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      July 2014

      Abra

      

      Ahhhh…school’s out for summer! Work hard all year, two and a half months of vacation. Greatest gig in the world, right? Actually, I really did have it good. As a counselor at a continuation high school, I worked my ass off nine months of the year with the most desperate kids. Every day at work required me to be like a triage nurse: evaluate each case for its severity, apply literal or emotional bandages, and refer out what I couldn’t handle. I had two hundred kids relying on me to help them get their lives back together and I gave my all to the cause, often at the expense of my own well-being. Therefore, I allowed myself to play hard every summer, and playing hard for me meant going to as many concerts and festivals as I could squeeze in. Sweaty, hot, and loud…that was what I needed, and I was about to have a fantastic fix this weekend, even if I was flying solo for the first time in a long time.

      Interstate 5 ran the length of California and driving it was always an adventure. Running only two lanes in each direction, it was a constant game of Frogger trying to avoid the big rigs, tumbleweeds, assholes speeding in their Smart Cars—

      Oh, hell no! I was not about to be passed by a damn Smart Car in my 2010 Mustang GT. There were some things that could not stand. The speed limit was seventy, I was going eighty, and this old guy was passing me at eighty-five. Uh uh. I stepped on the gas and flew right by him, my metal road trip soundtrack urging me to step on it.

      Heavy metal was honestly the soundtrack of my life. It allowed me to sing and scream along and get out all the aggression, anger, frustration, sadness, and yes, depression that my job brought along with it. Healer heal thyself? Yes, please. Some Korn would do just fine, thank you.

      In fact, I was headed to see Korn this very weekend. I was going to headbang, crowd surf, people watch, and just fucking LIVE! If only I didn’t have a seven-hour drive ahead of me. Oh well. It would be worth it.

      I drove the 580 to get out of the Bay Area and the traffic on this Friday night was killing me. I’d waited to leave until ten o’clock, figuring I’d miss the traffic that way. No such luck. It seemed many of the East Bay’s inhabitants had the same idea: beat the dog days of summer by getting out of town. On the road there were tour buses, fifth wheels, RV’s towing cars, and big trucks towing boats…it was insanity.

      My first pit stop of the night was an hour into the trip. Why did I do this to myself? Someday I would learn to not start my trip with a 44 oz. Diet Coke. There were a few families with screaming kids hanging around, despite the late hour, and others walking their dogs. I stood in line for the restroom and got back in my car as soon as I could to avoid any unwanted attention. Dressing the way I did usually kept people away from me, but there was always some jackass who saw a woman alone at night and figured she might “need some good lovin’.” Barf.

      Growing up in a rough neighborhood in Hayward, I’d learned at an early age to take care of myself. I had no father to speak of, and Mom wasn’t really available if I ran into trouble. After a few neighborhood scraps with the boys, I learned what I needed to survive. Looks could be deceiving, and heaven help someone who was deceived by my diminutive stature. These skills came in handy with my clientele. The kids didn’t mess with Ms. Mora.

      I managed to make it another three hours without having to stop. Barely. By the time the next rest stop came into view I was nearly in tears from the pain in my bladder. I’d been contemplating which would be worse, cleaning up an accident in the car, or copping a squat in the wide-open space next to the road. Luckily I didn’t have to resort to either of those.

      I pulled off the interstate and breathed a sigh of relief that not much was happening at this rest stop. I’d been pushing ninety miles an hour for some time now and I’d left most of the other traffic behind. There were only a couple of big rigs parked on the side closest to the highway, and one other car near the restrooms. It was nearing three in the morning and I wasn’t the least bit tired, so when my headlights illuminated the horrific scene in front of me, I knew I hadn’t fallen asleep at the wheel and succumbed to a nightmare.

      Two guys were beating on somebody, who fell to the ground as another guy splashed liquid out of a red can onto him. Before I could think, I laid on the horn and revved my meaty Mustang engine. The growl from the V-8 was enough to send the rough-looking guys scattering. They piled into a van I hadn’t seen parked out of the light. The van and the lone car peeled out and sped off down the on-ramp.

      I scanned the area and didn’t see anyone else. We were miles from civilization, but thankfully I had a signal as I reached for my cell. The operator I reached assured me she’d have responders out ASAP.

      “Can you tell me if the person is breathing?”

      “Yeah. I think so. I saw him go down, but…I can go check.”

      “Only if it’s safe, ma’am. Do you see anyone else around?”

      “No. Just a couple of big rigs two rows over. Let me go see.”

      I prayed that the guy was still breathing as I climbed cautiously out of my Mustang and hurried around to the trunk where I grabbed a Mag-Lite that was as big around as my arm. I kept the phone to my ear and tried to control my breathing. I’d broken up many fights at school, some of the kids being the size of full grown men, but this was out of my element and I was shaking in my boots.

      I remained aware of my surroundings as I crept over to the man lying on the ground. I could make out black work boots, black utility pants, a vest covering a plain white T-shirt… Holy shit!

      “It’s a cop,” I whispered to the operator.

      “Are you sure?”

      “Yes. I think so. There’s no police car anywhere. Oh God. I smell gasoline.” It was burning the shit out of my nostrils. The operator asked me more questions, but my heart was pounding so loud I could barely hear her and most likely hung up on her.

      I stepped up next to the man on the ground and could see he was breathing heavy. I heard soft moans as I knelt next to him and touched his shoulder.

      

      Kelly

      

      “Don’t touch me,” I snarled. I was trying to get my bearings, but my adrenaline was pumping so hard, all I could hear was my own heartbeat for a moment. I thought they’d all left after stealing my car and pulling off my uniform shirt. I sat up quickly, reaching for my weapon. Gone. I tried to get to my feet, but all I succeeded in doing was staggering around before falling against something, or someone soft.

      “Ooof! Relax! You’re safe now. They’re gone. Dude, you weigh a ton. Stop moving and I’ll help you.” Her high-pitched voice shocked me into a little bit more of a coherent state. I couldn’t see anything other than the halo of the flashlight she’d dropped. I lunged for it, nearly falling on my ass, and spun around.

      “Fuck! That’s really bright, dude. I’m not going to hurt you. I’m trying to help you. Help is on the way, okay?”

      This tiny creature in front of me looked more like a rag doll than a potential threat. Torn up stockings stuck up out of black combat boots, a short black dress draped over her small frame, and she was looking at me like I was the crazy person in this scenario.

      “Who are you?” I demanded, then felt something crunch in my mouth. Was that a tooth? I spit onto the ground and shone the flashlight on the blood and thankfully it was just gravel. “Son of a beehive,” I spit out.

      The girl in front of me laughed. “I’d be using a helluva lot stronger words if I’d just had the shit kicked out of me.”

      I put the light back on her and she cringed, covering her face a bit.

      “Would you get that thing out of my eyes and let me help you?”

      “Why are you here?” I shouted. I felt again for my weapon, knowing at the same time I wouldn’t find it.

      “Because I stopped to pee. Duh. Now put that down. I’m not going to hurt you, you big lug!” She walked toward me with her hands out.

      I stepped back.

      “DUDE! I am not going to fucking hurt you! The guys who did this just took off, all right? I’m just going to look at your head, okay? You’re bleeding.”

      She stepped cautiously toward me. I kept the flashlight on her, still not trusting her. Her tiny hand touched my shoulder as she stepped behind me. She was so small, I might have mistaken her for a young teenager, but on closer examination, I could see faint lines around her mouth. She had huge brown eyes. Her brow furrowed deeply with concern. Her touch wasn’t light. She’d obviously been in situations like this before. Her hand touched the back of my head and I cried out.

      “Whoa, what is that smell?”

      “You almost became your own private Burning Man festival.”

      “I what? They hit me with something. I went to get out of my car and they rushed me. I got hit in the head, and then I don’t know…”

      She finished walking around me and tried to take the flashlight from me. I yanked my arm away, and she stepped back, her eyes wide.

      “It’s gasoline. They were going to—”

      “Whoa,” was all I could say. I pulled the Velcro off my vest, grateful they hadn’t gotten it off me as it protected me somewhat from their blows. My thigh and butt were stinging, though, as if the knife one of them had connected. My whole body screamed as I pulled my shirt off over my head.

      “I’ve got first aid stuff in my car. You need help, dude. You’re bleeding back here,” she said as she gently pressed the back of my head, “and your pants are ripped—”

      “They got in a couple of cuts.” I looked around the area to see if they’d left anything, but it was all gone. “Crumb! They got everything. My belt, my keys, my badge.” Gasoline. Holy Mother, they were going to burn me alive…

      “Come on, Officer,” she said in a gentle tone as if she were talking to an injured child. “Let me get you to my car. They could come back.”

      She’d somehow managed to catch my weight and was guiding me over to the passenger side of her car. I started to panic, but then she was talking again and the sound of her voice soothed me.

      “My name is Abra Mora. I’m not going to hurt you. Let’s just sit you down, okay?”

      Her voice was so sweet. It allowed me to let some of the tension go, but then I got the shakes so bad she had to support me almost completely. Somehow she got me to her car, although she barely came up to my shoulder. Something told me she could handle tense situations. There was an air of experience about her. She got the door open and helped me maneuver into the low seat, using her other hand to guide my head in so I wouldn’t smack it.

      “Is there someone else I should call, Officer—”

      “Graham. Kelly Graham. If you called nine-one-one, the CHP will respond. Do you know where we are?”

      “The Buttonwillow rest area. I don’t know what’s around here, though.”

      “Thank God you pulled in,” I murmured. “I can’t—”

      “Yeah. No, I’m glad, too. Were you on duty?”

      “No. I left work at ten and hit the road. I can’t believe…”

      “Where are you from?” she asked when I couldn’t quite get the words out, squatting down in front of me. She looked up at me, worry still creasing her forehead. The light from her dome light was hitting her just right so I could get a good look at her face. She was absolutely gorgeous. Not my usual type, I guess. I didn’t know I had one, but she was definitely not a woman who would have caught my eye normally. Heavily tattooed, small-boned. Her face was angelic, but like a dark angel. I blinked hard a couple of times, starting to wonder if I was...
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      “No! Oh, shit.” The cop had passed out. Damn, when was the friggin’ CHP going to get here? And the paramedics? The assholes could come back, he might have more damage done I didn’t see…and I still had to pee!

      I looked around, realizing just how vulnerable we were, and scrambled over to grab the flashlight he’d dropped. How the hell was I going to protect us if these guys came back? I could swing the fuck out of this flashlight, but I weighed a buck-thirty soaking wet. I had a bat in the trunk from softball, but I didn’t want to leave his side.

      I checked his pulse and it was still strong. I breathed a sigh of relief and took a good look at his face. Damn. How could anyone have found it in them to damage this perfect face? He looked like a goddamned model. Close-cut hair, strong bones in his face with ridiculously full lips, and huge shoulders. This guy was built like he took a lot of pride in his body. Hell, he looked like a damn Boy Scout. Clean-cut to the max. Someone I’d never talk to unless I was trying to avoid a ticket.

      His skin felt cold, so I went around to my trunk and grabbed my bat, just in case, and my emergency blanket to cover him up. He moaned softly and turned his head so I could see the cut. Perfect. I grabbed my first aid kit and came back to at least disinfect it. It didn’t look too bad. It probably wouldn’t need stitches. I uncovered his leg and tried to clean the cut through the hole in his pants. Concerning myself with his wounds kept my mind focused so I wouldn’t freak the fuck out. I was still checking him over when I finally heard sirens and saw lights approaching.

      A CHP officer pulled up and got out of his car with a flashlight in one hand and his other hand on his weapon. “Are you Abra Mora?”

      “Yes, sir,” I answered him and stepped back from the car with my hands out. “He’s in here. He passed out.”

      The CHP officer approached us carefully, keeping an eye on me and on his surroundings. His body language read he feared an ambush. As he got closer to the car, he said, “Ma’am, I need you to step back.”

      I did as he told me and then he saw the bat on the ground.

      “I had it in my trunk. I didn’t know if those guys would come back.”

      He looked me over and then looked at the cop in my car and frowned. He spoke into the radio on his shoulder, and I couldn’t make out the muffled reply.

      “Ma’am, I’m going to need to—”

      “Fine, whatever, just help him.” He motioned for me to walk and he escorted me over to his cruiser.

      “If you would please,” he said, opening the back door.

      I rolled my eyes. Great. Just what I get for being a Good fuckin’ Samaritan!

      “Sorry. He has cuts on his head, his right thigh, and I think he may have one on his backside. He was walking okay after he got up, just really woozy.”

      I smiled at him. I remembered something as he shut the door. I tapped on the glass, and he came back and opened the door.

      “Officer? I know this isn’t high on your priorities list right now, but I pulled off here because I was having a urinary emergency. As soon as someone else gets here, can I pretty please go take care of business? I’d hate to make a puddle in your car. I swear I’m harmless.”

      He raised an eyebrow.

      “Just stay put and I’ll come and get you.” The CHP officer nodded and shut the door.

      I watched him look around the area. Whoever had done this hadn’t left much behind. They even took the gas can. I saw him find my cop’s vest, sniff it, and cringe back. He spoke into his radio and approached the cruiser. He opened my door again.

      “Ma’am? Did you see any of what happened?”

      “Yes, sir. I pulled in and saw two guys beating on him and then one of them poured a can of gasoline on him.”

      The CHP dude muttered, “Motherfucker.”

      “Yeah, that’s what I thought. If it makes any difference, the officer said he had just gotten off work, but he didn’t say where from, and then he passed out.”

      The CHP officer nodded, then did that thing where he cocked his head to the side to listen to his radio. He was a tall, thin, white guy, probably in his forties, with what looked like buzzed hair under his hat. Thankfully he was completely professional and I appreciated the good care he was taking of my cop. My cop? He closed my door again and walked back over to my car.

      It felt like forever, but it was probably only another ten minutes before an ambulance pulled in. I had been switching positions to try to relieve the pressure on my bladder. I had even broken out into a sweat. The only thing keeping me from just letting it all flow was the mortification I would have in telling this CHP officer that I’d soiled his seats.

      True to his word, as soon as the paramedics got to work on my cop and another CHP cruiser pulled in, the first guy came back and opened the door.

      “We’re just going to check the area and then let’s get you to the bathroom,” he said. He closed the door and took another year it seemed to confer with his compadre and then get to checking. When two additional squad cars, these with regular police logos, arrived, he came back to retrieve me.

      Words of joy and gratitude spilled from my lips as I climbed out of the backseat. I walked as fast as I could with my legs squeezed together. He gestured for me to stay close to him while keeping a hand on his sidearm and scanning the area with his flashlight. I had no problem following his directions. I’d been running through scenarios in the car in between position changes and I worried that someone might still be lurking around. I’d seen three guys, someone must have taken his car, but that didn’t mean there weren’t others.

      The CHP officer entered the restroom before me, this time with his weapon drawn. He checked all of the stalls while I looked around nervously and did a pee-pee dance.

      “All clear,” he called out, and I sprinted to the first stall, slamming the door open. I yanked down my panties with one hand while locking the door with the other. I’d barely sat down when Old Faithful erupted. I couldn’t hold back my groan of relief.

      “Ma’am, are you okay?”

      Jesus, embarrassing much?

      “I am now!”

      I heard him chuckle. “I’ll just wait out here for you.”

      “Thank you,” I said. Gawd. I was going to have to face him again. Thankfully it was dark and he wouldn’t see my humiliation. I peed for another hour, or five minutes, and then I washed up in the gross sinks. There were no paper towels and I smelled like gasoline. Ugh.

      When I stepped out I could see two more cruisers had joined the party and there were several guys walking around with flashlights, looking for clues, I guessed. I saw two of the officers walk over to the two sleeping big rigs.

      “He’s awake,” the CHP officer said. He looked at me to see what my reaction would be. If I were any other person I would really hate the scrutiny with which I was being treated.

      “I’m glad. Can I see him?”

      The officer shook his head. “I need to get your statement.”

      “Of course.” I told him what I could and his demeanor changed a little.

      “He’s very lucky you showed up. Where were you headed at this time of night anyway?”

      “San Bernardino. Music festival. I hate the traffic trying to get out of the Bay Area on Fridays and I figured it would be cooler at night.”

      “You don’t worry about traveling alone at night?”

      “Hey, if it’s my time, it’s my time. Not much I can do about it. But I’m not careless or anything.”

      He asked to see my ID, so we went back over to my car. The paramedics were still talking to my cop as I opened the driver’s door. He turned to look at me.

      “Hey.” He smiled around his puffy lip. “I can’t thank you enough.” He tried to pull his arm free from the paramedic to take my hand.

      My cheeks got hot. “I’m just glad I could help.”

      

      He squeezed my hand with his monstrous paw and once again I was reminded of our size difference.

      “Officer Graham, we need to take you in to get fixed up. Bakersfield is the closest hospital.”

      My cop groaned. He looked up at me with a vulnerable expression.

      “I really hate hospitals,” he said only for my ears.

      I could totally relate. I’d spent a lot of time in the waiting rooms of various medical facilities and they gave me the heebie-jeebies. I hated for anyone to have to go, especially alone, even if he were some muscley cop. The paramedic went on with his spiel.

      “Ma’am,” the CHP guy said. “Here’s your ID. I apologize for earlier—”

      “No, it’s fine. How could you know? Maybe I was some psycho.”

      He sized me up. “It did occur to me when I saw that bat. But thank you. Not many people would have intervened. You saved his life, and as a fellow officer, I thank you.” He reached out his hand to shake.

      I read his nametag in the light. Sergeant Cavanaugh.

      I swallowed hard. “Yeah, well, I’m just lucky they scattered before I got out of the car. They would have taken one look at me and laughed and then I would have had to bust out my superhero moves. It’s always a drag when I have to break cover.”

      He chuckled again, much more relaxed now that he had backup. But then he cleared his throat. “I know it’s late, but I’d like to get your full statement tonight while it’s still fresh in your mind, see if there’s anything else you remember. I just need to get Officer Graham set up at the hospital and—”

      “Yes,” I interrupted. “I’d like to go. I want to make sure he’s okay.”

      Sergeant Cavanaugh smiled. “I’m sure Officer Graham will appreciate you being there.”

      

      Kelly

      

      “Sugar Honey Iced Tea that smarts!” I’d had stitches before, but man did it hurt getting them on your bottom.

      “You’re lucky this is the extent of your stitches! Any further in on your thigh they would have nicked your femoral artery and we wouldn’t be having this conversation.”

      My doctor was an older woman, probably in her early fifties, and she spared no mercy when she tugged on the stitches.

      “How much more?” I asked through clenched teeth.

      She clicked her tongue at me. “Oh, come on, you big baby! I’ve only done seven. I’ve got about six more to do, so get comfortable.”

      I wiped the sweat off my brow and tried to grin and bear it, but it seemed my humiliation wasn’t yet complete. Sergeant Cavanaugh pushed the drape aside and winced as he saw what was being done.

      “Officer Graham? Ms. Mora would like to see you if you’re ready.” He’d come to see me after getting her statement and assured me her story checked out. I hadn’t been worried about her. Maybe that was naïve on my part, but there was just something about her…

      The doctor stopped tugging long enough to make sure I was covered.

      “Do you want her to come in?” she asked, probably since I had frozen and my mouth was hanging open.

      “Officer Graham?”

      They’d taken me out of there in the ambulance so quick I hadn’t had a chance to get her number or anything. I’d wanted to be sure I could thank her. Her voice had been the only thing keeping me on the level. Without her, I’d been fighting to stay calm enough to deal with my situation.

      I made it clear to Sergeant Cavanaugh that if she showed up, I wanted to see her. I’d given my statement to him after we arrived at the hospital and I knew there would be follow-up, but he assured me there was time to deal with it later.

      “Yeah, um, sure, I guess.” I made sure my other cheek was covered with the drape. I wanted to see her, but now was not exactly going to show my best side. I was lying on my stomach and pushed up on my elbows. I’d begged the nurse not to cut off my pants since I had nothing else to change into, but the beastly woman insisted. The CHP guys said they’d grab me some utilities, but I wished I had my own pants, bloodstained and covered with gasoline and all. Strangely, none of it mattered anymore. I just wanted her.

      “Are you decent?” that little angel’s voice asked from the other side of the curtain and instantly my tension eased just a little bit.

      My beast of a doctor answered for me. “He is decent. You can come hold him down, the little sissy.”

      It was bad enough for my ego that this tiny woman had come to my rescue, but now she would be seeing me in all my indignity. I’d deal with it, though, if it meant she would hold my hand again.

      “Hi,” she said nervously as she pulled the curtain aside. Her eyes bugged out when she saw Brunhilda sewing up my cheek. “Holy shit!” she exclaimed. “They got you in the ass, too?” Her colorful language made her even more intriguing to me. Who was this woman?

      “Yeah, um…I probably bled on your seat. I’ll pay to have your car cleaned. I’m so sorry.”

      “That’s one I haven’t heard yet. ‘Sorry for bleeding in your car.’ Dude. It’s fine. I have leather. It’ll clean right off. You’re a mess, though,” she said, running her thumb under my bottom lip.

      Her touch gave me chills. It seemed so familiar, like she’d always touched me. I closed my eyes for a minute and then tried not to whine when the doctor dug into my wound with her industrial sized needle again.

      “Quit fidgeting or I’ll sew the wrong part up.”

      My tiny rescuer burst out laughing, then covered her mouth.

      “I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t laugh. I’d be an even bigger baby probably. Well, maybe not. You’re a lot bigger than me.” She eyed my hospital johnny and my cheeks got hot. The ones on my face.

      “I know you told me your name, but—”

      “Yeah, you had other things to worry about. Abra,” she said, holding her hand out.

      I took her delicate fingers in mine and shook just as—

      “Ahhh!” That stitch hurt even more than the previous ones and my hand involuntarily tightened on her fingers.

      “I’m sor—”

      “No, hold on if it helps.” She covered my hand with her much smaller one. “Everyone, even a big lug like you, needs a hand to hold when we have boo-boos.”

      Her smile was sarcastically sweet. With her holding my hand, the thoughts racing through my head slowed down and faded for a few moments. I stared at her, wondering again just how she’d ended up in my path tonight of all nights. If I were in my right mind, I definitely wouldn’t have been wondering what it would be like to kiss her sassy mouth. Definitely not. Right?

      “Only a couple more pulls, big guy,” my torturer said, interrupting my thoughts. “You’re not showing any signs of concussion, so we won’t have to keep you overnight. You likely passed out from the adrenaline rush. Do you have someone—”

      I said, “No” as Abra said, “Yes.”

      The doctor looked between us and got a big grin on her face. I just stared at Abra, who smiled coyly at me. I felt the last tugs from the stitches, but I was so focused on her mouth, I barely felt them.

      “That’s it, Officer. Keep them dry. This bandage is waterproof, and we’ll give you a few more to get you through the next couple of days. See your personal physician to get them out—”

      I knew I should be listening to her care instructions, but all I could focus on was this tough little woman’s hands on mine.

      “Officer? Officer Graham, did you—”

      “I’ll make sure he does what he’s supposed to. Can you, um, give us a minute?” Abra asked.

      The doctor finished putting the bandage over my wound and gave my uninjured butt cheek a smack. I yelped, and Abra just laughed. Then we were alone.

      Neither of us said anything for a moment. She cleared her throat and looked around before speaking in a quiet voice.

      “I hope you don’t mind me coming in for the save. I remember you saying you hate hospitals—”

      “No. Thank you. I do hate them. I can’t wait to get out of here.”

      She nibbled on her lip for a minute.

      “I’m not an axe murderer, I don’t have any huge skeletons in my closet, I’m not a grifter…I just…do you have any place to go? I thought I could get you out of here. We can figure out how to get you home.”

      “I don’t want to go home,” I blurted out.

      She cocked her head to the side.

      “I mean, I was kind of running away.” A nervous laugh came out.

      She was still holding my hand.

      God, she is beautiful.

      “Running away, huh? What could you possibly have to run away from? Psycho girlfriend? Bill collectors? Jury duty? Come on! What could be so bad?”

      “Besides gang members trying to kill me?” That quieted her. “I’d just left town after testifying at an ugly trial. My little sister broke up with her boyfriend and showed up on my doorstep…it’s been a week from hell to say the least.” I laughed humorlessly, realizing my hell was only beginning.

      Abra stepped closer to me and put a hand on my shoulder. “I’ll tell you a secret,” she whispered. “I’m an expert at running away. I do it all the time, even if I don’t have anything to run away from. I’d be a great accomplice.” Her smile fell a little. “Unless there’s someone—”

      “I’ve got no one. My grandparents, parents, yeah, and my sister, but—”

      “Great. So, if you were running away, did you have someplace in mind?”

      Sure I did. No way was I going to admit where I was going to her yet.

      “Sort of. Where were you heading? Home or someplace—”

      “Someplace. I have an extra ticket to a weekend of debauchery if you are interested. Or up to it. I’m not sure it’s—”

      “I’m in. As long as I’m not imposing.”

      She shook her head and smiled at me. “Not imposing. Nope. Let’s get you sprung from here. Wait. You need some clothes. Let me run to the gift shop—”

      

      “One of the CHP guys gave me some clothes. I’m good.” I’m good? Was I crazy? I had a major black cloud hanging over my head and I was actually considering running away with a strange woman I didn’t even know? Yeah, that was exactly what I was going to do. I’d spent my whole life doing the right thing, and where did it get me? Almost burned alive on the side of the road. I was in no shape to even consider what could have happened. I needed a break from all this reality, and she was providing a delectable distraction.

      She stepped back and looked me over with a twinkle in her eye again. “Yep. You’re good. Let’s go.”

      She gave me some privacy so I could change. I didn’t even allow myself to question what I was about to do further. I pulled the shirt on, which was a size too small, and the utilities that luckily fit fine, if a little loose. I’d grabbed the only personal items I had left from my work pants before they threw them out. I signed the rest of the paperwork, assuring Sergeant Cavanaugh I was fine. He offered to take me back to the station and get me a hotel room, but I declined. I didn’t want to be alone, and I certainly didn’t want to be with fellow officers I didn’t know trying to act like I had it all under control right now.

      “Watch your back,” he said as we shook hands, and with that, we got the heck out of Bakersfield. I had no phone, so they’d taken Abra’s number in case they needed to reach me.

      Abra had thrown her spare blanket over the seat and said she’d deal with the blood when it was light out. She got us back to Interstate 5 and headed south over the Grapevine. We made a little small talk when we first got in the car, but we’d been quiet for some time. The events of the evening and the week leading up to it were running through my head over and over, keeping me on edge. Abra seemed to understand. It was as if she knew to just give me my space.

      The scene at the courthouse and the events afterward had been horrendous. The trial was for a gang-related situation, one I’d been in too frequently over the past few months. Ever since I’d broken up a theft ring with my patrol partner that happened to involve one of Hayward’s most notorious gangs, things had been getting uglier...

      “Do you want to talk about it, or am I just going to keep smelling the smoke from the gears turning in your head?”

      I snuck a look at her and laughed. Her hair was pulled back in pigtails at the nape of her neck, and boy was it a gorgeous neck. She had a small song note tattooed behind her ear on the right side. I was admiring her tattoos further down on her chest when she said, “Earth to Officer—”

      “It’s Kelly,” I said. I suddenly needed to hear her say my name.

      “Officer Kelly?”

      “No, it’s Graham. I mean, my name is Kelly Graham. I’m sorry, I just don’t want to be Officer anybody tonight.” After this week, it could be a long time.

      “Fine. Then no more ‘ma’am’ tonight either.” She shook herself. “It was killing me that those dudes were all calling me ma’am. I’m thirty-two! I’m not ma’am material yet!”

      Thirty-two? “Wow, I would have said much younger than that. I mean, not really because you have kind of a commanding presence, but—”

      “Ha! Like I’m a bitch? I get that a lot.”

      “No! I mean, the way you handled the scene, the way you handled me. I don’t know. You just seemed to be mature. You knew just what to say.”

      “Yeah, well, I don’t make it a habit of rescuing dudes on the side of the road, but I’ve been in hairy situations before.” Her smile was gone. She tilted her head back and jutted her chin out, almost in defiance.

      I touched her hand on the gearshift. “You handle this car like a pro.” I certainly didn’t want to offend her. I was having a hard time coming up with appropriate responses, it seemed. She probably regretted breaking me out.

      “I fucking love this car.” She shot me a devious look and thankfully the tension eased a bit. There was nothing angelic about her tone. Or her language.

      “Abra, can I ask you a question?”

      “No, I don’t usually pick up strays. I’m not now, nor have I ever been married. I am gainfully employed and in no way interested in your stock portfolio…anything else?”

      Who was this woman? She was so defensive, but honest. More like no-nonsense. I admired that, but it definitely had me on edge. I couldn’t tell if I was turned on, or afraid, or a little bit of both. Not a place I usually felt comfortable being. But I didn’t care. She was a perfect distraction.

      “Thank you for sharing, but that’s not what I was going to ask.” I swallowed hard. “I was going to ask, where are we going?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      Abra

      

      I let out a maniacal laugh. “Does it matter? We’re running away. We can go wherever we want. But since you asked, I’ve got a hotel reservation in San Bernardino. The reviews I saw said it was clean and quiet. How could sixty-three dollars a night go wrong? Oh and they have breakfast too! Breakfast is a deal breaker for me when it comes to hotels. I need my powdered eggs and frozen potatoes and the Belgian waffle makers that probably have more germs than the sperm-covered comforters!”

      Kelly laughed nervously, and then sucked in a breath as he ran his hand back over his head and started to stretch.

      “That stinkin’ hurts,” he said with a wince.

      “We need to do something about this language of yours.”

      “My what?”

      “Your language! You swear like a kindergartener! Do you ever say ‘fuck’?”

      He rubbed at his jaw and exhaled, turning to look out the window.

      “I don’t know. I was just raised that way, I guess. I don’t like to offend people.”

      I snorted. “Please. People are going to be offended regardless. Shouldn’t you have fun while you annoy them?” I knew I’d been coming on strong. Another defense mechanism from the ‘hood. I could be a lot for people to take. The people who stuck around me the longest adored me, but they had to put up with my mouth for a long time before they got to that part.

      “I don’t even know how to respond to that,” he said with a laugh, then a wince as he repositioned himself in my seat.

      Shit. I didn’t want to drive him away, but my mouth seemed determined to fuck things up with this potentially nice guy.

      “Bet your ass is killing you right about now. How’s the rest of you?”

      “It does hurt. They gave me some Motrin, but I didn’t want to take it without some food.”

      “Oh! I have brownies in the backseat. Just grab that container…”

      He reached around and damn did he make a fine sight. The shirt the other cop gave him was almost completely sheer and way too tight. His chest was so fucking amazing. I never really went for muscley guys, but Jesus did this man have a sculpted physique.

      He brought the container around to the front, and I noticed him stalling. He lifted the lid and sniffed.

      “Kelly?” I asked, trying to control my laughter. “What are you doing?”

      “Um, are these—”

      “Would I offer pot brownies to an officer of the law? Do I look that dumb?” I was a little disappointed that he would think that about me, but we all make choices about how we present ourselves. My appearance often screamed ‘fuck you.’

      “I’m sorry, Abra. I meant no disrespect. Occupational hazard.” He took one out and took a big bite, moaning with happiness. Oh, to be the cause of that joy.

      “These are unbelievable,” he said after he’d chewed and swallowed. No talking with his mouth full. So friggin’ polite.

      “Did you make these?” he asked.

      “Yep. They are loaded with my secret recipe, which includes brown sugar, crushed cocoa beans, and hashish. Just give it a few minutes and you’ll feel great.”

      He paused with his mouth full like he needed a place to spit it out.

      “Oh, come on. You walked into that one, Kelly. There are no drugs anywhere in this car, or on my person. You can subject me to a strip search when we get—oh.”

      What started out as just a way to mess with his pretty little head had taken a turn to the dangerous. Did I want to share my body with this beautiful man? I was undecided. He was gorgeous, yes, and if I was the kind of person who could just give myself to any hot guy, then yeah. I would. Problem was that I wasn’t turned on by people easily, men or women, and I’d been with both. Something about the person had to speak to me. A person who could take care of themselves was probably my biggest turn-on. Self-sufficiency was sexy in my book. So far the jury was out on my cop.

      “Abra…”

      “Kelly. It’s fine. I was messing with you. Besides, you’re off duty.” He was rubbing at his jaw again, and I snuck a peek at his profile. Unbelievable from every angle. What rock had this lovely creature crawled out from under? And just how badly was I going to drive him away? I must have still been a little high on adrenaline to take some strange guy, despite the fact he was a cop, to a fucking hotel in the middle of nowhere. Too late now. I’d have to see how this played out and hope my dark side didn’t come out to play.

      “I just didn’t want you to think I expected anything. I’m sorry. You’ve already given me a second shot at life tonight. I think you’ve met all sainthood criteria.” He laughed, but it was forced.

      It was an incredibly sweet thing to say. Okay, that was a turn-on. All of a sudden he seemed to grow larger, like he was taking up all of the space inside my car. I felt his presence pushing against my own, like a current trying to find its grounding. Whatever was causing that feeling had me aroused and wondering just why I was placed in this man’s path tonight.

      “Thank you, Kelly, but I’ve still got my bat. If you pushed the envelope against my will, I think I could take you, sore tushy and all.”

      He burst out laughing, and I achieved my goal of lessening the tension that had been building since we’d left the hospital.

      “Here’s some water so you can take your pills,” I offered as he polished off his first brownie.

      “Thank you.” His fingers lingered on mine as he took the bottle from me.

      Chills ran up my arm. I glanced out of the corner of my eye to watch him pop the pills in his mouth and guzzle down half the bottle of water. His lips were so full, and not from his injury. The inappropriate thoughts going through my head were running rampant.

      “Hand me one of those?” I asked, and he handed me a brownie. I took a bite and managed to drop crumbs all over my lap. “Shit,” I said, not wanting to take my eyes off the road. I’d been paying close attention to the directions from my GPS as we were now navigating the SoCal freeway maze.

      

      “Let me.” He grabbed a napkin and daintily picked up all the crumbs using the lights from the dashboard. No inappropriate groping or anything. “I think I got it all.” He wadded up the napkin in his hands.

      “Kelly? Are you a neat freak? Because, I mean, I usually just flick the crumbs on the floor.

      “I guess.” He turned to face me a bit. “I don’t eat in my car. I can’t stand it when crumbs get in the little crevices. It’s one of my biggest pet peeves about being on patrol and having to share cars. The guys on the other shifts are pigs.”

      “Ha! Pigs! Get it?” I couldn’t help it.

      He shook his head. “Right. But seriously, getting behind the wheel and touching a sticky steering wheel? Gross.”

      “So no donuts for you, then?”

      He exhaled an annoyed breath.

      “Seriously! Those stereotypes come from somewhere, dude.”

      “Donuts are not on my approved foods list. No fast food either.”

      “Your body is your temple?” I teased. I was finding it my mission in life to fuck with his perfect world. It was fun. Plus, it was keeping his mind off of what had to have been the most frightening experience of his life. Perhaps. Then again, he was a police officer. I had no idea what he’d seen in his line of work. I knew next to nothing about him other than he was so easy to tease. In fact, he was all around easy on the senses…

      “There’re good reasons for taking care of yourself. Some of the guys on patrol couldn’t pass the physical exam now because they eat junk their entire shift and never work out. Not me. I’m never going to be like that. It’s too important in my job to be operating at full capacity.”

      “I would imagine so. But a little brownie never hurt, right?”

      I caught him biting into another one, one of the last in the box, and he looked guilty.

      “Totally out of character. I’m just starving, and these are so darn good.”

      “Darn.” I snickered and shook my head. “They’re fucking awesome, if I do say so myself.”

      We spent the last hour of the trip sharing more brownies, more stories, and more laughs. He was incredibly uptight about cleanliness and food, but we found common ground talking about bad drivers, which we managed to find several of even at dawn. I could tell he wasn’t used to being a passenger by the fidgeting and darting eyes, but he behaved and never once complained about my driving.

      “Here we are. Hotel sweet hotel,” I cracked as we pulled up. Kelly had been laughing at something I’d said, but when he got a load of the shithole in front of us, he exhaled harshly.

      “Really wishing I had my service revolver right now, dagnabbit.”

      “All right, Dudley Do-Right. I’m going to go check us in. You coming?” He opened the car door and got out, looking around to scope out the place.

      “I’m certainly not leaving you alone,” he said quietly.

      The place hummed with energy and the lot was full. It was highly likely there were other festival-goers staying here. Oh, I couldn’t wait to see the look on Kelly’s face when I told him just where we were going tomorrow. Today. Shit. We’d see if he still wanted to continue his running away fantasy.

      Our room was at the end of an L-shaped, single story motel. We parked directly in front and walked up to the room. As I was fitting the key in the lock, Kelly stepped up behind me, or should I say hulked, because his size completely dwarfed my five foot, three inches. He had to be close to six feet himself. I pushed the door open and was grateful to not be hit with a cloud of cigarette smoke. Kelly dropped my bag on the floor, looked around, checked in the closet and bathroom, and checked to see the windows were locked.

      “Perimeter secured?”

      He put his hands on his hips and looked at his feet with a sheepish grin. “Another occupational hazard. Look, Abra, I’ll take the floor. I’m sorry the place was sold out. I don’t want you to—”

      The door had barely swung shut before I pulled off my dress and flung it in the corner. “God damn, I need a shower. You’ve got to be sick of that gasoline smell, too.”

      Kelly stood in the middle of the room, gaping at me standing in just my plain white cotton boyshorts and matching bra.

      “What?”

      He started to speak a couple of times and then he turned to look away. “I’m sorry. You’re just, um. Yeah. I’ll let you shower first.”

      I crossed the room and stopped before him. “Does this bother you?” I asked in a low voice just inches from him. He looked uncomfortable.

      “Abra, I—”

      “I don’t want you to—”

      “No, it’s just—” He started to speak again, shook his head, then he suddenly grabbed me and pulled me against him, only hesitating a nanosecond before laying a pretty intense kiss on me.

      If I had been hesitant before, that was over. Behind the strength and passion of his kiss was an innocence I’d never experienced with a man before. He didn’t try to tease with his tongue, he just went all in. His kissing skill was more raw talent than experience, as if he weren’t trying to hide just how intensely he was feeling.

      He pulled back as I had his bottom lip between my teeth and he hissed. “Good grief, Abra. I don’t know what just came over me.”

      “I hope what came over you continues to come over you if it means you’ll keep kissing me like that.”

      His hands gripped my waist tight and I could tell he didn’t know whether to pull me closer, push me away, or toss me on the bed. The first and last sounded good, but if he was having second thoughts, I had no interest in being the regret girl.

      “I mean, I just think two people should get to know each other, or something. I didn’t mean to just attack you or assume that you even wanted…I’m just usually more of a gentleman.”

      He was shy! How adorable. But he needed to get over that. I wanted to take his mind off his troubles, if just for a night, or a few hours…it would be sunrise soon.

      “Kelly, I’m a grown woman, and while I don’t normally take strange men into a hotel room and pull my dress off in front of them, I’m not going to send you mixed messages. I would love to have some fun with you, but not if you are uncomfortable about it. I love that you are a gentleman, but don’t let that keep you from taking what you want.”

      

      Kelly

      

      What did I want? My first instinct was to run far away from all of this mess, but the thought of sinking into her, burying my troubles in her beautiful body…my saner side said I should take a step back, but the voice was faint and I ignored it. She wasn’t kidding about fun. She seemed like a little more than I could probably handle, but Lord she was perfect. She was like a dark fantasy that guys like me only dreamed about and never thought they’d experience. All the plastic chicks back home I’d dated before were just that, plastic. Artificial. Abra wore her stories on her skin, her sense of humor in her smile and her teasing voice, but her eyes were no joke. She was frank. That much was clear. I wanted to let her take the lead. But I hesitated.

      “Abra, you’re incredible. I’ve never met anyone like you before and I don’t want to make a wrong move here, that’s all.” I was going to bruise her, though, if I kept holding her so tight.

      Her mischievous smile gave me a rush. I was so hard already; I didn’t want to completely embarrass myself.

      “Let’s take a shower, Kelly. Let’s wash away all the crap you’ve had to deal with over the last twenty-four hours, and once we’re clean, we can take it from there. How does that sound?”

      “Like heaven.”

      She nodded like it was a done deal and grasped my shirt with her tiny hands, pulling it carefully over my head. “Oh, sweetie, you’re all bruised. How are you even still standing?”

      I looked down, and she was running her fingers over the bruises on my arms. “It’s not that bad now. Tomorrow, or today, I mean, later, I might be worse.”

      Her eyes came up to my face and she ran her hands along my bruised jaw. “You’re really bruised here. Does it hurt?”

      

      I shook my head. “Nah. I’m sure it will. I’m just enjoying this little respite.” I knew once I stopped moving, getting up again was going to hurt like hell.

      Abra was doing an amazing job of keeping my mind off the pain. Her finger traced over my lip that thankfully had only been a little split and wasn’t too swollen to kiss her, because now that she’d given me the green light, I intended to do a lot more kissing.

      “They missed your eyes and nose. Underachievers,” she muttered, but she looked more worried than anything. She walked around me, dragging her fingers across my back, which felt so erotic. I was shivering by the time she came back around. “It seems your vest really protected you. I bet you’ll be sore, but they didn’t do any damage to your midsection.” She glanced up at me briefly before going to work on my pants.

      “Abra,” I breathed out, loving the way her name rolled off my tongue. It was a beautiful name, just like her. Exotic, unique. I wanted her more than it made sense, more than it was smart. Nothing about this scenario made sense, and yet I continued to move forward in a way I’d never had before.

      “Yes, Kelly,” she said in a deep voice to match mine before she giggled. “You’re so seriousssss. Relax, sweetie. I’m not going to bite you. Yet. Although you might like it.”

      “I bet I would.” I hissed between my teeth as her hands slid under the waistband of the pants I’d been given. I’d had to give up my boxers at the hospital. She raked her short nails lightly along my hipbones and my knees buckled. She was going to find out soon I was very ticklish. She unzipped my pants methodically and started to pull them down.

      “They cut you a few times. Did you have these others cleaned up?”

      I nodded. “I dropped trou at the hospital and let that beast of a doctor and her frightening nurse sting the heck out of me.”

      “I’m so damn sorry. She seemed like she was having way too much fun hurting you.” She knelt down to unlace my boots, and I needed to keep talking to maintain some modicum of calm.

      “Yeah, um, needles are not fun.” My mind hadn’t caught up with what we were about to do yet, and I was glad for it. I didn’t want to second-guess one moment with her, but things were moving fast. “Yeah, I had to get stitches once before. I got caught on a nail at my grandparents’ barn. Grandma sewed me up that time. She was a nurse. Used to spend summers with them on their horse ranch. It was my escape from, um…” My voice was coming out all tight and high-pitched. I hoped she didn’t notice.

      “Kelly?” she asked, only sort of concerned about what her actions were doing to me.

      I reached out and unlaced the ribbon she had tied around her pigtail from one side before doing the other. Her hair fell to her shoulders and she shook it out.

      “Thanks. I’m going to help you out of your pants so you don’t hurt your stitches.”

      I was trying not to pant but this was incredibly sensual. I’d never been undressed by a woman before. And she was all woman. I’d dated girls. Abra was a woman. Everything she’d done up to this point was so deliberate. There was no hesitation. I hoped she wasn’t disappointed when she learned of our age difference, and I didn’t want this to stop now, not until she said when, or we were both covered in sweat and spent, but my heart was racing. Could I actually go through with this?

      She slid my utilities down slowly and carefully to avoid my cuts. I tried to speak a couple of times but could only stammer. My hands were shaking and I couldn’t seem to slow my breathing. Once I’d stepped out of my pants, Abra backed up and just stared at me with a thoughtful expression.

      “Turn around,” she said.

      I did as she told me, only because I wasn’t really able to put together a rational thought. I was somewhat used to people looking at me. I’d done some modeling. I took care of my body. I also spent a lot of time training. I competed in the Police Olympics in weightlifting my first two years with the department before I got too busy with trying to finish my master’s degree online. But I felt like I was being inspected. Holy mother…

      “You are incredibly beautiful, Kelly. Has anyone ever told you that?” This wasn’t playful Abra. She sounded really serious.

      “Not like you just did.” I stopped my turn and reached out to touch her shoulder. My finger traced the strap of her bra and I looked at her questioningly. “May I?”

      “You may. And then let’s shower. This gas smell is getting to me.”

      “Right. I’m sorry.” I’d forgotten all about it while she was touching me and I was grateful for the reprieve. This abeyance was just what I needed. There would be plenty of time to revisit my near death and worry about my entire life later. But try as I might, I couldn’t seem to relax.

      I stepped behind her and unhooked her bra, slid the straps down her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. From my vantage point I could see her dark areolas and nipples that stood at attention atop beautifully natural breasts. I wanted to touch them, but I was still afraid I was going to screw this up and blow the moment. What if she was expecting something else? I didn’t want to seem over eager or inexperienced.

      Her panties were the most delightfully confusing things I’d ever seen. From the front they looked like guy underwear complete with the opening. From the back, they presented the most stunning view of a woman’s backside I’d ever seen. They left the curves of her bottom bared and hugged the tops of her glutes before gently descending into…

      “I’m sorry, Abra. I’m really trying to be quick about this, but I’m hard—I mean, it’s hard. Difficult. You are incredible.”

      She laughed and tried to turn toward me, but I stopped her with my hands on her shoulders.

      “Can I touch you here?” I asked breathlessly as I traced the bottom edge of her panties. I felt her suck in a breath.

      “You have a nice touch, Kelly. You may continue.” She tried to sound unaffected, but I could hear the slight tremble in her voice.

      When the tips of my fingers slid under the fabric she jumped a little and gave a little sexy moan. I brought my fingers together in the center and then let my hands splay across her perfectly pert bottom. She didn’t have a gym bunny physique, but she obviously took care of her body somehow and her skin was just beyond belief, it was so smooth. Her back was covered in a huge tattoo of a mermaid pirate surrounded by flowers and gold pieces. The mermaid’s tail curved down and as I slid her panties over her hips, I saw that it continued and covered the top of her glutes. The fins curved over each—okay, now I was really hard. All I could think about was a closer inspection.

      “Are you finished back there, Kelly? Can we go shower now?” she asked, a little impatiently.

      I moved closer to her and my out of control erection pressed into her back.

      “Whoa, unless you need to skip the shower.”

      “Crap. I’m sorry, Abra. I’m really trying to stay in control here.”

      She turned quickly in my arms and pulled me to her, my erection now at home pressed against the smooth skin of her stomach. “Control is overrated. Don’t try so hard. Let me wash you, Kelly.” She pushed me backward toward the bathroom with a devious smile on her face.

      I had a feeling this was going to be the best shower of my life.
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      Abra

      

      This was so fun! It wasn’t often that a chick like me got to play with a guy like Kelly. A fleeting concern flickered through my mind that he might be disappointed by my thirty-two-year-old, allergic-to-exercise body, but the way he touched me so reverently, I felt like the golden idol Harrison Ford worshipped in the beginning of Indiana Jones. He steals it, of course, and then there’s the whole running for his life down the corridor with boulders, poison darts, lowering stone walls, leaps over bottomless chasms. Surely a dalliance with a gorgeous specimen couldn’t be that hazardous?

      I backed him into the shower and had to really fight to not laugh at his nervous expression.

      “Kelly, have you never showered with a woman before?” He was getting all shy, trying to cover his ginormous and still growing cock. I pulled his hands away and said, “Don’t hide from me. It’s a nice compliment.”

      When I turned and bent over to turn on the water, I was grateful for two things: first, that the tub was clean and there were no stray pubes or mildew, and second, for the sounds coming from Kelly. They were somewhere between a whimper, a pant, and a kid in a toy store who’d just found something he couldn’t live without.

      Once the water was ready, I got him in first, thankful his bandage was waterproof. The hospital had given me extra for him, along with some bacitracin to fight infection. Playing doctor with him would be fun, but I couldn’t get the picture of him falling to the ground as they threw gas at him out of my mind. It had played over and over like a movie in my head while I’d waited to see him in the hospital. Tending to his wounds would help convince me he was okay, that the worst hadn’t happened.

      “Let me grab my bag. You get all nice and wet for me,” I said, leaving him for a moment to run in the other room. I noticed I had a new message on my phone from the Hayward Police Department. I froze. I stared at the phone like it was a cobra about to strike, ready to end my life, or at least my enjoyment of life. It could be nothing. It could be about home. It could be anything, but I wondered if it had to do with the runaway I had in my shower and the night’s events. I reached for the phone gingerly, still afraid of what I might hear, and pressed the voicemail button.
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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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