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      Drake Knowles squared off at the free throw line as he palmed the ball, the echo of his last bounce still ringing in the stands. The crowd was quiet, no one moved, not even the opposing team made a noise. He bounced the ball once more then lifted it in his right hand, steadying with his left as he bent his knees.

      With lightning speed, he pushed the ball, letting it fly to the net. Chaos erupted as guys jockeyed for the rebound, but the rebound never came as the ball whooshed through the net, scoring them one point. All they needed were three more points to win the game.

      Firemen versus Cops. It was the annual charity game, and by the way they played, you’d think they were in it for blood. Everybody won. Well, everybody who counted, which was the local food bank the teams supported. But the losing team’s captain had to suffer some shame by doing something stupid like karaoke or another equally humiliating activity. This year, Drake was the captain for the police, and he sure as hell didn’t want to lose.

      The firemen scored again then the police had possession of the ball. Drake’s teammates scored then somehow got possession of the ball and scored again. They were down by one. The firemen were yelling all kinds of crazy stuff then they passed and Drake intercepted the ball. He dribbled down the court and scored.

      The crowd went wild. Everyone was on their feet. Drake checked the time, seeing that they had ten seconds left. That might seem like nothing, but in a game, it was forever when the clock was ticking down and you had to keep ahead. The firemen dribbled down the court and passed. Their tallest man went in for a layup and scored. Drake’s team was down by one again. He felt a sudden desperation to win as he raced up the court, holding his hands high for a pass.

      Two seconds were on the clock and his guys were having trouble at the other end of the court. The pass came and Drake caught the ball with less than a second to go. He jumped, trying for a hell of a shot. The ball was in the air, arching toward the net as the buzzer blew. The crowd quieted, and the players stalled. Silence. The ball hit the rim and circled once, then again. Drake thought it was going to go in, but he wasn’t sure. His heart seemed to stop and air held in his lungs. Time stood still as the ball hung on the rim. Silence filled the gym and only the sound of the ball rimming the hoop could be heard. His heart stopped beating. Then the ball fell. His heart sank as it rolled away from the basket to the floor. The firemen had won.

      Drake closed his eyes and tried not to think about the punishment. He focused on the money they raised for the food bank. The director had explained how their money would carry the organization through summer. People always dropped off staples like bread and cereal, but they rarely contributed meat. The annual basketball game would cover the lack, allowing families who’d fallen on hard times to eat real meals.

      Grady, the captain of the fire team, came over to gloat. The smile on his face was wide.

      “Drake, good game.”

      “Thanks.”

      They hugged, Grady whispering in his ear. “This year, the punishment is epic.”

      Drake sighed and let his shoulders sag. “Just tell me.”

      “Oh no, this is a surprise. Meet me at Coffee and Cognacs if you’re brave enough.”

      “You little shit, of course I’m brave enough.”

      Grady let go and laughed. “Cops are never as brave as firemen.”

      “You’ve got crazy and brave confused,” Drake shot back.

      They both laughed and started ribbing each other, throwing down insults as they headed to the locker room. The cops and firemen got along fairly well. There was a few times they butted heads, but usually everything worked together to keep the city safe.

      “So what are you having me do?” Drake hoped to catch Grady off guard and get him to spill what the punishment entailed.

      “Oh, it’s going to be epic. I’ve been working on this for months.”

      “A bit overly confident. How were you sure you were going to win?”

      Grady laughed and slapped him on the back. “Just be at the coffee house and I’ll give you the instructions. The guys are going to love this.”

      Though Coffee and Cognacs had been open for almost a year, Drake hadn’t stopped by. He loved his coffee and his drink, but the shop was at the other end of town from his house. It was near the station, at least close enough to work to stop in, he just hadn’t. After a quick shower, he checked the address Grady had given him to make sure he had the correct place. He had a few laughs with the guys before getting in his truck and driving over. The parking lot was full so he drove around, finally finding a spot a few blocks away.

      When he entered the place, Grady was bursting with energy. He raced over, bouncing on the balls of his feet. His smile was so huge it looked like his face would crack.

      “Spill it, Grady.”

      “Oh hell no. I’m going to play this out for all it’s worth. I want you to sweat and be freaked out by the time your number comes up.”

      “My number. So that means I’m singing?”

      “No way. Just wait and see what we’ve got in store for you. The guys are going to love it. By the way, your number is nineteen.”

      “Okay, I guess I have some time then.” Drake glanced around, noticing that the tables were full of people laughing and drinking.

      “Nope. They’re on number fifteen.”

      “Great, that’s not enough time to get a buzz.”

      A tall, lanky girl stepped to the mic. She was dressed in black, her hair hanging in her face as she whipped out her guitar and started to play. Drake smiled to himself. If he had a guitar, his night would be perfect. He could rip off a song, leave everyone happy and he wouldn’t be too embarrassed. The night was looking better by the minute.

      Grady led him over to a table on the left side of the stage. Drake ordered a beer and sat back, relaxing as the firemen joked about the police. He loved the easy banter between the two groups. It never got nasty, but they didn’t mince words either. Some of the guys were nicer than others, but all in all they got along well.

      When number seventeen was up, Drake began to get nervous. He searched out Grady, not liking the evil smile that came his way. Grady reached into his back pocket and pulled out a piece of paper. The guy on stage finished and Grady waved the paper around.

      “Drake’s up after the next guy. You all have to hear the piece I wrote for him. You’re going to love it.”

      Laughter bubbled up and everyone who could reach him patted him on the back. His stomach twisted, leaving him feeling sick. All he wanted to do was run out the door and hide. He wouldn’t do that. This was part of the game. They had fun and if the guys got a laugh out of it, easing some of the stress, then he was all for it.

      The door opened, and he noticed the firemen on duty file in. The place was packed with a standing room only crowd. Fellow police officers sat amongst the firemen, all of them having a good time. He wished he could join them, but he was on edge, worried about what Grady was going to have him do.

      Number eighteen finished her song and Drake stood, his legs wobbly. He made his way over to the bar to grab a glass of water before following Grady up on stage. Grady’s paper was in his hand and he fumbled with it, finally turning the sheet so he could read it. The words were like alphabet soup, unrecognizable and scrambled at first.

      “Hey everyone,” Grady spoke into the mic. “This is Corporal Drake Knowles from the Everett Police Department. I’m happy to say that the police lost in today’s game.”

      Equal groans and shouts of glee rang out, filling the room. Drake rolled his eyes and shook his head. “We only lost by one point.”

      “Yes, but a loss is a loss and you get the punishment. Drake is going to read a poem. I hope you all enjoy it.”

      Drake stared at the piece of paper again then back at the crowd. He read the words and his face flushed. At work, he was firmly in the closet. No one knew he went into Seattle every few weeks to scratch an itch, and he was certain Grady had no clue, but after looking at this paper, he wondered. Drake cleared his throat and began reading.

      

      “My Fuck Monkey of Love

      

      When the sun kisses the sky,

      Waking you from your blissful sleep

      I hold your face in my hands,

      And draw you near, my lover

      

      Every moment is like a dream with you in my arms

      Though we can’t be together during the day

      I long for your face and your lips.

      My fingers ache to touch you and feel your strong arms.

      

      My loving arms weave their way around you, leaving me filled with happiness

      We are one in beautiful body, mind, spirit, and soul.

      Though you are so masculine, your kisses are like pink butterflies landing on the lilies,

      Your touch like scorching fire igniting my love wand.”

      

      The room erupted with laughter as people shifted in their seat. The poem wasn’t too overtly homoerotic, but he could read between the lines. Based on the crowd’s reaction, they saw it too.

      Drake looked at the words again as sweat popped out on his brow. How the hell had he been talked into doing this? Love wand? What the fuck?

      He had to read the poem, it was the deal he’d made with Grady. Of course, Grady had said cops weren’t brave enough since they didn’t run into burning buildings. He couldn’t chicken out and risk the reputation of the department. But this poem might just risk his reputation in the department. Thank God this was adults only night and most of the people here were drunk. He swallowed down his fear and continued reading.

      

      “Diving under the sheets spins through my mind

      Thoughts of your amazing meat stick bringing me pleasure excites me

      The only thing I care about, the only thing I want

      When you suck me raw, my cum-rod explodes with gratefulness”

      

      Who the fuck says shit like that? Cum-rod. Good Lord. Drake took a sip of water, wishing he’d opted for whiskey.

      

      “Lakes of sweet cum bathe my belly as you arch over me”

      

      Drake took another sip of water as sweat ran down his face. “Sorry everyone. I didn’t choose the poem.”

      The laughter was a little less gregarious. More people shifted in their seat and a few of the women looked very uncomfortable. He was going to call it all off when Grady shot him a look and lifted his eyebrows. The challenge was there. If he quit, Grady would take him to task for the next ten years. He swallowed hard then continued reading.

      

      “Spraying your sparkling seed across my body, claiming me

      Then you lick my sweat slicked body, getting me hard again

      Together we meet on the field of battle called our love nest

      

      The scent of our coupling clouds the air,

      You fill me with your seven inch divine rod

      Spreading my cheeks wide with grateful plundering

      Taking my breath as you spear my winking starfish with your meat stick”

      

      Drake wanted to throw up. He tried to not examine the audience, but he couldn’t help it. People looked horrified, and he didn’t blame them. He really hoped they believed the losing a bet speech Grady had given at the start of his humiliation. There was just one bit more, and he’d be done.

      

      “Swirling hair on your pecs tickles my titties, making me horny

      I spread my legs wider, taking you deeper into my fluttering hole

      I’m your cum sock, your fucking deposit, your sweet hole of love

      I’ll bend over for you and take what you’ve got, my fuck monkey of love.”

      

      Drake wiped the sweat from his brow and shook his head as he stepped off the platform. He moved quickly to the bar, hoping to find something a bit stronger than the water he’d just been drinking.

      “Hey, interesting poem.” The man behind the counter smiled as he wiped down a glass.

      “Hell, it was a bet I lost.” Drake stared at the well-oiled wood, noticing a few scratches. The place was fairly new and used mostly as a coffee shop. They only served alcohol until ten and then closed up for the night. He’d seen their hours on the door when he’d entered. “God, do you have any whiskey?”

      “Sure thing. I’m Adam by the way. I run the place.”

      Drake shook his head. “I’m so sorry if I insulted you or your customers. Really, you’ll never see me in here again.”

      Adam placed his hand on Drake’s and squeezed. “Don’t be so hard on yourself. What you read was way better than the college kids ranting about flaky vaginas or other crap like that.”

      Drake snorted, glad he didn’t have any liquid in his mouth because he sure as hell would have spewed all over Adam. “I’m Drake.”

      “Stick around for a bit. We close in an hour. Maybe we could grab a burger?”

      Ten minutes ago, all Drake wanted to do was head home and hide his shame by getting lost in three fingers of whisky, but now, he wanted to stay and grab that burger with Adam. Then the panic set in. People would know if he dated someone local.

      “You do realize I didn’t write that poem, right?”

      Adam laughed and his eyes crinkled at the corners. His smile was contagious. “Yeah, I do understand that you were kind of taken advantage of. Really, I don’t think you say cum-rod too often in your life.”

      This time Drake did choke on his drink. A bit dribbled out of his mouth as he coughed, trying to catch his breath. Adam came around the counter, rubbing small circles on his back. After about a minute, Drake had recovered enough to speak.

      “Thanks.”

      “Sorry I made you laugh while you were drinking. You still want to stick around? I’ll buy your burger since I made you choke.”

      Drake lifted his chin and swayed a bit. It turned out to be a mistake. Adam was much closer than he’d first thought. Not only were they eye to eye, they were lip to lip and Drake wanted those lips on his, but it wasn’t to be.

      A heavy hand landed on his shoulder and he jumped then glanced back, seeing Grady. Drake smiled weakly, praying Grady didn’t say anything about Drake being too close to Adam.

      “Sorry dude, but I had to.” Grady’s laugh filled the area and Drake rolled his eyes, trying to get over the humiliation.

      “It’s okay.”

      “So you met Adam. He’s a great guy. Hey, we should get our girlfriends together then we could all go out this weekend. Maybe catch a movie. Lisa has been hounding me to find some people to double with.”

      Drake cleared his throat and grabbed his drink, taking a sip. “Grady, I’m not dating anyone right now.”

      “Oh come on. You’re good looking. Surely you can find someone to go out with you.” Grady took a swig of his beer, half ignoring Drake as a woman in a blue mini dress strolled past. He didn’t turn back to Drake until the woman was gone. Drake wondered how serious Grady was about Lisa since he was looking at every short skirt that walked past.

      Another customer came up to the bar and Adam went back to filling orders. Drake turned to Grady, wondering if he could be open about the truth.

      “I really don’t want to date right now.”

      “Really?” Adam had come close again and Drake’s stomach sunk. The look Adam shot him was filled with sadness.

      “I guess I would if I met the right person,” Drake said.

      “Well Romeo, you have to date a lot of girls to find the right one.”

      Drake opened his mouth then closed it. It wasn’t worth spilling his secret. He wondered about Grady though. The man seemed hell bent on dating tons of different girls. Lisa was just one in a string of women Grady couldn’t settle down with. Drake shook his head and decided to keep quiet. A couple of the other firemen came close and called for Grady.

      “Hey, I’ve got to head out. See you later, Drake, Adam.” Grady waved before turning to his guys.

      “Bye,” Drake called out, knowing the men would laugh about his humiliation for weeks to come. The firemen left, and more people filtered out until only two couples remained. Adam started turning off lights and the music. The couples got the message and headed for the door. He and Adam were alone in the still, quiet bar.

      “Let me lock the door and I have ten minutes of work to do. The morning crew cleans the place since they aren’t really busy until eight though they do get here at six-thirty.”

      “No problem. I can wait.” Drake took one last sip of his whisky. He stood and walked around the counter, depositing the glass in the dishwasher like he’d seen Adam do with the other dishes. Then Drake moved to stand in the doorway separating the back room from the rest of the place.

      Adam glanced up, his lips turned down in a frown before cracking a wide grin that tempted Drake. “I’m almost done. I just need to close the safe. We don’t do drops at night, too dangerous.”

      “Probably a good idea. This area of the city is a bit scary after dark. Best to play it safe.”

      Adam shrugged. “This stretch of the city isn’t too bad. A few blocks over it’s a little crazy. You’re a cop, right?”

      “Yeah, kind of obvious with this T-shirt.”

      “You wouldn’t believe the number of guys who wear cop shirts who aren’t on the force.”

      “Yeah, I guess some guys think it’s cool.”

      Drake went back to the bar, taking a seat at the end stool. About five minutes later Adam came out with his jacket in his hand. He stopped a few feet away from Drake and glanced down at the bar. He angled his head so Drake could see his half-hooded eyes. With his neatly trimmed beard and adorable blue eyes, he was irresistible. Drake wanted to launch himself off the stool and kiss the man, but he clenched his fists and stayed still.

      “Just to satisfy my curiosity. You know, I guess I shouldn’t ask, but I really—Hell, when you were up on stage I kind of got this feeling that you were gay. But you know, the way Grady was asking about your girlfriend…I guess I just⁠—”

      Drake’s gut reaction was to deny. He stared into Adam’s dark blue eyes and shivered. Though he always hid his sexuality, he didn’t want to hide it from Adam. “I’m not out at work. Not that the city would fire me, but I’m kind of private, and I don’t need the guys making a big deal about it.”

      “So the guy who made you read that poem doesn’t know you’re gay?” Adam asked.

      “No. None of them know. I’m careful.”

      “So you think going out for a burger with me is being careful?”

      Drake shook his head. “It’s stupid but I⁠—”

      “You what?”

      He jumped off the seat and approached Adam. Both of them were holding their breath when Drake reached out to touch Adam’s shoulder. The man didn’t move away or flinch, so Drake smoothed his fingers to Adam’s neck then to his chin.

      “You are—I like how you look. But that sounds shallow. It’s something, I don’t know.”

      Adam’s lips curved up and his eyes crinkled in the corners. “Maybe it’s my cake?”

      Drake’s face heated as he thought about the few glances he’d taken of Adam’s ass. The man was tall and built, just not as big as Drake. The jeans Adam had chosen hugged his ass in all the right places.

      “You’re cute when you blush,” Adam said.

      Drake stepped back and shook his head. “So…a burger. Where are we going?”

      “Just around the corner. Not too far. You can take your car if you want or we can just walk.”

      “What about you, are you going to take your car?”

      “No, I live a few blocks away. I never drive to work unless I have to carry a bunch of stuff.”

      “Then it’s settled. We’ll walk.” Drake stepped out of the door and waited for Adam to lock it. “This is a rough neighborhood.” Drake had made his share of arrests in this district.

      “It’s not too bad and I know which streets to avoid. Four blocks to the east it’s terrible. But I’ve also made friends and done some stuff for the community. It makes a difference.”

      “Yeah. So tell me, Adam, are you dating anyone right now?”

      Adam’s smile caught him off guard. “No. There was someone a few months ago, but we lost interest. And you’re not dating someone, right? I’d hate to mess up a relationship.”

      Drake shook his head. “No. I was serious about the not dating thing.”

      They strolled together down the street, their shoulders bumping every few steps. At one point Adam slid his hand over Drake’s back then down to the curve of his hip. The touch didn’t last long, but it was enough to elicit a reaction from Drake’s dick.

      The burger place was way too close for Drake. He wanted the anonymity of walking down a dark street. If they’d had longer to go, he was sure they would have ended up holding hands.

      When they stepped into the burger place, the scent almost knocked Drake off his feet. His mouth watered and he realized he was starving.

      “Smells great.”

      “Yeah, it’s my favorite place to get good greasy food.”

      Drake let his gaze rove over Adam’s body before meeting his eyes. “You don’t look like you eat here often.”

      Pink tinged Adam’s cheeks and his lips curved up slightly. “I’ll order. You want to grab a seat?”

      “God, you’re sexy when you blush.” Drake’s heart soared as Adam’s face turned even redder. “You’re flustered.”

      “Just go get us a seat. Cheeseburger and fries okay with you? Anything you don’t want on your burger?” Adam asked.

      “I love jalapeños, otherwise just the normal stuff. Lettuce, onion, tomato, no mayo though, I hate mayo.”

      “Got it.”

      Drake found a table away from everyone else. They were tucked at the back, closer to the bathrooms than the kitchen or the doors, but they could talk quietly back here. He watched Adam joke with the girl at the counter. A woman dressed a little nicer than the waiters’ came out to talk to Adam and a small sliver of jealousy wove through Drake. He wondered what the hell was wrong with him. He wasn’t the jealous type, and he and Adam weren’t even dating. They’d just met.

      He pulled out his phone and checked the time. It was almost eleven, and he was questioning his sanity for heading out to eat so late. At least he didn’t have to work in the morning.

      Adam placed a bag on the table and the scent hit Drake full force. He glanced up and noticed that Adam’s eyes had narrowed and his lips had turned down. Drake pocketed his phone and smiled.

      “You don’t have somewhere to go, do you?”

      “No, I’m just surprised by how late it is.”

      “Please tell me you don’t turn into a pumpkin at midnight?”

      Drake laughed and grabbed his cup, heading to the soda machine to get a drink. Adam filled his cup at the other soda fountain, totally focused on his task. Drake was distracted by Adam’s long legs and soda spilled down his hand.

      “Oh.” He jerked his hand back, spilling a bit more.

      Adam walked past and winked. “A little distracted there?”

      Drake couldn’t deny his interest. He glanced around the restaurant, seeing that no one was paying any attention to them and he relaxed a little. After drying his hand, he headed back to the table and sat across from Adam.

      “The coffee shop, it’s an interesting little place.” Drake scooted the chair closer to the table, his knee bumping into Adam’s. At first, he was going to pull it away, but he held it there, enjoying the touch.

      Adam smiled as he rubbed his knee against Drake’s. “Yeah, I love it. I opened the place a few years ago. At first, I thought I had to be there every second of the day. Then I learned to relax and let others take responsibility.”

      “How hard was that?”

      “You wouldn’t believe it. It made me sick for a while. But I can’t be there from morning to night. I’ve hired some good people to help and I work when I’m needed. Usually, I don’t take too many shifts. There’s a lot that has to happen in the office and it’s too much for me to work full time behind the counter and get everything in the office done.”

      “I’m glad you were there tonight.”

      “I try to be there for open mic night. You wouldn’t believe how interesting it can be.” Adam took a sip of his drink and his eyes filled with merriment. “Well, maybe you would.”

      “Yeah, that was awful. I can’t believe they made me read that.”

      “Winking starfish?” Adam took a bite of his burger, a smug look across his face.

      Drake laughed, realizing once again how absurd that poem was. “It was the worst. I wonder how the hell Grady came up with the stuff he did.”

      “He’s not gay, is he?” Adam asked.

      Drake’s blood stilled, and a chill raced through him. “Oh God, I don’t think so. He always talks about girls.”

      “Some of the stuff in that poem was priceless and very gay.”

      Drake bit into a fry and chewed before swallowing. “How can a poem be gay?”

      Adam shook his head and waved one hand. “I’m just saying, what if Grady was hitting on you? You know, testing to see your reaction. You both work for the city. What if he feels trapped and doesn’t know how to come out without fear of losing his job?”

      “I’d never thought of that. I’m so not attracted to Grady.” Drake took a sip of his drink, letting his gaze settle on Adam. The man was beyond cute with his beard and eyes that crinkled in the corner when he smiled. His legs were long and trim, just how he liked guys, and his butt—good lord, he bet Adam’s butt would feel wonderful in his hands.

      Adam’s gaze held his as he picked up one fry and bit down on it. “So Drake, what is your type and who are you attracted to?”

      Drake thought about playing it cool, but cool had flown out the window the minute he stepped on stage at open mic night. He breathed in deeply and moved his leg against Adam’s. “You are.”

      Adam smiled then pressed his leg harder against Drake’s. They finished eating their burgers in near silence as they smiled at each other over the table. It wasn’t a romantic restaurant at all. The lighting was harsh, and the acoustics were terrible. Loud music blasted from the speakers and there was virtually no privacy, but they were together and that made the meal special.

      When they finished eating, they both wadded up their burger wrappers and tossed them in the bag. Neither spoke as they grabbed their drinks and left the building. Adam waved bye to the workers before leaving. When Adam caught up to him, Drake was surprised that Adam reached out to take his hand, his fingers brushing gently against Drake’s skin.

      He glanced at Adam, noticing the look of satisfaction on his face as their fingers wove together. And just like that he was walking down the street holding hands with a guy. The proximity of his station house bugged the shit out of Drake, but the streets were empty. There was no one to care that two guys walked down the street holding hands while at least one of them thought about pressing the other up against the side of a building and kissing him. Drake shivered as his imagination ran to a dangerous place.

      “Everything okay?” Adam asked.

      “Yeah, just thinking.”

      “Care to divulge?”

      Drake shot Adam a heated gaze and noticed the man’s lips had thinned. No longer did his wide smile grace his lips. His steps slowed and so did Drake’s. They stopped walking and Drake wanted to be brave enough to take what he craved from this man. But he wasn’t like that. He may want to press Adam against the wall, spin him around and push his jeans low while he pressed in, but that was fantasy. Reality for Drake, when he was in Everett, had to move to a different beat. If he were at a club in Seattle, he’d probably be all over Adam, but here on the streets where he worked, he wouldn’t chance it.

      “Your lips look delicious when you smile,” Drake said.

      “Um, thanks.” This time it was Adam’s turn to shiver.

      Drake lifted his hand and slid his thumb over Adam’s lips. “I’d like to see you again.”

      “Do you have to work tomorrow?”

      “No.”

      “There’s a movie I’ve been wanting to see, or we could just hang at my place and watch sports—you know, if you’re into that.”

      Drake leaned in close, catching the scent of burger and onions mixed with the sweet smell of the coffee shop. “I don’t think it would be wise for us to be alone at your place.”

      Adam swallowed and cleared his throat. “Yeah, this is fairly intense and unless you’re…hell, I really don’t want another one night stand. I can get that from Seattle and then I don’t really have to see the guy again. I want to see you more than just once.”

      Throughout the first part of the evening, Drake really felt that Adam had the upper hand. Now, it was his. Adam was his to lose, and he didn’t plan on losing him.

      “Sweet, I’d love to spend some time with you tomorrow. A movie would be great and then we can grab something to eat. Probably not a burger though. I think the calories would catch up to me and expand my waist past what my uniform could hold after eating like that two days in a row.”

      “You have a great body,” Adam breathed out.

      Drake stepped back and laughed. “You keep saying things like that and I might change my mind about where we go tomorrow.”

      Adam drew in a deep breath. “Sorry, I just haven’t really dated much recently. I’ve done a few hookups, but I’m a little rusty in the taking it slow department.”

      “We don’t have to take it slow.”

      Adam grabbed his hand, and they continued walking down the street. “I know. I’m not good at the after sex thing when I don’t know the guy.”

      “Really?”

      “I have a few quirks and it’s best for a guy to know me before he realizes how weird I am. Of course, I just told you that I’m too weird to date, but what the hell. Maybe you won’t run off.”

      Drake stopped walking and waited for Adam to stop and face him. The worried look on his face made Drake’s heart squeeze.

      “Let’s get to know each other. We all have quirks and God knows I don’t like the after sex thing with a stranger either. It’s one thing if you’re at a bathhouse or something like that, but if you actually get a room, it’s kind of odd. I’ve been with a few guys who’ve gotten attached immediately after they came, thinking that because we orgasmed together we were going to get married.”

      “Shit, I think I know that guy.”

      They both laughed and continued walking. They were back at the coffee house, Drake standing in front of his truck. Adam seemed as nervous as he felt. He was an adult, but for some reason he felt like a teen with his first crush.

      “Can I have your number?” Drake asked.

      “Yeah.” Adam rattled off the digits. “My last name is Hughes.”

      “Adam Hughes, I’ll call you tomorrow and we’ll see what trouble we can get into.”

      “Sounds like fun.”

      Drake leaned in quickly, sliding his lips over Adam’s. He pulled back before Adam could react and return the kiss. “Tomorrow.” Drake crawled into his truck and drove away. In the rearview mirror he could see Adam watching after him. Drake picked up his phone and tapped Adam’s name. The phone rang once before Adam answered.

      “Hello?”

      “It’s Drake. My clock says it’s after midnight so it’s tomorrow. Do you need a ride home?”

      “No, I’m good. It’s not far, but I wouldn’t mind you keeping me company while I walk. Did I tell you how nice your voice is?”

      Drake’s body heated, and he smiled like an idiot, glad that no one could see him. “No.”

      “Tonight when you were doing the reading, that’s the first thing I noticed.”

      “So you like my voice?”

      “Yeah, I kind of got goose bumps from it. Like now, goose bumps.”

      Adam was going to be great for his ego, maybe too good. The man knew exactly what to say to make him feel just right. They finally said goodnight thirty minutes later after chatting about nothing and everything. Drake crawled into bed falling asleep before his head even hit the pillow.
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      Adam woke early, staring at the clock and trying to decide if he should go back to sleep. He rolled to his stomach and groaned, his morning wood making it uncomfortable to lie flat. He repositioned and thought of Drake. The man was sexy, smart, and funny. His attitude had to be great to withstand reading that stupid poem. Adam knew he couldn’t have read something like that—not in public.

      Dating a guy who wasn’t out of the closet had its downside. Not that he was obvious about being gay, and he didn’t like public displays anyway, but being with a cop would be different. If they were out, they’d always have to act like just friends. Holding hands last night while they’d strolled around had been dangerous.

      Adam rolled out of bed and headed to the bathroom. He’d deflated enough to piss, then he stepped into the shower after scrubbing his teeth to get rid of the morning gunk. The hot water and thoughts of Drake kissing him with his soft lips did Adam in. He used the soap as lube and stroked off quickly, leaning against the shower wall in the end just trying to catch his breath.

      If he and Drake didn’t end up dating, he’d need to head into the city soon and find some willing guy, maybe two guys, to excise these feelings. Even though he’d come, he still felt the pulse of desire for Drake.

      Adam dressed with his mind still on his lover. He wasn’t working, and he knew if he didn’t find something to do, he’d go crazy or just spend the entire day masturbating to thoughts of Drake. There was a new recipe he needed to test. He loved red velvet cakes, and he’d tried one recipe a few years ago but wasn’t satisfied. Three weeks ago, he’d found an old cookbook online that looked interesting, so he bought it. It had arrived earlier in the week and to his surprise, the original Waldorf Astoria Red Velvet cake recipe was listed. He read over the ingredients, smiling to himself as he thought of the cakes his grandmother used to make.

      His seventh birthday, she’d made a red velvet cake. It was the first time he’d remembered the cake more than the presents. She’d never shared the recipe and had died before he could tell her his plans to open a coffee shop, but now he might be able to recreate that impossibly delicious cake.

      After whipping up a veggie-filled omelet, light on the cheese, he pulled out the cookbook and read the recipe again. He’d picked up everything he needed for the cake when he went to the store earlier in the week. It would take about an hour to make the cake then it would have to cool completely before icing.

      When he was halfway through the ingredients, his phone rang. It was Drake. He swiped to answer then hit speaker.

      “Hey sexy, what are you up to this morning?” Adam asked.

      “I was just wondering how you were doing. I checked the movie times. The first one starts at two. You want to try to make that?”

      “Sure. I’m making a new recipe this morning. Could you swing by my house to do a taste test before we head out? Also, if it meets your approval I’d like to drop it off at the coffee shop so they can sell it.”

      “You’re offering me free cake, of course I’ll do whatever you need. I’ll be there at one. You know, that way I have plenty of time to taste your cake.”

      Adam laughed and his face heated. “I think you’re teasing me.”

      “Maybe. But I really do want to try out your new recipe. I think it’s great that you want to include me in that.”

      Silence descended between them. Adam didn’t know what to say. Drake had gone all serious, and he’d been trying to keep things light. It still scared him being in a relationship with someone who felt the need to hide being gay. They needed to talk about it more, but maybe more talk wouldn’t help.

      “Yeah, I can’t wait to see you,” Adam said.

      “Give me your address and I’ll be there. I need to go workout since you’re giving me cake.”

      Adam rattled off his address before ending the call. Everything had gone from light and fun to serious so quickly. Six years ago, when he’d met Josh and fallen in love, he’d been too young to make the decisions he’d made. Or maybe he hadn’t been too young. Hell, he knew guys who got together at eighteen and were still partners. Both he and Josh had been very immature, and neither of them had the experience or wisdom to make good decisions.

      When Josh said he wanted an open relationship, Adam had agreed, not wanting to lose the man. But open hadn’t meant what Adam thought it meant. He thought Josh would tell him when he slept with other guys, but after a year of them being open, he figured out that Josh had hidden a relationship from him. He’d been dating another guy for two years, sharing special moments and telling the other man he loved him.

      That betrayal had crushed Adam, but he vowed not to paint the rest of his life with the bitterness of that loss. He learned from his mistakes, figuring out that discussing everything was important. If he ever entered into an open relationship again, there would be rules. Hell, he doubted he could ever do another open dating thing. Commitment meant too much to him to settle for anything less than one hundred percent.

      He wasn’t sure that Drake would even want a relationship. That was the first hurdle. Figuring out exactly what Drake wanted, and how the hell they could make anything work, would be top on his list.

      Adam flipped on the mixer, letting it run for two minutes before turning it off and folding the ingredients together one more time. The batter smelled heavenly, and he wondered if he’d be able to let this cake go. He glanced down at his midsection, seeing a thin layer of fat over his abs and shook his head.

      While the cake was in the oven, he was going to do a few sit-ups and pushups. The gym membership he’d been debating about getting now seemed like a great idea. He could ask Drake where he went, but that might seem a bit stalkerish at this point.

      Adam jumped up from the floor when the one minute warning beeped on his oven. He washed his hands, trying to catch his breath. It had been too long since he’d done anything physical. Dating Drake might have the side benefit of pushing him to take care of his body.

      The timer dinged, and he fished out a toothpick from the cabinet above the counter and opened the oven. The cake looked almost perfect. When he tested the doneness, the toothpick came out with just a touch of batter at the tip. He set the timer for two more minutes.

      While the last two minutes ran down, he pulled out his glass cake plate in anticipation of taking the cake to the shop. The timer rang again, and he tested once more, finding the toothpick clean.

      He set the cakes on a cooling rack and dashed to the shower, getting clean again since he’d broken out in a sweat while exercising. The house smelled wonderful, and he wondered how he wasn’t overweight. The only thing saving him had to be good genes. He certainly didn’t abstain from good food, though he did walk almost everywhere, only using his car when he needed to purchase a large amount of groceries.

      He checked the time, seeing that he had about two hours before Drake showed up. Paperwork was a constant challenge to stay on top of, so he opened his computer and began working, losing himself in taking care of the business end of his Coffee and Cognacs.

      When his timer rang an hour and a half later, he jumped. He needed to ice the cake before Drake showed up. The icing was thick and sweet, leaving him with a sugar high before he actually tasted any of it. When the doorbell rang, he floated over, high on the sweet scent of cake and icing.

      “Hey.” Drake stepped in and shut the door behind him. Before Adam turned back to the kitchen, Drake lifted his hand and swiped his thumb over Adam’s chin. He moved his thumb to his mouth, sucking the digit between his lips. “Mmm,” Drake moaned, causing Adam’s dick to twitch. “You taste good.”

      “I’m a bit of a mess. I’ve already taken two showers and I’m afraid I’m going to need another.”

      Drake followed him to the kitchen and whistled. “Wow, that is one impressive cake.”

      “Here, I have the tops on a plate with some icing.” The loud snort from Drake made Adam turn around, his eyes narrowed as he stared at the man. “What?”

      “I do like a good top. And one with cream on top? Thanks.”

      “Dang it, that’s not what I meant. You’re going to make everything sexual today, aren’t you?”

      Drake stepped close. He was about the same height as Adam, maybe one inch taller, but the difference and the fact that Adam was slouching, allowed Drake to look down, his gaze drilling into Adam’s. Though Drake had made a joke about being topped, he wondered if Drake would want to top him. It had been a long while since he’d switched it up. The thought of the man above him, his powerful muscles holding him down made Adam shiver.

      “I can’t help thinking sexual thoughts when I’m with you. I’ll try to behave, but honestly, you’re so fucking sexy. This morning, all I could think about was kissing you again.”

      “Why don’t you?”

      One side of Drake’s lips curved up and his eyes narrowed. “When you least expect it, I’m going to steal another kiss. I liked seeing you surprised.”

      Drake stepped away, moving to the other side of the bar. Adam breathed in deep before handing Drake the cake top he’d cut off earlier when he’d leveled the rounds.

      “Here’s a fork. Be honest. I need to know if people would like it enough to pay. It’s an older recipe and the ingredients today are just a bit different.”

      “I’ll be honest.”

      Drake cut off a bit with his fork and looked at the cake before putting it in his mouth. He closed his eyes and chewed slowly. Then he stopped moving his mouth and was still for a long time. The anticipation was killing Adam, and he wanted to shake Drake, forcing him to talk. Finally, Drake opened his eyes and smiled.

      “You look worried.”

      Adam nodded. “I am. I really need the cake to be special.”

      “Babe, it’s magnificent. I haven’t tasted a cake this good in ages. It reminds me of the cakes my grandmother made.”

      “Perfect.” Adam grabbed a fork and tried to get some off the plate in front of Drake, but he pulled the treat away and shook his head.

      “Hey, can’t I have some?” Adam asked.

      “There’s a piece over there on that plate. It’s smaller but you can make this again. I’d have no idea how to make a cake like this.”

      “Fine, I’ll let you have that, but next time I get the bigger piece.”

      They both laughed and Drake took another bite. Adam picked up his plate and sniffed before taking a bite. He moaned and let the delicious cake melt on his tongue.

      “Dang, that’s good.” The sweet, chocolaty flavor rolled over Adam’s tongue as he took another bite.

      “It is. I’m impressed. I was too freaked out to enjoy the food at your place last night, but this is amazing.”

      “Thanks.”

      Adam put the plate down and checked the cake, making sure it looked good. The wisps of frosting looked chaotic at first glance, but he’d spent a long time making sure the swirls were perfectly placed. He covered the top and then went to wash his hands. While he still had suds dripping from his palms, Drake stepped behind him and pressed against him. Soft lips teased his neck, and he leaned his head to the side, giving Drake better access. He finished rinsing his hands and shut off the water, grabbing a towel to dry them. Leaning back, Adam reached behind him, searching for Drake’s hips.

      “You smell great,” Drake whispered.

      “I smell like cake and sugar.”

      “Makes me want to lick you all over.”

      “Hell, you are making it difficult to not force you into the bedroom and fuck you silly.”

      Drake bit down on the fleshy nub of Adam’s earlobe. They were moving into dangerous territory quickly.

      “We should probably leave,” Drake mumbled against his neck.

      “Yeah, but we’re going to finish this later.”

      “I look forward to it.”

      Adam excused himself to the bathroom, staring at his rosy cheeks and wide eyes reflected in the mirror. He was in way too deep, probably in danger of falling into something that would really do a number on his emotions. Drake was intense, and he had loads of sex appeal. Maybe it was the idea that he was a cop that did Adam in, or it was the way the man moved, or his looks. Perhaps it was just the fact that Drake turned him on, but he was hooked. A warning went off in his brain, telling Adam he was falling too fast, but he was lost to the guy, totally and completely entrenched in the allure.

      “Just get a grip, Adam. It’s just the movies. Nothing more.”

      He grabbed a jacket and the cake plate, pleased with his creation. Slices usually sold for about two to three dollars. He’d ask the crew to slice thinner than normal and sell the slices for a dollar fifty, creating demand. If the customers liked it, he’d transition the cake into cupcakes and put them on the regular menu.
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      Drake had to work in the morning, so reluctantly, he said goodnight to Adam after a quick hug. They’d had an excellent time, both of them were quick to laugh and they seemed to get along well. Though they hadn’t kissed, Drake still thought they were moving too fast. He felt things for Adam that were better left unexpressed.

      At the station, he found out he’d be in a car on patrol instead of working his normal routine. A couple of guys were sick with the flu, which left him needed on the streets. He found it ironic that his patrol area contained the streets around the station, including Adam’s store and house. Driving through the streets he kept an eye out for Adam though it was doubtful he’d see the guy. His shift lasted from six in the morning until six in the evening. The twelve hour stretch was daunting but gave him more days off.

      Eventually, he’d like to work up to sergeant or maybe detective, although detective’s hours sucked. He enjoyed having a life. There were other career paths he could take inside the department. The community liaison department seemed like it would be interesting, then there was the initiative in the schools. Of course he could stay with his current path or even move into vice, not that this town had a huge vice department, but they did need a few guys to take care of issues when something came up.

      After driving around for most of the day, he radioed to another cop on the beat, asking if he wanted to break for dinner together. Dave had started at the department at the same time he had but didn’t want to move up into management. He liked driving around in his car and didn’t want the stress of having to enforce rules or take on extra responsibility.

      He and Dave met at a taco joint at the edge of their patrol areas. Dave was married with three kids. He often looked haggard, the exhaustion of being up late when his kids couldn’t sleep shown on his face.

      “How is the family?” Drake asked after they had their food.

      “Good. The boys are growing fast. Only two more years and the youngest will be in school. Hanna is going back to work when that happens.”

      “I guess daycare is too expensive.”

      “Yeah, if she had a better job to go back to, it wouldn’t matter. Getting Grace into public school last year made some things better. Hanna can handle the stress better now. When all three were in diapers, that was tough.”

      “I bet.”

      “What about you? When are you going to get married?”

      It was funny that none of the guys had ever seen him with a woman and yet they all asked him about the girls he was dating and when he was going to settle down. It would be easier in some aspects if he just came out.

      “I don’t know that I’m going to.”

      “Married to the job?” Dave asked.

      He almost came clean. The words were on his tongue but he suppressed them, keeping his inner life hidden. “Not really, just not sure I want to go the same route that everyone else does.”

      David took a bite of his burrito, chewing around his words. “So scuttle around the office is that Grady is gay.”

      Drake had just taken a sip of his coke when David dropped that bomb. He tried to hold the liquid in but it was impossible. By chance, he’d turned his head, spraying the drink onto the floor and the table next to them. He coughed, trying to clear his lungs.

      David’s eyes were wide, and he slapped Drake on the back a few times. “Whoa, are you okay?”

      “Yeah, just took me by surprise. Why are people saying that?”

      “Well, there was that poem, then last night he was seen in Seattle kissing another guy. He’s denying it but a couple of guys in the fire department, and a few cops, are thinking of confronting him.”

      The hair on Drake’s neck rose and his body heated. “Confronting?”

      “Come on. He’s gay. Do you know any gay firemen? Seriously, they have to sleep with him in the same room. What if he tries to do something?”

      Drake felt sick. “David, don’t do it. You need to discourage the other guys from going up against Grady. He’s still the same guy we’ve known for the last few years. He’s no different today than he was yesterday.”

      “But come on, he likes—” David looked around the restaurant, his eyes narrowing when he saw they were close to other patrons. “It’s not natural.”

      Drake shook his head, his food no longer appealing. “Don’t do this. Grady is a great guy, and I’ll stand with him on this. No one, and I mean no one, had better say anything bad about him.”

      “God, Drake. Why are you defending him so rabidly? He’s one of them and we don’t need that up here. Let him go live in Seattle or San Francisco.”

      “Has Grady ever done anything wrong while at work?”

      Dave’s lips pursed together. “Not that I’ve heard.”

      “He’s a great fireman, and he never mixes his personal life with his professional. That poem was just as bad as the other shit we’ve made the firemen do. Hell, remember that time we made the guys run naked through the park at midnight? Then there was that song that we made them sing, you know, the ring one. They all had to dress as women and we had them parade through town before we let them end their night of torture.”

      “So? He’s a faggot.” David’s harsh whisper was loud enough to draw stares.

      “No, don’t use that word. Would you use the N word?”

      David shook his head and his lips curled up. “It’s ridiculous that you are defending him.”

      “I’m an officer of the law and the law in this state says that you can’t discriminate against gay men or women. This isn’t negotiable. We will support Grady.”

      Dave took another bite of his taco, dribbling meat and juice on the paper wrapper it had come in. He wiped his mouth before he tossed the napkin on the table. “Fine, but don’t expect me to support any gay cops. Really, it’s disgusting.”

      The rest of his shift, Drake felt like he’d entered the twilight zone. Nothing happened and his paperwork was minimal, but he felt totally off. He’d just finished his shower and shoved a frozen pizza into the oven when his phone rang. He answered, not even looking at the caller ID.

      “Hey babe, how was work today?” Adam’s voice soothed him almost immediately.

      Drake hadn’t bothered to pull on any clothes and quickly set the timer before moving to the den and falling onto the couch.

      “Drake, you there?” Adam asked.

      “Yeah, just a bad day.” He closed his eyes and stroked himself, imagining Adam touching him.

      “You want to talk about it?”

      “No, I want you to talk dirty to me. I need to come.”

      The silence went on longer than he thought it would, and he wondered if Adam had hung up. He thought about ending the call and putting on some porn when he heard something from the other end of the line.

      “Sorry, I’m at the coffee shop. I had to get someone else to cover the register.”

      Drake moaned as he thought of Adam pushing him into a back room, maybe a stock room and stripping him naked. “What would you do if I were naked in front of you right now?”

      “Fuck Drake, you are making me horny as hell.”

      “Good, now tell me what you’d do.”

      “First, I’d ask you where your cuffs were.”

      “Yeah.” Drake palmed his balls, squeezing slightly.

      “Then I’d get your hands out of the way, making sure you were comfortable. Maybe I’d put you on the couch with your hands over your head. Then I’d start at your neck, kissing down your torso, stopping to torture each nipple. I love licking nipples and biting them. I’d want to suck on you until you begged me to stop. After I did that, I’d kiss my way down, biting your belly as I went.”

      Drake’s cock grew harder, and he shifted, spreading his legs wider. He pulled the phone away from his head and put it on speaker. He grabbed a tube of lube from the drawer in the side table and poured a bit on his left index finger.

      “What are you doing?” Adam asked.

      “I’m going to finger my hole while you talk. You’re on speaker.”

      “Are you naked?” Adam squeaked.

      “Yeah.”

      “Oh shit. I’m going to have to jack off before I can go back out onto the floor. Fuck, you are driving me crazy.”

      “Tell me what you’d do next,” Drake begged.

      “I’d avoid kissing your dick, instead I’d drive you crazy by licking all around. Are your balls shaved or hairy?”

      “I haven’t shaved in a while but I would for you.”

      “God.”

      Drake heard something like a zipper and wondered if Adam was stroking himself too.

      “I would lick from your ass to your balls, sucking them into my mouth. Fuck, I want to feel you in my mouth.”

      “Yeah, suck and pull on my balls.” Drake slid his finger out of his ass then grabbed his nuts while he stroked his dick. “I’m so close.”

      “I’d lick up your dick to the tip, swirling my tongue around the knob before I swallowed you. I love to be face fucked, and I’d let you ride my face, pumping your length in. God, Drake, I want to taste you so bad.”

      “Adam,” Drake cried out as the first shot of his orgasm fired, traveling up his dick and spilling out the top. He’d moved his hand so the tip was covered and his spunk didn’t get on his phone. That would suck to have his phone ruined by cum. Blood roaring through his ears drowned out the sound of Adam talking. After a moment he came back to earth and heard Adam grunting as he came.

      “Thank you,” Drake whispered.

      “That was hot,” Adam said, his voice a bit breathy.

      “Yeah, hot.”

      “Drake?”

      “Yeah.”

      “I need to get back on the floor. Can I see you tomorrow night? I’ll cook dinner. I know you’ll be working late, but I’d really like to—I don’t know—maybe kiss you since we haven’t really done that yet. Just one small peck doesn’t count as a real kiss.”

      “That would be great. I’ll stop by my house and shower before I come by. Thank you for doing that with me. Today sucked. I’ll tell you about it tomorrow. I’m going to eat then head to bed.”

      “Sleep well. I’ll be dreaming of you tonight.”

      “Trust me, I will be hard all night long just thinking about this. Thanks.”

      Drake hung up just as the timer rang for his pizza. He’d bought one that was smaller than the huge frozen pizzas and after cleaning up, he just folded the thing in half, eating over the sink. Maybe Adam was exactly what he’d been missing. That Adam hadn’t complained when he’d asked him to talk dirty showed Drake that he actually cared. The stress of the day faded away, and he slipped easily into sleep.
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      Adam woke early and finished all of his paperwork. He ran by the store, making sure no one needed anything. After spending four hours running errands and getting food for his date with Drake, Adam arrived home close to five and started in on the food prep.

      He’d planned on making stuffed pasta but he didn’t feel like he had time. Instead, he threw together a meat sauce and penne pasta. After starting a batch of rolls in the oven, he stripped out of his clothes and raced to his closet, searching for something to wear. His pits weren’t as fresh as he’d like them to smell so he hopped into the shower for a quick wash. After making sure his whole body was clean, he stepped out of the shower to the timer ringing. He’d almost forgotten about the rolls. Luckily, he was only a minute late on them and they weren’t burned.

      It had been ages since he’d felt this stressed about a date. He wanted everything to be just right. After he pulled the rolls out, he went to his bedroom and dressed in comfortable jeans and a dark blue tee. There was a knock on the door and he checked himself in the mirror before answering.

      Drake wore dark jeans and a red shirt. He looked marvelous and Adam wanted to pull him into a kiss, but the memory of jerking off together created a sudden awkwardness that surprised
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The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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