
  
    [image: Third Wheel]
  

  
    
      Third Wheel

      
        Elite Escorts 2

      

    

    
      
        Lynn Burke

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  

  
    
      Copyright © 2023 by Lynn Burke

      All rights reserved.

      Editor: Kat McIntyre

      Cover Artist: Golden Czermak

      

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

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form, except for the inclusion of brief quotations in a review or article, without written permission from the author.

      This is a second edition. It has been expanded, revised, and re-proofed. Original publication 2017 Evernight Publishing.

      Visit my website at authorlynnburke.com

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Author Notes

      

    

    
      
        1. Reid

      

      
        2. Jessica

      

      
        3. Reid

      

      
        4. Jessica

      

      
        5. Reid

      

      
        6. Jessica

      

      
        7. Reid

      

      
        8. Jessica

      

      
        9. Reid

      

      
        10. Jessica

      

      
        11. Reid

      

      
        12. Jessica

      

      
        13. Reid

      

      
        14. Jessica

      

      
        15. Reid

      

      
        16. Jessica

      

      
        17. Reid

      

      
        18. Jessica

      

      
        19. Reid

      

      
        20. Jessica

      

      
        21. Reid

      

      
        22. Jessica

      

      
        23. Reid

      

      
        24. Jessica

      

      
        25. Reid

      

      
        26. Jessica

      

      
        27. Reid

      

      
        28. Jessica

      

      
        29. Reid

      

      
        30. Jessica

      

      
        31. Reid

      

      
        32. Jessica

      

      
        33. Reid

      

    

    
      
        Bonus Material

      

      
        The Elite Escorts

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also By Lynn Burke

      

    

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Author Notes

          

        

      

    

    
      This material is rated for mature adults and may contain scenes that might be upsetting to some readers. Visit THIRD WHEEL on my website for content warnings.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Third Wheel

          

        

      

    

    
      As Elite Escort’s most sought-after third wheel, I’m responsible for fulfilling clients’ fantasies of bringing another man into the mix for a night of debauchery.

      

      But I’ve grown bored with my night job and want more.

      

      Jessica Lindy's friend hires EE to take her out and show her a good time. Although single dates aren’t my usual assignments, I agree to fulfill the task. Jessica steals my breath at first sight, and before our evening ends, I plan on worshiping at her feet for the rest of our lives.

      

      But she’s jaded. A single mom with no time or energy to entertain dreams of happily ever after.

      

      Her heart isn’t available thanks to her ex-husband, who she helped put behind bars, and constant fear over his vow of revenge keeps her from enjoying life.

      

      When nightmares become a reality, she and her daughter end up in grave danger.

      

      Can I convince Jessica I’m more than just a professional third wheel, or will the man intent on payback take her from me before I get the chance?
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            Reid

          

        

      

    

    
      Same as every time they requested my presence for the night, Mrs. Kimball answered the door to my quiet rap. A sheer, white nightgown fell mid-thigh over her curvy body, offering me an eyeful of large, dark nipples and the trimmed patch of hair between her thighs.

      “Reid.” She breathed my name, arousal already coating her voice.

      “Mrs. Kimball,” I greeted. “New nightie?”

      “Of course.” The slight lines around her eyes crinkled with her smile I couldn’t help but return. It was no secret her husband spoiled her rotten.

      She stepped back to allow me entrance to the hotel suite I’d been visiting every other Friday the previous four months since signing on with Elite Escorts in January.

      I stepped past her and breathed in the scent of subtle yet expensive perfume I would be washing off my body before our session’s end.

      I sold myself for sex. Or, rather, Micah, one of my closest friends and the owner of Elite Escorts hired me to satisfy the customers whose requests fit my profile. Tall, dark, and handsome, I was a professional who knew how to fulfill client’s fantasies of having a second man on hand for a night of debauchery.

      Pleasuring the women who paid for me was easy enjoyable money, every time.

      Why I’d fought Micah’s begging to pimp me out for his company for over a year, I didn’t know. It had taken a whirlwind romance and a broken heart to open my eyes to the fact fucking around would always be better than attempting something long-term.

      I would never fall in love again.

      To each their own, but I would never personally offer to satisfying a lover’s fantasy about sharing her with another man. And I sure as fuck would never have given her a diamond ring on Christmas morning after knowing her for two months only to have her keep the damn thing when she left me on New Year’s for the guy we’d invited into our bed.

      A muscle in my jaw ticked at the thought of my ex, but at least the lingering pain in my chest no longer felt like someone gouged me with a serrated knife.

      Because of Tara, I’d become one of Elite Escort’s most requested third wheels, a man who knew his place in others’ beds and had zero interest in getting emotionally involved with clients.

      I followed Mrs. Kimball into the sunken sitting area where her husband lounged butt naked on the white leather couch, a tumbler of scotch in his grasp.

      A good twenty or so years older than me, Mr. Kimball kept himself in good shape. He was tanned, still ripped, and had a full head of hair with silver at the temples. And like me, he had no need of little blue pills.

      The older man always gave me a run for the money with his wife moaning between us, but while he had stamina, I bounced back ten times faster. He often enjoyed watching the second go-round his wife always begged for while sipping on another scotch.

      “Mr. Sullivan,” he said, gesturing to the chair across from him, gracious as always. “My wife has been panting for you all week.”

      “Is that a fact?” I quirked a brow and sat while studying the quiet woman who stood between us.

      Cheeks flushed and pulse already thrumming in her neck, she lowered her head, hands clasped in front of her. She was perfectly submissive and sweet. Not my type personality-wise, but her body made getting hard easy.

      “Mmm.” Mr. Kimball swallowed some of his liquor. “That’s a fact.”

      I loosened my tie before settling back into the leather seat, ready to move things along. “On your knees, Buttercup.”

      Mrs. Kimball hardly resembled the little yellow flower I’d have preferred, but that was the pet name I’d been supplied with the first time I’d been hired to play with them. The dark eyes and hair running in waves over her tightly furled nipples suggested an Italian or Greek heritage.

      She was gorgeous but easy for me to keep at emotional arm’s length. It was sassy and independent blondes alone who tended to capture my focus and tempt my mind beyond sex.

      She sauntered closer, all swaying hips and sensual curves I could appreciate.

      The thought of her warm, talented mouth sucking on my dick roused life in my groin, and I rested my forearms on the chair’s armrests.

      Pupils already blown, she sank to her knees between my thighs and unbuckled my belt. Her lips parted, breaths coming in shallow gasps as though she already hovered on the edge of climaxing.

      I didn’t need to glance over at her husband to see what he thought of his cock-hungry wife getting on her knees for another man. He gave and gave without hesitation because of his love for her.

      Same as I’d done with Tara.

      A hiss left my mouth as Mrs. Kimball’s hand slid into my slacks and grasped my length. All thoughts of my ex fled as the dark-haired beauty leaned closer, her focus on the swollen head of my dick. Her warm, wet mouth closed around me, and I released a groan, grabbing a handful of her lush locks.

      Mr. Kimball let out a quiet curse, but no trace of jealousy laced his tone. Nothing pleased him more than gifting his wife with what she craved.

      Twice a month, it was an abundance of dick.

      Her teeth scraped along my length with the perfect amount of sting, her smooth hand reaching deeper inside my pants to cup my balls and pull a rumbled murmur of approval from me.

      She bobbed over my length, slurping and sucking, gagging and moaning.

      “So good, Buttercup.” I gave her the praise that always made her skin shiver with goosebumps. “Your mouth feels amazing.”

      She doubled her efforts to suck cum from me, quickly drawing my balls up tight. Humming her pleasure, she took me deep and swallowed, her throat tightening around my glans.

      “Christ, woman.” I tightened my fist in her hair and yanked her off me since she would want me in her other two holes and I didn’t have three loads in me.

      She let go with a pop, her lips glistening with saliva and the pre-cum she had effortlessly enticed up my shaft. Large, doe-like eyes peered up at me, the brown of her irises eaten by her swollen pupils.

      “Your husband looks a little lonely.” I forced her head around toward him while tugging down on my balls. “Go suck his cock but keep that gorgeous backside on display for me.”

      She did as told, crawling across the plush rug between us men, her nightgown rising above her round ass. A blue-jeweled plug peeked from between her cheeks, and wetness coated her pussy and upper thighs.

      I tugged my tie off and started on my shirt’s buttons while Mrs. Kimball’s head nestled between her husband’s thighs, ass high just like I’d commanded. He swigged his scotch, face impassive, seeming unmoved as he watched her lick up the back of his dick.

      He’d already made his requests for the evening via Micah, so I set about to please our customers.

      “You can do better than that, Buttercup,” I told Mrs. Kimball, standing to shove down my slacks. One yank freed my belt, and I dropped the pants to the floor, folding the leather strip in half. “Swallow him down and arch your back for me.”

      Her husband’s gaze rose to me as I drew near.

      I quirked an eyebrow just to double check.

      He nodded, impassive as always, but heat in his eyes betrayed his arousal.

      While I didn’t enjoy dishing out pain, I gave the man what he wanted—what his wife had requested—with a half-hearted downward swipe. The crack of leather on skin caused them both to flinch.

      A shudder rippled down her body, and she moaned around her husband’s cock, her spine bowing even deeper.

      “Like that do you?” I asked, my cock jerking as she groaned her agreement. Two more quick swats and cherry red stripes rose along her golden skin.

      A sheen of sweat beaded on Mr. Kimball’s brow, and he clenched his jaw. He sat still like a fucking pro though as his wife worked him over and I continued to rain down somewhat gentle lashes over her backside and thighs.

      She squirmed and whimpered, choking herself on her husband’s cock.

      “Fuck.” Mr. Kimball’s gaze flickered up to me, the haze of lust in his pale eyes begging me to end his torment.

      Mr. Kimball didn’t have a submissive bone in his body, but he loved giving me control over them—because his wife asked him for it.

      “Enough,” I stated quietly while sliding my shirt from my shoulders but retaining my grip on my belt.

      A slow hissed exhale left Mr. Kimball as his wife backed off, rocking onto her heels.

      “Strip, Buttercup,” I told her.

      Mr. Kimball stared at her like a man possessed, longing and something beyond mere need for release in his steady gaze.

      A flame of jealousy licked at my chest as her nightie fluttered to the floor.

      Once upon a time, I had wanted what they shared—passion, honesty, and commitment…

      “Straddle him but face me,” I said, moving toward the couple, forcing my focus on earning my money. “Sit on his cock. Take him balls deep in that soaked pussy of yours.”

      Gaze on my jutting hard-on, Mrs. Kimball started to lower, teeth biting into her lip.

      Mr. Kimball grabbed hold of her flared hips and slammed her down onto him.

      Both of their groans ricocheted through me, and I grasped my dick, pulling upward until a bead of pre-cum welled at my slit.

      Her husband spread their thighs and moved her up and down over his shaft, making her full tits bounce with each thrust, but she didn’t remove her focus from my cock.

      Knowing she wanted a taste, I dabbed at the wetness with my fingertip and stepped closer, holding out my hand. “Lick.”

      She eagerly leaned forward, hands on her husband’s knees, her tongue flicking over the sticky pad of my finger.

      “More,” she whispered.

      Shaking my head, I narrowed my gaze, the sight of them fucking mere feet away heating my blood. “You don’t deserve more.”

      She pouted, but I ignored her pleading eyes and returned to stroking myself with one hand, the other still loosely holding the folded leather at my side. “Mr. Kimball told me you’ve been a naughty girl this week.”

      Her mouth opened but snapped shut as I ran my belt along her cheek and down her neck to her bouncing breasts. Eyes closing, she moaned over the wet sucking noises of her husband’s thrusts into her sopping pussy.

      I lightly flicked the leather against one bare breast then the other.

      “Oh, God.” She groaned and leaned against her husband’s chest, back arching as though asking for another lash.

      Eyes closed, Mr. Kimball continued fucking up into her, lips in a grim line as though fighting off the tightness of his balls hugging the base of his dick.

      I guessed me giving his wife pain turned him the fuck on. Couldn’t have him blowing too soon though.

      Dropping the belt, I squatted between their splayed thighs, grasping hold of hers. “No coming until I say so.”

      Mr. Kimball’s thrusts slowed, and I latched my mouth onto his wife’s clit, the scent of her musky arousal flooding my nose and filling my lungs.

      She let out a loud whimper, hips bucking toward me as I suckled.

      Mr. Kimball released his hold on her hips, arms wrapping around her core to still her movements. The slow gyrations of his hips and my lips and tongue had her panting and squirming in a matter of seconds.

      “I’m going to come.” She gasped, but I pulled back and swatted her clit.

      A shriek tore from her lips, and she jerked atop her husband’s cock.

      “P-please.” Her heated, hazed eyes lifted to meet mine.

      I backed away and stood. “On the floor, Mr. Kimball. Your sweet wife is going to ride you like it’s her last day on earth.”

      They both complied, Mr. Kimball stretching out on the plush rug, abs tight, soaked cock pulsing. The brief respite allowed him to draw a few breaths and eased the furrow between his eyebrows.

      He reached for her as I retrieved the condom and packet of lube from my pants pocket.

      His wife impaled herself without hesitation, her moan mixing in my ears with his curse.

      Mrs. Kimball’s jeweled ass jiggled as she attempted to make amends for being a brat that week. By her husband’s groans, I knew she did a good job.

      I sheathed myself and knelt behind them, gaze latched on her pink folds sucking on his thick girth. Before night’s end, I would feel the same sensations as he did—but first things first.

      “Do you think she’s earned her reward, Mr. Kimball?” I asked, squirting lube onto my hand and slicking up my cock.

      “Yes.” He ground out the word, and I pressed a palm to his wife’s back to urge her forward over his chest.

      “Lay still for me, so I can see how ready you are to take my dick.” I grasped the end of the butt plug and teased her a bit, working it around, in and out.

      She whimpered but relaxed like I’d told her to.

      “Such a good girl,” I crooned a few minutes later, sliding the plug free and grasping her hips.

      I’d learned the first time with the couple that the wife preferred a brutal ass fucking rather than slow and easy, so I pressed the tip of my dick to her slack hole.

      “Breathe, Buttercup.” I slammed into her tight ass, balls deep.

      She cried out and tried to move, but I held her in a vise grip. “Your pleasure belongs to us, Mrs. Kimball.”

      I nodded at her husband, and on his thrust, I backed off, leaving only my swollen tip inside her tight ring. I plunged back in, Mr. Kimball retreating in perfect harmony with my movement.

      We fucked her hard and fast, heavy breaths, groans, and the wet smacking of skin the only noise in the hotel room.

      Mr. Kimball’s jaw clenched, sweat dripping down his temples. The closing of his eyes let me know he neared his end.

      I slapped both of his wife’s ass cheeks to take my mind off my seized-up balls begging to explode. One more slap and I reached my limit too.

      “You have permission to come.” The words rasped from my throat, and Mrs. Kimball’s guttural scream brought a satisfied smirk to my lips and a massive explosion of cum into the condom.
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      Showered and redressed two hours later, I crept past the open bedroom door to let myself out as I always did once the Kimballs finished with me for the night.

      They lay entwined beneath a thin sheet, her head on his chest and lips parted in satiated sleep.

      Thank you, Mr. Kimball mouthed at me.

      I dipped my head.

      He sighed and closed his eyes, his arms wrapping around his wife, a smile finally relaxing his features.

      A few minutes later, I pulled out of the hotel’s parking garage and into Boston’s downtown, rain splattering over my truck.

      Discontentment poured over me like rivulets of water, not easily swiped away by windshield wipers.

      For four months, I’d been having a shit load of sex in every way and every place imaginable. I’d lost count of how many orifices my sheathed cock had become well acquainted with minus the hassle of feelings and emotional entanglement.

      Living every man’s dream, I should have been riding on the top of the world.

      I’m fucking empty.

      The thought pinged between my ears louder than the raindrops on the metal around me.

      Seeing the Kimballs lying together in sated contentment, sharing a bond I had hoped to experience once upon a time, twisted my stomach up tight.

      I had thought I’d found a woman like Mrs. Kimball, one who adored her partner’s love language of giving, but the recipient of my heart’s desire had proven to be a selfish bitch.

      She’d taken and taken, leaving me desolate in the end.

      I heaved a breath as the murkiness of the Sumner Tunnel surrounded me, cutting off the vigorous rain.

      Shattered promises of early morning cuddles and happily ever afters only made the shadows surrounding my truck darker, intensifying my sense of loss. Dissatisfaction over being nothing more than a third wheel swelled inside me, but I wouldn’t allow myself another option.

      True love and contentment would never appear like a beckoning light on the horizon.

      Even if my broken heart longed for it.
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      Praying the transferred call was for a sale, I put on my headset and forced a smile while clicking on the insurance quote shortcut on my work computer’s screen.

      “This is Jessica Lindy,” I said, my voice brightened only by choice. “How can I help you today?”

      “Sorry to bother you at work, Jessie—”

      I heaved an exhale, my lips flatlining at the voice of my daughter’s daycare owner.

      “—but Cassie is running a high fever, and someone needs to come pick her up.”

      My stomach tightened, worry overshadowing my disappointment in not having the opportunity to earn a little extra cash that week for signing up a new customer.

      “I’ll be there as soon as I can.” I disconnected the call and pulled off my headset. “This is when having a family close by would be a huge help,” I mumbled to myself, swiveling around in my chair to face the cubicle behind me.

      Christine, Gemberling Insurance’s future owner and my immediate boss, sat against the building’s back wall where she could oversee the main room. Her father, the business owner, had offered her one of the glass-enclosed offices to my right, but Christine liked to keep an eye on her “flock” as she called the four agents working for them.

      I knew the truth about my friend though. She loved being in the thick of the action, able to hear whatever gossip made its round on a daily basis.

      I caught her attention over the counter hiding her desk from view and waited for her call to end.

      While she discussed a claim with one of the adjusters, I considered the pickle I found myself in. As a single mom who didn’t have much family to speak of let alone get along with, I once more faced having to leave work without pay to care for my child.

      I would never regret Cassie, but I sure as hell wished I could take back the choice of getting tangled up with her father.

      “What’s up, Jessie?” Christine asked, pulling her headset off her hair. Strands of flaming red entangled in the earpiece, but she yanked it free with a scowl. “Fucking piece of shit. We seriously need new ones.”

      I didn’t argue, seeing as how my own straw-colored hair often got caught in my headset. “Cassie is running a fever again.”

      “Damnit.” Christine tossed down her pen, but I knew her annoyance wasn’t over my words. She was well aware of my predicament—my financial and family status. “You don’t have any sick or personal days left.”

      “I know.” I bit the inside of my lip.

      “If Dad had retired last year like he was supposed to, I would be the boss and could help you out.”

      My heart sank at the prospect to a cut, much-needed paycheck like I’d expected, but at least Christine would keep him from firing me. “I understand.”

      She glanced up at the clock over the front door. “It’s close enough to your lunch break. I’ll make sure you get a half day’s pay at least.”

      Tears stung my eyelids, and I swallowed hard. “Thanks.”

      Compassion softened her green-eyed gaze. “Go get your little bossy-boo and give her some snuggles. Hopefully, she’s feeling better by Monday so you won’t have to miss any more work.”

      Still choked up, I nodded.

      “And even if she isn’t, I don’t want you worrying yourself sick. You do enough of that already. Just take care of her. Take care of yourself. Your job will be here and waiting when you’re able to get back, okay?”

      I relayed a shuddered exhale, my wobbly smile real for a change. “I will.”

      “You’re our most hard-working employee and one hell of a mom, Jessie,” she told me. “Cassie is lucky to have you.”

      Her words tightened my throat even more—especially since I knew how much the loss of her own mom had affected her.

      “Thanks,” I whispered and spun around in my chair to shut down my computer and gather my things before I burst into tears.

      The earlier Massachusetts’s cold spring morning had required a heavy coat when the office had opened at eight, but I draped it over my arm when stepping out into the bright sunshine. The glowing orb heating the air celebrated in opposition to the status of my life. The sky should have hung overcast. Threatening rain. Thunder rumbling and grumbling in dissatisfaction of withholding a shower of rain—tears.

      Biting them back had become a daily occurrence, but once I burrowed beneath my covers at night where I could finally let my guard down, I allowed them to flow.

      My stinging eyes threatened nonstop even after I slouched in my car. My twelve-year-old Camry hesitated when I turned the key, the engine spitting and sputtering.

      “Come on, you piece of shit,” I whispered through my clogged throat. “Be good to me. Please.”

      Another try and the damn thing came to life.

      Heaving a huge exhale, I shifted and left my saving grace of a job behind in the rearview mirror. My stomach refused to unclench from worry over Cassie and my finances as I pulled onto the highway and headed north on Route 1.

      Unsure of what sat in the medicine cabinet in my apartment beyond a little children’s pain reliever, I decided I had better stop for more in case Cassie ended up being sick for a few days like she usually did when running a random fever. The drugstore came into view ahead, and I pulled over, hating how I had to count and keep a tight rein on every penny I earned.

      Generic grape chewables in hand, I headed toward the front. The local newspaper on a rack by the cashier caught my eye, and I halted, scanning the headline.

      Attempted Prison Break.

      I shifted my gaze to the pictures of the two convicts, their black and white mugs taking up most of the front page. Heart thudding in my chest, I grabbed a copy to make sure my eyes didn’t deceive me.

      Devon.

      Tremors ripped through me, and I dragged my focus off dark eyes that still haunted my nightmares to the article above his picture.

      An attempted escape foiled by a fellow inmate, it read.

      “Thank God.” The ragged whisper tore from my throat as other curses flitted through my head. I put the paper back on the rack and turned from the visual reminder of my past to set the medicine on the counter.

      My fingers shook as I handed over payment, my mind a buzz of flitting thoughts, my emotions tumbling over one another.

      Devon, my ex-husband, had been found guilty of bank robbery three years earlier and had gotten locked behind bars—thanks to me.

      We’d been together for two rocky years prior to that, the last of which I’d spent trying to help him break his newly-found addiction to drugs. I’d stayed with him in the hopes of healing the only man who had ever claimed to love me.

      Broke and needing a fix, he and his buddy had robbed a bank and would have gotten away with it if I hadn’t recognized his face on the fuzzy security picture the local news had shown a day later when asking for help in locating the two men.

      By that time, I had been trapped in a prison of my own making, and I didn’t know how to escape. I’d felt enough of Devon’s barbed words and the occasional fists that I’d decided turning him in would help my husband get clean and possibly save my life.

      A couple of weeks after Devon’s arrest, I’d found out I was pregnant and decided to write him with the news regardless of his hatred of me for betraying him.

      He’d scrawled a reply, a few half-illegible words about my being a whore and that he wasn’t the father of the bastard in my belly. The final line about getting back at me for what I’d done to him had choked the air from my lungs, prompting me to uproot and move out of town the day after his trial ended with him getting locked up.

      Cassie had become my reason for living. My mini-me filled my life with joy even if I had ended up like I said I never would...just like my mom. Single and trying to raise a kid on my own. Throw in a jaded heart, and I reminded myself of her too much for comfort. Barely scraping by on a small paycheck and having to cut my hours short...

      Pull up your big girl panties.

      Swallowing yet another threat of tears, I gritted my teeth and attempted to start my car. The damn thing gave me its usual hesitation and complaints of tiredness, muttering with choked exhaust coughs about how much it wanted to end up as a pile of scrap metal in a junkyard somewhere.

      “Start already!” I barked, my eyes hazed over.

      Maybe someday I would catch a break. Maybe win the lottery. Maybe even find a way to replenish my energy since I struggled like hell on my own to provide for my child even though I was determined to do so.

      Devon had created a wreck in his wake, and like my car, I struggled to move through life without difficulty.

      Fears of failure enticed me to hit the snooze on my alarm every morning.

      Expecting the worst to happen promised a daily throb between my ears.

      Worries kept me up at night.

      And trust the memory of him and his threats to slink along into my dreams while I slept.

      He had called me weak enough times while we’d been together that I’d realized the truth of my sorry existence. He’d claimed I’d been lucky to have him, how I couldn’t possibly ever make it on my own. But goddamnit, I had a child to provide for, and I would do so even if it took me to an early grave.

      Choking on a sob, I rested my forehead on my steering wheel. “Please start,” I whispered, needing to escape the clouds settling over my shoulders regardless of the sun warming my face through the windshield. “Please.”

      The engine turned over, and I sat back, blinking away tears.

      I would make it on my own. I had to.

      Cassie deserved so much more than I’d missed out on in life. One day, I hoped she would find someone to love her as much as I did, but they would have to come in the form of her own partner.

      I wouldn’t ever be able to trust another man enough to invite him into our lives.
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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
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