
  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WHAT ARE OTHERS SAYING ABOUT JESSIKA KLIDE?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        "Swoon-worthy spice, what's not to love?"

        -USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR XAVIER NEAL

      

      

      

      
        
        
        "A brilliant piece of writing magic."

        -GOODREADS REVIEW

      

      

      

      
        
        
         "Well-created characters!"

        -GOODREADS REVIEW

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Loved every minute.”

        -BOOK BANGERS BLOG

      

      

      

      
        
        
        "Packed with so much action and heat.”

        -WITHIN THE PAGES BOOK BLOG

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      UNBRIDLED PASSION

      
        THE HARDCORE COLLECTION TRILOGY BOXSETS #2

      

    

    
      
        JESSIKA KLIDE

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            COPYRIGHT

          

        

      

    

    
      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons living or dead are entirely coincidental.

      

      Copyright © 2020 Jessika Klide, LLC  ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

      

      No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

      

      This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This book may not be re-sold or given away to other people.

      

      Editing by: Maria Clark

      Formatting by: Jessika Klide, LLC

      

      Published in the United States of America

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE HARDCORE COLLECTION TRILOGY BOXSETS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        #1

        Undeniable Chemistry

      

      

      
        
        #2

        Unbridled Passion

      

      

      
        
        #3

        Unwavering Devotion

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DEDICATION

          

        

      

    

    
      To my Mr. Sexy, my Golden God, my soulmate.

      

      Without his forever love,

      this book series could not have been written.

      

      He is my ‘every thang.’  ;)

    

  


  
    
      UNBRIDLED PASSION

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          BATTLE

        

      

    

    
      The jet cabin is luxurious. The seats are dark leather and plush. The stewardess introduces herself, "Hello, my name is Mary. Welcome aboard. Please, sit anywhere. You are our only passengers this flight."

      Aurei plops down in a seat near the front, so I backtrack to him. He holds up his arm for me to slide under. I snuggle in and smile up at Morris.

      He laughs and shakes his head, amused. "It's good to see Hard happy, Siri. Good to see. Well, let me get us airborne and heading to Rome, then I'll come back, and we can catch up."

      Aurei shakes Mike's hand again, and as Mike goes to the cockpit, Aurei smiles at me. "Morris is a good guy."

      "I can see that. Where do you prefer to sit?"

      He selects seats on the right side, in front of the wing, and offers me the window seat. We buckle up, and as soon as the plane begins to move, my nose is glued to the window. Aurei holds my hand and watches me. I love to fly! Every once in a while, I look at him and grin. "I love watching the world change."

      He grins back. "You enjoy every moment of every day, don't you?"

      "I try to. Why wouldn't you? Your heart only has so many beats. You better enjoy them."

      He brings my hand to his lips and kisses it. I turn back to stare out the window.

      After the jet reaches cruising altitude, Mike joins us for dinner. Mary brings us a glass of champagne and serves us. We eat and chit-chat. Mike asks how we met, what I do, the typical things. I answer honestly. They talk about the things long-term buddies talk about. How's Mike's wife. She's expecting their first baby. It's a boy. They've moved to Atlanta. Aurei resigned from the Army. His parents are in Italy to celebrate what would have been his Grandpa Aurelius' 85th birthday. That's news! Ann is good. She is still putting up with Bee. Then they start reminiscing about their Army days together. They tell story after story about and on each other. The bars they crashed, shut down or got thrown out of. The practical jokes they pulled. We laugh together, and the time flies. When he leaves to go back to his pilot duties, it is dark and late. Aurei and I recline our seats. Mary appears with blankets and pillows. We kick off our shoes, and Aurei takes his tie then his shirt off. Mary eyes his body appreciatively as she takes them to hang with his coat.

      I ask as soon as we settle in.

      "So what's this about a party for your Grandfather's 85th birthday?"

      "Not just a party. It's a celebration."

      "Oh. What's the difference?"

      "Big and extravagant. We go all out for it each year, making it a family reunion of sorts keeping the tradition he established. He would say that it's the Texan in him coming out." Aurei laughs.

      "Texan? I thought he was Italian."

      "He claimed both. It's a great story. Especially the part about courting my grandmother. 'It's quite the love story.'" Aurei says with a slow southern drawl that has just a hint of an Italian accent.

      I giggle. "Tell me the short version, please. It will make a good bedtime story."

      "My grandmother was a gifted dancer like you. She was a ballerina. They met and fell in love, but she wouldn't give up her career for him. At first, his heart was broken, he took a job with this big company, and they transferred him to Texas. He saved his money, bought some land, then struck oil. When he returned to Italy years later as a wealthy oil baron, he reconnected with my grandmother and asked her again to marry him. Again, she refused because of her career, but this time, she told him when she was too old to perform, she would marry him. Each year he returned and asked her. Finally, she agreed. They wed, and she moved to Texas with him. They had my mother a year later and lived happily ever after until she died on the dance floor. He returned to Italy to bury her and stayed. He wouldn't leave her again." Aurei speaks with the same funny accent. "Till death do us part. Well, I'm not dead yet." He laughs. "He was quite the character."

      "Wow. That is a romantic story. Tell me about your parents."

      "My mother is Zita. My dad is Robert. Everyone calls him Bob. They met in high school, fell in love, and got married. Bob joined the Army. They had me then Ann. We were Army brats until middle school. Then he resigned from the Army to help his parents run the farm." He yawns. "Any more questions before I fall asleep on you?"

      "Yes. I want to know about the Bastard Son of Thor."

      "It's complicated. Too complicated for tonight."

      "May I have the short version of it too then? I'm dying to know! Please?"

      "Shortest version. Photography. My Granny Moore gave me a camera when I was 12. 'I took a likin' to it.' She would say when she bragged to her friends about the nice pics I took. When I went to spend my first full summer in Italy, I talked some older girls into letting me photograph them nude." He smirks, and I laugh. "I was a horny teenager. What can I say."

      "Did they give you the title?"

      "No, but it's extremely complicated, Curious Thang." He tweaks my nose. "That's the shortest version." He yawns. "Let's see if we can sleep. I'm drained." His grin is lazy, and his eyelids are heavy. I slide in next to him, aware that Mary is watching us, and she dims the cabin's lights. Before I can get the covers pulled up and settled in, I hear his soft snoring beside me. I put his arm over me and hug it close as I snuggle against him. His soft, gentle snoring, lolls me to sleep.

      I like sleeping with him.
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      The next thing I know, Mary is waking us with a fresh cup of coffee, and the sun is shining in the cabin windows. Aurei stretches and stands. He takes the coffee she offers. "How long till we land?"

      "About 45 minutes. I thought you would like time to freshen up before we touch down." She tells us as she hands me coffee. "There are toiletries in the bathroom. Let me know if you need anything else. There are breakfast muffins if you like."

      "No thanks. I'm good with coffee for now." I tell her.

      Aurei takes his coffee and asks for his phone. She retrieves it for him, and I watch him check his emails. When he places a call and speaks Italian, I visit the bathroom. Inside, I brush my teeth and take a quick whore's bath. Then I put my blue dress back on. I fluff my hair, pinch my cheeks and bite my lips to add color. When I finish, I return to my seat, plop down, and wiggle up to him. His arm goes up and over me. I drape it around my shoulders like a shawl and flex his fingers as I examine them. I listen to him, and his voice is crisp and businesslike. When he hangs up the phone, he tells me. "I'm happy you are with me."

      My heart melts. "I will follow you anywhere, Aurelius."

      He places a butterfly kiss on my forehead. "I've reserved a table at Gia's for breakfast. We'll check-in at the hotel, get a quick shower. Keyword being quick again." He smirks at me, and I giggle. "Grab a bite, then sightsee."

      I squeal softly, clapping my hands together fast. "I can't wait!"

      He chuckles as he stands and stretches. "Fun Thang, I'll be right back."

      I laugh up at him. "I'll wait right here. I'm not going anywhere." I watch him walk to the bathroom. Mary meets him at the door with his shirt and tie. He thanks her, then disappears. She comes to me and takes our coffee cups away. I stare out the window, letting my mind play picture games with the images of the clouds in the sky. I see a horse, a deer, and a bear. When Aurei comes out, he is dressed and ready for Rome. It's going to be hard to take a quick shower. I smile at him as he sits down next to me.

      The 'buckle your seat belt' light illuminates. Mary watches to make sure we have. Then she disappears behind the curtain. Morris keys the intercom and begins a narration of the sights we are flying over as we approach Rome. My face is glued to the window. I hear Aurei chuckling. "You're like a little kid on Christmas morning."

      "I'm so excited! I've dreamed of this day for a long time!"

      "I'm glad I'm making your dreams come true."

      My eyes leave the sights. I lean over and place my lips on his. His hand slides around my ear. "You are," I whisper.

      "I'm glad. You are too."

      "I'm glad too."

      Morris is at the door when we exit. He and Aurei agree to get together when Aurei is stateside again. We pass without a hitch through customs, and finally, I get my passport stamped in Italy. A limo driver is waiting for us, and we are whisked away to the hotel. "We are staying at the Hotel Aldo. Antonio, my PA, made the arrangements."

      "Is that who you were talking to on the plane?"

      "Yes."

      As the limo pulls out, I stare out the window. "How long have you lived in Rome?"

      "Off and on my whole life."

      "Oh, is your studio in Rome too?"

      "Yes."

      "I'm living a dream! Pinch me." I hold my arm out to him.

      He pretends to pinch it, then kisses it. "You may be living a dream, but you're not dreaming, I promise. You are in Rome."

      When we pull up to the curb, the doorman opens the door, and I take his hand to exit. I see his eyes travel from my foot as it emerges from the car up to my eyes appreciatively, and I smile sweetly at him. Italian men. They do enjoy women. I walk away a few steps and wait for Aurei to tip him, then join me. Walking in, the beauty and splendor of the hotel is everything and more than I would expect. It is posh with an Old World grandeur that Vegas can't replicate. I wait patiently as Aurei checks us in. When he is finished, he takes my hand, and my heels click as we walk across the marble floor to the stairs that lead to the elevator landing. We are silent walking up, waiting for and entering the elevator, but as soon as the doors close on us, Aurei puts his arm on the back wall and hovers over me. "Where were we?" His finger slides easily in me, and I put my arms around him and bring his lips to mine. The elevator stops on the very next floor. He removes his finger, but not his kiss. The occupants enter, push the button and totally ignore us. When it stops again, Aurei stops kissing me and grins. "This is our floor, Angel Thang."

      We walk silently down the hall. When he opens the door to our room, I walk in and stop, stunned. It's a suite, and it's beautiful! The color is a warm golden brown. The floor is a rich golden brown color with large Persian rugs. All the furnishings are antique. There is nothing modern about the room. It's like stepping back in time. Heavy drapes line the windows offering either full sun or complete block out. There are french doors that lead out onto a small balcony. I can't wait to see that view! There is a living area, a desk, and a dining area. An open door in the right rear leads to the bedroom.

      Aurei slides his arms around me from behind and puts his mouth on my ear. "Do you like it?"

      "I love it! It's crucial!"

      Aurei's phone rings. "I have to take this. Go. Look around." He speaks Italian into it as I wander into the bedroom. It's just as beautiful. The colors here are rich muted red. There is a fresco on the ceiling! I stare up at it. I'm stunned by the delicate yet ornate design. Is it Cupid? Little cherubs are flying around one large Angel with a bow and arrow. The arrowhead is a heart. I put my arms over my head, spin around and fall back on the bed. Bouncing, I say out loud. "Rome! The Eternal City!"

      Aurei comes in and laughs. "I half expected to find you bouncing on the bed, being bad."

      "I just might." I sit up and smile wickedly at him.

      His phone rings again, and he rolls his eyes. "Go get that quick shower. Your luggage isn't here yet. There's a white robe in the closet."

      "Yes, sir," I tell him as I bounce off the bed and land lightly, twirl around and slide my foot up the door casing, doing a split. I drop my arms over my head and bend over backward to see him.

      He smiles appreciatively at me and answers his phone. "Ciao...."

      I roll up and go in without a backward glance. Naughty Thang. In the shower, I wash away the jet lag under the hot water. Coming out, I sing Halo under my breath. I roll my wet hair up in a white towel and go into the bedroom to look for my clothes or the white robe. No luggage, so white robe it is. I find it lying on the bed, waiting for me. When I slip into it, I'm astonished. It's my size and not three sizes too big. Ah! Aurei must have told them my size. How sweet.

      I find him standing in the living room in front of the window. The light behind him silhouettes his perfect physique. He has taken his suit coat off and his tailored shirt tucked in his pants shows how broad his back is and how small his waist is. I tiptoe up to him and put my arms around him, giving him a big hug. "Your turn. The hot water does wonders for jet lag." I run my hands outside his pants down to his cock. It isn't soft. It's semi-hard but stiffens instantly at my touch. I smack my lips loud and tease him. "Umm. I'm starving. I thought you might let me have your sausage right now."

      He chuckles as he lays his hands over mine, draws them back up to his abs, and turns around. My hands slide around to cup his perfect ass as I tip my head back to stare up into his face. His eyes are gentle and relaxed. "You can eat my sausage later. I'm starving for real food." They crinkle when he smiles at my pouty lips. He places a soft peck on them. "They should be bringing your luggage up anytime now. There is money in the drawer in the desk for the tip. One bill will do. I'll hurry." He tells me, then walks to the bathroom.
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      I stand at the window then pull back the curtains the rest of the way. I'm awestruck at the spectacular view. Lost in my thoughts of the history of Rome, the Senate, the Gladiators, I almost miss the soft knock on the door.

      Ah! My luggage!

      The dancer in me twirls around and the towel holding my hair releases and slips to the floor. I bend over to get it, and the robe falls open.

      Oops. That wouldn't be a good way to open the door.

      I laugh as I toss the towel onto a chair and tighten the belt on the robe, then I skip-dance to the door. When I open it, I am surprised. "Oh! Wow!"

      There is a cart lavished with a silver coffee pot, two tiny cups, and a fresh bouquet of flowers. There is also a small silver pitcher of cream and sugar and a plate of Biscotti. But the most interesting surprise is the waiter standing with it. Tall, dark, and absolutely gorgeous are the only words to describe him.

      He gives me a slight head bow, "Ciao."

      "Ciao," I answer, smiling at him. He smiles a sexy smile back. I like Italian men. We stare at each other, then I gather myself and open the door wide, gesturing for him to bring the cart in. His smile turns into a grin, and he pushes the cart past me. He rolls it to the coffee table and sets about transferring the items. As he bends over, I watch his perfect ass. His ass is just as 'to die for' as Aurei's. Nice. Tight. Full. Firm. When he stands, he catches my eyes traveling from his ass to his face, and he smirks. My eyes stop at his mouth. His lips are full and inviting. I watch as they spread across his teeth. Umm. He bends down to push the cart away, and I watch his ass leaving. At the door, I remember my manners. "Oh. Excuse me. Wait. The tip. Just a sec." He stops and waits by the door. I hurry to the desk, pull the drawer open and take the first bill off the top of a wad of cash. I walk to him, grinning. He grins back, and I look into his eyes. Goodness, gracious. What seductive eyes. They are like caramel. Yum! I offer the money to him, but he refuses. He opens the door and pushes the cart out. He's very handsome! I watch, practically gawking. Second best-looking man I've ever seen. He reaches back in, and as he pulls the door closed, he tells me in perfect English. "Tell Maximus to call me." The door closes on his "Ciao."

      Holy Fuck! I giggle, then I start to laugh. That guy was in the wrong room! Shit! I run to the bathroom and snatch the door open. Aurei is pulling a shirt over his head. "What's wrong?" He asks with a frown.

      "Nothing." I giggle again then start to laugh at loud. "You're never going to believe what just happened. There was a knock on the door." I giggle again at the thought, then the giggles grow, and I can't stop laughing at the thought.

      "Your luggage arrived?" He asks, chuckling at my silly giggles. I shake my head. He takes my hand as he passes me. "Show me, Silly Thang." I follow after him.

      When we are in the living room, I start talking. "There was a knock on the door, and I thought it was the luggage, but when I opened it, there was this really handsome man outside with a cart of coffee. I thought he was room service." I giggle but keep talking. "Anyway, I was surprised by the coffee, but more surprised at how handsome he was."

      Aurei stops by the coffee table and looks at me with a smirk. "How handsome?"

      "He was a good-looking, son of a bitch. An Italian stallion!"

      He wraps me in his arms. "Should I be jealous?"

      "What? No! I was only appreciating his gorgeous gifts."

      "So what was so funny about a handsome man and a cart of coffee?"

      "Well, I assumed he was the waiter. I gestured for him to wheel the cart in, and he did. He even set it up for me." I giggle and lay my head on Aurei's chest. Then I look back into his eyes. "He acted like he knew what he was doing, but he obviously wasn't the help. He was wearing an expensive suit now that I think about it."

      Aurei smirks and lets me go. "What did he look like?" He reaches for the coffee pot and pours us both a cup.

      "Tall, dark, and gorgeous." I giggle. "He had eyes like caramel, and his lips were, like your lips, heart-shaped and yummy."

      "And the funny part?" He rolls his eyes as he adds cream and entirely too much sugar to the little cup.

      "When he left, he said with perfect English." I lower my voice and try to imitate a very deep voice. "Tell Maximus to call me." I bust out laughing again.

      "What's so funny about that?"

      "Aurei! The poor guy had the wrong room!"

      He laughs as he hands me my cup. "Real authentic Italian Cappuccino, My Lady."

      I sip it. "Umm. This is good."

      "Do you like it?"

      "Yes. It's strong but delicious!"

      There is a knock at the door. Aurei gets up to answer it. It's my luggage. He pulls a bill from his pants pocket and tips the bellhop. I frown, watching him. He is dressed in distressed jeans, converse sneakers, and a simple pullover black t-shirt that says Helicopter Pilots Do It Collectively. "Hey!" I say as he rolls the bags past me. "Hey! You're dressed."

      "Affirmative." I follow him into the bedroom to the closet. He lays my luggage down and starts to unzip one. I stare past him into an oversized walk-in closet. His clothes line one whole side. "How did your clothes get in here?"

      "The Italian Stallion."

      "What?" I crinkle my nose at him, and he laughs at me.

      "The good looking, son of a bitch...with lips like mine... That was my cousin, Antonio."

      "What? Wow! You're related? Well, that explains the gorgeousness. His ass is 'to die for' too." Aurei starts unpacking and hanging my clothes up. "You don't have to do that for me."

      "I've seen your closet. I'll hang them up for you."

      "I've seen your closet too. It's way too neat and organized. I meant to ask you. Are you OCD?"

      He chuckles. "No, but an officer learns to be neat, clean, and organized, and I like things neat, clean, and organized." He looks at me and smirks. "I'll do this. You, Sweet Thang, bring me my cup, please. Cappuccino is best hot, and it's getting cold in there."

      "Oh, K," I say as I spin around to get it. When I come back, he has finished. He's efficient too. He is surveying them and thinking. I hand him his cup. "So...."

      "Yes?" He takes it, and takes a sip, then hands it back to me. He turns back to my clothes, takes my Florida State Seminole National Championship "Unconquered" t-shirt down along with a pair of distressed Gucci jeans, and walks out to the bed. He lays them down and looks at me with a smirk. "So?"

      "So... Antonio was in the right room."

      "Yes." He goes back in and gets my Converse sneakers.

      "So... does that mean you are Maximus?"

      "Yes." He takes his cup and smirks at me over it as he finishes it.

      "What? Get out of here! Your name is Maximus too?"

      He laughs. "That's affirmative. Maximus Aurelius Moore at your service."

      "Sweet Zeus! That's a hot fucking name! Suits you perfectly!"

      He chuckles. "My mother named me obviously." He reaches for my cup, and I drink the last swallow and hand it to him. "Get dressed. We need to do a little shopping today too."

      "Yes, sir," I grin at him, seeing Maximus Aurelius Moore at my service.

      "And you are to wear both a bra and panties today." He eyes me.

      "Umm-hmm," I smirk. His eyebrows raise, making me giggle. "Where did you put them, Mr. Neat, Clean and Organized?" I ask, looking past him to the closet.

      "Chest of drawers, second drawer from the top, on the right." He points to a chest behind me.

      I turn to look as he walks out. "No trickery." He tells me over his shoulder.

      "I promise, no trickery." I throw on the clothes and walk out to the living room. He is sitting at the table and stands when I come in.

      "Ready?"

      "Ready." He heads to the door, and I slide in next to him. I slip my fingers between his and cinch us together. "I honestly don't think I can walk next to you without touching you."

      "That's a good thing." He smirks as he closes the door.

      "So tell me more about Maximus."

      "After we eat. I'm starving."

      At the elevator, Aurei hits the up button. "Is the restaurant up?"

      "Yes, it's on the sixth floor."

      "Awesome."

      "The view is spectacular. You're gonna love it."
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      We enter a crowded elevator and squeeze on. Aurei spins me around and hugs me tight in front of him. I feel his cock harden as soon as it touches me. I start to put my hands back there to hold it, but he slides his fingers between mine and holds my hands in front. He leans down and whispers in my ear. "If you start that, we won't eat. We will go right back to the room. I'm always hungry for you, but I'm hungry for food right now. Behave. We need to eat."

      "Yes, sir," I answer and squeeze his hands. "I'm hungry for both too." I turn my face to his and kiss him on the cheek.

      On the top floor, the elevator opens, and everyone steps out. Most people walk to the hostess to put their names on the waiting list, but we walk to the entrance. A man walks over to us. "Maximus. It's good to see you."

      "You too, Carlo." They shake hands.

      "This way." He leads us through the restaurant to a table in the middle of the windows.

      "Wow!" I exclaim. "This is ... spectacular!"

      Carlo smiles at me and pulls a chair out for me to sit. I do, and he pushes it in under me as he talks. "The hotel overlooks the seven hills of ancient Rome." My eyes run along every detail, taking in everything. He says to Aurei. "I understand you are staying in the hotel for the week."

      "Yes, we are. Maybe longer." Aurei slides his open hand across the table, and I automatically lay mine in it. My eyes turn to him as he closes his hand and he strokes me. His tender touch sends goosebumps up my arm. "Carlo, I want you to make sure Siri has whatever she wants or needs while we are here."

      "Si, bella signorina," Carlo says and nods.

      "Mio bella Signorina," Aurei says. "She is MY beautiful Lady." My eyes soften at the sweet words. "Siri, this is Carlo, the Hotel Manager. Carlo, this is Siri Wright."

      I look up into Carlo's face with the same sweet expression. "It's nice to meet you, Carlo." I hold out my hand to shake. He raises his eyebrows then quickly recovers as he takes my hand and shakes it. "Is this your first visit to Rome?" He asks me.

      "Yes. I'm so excited too." I beam at him.

      "If you need anything, either myself or Franco will assist you."

      "Thank you. I mean, Grazie."

      "Di niente." His eyes flash genuine, then he looks at Aurei and says, "It is good to see you, Maximus."

      "You too, Carlo. We will stop and meet Franco on our way out."

      "I'll tell him to expect you."

      The waiter comes over, and Aurei orders for us. "What are we having?" I ask him.

      "I ordered breakfast skewers of peppers and sausage." He grins and lets the innuendo lay.

      "Excellent."

      "These are called cornettos." I watch him as he serves us both a serving. They are croissants with jam. "With Cappuccino and water to drink."

      "Yummy." I wink at him as he takes a bite then I do the same. "This is really good. You do know I'm going to expect sausage every morning in some form or another."

      He grins that slow sexy smile, and my clit thumps. I lean forward, put my forearms on the table and ask. "So, tell me about Maximus Aurelius Moore."

      "I'm named after my Italian grandfather. His name is Aurelius. I grew up as Maximus." He pauses as the waiter serves us the cappuccino. It has a flower design in the cream. Nice touch. "Until the movie Gladiator came out."

      "Oh! The Gladiator's name was Maximus."

      "Exactly. At school, in the eyes of the kids, I became the Gladiator. My name translated to challenges, which translated to fights."

      "Why didn't you just shorten it to Max?"

      "I thought about it when we transferred schools, but I knew as soon as my Italian mother showed up to the school, everyone would know Max was short for Maximus, and it would start all over. So, I changed it to Aurei, and when my Italian mother showed up, everyone knew it was short for Aurelius, and it wasn't a big deal."

      "Makes sense. Tell me about yourself. The private chartered jet, this swag Hotel Suite and Antonio all tell me you are very loaded. Not to mention, Cat said you were too. But you don't live this lifestyle in Alabama. I would never have realized it."

      Our food arrives, and we eat while he explains. "It's easy to live a simple life in Alabama, isn't it?"

      "Yeah. It is." I agree—my Vegas life flashes before my eyes. We are a lot alike. Maybe that was a part of the instant attraction.

      "The name of my business is Maximus Enterprises. I inherited my portion of the Liotine trust fund right out of high school. I invested it well. I bought a lot of real estate, mostly rental properties. Vegas is only one location. I have properties in multiple States across the country. But I also bought land in the Dakota's and started a fracking company. Let's just say that I've done very well with what I was given."

      "Does everyone know this?"

      "Everyone in Italy, but no one in Alabama or the Army. I've been able to keep it quiet. It's part of the complicated secrets I mentioned. My bro's and the locals know I inherited money, but they have no idea how much. And none of them know I own Maximus Enterprises. It's the parent Corporation. The other companies are structured and shielded in LLCs and land trusts."

      "Why did you decide to serve in the Army if you knew you were going to inherit a lot of money?"

      "I signed up in high school. I wanted to fly helicopters for as long as I can remember. I grew up watching them fly. I wasn't interested in college, so it was an easy decision for me. I didn't know about the trust fund until it was too late, and I was committed. My Grandfather Aurelius freaked out a little when he found out. He regretted not telling Ann and me, but my mother and father decided when we were young that it would be best if we didn't know as military brats. 'We're just regular folks.' My dad used to say all the time."

      We laugh. "How did you end up in Alabama?"

      "Every summer, Ann and I were sent to Alabama to live with my dad's parents. They were 'regular folks.' I learned an awful lot from that ole man. Grandfather Moore knew a little bit about everything and a lot about most things. I worked with him in his construction business. That's how I learned about remodeling and then the real estate market. And Granny... She was a trip! She was a cowgirl, golfer, and tennis player. She taught us about the other side of life. The fun things."

      "They sound like quite a pair."

      "Granny used to tell us that Grandfather Moore was her peanut, and she was his butter." I laugh at that, and he chuckles. "Only later did I really get what she meant." I laugh out loud at that. "When my dad retired from the Army, he wanted to move back home to Alabama. That's when I started spending my summers in Italy, learning about my Italian family, up close and personal."

      "Sometimes a little too personal?"

      He smirks. "It was only that one time. After that, I started talking the older girls with tits into posing nude for me, and one thing usually lead to another." He looks down at my tits and grins.

      "Usually?" I squeeze mine together.

      "Well, always." He smiles. "Are you finished eating?"

      "Yes. It was delicious, and I feel a whole lot better too. I didn't realize how hungry I was. I'm so hyped up and excited."

      "Let's go meet Franco, and head out."

      "Sounds like a plan." He puts his napkin on his plate, and the waiter appears to clear it. I quickly throw mine on too. When he steps away with our plates in his hands, Aurei stands and leans over to help me with my chair. "You have good training," I tell him.

      "Umm-hmm. I can't have Carlo making me look bad."

      I smile. "No one can make you look bad."

      He rolls his eyes.

      As we leave the restaurant, I see Carlo watching us from across the room. I gave him a twinkling wave as Aurei takes my hand and leads me out. Carlo smiles at me. We wait by the elevator with other people, so we stand in silence, holding hands. Aurei strokes my skin absentmindedly, but his touch shoots electricity through me, and the longer he strokes, the hornier I get. I have always known my sexual libido is cranked up tighter than everyone else's. I must have tuned into Aurei's cranked-up libido and subconsciously known he shared the cursed gift too. His performance over the last few days. Remarkable. Staring up into this Golden God of a man's face, I see in him what I know to be true for me. I'm addicted to sex, and now I'm addicted to him. I shift my stance and lean my tits against him, just as the elevator doors open. He glances down and sees the look in my eyes. "Needy?"

      "Umm-hmm!"

      "We'll catch Franco on the way out. Let's stop by the room and take care of you."

      I grin at him as we enter the elevator. He spins me around in front of him and pulls me back against him. His hard cock presses into my back as he wraps me in a hug again. He cinches our hands, and I lean my head against him. His body heat starts to penetrate my aura, and I can feel the wildness in me stirring. I shift my weight just to feel his cock rub my back, and he gives me a gentle, knowing squeeze.

      I want him to fuck my brains out! Rome can wait!
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      We get off on our floor with several other people. As we walk to our suite, he puts his arm around me. I slide mine around his small waist, and he pulls me close. His body and his musk flood my senses. I inhale deeply and just want to bury my nose in his armpit, drinking in his deliciousness! I can feel his mounds of muscles moving with each step. He is powerful but graceful and fluid. "Aurei, have you always been mounds of muscles?"

      He chuckles. "I guess. I started working out as soon as the testosterone started. I needed an outlet, and it was something I could do year-round. Eventually, I started training with other bodybuilders."

      When we reach the door, I stand aside as Aurei enters the security code. He opens the door and pushes it wide for me. The view of him doing such a simple thing as opening the door for me sends a wave of hot passion through me. I glide through and kick off my shoes. When he comes in, he turns his back to me to bolt the door, and in one swift move, I pull my shirt over my head and fling it at the couch. When the bolt clicks, I've already undone my bra, and I toss it on the floor at his feet. When he bends down to pick it up, I wiggle out of my pants. By the time he turns around, I'm completely naked.

      "Damn! You look absolutely fuckable standing there, Naked Thang."

      "Umm-hmm." I tease him. I grab my tits and push them together, then pull my nipples, and they bounce soft, then harden. I hang my head then fling my hair. When our eyes meet, it is settling softly around my shoulders.

      "Damn! You're a Wild Thang!"

      "Umm-hmm!" I tease him. I turn around, bend over and slap my ass hard. "Pow!" The sound pops the air. "Would you like to try to tame my tail?" I challenge him.

      "Try?" He says, convinced that won't be a problem.

      "Umm-hmm!" I stand back up and give him a Wonder Woman pose. Hands on my hips, chest pushed out.

      "Damn! You're hot!"

      "I am hot." I touch my pussy with my hand and make a sizzling sound. "Tssssst!"

      He takes a step toward me. "Don't!"

      "Don't what?" I ask as I retreat, circling to my right towards the desk. He advances slowly, following my trail. Not inserting my finger in my pussy, but tapping it, I grin at him with a truly wicked face and lick my lips. When my ass hits the desk, I pull the small chair out and spin it around between us. He stops, watching. "Would you like a lap dance now?" I ask as I lift my leg high and dramatically swing it wide, over the back of the chair, and gently sit my toes down in the seat. "Or later?" I ask as I put my hands under my hair, lift my massive mane up and arch my back, pushing my tits towards him.

      "Later." His voice is husky. He advances, closing the distance, and I pick my foot up and place it on his chest, and push. He stops but doesn't retreat.

      "You're not naked," I tell him.

      He smiles as he pulls his shirt over his head in a move as swift as mine and drops it on the floor at my feet. "Better?" He asks, grinning.

      "Almost." I grin as I push off him and scoot my ass onto the desk and bring my knees up to my chin. He removes the chair from between us and advances to me. "Unless you want to fuck me with your pants on, those have got to go." I point to his pants. He grins and starts to unbutton them. "That's better," I tell him as I watch him unzip them. When he puts his hands on his ass, I lean back on the desk and place my feet on his pecs. I prop on my arms and knead him with my toes as I purr like a kitten. His thunder flashes as he pushes his pants off his perfect fucking muscle.

      "Nice ass." I wink at him, and he grins. He takes a step back, and my feet fall back to the desk. As he looks down, pushing his pants to his ankles, I spread my legs wide. He glances up and sees my inviting pussy. He stands up, ready to fuck with his cock pointing right at my target. I close my legs and wag my finger at him. "No, no, no. All the way off. I want you completely naked too. Your body should never wear clothes." We smile at each other. When he bends over to step out of his jeans, I do a middle split on the desk and roll my pussy flat on the surface. I lean over the edge and smack his perfect ass. "Pow!" The sound pops the air.

      I hear him growl. It sounds like a threat. He cuts his eyes at me, and the blood drains from my face. "Oh!" I say, and my eyes grow big as saucers, watching his jaw harden as his teeth clench. That's a button I don't want to push again. He is dangerous.

      "Careful, Wild Thang." He breathes the words.

      "Sorry!" I whisper. "I ...." He lifts his face to look at me. When he sees my torso exposed over the edge of the desk and my tits dangling down for him, he rocks back and squats. He reaches up and grabs hold of my tits. He strokes the nipples, and they draw up, pushing out into his hands. He rolls the buttons around his palm, playing, teasing, then he pinches them and pulls. "Oui," I exclaim. He releases them, and they bounce back into place. My eyes water as I blink.

      "I don't play fair." He warns me.

      "How do you play?" I whisper.

      "I don't get even. I get ahead. Always." He pinches and pulls again. "Be warned. Don't."

      I pause, catching my breath from the panic I felt and now the pain. "Or else?" I whisper.

      "Something like that." He pinches a nipple and holds me in place with it as he stands. I watch his perfect body ripple and flex as it passes inches from my face. I can feel his magnetism turned on high. His body is radiating heat and musk as he stands tall over me. He puts his other hand on my back, spreading his fingers wide between my shoulder blades, and he runs it down to my ass with a soft, caressing stroke. His hand feels large, dominating, and controlling. At my ass, he slides his middle finger down into my crack. When the tip touches my pussy, he teases me, then backs it out and drags his big hand all the way to my hair. All the while, his fingers are twisting, teasing my nipple, while it is captive in his hand. The feeling of being dominated by a Master is overwhelming, and I'm in awe that this simple exhibition produces such a strong feeling of submission over me. But when he puts his hand in my hair, wraps his fingers in it, and then jerks my head back, instead of relinquishing control of myself to him, which I know he wants and is expecting, and which I just wanted to, this move has the opposite effect on me. It makes my wild flame burn hot, and I'm ready to combust! My pussy soaks the desk, and a bead of sweat breaks out on my lip. I desperately fight the urge to flex on the hard surface and massage my throbbing clit to climax. My wildness flashes him.

      "You are such a tease." He whispers as he flexes his fingers in my hair, caressing the thickness. "Such a beautiful, naughty tease. I have a feeling I have my work cut out for me taming your tail." He lets my nipple go and squats again in front of me as he pulls my head up by my hair to look into his eyes. I close them, and I feel his breath on my face. The pain, but the pleasure too, is so intense. "Look at me." He commands.

      I open my eyes and gaze into his green emerald pools of control. I no longer see the dangerous man. I see the gaze of a dominant Master, who is willing to take me as I am and treat me like his angel. But then his eyes search mine, looking deeper, and I sigh, closing them again, shutting out the vision I see of someone who would treat me like a goddess if I would only obey him. If... If I can obey. My wild eyes fill with tears, and I drop my face. My clit throbs against the desk while my tits yearn for his touch. My heart and soul hug each other in my chest, knowing my nature is as independent, controlling, and dominant as his. I know it isn't a question of if we will battle, but for how long will we battle before one of us wins or both of us lose.

      "Ah, My Little, Wild Thang." He says, "Look at me."

      When I raise my eyes to his, he is smiling at me. That beautiful smile accepts me.

      His hand goes to my throat, and he gently forces my face back to his. He kisses me, speaking with his mouth what words cannot say.

      I try to be passive, but his touch, his mouth, bring my passion roaring to the surface, and I seize his head, holding him to me, kissing him as wildly as I feel.

      He moans as his gentle kiss changes to match mine, and as he starts to stand, I squeeze my legs together, coming out of the split. With our lips locked, he steps to me and picks my ass off the desk as I wrap my legs around him. The dancer in me pulls my body to his, and I glide onto his cock with perfect union. Releasing our kiss as I lean my head back, pushing his head away, I gasp, "Ah." His cock hardens and throbs in me. My pussy screams for movement, and my clit demands to explode. I open my eyes and stare into his. The intensity I see boring into mine tells my heart and soul that he will never let me go. Regardless of submission, regardless of taming my tail, I am his. I belong to him.
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      His phone rings. He stares at me. "I'll turn the ringer off." He sits me on the desk and squats down, reaching for his jeans. As he retrieves his phone from his pocket, his eyes never leave mine. His intense look tells me that he has an uncontrollable need to fuck as great as my own. I blink, realizing that he has been fucking forever. Then I hear him singing his own words to Lionel Richie's song telling me. 'Do you know you set me free?' I realize watching him turn his ringer off that he has experienced the haunting feeling I have fought so hard not to have.

      What anguish that must have been. Needing to fuck all the time, and needing to be fulfilled by it, but never finding it ... until now ... until he found me.

      The thunderous intensity in his eyes tell me I am right, and a tear slides down my cheek.

      When he stands next to me and sets his phone on the desk beside me, I put one leg on his shoulder and hang the other off the desk, doing a split on him. He puts his arms around me and pulls my body onto his. He kisses the tear and calls my name. "Siri...."

      "Umm. My name sounds so sensual and sexy the way it rolls off your tongue." I purr then whisper in his ear. "Fuck my brains out." His throat moans that sound he doesn't know he does, and I put my hands on his shoulders. I pull myself up and hold myself, latching my hands behind his neck. His cock only touches the entrance to my vagina. My thigh keeps us separated. He releases my ass and holds his cock to guide it in. I'm so wet. I soak him as he tries to work it in. He puts one hand back on my ass and grips it tightly as he pushes me onto him. His fingers dig into my skin.

      I lay my face on my calf muscle and put my mouth on his pec. I lick him, over and over again, while I tease him and purr like a kitten. "Come on, baby. Make me sing." He lets go of my ass and his cock, and takes my waist in both hands. He pushes me down onto him, but only the head goes in. "Come on, baby." I encourage him. He twists my waist, but only an inch more goes in. I see the concentration on his face. "Come on, baby. Get your gorgeous Golden God rod in my wild little pussy. I want to purr for you." I tease him as he grabs his rod. My pussy aches for him, and I can feel my juice dribbling down the inside of my thigh as he rubs his tip back and forth on my lips and clit. I have saturated his cock and hand. "Stroke your Golden God rod, baby. Get it wet with my nectar." I lick him again, over and over, and suck his skin. Mauling his pec, I stalk him.

      He moans as he strokes his rod. "Siri."

      "Ah!" I moan as he touches me at the top, and I spasm from the need for him. My whole being is screaming to be fucked. "Come on, baby. Do it again." My wildness stalks him. He takes his cock to the entrance and then inserts his fingers. Calling me to cum with their movement, I moan and almost give it up. "No, baby. No!" I tell him as I pull myself up. His fingers slide out. "I wanted to be fucked, not fingered." I wrap my fingers in my own hair and arch away. He is forced to grab my legs and hold me onto him to keep me from toppling headfirst onto the desk. He holds my leg against his chest with one hand, and the other he puts in the small of my back. As I arch away, my tits are exposed to his face, and he slides his hand up my back to bring them to his lips. When his magical lips touch them, I purr loud. The sound is not like a kitten but like a tiger.

      His growl matches, and he sucks as much as he can in his mouth. He mauls my tit, and it drives me fucking wild. Oh, fuck! I can't take it! I let my hair go, rolling my head up. I grab his head and push him away, trying to release his suction on my tit. He only increases his teasing, and my hands slide to his shoulders, where I dig my claws into him and push. His head jerks up from the pain. I attack. I bite first my own leg, then his chest.

      His roar is stifled, but it's threatening! He spins us around, and body slams me into the wall. The force pushes his cock in deep, and we both moan, long and loud. His hands are on the wall over my head. I get a whiff of his musk, and my mind screams. Pinned to the wall, his body the only thing keeping me there, neither of us can move.

      My stalking starts again. I push my elbows back against the wall, and I hear my husky voice taunting him. "Come on, baby. Do it again."

      His jaw sets hard, and his eyes bore into mine. His hands latch onto my elbows, and they hold me onto the wall. Pinned perfectly, I hang. His eyes are so full of thunder.

      I moan at the sight. "Ah! Thunder fuck me!"

      He grunts as he rears back, withdrawing, then he slams forward, pushing his cock deeper, burying it to the hilt. He holds me there and stares into my eyes.

      "Again!" I tell him.

      And again, he grunts as he rears back, withdrawing, then slams forward, pushing his cock deep. All the way to the glorious hilt.

      "Fuck yeah! Again."

      He holds me against the wall, and I feel his breath panting on my face. Then he releases my arms and pins my ankle to the wall with one hand. Then he takes his other hand and traces my jugular vein down my throat.

      My skin crawls from his touch. Spreading out like a red hot flame, it ignites into a blue fire. I didn't know I could be this turned on.

      His eyes bore into mine, and I see both a threat and a promise there—his thunder rumbling like sound waves to my heart. The force of his power makes me almost swoon, and I whimper from the complete and total need to be dominated by him. When he hears it, he kisses me, forcing his tongue down my throat.

      I suck him wildly, demanding him to take me. Whatever the cost.

      When he pulls away, his mouth goes to my ear, and I hear his low hum as it starts. As he bites my ear lobe and moves to my neck, it turns into a roar. The sound makes me quiver, and I arch my back and try to hunch his cock, but I'm trapped against the wall. I can't move. He nibbles and bites my neck. The quivers turn to shivers that rake my body. My pussy clenches and tightens on him, and I can feel him throbbing in me. I open my mouth and moan, then I'm drawing in my breath to speak when his mouth clamps over mine again. His tongue fills my mouth, and he fucks it, in and out and in and out. While I fight against him, not to stop but to GO! I groan aloud, and he releases the kiss.

      He puts his mouth on my ear again. "Shhh! Wild Thang. I know what you want."

      Then he is nibbling again, and I bite my lip hard, holding all thoughts and sounds, concentrating on him. As he nibbles down my throat, I struggle against him again.

      He says just loud enough I can hear him. "Don't move."

      I wrap my fingers in my hair and pull tight, forcing myself to be still. He puts his hand on my hip and pins my pussy to the wall. His eyes look down, and he watches as his cock withdraws. My eyes follow his.

      The feeling... The need... The longing...

      I look back up into his face.

      THE BELONGING...

      When he lifts his eyes to mine, the unique chemical electricity we share jumps between us, and it jolts us! Without words, we both know what we want! My tail tamed!

      As his eyes bore into mine, mine hold his down deep in my soul where the wildness lives. I feel his hand close around my throat, my mind smiles at my soul, and my heart thumps hard. My clit matches it, thump for thump. As he squeezes gently but firmly, he slams his cock to my core, pounding me, bouncing my ass off the wall. There are no thoughts in my mind. None! There are only feelings.

      Feelings of ... dominance.

      He pounds again and again, and I bounce and moan.

      His grip tightens. He stares into my eyes, watching me like a hawk.

      Feelings of ... power. My wild hunger flashes him.

      He pounds again, and again, faster and faster, as I bounce off the wall.

      Feelings of ... control.

      He pounds. He pounds. He pounds. The most incredible orgasm starts to build.

      Feelings of ... release.

      He pounds again, and again, and again—my body, rebounding from the force of his thrust, following him. I'm moaning loud with each satisfying thrust.

      His grip tightens. My breath stops, but my blood throbs hard against his hand.

      Feelings of ... of ... freedom!

      He pounds and pounds and pounds and pounds. The sensory overload is incredible!

      For the first time in my life ... I know.... Feelings of ... of ... sweet surrender!

      He kisses me, cutting off my air. With one last forceful thrust, I reach the edge of heaven.

      Feelings of ... LOVE!

      My orgasm explodes. I convulse, over and over, and over, and over. Then I hang limp and weak, almost lifeless, but I am aware of everything going on.

      I feel ... EVERYTHING!

      Aurei is releasing my lips. He is kissing my face, over and over, all over. His lips are soft, sensual, delicious, divine, firm, sweet, gentle, heavenly... and they love me. My whole being smiles with the knowledge, and my soul shines as bright as the sun. He is mine. I feel pure, honest happiness.

      He is releasing me and eases me down the wall. He is quiet. His breath blows on my skin. The tickling sensation is the most delicate, exquisite feeling my skin has ever known.

      My soul sings as my heartbeat returns to normal.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER SEVEN

          

          BATTLE

        

      

    

    
      When my foot hits the floor, I open my eyes and return to reality. He is staring into my soul again, and his purity wraps me in a big, beautiful embrace. I see his eyes crinkle as he takes my leg off his shoulder and eases it down. They tell me I am the most beautiful angel he has ever seen. I want ... more than anything I have ever wanted before in my life ... I want to be his Good Girl Goddess.

      I stand on my shaky legs. I put my trembling hands on his perfect pecs and push, nudging him off me. Then I turn to face the wall and slide down it to my knees. I arch backward and look at him upside down as I reach out for his hands. He puts them in mine, and I lay them on either side of my face. His fingertips slide down to touch my jugular vein, and his palms cup my jawbone as I open my mouth wide and invite him to finish what he started. He slides his cock in my mouth. Gently he fucks me, pushing in deep, down my throat and holding it, then withdrawing it to my lips where I lick and purr. As he enters, he strokes my throat, and when he withdraws, he massages it. When he is ready to cum, he pulls out and pushes me down. I cup my tits and lift them to him. He grabs his cock and strokes it. I feel the cum as the first pulsating ejaculation hits my tits, then I feel his cock, sliding in and out of them as he finishes. "Huh, huh, huh...."

      His head hits the wall, and he props against it, breathing hard, while I sink to the ground, lying flat on my legs, watching him. He steps to the side, then drops to one knee. I reach out for his hands. He gives them to me, and I pull them to my lips and kiss them softly, sensuously, deliciously, divinely, firmly, sweetly, gently, heavenly... lovingly.

      He sits down, leaning his back on the wall, and pulls me to him. Cradling me between his legs, he kisses my hair, and I rest my face on his perfect pecs. His semen slides down my tits to my abs. I fall into a peaceful sleep while he plays with my hair.

      When I wake, he is snoring peacefully with his arm around me like he is guarding his treasure. I trace my finger down his side, and he twitches. I retrace it a little firmer, tickling him, and he jerks. He pulls my hair, lifting my face to his, and I laugh up at him.

      But as soon as our eyes meet, the world falls away, and there is only ... US. Pure. Honest. Real. He pushes off the wall and knocks me down before him. Straddling me, he hovers over. The hunter and his prey. I smile up into his face, and I see his lips curl as I pull myself up to his mouth. He kisses me deeply and completely. His tongue fills my mouth and my mind as he gently sits me down on the ground. He tastes so fucking good. As I run my hands down the smooth skin of his back, then back up his neck into his hair, flexing my fingers and kneading him, I need him. When he pulls away, we are both ready to fuck again.

      He buries his face in my hair and breathes deep. I lay my mouth on his jugular vein. I nibble and bite him. His neck stretches and exposes itself to my hunger. I eat him, licking and sucking his neck. He moans, letting me. Then I tell him. "Come on, baby. I want to do it again."

      He places his mouth on mine and firmly says. "No. It's dangerous." His kiss stops my protest. His tongue teases mine, touching it, drawing mine into his, then he sucks it. The feeling makes me so horny, I wrap my hands around his back and lift my hips off the floor. I thrust myself up to him and touch his cock as it hangs down hard again. When he releases my mouth, I let go of his body but keep my hips thrust against his dangling dick. He pushes up on his arms and stares into my eyes, straddling me on his all fours. "What am I going to do with a sexy
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-----------------------------------------------------------
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.



