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About This Book


Welcome to a new stand-alone but interconnected series from Dale Mayer. This is Bullard’s story—and that of his team’s. All raw, rough, incredibly capable men who have one goal: to find out who was behind the attack on their leader, before the attacker, or attackers, return to finish the job.

Stay tuned for more nonstop action as the men narrow down their suspects… and find a way to let love back into their own empty lives.

Fallon returns to Africa and Bullard’s home base to follow the only active lead they have in their hunt for their plane saboteur. Once home, Fallon finds Dave, Bullard’s right-hand man, heading out to check on a lead for Bullard, and Dave’s niece, Linny, is home for a visit. Fallon and Linny have shared both good and bad moments, as the two of them dance around a long-term attraction—which Fallon refuses to pursue, not wanting his relationship with Bullard and the crew at the compound to change.

Linny plans to confront Fallon but instead finds an old beau dropped dead on the front steps of the compound, considered her second home. Uncle Dave is everything to her, and Bullard sent her to medical school, yet it’s Fallon she keeps coming back to see.

As her world implodes, the same issues facing Fallon take a turn for the worse,… putting them all in danger.

Sign up to be notified of all Dale’s releases here!


Chapter 1
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Fallon Carter walked into the main hall of Bullard’s big compound, the original one in Africa, dropped his bag, placed his hands on his hips, and looked around. He smiled and murmured, “Home,” to the empty room. But even that sounded and felt strange. A hollowness permeated the room, the space around him. He frowned, not sure whether it was because it lacked Bullard or because something had changed while he was away. Africa had been home to Fallon for a long time, but this was the first time it felt wrong.

“Dave, are you here?” he called out, then walked into the kitchen. There he found Dave, with a checklist and several bags at his feet.

Dave looked up in surprise. “You’re earlier than I thought you’d be,” he said.

“Seems like I’m just in time. What’s going on here?” he asked, as he motioned at the bags. “I made good time coming in from the airport. Where are you going?” He spied the full coffeepot, headed around the large island counter, and poured himself a cup. Coming back around, he saw an odd look on Dave’s face. “Talk to me,” he said, his voice sharp. “Do you have news on Bullard?”

“No,” he said slowly. “We do have word that somebody may have been picked up out of the water—”

“But no confirmation that it’s Bullard, right? I imagine, out in that area, an awful lot of drownings and potential drownings are to be found, particularly with the refugee issue.”

“And that’s why we don’t have any real confirmation,” he said. “But my underground network says that a couple men were picked up over the last few months.”

“And?”

“And I’ll go check to make sure,” he said. “I’ll probably be gone a few days.”

“It’ll probably take you that long just to find out where these men are,” he said. “On the other hand, it’s good news that there’s anything to check out. Do you want me to come?”

“No,” Dave said. “I hate to even leave here, but, if one of those men is Bullard, we need to know.”

“Hell yes,” Fallon said forcefully. “I just don’t like the idea of you going alone.”

He chuckled. “And I don’t like the idea of leaving you here alone.”

At that, Fallon looked around and asked, “Am I alone?”

“Not quite,” said a woman from the doorway.

Fallon turned to see Lindsey, Dave’s niece, her arms crossed over her chest, as she leaned against the doorjamb. Fallon stared at her in surprise. “What, school’s out?”

“School’s been out for a while,” she said, with a quirk of her lips. “I go back in September.”

“So you’ve got some time off, is that it?” He looked at Dave. “Is it safe to leave her here alone?”

Dave’s lips quirked. “Well, I was kind of hoping that she could help look after you and that you could help look after her.”

“I can’t babysit,” Fallon said. “Quinn’s on his way to meet me.”

“It’s not a case of babysitting,” Dave protested.

“Save your breath, Dave,” Lindsey said. “You know perfectly well that Fallon sees me as a little girl.”

“You’re well past the little-girl stage. You’re a doctor, for Christ’s sake,” Dave muttered under his breath.

“It won’t matter to Fallon, who thinks education isn’t of any value if it doesn’t come hand in hand with experience,” she said.

“I never said that,” Fallon said, rolling his eyes.

“Well”—she sighed—“that’s all it’s ever been for you anyway.”

He sighed, looked at Dave, and asked, “How long will you be gone again?”

Dave chuckled. “It won’t be that big of a deal,” he said. “The two of you will get along just fine.”

Just then the front door opened, and footsteps could be heard coming down the long hallway. Fallon smiled. “That’ll be Quinn.” He felt the relief washing through him, knowing he wouldn’t be alone with Lindsey now. He’d always called her Linny Brat. But, in truth, she was Dave’s niece, now about twenty-eight or twenty-nine years old. And too damn attractive for her own good.

Just enough heat existed between the two of them that Fallon had deliberately held back on his feelings because he didn’t want to screw things up here for himself. He’d met way too many people who had changed their own pathways because of relationships, and, if Lindsey was intent on being a practicing doctor, the last thing Fallon wanted to do was change that. He had seen the dedication and the purpose in her over the years, but they’d only crossed paths at the compound off and on for a week or two, occasionally three weeks at a time. Then he was off again, gone on missions, and she was here. The frustration and irritation between them confirmed that he should continue to keep his distance, if he didn’t want to change the status quo completely.

“Hello,” Quinn called out, walking into the kitchen, where he heard the voices. As soon as he saw Linny, he opened his arms, and she ran into them, the two of them chuckling with joy at seeing each other.

Fallon often wondered why she didn’t have that same relationship with him. From the look on Dave’s face, as Dave studied Fallon’s own expression, Fallon realized that Dave knew more than he was letting on. Fallon glared at his old friend. “If you’re not gone for too long,” he said easily, “it won’t make much difference if we get along or not.”

“I hope it won’t take me long,” he said, “but I need to know enough to confirm whether anything’s out there on Bullard or not. If there’s any chance…”

“We need to know, for all of us,” Fallon said.

Quinn turned and asked, “What am I missing?”

“There’s been word of a few men picked up out of the ocean,” Dave said.

“Bullard?” Quinn asked, his voice excited, yet sharp with fear.

“Nobody knows, and none of the pictures are clear enough to identify him.” Dave sighed. “A couple could possibly be him, but, at the same time, it depends on how long he’s been out there.”

“It’s been a long time,” Quinn said. “He shouldn’t still be in the ocean.”

“Exactly, but I can’t not go,” Dave said.

Immediately Quinn nodded. “Absolutely. We’ll be here and keep everything running while you’re gone. We’ll also look after little Linny here for you.”

“Well, little Linny here,” Lindsey said, with a half laugh, “is just fine and was planning on looking after you guys.”

“We’re both old hands in the kitchen,” Quinn said easily. “But, if you’ve got some of your uncle’s special treats, you know that we’ll be up for that.”

“Is it always about sweets?”

“Always,” he confirmed immediately.

She smiled, looked at Uncle Dave, and said, “See? I told you that I’d be fine.”

He nodded and shot a sideways glance at Fallon. “In that case,” he said, “with you guys here early, I can get to the airport sooner myself. I wouldn’t mind having a little bit of a breather, just in case.”

“Do you want a ride?” Fallon asked.

“No,” he said. “I’m just taking a car and leaving it at the airport.”

“Good enough,” he said.

With that, Lindsey gave her uncle a quick hug, while Fallon watched.

Fallon said, “Seems like one of us is always walking out the door.”

“We are,” Dave said. “And it’s been quite a bit worse lately. Check in on the big console to see where everybody is. I’ve left detailed notes. Plus, the guys in Australia have a good idea of who is where and what’s been happening.”

“Is there anything we need to know?”

“Linny already knows. She’s been acting as my command central assistant for the most part,” he said, glancing at his watch. “It’s later than I thought,” he said worriedly, as he snatched his bags and raced to the front door.

“I can drive you,” Quinn said. “I’ll get you there faster.” Dave stopped, looked at him, and frowned. Quinn took over the decision-making and said, “Come on. I’ll be back home again in a couple hours. It’ll take Fallon that long to get settled in anyway.”

“Hardly,” he said. “You know us. We hit the ground running.” But he was talking to empty air because Quinn was already racing out the front door to get Dave to the airport. Sipping his coffee, Fallon sat here for a few moments, studying the empty doorway. He turned and looked at Lindsey. “Anybody else around?”

“Nope, nobody at all,” she said.

“Any danger of attack here? Anything strange since Bullard’s disappearance?”

She turned, stared at him for a long moment, and said, “No, nothing.”

“That’s almost more disconcerting,” he said.

“It is?” she asked. “I don’t deal as intimately with the workings of the company as you do, but I know Uncle Dave’s been worried.”

“With good reason,” he muttered. “We don’t know whether somebody is trying to take over the company to put it out of business or to implement some other nefarious scheme they’ve dreamed up in their head, or whatever.”

“But somebody has to know something. I can’t believe you guys haven’t found any answers yet.”

He immediately took offense. “It’s not like we’ve had a whole lot of time.”

“You’ve had weeks,” she pointed out.

He glared at her. “Thanks for reminding me.” He picked up his coffee cup, topped it off, then headed toward their big command center. She followed him. He didn’t really mind that, yet, at the same time, her comment had hit a sore spot. He asked her, “Was everything really connected to that last asshole out of France?”

“If it is, it makes no sense. So far, all we’re doing is finding various heads of the legendary Greek Hydra, but we haven’t found out who’s behind it all.”

“So, in other words, somebody has laid a pretty good trail, leading off in a lot of different directions.”

“But,” she quipped, “it’s closer, another rung up the ladder, so it shouldn’t be too hard for you guys to find him.”

“Well, you’d think so,” he said. “The question is, what’s behind it though? Because we don’t have a tangible target. We thought we did with Kingdom Securities—and had some ideas before that—and maybe it still is partly from that corner, but we don’t know enough yet.”

“I presume you’ve tracked bank accounts and things like that,” she asked.

“I’ll check in with the Australian team to see where they’re at with it,” he said. “But, from what I understand, that’s what they’re working on. Among other things.”

“Right,” she muttered. She stared at the map that showed all their team members all over the place. “I don’t even know how Uncle Dave keeps track of all this.”

“Very carefully,” he said, with a half smile. “He knows every one of us really well, and I’m sure he’d like to keep us close.”

“With good reason,” she said admittedly. “But, with Bullard missing, that’s hit him the hardest.”

“Bullard’s loss has hit all of us,” he said. “I’m trying hard not to be a pessimist about it, but it’s not easy.”

“Well, that was always one of your flaws, wasn’t it?”

“One of?” he asked in a sardonic tone.

“Well, you’re often pessimistic about things.”

“I wouldn’t have thought so,” he said, protesting.

“I would,” she said, with a shrug.

“Huh,” he said, not knowing how else to respond.

She smiled and changed the subject. “Dinner is already in the oven. I put it in, knowing you guys were coming in after a lot of traveling. I’ll go throw in a pie or something to go with it.”

He looked at her, surprised. “Is dinner that easy for you?”

She nodded. “Keeping track of all these guys isn’t.”

He looked back at the console and nodded. “Yeah, it can be difficult at times.”

“Putting a pie in the oven is easy,” she said, then walked away, leaving him alone. He watched as she disappeared, wondering at this woman, who seemed capable of handling so many different aspects of life. She hadn’t had it easy. Her parents had been murdered by a terrorist on the streets in a car bombing. Dave had immediately swooped in, picked her up, and brought her here. Everybody had immediately coddled her. She’d been what? Fifteen or sixteen? Too old for all the coddling but too young to be on her own.

She’d been very driven by the world that they lived in, not wanting to be touched by it, yet unable to stay away from it. She’d always kept herself at a distance, watching as they operated, realizing that what they did was valuable, yet still she was frustrated because nobody had been there in time to save her parents. Fallon could never change that, since they hadn’t even known about it until it happened. They later discovered that her father had been targeted, and Bullard’s teams had carefully made sure that the culprit was taken care of.

That had helped Lindsey to heal and to see what they did as having as much value as anything else in the world. Then she had turned to medicine, and they’d all been grateful because it gave her an outlet like nothing else. She’d been laser focused on it, an interest that just never quit.

Fallon had worked for Bullard for a long time now. He didn’t remember exactly when he’d come on board, but it was before Linny lost her parents. So quite a long time ago. He’d been back and forth, come and gone. He hadn’t been here at the immediate start of Bullard’s security business, but Fallon had come on board soon afterward. He found himself wondering just how long ago it had been but didn’t want to bring up some of the pain she’d been through by asking her.

The loss of Bullard right now affected them all, bringing up memories that they didn’t want. Fallon had to continue to wait until they found a lead, and then he would be up and gone himself. Now he wanted that because he could actually do something. Maybe they needed to bring in some more of the team; yet he didn’t want to leave Linny here alone. Fallon would argue that nobody would head out in these scenarios without backup. But there was no backup for Linny.

Pondering that, he sent Dave a text. What if we have to leave?

Dave immediately answered, Leave her behind.

Easy to say, he wrote. But not without backup. We need to bring some of the team back from Australia.

No, they’re the ones who gave me the leads on these men, he typed. We can’t afford to do that.

We can’t have her in danger.

Are you expecting an attack?

I’m not expecting an attack, but I can’t not expect to be attacked either, he clarified. Anywhere within my circle could put her in trouble.

Dave sent back, Maybe I shouldn’t have left.

No, he typed. You are one who can find him. Dave had the mannerisms of somebody who was much less aggressive. He could be infinitely more dangerous than people expected, since he was as well-trained as the rest of them. Fallon had an awful lot of history that was pretty hard to walk away from, but he also understood that no way he wanted to leave Lindsey alone. I’ll find a way around it, Fallon typed.

I can’t have her hurt, Dave wrote.

No, he typed, neither can I. At that, Dave sent him a little heart emoji. Fallon stared at it and frowned. Still he wished Dave well. If anybody could ferret out where Bullard might be hiding, it would be Dave.
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Baking was something she could do blindfolded. Lindsey hated to admit just how much seeing Fallon again affected her. They’d had this truce, where she allowed him to look at her as a little kid and to bug her the same way, but she was damn tired of it. She’d lost her virginity a hell of a long time ago and had spent time with somebody who she thought had been important, only to realize afterward that he had been a blip on the radar, when her focus had come back to that damn Fallon—the one guy she couldn’t stop thinking about.

She was hug-friendly with everybody else here, but, with Fallon, they kept a wary distance. She figured it was because, one day, they would go up in flames together. She couldn’t wait for that day, but he seemed determined to keep her at arm’s length.

She had talked to her uncle about it a couple times, and he’d explained how Fallon struggled with some things—one being breaking up a family unit by having a relationship with somebody close to the family. She didn’t quite understand that but figured that it went along with stepbrothers not wanting to have relationships with stepsisters or not having a relationship with your best friend because you were afraid of losing that initial friendship. And she understood that, but, at the same time, they were adults, and, if this was something they both wanted, they should certainly go for it.

But then the woman inside her was desperate to have this relationship. She felt like she’d been waiting and waiting since forever. She kept coming back here after her semesters, if she wasn’t doing various trainings, though it seemed like her entire world was training.

She needed to take as many breaks as she could because her medical school schedule was deadly. But she was struggling with that as would anybody. She could only do what she could do, but it was hard sometimes. Still, seeing Fallon here was one thing, but realizing that he didn’t want her here was another.

She understood that the company was in turmoil, with Bullard missing and presumably dead, not to mention the assaults against other team members. They were trying to keep a lid on the news globally, as far as she understood from her uncle. It was easy to see that tension in the air when she came home this time. Her uncle was visibly rattled, and, though he was holding it together, when he gave himself a moment to unwind, the grief he felt was evident.

It was too early for everybody to determine that Bullard was gone, gone, but she understood that their business tended to make the disappearances seriously hard to accept. The fact that two men had survived the plane crash was enough to keep hope alive, though, in this case, she wasn’t sure hope was something they should keep alive.

How many more trips like this would her uncle make? Always looking for that one threadbare line of hope that he could tug to see if, by any chance, he found Bullard there. She then realized that Uncle Dave was nowhere near ready to walk away. She understood that, she really did, but it was just so damn hard to see anyone suffer; and they were all suffering here.

This had been one of the things that had always amazed her about this “family” because they were all so damn close. She had only ever seen one other like it, and that was at Levi and Ice’s compound. Linny had gone there once, or maybe twice, though she had to think about that. She had seen them here several times. She’d been doing a practicum in Houston and had stopped in for a few days. She’d thoroughly enjoyed that visit, meeting friends again, old and new.

She knew that they were working as hard as anyone to find Bullard too. Theirs was a weird relationship, which she didn’t quite understand—between Bullard, Levi, and Ice. Uncle Dave had just smiled and said that love took many forms. She wasn’t sure whether that was a cop-out or Bullard really had been in love with Ice. Yet she absolutely adored Levi, so it was kind of hard to see how that would all work. But Linny felt sorry for Bullard, if that were the case.

Sometimes though, one had to force the hand of what was going on in their world in order to make progress happen. While she was busy rolling out pie dough, feeling eyes on her, she looked up to find Fallon leaning against the doorframe. “Well, did you solve the problems of the world?” she asked, as she turned her attention to a bag of apples.

He watched as she peeled and sliced them. “That looks really good.”

“Yes,” she said in a dry tone. “Amazing, isn’t it? I can actually bake.”

He looked at her in surprise. “You’ve always pulled off wicked desserts.”

“I’m not just another housewife in the making,” she said in a dry tone.

“No, according to Dave, you are one hell of a surgeon.”

“Well, I will be,” she said, “but I’ve got a lot of surgeries to get through first.”

“And I thought you were about to become a doctor.”

“No, that was two years ago,” she said cheerfully. “I am a doctor already. Now I am trying to get my surgical practicum completed as well.”

“What kind of surgery?”

“Not sure yet,” she said. “An awful lot of choices are out there. But I’ll probably specialize in general surgery.”

He nodded. “Interesting choice.”

“Well, it’s not as if I haven’t seen my fair share of gunshot wounds,” she quipped.

“And we appreciate your service,” he said more formally.

She studied him quietly. “You do know that there’s not a very good chance of Bullard surviving, right?”

“Sure. We all know that,” he said, his tone easy and relaxed. “But we also know him, and we’re holding out hope.”

“That’s the problem with hope,” she said. “It keeps things alive, well past the point that they probably should be.”

“I think it’ll take a lot longer than a few weeks for us to walk away from this.”

“Got it,” she said. “I just feel bad for my uncle.”

“He’s pretty affected by it, isn’t he?”

“Yes, I’d forgotten how close they were.”

“Well, Bullard pulled your uncle out of a really bad patch way back when,” he said. “So it makes sense.”

“Maybe,” she said, “but death is death, and grief and loss are hard on us all.”

“I think it’s harder on civilians because they feel helpless to do anything, not having been trained, like us,” he said. “I would love to see Bullard step through those doors, as hale and hearty has ever,” he said. “But it’s hard to imagine at this point.”

“Exactly,” she said. “I see death on a daily basis, and that’s pretty damn hard to deal with too.”

“And yet you chose it. How come?”

She appreciated the questioning tone in his voice; it wasn’t a complete judgment call. It seemed like he was trying to understand.

“I did choose it,” she said, “because, so many times, we pull people back from the brink of death or improve the quality of their lives. I feel like I’m doing something constructive to help the world out there, and I don’t want to stop.”

“Do you ever think you’ll get tired of it?”

“I’m sure I will,” she said. “But hopefully there’ll be another case, where I feel like I can make a difference.”

“And that’s what it’s all about, isn’t it?” he said, with a quirk of his lips.

She looked up in surprise, as she tossed sugar and cornstarch and cinnamon over her apples. “What do you mean?”

“It’s all about making a difference in the world,” he murmured.

“Isn’t that why you do what you do?” she asked.

“It is, I suppose,” he said. “I just don’t usually put it in those terms.”

“Maybe you should,” she said, with a smile.

“Maybe, but again it’s not necessarily something I think about.”

“It would have put you on this pathway a long time ago,” she said.

“The question is, what difference would it have made at that point?”


Chapter 2
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Fallon had long since left to go do whatever it was that he did, and Linny sat, hovering over a pie, wondering at how different her world was every time she came here. Suddenly a security alarm sounded, and she spun around and stared.

Fallon called to her, “Don’t open the door.”

“Wasn’t planning on it,” she murmured, as she stared at the front door.

“Come into the back, please.”

“What is it?”

“One of the outside alarms has been triggered.”

“It happened a few days ago too,” she muttered.

He gave her a hard look.

“I didn’t know what it was,” she said. “They told me it wasn’t anything important.”

“I wonder if they would agree with that now,” he murmured. Just then his phone rang. “Quinn, where are you?” he asked.

“I’m about ten minutes out,” he said. “Just before I left Dave, he told me something had been going on with the alarm system.”

“Like what? Because it’s just gone off,” he said. “Any idea what it is?”

“No,” he responded. “He just said that it’s been going off at odd hours.”

“A short in the line?”

“Or somebody testing it.”

“Yeah, I don’t like the sound of that,” Fallon said.

“No, I don’t either. I’m booking it now, so about seven minutes out.”

“Okay, I’ll go check it out,” he said.

“Or you could wait until I get in,” he said.

“That’s the problem with just the two of us here,” he stated. “I need to go check this out now, but I don’t want to leave Lindsey alone.” He heard her, as she gasped. He turned and glared at her.

“Well, the cameras should be up and running, and he’s also got a new system,” Quinn said.

“I was just trying to figure that out, when the alarm went off. It seems like we have two cameras outside, and one more at the north end of the driveway. That’s new.”

“Right. Have you checked them to see what’s going on?”

“I’m trying to bring them online, but they’re not coming up.”

“Well, give me five more minutes to get there, and we’ll do a full check.”

“I also need to check what the armory is looking like now. I think Dave’s struggling, keeping up with everything.”

“I’m sure he has,” Quinn said. “Almost there.” And he hung up.

She looked at him and said, “You’re not blaming my uncle for this.”

“I’m not blaming your uncle for anything. Maintaining a place like this is a ton of work in the best of times,” he said. “So I can’t really say who, what, when, or anything else about what’s going on, but, if we have an intruder, I want to make sure he doesn’t get in through the normal methods.”

“You want him to get in another way?” she asked curiously.

“I don’t want him to get in at all,” he said, with a half smile. “But I also don’t know how the armory is stocked right now.”

“Is that really the most important issue?”

“No, it sure isn’t,” he said. “What is important is that you stay safe. So I’ll check the armory, and then I’ll do a full sweep outside.”

Just then the alarm stopped.

“You see? I don’t like that,” he said. “Anything creepy like that just gets my back up.”

She turned to glare at him, but he was gone. She returned to the kitchen and checked her pie, thinking about it. Uncle Dave had explained that a bunch of glitches were going on, but, with everything else, the others were more edgy over a security system that wouldn’t stop sending out alarms. It didn’t mean that any answers were here to be found, but she also couldn’t be sure that there weren’t, either.

As she pulled out the pie and set it on the counter, she looked out and thought she caught sight of somebody walking outside the building. She frowned, took off her oven mitts, and walked to the window to take a closer look, but nobody was there. She pulled out her phone, checked the contacts that she needed—because, of course, she had everybody’s just in case, and always had. That was Uncle Dave’s doing, making sure she was safe
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      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.


The Vic Fieger fonts are freeware, to be downloaded and used by anyone who wants them for free. I didn't put them here so people couldn't use them! You don't have to ask for my permission, though it's always good to receive an e-mail from somebody to show me what they are using them for.
If you wish to write to let me know how a certain font will be used, and for what purpose, send your e-mail to: vic@vicfieger.com




Copyright 2010, 2012 Adobe Systems Incorporated (http://www.adobe.com/), with Reserved Font Name 'Source'. All Rights Reserved. Source is a trademark of Adobe Systems Incorporated in the United States and/or other countries.

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at: http://scripts.sil.org/OFL

-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives, however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



OEBPS/cover.jpg
USA TODAY







The StarFont font is created by BB eBooks Co., Ltd., a registered company in the Kingdom of Thailand. This font is intended to supplement glyphs in various eBooks. It is freeware and may be used either for commercial or personal use.

http://bbebooksthailand.com 


