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      A note about the legal system in the U.S. regarding custody and sexuality: I spoke to several people and sought legal counsel to be sure I had facts correct with the scenarios in this story. While it’s not often a child is taken from a biological parent based solely on sexuality, it has happened. The legal advice given in this story comes from a lawyer practicing family law.

      Also, Jase is based on a real person and we don’t always agree with other people’s decisions. While Jase’s actions may not be what we think we’d do, keep in mind that none of us know exactly how we’d act and feel in any given situation. While some of Jase’s decisions are frustrating, he’s also just a fictional character based on a real person. Fictional characters and real people have flaws and make mistakes.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BRYAN & JASE: THE BEGINNING

          

        

      

    

    
      I watched him walk into the room we all used as a gathering place. God, I loved how his blue eyes sparkled as he laughed. I wished his smile was for me, but it was directed at something a friend had said. He didn’t see me. It’s not like he’d ignore me; he was one of my closest friends. But, selfishly, I wanted that smile all for myself.

      I’d known him for over a year. We were stationed together for a while before we were shipped overseas. We’d been at our particular location for almost nine months. Don’t ask our specific location, it’s classified. One of those I could tell you, but then I’d have to kill you type of things.

      Anyway, Jase Rafferty was a great guy. I always had a good time when we were together. Having him around made being away from my family and friends a little bit easier. We’d hit up bars on base or in the surrounding towns. He was notorious for getting taken for free drinks by the local girls. They zeroed in on military guys the moment we walked into any establishment. The girls were good. They knew just how lonely many of us were. Their advances were wasted on me, but Jase always played right into buying them several drinks by the time the night was over.

      If we weren’t out on the town, we were playing one of many different games with our friends in the common room. Those games could last several hours. Or, Jase would hang out in my room, and we’d just chill.

      Like I said, having him as a friend made things a lot easier.

      Except when having him as a friend made things a lot harder.

      Jase was only slightly taller than my six foot. Bright blue eyes, charming smile, quick to laugh and joke around, and a great body. And totally, one hundred percent, completely straight.

      Or so he claimed.

      Yeah, that’s the one and only reason it was sometimes hard to be friends with Jase. His claim to being ‘straight’ was like a punch to the gut for me. Because I’m not. Not straight that is.

      My name is Bryan Keating. It’s not like I announce my sexuality to everyone I meet, but I don’t exactly hide it either. I think most people either assume I’m gay, or they figure it out pretty quickly. I don’t fly rainbow flags or go all campy around the base, but I won’t deny being gay when asked.

      And, just to bury any stereotypes, I don’t want to sleep with every guy I see. If heterosexuals don’t find every member of the opposite sex attractive, it would stand to reason that homosexuals aren’t wanting to jump every member of the same sex. Also, we aren’t trying to recruit your children. I promise, put me in a room with a kid, and I’m likely to piss myself from fear of cussing in front of a child, or huddle in a corner because I’m sort of terrified of kids. Don’t get me wrong, I know some great kids, but I most definitely have no agenda when it comes to them. No conversions or lessons on how to be gay. Now, if a kid comes to me someday and wants advice or help, I’ll be there as best I can, but I’m not trying to convert children to the dark side.

      So, Jase being straight shouldn’t be a problem, right? I mean, I’ve slept in the same bed as several male friends and never had visions of them pressing up against my ass. But, the issue with Jase is he’s told me some things. Some things he probably wishes he’d kept to himself.

      “Hey man, you know how you were talking about your excellent blow job skills?” Jase’s words slurred.

      “Yeah? Blow Job Queen of Texas 2013 right here. I totally should have gotten a trophy for that.” I laughed. The beer was making everything funnier.

      “What if I told you I have done a little experimenting?” His glassy eyes stared straight into mine, like he was looking into my soul.

      “Like, drugs?” I felt like there was a punchline I was missing.

      “No, Keating, not drugs. Experimenting with gay stuff. Like blowjobs and cocks.” He threw his head back like he was relieved to say the words, but also couldn’t believe he’d just admitted that.

      “Really? So, you’re bi?” I was having trouble wrapping my head around this information because I knew Jase had a wife back in his home state.

      “Nah, I’m straight. Just played around a bit with some cock.” He laughed.

      “But you didn’t enjoy it?” I knew right now would be a bad time to offer to show him my blow job skills, but hell if I didn’t want to drop to my knees.

      “Never said I didn’t enjoy it. But I’m not gay…” His words slurred and tapered off as his head dropped to my shoulder. He was out like a light.

      So, my ‘straight’ married friend had experimented with guys at some point and liked it. What the hell was I supposed to do with that information?

      Jase plopped himself down on the sofa in the common room pulling me quickly from my memories.

      “How’s it going?” He slammed a hand down on my leg and squeezed. It hurt like a bitch, but I’d never admit it.

      “Good. You?” I rubbed the spot where he’d grabbed my leg. It was crazy that a totally normal teasing gesture could put all kinds of crazy thoughts in my mind. “How’s the wife?”

      “Ugh, she’s a freakin’ bitch, man.” He laid his head back on the couch, sighing.

      I had a feeling Jase had married the girl as a cover before he joined up. They married young, too young if you ask me, and seemed to have very little in common. Since I’d known him, they’d had a whole lot more downs than ups in their marriage. Recently he’d found out she’d cheated on him several times and sold a bunch of his belongings out of spite.

      “She called to tell me she thinks she’s pregnant.” He covered his face with a hand.

      “The timing seems off, Jase.” The confusion was evident in my statement.

      “No shit, Sherlock.” Rubbing that hand over his face, he breathed out heavily. “First, she knows it’s next to impossible for me to get her pregnant. Second, even if I wasn’t shootin’ blanks, the timing is definitely questionable.”

      I knew there was some sort of medical stuff in Jase’s history that made him pretty positive he couldn’t father children. So, was his wife just fucking with him?

      “So, she called you to tell you she thinks she’s pregnant when it’s nearly physically and locationally impossible for a baby to be yours? Damn, man, that sucks. I’m sorry.”

      I wanted to wrap my arm around his shoulders. If we were in my room, I would have and he wouldn’t have pulled away. But in the common room, with friends gathering, he would have shifted from me if I’d made that move.

      “I know I screwed up by marrying her. I know she’s not any happier in the marriage than I am. But it sucks to be way over here and be pretty sure she’s fucking around on me and rubbing it in.” Leaning forward, elbows on his knees, he took a deep breath. “As soon as I’m back on U.S. soil, I’m filing for a divorce. Hell, maybe I’ll luck out, and she’ll serve me with the papers when we land.”

      We stood to join the game forming at the table. A definite shiver of satisfaction went through me when I saw the only two chairs left were right next to each other.

      As the night wore on and more alcohol was consumed, Jase got flirtier.

      He was often extra friendly when things were more screwed up with his wife than usual. Add in the drinks he was slamming back, and it made for a super enjoyable evening. If you can call sitting next to the object of my affection, trying to hide the tent in my pants, and attempting to remind myself over and over that he’s straight, enjoyable.

      When he laid his head on mine for the fifth time, I looked around the table. No one was watching thanks to their faces being stuck to their phones. Taking the opportunity before it was gone, I leaned over to whisper, “Want to make out? We could take a walk, hide behind the dumpster.”

      I made sure to keep the comment light, so I could easily laugh it off if it backfired.

      He just smiled at me with those damn gorgeous blue eyes.

      So, he didn’t say no to making out behind the dumpster.

      See my predicament? He’s supposedly straight, but he sets off my gaydar like walking through a Pride parade. He’s married, but if she’s anything more than his beard, I’ll cut off my pinky. He flirts like crazy and says things with just enough sexual innuendo that I can’t help but notice. Yet, he’s pretty much off limits.

      A friend of mine says I should just straight up tell him I like him. Ask him to make out before we head back to the U.S. But that’s just not my personality. I mean, if he was gay, I’d be bent over any and every surface available, offering myself up to him like a freakin’ pig on a platter. But, he’s straight. Or so he says.

      “Yeah, I couldn’t go any further than a few experiments with guys.” Another night of Alcohol Induced Confessions.

      “Because you’re straight?” I asked, thinking it was the obvious answer.

      “No, because my parents would disown me if I ever told them I’m gay.” He shook his head, disgusted. “I can hear my dad now, ‘No son of mine is going to disgrace our good name by being a fag.’”

      “So you are gay?” Wasn’t that what he’d just admitted?

      “What? No. Hell, I don’t know. Doesn’t matter even if I am. I can’t be. Ever. So some playing around a long time ago is all I’ll ever get.” His face looked sad and filled with longing.

      “Want to go make out behind the dumpster?” I cracked a smile as I asked my usual tension breaking question.

      My stomach continued to writhe in a jumble of heated butterflies because he once again didn’t say no.

      When the game broke up, we headed to our respective rooms. We all knew it was going to be a cold-ass bitch at PT in the morning. Might as well try to get a few hours of warm sleep before heading into the frozen tundra. Okay, so it wasn’t the tundra, but it was fucking cold. Too bad PT couldn’t be inside on the most frigid of days.
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      “Hey, Keating, there’s frost on your cap.” Jase was at my feet, assisting me in sit ups.

      “Because it’s colder than hell out here.” I knew my cheeks were bright red, my nose was likely dripping, and the words I spoke turned to frost as soon as I said them.

      When we stopped for a moment between sets, Jase used his finger to draw in the frost on my beanie cap.

      “Did you just draw a dick on my head?” I was freezing, but I couldn’t help but be amused and slightly turned on.

      “Yeah, you’re a dickhead now. Get it?” Jase laughed.

      “Fuck off, Rafferty,” was all I could mumble. Later, in my room alone, I’d come up with something snappy like, “I’ll give your dick head.” But at that moment, my mind was drawing a blank.
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      We had less than a month before we were scheduled to head back to the U.S. I was so fucking ready to be back home. Well, it wasn’t exactly home, but at least I’d be in the same country as my family. And once I was back, I had less than a year until my time in military service was done. As in completely over. Finished. Time to face the real world.

      Fuck.

      To say that wasn’t a shit-load of scary would be a complete and utter lie.

      But I had served my time. It’s not like I hated the military. Okay, yes, I hated a lot of the military, but I also had grown very accustomed to it. It wasn’t the easiest thing in the world, but I got a lot of training, room and board was all taken care of, I was on my own even if I wasn’t really out on my own. I had made some great friends, learned some valuable skills, traveled to some amazing places, and avoided being killed. Plus, I was damn good at what I did. I knew my superiors would be thrilled if I decided to stay in, make military my lifetime career. But it wasn’t happening. I was busting free of this joint.

      I had already made a lot of plans with a lot of people. I couldn’t wait to just hang out with my family with no schedule or departures looming. I promised a friend I’d introduce her to the world of drag queens. I even had plans to go to one of the biggest gaming conferences in the country in order to satisfy my inner gaming nerd. Hell, if my late night chats with guys on Grindr were any indication, I’d be traveling all over the world sucking cock.

      Haha, as a joke, a friend of mine mapped out a plan to take my blow job skills public.

      “Why settle for just being Blow Job Queen of Texas one year? Let’s take that talented mouth of yours to the country, hell, the whole world! We’ll get a bus, paint it like a big dick, and drive from state to state offering world class blow jobs. Well, you can suck ‘em, I’ll just collect the moola. You’ll be the most sought after cock sucker in the world.”

      We had laughed over that plan many times.

      But, I digress. My time was almost up. Which meant my time with Jase was almost up. Once we returned to our home base, he and most of the others would be moving to a completely different state. I’d be staying along with the others whose time in the military was up.

      So, if something was going to happen between us, it needed to be within the month.

      Shit. No pressure or anything.
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      Now, I should probably put a disclaimer out there.

      It’s not like I was in love with Jase. He could actually be a real prick sometimes. He’d flake out on me and other friends, leave us hanging when we all had plans. He knew I liked him. I’d as much as told him point blank one night while we were drinking. He played the straight and married card just as I’d known he would, then ignored me for a week. That shit hurt. So I laughed it all off as drunken ramblings, and went back to offering clandestine meetings behind the dumpster. He seemed more comfortable with the joking than with any serious talk of feelings.

      So, no plans of a future forever with Jase. Hell, if he ever did come out, and that was a huge IF, I didn’t know if we’d mesh all that well as boyfriends. We were great as friends when we were stationed away from most of humanity, but for dates and daily conversation and possible cohabitating in a totally sexual way? I’m not sure I saw him that way.

      Wow, so what I hear myself saying is I really just want to make out with him, suck his cock, and get his dick up my ass. And the sooner, the better. Too bad I only have my own awkward, stuttering, shy self to rely on to make that happen.

      Oh well, maybe it was better if nothing happened between us. I mean, it could make things extremely complicated.

      And just when I decided it was better if I just let things with Jase go, he went and got all flirty with me again. And I loved it. Shit.
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      “Keating, you should sign up to go scuba diving with me.” Jase winked while we took care of maintenance on some of the vehicles.

      “And why would I want to go scuba diving with you, Rafferty?” I attempted to sound uninterested.

      “Because you’re dying to see me in a wet suit.” He laughed.

      “You’re not wrong.” I did my best to sound confident and flirty.

      Later, while Jase was elbows deep in his work, I sauntered up behind him. I’d been working up the courage for over an hour. Checking to be sure no one was around, I leaned in and whispered, “Actually, I’d rather see you out of a wet suit.”

      His head slammed up, banging on the steel above him.

      “Fuck, Keating, don’t say that type of shit to me.” He rubbed his head, looking both frustrated and turned on.

      “Or, we could just go make out behind the dumpster.” I winked before leaving him to finish his work.
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      A week later, the whole group was out on the town. We’d been eating, playing, dancing, and just having a good time. Even though all of us were chomping at the bit to get back home, it was evident we’d all formed some close friendships and would miss these times.

      Jase and I had been dancing with the group, but the club was extremely hot. He leaned in to my ear, “I’m heading out to smoke and cool off. Want to come?”

      “Always.”

      He shook his head at my lame-ass joke.

      Outside, the cold air bit at our sweaty skin, but it was a welcome relief from the inferno of the club.

      We crossed the street to a small park. Jase reached his hands up to grasp the top bar of a swing set. “Damn, I need a smoke, but airing myself out feels too fuckin’ good right now.” He smiled with his eyes closed as the cold air whipped around us.

      Boldly, probably spurred on by the alcohol more than anything, I walked up behind him.

      “Soldier, I have probable cause to believe you’re carrying illegal substances. I’m going to have to search you.” I tried to keep my voice firm, but laughter threatened to erupt.

      “Please, Officer, I didn’t do anything wrong. You can search me, you won’t find anything.” Rafferty played along, a smile in his voice.

      I started my hands on his shoulders and brushed them down along his torso. Back up his chest, pausing only momentarily to slightly pull him back towards me. He kept his hands gripped to the bar above his head.

      I quickly gave him a pat down on both legs, then just as quickly started my ascent up his body. When I got to his pockets, where I knew he kept his smokes, I accidentally-on-purpose let my roaming hands cup and caress just a split second longer than necessary on his junk.

      “Hey, Keating?” His voice was amused.

      “Yeah?”

      “I think you just grabbed my penis.”

      “Just a ‘lil bit.” I quipped as my hand fished into his pocket to find the pack of smokes I’d originally started out for.

      He dropped his arms, taking the pack of cigarettes from me.

      “Need me to look for your lighter?” I asked with a smirk.

      “Nah, I think I’m good. I’ve been molested enough tonight.” He winked, taking a deep drag.

      “You sure? We can always continue this search and seizure over behind the dumpster. There may be some body cavities in dire need of attention.” I couldn’t even keep a straight face as I spoke.

      “Fuck you, Keating. My body cavities and I are going back in to dance. You coming?” He headed back to the club.

      “In my dreams.” I said as he rolled his eyes.
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      Two weeks before we were scheduled to fly back to the U.S., departure preparations began. That meant we were still doing our usual day-to-day jobs, but other assignments had been tacked on. By Friday of that week, we were all draggin’ ass.

      “You guys get this last assignment finished up and you can all cut out early.”

      I nearly wept when my commanding officer’s words registered in my brain.

      Within an hour, I was home, showered, and ready to settle into bed for an exciting Friday night of Grindr chats, YouTube videos, and whatever else I stumbled upon.

      I had just returned to bed with some dinner and alcohol when my phone buzzed.

      

      Rafferty: You busy?

      Me: Not really, just chillin’. You?

      Rafferty: Come outside.

      

      Okay, it wasn’t completely unusual to get texts like that from Jase. He lived in a different building, but spent a lot of time at the building I lived in. He was likely bored while smoking outside.

      Taking a couple quick shot swallows from the bottle, I dragged my sweats on over my shorts and pulled a hoodie over my head. Grabbing my phone, I headed downstairs.

      The night was cold enough I could see my breath, but not too terribly bad. PT that morning had been much worse.

      I glanced around, but didn’t see Jase. Pulling up the text on my phone, I sent him a quick message.

      

      Me: Where the hell are you?

      Rafferty: Behind the building.

      

      I shook my head, wondering why I had let him drag my sorry ass all the way outside to hang around while he smoked.

      Reaching the back of the building, I glanced around. Still no Jase.

      

      Me: I don’t see you, asshole.

      Rafferty: Dumpster

      

      At that one word my heart seized in my chest. I think I forgot how to breathe. I threw a couple furtive glances over my shoulders, but no one else was around. The base was fairly quiet for a Friday night. Seemed a lot of people had opted to stay in like me.

      Dumpster? As in ‘behind the dumpster’ where I’ve offered to make out with him several times over the last nine months? Has to be a coincidence, right?

      With my heart pounding almost painfully in my chest, and blood roaring in my ears, not to mention another certain area blood was rushing to, I walked slowly towards the dumpster.

      He was there. Jase Rafferty, the object of my affection for over a year, was leaning against the corner where two walls of the building met behind the dumpster.

      My tongue swelled three times its normal size and all rational thought exited my body.

      “Hey.” I tried to speak, but it came out more like a squeak.

      “Hey.” His eyes held a question, Is this okay? Are we really doing this? Does your offer even still stand?

      Knowing how hard it was to come out to my friends and family, I understood Jase’s uncertainty. Wanting to make him feel better, I leaned against the wall next to him and bumped his shoulder.

      Our fingers brushed.

      Heat and electricity traveled between us.

      “So, the dumpster, huh?” I smirked.

      “Yeah. Figured it was the most obvious way to say what I wanted to say.” He glanced at me, then looked away quickly.

      “And what exactly were you wanting to say?” I knew I was being an ass, but I also didn’t want to misinterpret this as something it wasn’t.

      “Not sure, man. Maybe I’m thinking about those days of experimenting with other guys. Maybe I’m thinking about not seeing you once we’re back home, maybe not seeing you ever again. Maybe I’m just lonely.”

      “So what is it you called me out here for, Rafferty?”

      “Damn it, are you going to make me say it?” He turned to look at me then, right as I repositioned to face him.

      Chest to chest, eyes connected, my hand brushed his again.

      “Just need to know we’re on the same page here, Jase.”

      “We’re on the same page, Keating.” He leaned in to kiss me. Pulling back, his eyes smoldered as he looked first at my lips, then directly into my eyes. “The exact same page, I hope.” And he kissed me again, more forcefully this time.

      Turning our bodies so I was nestled into the corner of the building, Jase was all teeth and tongue as the kiss heated up. My arms went around his body while he curled one arm around my waist and the other around my neck.

      As far as kisses went, it wasn’t the most polished, but what it lacked in sophistication, it made up for in enthusiasm.

      Holy shit, I’m kissing Jase Rafferty.

      When one hand traveled lower to grasp my ass, I arched from the wall. When our cocks brushed against each other momentarily, Jase broke off to catch his breath.

      “Fuck, Keating, do that again.” He panted, pulling my body towards his and thrusting his cock against my own.

      After several moments of mouth on mouth, cock against cock, and hands roaming everywhere, laughter and shouting filtered into our semi-secret little alcove.

      Jase jumped back like he’d been shot when he heard those sounds.

      Looking at me like a deer in the headlights, his chest heaved with the effort of catching his breath.

      “Shit, Keating, I’m sorry. That was wrong. I thought I could do this, but I was wrong. I’m not gay. I shouldn’t have called you out here.” He turned on his heel and all but ran in the opposite direction.
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      One week left. We were scheduled to fly out in seven days. I had boxed all the things I needed to ship back home, and had packed as much as I could at that point.

      I’d had plenty of time to pack and clean while I’d been avoiding Jase.

      He’d texted a couple times to ask if I was okay, but I deleted the texts.

      I’d had one last twenty-four hour duty, so that helped to keep me away from him for a while.

      I wasn’t sure exactly how I felt about the whole situation. On one hand, I was pissed that Jase seemed to want to use me as his own little experimentation. On the other hand, those kisses weren’t the kisses of someone who was just trying things out. Jase kissed me like it was something he’d been thinking of doing for a long time.

      Make out with Jase behind the dumpster. Check.

      At least I could say I’d reached my goal. Although, if I was being honest, I really wanted more from him. I wanted skin on skin, tangled sheets, sweaty bodies.

      But with one week left, and the two of us avoiding each other, it didn’t appear anything more would happen.

      Knock, knock, knock.

      What the hell? I’d just gotten comfortable in bed. Screw it, I’d let my suitemate get the door.

      I heard voices out in the kitchen. Beers being opened and clinked together. Great, Murray is having a party. Am I more upset he’s having one, or that he didn’t invite me?

      Ignoring the voices, I attempted to lose myself in the music video I was watching.

      A door opened and shut. Oh great, more party goers.

      But then a light knock at my door. Feeling like a complete bitch, I shot from bed and opened the door ready to ream Murray a new one and tell him to keep the party quiet. I was in no mood for socializing.

      Jase stood on the other side, head ducked sheepishly. He held out a beer bottle.

      “Peace offering?”

      “How did you get here? Did Murray invite you to the party?” I popped my head out and looked into the main suite. I saw no one else.

      “What party? Murray just answered the door when I knocked. He said he was heading out for the night and he’d see you tomorrow. Mentioned something about needing to work together to clean the oven and fridge?”

      Jase looked around nervously.

      “Um, can I come in?”

      His words registered and I immediately moved from the doorway to allow him entrance.

      My room was dark except for the glow from the desk lamp. I took a swig from my beer and tried to figure out why the hell Jase had come over.

      “Listen, Keating, I need to apologize. The other night, behind the dumpster, I’m sorry for the way that played out.”

      “No worries, man. Wouldn’t have wanted you to do something you didn’t want to do.” I nodded and took another swig of the beer.

      “That’s the thing, Bry.” He moved closer to me, so close I could feel his breath on my neck. “It was something I very much wanted to do. And it’s something I have wanted to do over and over since that night. The moment I walked away from you, I wanted to turn around and make it right.”

      His lips brushed my neck, and I fought the urge to let my knees buckle.

      “So you came to tell me you’re sorry? Apology accepted.” My voice was breathless as his lips trailed kisses up my jawline.

      “To say I’m sorry, yes. But also to find out if you’d be interested in continuing what we started?” His eyes looked deep into mine.

      I struggled to breathe, struggled to decipher what I saw in his eyes. Fear? Hope? Desire?

      Fuck. One week left. Is getting involved with someone one week before you may never see him again a good idea?

      I tried to think logically. I wasn’t in love with Jase, I wouldn’t be heartbroken if he never called afterwards. Okay, yeah, I’d be pissed and a little hurt if he ignored me after one night, but I wouldn’t be shattered.

      I’d had one-time, no-strings-attached hookups plenty of times, even with good friends. So having sex with Jase, if that’s where it went, wouldn’t be the first and probably not the last time I got involved with a guy and had no intentions of taking it further.

      There was really no reason not to let this happen. Yes, Jase was married, but she was a lying, cheating bitch who tried to hurt him with a pregnancy scare. Yes, Jase said he was straight, but he was also a big boy and could make decisions on his own. Yes, Jase was drinking, but he wasn’t even buzzed, let alone drunk, so I trusted he was coherent in this situation.

      “Are you sure this is what you want?” I nuzzled my nose against his neck as I whispered.

      “No.”

      And with that I felt the whole damn situation start on repeat.

      “Fuck, Rafferty.”

      “No, I mean, this isn’t all I want.” He tried to salvage his blunder. Teeth and lips nipped and caressed my ear.

      “Then what do you want?” I wasn’t sure where this was going.

      “I want you. All of you. Your mouth, your cock, your body.” Jase’s mouth crashed down on mine with a fierceness that could have been scary had I not been feeling the same at the time.

      We stumbled to the bed. Standing beside it, I quickly removed Jase’s shirt. Mine followed. Watching them billow to the floor, I was struck with the thought of fuck, this is happening.

      I’d seen Jase without his shirt plenty of times over the past year, but having him shirtless, panting, standing beside my bed was pretty surreal.

      I stepped forward, burrowing my fingers into the waistband of his sweats. A slight tug and he stumbled just enough to brush our cocks together.

      “Fuck.” That was all he mumbled before taking my mouth in another blistering kiss and thrusting his hips against mine.

      I couldn’t stand it any longer, I pulled his sweats and boxer briefs down in one clean sweep, and dropped to my knees. Hands on his hips, I turned him so he’d have no choice but to sit on the bed when I pushed him just slightly. Having him right where I wanted him, right where I’d wanted him for several months, I nuzzled my nose against his thigh, his hip, his abs. And then I proceeded to show him just why I held the prestigious Blow Job Queen of Texas 2013 title.

      Later, he flopped back on the bed, out of breath. I shucked my pants as quickly as possible and climbed in beside him.

      “You’re pretty damn good at that.” He huffed.

      “Why thank you, kind sir.” I batted my lashes at him.

      His eyes grew sleepy, and I knew he needed a bit to recoup and sort his thoughts. It’s not every day you let your close friend suck you off.

      An hour or so later we had both drifted off to sleep. He shifted, I turned, and my leg draped over his. We both came to awareness when our hard heat brushed together.

      At some point he had put an arm around me, and he used it to draw me in. Running his nose along my cheek, he kissed me gently, then whispered in my ear. “Please tell me you have something we can use for this next part.”

      Next part? Something to use? Oh, wait, did he mean…?

      “Um, next part?” I had fantasized of more with Jase, but after getting on my knees for him, I figured my dreams had run their course.

      He smirked, “If I’m doing this, I’m doing it right. Condoms? Lube?” His hand traced down my ribs, over my hip, until he could take a firm hold on my ass. “I’m assuming you don’t mind bottoming?”

      “You’d assume correctly,” was all I could choke out.

      Scrambling for condoms and lube, thank God I’d brought some with me, I returned to the bed.

      Jase wasn’t experienced in having sex with men, so I didn’t mind that he didn’t take much time for preparations. I figured he was so caught up in what he was doing, he really didn’t give a whole lot of thought to it. Besides, I didn’t mind the sting, the burn. After such a long time wanting him, the twinge of pain as he took my body was almost a welcome relief.

      Our deployment had lasted forever. Our deployment with no sexual partners but my right hand had seemed even longer. Jase used and abused my body in a way I couldn’t help but love, and we both collapsed onto my bed exhausted.
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      Over the next week, Jase and I got together every chance we had. We never skipped out on group game nights, and we still hung out with friends we’d be sad to leave, but we took advantage of late nights, dark corners, and the occasional club restroom. What can I say? We had to shove over a year into one week.

      The risks of having him spend the night were too much, and the cameras watched every move even if no eyes were around after curfew, so we kept our time in my room or his under regulations. Now, what we did to each other in those rooms, for hours upon hours, was definitely not considered military regulation.

      “I’m going to miss this.” I whispered to him one night, knowing he needed to get dressed and get his ass out of my building before we both had hell to pay.

      “Just this?” He winked.

      “Well, this and maybe you. A little.” I smiled.

      “We’ll have a couple weeks back home before we move.” He ran a hand down my chest.

      “And you’ll be preparing to leave with your wife.” I didn’t mean to sound pissy, but it was the truth of the matter. “Really, if we’re being honest, this all ends the moment we board that plane heading back home.” Dramatic? Maybe.

      He sighed deeply. “You’re right. But we’ll keep in touch. Maybe I can come visit you when I’m on leave.”

      “Assuming you’re divorced and don’t find some other hot guy to hook up with.” I teased him.

      “Oh, I plan on being divorced for sure. She and her baby daddy can go live happily ever after for all I care. If there even is a baby.” He leaned in to kiss me. “This may sound weird, and don’t let it give you an even bigger head, but I don’t think I could do this with any other hot guy. Just something about you I guess.”

      I made a joke about him making my head swell, and we took care of things regarding that matter, but the whole time his words echoed in my head. Just something about you I guess. It made me smile. And I won’t lie, it made me happy to think he had no plans on spending time in bed with other guys.

      I knew he’d hook up with other people, male or female. I couldn’t expect him not to. Hell, I knew I’d hook up with other guys. But, what we’d shared over the past year, and in the past week, those were things I’d keep in my heart and mind for many years to come.
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      Two days later, after several stolen kisses and a long, heartfelt hug, we boarded the airplane to head back to the U.S.

      I was so excited to see my family and get the last year of my service started, I didn’t let my mind wander to Jase much.

      I won’t lie. It was difficult seeing him with his wife. They weren’t lovey dovey, and he told me at work that she served him with divorce papers the night we got back. I hated that he was facing a divorce and a move all within the next couple months. At least he had good friends in our unit traveling with him to the next base.

      We had a couple meetups once we were back home. It was actually harder to find places on our home base than it was overseas. We took a couple days off and hid out in a hotel, blocking out reality and exploring each other’s bodies with no fear of being heard or caught or punished.

      But all too soon, it was time for them to leave. Jase came to my room with only fifteen minutes to spare. Deep, hungry kisses were sprinkled among whispered words.

      “I never thought this would turn into more than just a couple hookups. I mean, I’m not sure I’m ready to propose, but you’ve wormed your way into my heart, Keating.” Jase smiled at me.

      Tears glistened in my eyes. “Aww, thanks, I think.” I smiled at him. “You mean a lot to me too. I’ll miss you, Rafferty. Don’t be a stranger.”

      With barely hidden tears, husky words, and lingering kisses, friends and lovers said goodbye. We both faced a planned-out, but still uncertain, future. Would our paths cross again? Would Jase ever come to accept his sexuality? Even if he did, would he ever be able to come out? If we did meet again, would either of us be open to a relationship? I had been out for quite a while, I wasn’t sure I could go back to being in the closet, even for Jase.

      Watching him walk away from the base we’d called home for over a year, a voice whispered in my head, but there’s just something about him. Who knows? Maybe I’d be willing to do pretty much anything for Jase Rafferty.
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      Note from the author: if you haven’t read The Beginning, <—click here and start there to get an idea of where Bryan and Jase got their start.

      

      I walked through the terminal of the Austin airport, just taking my time before I headed to baggage claim. I was very happy with my life in Indiana, but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t excited to be back home in Texas for a long visit.

      I was looking forward to meeting up with old friends, seeing former military buddies I hadn’t seen in over a year, and especially spending time with my family. Getting my fill of my momma’s home cooking was at the top of my list of must-dos.

      “Keating!”

      The voice behind me startled me from my thoughts of mom’s biscuits and gravy.

      I knew that voice, but there was no way it was him.

      Turning around slowly, bracing myself for disappointment when I saw a face other than the one I hoped it would be, I scanned the crowd.

      And there he was.

      Jase Rafferty.

      It had been over a year since I’d seen him.

      Things had been pretty intense between us before we’d parted ways, and it was obvious my heart and body recalled that intensity.

      He looked good. Really good. Dark hair still cut military short, muscles visible under his shirt, bright blue eyes, and a smirk I swore was just for me.

      He stood off to the side of the crowd, waiting on me to make my way towards him. I was almost halfway there when I realized someone was standing with him.

      A woman.

      His wife. I thought they were getting divorced? Last time I talked to him, right after we’d returned from deployment, she’d served him with divorce papers.

      The sight of his wife startled me.

      But the green and gray baby carrier at their feet nearly brought me to my knees.

      Jase. The man I’d become intimately acquainted with during our short time together over a year ago. Jase. Still married. With a baby.

      All of this went through my mind as I covered the remaining space between us.

      “Rafferty.” I think I pulled off a pretty convincing bro hug.

      “Keating. Man, it’s good to see you. What are the odds?” His eyes sparkled.

      Um, about as good as the odds of you still being married and now having a baby?

      “You’re here for Mac’s wedding?” I’d flown in from Indianapolis to spend two weeks at my parents’ house and attend the wedding of a former military buddy. The wedding was scheduled for the coming weekend, but I’d taken my vacation time from work to coincide with my break from school and the wedding so I could stay and visit longer.

      “Yeah, didn’t want to miss the nuptials. Never thought that guy would settle down, figured I’d better see it with my own eyes.” Jase smiled.

      I glanced quickly at his wife and realized I had ill feelings toward her now just as much as I did over a year ago. She had treated Jase horribly, cheated on him, rubbed it in his face while we were deployed, taken tons of money from his hard-earned paychecks. I didn’t like her then, and I found I still didn’t.

      Hiding that, I raised my brow at Jase.

      “Oh, yeah. Bryan, you remember my wife, Sierra. And this little man is our son, Grayson James Rafferty. He’s about three months old. Bringing a baby on an airplane makes flying a whole new experience, but luckily he slept almost the whole way.”

      It appeared to me that Jase was rambling, but I just smiled and offered a hand to Sierra.

      “Nice to see you again.” The words felt sticky in my mouth.

      “We’re heading to pick up our bags, you going that way? We can walk together.” Jase picked up their carry-on bags and Grayson’s carrier while Sierra started off towards baggage claim.

      With her walking ahead of us, I turned my head to look questioningly at Jase. The question I wanted to ask must have been clear on my face, but I didn’t feel it was the right time to voice it.

      Jase shut his eyes briefly, then sighed deeply. “Long story. Long, shitty, bad story. Maybe we can get a beer and catch up while we’re here. I’ll tell you all about it.”

      He glanced down at the baby sleeping in the carrier. “But, no matter how shitty the story, I don’t regret it. Screw up after screw up brought me to where I am and gave me Gray, I could never regret this little guy.”

      The love in his voice for his son caught my heart.

      Swallowing against the emotion, I smiled slightly, “You look good as a daddy.”

      He smiled back.

      The chemistry crackling between us made me feel like we were back a year in time. Nothing had changed as far as our attraction to each other. But it appeared that was the only thing remaining the same. Everything else had changed.

      Jase already came equipped with plenty of baggage in regard to his closeted sexuality. Add in a supposed-to-be ex-wife who was still very much a wife wife, and a precious baby boy, and he had enough emotional baggage to fill a cargo plane.

      Well, running into Jase after we parted ways last year hadn’t been on my itinerary for this trip, but I’d be damned if I didn’t plan to enjoy my time with him while I could. Even if all that came from it was the telling of information I couldn’t piece together myself.
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      Bryan Keating. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t happy to see him. The time we’d spent together in the Army made up some of my best memories. But seeing him after a year of doing my best to forget about him brought back a lot of memories I had worked hard to get rid of. Memories, shame, and guilt.

      I’d never thought I’d have to explain my situation to Bryan. But running into him at the airport, knowing I would be seeing him at least a few times over the next few days, meant I had no choice but to tell him about Sierra and me.

      I meant what I said about not regretting Gray for even a single second. But, that was where it ended. I regretted everything else about my sham of a marriage.

      And I had to face that shame and guilt. Had to explain it to Bryan.

      Fuck, I was going to need a drink.

      We reached baggage claim. Sierra had already snagged one of our bags from the carousel, and I saw the other one tumble from the shoot as we approached.

      Bryan grabbed his own bag, and stood to the side as if waiting on us.

      “So, I’m staying at my parents’ house after the wedding, but I thought I’d get a hotel for a few days leading up to the ceremony so I could visit with others who are in town for it. Where are you guys staying?” Bryan seemed hesitant and hopeful at the same time.

      “We have a room at The Executive. I’ve got a discount code if you want to try to snag a room there as well. It would give you and Jase time to catch up, you know since you had gotten so close last year.” Sierra smiled a sickeningly sweet smile at Bryan, and I wanted to throttle her.

      She had that perfect sweetness down pat, but I knew in her fucked up mind she was up to something. If I had a chance to take Gray far away from her, I would. For the time being, I knew it would be best to just ignore her and let Bryan make up his own mind.

      “Yeah, that sounds good.” Bryan clearly sensed Sierra was faking her enthusiasm about us spending time together. He looked at us suspiciously before shrugging. “I think some of the others are staying there too. We can have a big ol’ reunion.”

      “Sounds like the perfect plan.” Sierra winked at us both.

      “You want to share the shuttle bus to the hotel?” I knew it wasn’t the best plan, but I found I didn’t want to let Bryan from my sight.

      He was just as attractive striding through the Austin airport as he was the last time I’d had my arms around him. He’d let his light brown hair grow longer than I’d ever seen it, but it was still a reasonable length. The messy style he kept in it just begged for hands to run through it, and I wanted them to be my hands. His blue eyes still held that look of confidence and uncertainty. Bryan Keating was a complete contradiction.

      During our time together in the military I’d come to respect him as a friend and a damn good soldier. When we’d first met, both of us fresh from high school, I’d immediately found myself drawn to him. He was probably the smartest person I’d ever met; he could talk circles around me when it came to social issues, government policies, and finance. But he never made me feel dumb. Bryan was the type of person people were drawn to. For all of his confidence in certain subjects, he was also awkward and unsure of himself in terms of his attractiveness or ability to talk to guys he found attractive.

      Bryan never hid the fact he was gay from me or anyone else. He wasn’t super flamboyant, and it wasn’t like he announced it to everyone he met. In fact, it took me about a week of hanging around our new group of friends for me to finally realize he was gay.

      And once I did, I found myself thinking about him more and more. Those feelings of wanting to be around him intensified. I’d messed around with a couple guys in high school, but I was very aware the world as I knew it would end if my parents ever even got the tiniest clue I was gay or bi or whatever. And I wasn’t gay, just curious and enjoyed experimenting. So, I married Sierra because we’d dated off and on throughout school. I didn’t love her, but being married would keep me from thinking about how right it had felt when I messed around with those guys. Because I was straight, or at least that’s what I had to let everyone around me believe, so it was easier if I just believed it.

      During one of our deployments, I’d finally given in to my growing feelings for Bryan. It had taken almost nine months to work up to it, but we eventually got together and it was the best week of my life.

      But all too soon we were back in the U.S. and I was moving to a new base in Oklahoma while Bryan stayed in Texas to finish his time in the Army. I didn’t regret staying in, I had always seen myself as career military. I hadn’t wanted to leave him. And I definitely hadn’t wanted to deal with Sierra. But, I’d had no choice.

      “Rafferty? You ready?” Bryan’s voice broke me from my thoughts.

      I glanced up to see the shuttle parked by the curb. Shaking my head to clear the Bryan-themed fog, I quickly loaded the bags and got Gray’s seat hooked in. A year ago, I wouldn’t have had a single clue about safely fastening a baby seat into a vehicle. I chuckled to myself how much Grayson’s arrival had changed my experiences.

      Sierra took the front seat. Likely so she could flirt with the driver.

      Bryan climbed past Gray’s seat, settling next to the window. I took the seat next to the door, putting my son’s carrier between the two of us.

      The driver gunned the van and we flew into Austin traffic.

      I seethed silently while Sierra chatted up our driver. I knew what she was doing. She loved to put me in uncomfortable positions. My wife was truly a despicable human being. I don’t think she even remembered her son most of the time. The only thing she was interested in was partying, sex, and my money. Grayson didn’t fit into that lifestyle. But she had me trapped and she knew it.

      A movement to my left caught my eye, and in the next second my heart seized in my chest. Bryan had put his hand on Grayson’s chest and my baby boy had immediately gripped his finger.

      Blushing furiously, Bryan cleared his throat and husked out, “Wow, he’s got a tight grip.”

      “Yep, you’re like his best friend for life now,” I joked. “Once he gets hold of something it’s like prying that fist open with the jaws of life to get it loose.”

      I reached up to stroke my son’s hand. Electricity crackled between Bryan and me when our hands brushed together. His eyes held heat and longing when he drew his gaze up to mine. I smiled slightly and squeezed his hand almost as tightly as Gray was gripping his finger.

      “Later,” was all I had the ability to mouth to him before the shuttle squealed into the hotel parking lot.
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      Shit, shit, shit.

      I just held hands with my former lover. Not normally all that unusual. But this former lover claimed himself to be straight, and was married with a baby. And I held hands with him behind his wife’s back, over his child’s baby carrier.

      Yeah, that was pretty fucked up.

      We climbed from the shuttle and headed inside. True to her word, Sierra provided a discount code for me to get a pretty decent rate on a room. I wasn’t destitute, but the plane ticket had set me back a good chunk of change, so I was happy to save money on the room.

      The hotel clerk, seeing we had arrived together, put me on the same floor as Jase and Sierra. I wasn’t sure if that was a blessing or a curse.

      “Oh, perfect!” Sierra gushed. “You boys will have such a great time reconnecting.”

      I wasn’t sure what her game was, but I got the feeling it wasn’t a friendly one.

      The elevator ride was awkward. Disembarking, Jase and Sierra took little Gray and headed toward their room. I was at the end of the hallway opposite their room.

      “So, um, I guess I’ll get settled and then head down to grab a bite to eat and see who all is hanging around.” I mentioned my plans so Jase could let me know what he was planning to do.

      “Yeah, um, that sounds good. We’ll get Grayson fed and changed then we’ll join you for dinner.” Jase nodded as they faded down the hallway.
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      An hour later, I was sitting at a table for four by myself waiting on my food to arrive. I felt strange saving seats for Jase and Sierra, but the restaurant and bar were filling fast, and I didn’t want them to have to wait for a table. I could only hope they actually showed up or I was going to look like a fool.

      Just as my sampler platter was placed before me, Jase and Sierra sidled up to the table.

      “Are these seats taken?” Jase smiled down at me.

      “Nah, saved them for you guys since it was getting crowded.” I motioned for them to sit down.

      Jase had Gray cuddled up against his chest in a cloth carrier type thing. Never in a million years could I have imagined Jase Rafferty wearing a baby carrier with his infant son snuggled against him. As hot as I’d thought he was back during our time together in the Army, he shot up the hotness scale one hundred times with one small human being attached to him.

      Drinks and more food were ordered. Sierra recognized one of the other wives across the bar and went to chat. I was relieved to see her saunter away.

      “So, you and Sierra…,” I let the words trail off as I popped a wonton in my mouth.

      “Yeah, this isn’t the best place for that story. Maybe after dinner and drinks we could take a walk or hang out in your room?” Jase looked hopeful.

      “Sure, sounds like a plan. Will you need to make special arrangements for Gray?” It was strange to me how much life was flipped upside down by a baby. I had never thought about how much work it would be. Feedings, changings, sleep schedules all had to be considered and planned out.

      “He’s fairly easy. I’ll feed him and change him here. I’ve got the diaper bag, so anything else he may need will be available.” He sipped his drink and ran a hand over his baby’s downy head.

      “I take it Sierra doesn’t do a lot with the baby?” It was something I had been picking up on since I met them in the airport.

      “That’s the understatement of the year, man.” He shook his head, laughing ruefully.

      We spent the next hour chatting with old and current Army buddies who had come to Texas for the wedding. It was great to see them, and when Mac and his fiancé arrived the party really got started. Knowing I wanted to be completely sober for my conversation with Jase, I begged off of shots, excusing myself to the restroom.

      I heard footsteps behind me as I followed the long corridor to the hotel’s lobby restroom. I turned to see Jase following me with the baby and diaper bag in tow.

      “Figured I’d change his diaper and let you watch him long enough for me to take a piss.” Jase laughed. “Chill out, man. It’s easy, he won’t break. You’re basically just going to stand there and make sure he doesn’t roll to his death from the changing table.”

      I’m sure my face was contorted into sheer panic.

      Jase cursed as we entered the men’s room.

      “Fuck. I hate it when there’s no changing table. I’m not the only dad taking care of his baby; all restrooms should have changing tables.” He glanced to the sink, but it was just a pedestal one with no counter top to speak of. “Double fuck.”

      I quickly relieved myself when he gestured that I should go ahead while he mentally prepared for how he’d change Gray’s diaper.

      “We could go upstairs? Lay him on the bed?” I suggested.

      “Nah, I’ve done this sitting on the toilet by myself, having you here to help will make it easier.” He opened the stall door, hanging the diaper bag from the hook inside. Digging around in the bag he found wipes and a diaper.

      “Okay, what you’re going to do is…,” Jase started and I felt the need to bolt from the restroom. “Relax man, you’re just going to hold him for me.”

      Jase proceeded to explain my part in the Great Men’s Room Diaper Change. According to him, all I had to do was hold Gray under his tiny little arms, and Jase would take care of the rest.

      Loosening the baby wrap carrier thing, Jase lifted Gray from his chest. The little bundle squirmed and grunted, stretched and whimpered.

      “Oh, God, Jase. He’s already crying. I can’t hold him when he’s crying.” The panic in my voice made my words shake.

      “That’s not crying, believe me. You’ll know when this kid is upset or pissed. He’s got a massive set of lungs on him. Here, hold him like this so he’s facing me.”

      Thrusting the baby into my hands, Jase immediately started to strip the infant’s tiny little pants from his body. Snapping open the fastening on the crotch of his microscopic shirt, huh, so that’s how you get to the diaper without having to strip the shirt over the head each time, Jase didn’t give me any time to balk.

      I was standing in a hotel bathroom with a three month old baby in my hands while my friend and former lover worked to change the baby’s diaper. Yeah, definitely surreal.

      Jase quickly undid the adhesive fasteners on the diaper, but slowly pulled the front of the diaper back. Waiting a moment, he lowered the material a bit more. Gray shivered in my hands and Jase laughed, jumping back a bit and covering the baby again.

      “Whoa there, buddy-boy.” Jase laughed again, shaking his head. “He tries to get me every time.”

      “Get you? With what?” I hadn’t seen anything, but Jase had a better view than me.

      “He likes to pee once his diaper is off. He’s got me with direct hits more than once. It’s like the cool air sets him off. If he’s laying down, I have this little cup thingie I put over him so he doesn’t soak me.” Jase pulled the diaper back down. “I think he’s done now. I’m going to remove the wet diaper and put the dry one on quickly. We’re almost done. You’re lucky this one wasn’t a dirty diaper, things would have been much different.”

      Jase worked quickly and efficiently, making a quick wipe over all the important parts before replacing the wet diaper with the dry one. Within seconds, Gray was dry and redressed. I turned slightly and caught my reflection in the mirror. Both Gray and I looked awkward, but seeing me with a baby in my arms, albeit like a deer in headlights, struck something deep inside me.

      Jase joined us in the mirror, gripping my arm and splaying his hand on Gray’s tummy. The baby kicked his feet and gurgled at his father. My heart lurched into my throat.

      “You look good holding my baby.” Jase’s whisper was hot on my ear.

      Clearing my throat as the door swung open, I quickly handed the baby back to Jase and did my best to look like I knew what I was doing cleaning up the remnants of the Great Men’s Room Diaper Change. Jase folded the carrier up and placed it in the diaper bag.

      “He’s awake now, so I’ll feed him and let him take a look around for a while. Once we are back in your room he can stretch out on the bed.” Jase plopped the baby back into my arms. “Here, hold him a minute while I mix up his bottle.”

      I watched in amazed fascination as Jase quickly washed his hands, poured water and measured out a yellow-white powder into a bottle. Shaking it furiously, he popped a lid onto the bottle and placed it in a pocket of the diaper bag. As I stood there, dumbstruck, he took Grayson from my arms and talked to him in a soft tone.

      “Hey there, Gray. Whatdya say, bud? You ready for a bottle? You want that tummy filled, huh?” The baby produced a gummy grin and gurgled his approval of what his daddy was saying.

      Jase headed toward the door, glancing over his shoulder. “You coming?”

      I nodded mutely, washed my hands in a daze, and followed him out of the bathroom.

      Yeah, definitely hadn’t planned on any of this during a visit home. But, to be honest, I didn’t dislike it. Not at all.

      There was no reason to let that thought go any further. Jase was straight, married, and had a baby along with his commitment to the Army. Nothing would come from this reconnection. But I would definitely enjoy my time with him while I could. Add a cute baby to the mix and I had nothing to complain about. Plus, he sure hadn’t been all that straight last year when we finally got together.
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      “There’s my dear husband.” Sierra’s words were starting to slur. “You and Bryan heading out to have a little fun?” Her eyes narrowed as she spoke, an evil grin spreading across her face.

      “Thought we’d walk the city a bit, just visit since it’s been so long since we’ve had a chance to catch up.” I tried to keep my voice nonchalant; I didn’t want her to know she could get to me.

      “Well, I need some money. Some of the girls in The Lonely Wives Club are going to the casino down the street. You know how I am when I start drinking. I better have money to keep me from spilling any dirty little secrets.” Sierra threw her head back, cackling.

      “Seems to me like you’ve likely already had enough to drink. Maybe you should pass on the casino drinks and just have fun gambling away my hard earned money.” The venom in my voice was evident, I knew it was, but I couldn’t help it. The woman was a terrible person, and I didn’t want my son anywhere near her. I couldn’t count the number of times she had overspent from my account and I had to contact my parents for help with bills.

      “Just give me the damn money, Jase. Take your little boy and boy toy out on the town, I’ll be fine.” She took the folded money I handed her from my wallet
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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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