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About This Book


Welcome to the all new K9 Files series reconnecting readers with the unforgettable men from SEALs of Steel in a new series of action packed, page turning romantic suspense that fans have come to expect from USA TODAY Bestselling author Dale Mayer. Pssst… you’ll meet other favorite characters from SEALs of Honor and Heroes for Hire too!

Rhys doesn’t expect a trip to Cottage Grove, Oregon, to start with a house shot up with bullets. If it had stopped there, it would have been manageable—a drive-by shooting that the cops chase down. But nothing is easy in Rhys’s world. And this case goes to hell right from the beginning…

Taylor, an army vet herself, struggles to regain a normal life, after she was injured by friendly fire in Iraq. Taking on a War Dog appeals to Taylor, a connection that she relates to, but she first must pass an interview, before she can keep Tallahassee. An interview with someone with a prosthetic just like Taylor’s. Only he is far more capable than she is.

Still that lack of self-confidence is the least of Taylor’s worries, as things go from bad to worse, and she realizes these attacks were very personal—and very close to home…

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


Prologue
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Badger looked over at Kat, as they sat in their living room, and asked, “How did you get to be so smart?”

“I didn’t get to be smart at all,” she said. “I just knew something was there about his ex-wife, but I had no idea that he just needed to make peace with her. I figured he needed to deal with something.”

“Well, not only did he make peace with her—in the sense that they have spoken and have agreed to ignore each other—but her much-older husband is also not so happy to have her younger ex-husband in town. So Silas is chomping at the bit over that.” Badger laughed. “Not to mention the squatter seemed to do this elsewhere. Jenner did the sheriff’s job and checked in nearby counties, so that guy is sitting in jail, and the sheriff’s not happy to be shown up by Jenner either. But better than that, Jim is home, and Jenner will stay in town to help him fix up the place for wheelchair access.”

“I think that’s a great idea.” Kat looked over at Badger. “Is there any spare money to help out with some supplies?” Badger rolled his eyes at her. She grinned and added, “Well, I’ll help out with the prosthetic. I just figured that maybe they needed some building supplies to handle the modifications.”

“Absolutely they do,” Badger agreed. “I’ll talk to the guys about it.”

She nodded. “You do that.”

Such a note of satisfaction filled her voice that he grinned at her. “You, my dear, are one very manipulative prosthetic genius.”

“Only when it counts.” She walked over and sat down on his lap, wrapped her arms around him, and said, “Besides, it’s a happy story all around. How can we not like that?”

“It’s perfect. Jim’ll keep both dogs at his revamped childhood home, and even Kellie is getting comfortable being around them. I don’t see Jenner being dogless for long.”

“No, and I think it’s a great idea that Jenner sets up a way to help veterans. I mean, it’ll take some time to coordinate, but he’ll be somebody else for us to send people to.”

“Ah.” Badger laughed. “You’ve got a soft heart, my dear.”

“I do, but the good thing is, it belongs to you.” She wrapped her arms tighter around him and kissed him. Then she twisted in his arms and asked, “What’s this?” She pointed to the end table beside them.

“The next file.”

“Wow. Have you got somebody for it?”

“Nope, not yet. Jager thought he might know somebody. One of his neighbors. I guess their son came home, looking a little worse for wear.”

“Right. It’s hard to imagine how many out there aren’t even on our radar.”

“Well, this guy came back from a mission over in Iraq, got blown up—a story we all know—and maybe he needs to talk to you. I’m not so sure yet, but apparently a dog over there died in the same accident and he’s really heartsick over it. They were moving the forward operating base, when they got blown up. So he’s looking to find something else in his life to find meaning.”

“Oh, I like this already. Where will we send him?”

“We?” he asked, raising his eyebrows.

“Absolutely. This is a we job.”

He smiled and agreed. “It is, indeed.”

“And where’s the dog?”

“In Oregon.”

She frowned at that.

“Why, what’s wrong with Oregon?” he asked her.

“Oregon’s fine, but I hope it’s an okay scenario for our War Dog and our next man.”

“This is a different scenario. We haven’t had one of these before.”

“And what does that mean?”

“Apparently a woman picked up the dog, contacted the ASPCA, found it was tagged, came up as one of the War Dogs, and they want somebody to go check on it.”

“She wants to keep it? Because, if that’s the case, it would be a good thing. Right?”

“She does want to keep the dog but is concerned about its training. She hasn’t had much.”

“What about this guy you are sending? Has he any experience with K9s?”

“Well, he was a trainer, so, in a way, it’s a match made in heaven.”

She looked up at him, and a glint came into her eyes.

He nodded. “I knew you wouldn’t miss that reference. Apparently she’s also ex-military, and she’s got her own prosthetic. Although she’s struggling with it and was hoping this dog would be more of a therapy animal.”

Kat’s frown flashed again. “I don’t know that the War Dogs have that kind of temperament.”

“I don’t think she’s looking to get it registered, just more of a case of she’s alone and could use it for mental health purposes, like an emotional support dog.”

“In that case, you’re right. It sounds like a match made in heaven.”

“I hope so, but I’ve got to get a hold of this guy first.”

Just then came a knock on the open door, and Jager walked in and pointed. “This is actually him. Rhys.”

The man leaned against the doorframe, his arms crossed over his chest.

“The one I was telling you about.”

“Right.” Badger nodded. He looked over at Kat and then at the closed file. He asked his wife, “What do you think?”

She studied Rhys and decided immediately. “Let’s do it.”


Chapter 1
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Rhys Gorman stepped from his truck, parked beside the gas pump, and waited for the attendant. He was here, wherever here was. He turned and looked around, studying the area. It was a quaint, very picturesque town, but not a place he’d ever been before.

Cottage Grove, Oregon, is what the sign stated. He’d seen elsewhere that this area was often compared to Parke County, Indiana, the Covered Bridge Capital of the US, which was something else he’d never really seen before. He wondered if it really was the stated capital of the US or just more about the western coast.

Often people made the mistake—wherever they lived—that the whole world revolved around them. Rhys almost smiled at that but was then reminded of his very smothering scenario back at home, so he had taken this chance to come here, confronting his fear of losing another dog.

Kat had been very persuasive, and she would help him get a prosthetic that fit and worked for him, which was huge. In the meantime he was stuck with his old one, while his leg healed and while she took measurements and worked on a prototype. She’d certainly seemed positive about it, and he hadn’t even realized this was the work that she did, until he’d looked her up after talking to his friend Jager. He’d known Jager for a while, and, if it weren’t for him, Rhys probably wouldn’t have stepped inside Kat’s office at all.

And maybe it would have been better if he hadn’t. Hell, maybe this whole thing would have been better if he’d just walked away and told Badger and Kat to find somebody else for this op. The last thing Rhys wanted to do was get emotionally involved with a dog. He could handle all kinds of stress and trauma, and yet, the minute a dog was involved, he went to pieces. And it was stupid. He’d been bugged about it plenty.

However, he’d also like to think that he hadn’t lost his humanity in all those years that he’d been in the navy. After a stint in the military, it was hard sometimes to remember that some humanity remained in the world. He’d gotten jaded and old and tired of dealing with the problems that he’d faced over and over again.

His injury had just about finished him. He wasn’t alone in that thinking; several others of his unit had gone down at the same time. They were all still trying to pick up the pieces of their world and to make something out of it. Something different than the rest. And, for that reason alone, Rhys rarely spoke about it and had pushed away his parents from even asking any questions because he didn’t want to be rude and tell them to stuff it. But he’d made it very clear to his father that Rhys would give no answer, so to stop asking, before he left town and before he chose to have nothing to do with them.

His father didn’t like his answer, but he’d given Rhys a single nod. “Fine. We weren’t happy when you went into the navy, and, you coming home in this shape, obviously we’re even unhappier,” he explained, “but this is your choice.”

“It is,” Rhys muttered. “It is my choice, and it’s the only thing I have left to live by, so honor it, or I’m out of here.”

His father had immediately agreed, and Rhys hadn’t been there for his father’s conversation with his mom, but Rhys was pretty sure that it was rough on both of them. Yet that’s just the way it needed to be if they kept hounding him because he just couldn’t handle speaking about his accident and the immediate fallout he had endured. It shouldn’t even have come to that. This break from his family would be good.

Rhys didn’t know if he would go back or not; going home after coming out of the hospital had been tough enough. He’d been there for three months in a room over the garage, while he sorted out his life and tried to get through the additional therapy he needed. The fact that he’d even had to go home had hurt. It wasn’t something anybody should have to do, particularly not in the shape that he was in. But it’s the only option he had left, so, whatever.

At the time he’d thought maybe it’d be nice to go home. However, his mother couldn’t stop the nagging, combined with the guilt trips, atop the constant pushing to eat—as if food solved every problem in the world. Then she resorted to the smothering repetitive questions, like, “Are you okay?” Hell no, I’m not okay. I’m far from okay.

So going home had stopped Rhys’s hopes that the situation would be nice, and it had turned into being emotionally painful. Rhys shouldn’t have gone home. It had been too much for his mom. She’d been heartbroken to see him, and that had just made it way worse, made him feel like he was some sort of a freak. Even though his father had tried hard to calm her down, she wasn’t the kind to calm down. She was all about hysteria. Whereas his dad was stoic.

And right now? The last thing Rhys needed was anybody making a caterwauling mess of his world.

He was also a private person, even more so since his surgeries.

Shaking that off, he thanked the gas attendant, walked inside and paid with his credit card, grabbed his receipt and got back into his truck. He punched in the address to double-check his directions and then pulled out onto the road. Taylor wasn’t far away, which was a good thing. He’d help her and Tallahassee, starting today. At the same time Rhys figured that a couple days might be enough to get him out of his emotional hell, long enough that he could get a break and could figure out what he would do with his life. And it seemed foolish at this age, at this stage, to even have to consider these things. But it was what it was.

Wondering at the fool’s errand he was on, Rhys headed down several small country roads, past a quaint little town center, and headed on through to the other side. When he got to the address, it was a small house, at least from the first pass he made, with a sidewalk leading to a picturesque front entrance and a long veranda, beautiful gardenias climbing up the side of the house. It was a large property, something he could really appreciate. He stared at it.

It seemed almost fairy tale-ish.

Something that he no longer believed in. Something that he didn’t think anybody should believe in, ever. The reality was what he experienced out in the world, and it was a bitch to come back from that. He didn’t want to park on her driveway just yet, not sure of his welcome. So he parked on the opposite shoulder of the road, turned off the engine, and, just as he went to open the driver’s side door, another truck drove by him very slowly and then slowed down more when it got to her place. The driver had a baseball cap pulled down low, and, even as Rhys watched, the driver lifted a handgun, pointed it through the passenger window and started firing at the woman’s house, before the gunman hit the gas and ripped off into the distance.

Rhys didn’t give it a second thought; he immediately turned his vehicle around and chased after the gunman.

[image: * * *]

Taylor Moore huddled in a corner of the dining room, between the kitchen and the living room, her arms wrapped around her chest, rocking in place, shuddering. The damn bullets. She didn’t even know if they were hitting the house, hitting her, hitting her car, hitting anything—even if they were bullets—but it just took her right back to the damn event that sent her tumbling and spiraling out of control, landing in the world that she currently lived in.

She didn’t even know what would set it off; sometimes it was just a vehicle backfiring, and, if that’s all it was, she almost hated herself for her constant overreaction. She understood the PTSD part of it; she understood that she would have to learn to deal with the trauma. She understood all that. But what she didn’t understand was how she was supposed to do any of it when she was constantly crippled by some of the simplest noises.

So much anger was inside her, so much that she couldn’t reconcile, so much that she couldn’t find peace with, and, of course, that’s what her psychologist wanted her to confront. Yet they didn’t give her the tools to do it. They gave her all this mumbo-jumbo about working on the problems. They wanted her to take drugs, so it would become something that was much easier to deal with.

She didn’t want to take drugs. She just wanted to find a way through this nightmarish maze to a world where she could function properly. She slowly lifted her head, hearing a harsh whine at the door and claws jumping up, trying to get in. She got up slowly, using the wall for support, and hobbled her way over, where she opened the door and looked out. There was her dog, outside the screen, whining at her, his tail going crazy. She opened the screen and reached out a hand. Immediately his soft nose shoved into it. “I’m fine,” she told him.

But he apparently didn’t believe her and kept nudging and nudging at her.

Finally she opened the door wider and murmured, “This isn’t a good idea.”

But she seemed helpless to stop it, as the dog raced inside. However, instead of coming to her for more cuddles, he took off and did a full search of the house. She leaned against the door, watching him. “I don’t know what it was,” she admitted. “Believe me. I don’t really want to do a postmortem on this either.”

But again he just ignored her, on his own path of some thought processes that she couldn’t seem to access. She wondered what he heard when she heard the same sounds. What the hell was going on that she was such a mess? She slowly walked over to the kitchen and put on the teakettle. After an episode like that, which just seemed to take apart everything in her world, she was always exhausted. Yet here she was, safe in her own home, and still didn’t have that sense of security that she was desperate for.

As the dog raced back into the kitchen, his nose still to the ground, she asked, only half joking, “What are you, part bloodhound?”

But his ears were calm, and his tail was wagging, as he stepped closer and gave her a woof and then shoved his big nose into her hand once more. She would have crouched down but her ankle joint didn’t work so well. She bent over instead and gave him a good cuddle. “I don’t know what that was which you just did, but thanks for keeping an eye out,” she muttered.

Of course, keeping an eye out was a whole different thing when you were a dog, but, hey, she’d take the fact that anybody cared, even a canine. With a hot cup of tea now in her hand, she put a leash on the dog and slowly made her way back out to the front of the house, where she sat down on the porch and stared. She didn’t even know why she was out here. Except maybe confronting the terror for her to be out here. She refused to let that become her world too. Seemed like everything had narrowed down to what she could handle and what she couldn’t, and 99 percent of it fell into that what she couldn’t handle department.

And it sucked. In a big way. She used to be sociable. Until everything in the military had blown up. She used to have friends, until they took one look at her now and saw the shape she was in, and they made polite excuses and ran.

She could hardly blame them. She wasn’t exactly anything to look at anymore, and she sure as hell wasn’t anything nice to be around. Not that it was her fault. It was nobody’s fault, including theirs. It’s just the way of it. And she was working at finding acceptance, but, in her heart of hearts, she knew that would take a lot longer.

This isn’t who she wanted to be. She wanted to be the person she had left behind, when she went into the military, the one full of hope, the one full of patriotism, the one who was doing this because it was the right thing to do. Not this broken-down beat-up person who, so embittered even before her accident, that even now she found it hard to find any way forward. She knew who was responsible for a lot of that pre-accident part of her army life, and none of it made any difference because he wouldn’t pay the price. She was the one paying the price.

And would continue to pay the price for a long time yet.

She wanted to be healthy and whole; she wanted to see her way through all this, and yet all she saw was more nightmares, more pain, more intolerances that she struggled with, and how the hell was she supposed to find anything that made her happy about that? If only there was another answer, if only… she hadn’t gone to the military police to turn him in.

Was it his fault where she was at now? Not likely. But he was ultimately the start of all this. And that was something that she found almost impossible to deal with. As she sat here on the porch, a truck pulled up to the front of the house. Immediately the dog stood up and studied the approaching vehicle. When it parked, and the engine turned off, she wondered idly which neighbor was visiting her.

When the man stepped out, making absolutely no attempt to hide the prosthetic on his leg, she stared. And then her heart sank.

“Better not be coming here,” she muttered to herself.

Almost immediately the dog beside her growled.

She looked over at him. “Is that because of me or because of him?” she muttered to the dog.

The dog didn’t say anything but watched with a hawk’s eyes. As the man approached the small gate and unlocked it, stepping forward, he looked around carefully, catching sight of her. And then, with a nod, he called out, “Good afternoon.”

She shook her head. “There’s nothing good about it. I don’t know what you’re doing here or what business you think you have, but you’re not welcome.”

He stopped, stared, and then nodded. “And maybe that dog beside you has a different greeting for me.”

And, sure enough, she looked down to see the dog, his tail going like crazy, a whine starting to come out of the back of his throat.

The stranger entered the gate and slowly approached. “I mean you no harm.”

She looked from him to the dog, who was straining at his leash. Immediately the man held up his hand in some sort of a command, and the dog’s butt hit the porch floor, but it couldn’t stop wiggling with joy. And, with that reaction, she unhooked the leash. “Well, isn’t that just something?” Her heart sank, as she realized that this man had a claim to this dog that she could never hope to have.

The dog barreled toward him, jumping up on him, knocking him backward against the fence. Instead of being upset, the man just laughed, wrapped his arms around the dog, and held him close. At least as close as anybody could during such a wiggling embrace. When the dog finally got free again, he jumped down, doing zoomies all over the front yard.

She’d never seen him act like this before. Didn’t think it would ever happen again. It was such normal dog behavior that she was happy for him, but, at the same time, she was sad because she hadn’t given him that sense of confidence, that sense of freedom, to be who he needed to be. And yet here this stranger walked up, opened the gate, and there he was, giving her dog what he needed.

He looked at her slowly, took a couple steps forward, and asked, “May I come up?”

She stared at him resentfully and then shrugged. “You’re already in, so you might as well.”

He nodded and walked a few steps closer. “Thank you.”

“What for?” she asked suspiciously.

“For looking after Tallahassee here,” he replied.

“He’s your dog?” she asked.

Immediately he looked at her and shook his head. “No, but he was part of… a training unit that I worked with when I was in the navy.”

“Navy?” She frowned.

“I was part of a special unit that worked with dogs,” he added. “Tallahassee was one of them.”

“And how do you know his name? I’ve been calling him Fred.”

“Fred?” He shook his head, whistled, and called out, “Tallahassee, come.”

The dog immediately raced over and jumped up again.

At Rhys’s command, Tallahassee stopped jumping. Rhys turned toward her. “His name’s Tallahassee,” he repeated. “As you can see, he responds to it quite well.”

“Did you know he was here? Is that why you’ve come?” she asked suspiciously.

He immediately took a slow step back, as if realizing something in her world was flipping, and he understood that he was causing it.

She shook her head at the stranger’s retreat and his lack of an answer. “Why are you here?” she repeated, her heart in her throat at the thought of losing the dog. She could only take so many losses in life—although she’d been prepared to lose this dog if it didn’t work out for her, which was selfish on her part. She hadn’t in any way expected somebody else to show up with a prior claim. But, after what she’d seen, it was obvious this man definitely had a prior claim.

The man looked at her gently and said, “Before we discuss any of that, can you tell me if you’re okay?”

She looked at him. “I don’t know what you mean.”

“What I mean,” he stated, “is about whoever shot into your house. Did they hit anything? Are you hurt?”

She stared at him. “Shot?” Her voice was faint, her heart slamming against her chest.

The stranger’s eyes narrowed, and he nodded slowly. “You didn’t hear it?”

“I,… I did,” she confirmed, reaching a hand to her temple. She closed her eyes. “I just wasn’t sure if it was real or not.”

“You didn’t imagine it,” he declared, his voice harsh. “Somebody drove by and shot into your house multiple times.”


Chapter 2
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Taylor didn’t even know what to say. Finally she gasped out, “Shots?”

He nodded. “He lifted a handgun, while I was parked across the street, and fired into the house. I’m not sure what he was firing or what his intentions were,” he noted calmly, studying her with a gaze that she found intensely unnerving. “But obviously something’s going on.”

“Maybe it was random,” she murmured. She felt that jump of hope at such a suggestion, but, even as soon as she mentioned it, she knew it was wrong. She gave a hard swallow and got up and bolted inside the house. He followed but stayed close to the front door. She stood in the living room. clenching her hands together.

“Do you want to tell me what kind of trouble you’re in?”

She immediately spun and looked at him. “Why are you here?” she asked bluntly.

He hesitated, then shrugged. “I came to check on Tallahassee,” he said.

Her gaze widened. “You came to check on the dog?”

He nodded. “It may sound ridiculous to you, but we do take these War Dogs seriously. They’ve given a lot of their lives to save others in military service,” he explained. “When the animals retire, we try hard to keep track of them and to ensure that they’re getting a decent home. This one slipped through the cracks, and somehow ended up in a situation where he came to you.”

She nodded. “Yes, at the shelter. I know somebody there, and they thought maybe I would be a good fit for the dog.”

“And are you?” he asked bluntly.

She stared at him. “A good fit for the dog’s one thing. However, like what I just saw, like how he was with you? That’s something I’ve never seen from Fred—Tallahassee—before,” she admitted. “So, if you are looking for those circumstances, then I can’t say that I am. Would I love to? Yes. Would I like to get more training? Yes. I did ask for that.”

“And we did hear that,” he confirmed. “But these dogs, although they’re not hard to look after, they do have some special needs. I looked up Tallahassee’s file, and, of course, he’s been through an awful lot of action. Has it bothered him?”

She stared at him. “Bothered him in what way?” she asked, her voice faint.

He shrugged. “What was he doing when the bullets hit the house?”

She shook her head. “I heard the bangs, but I didn’t hear anything hitting the house.”

His gaze narrowed. “I’ll be back.” And, with that, he stepped out the front door.

She sagged to the couch, wondering what had just happened to her world. It was bad enough what she thought she was going through. But to know that somebody had deliberately fired upon her house? That was beyond cruel. And that brought her thoughts all the way back around to who she knew most likely was behind it. And how much was that asshole behind it anyway?

Her mind couldn’t even grasp how this was happening. And she needed to get it together before she looked like somebody who had completely lost it and who couldn’t keep a dog. She stared down at Tallahassee, who, instead of following the stranger outside, had stayed beside her. She reached out a hand, and he came over and gently pressed his muzzle against her hand. When she looked up, the stranger was watching them interact.

He gave a nod. “Tallahassee cares.”

“Maybe,” she agreed, her voice faint, “but that doesn’t mean it’s a good fit.”

“Maybe not,” he noted. “Most of that’ll depend on you.”

She didn’t know what to say. “What’s your name?” she asked. “I can’t believe I let you in here without even knowing who you are.”

He stepped forward, pulling a card from his wallet. “This is me,” he said.

“Rhys Gorman,” she read aloud. “You’re a trainer?”

“I am. I was,” he corrected. “I vowed to never do it again because, after losing as many dogs as I have in war, I found it very difficult to handle, to process. When I saw my last action, I lost my dog at the time. I swore I’d never get back into working with animals again because the pain of losing them is so horrific. Believe me. I took a lot of ribbing for that attitude too.”

She stared at him. “Why?”

“Because a lot of people don’t look at animals as having the same relationship to people. Some of the guys knew exactly how I felt, but others? Not so much.”

She nodded as she stared down, her hand absentmindedly stroking Tallahassee’s coat. “He’s a beautiful animal,” she whispered.

“He is, indeed, and he certainly has taken to you,” he stated.

“No, I don’t think so. I think he’s just—” Then she stopped, shrugged, and added, “I don’t know. I don’t know what he is.”

“Obviously something is going on in your world. I would like to help.”

She stared at him in shock. “You don’t even know what it is, and you don’t know who I am,” she murmured. “So even saying something like that is foolish.”

He stared at her with that unrelenting, unwavering gaze, and she felt herself trying to pull in and away. Yet everything inside her felt exposed, as if he could see something that she didn’t want him to.

“You want to tell me what’s going on?”

She immediately shook her head. “No, I don’t,” she replied in an attempt at bravado that she didn’t feel. “You need to decide if the dog stays with me or not.” When he remained silent, she added, “I need to go lie down, and, therefore, I’ll shut the front door and
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Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      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.


____________________________________________________________________________________________________
    _____     _     _    __      ____      _   _     __        ______    _     _    ____      _____ 
    /    )    /    /     / |     /    )    /  /|     / |         /       |    /     /    )    /    '
---/----/----/___ /-----/__|----/___ /----/| /-|----/__|--------/--------|---/-----/____/----/__----
  /    /    /    /     /   |   /    |    / |/  |   /   |       /         |  /     /         /       
_/____/____/____/_____/____|__/_____|___/__/___|__/____|______/__________|_/_____/_________/____ ___
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EULA ( the End User License Agreement )

This document is a legal agreement between you the end user, and Dharma Type.  
By using or installing Dharma Type font(s), you agree to be bound by the terms of this Agreement. 

1. You may use this font for both commercial and non-commercial works at no charge.
2. You may use this font to create images on the website or printed matter on papre, logomark.....up to you.
3. You may not sell this font without permission.
4. You may not redistribute this font without permission.
5. You may not modify, adapt, translate, reverse engineer, decompile, disassemble, or create derivative works based on this font.
6. This font are Copyrighted by Ryoichi Tsunekawa. All rights reserved. You may not claim copyrgiht rights for this font.
7. DISCLAIMER 
This font is provided to you free of charge.
Dharma Type give no warranty in relation to this font, and you use this at your own risk.
Dharma Type will not be liable for any damage to your system, any loss or corruption of any data or software,
or any other loss or damage that you may suffer as a result of downloading or using this font, whether it results from our negligence or in any other way.

Here is a list of things you could do, Only if you want to:
* Link http://dharmatype.com/ or credit "Dharma Type"
* Tell me what did you use this font for.


FAQ

Q_ Can I use this for a commercial product?
A_ Yes, You can!

Q_ Can I use this on a web page via css @font-face?
A_ Yes, You can!

Q_ Can I donate $ to you?
A_ Yes, You can! ( Paypal: info@flat-it.com )
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This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
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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.
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