita, Bob, I want you to meet Siri Wright. Siri, this is my Dad, Bob."

      Bob extends his hand. "Welcome, Siri. We are pleased you are here with Aurei and honored to meet you."

      I shake his hand. "The honor is mine, Sir."

      He takes a step back and looks at his son. He gives him a little wink.

      Aurei introduces me to his mother. "Siri, this is my Mom, Zita."

      I look at her and find her eyes are narrowed. She is studying me with a perplexed look on her face. Then she looks at Aurei and says, "Siri Wright? Why didn’t you tell me? How long have you two been seeing each other behind our backs?"

      "Ma’am?" He asks completely taken aback.

      She looks at me and asks, "Does Carrie know or did you keep it a secret from your Mother too?" She cuts her eyes at Aurei.

      My mouth falls open and I look at Aurei too, who looks as stunned as I am. We share a 'What The Fuck' moment and then we both look back at Zita while Bob chuckles.

      Zita opens her arms to me. "I play tennis with your mother. If she knew and didn’t tell me…." She shakes her head. I step into her arms and she gives me a sweet hug. "How is she? I haven’t seen her since the accident."

      "She’s good as new. She and Daddy are on a sailing trip around the Virgin Islands this summer."

      She releases me then hugs her son. Play slapping him, first. "Now it all makes sense. Why you kept going out to Vegas instead of visiting us. You were flying out to see Siri."

      "Busted." His eyes crinkle and he cuts them at me. I smirk at the real truth and my eyes twinkle into his. "I can’t wait to hear how you two met. Isn’t it funny how small the world is?"

      Bob steps up and takes Zita by the hand. "Marco should have lunch ready by now, Zita. Let’s go in and we can get acquainted while we eat."

      She grins at me. "He takes good care of me."

      "I can see that." I smile as they walk away.

      "See I told you so. Nothing to worry about." Aurei scoops me off my feet. Zita looks back at us and smiles as big and beautiful as her son.

      He spins me around and I can’t help the giggles that come out, but when he sets me down, I fuss at him. "For the love of Zeus! My mother tells everyone I’m a big shot headliner in a special Vegas dance troupe. How are we going to tell them I’m a stripper? They think I’m a good girl from Alabama who made a name for herself from our little redneck town. Not Seary, the Sex Pot."

      His eyes laugh at my overreaction. "Don’t worry about it."

      "Don’t worry about it? Are you fucking kidding me? And blindside them? No way! As soon as everyone starts arriving they will hear the truth. We have to tell them now before they hear it from someone else. I won’t have them shocked that way. That’s not fair to them. No! We tell them. Now."

      "I agree. They want to know how we met and we will tell them the truth."

      "Oh great! The truth! That you saw me giving a lap dance to some other dude in a strip club in Vegas and booked me, but I vanished before we could fuck, only to have Karma bring us together in Alabama months later, and we fell in love at first sight? Sweet Zeus! Our story sounds crazy even to me!" He laughs out loud at me and I swat his chest. "It isn’t funny!"

      "Yes, it is.

      "No, it’s not. This is going to shock the shit out of them! I just hope that if they don’t die from it, they won’t hate me." I lay my forehead on his chest with a thud and his arms slide around me.

      "Listen, Siri. You have to trust me. I got this, ok?" He hugs me tight. "It’s going to be ok. A month from now none of this will matter, and a year from now we will all be laughing about it."

      "You are being naive, Aurei."

      He laughs. "I’m being real."

      My arms slip around his small waist and I pull him tight against me. "Why can’t erotic dancing be seen as an artistic form of lovemaking instead of an expression of lust? Why does it have to be perceived as dirty?" I take a deep breath and let it out with a heavy sigh. "Why is my life so fucking complicated?"

      His hands slide from my ass, up my arms and to each side of my neck. His thumbs slide over my necklace and he kisses the top of my head. "Look at me," he whispers. I tip my face to his and he places sweet little butterfly kisses on it as his fingers slide to hold my face captive. "There is nothing too complicated for two hearts that choose to be together. It’s the choice that makes it work. Your words. Not mine. We have chosen each other. I know you. You know me. Everyone else, including my parents, and the entire Liotine family, if they don’t like it, fuck 'em!"

      I can’t help but smile at him. "You state that so eloquently."

      "You are mio Bella Signorina, don’t fucking forget it!" His lips touch mine and his kiss shuts out the world. Us. When he lets me go, he smiles his beautiful smile at me. "Better?"

      "Yes, Sir. Better."

      Inside Marco has lunch prepared and the table is set for the four of us in the sunroom just off the kitchen. Zita and Bob are already seated when we enter holding hands. Their smiles are so warm and happy towards me, I hate the thought that I will be a disappointment to them now.

      As Aurei pulls the chair out for me, I look down to sit and realize I’m wearing a bright pink shirt that says, "Just do it" on it. I pull my hair over my left shoulder and let it drape the words "do it" hiding them. He smirks at my gesture and rolls his eyes, then takes the seat on my right. I’m across from Bob and he is across from Zita. She is unable to monopolize my conversation, having to speak across the table to me. The strategic move isn’t lost on me and probably not them either.

      Aurei always has things under control. Breathe.

      The entire time we eat, Bob and Aurei keep the conversation light and we talk pleasantries, the weather here and in Alabama, the Farm and the Villa, horses and dogs. Finally, the conversation swings around to us.

      Zita asks, "Ok. I’ve been patient, young man. Spill the beans." She smiles sweetly, then we both look at Aurei.

      He grins sheepishly and nods his head to me. "You go first."

      I glare at him for a split second before my poker face slides on. Then I turn to face her and say, "Karma brought us together. I didn’t actually meet Aurei until I was back in Alabama after my mom’s accident. I met him in the lobby of my apartment building. I dropped my phone and he picked it up." I smile lovingly at him. "When he handed it to me and our hands touched, then I looked into his eyes, I knew he was the one."

      He takes my hand, kisses it, then picks up the story. "But you were right, Zita. I caught her show before Thanksgiving and was blown away by her. I kept returning, trying to learn more information about her, but everyone was tight lipped. No one would talk to me and all my attempts to meet her were thwarted by her security detail."

      "Security detail?" Bob chimes in impressed with that tidbit of information.

      "Yes, sir. You see, Siri is a big Star in Vegas. She’s not only under constant guard, but isolated from the audience too." He answers his father directly, then shifts his attention back to his mother. "I kept going back again and again, trying to discover more about her and trying to meet her, but all I learned was how special everyone thinks she is and how competent her security is."

      "It must be if you weren’t able to penetrate it." Bob smirks at me. "He doesn’t like to lose."

      I laugh at that.

      Aurei continues, "She has one rule she never breaks for anyone and everyone knows it, so I didn’t even get a chance."

      His mother smiles at me. "What rule is that, dear?"

      He is so competent!

      "Rule #1: No touching!" Everyone laughs. "Being the Headliner, I’m not allowed to mingle with the customers. My only job is to entertain the audience on the stage."

      "Your Mother brags on you. She’s so proud and she should be. From what little we saw, you certainly know how to move."

      "Yes, she does." Aurei agrees with a naughty smirk on his face and everyone laughs again.

      "No need to share those details, son. We get it." Bob gives him a little wink, then he and Zita exchange a look that says, they know their boy.

      Just then Marco comes in and announces. "Siri, I have prepared your Chocolate Soufflé for dessert. We’ve cleared the bar in the kitchen for you to dance on."

      Aurei laughs and tells his parents. "Siri has a mime routine she does for charity and she is going to do for Marco if his Chocolate Soufflé is better than the Vegas chefs."

      GAWD! I LOVE YOU! You make everything perfect! He gives me a wink and leans in for a kiss. "I haven’t seen it yet, but I’m looking forward to it too."

      "I am too." Zita says. "Marco, bring the dessert as soon as it’s ready. I believe we have all finished."

      He nods, then waves to his staff and they begin clearing our places and setting new dishes for dessert.

      "Where did you learn to mime?" Zita asks me.

      "I just picked it up." I chuckle. "When I graduated from FSU, my roomie and I went to Vegas and got jobs at Coyote Ugly. I learned it there.... Thus, the dancing on the bar."

      "Of course." She says and her eyes crinkle when she smiles.

      Marco himself serves my dish and waits for me to take my first bite. As soon as it hits my mouth, I know it is the best I have ever had! I roll my eyes back in my head and lean into it. "UMM!" I put my hand up. "UMM! Oh my! Marco! This is …."

      He grins and struts off. "I’ve made another woman speechless!"

      When we are finished and the table is cleared. Marco comes back to get me. "Come, Little Dancer. It is time."

      Everyone follows us into the kitchen. With one last look that warns 'nothing erotic,' Aurei picks me up and sets me on the bar. "Do you need music?"

      Immediately starting my routine, I pretend to lock my mouth and throw away the key, dropping it and kicking it around like a soccer ball, then out into the little audience of kitchen help. I kick up into a handstand, lower myself to my forearms and arch my back. Putting my feet on Aurei’s head, I pretend to batter him with them. Everyone laughs while we smile into each other’s eyes.

      I got this. Watch me work. I wink at him.

      Next, I move down the length of the bar, jumping, spinning, kicking, and slapping it to the beat of Queen’s "We Will Rock You." My audience always takes it up, clapping, and the kitchen staff is no different. The little space begins to rock!

      Standing up, clapping over my head to keep it going, then calling the help over to me with my fingers one by one, I mess with each of them. Playing with their chef’s hats, tossing them up and kicking them, or fluffing their hair while making faces and hand gestures. Then I use his one man’s head for a pretend desk where I drum my fingers and several women’s heads I play a piano on, and another man’s I beat a drum on. No one is left out. I even have them play spin the bottle, where I’m the bottle and they have to kiss each other. Everyone is dying laughing and I see Zita wiping tears from laughing so hard. Even Bob is chuckling like mad.

      For my Grand Finale, I do the can-can dance which everyone takes up the clapping rhythm to. I throw in some straddle and pike jumps, which gets cheers too. I finish the dance at the opposite end of the bar from where Aurei is standing. The place is hopping with the beat of their claps I look over my shoulder and pretend to see a scary monster, and run in place, then I take off and sprint three hard strides, jump, tuck and roll in the air, doing a front flip. When I land I throw my arms forward and do another, but this time a 'walk’ over with extended open legs. When I land again, I stagger the next two steps to the edge of the bar, throw my hands up, pretend to lose my balance and fall forward into Aurei’s safe arms, but I don’t. Instead I regain my balance, turn to the crowd and give them a gymnast farewell tah-dah salute, arching my back hard enough to hurt with my arms in the air, then I relax and beckon their thunderous applause, waving madly to them. They give it to me generously and I blow kisses. I look down to see Aurei’s beaming face shining on me so I reach down to him. When his arms reach for me, I slap them away and make a face to the group like he’s crazy. The clapping and cheers turn into laughter as they watch interested in what’s about to happen to him. I reach behind his ear and 'magically’ produce the key that unlocks my mouth. After I insert it and turn it, I open my mouth and stick my tongue out at him, then I stuff the invisible key in my cleavage, pat it twice, then spin around and simply topple over right into Aurei’s strong waiting arms. Everyone laughs. I put my arms around his neck and pull him down for a kiss. Everyone cheers!

      When he sets me down, he asks very seriously. "Who catches you in Vegas?"

      "Brutus, of course." I laugh at him.

      "Hmm." He growls low and it makes me giggle. "Does he get a kiss too?"

      "Ummhmm." I laugh and he growls again. "But his is on the cheek. Brutus is gay, Aurei. Didn’t I tell you? He’s like my big brother. BIG brother." I put my hand up, stretch and indicate how tall he is, then I stretch them out and show how broad he is. "He’s a former NFL linebacker."

      "No. You forgot that tiny detail." He pinches his fingers together and shows me a little tiny gap, making me giggle.

      Marco arrives with a handful of flowers from some bouquet he’s robbed and offers them with a bow. "Bravo! Questo è stato magnifico!" He slips momentary into Italian.

      I accept them with a deep courtesy. "I hope you enjoyed mine as much as I enjoyed yours."

      "We are even, Steven." He says, then slaps Aurei’s shoulder and walks away. "Keep that one."

      "Yep." Aurei grins at me.

      A few of the other kitchen staff come over and he talks to them while Zita gives me another hug. "That was incredibly funny! Thank you! I haven’t laughed that hard in years!"

      "It’s so much fun to do! I’m glad you enjoyed it."

      Quintus walks up and Zita starts the introductions, but he tells her he has already met me. "Did you catch the little show?" She asks him.

      "Yes, I did." He looks at me and cocks his eyebrow. "Very funny, but very different than what you normally dance." He tells Zita. "I’ve seen her dance in Vegas."

      "Ah! How about that!" She replies. She sees someone behind him and waves, then is off to greet them.

      "You don’t know what all I dance." I give him a little attitude. I’m still pissed at him. "I’m the most versatile dancer under contract and I dance in many different ways. It’s part of my job." Suddenly I see the light of an 'ah ha' moment come on, and I realize he just connected the dots between me and Surreal. He is very perceptive.

      "Ah! I see! So that’s why you are untouchable. Makes sense now. You do a great job hiding that secret."

      "Some of us are better than others at hiding our secrets." I give him a look that tells him, 'I can see a few of yours hiding behind the facade you present'.

      "Really?"

      "Really. Do you currently have a little girl?"

      He grins and says, "Not currently."

      Aurei turns back to join our conversation, and we drop the subject. Quintus tells him. "I’ve scheduled the press conference this afternoon. Some family are starting to arrive. I suggest you two return to the cabin and wait for the dinner tonight before you begin introducing everyone to Siri. I’d like at least a few hours of quiet on the social media sites so the Press can correct their assumption of her career and clear the way for family pictures to begin blasting again. This time with the right perception of who she is."

      "What perception is that?" Aurei asks.

      "Our very own American, Italian Stallion, Billionaire Bachelor, Philanthropist, and Military Hero, Maximus Aurelius Moore." He laughs at Aurei’s cocked eyebrows and 'really?' smirk. "Meets in his Alabama hometown his very own Miss Wright, who just so happens to be a Vegas Diva, and they have fallen in love. Of course their true love romance is destined to be the top story that will run in news feeds." His face holds a completely arrogant look as he tells us. "Or they will be shut out of my press releases." Then he grins at Aurei, whose face looks both shocked and impressed. "I know it sounds over the top, but we will run with it."

      "All right. As long as you deal with them." Aurei tells him, then looks at me. "Let’s go to bed."

      "But I’m not sleepy after that performance." My eyes twinkle at him.

      "Good. I’m not either."
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      Outside by the Roadster, I ask. "Can I drive it?"

      "Sure."

      After I climb in, he helps me adjust the seat and tells me about all the controls. We go through his preflight and I giggle at him when he starts to explain all the instruments. "RPM’s stands for ...."

      I put my hand up. "Can I drive it or not?"

      "Yes." He laughs and sits back. When I put it in gear, I look at him. "Are you strapped in?"

      "No. We aren’t taking it out of the compound, just down to the cabin."

      I laugh as I maneuver the car out of the parking lot and down the drive. "You just gave me a 10 minute lecture on everything on the dashboard and I’m not allowed to take it out on the road for a real spin?" I cut my eyes at him.

      He laughs. "I did, didn’t I?"

      "Yes," I roll my eyes. "But it was nice. I saw your Flight Instructor side." I twinkle at him.

      "I’ll let you drive us to the airport on Sunday. How’s that?"

      "Excellent! That’s a nice long drive back to Rome."

      "We will be flying out of Naples, but we can take the scenic route."

      As I handle the car, he watches me, then his hand slides inside my t-shirt. My pussy instantly lurches with his touch. His fingers slip inside my bra and he pinches the nipple gently. "Your tits have been teasing me all day."

      My clit thumps with the feeling. I look at his face and he has that needy look on it. His hooded eyes are dark. He slides his hand out, then takes my hand off the wheel and puts it on his bulging package.

      "Da-yum." I tell him. "We need to take care of that."

      "Ummhmm." His face relaxes as I stroke him. Approaching a sharp turn, I put my hand back on the wheel and his eyes open. His hand goes back under my shirt, and under my bra. He starts to massage my breast, tweaking my nipple again.

      My body responds to his touch and I squirm. "Stop so I can drive. It would be bad if I crash."

      He laughs and pulls his hand out, but puts it between my legs and rubs the inside of my thigh. "Tonight I want you to wear a red dress, with a pushup bra, and matching pump stilettos. I want your hair up too with little stray strands hanging down." His hand moves to play with my hair.

      "Why?" I turn down the drive and the garage door opens automatically.

      "I want everyone’s head to turn when you walk in. I want your presence to fill the room." His voice is soft.

      "Well, red will definitely accomplish that. Do I have a red dress?" I ask distracted pulling into the garage.

      "Yes, you do." He tells me as I turn the car off. "And I want you to wear makeup."

      Curious now as to what is going through his mind, I turn to face him, frowning. "Why? I thought you prefer me without it."

      "Not a lot, but enough to accent your features." His eyes cherish my face. "You are stunning, Siri. I want everyone to see your undeniable beauty. I want them to know without question that you are mine, but more importantly, I want them to know beyond any doubt that you belong by my side." His eyes find mine. The tenderness I see makes me melt.

      "I do belong by your side." I whisper and my lips tremble.

      "Yes. You do." His voice is quiet and calming. "Every time my eyes touch you, I will want you. Your big eyes with their unique color and your pouty lips." His finger finds my lips and he rests it there. The trembling stops with his touch and he looks down on my mouth. The little hairs on my face, stand at attention, yearning for movement from his finger. His lips pout as he gently pulls my bottom lip down and a hole is created. "I want the image of these pouty lips teasing my dick to be in our minds tonight."

      That image makes me cream myself. "I will suck your dick any time, any place." My hand finds his bulging package again and I stroke him.

      His eyes smile and I know he is thinking 'that’s the right answer, Wild Thang.' He looks down at the console and his finger lingers on my lip a moment more, then he removes it, and hits a button. The car doors unhinge and rise.

      "Want me to suck in the car?" I ask him. His golden halo shining in the overhead lights.

      "No." He leans away, then gets out. I watch as his ass lifts off the seat and it walks around the front. His riding pants hug that, oh so, perfect ass ... perfectly. Too bad I can’t spank it.

      I’m grinning when he leans down to kiss my lips. His breath blows over those little hairs still excited for him and my tummy lurches hard. Funny how every part of your skin sends happy sensations to your pussy.

      "Wild Thang. Let’s go get hooked-up for real."

      "Yes, let’s."

      He pulls me to my feet, then bends over, reaches around my waist, dips his shoulder and hoists me up. Carrying me with my face looking at his crotch, I start to giggle and tell him. "My lips are so pouty right now! You should see them!" I purse them and suck a long kissing sound through them, then I smack them loudly.

      "You are a naughty tease!" He chuckles.

      As soon as we enter the house, I start working on his zipper. I push it down as we walk along the hall. At the Bear, he stops to open the doors and I manage to push his pants away from it. As we

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Siri's Saga Reading Order
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Books by Jessika Klide
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Siri's Saga Reading Order


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


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.




