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      Adam Hughes bit down on his lower lip, cocking his head to the side as he squeezed the pastry bag, dispensing a small amount of white frosting in a line across the top of the velvety surface. His fingers ached, but he didn’t let up. At the end of the line, he twisted his hand, loosening his hold on the bag before lifting the tip away from the cake. Perfect.

      He blew out a breath and smiled at the creation, wondering why the heck he’d agreed to decorate the cake for Jordan and Liam on such short notice? He wasn’t used to decorating cakes like this and would never finish on time. They’d been in his bar when Jordan popped the question, and he’d gotten caught up in the excitement. They were rushing the wedding because they wanted to be married before the holidays, and now he was rushing the cake.

      “Hey, Adam, you here?” Drake called out from the front room seconds after the door banged shut.

      “I’m in here.” He wiped his forehead with the back of his hand, realizing he’d probably smeared frosting across his face.

      “I have to go back to work. Seems like there’s a rash of crime that’s blown in with the start of the shopping season.”

      Adam sighed, unhappy that Drake was having to run out again. They’d spent less time together now that Drake was working more and making the cake didn’t help matters. Adam understood though. With Halloween over, and Thanksgiving around the corner, people wanted things but had less money. There were charities that helped, but it wasn’t enough for everyone.

      He rolled his eyes, realizing that he was being selfish with Drake’s time. This was their second Christmas together, and they’d been together long enough for him to know the reality of loving a cop. Drake had to work to keep people safe. Their relationship was give and take, and it wasn’t uncommon for him to ask for more time when his store was busy. And honestly, with the cake, he was going to be working late into the evening, and he would have to get up early in the morning if he wanted to finish it.

      Drake stepped into the kitchen, pulling a fresh white shirt over his head. “Damn, that cake looks great.”

      Adam took a moment to do more than just glance at Drake. He was unbelievably handsome, and though he carried a bit more weight than when they’d first met, Adam thought Drake was freaking hot. “I hope so. The wedding is on Sunday, and I’ve only got a few more hours in my schedule that I can commit to decorating it, with work and everything else going on.”

      “Babe, you’re exceeding their expectations, you’ll get it done and I’ll help. Really, it’s beautiful.” Drake kissed his cheek then swiped his finger across Adam’s chin and then his forehead, moving his hand to his mouth before sucking the tip of his finger. “Mmm, taste great, too.”

      He chuckled. “Thanks. I know it may seem like I have days and days, but I can’t just work only on this. I have the shop to think about.”

      “I know. You’ll get it done. It’s only Wednesday.” Drake poured himself a cup of coffee and snagged a cinnamon roll from the refrigerator, heating it in the microwave before taking a bite. “Wow, I think this one is even better than the last batch.”

      “I added something special since it’s going to be Thanksgiving soon, you know. I have to keep up with the trends to draw new customers and keep the regulars.”

      “Mmm, it’s amazing. You blow all the other places away. This is good, better than good.” Drake took another bite then set his plate down. “I swear I won’t be picking up extra hours after this rush dies down. I’m taking a week off before Thanksgiving just to relax before it gets really busy.”

      “That would be awesome.” Adam set the bag of frosting on the counter and turned to face Drake. They exchanged a look that had Adam getting hot. He reached down and adjusted his dick, wishing they had time to do more than just stare at each other right now. “I’ll take the week off when you do.”

      “Really?” Drake’s brows lifted.

      “Yeah, really. And I can’t wait. I may be late tonight. There’s a private company party, and they want me serving.”

      “Okay, and about that week, I just want to spend it in bed with you, snuggled under the covers watching movies and having sex.”

      “Mmm, I can’t wait. Too bad that can’t start today.”

      “I know, sadly I have to head out. By the way, you’re the best.” Drake leaned in and kissed Adam’s cheek before resting his hip against the counter and sipping more of his coffee as Adam went back to decorating the cake. He finished another line and stood tall, rolling his shoulders, then his neck. Drake stepped up behind him and started massaging his muscles.

      “There’s a package, and it’s about to be delivered. If I have to leave before they get here, don’t look at the shop it’s from, okay?” Drake asked.

      Adam turned to face Drake, staring into his light brown eyes, curious about what Drake had purchased. “You know I’d be happy with just some time, right? You didn’t have to get me anything.”

      “I know, babe, but I needed to get this,” Drake said.

      “Okay. If you have time tonight, stop by the bar.”

      Drake took another sip of his coffee, setting the mug back on the counter. “Sure. I love you.”

      Adam stepped away from the counter and into Drake’s arms. The kiss started slow, with Drake brushing his lips against Adam’s mouth and swiping his tongue gently across Adam’s lips, but soon turned hot when Adam opened for him, allowing Drake to tilt his head back and slide his tongue against Adam’s, twisting their heat higher. His dick throbbed as they began rocking together. He moaned as the taste of cinnamon and coffee tickled his tongue. Drake hauled him even closer and ground his hips hard against Adam’s. He wanted to push Drake to the floor and forget the cake, the party, and most of all forget that Drake had to leave for work. Instead he ended the kiss. They parted on a gasp, Drake raking his eyes over Adam’s chest, then lower.

      “Fuck, I don’t want to go back to work now,” Drake said.

      Adam kissed the tip of Drake’s nose. “Tonight, we’ll be together tonight, and then it’s just a few weeks of hard work then we’ll be together without interruption for a week.”

      “You’re taking a week off, who’ll work the bar?” Drake asked.

      “Cindy, my assistant manager. She’s been asking for hours, and I was planning on giving her more.”

      “Good. I’m glad she’s working out well. And thank you,” Drake nuzzled his neck. “It means a lot that you want to spend time with me.”

      “I love being with you.”

      “I know, we’ve just both been busy.” Drake kissed him again, their lips parting on a whisper of a breath, neither of them moving for a long moment.

      Drake sighed before he stepped away. He took the last of his cinnamon roll with him and headed out. Adam washed his hands before focusing on the cake, wondering if it would be easier if they were married. They’d talked about it in a round about way that left everything more vague than ever, but they hadn’t come to any conclusions.

      He did another line of frosting, standing back from the cake staring at the results. He liked the basket weave pattern he’d created. It was simple and yet beautiful. He hoped Liam and Jordan liked the design he’d chosen. There would be dark blue, yellow, and pink flowers along with a matching blue bow like a bowtie at the base. The guys had given him the idea since they’d said they would wear midnight blue ties to the wedding.

      After storing the cake, he cleaned the counter before showering. Working a private party wasn’t his favorite thing, but they’d paid well for use of his space, and he knew this particular group would tip enough to make up for the hassle. Before heading out, Adam grabbed a bag of new spices he’d bought at the market. He checked twice to make sure all the doors were locked before he left but had to step back in to the house because of the special package he found sitting against the door. He stared at the box wishing he could open it, but Drake had asked him not to. He sighed and stepped outside, wondering if things would ever calm down. Tonight, he and Drake would snuggle together, they may not have the energy for sex after working long hours, but they’d at least get in some touch time before it all started again in the morning.
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      Drake watched two guys who looked to be closer to teens than adults stumble around the parking lot. The sky was still light, but the sun would be setting soon. From what he could see, it looked like the pair was aiming to take something that wasn’t theirs. After they tried the door on another car, Drake pulled up to the row of cars behind them and stepped out of his cruiser. The guys turned, panic filling their faces.

      “Stop right there,” Drake commanded. For a moment, he thought the pair was going to take off, but they didn’t move. Drake stepped around the side of his car and pushed the door shut before moving closer. “What are you two doing?”

      “We were just looking for my mom’s car,” the taller guy said.

      “Tell me, what does your mom’s car look like?” Drake studied both of the boys and realized they weren’t as old as he’d assumed. He had wanted to frighten them into abandoning their pursuit to take what wasn’t theirs; now he wondered if he needed to call child services and see if they needed to be involved.

      “It’s blue,” the younger one said which earned him an elbow to the side. He shot his friend a look that made even Drake’s brows raise.

      “Gimme your names,” Drake said.

      Both boys stared at the ground, neither one saying a word. Drake was beginning to suspect that maybe the kids didn’t have anyone when the older boy met his stare.

      “I don’t have to give you my name,” he said as he stood taller.

      “No, you don’t, but I think it would be best if we found your mom, and to do that, I need your name. I’m Officer Knowles, by the way.”

      The younger guy reached out and took the other kid’s hand. Drake watched both kids turn to stare at each other. They weren’t just friends; he could see it now. Though they didn’t look exactly the same, they had enough features that matched. They were brothers.

      “Listen, we could head over to the McDonald’s down the street and start making calls. It’s about to rain, and I don’t want to get wet. We could eat. I know I’m hungry. How about it?” Drake hoped the boys didn’t take off, because there was no way he could catch them both. He watched them carefully and could see the desperation in the younger one’s eyes. If he had to gamble, he would bet they were hungry.

      The older boy turned back to Drake and nodded. “If you’re that hungry that you need to eat while you work, I guess so.”

      “Thanks, you’re doing me a favor.” Drake opened the back door to his cruiser and held out his hand, waving the boys into the car. Five seconds passed, then another few, before the boys moved closer. Drake could smell the dull stench of unwashed bodies and could see the dirt on their fingers and faces. He doubted that he would find anyone claiming to be mom to these kids, and if he did, he would have to question what she was doing letting these boys run around like this. It wasn’t just that they were alone, they were unkempt, dirty, and they looked half starved. The blue circles under the older one’s eyes made his heart clench. Anger fired deep, and he wished there was more he could do.

      Once they were inside the restaurant, Drake ordered his food then glanced down at the kids and nodded. “Order what you want,” he said.

      Both boys ordered big burgers and fries. The younger one glanced up at him, a worried look on his face.

      “How about a Coke and an apple pie?” Drake asked.

      The kid nodded, and Drake added that to the order. He paid for their food and backed away from the counter as they waited. He wanted answers, but pushing these two to talk would probably make them run.

      Once he had their food, he led them to a table at the back of the restaurant near the restrooms. “Boys, why don’t you both go wash your hands. I’ll get some napkins and straws, then you can tell me your names.”

      Neither kid met his gaze before they turned and headed to the bathroom. He wanted to shake them and tell them that they needed to ‘fess up and just give him the information, but he didn’t want to frighten them.

      Both kids came out of the restroom at the same time and sat in the booth opposite him. Their gazes were on the food, the younger of the two almost drooling. Drake pushed a burger in front of the kid and watched as he took a huge bite, closing his eyes as he chewed. Drake bit into his burger, chewing slowly as he studied the boys.

      After a few more bites, he put down his burger and wiped his mouth. “So can you give me your names?”

      The older one froze and the younger smiled. He wasn’t going to get much out of the older boy, so he focused his attention on the younger kid. After a few seconds of him staring at the boy, Drake could see the change on his face. The boy opened his mouth, words spilling out.

      “I’m Ben, and his name is Boyd. We don’t got⁠—”

      Boyd elbowed Ben, and they turned to stare at each other, Ben frowning. Boyd shook his head, and Ben’s lips turned down. He went back to eating his burger, ignoring Drake.

      “Boyd, it’s okay,” Drake said.

      “No, it’s not. We can’t go back,” Ben said around a mouthful of burger.

      Drake paused and waited a few seconds, trying not to react to Ben’s words. Why couldn’t they go back, and where could they not go back to?

      “Boyd, is your burger good?” Drake asked.

      Boyd wouldn’t meet his gaze, but he did nod. Ben started eating his burger again, his brows pinched together as he ignored Drake. He had to find a way to get these boys off the street, but first he needed to know where they’d been living.

      “So, Ben, where is it that you can’t go back to,” Drake asked before Ben took another bite and after he finished chewing his previous mouthful.

      Ben glanced to Boyd then back to Drake. “They don’t like Boyd.”

      “Oh, who is that?” Drake asked.

      “Don’t say anything,” Boyd growled.

      “But where will we⁠—”

      Boyd elbowed Ben again, this time it looked like he’d struck harder.

      “Stop it,” Ben whined.

      “You can’t,” Boyd pled.

      “Listen, Boyd, Ben, I really need to know what’s going on. I can’t help you if⁠—”

      Ben sat forward and started speed talking. “Our mom died. Then we were put with the Mooneys. They hate Boyd because he likes guys. They won’t let us sleep together, and the monsters will come if he’s not there. I hate being alone in the dark. I can’t do it, and he was just trying to help. I need to hold his hand at night.”

      Ben sat back, and Boyd slumped in the seat, his lips turned down in a frown. Drake stared at them, wondering what he was going to do.

      “Is that true, Boyd?” Drake asked.

      The older boy nodded as he chewed on his lower lip. He picked at a french-fry before putting it down. “They aren’t nice.”

      Drake ate a french-fry, trying not to push too hard. “We need a place for you to stay. What about your dad?”

      “Mine’s dead, and Boyd’s dad doesn’t know where we are,” Ben said.

      Drake digested the news, forcing his voice to stay even. “Okay, do you have any idea where he is?” The story the boys were weaving was getting more twisted the deeper he dug. He knew a few cops who would have just dropped these kids off at juvie and wiped their hands of the mess, but he wasn’t that kind of cop.

      “Mom left him because he hit Boyd. Well, she left him the first time and had me, and then she went back to him. He hits hard. I don’t like him. He doesn’t know where we are, and we don’t want him to know,” Ben said after he finished chewing a bite of burger.

      Drake turned to Boyd and lifted a brow. “Has your father tried to contact you since you left?”

      Boyd shook his head. “He was real mean. Mom didn’t let him know where we were going.”

      “So he doesn’t know you two are in foster care?” Drake’s stomach dropped, and he knew this was
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