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      Dear Readers,

      This is the very first series I wrote.  What could be better than identical princes from a magical world seeking brides? I knew this series would be the perfect fit for an extensive revision.

      The  Storm Lords are now in first person point-of-view and part of my Between the Shadows world.  It’s been so much fun to revisit such bold characters. I hope you enjoy Marcus and Tessa’s story!

      
        
        Happy  Reading!

        Marie
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      In one particular pocket of darkness between the planes of existence, sorcerer Sin Garu slid a pale, long-fingered hand through his hair and wondered, not for the first time, how he’d allowed one pitiful Storm Lord and his bride to escape.

      The Storm Lords, four brothers identical in appearance, similar in elemental magic with a smattering of psychic ability, and not one of them a match for his own dark magic. Yet here he sat, while Darius, Prince of Fire, rutted with his disgusting human bride in the heavenly splendor of Tanselm.

      Sin Garu had been close to decimating the Storm Lord line for good, his effort to regain his rightful place as overking of Tanselm almost within reach. Yet instead of sitting atop the gilded throne in the heart of his homeland, he wasted his time in the shadows. Always in the shadows.

      Instead of a council of Dark Lords, of elders and liaison rogues at his disposal, he had to make use of the reviled, the denigrated and most pathetic monsters of the dark. My distinguished Netharat army, he thought with bitter amusement.

      Glancing over his shoulder at a quivering mass of bloodied wraith, he shook his head. “How foolish of me to trust you to get it right for once.”

      He stared in disdain at Mirego, his once most-valued wraith, and waved a hand in the air while muttering a spell under his breath. Burning Mirego to ash hadn’t cured him of his rage, but revitalizing the wraith to endure more torture was doing the trick.

      The wraith’s white eyes streaked with red, then putrid green. Its lumpy yellow skull turned both gray with bruises, and its waxy flesh was reduced to pits of skin and bloodied, engorged boils.

      Mirego tried to scream around the internal dark fire created by Sin Garu’s sorcery but couldn’t. The sorcerer’s unbridled power sapped the last fetid breath the wraith would ever give.

      Sin Garu gazed dispassionately at the rotting creature he’d spent so much time training and cursed Darius Storm and his chosen bride to everlasting torture in the black realms of hell.

      “My lord?” a hesitant voice echoed.

      “What?”

      The wraith hobbled clumsily into the stone-walled room and bowed low, not meeting his gaze.

      “My lord, the others are waiting for further instruction. The River Prince has had no apparent contact with Arim as of yet, and the woman is at it again, this time with fire.”

      Sin Garu’s mind filled with curiosity, dismissing Darius Storm and his bitch, Samantha. Instead, his thoughts turned to brother number two—Marcus, the River Prince, and the odd woman who seemed to possess all manner of magic in an otherwise mundane world.

      “Tell me her name again,” he ordered, pleased when the wraith kept his bow low, his eyes firmly trained on the ground.

      “Tessa Sheridan. I’ve placed a scrying bowl on the table, my lord.” The wraith pointed a shaky talon in the direction of the bowl.

      “Very well.” Sin Garu strode to the table, working to contain his excitement. He might have failed with the first royal prince, but there were three more brothers providing him potential to destroy the Storm Lords and their incestuous Royal Four—those powerful few who ruled the land.

      Why men should be deemed fit to rule due to a chance of birth astounded him. When the Dark Lords had ruled Tanselm, leadership fell to those who would win it by battle and then only through the death rite.

      The Storm Lords, however, believed in an incredible hand of destiny, that one of the royal quadruplets could birth the next Tetrarch, or Royal Four, providing a continual line of rule by one family.

      No chances to overthrow the system, no way to win the kingship by means of war or trickery. Only by obliterating the entire kingdom of Tanselm, its four territories and its defending spellcasters, could Sin Garu wrest control of his homeland.

      He only needed to kill one Storm Lord to confuse and disrupt the others. A hole in Tanselm’s defenses would truly serve to open the way. But it would be even better to kill one of the Royal Four affai. Destroying a man’s heart and hope was imminently more satisfying than simply killing him.

      The sorcerer smiled, pleased that this time he’d been more thorough with his enemy. “Well done, dark one,” he addressed his prostrate messenger. “Now go before I forget my mood and bring some light into this place.”

      He chuckled at the look of horror on the wraith’s face and leaned over the scrying bowl, intent on seeing her again.

      Reaching into his pocket for a strand of her dark red hair, he dropped it into the shallow bowl and stirred it with one elongated nail.

      An image of Tessa Sheridan shimmered on the dark water. A wide smile, a straight, haughty nose and sparkling, light blue eyes stared through him at something pleasing her in her mundane little world.

      “Despite your lack of magic, you can harness powers even my kind cannot,” he remarked, stroking her cheek through the water, blurring it as he slashed her image in two. “Such a waste of beauty and brains on a Storm Lord.” He sneered, anger brewing in his belly.

      “That still remains to be seen, my lord,” a dark, seductive voice answered. “I’ve just left them. And the River Prince is not happy with her—at all. I’m not sure she really is his affai.”

      Sin Garu blinked up at the face of human perfection frowning thoughtfully back at him. “I’m sure of it. Keep me apprised of everything that happens there, and don’t displease me, Djinn.” He intentionally gave his informant a glimpse of blade-sharp teeth and powerful, dark blue eyes that could freeze one’s soul with a glance.

      The Djinn barely masked a shudder and bowed low. Leaving with a hasty “By your leave,” the informant exited the shadows, returning to Tessa’s world in the blink of an eye.

      Sin Garu turned a speculative look back on Tessa, then added one of Marcus’ hairs to the bowl. He paid his spies in the Light Bringers’ Western Kingdom well for results, and a piece of Marcus’ hair was invaluable.

      A picture of Marcus appeared, showing him as popular with Seattle’s human scum as he was with Tanselm’s despicable royals and commoners. No matter. Sin Garu stared with loathing as the images of Tessa and Marcus merged to become one. Immediately freezing the water, he erased the present and recalled his plans already set in motion.

      Now might belong to Marcus Storm and his brothers, but tomorrow, and Tanselm, would soon be his.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 1


          

          
            Tessa

          

        

      

    

    
      “You’ve got to be kidding me.” Marcus Storm stared in disbelief at the memorandum sitting in the center of his obsessively clean, disturbingly organized desk. His dark blue eyes flew over the page, widening at each word.

      I had to fight the urge to give in to maniacal laughter and rub my hands together like a super villain.

      Just seeing the frown gracing that strong, uncomfortably handsome face made me want to cheer with victory. Finally.

      I’d gotten a rise out of the unconscionable playboy.

      He glanced up from my latest memo with icy disdain. “You can’t believe I’ll simply accept these cutbacks?”

      Much as I would have liked to irritate him for the sheer hell of it, the cutback proposal I’d slaved over for a solid week was necessary if we wanted to keep his newest client profitable.

      “Excuse me, Mr. Storm,” I said with exaggerated politeness. “But if Meerlin Incorporated is to have a future with our firm, i.e., turn us a profit, we have to rid ourselves of some unnecessary costs which, unfortunately, with Meerlin’s downsized budget, can no longer be considered practical.”

      He stared at me. Just one look from him and my insides turned to mush. It had been like that from the beginning.

      The raven-haired, blue-eyed jerk was of the tall, dark, and mouthwatering variety. He roused in me an unfortunate combination of lust and dislike I had yet to reconcile, even after six months of working with him.

      Correction, I mentally adjusted myself while he looked at me like some kind of bug he’d like to squash. I’d worked near him for five months. Only recently had I been assigned to work with him.

      My boss knew I planned a just revenge for his complicity in partnering me with the conceited hottie.

      Jonas had thought it would be funny, the Amazon versus Casanova.

      I still wasn’t laughing.

      “Ms. Sheridan,” Storm bit out my name like an epithet. “You’re telling me I have to get rid of half my staff in order to keep Meerlin profitable?”

      “Yes. But by ‘get rid of’ I mean reassign them to other campaigns.”

      His barely banked anger made dealing with him worth it. And only my desire to resolve the situation enabled me to say my next words with a straight face.

      “It’s no secret you’re a miracle worker when it comes to marketing and financial strategies. But my forte is logistics. Trust me when I say that our CFO won’t agree to your present numbers for Meerlin.”

      And now came the mic drop.

      “Though I’m sorry about Meerlin’s own losses, we can’t afford to be nice simply because you slept with their head of advertising.”

      There. I’d said what everyone on the floor had been talking about for days.

      He answered with an icy composure I found unnerving. “Listening to rumors, Ms. Sheridan?”

      He stood up from behind his desk and rounded to face me. Despite my own formidable height, he stood at least five inches taller, putting him at an intimidating six foot four.

      “I would have thought a woman who has an extraordinarily friendly relationship with her boss, who wears shirts parted clear down to her navel—” he paused dramatically as he ran his gaze over my body with a searing intensity “—and who consistently manages to rank at the head of the logistics department in Temita Consulting would be loath to put two and two together in the off-chance she might get five.”

      I stared, openmouthed. Had he just inferred I’d made my way to the top of the logistics branch using my body?

      He smiled, a shark’s grin that blurred my vision with fury.

      I closed the distance between us, seething. “You want to accuse me of something, do it in plain English.” I stood so close I had to tilt my head back to see him.

      When I did, I felt his breath fan my face.

      Uh-oh.

      His eyes seemed to darken as he stared down at me, their dark, ocean-blue color flooding with black. “You might want to watch your mouth.”

      I saw him swallow, was close enough to see his chest swell with an indignant breath.

      And then it happened like it always did. My body turned traitor on me. My nipples tightened, my belly fluttered, and need pooled between my legs.

      Damn, damn, damn.

      Arguments with Marcus Storm always managed to arouse me.

      But for the first time, I’d swear I saw an answering response in his eyes.

      “Well, well,” he murmured and stepped so close his chest brushed mine. “It appears I was wrong to ignore the rumors about you.”

      I refused to step back and concede him the victory. “Look, Storm. I⁠—”

      “Davis mentioned you’ve a redhead’s temper and the passion to match. Since he supposedly screwed your brains out last weekend, I assume he’d know.”

      Speechless, I stared at him, unable to think of anything but punching the arrogance off his full lips. And just wait until I got a hold of that lying, scheming Davis.

      “You sure were right about those rumors,” he added with a sneer.

      I wasn’t sure how he’d made me lose it so fast, but Storm held my clenched fist right in front of his nose.

      Oh shit. I’m so fired. And I didn’t even get to hit him!

      “Now, now. Violence isn’t the answer.”

      I was in so much trouble.

      He smirked. “Let’s try this instead.”

      “What—?”

      The handsome jerk kissed me.

      Hel-lo sexual harassment. But excitement stirred. My attempted slap against his forced kiss would balance out and…

      I groaned, lost in an aggressive mating of the lips and tongue that belied Storm’s cool exterior.

      His lips turned hard, and the iron ridge that prodded my stomach only made him that much more tempting.

      What he’d said, what I’d said, faded from my mind as all-consuming lust flooded me.

      Apparently, he felt it as well. He growled low in his throat and crushed me against him, the corded strength hidden under his designer suit more than evident.

      His lips slanted over mine, his tongue plunging and dipping, making me lightheaded and more than ready to ride him until we both found satisfaction.

      I couldn’t think of anything but a need to feel that ridge stroking, sliding deep within me.

      Then he did the unthinkable.

      He stopped.

      The bastard took a step back, returned to his desk, and sat as if nothing had happened.

      I trembled with desire, but Marcus Storm remained calm and composed, in rigid control.

      “Apparently, Davis was right.”

      I blinked, perilously close to tears. That I had to blink to keep the tears from falling brought me to my senses.

      I’d be damned if this jerk would make me cry in an office I had more right to than he ever would. I’d worked twice as hard and come twice as far in my career as any man at this company.

      Screw Davis, and screw Marcus Storm.

      Mentally composing myself, I decided to take off the kid gloves. Two could play at his game, and I planned on winning.

      “Rumors, Marcus?” I leaned down toward him and licked my lips, my hands on the arms of his chair as I caged him in.

      Bingo. His gaze narrowed on my mouth.

      I continued, “If you want the truth, Davis isn’t the only one getting nailed. I’m off to lunch with Judy Meyers—Conklin’s right hand. Those cutbacks I proposed?”

      I dipped lower, satisfied when he followed the rise and fall of my breasts, exposed by my gaping shirt.

      I waited until his eyes returned to mine before I went in for the kill. “They’re as good as done. So prepare for a lot of overtime, stud. You’ll soon be juggling three jobs for the price of one.”
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            Marcus

          

        

      

    

    
      I called myself five kinds of fool as I watched Tessa Sheridan’s perfect ass saunter out my door. Not being able to control my libido was not an excuse to bring the woman to near tears.

      Oh yes, she’d recovered more than admirably, but I’d seen the bright sheen in her eyes after my cutting remark about Davis, who was, by all accounts, a chauvinistic asshole. But hell, I’d been a hair’s breadth from fucking her on my desk.

      I sat still and focused on my breathing, on an image of my mother, on anything to relax the burning ache between my legs. Tessa somehow always managed to stir me, though until now, I’d been able to conceal my response.

      Since Jonas Chase had thrust her under my nose, things were quickly coming to a head.

      I’d never been so disrespectful and rude to a woman. Ever. That I did so now, to a coworker who had done nothing more than voice what my own secretary and half the floor thought true, was unforgivable.

      Shame flooded me until I wanted to sink through the floor.

      I shouldn’t have pushed her. But I hadn’t expected her, of all people, to believe the stupid rumors. Tessa Sheridan was a consummate professional and had a sterling reputation.

      She never failed to solve any problem she encountered. And she was the only woman I’d ever met who avoided me like the plague, at least until last month. Before then, I’d vaguely sensed her presence, too inundated with work and the situation at home to take notice of the bossy redhead at the center of every man’s fantasy.

      Instead, I’d focused on my tedious office work, unwilling to face the realization that Tanselm, my precious homeland, seemed so far out of reach. Had it only been a year since I’d been there? A year since I’d poured myself into a prince’s duties in the Royal House? Since I’d immersed myself in elemental magic and the natural beauty of Tanselm’s rich lakes and streams?

      If only Sin Garu, that evil wretch of a sorcerer, had contented himself with the dark lands and left Tanselm alone. If only that scourge upon the living, the Netharat, could be killed as swiftly as they were created.

      If only, if only…

      I glared at the door from behind my desk and watched with dark satisfaction when it banged shut. Now in private, I floated an empty glass from a nearby sink to my desk. I waved my hand over it and watched it fill with water, as pure and clear as Tanselm’s deepest wells.

      I sighed. That one of Tanselm’s great Storm Lords was now reduced to petty financial squabbles and immature spats with a human woman didn’t bear dwelling upon.

      I tossed back my water and placed my glass on the desk with more force than finesse. I had more than a weekend’s worth of work due by ten Monday morning and were it not for my mission to find a bride from this magic-forsaken land and return home to fight for my world, I’d quit this place and everyone in it.

      Unfortunately, I had to admit this position placed me in an ideal circumstance to find a suitable bride for a man of my status. My brothers might be content searching for a heartmate in a bar, but I had higher standards.

      Darius had gotten lucky with Samantha. It was doubtful Cadmus, assuming Darius’ role as a bartender, would find himself similarly blessed.

      No, I needed to wait it out in this mundane realm, serving the rich and prosperous. Sooner or later, I’d find a woman to serve as my affai, my intended bride. Until then, I’d continue to apply the persuasive strategies I’d learned as a boy, focusing on the here and now.

      But as much as I tried to ignore it, my heart still yearned.

      What I wouldn’t give to hear someone from the royal kingdom once again have need of the River Prince.
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            Tessa

          

        

      

    

    
      I slammed into my apartment, threw my keys at the hall table, and huffed into the nearest overstuffed chair, cursing Marcus Storm to everlasting celibate hell.

      The minute I’d walked out his office door, I’d come up with several more satisfying rejoinders aimed at his shortcomings as a project manager, as a man, and as a human being in general.

      My little goad about the proposed cutbacks becoming a reality, in retrospect, wasn’t as gratifying as slurs on his character and his abilities as a lover would have been.

      My face heated, recalling his skillful mouth and persuasive tongue. Damn it. I’d been having such a nice Friday too.

      I sat in my favorite chair, waiting for the soft leather and deep cushions to soak away the tension. Resting my head back, I closed my eyes. After several deep, measured breaths, I slowly started to relax.

      My parched throat demanded something cool to drink, but I felt too comfortable to get up.

      Peace and quiet replaced the stress that had hounded me all week, and as weariness invaded my limbs, I drifted into a light doze.

      Without warning, something ice cold and wet nudged my hand, and I shot out of the chair in a shriek. Tumbling backward, I managed to land less than gracefully on the floor.

      My heart racing, I shoved my hair out of my eyes and stared around for the source of my surprise. Anxiety mounted until I noted the water bottle dripping with condensation to my immediate left, floating in the air.

      “Not again.” I groaned, grudgingly accepting what my subconscious had drawn from the refrigerator. Grabbing the bottle, I regained my feet and trudged to the couch.

      Telekinesis was such a pain in the ass. Literally, I thought as I rubbed my posterior.

      At least my short bout with pyrokinesis hadn’t returned. Since Charles Johnson had left the company, I hadn’t experienced any more repeats of setting my sheets on fire. Except I realized that now we had a telekinetic at the company. That or elderly Mrs. Morris next door had a sudden gift for moving things with her mind.

      For as long as I could remember, I had been gifted with strange and unexpected extrasensory perception. To this day, I still wasn’t sure how I could do what I did. I had a weird ability to siphon latent ESP from people around me.

      It sounds cool until it happens to you. The powers never come with a warning. They’re just…there. As I’d matured, my powers strengthened, as did the hit-or-miss control that accompanied them.

      I wished I knew what triggered this siphoning. Johnson, the pyro, had been at the company for three months before my bouts with fire had started. As soon as he’d transferred, my pyrokinesis vanished. Problem solved.

      Since no one had moved into my direct neighborhood within the last six months, my abilities had to come from someone at work, where I spent most of my time.

      I’d found, over the years, that proximity to the target—instigator of such power—helped me to control the ability, and at times, call upon it at will.

      But with the number of personnel changes and growth in the company, my target could be anyone. It could even be Marcus Storm.

      Reminders of the arrogant Casanova made my body tingle. I’d known at first sight he’d be dangerous. Hell, he’d made my body sing on a whisper of breath.

      Sensuality flooded my veins, washing me in the ecstasy from earlier. No doubt about it, Storm was a jerk. But for a few moments I’d forgotten his attitude and indulged in something very bad for me.

      And it had felt so very, very good.

      Sighing, I took a large swig of water and realized how desperate I was to desire a man as cold as Marcus Storm. The foreplay with Storm and the rumored sex with Davis notwithstanding, I couldn’t recall the last meaningful, intimate interaction I’d had with a man. Could I be any more pathetic?

      The phone rang, startling me.

      I stared down at my cell. Chances were, I hadn’t won Publisher’s Clearinghouse, so why answer? Why cap off a less than perfect day with more bad news? Then I saw my brother was calling.

      I waited for him to leave a message then listened to it on speaker.

      “Tessa? You’d better pick up. I couldn’t stop thinking about you today, and I have a bad feeling trouble’s just around the corner.”

      I let out a string of F-bombs and stared at my phone, dreading this call. But when the clairvoyant in the family had a bad feeling, worse would surely follow.

      I called him back. “Lay it on me, Tom,” I grumbled with feeling. “But be gentle. I’ve had a long day.”

      “Sorry, Sis, but it’s about to get longer.”
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      I groaned as the sun hit me right between the eyes. I’d been hoping to sleep in this morning, having worked another late night into the early a.m.

      “Wake up, sleeping beauty,” a wry voice chided. “I even brought you a cup of coffee.”

      “That’s the only thing saving your annoying ass,” I muttered as I opened my eyes. I sat up and grabbed the coffee from my brother with a few choice words.

      “Touchy.” Cadmus grinned, his identical features buoyant in stern contrast to my scowl. “Just wanted to check on you. Aerolus and I are concerned about the long hours you’ve been putting in at work.” He took a sip of his own coffee and frowned. “What’s so important at your play job that you’ve twice missed Aerolus’ meetings?”

      “Aerolus’ meetings? He dabbles in sorcery, and now he thinks he’s in charge?”

      “Well, why shouldn’t he be in charge? What is it with you and Darius, anyway?” Cadmus scowled, mentioning our absent and newly married brother. “He thinks he should be in charge because he’s the oldest, and now that he’s gone, you’re following the same script. Need I remind you we’re identical quadruplets?” His burning brown eyes darkened with irritation.

      I cocked a brow, further aggravating my brother, as intended. As Cadmus glowered, I felt the morning’s misery fade under grudging amusement.

      “Quadruplets, yes,” I agreed. “But not quite identical. Those muddy eyes of yours won’t guarantee you a quality affai.”

      Cadmus snorted. “By ‘quality affai’ you mean ‘wealthy bride.’ You’re such a snob, Marc.” He smirked at the face I made.

      I loathed the informal, shortened use of my given name. And I had Darius’ wife to thank for that. A lovely woman, but as annoying as my brother. They were made for each other.

      Cadmus continued, “But you’re wrong about, and I quote, my ‘gorgeous, rich, chocolate-brown eyes.’ Working at the bar has put me in contact with hundreds of women dying for a piece of me.”

      “All too drunk to know their left from their right.”

      “Some, yeah, but not all.” Cadmus paused, and I had the odd suspicion he was focused on a specific woman.

      Then a sudden image of Tessa Sheridan flashed through my mind, blurring all thoughts of teasing.

      “Women are nothing but trouble.” I purposefully steeled my reaction to the fiery redhead. “It’s because of them we’re still here. If Arim would allow us to return home without brides, we wouldn’t be having this conversation. Instead, we’d be sending the Netharat back into hell where they belong.”

      “Until Sin Garu eventually showed.” Cadmus snorted. “Then we’d be fighting a losing battle. Until we reestablish the royal line, we’re glued to this world, brother mine.”

      I scowled, hating the reminder that without an affai, I was stuck in this mundane realm. More and more lately I’d been itching to revisit Tanselm. Since Darius had returned home, my longing for all we’d left behind had only increased. And my frustrating bouts with Tessa furthered my aggravation. It was as if I needed something just out of reach.

      “So quiet.”

      “Shut up.”

      “Don’t tell me. It’s a woman.” Cadmus studied me with eerie perception. “I may not have Darius’ telepathy, but I know woman problems.” He grinned, a familiar dimple on his left cheek. “I’m a bartender, remember? I study human nature for a living.”

      “Very funny.” I swallowed a hot mouthful of coffee and fought not to show the burn.

      Cadmus started laughing at my expression.

      I glared at him. He didn’t even try to offer sympathy.

      “It’s not what you think.”

      “Oh?”

      I shrugged, playing it casual. “The woman bothers me. It’s nothing more personal than that.”

      “So she’s not attractive?”

      I frowned. “I didn’t say that.” Tessa was downright gorgeous. “My point is there’s nothing between us but work.” Except the way my blood rushes every time I see her. And that mouthwatering foreplay last night…

      “Right.”

      Apparently, my blasé attitude wasn’t convincing my brother either.

      “Look, the woman is earthbound. She couldn’t possibly handle the power within me.”

      My foul mood, which hadn’t really left, returned with a vengeance. I wanted a bride as much as I wanted to rule one of the kingdoms—not at all. And neither bride nor kingdom would make me prince enough to fill my father’s shoes.

      “You know, that’s just what Darius thought about Samantha.”

      I gritted my teeth, doing my best not to throw my brother out the door. “I am done having this conversation.”

      Cadmus leaped from the bed and made a regal bow, his mouth curled with amusement. “As you command, my liege.” He laughed. “Man, you do the royalty bit better than any of us. Of course, you were born with the royal stick up your ass, so it makes sense.”

      At the end of my tether and feeling more like my hot-headed brother, Darius, than ever, I released the dam on my powers and tossed my brother out my bedroom door. Then I added insult to injury by smirking before I slammed the door shut in his face.

      The door muffled his foul curses, and I drank the rest of my coffee in a decent mood. My belly pleasantly warmed, I leaned back and closed my eyes, restful now that I’d unburdened my frustration on my more-than-deserving sibling.

      I wondered how long I could delay leaving my bed before worries about work caught up with me.

      I couldn’t help it. Normally, focusing on work held my anxiety for Tanselm at bay. Yet work, right now, bothered me almost as much as my homeworld’s uncertain future. Every time I thought about the office, I envisioned Tessa and her mouth-watering sensuality.

      I forced my fists to unclench and concentrated on relaxing the rest of my body. I needed a respite from the stresses in my life. If I couldn’t find a break in my own bedroom, I was surely doomed.

      Closing my eyes and deliberately slowing my breathing, I repeated the lessons of inner peace taught to me by my father so many years ago and gave way to the dreamlessness of sleep.

      At first.
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writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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