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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!

The hurricane devastated more than just Baron’s world. It hurt so many other people too, including Baron’s brother, who died trying to rescue dogs caught up in the storm. One of the missing dogs is a War Dog, Kingston. Now Baron is put on the spot to see if he could find the War Dog again…

Brittany’s grandmother’s house was destroyed in the hurricane, so Brittany has been searching for her grandmother’s little dog, Pocket. When Baron comes to her aid, Brittany remembers her grandmother’s warnings about those who take advantage during disasters…

During the aftermath of the hurricane, these two people are looking for missing animals, yet are about to get caught up in the middle of something no one saw coming…

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


Prologue
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Badger looked over at Kat. “Aren’t you tricky?”

She shrugged. “Not necessarily,” she said, with a smile, “but it worked out for Bacchus and Michael and Danny and Mariam, plus Conall and Bethany, even her mom and Old Joe. So two happy families, and, for that, I’m very happy.”

“Now what?” he asked, as he looked at the two files on her desk. “Who are you thinking for the next miracle?”

“I’m not so sure.… This one’s a bit trickier.”

“Why is that?”

“A hurricane in Florida,” she murmured. “The War Dog was on the road with other dogs being transported out of the area. The truck ended up in the river. Details are sketchy, and I might not have this completely right, but it appears the driver, who may have been the transport truck owner, died. Several of the dogs managed to get free and were captured again, but the War Dog is missing.”

He stared at her. “A hurricane? Were they in the back of the truck in cages or what?”

“Most were in cages, and some of them were still fine when the truck was found in the river. The cage the War Dog had been in was open, and he is still missing. Several other cages were also open, and those dogs were picked up again, but not the War Dog.”

“Where were they taken to?”

“I don’t know. As I said, the details are unclear. One guy was airlifted out. I assume he was in the passenger seat of the transport truck. I think he died too, though I’m not certain. The found animals were gathered up by a rescue team and were moved to a safe location,” she shared. “And, as for the missing animals,… we don’t know any more.”

Badger shook his head. “A hurricane.”

She nodded. “Yeah, and it happened recently, so a good chance the War Dog is okay, and they have a lot of survival skills. Thus we have a good chance of recovering this one. I do have somebody in mind, but—”

“What’s with the but?”

She winced. “His brother died in the vehicle.”

Badger let out a long whistle. “You’re talking about Baron, aren’t you?”

She nodded. “I don’t know if it’s fair to ask him to go after the dog that his brother was trying to rescue.”

“On the other hand,” Badger pointed out, “better that it wasn’t in vain.”

She smiled, then nodded. “I was thinking of that as well. I texted him earlier, but I haven’t heard back yet.”

Her phone rang just then. She looked down and raised one eyebrow. “Speaking of…”

He nodded, anxious to hear how Baron was doing. Kat punched the button to answer.

Baron’s voice came through on the other end. “Kat, what’s up?”

“Hey, I’m so sorry to hear about your brother.”

“Yeah, me too. It’s just too awful to imagine.”

“Look. I don’t know if you heard anything about some of the work we’ve been doing—”

“Yeah, War Dogs,” he interrupted. “My brother was rescuing one.”

“Right, and that’s one of the reasons I called. I was wondering if you would want to give us a hand.”

“What’s up?”

“The War Dog is still missing.”

“I know. It was in my brother’s truck, but I haven’t seen or heard anything else about it.”

“I guess what I’m asking is, could you track it down?”

“Right. That’s what you do, isn’t it?”

“Yes, we track down War Dogs, but it sounds like maybe your brother had this dog for a while.”

“Actually he didn’t. He was away for surgery and subsequent rehab. So somebody else was looking after the dog. When he got back home again, the War Dog didn’t get returned.”

“How did this one end up in your brother’s truck then?”

“I don’t think we have any paperwork, since everything happened in such a panic with the hurricane,” he explained, his voice tired. “Everybody is saying that dog was in the back of the transport, but I don’t know if that’s really true. Are you sure you want me to track down this War Dog?”

“That’s what we do,” she said. “We find volunteers to get boots on the ground. I realize it’s an odd request, since you’ve just lost your brother, and the area is in such turmoil, and everybody is trying to recover.”

“We’ve got all the people accounted for, but we’ve got so much clean-up and rebuilding to do to get families housed and businesses restored. On a personal note, I just buried my brother,” he added. “Yet you’re right. A couple other dogs are still missing, and thankfully they didn’t die with my brother. By the way, his death wasn’t because of the hurricane itself. Not directly anyway. He’d always had a weak heart valve, and we knew it could fail at any time. He ended up having a heart attack in the process, and that’s why he drowned. It wasn’t really the hurricane, or even the rescuing of the animals.” He took a moment and collected his thoughts. “Any dog that needs a hand, well, I’m just as bad as my brother.”

“How’s your new foot?”

He laughed. “As always, you were right on target. It’s doing better, and I’m becoming more capable with it.”

“Good,” she replied warmly.

“Okay, fine. I’m game,” he said. “Give me a few days to see what I can come up with.”

“That sounds good, and again, condolences to you and your family.”

“Thank you,” he murmured. “Nothing quite like that kind of a loss, but I don’t want it to be in vain. He was out helping animals, so I can go help the same animals and ensure the work he was doing gets completed.” Baron sighed. “So I’ll see what I can come up with.” And, with that, he rang off.

Badger looked over at her, one eyebrow raised. “At least he’s right there in the area.”

“He is, but what happened to the War Dog in the first place sounds a little sketchy to me.”

“That seems to be why these cases end up on our desks,” he noted, with a tilt of his head. “I don’t suppose a ladylove or anything is in Baron’s background, is there?”

Kat shrugged and gave him a knowing smile.

Badger narrowed his gaze.

“He did tell me one time that his brother’s former wife was first Baron’s girlfriend for the longest time. Apparently they broke up at some point, and she hooked up with his brother and married him very quickly afterward. It created a lot of trouble in the family for a long time, including separating the brothers.”

“Something like that would surely do it,” Badger noted.

“She contacted Baron a while back, and he wouldn’t have anything to do with her.”

Badger chuckled. “That doesn’t mean Baron wants to have anything to do with her now either.”

“No, but he might, considering that she tossed off Baron’s child as his brother’s, only for both of them to find out she never was pregnant.”

“Oh, ouch.”

She nodded.

“And you really think he’ll want anything to do with her after all that?”

“It depends what her reasoning was,” Kat suggested. “Who are we to judge? We’ve all done stupid things in our lives.”

He nodded. “Isn’t that the truth,” he muttered. He walked over, pulled her to her feet, and gave her a big hug. “I do love you. You know that, right?”

“I know you do,” she murmured, “and that’s a really smart answer right now.”

He chuckled, held her close. “You are also incredibly amazing, and I’m so very proud to have you as my partner in this life.”

“Ditto,” she said, as she pulled him down, gave him a tongue-lashing kiss that had his head swimming. “Now we need to take a break and go for a swim, spending some time with our kiddos.”

And, with that, she turned and walked out back to the pool, leaving him watching in awe, as this woman of his joined the other men and their partners who made up the Titanium Corp, making Badger’s world complete.


Chapter 1
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Baron Sagway pocketed his phone and turned to look at his mother, who was slowly moving back and forth on a rocking chair on her deck.

She frowned at him and asked, “Who was that?” He was reluctant to say anything, but she sighed. “I need to know, especially if it involved your brother.”

He squatted beside her. “My boss on this job. The one who asked me to look for the War Dog. His wife also designed my prosthetics.”

She sniffed, and he knew the tears would follow soon afterward. “The War Dog that Brad rescued?” she asked, her voice low.

Baron nodded. “Yeah, It’s one of the animals he rescued,” he confirmed, “and I know you may not want to hear it, but we can’t blame anybody for what happened to Brad… and certainly not an animal.”

Her sniffles continued for a moment, and she finally nodded. “I know that,… in theory.” She hung her head. “I mean, it could have happened any day. We knew for a very long time that he had a heart condition that wasn’t fixable. Still, it’s tough not to consider the idea that, if he hadn’t gone out after those dogs, he might still be alive.”

“He was also doing what he loved to do, Ma,” Baron pointed out, “and I think that’s just as important.”

She looked up at him. “But he’s still gone.”

His heart broke at that, and he nodded. “Yes, he is still gone, and nothing will bring him back,” he murmured, hating the grief that washed over him. “I know it’s devastating, but we can’t blame the dogs, and that’s the last thing Brad would want us to do.”

“I know that.” She released a heavy sigh. “It still hurts. I’m glad you two finally buried the hatchet.”

“Our issues were a long time ago. A lot of water under the bridge since then and we became close. Very close. You know he was bugging me to come back and move in with him.… So yes, it hurts me too. And it’ll keep hurting until we all have a little bit of time to process the loss. It’ll hurt forever, but the sadness will get replaced with happier memories. Just because we knew it could happen anytime didn’t mean we were prepared and ready for it to happen.”

She gave him a ghost of a smile. “You know he would be livid if I even suggested blaming the dog.”

“Of course he would,” Baron agreed, a smile also lighting his face. “That’s who he was.”

“Even if you know it to be true, that doesn’t mean you have to go running out there and repeat his mistakes.”

In the end, that was the crux of the matter. She’d heard just enough of the conversation to realize that Baron could be putting himself in danger to find the dog. “The hurricane is over,” he pointed out, “but that dog and whoever else is out there could be in need of rescuing.”

Ma shook her head, the soft gray curls bouncing around her head. “God only knows what you were doing for the military, with all your secrets and not even telling your own mother what you did for the government. You lost part of a leg doing your confidential work. But that’s over, so it doesn’t have to be you now,” she argued. “I don’t care who these people are who are calling you now. I don’t care who they send where and what they get themselves into searching for. It doesn’t have to involve you.”

“No, it doesn’t have to be me. However, if it’s important to us to complete the work that Brad started, then it needs to be me,” Baron stated.

She considered that for a long moment and slowly nodded. “I guess it means his death wouldn’t be in vain.”

“His death would never be in vain, Ma, not now,… not ever. He spent a lifetime doing all the right things for all the right people, and he made the most out of every day,” he declared. “If nothing else, we should be proud of the life he lived.”

“I am. Of course I am,” she stated crossly, “but that doesn’t mean I was ready to let him go. You sit here and preach it, but you know damn well he wasn’t ready to go. He was never a quitter.”

Baron chuckled. “Not only was he not ready to go, he probably would have laughed at the idea that his time was coming. Still, that doesn’t mean we can forget the reality that we all knew it could happen anytime. He understood his situation very well, and he made the decision to live his life to the fullest, and we need to remember that.”

She waved her hand dismissively, not wanting to listen to him, but Baron already knew how this would go. Finally she groaned. “At least we’re done with the damn hurricane. Will you just look for animals?”

“No, of course not,” Baron clarified. “I’ll go back over all the places that Brad went to… and see if any of the missing dogs returned to their homes. Plus, I will see if anyone else out there needs help. We haven’t had a chance to check on everybody, as it is.”

“Which is what Brad was doing too when he died,” she muttered.

He nodded. “Yes, exactly. That’s when he died.”

“Well, then,… I guess you better go out there and see what you can do,” she uttered with resolve, “but you better be home for dinner.”

He chuckled softly. “This will be my first pass of the area, so I don’t know how much time it will take,” he explained. “I’m sure that dinner is a reasonable expectation, but it all depends on what we find out there. I know it’s not easy for you, but it’s not easy for me either.”

“We?” she asked.

He nodded. “I’ll probably go by the rescue center and see if anybody there is willing to tag along. I’ll also need the information on the particular quadrant where it all went down, and help finding my way around, so I’m not just poking around blindly.”

She perked up at that. “See? That’s what bothers me.”

“I understand, but I won’t be foolish,” he replied, “and I’ll let people know where I am. Some areas still aren’t as safe as they should be, but I have people who can watch my back.”

“Good, it’s definitely not as safe as it should be,” she noted, glaring at him, “and you know very well I don’t want you going at all.”

He nodded. “I know that, but you also know I have to go.”

“Oh, I know,” she grumbled. “Why would you be any different? Your brother had the same attitude.”

“When people or animals need help,” Baron said, with a smile, “somebody needs to step up. I get that, for you, that doesn’t necessarily mean us, but, for a lot of people, us is all there is.”

She winced. “If your father were here, he would be out there too.”

“Of course he would. Where do you think we learned it from?” Baron gave her a smile.

She sighed. “It’s still not easy being the one left behind.”

“Well, if you were in better physical shape, I would consider taking you with me,” he offered. “But, since you aren’t, I need you to stay here and to stay safe, while I do what I can to find the animals.”

She nodded at that. “You need to stay safe too, son,” she declared, looking back at him.

“I will, Ma. I promise.”

She rolled her eyes. “You and your brother, you could always roll those lies right off your lips, as if they meant nothing,” she replied, “but they need to mean something.”

He looked at her and nodded. “I’m not lying. I’ll be careful. I promise. Remember that this isn’t really connected to what happened to Brad,” he added. “You and I both know that his heart event could have happened anytime and anywhere.”

She nodded. “I hear you, and I know that, but knowing it and feeling it are two different things.”

“Of course. I get it.” He leaned over and gave her a gentle hug. “I’ll try to be home for dinner, but…”

“Right, don’t wait up,” she quipped, with a small smile. “The least you can do is keep in touch.”

“That I will do,” he promised.

She looked at him intently for a moment and then sighed. “Fine, go on,” she relented, waving her hands. “Go find this dog, and, if you find anybody else who’s in need, don’t forget them either.”

“Of course not,” he agreed. “I’ve been doing search and rescue in these types of situations for a long time, so obviously I’ll help whomever I can.”

“Except,” she snapped, “that damn Jolene. Don’t you even think of lifting a hand to help that lying gold-digger.”

“Jolene?” Baron frowned. “Wow, that’s a name from the past. Is she still in town?”

“Of course she is, still looking for another man to believe she’s pregnant with his child, just so she can get married and stop working.” Ma shook her head. “And to think my two brilliant boys fell for her and her lies is beyond me.”

“Now, Ma, we were young and impressionable. However, we learned our lesson. Brad never married again, and he also divorced her as soon as he found out she was not even pregnant.” With a final hug, he picked up his wallet, tucked it into his back pocket, grabbed his jacket and his keys, and walked out the door. With any luck, he would make it home for dinner, but it rarely happened, particularly in situations like this.

With a wave from behind the wheel, he pulled out and headed into the devastation where the hurricane had centered. More than one reason to go back there because, in his own mind—and he hadn’t mentioned it to his mom and wouldn’t if he didn’t have more evidence—Baron had this inkling that maybe his brother didn’t have to die, and that maybe somebody else’s hand had been involved.

Without any proof, Baron had no way to know for sure, which was why working this dog rescue was the perfect cover for him to start digging into what happened to Brad.
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Brittany stood, groaning as her back screamed at her. Straightening up from the position she’d been in for a long time was always a bitch. She was sorting through things that were salvageable and things that weren’t, and it was a never-ending process.

Her grandmother’s house had been a really old one and didn’t withstand the hurricane’s impact. Brittany suspected that the insurance company would write it off as a total loss, and that would just make it even harder on her grandmother. She’d been fighting to stay here instead of going into a retirement home already, and now she couldn’t stay here. She was currently over at a friend’s, but that was a short-term situation at best.

Brittany walked around the main floor of the house, navigating through the mud and the sand and the garbage that had floated in. Trees had smashed through windows and doors, and, while she knew she wasn’t technically allowed to be here, a few other neighbors were wandering through the area, as she was, searching for any valuables that were possible to salvage, though it was looking pretty grim.

Brittany was here because her grandmother was rather desperate for a few things, mostly her little dog, which had been pulled out of her arms, as she had been trying to get out of here. The wind had picked up the little thing and carried her off someplace. Brittany could only hope that someone had found her and she was still alive. If so, she couldn’t imagine what the poor little thing might have been through. So Brittany was willing to do whatever was needed to find her and to bring her home. She belonged with her grandmother.

As she did another pass through the place, she thought she heard a little yelp. She froze, tilted her head, and listened again. “Pocket, is that you?” she called out.

She listened intently, thinking she heard another little yelp. She moved quickly in that direction, knowing it wasn’t necessarily Pocket by any means, but, if an animal was in need, she was right there for it. She listened again, hearing nothing. Frowning, she wandered through the area and called out to Pocket several more times.

When she heard a vehicle, she stepped back into the shadows. She watched the other neighbors do the same thing. The last time anybody of any authority had come around the area, they had told her to leave because it wasn’t safe. Regardless of the buildings still standing, some of those could collapse later—which was a valid observation. Being belligerent about the cops’ warnings wouldn’t help, and, if those authorities got ugly, she tended to give in. Still, Brittany didn’t want to right now, not when potentially she had a sign of progress in finding Pocket.

When the large black truck rumbled slowly down the street, she realized it was likely somebody else looking for people or possessions, or it could also be somebody coming in to take advantage of the situation and steal something. The neighborhood was a mess, with wreckage all over, making it the perfect opportunity to grab other people’s stuff and run.

She’d had more than enough of that attitude, and it was hard to fathom. Why would anybody even think to do such a thing when people were already down and out? She didn’t know, but more than a few looters had been around the area. The big black truck could only go so far before a tree was in the way.

The driver hopped out, grabbed a chainsaw, and efficiently cut up the tree, pulling it out of the way enough to make room for the truck. She smiled at that, thinking he could come back anytime. She was all for anybody who could make the roads here more accessible.

As the man turned and hopped back into the vehicle, she frowned, thinking it was somebody she knew. She watched carefully, but he didn’t appear to recognize her. He did lift a gloved hand and wave, then drove forward. Abruptly he stopped, turned off the engine, and hopped out, walking toward her. She waited. As he got a little bit closer, she realized why he looked familiar, but he wasn’t Brad.

He asked her, “Are you okay?”

She shrugged. “I’m looking for my grandmother’s dog,… Pocket,” she stammered. “Her little dog called Pocket. I wasn’t very hopeful, but I thought I heard something a moment ago.”

His eyebrows shot up. “Let’s give it a good look.”

She hesitated. “Do I know you? You look an awful lot like somebody I know.”

He looked over at her and nodded. “You’re probably thinking of my brother, Brad.”

“Yes. I’m surprised I haven’t seen him around here.”

He hesitated. “You would have,” he began, then turned and looked around for a moment, then back at her, “but he passed away.”

She froze. “What? Brad died?”

He nodded. “Yeah. He’s always had a heart condition, and, doing these rescues,… well, we knew that one day his heart couldn’t handle it,” he explained. “It’s been a pretty rough deal. Sorry to surprise you with that news.”

“It’s such a shock. I’m so sorry for your loss.” She stared at him, stunned. “I had no idea.”

He nodded. “Most people don’t know. Besides, everyone’s got bigger fish to fry right now. Plus it wasn’t directly related to the hurricane. His heart just gave out.”

“But he still came out and helped everybody anyway,” she noted.

He nodded and smiled. “Yeah, he did. That’s who he was.”

She gave him a warm smile. “Your brother really was an amazing person. If anybody ever needed anything, he was right there.”

“And that’s good to hear. He was that way as far back as I can remember. He did what he felt was right, but it was hard on our mother. She always worried about him.”

“Oh, ouch,” Brittany muttered, followed by a sigh. “It’s always so hard on those who are left behind.”

“What about your grandmother? Is she okay?”

“Well, she’s alive,” she replied, as she pointed at the devastated house behind her. “This was hers though.”

He frowned. “That’s pretty ugly destruction.”

“It most certainly is. The main structure is still standing, but not a whole lot else. Most of the roof is gone too.”

“Will you rebuild?” he asked.

She shook her head. “No, not likely, too much damage. I don’t know what her insurance situation is like, but this place was her last wave of defiance to avoid going to a home,” she shared, with a small smile. “I’m not sure she’ll use that excuse anymore.”

“No, but she’ll try,” he suggested, with a grin. “Is anybody ever ready for that stage in life? I can’t say that I blame them.”

“I know. Isn’t it terrible that we don’t have much in the way of other options for them?” Looking around, she shook her head. “I would love to keep her close, but I don’t know how to do that now.”

He nodded. “Did you know my brother well?” he asked.

She sighed. “Not really. He was always around. I saw him recently, as he was out looking for lost animals. I did ask him if he had seen Pocket, but he hadn’t. Apart from that, I don’t know where she is, but, a minute ago, I thought I heard a dog.” She wandered around and started calling out for her. “Pocket, where are you?”

“Pocket, huh? That’s an interesting name.”

“You should see the size of her,” she replied. “She’s pocket-size, and that just became her name.”

“That’s all it takes”—he chuckled—“for nicknames to stick and to become their permanent names.”

“Exactly,” she agreed. Just then a slight yelp came again. She turned to him excitedly. “Did you hear that?” But he was already striding in that direction. She raced behind him, as he headed around the side of the house. Some roofing was on the ground, with some tree branches on top of it.

He quickly started removing the branches. “Call her again.”

She got down to the edge of the roofing and called out to Pocket several more times. When the yelps came again and again, she laughed. “My God, I can’t believe it. She’s probably under here, isn’t she?”

“Maybe.” He looked over at her and added, “But…”

The smile fell off her face. “Right, but that doesn’t mean she’s in decent shape.”

“No, it doesn’t, but we don’t know either way just yet.” He picked up another load of branches. “Let’s just stay calm and focus on what we’re doing.”

And with that good old grim and solid advice, she pitched in to help him move as many of the tree branches as she could. When she bent down to reach for a piece of the roofing, he waved her off.

“You don’t have on thick-enough gloves,” he warned her. “This stuff will cut up your hands. Let me move this layer.” And, with that, he quickly grabbed the edge.

As soon as he lifted it, a small dog bolted out from underneath, where she’d been pinned and unable to get free. “Pocket!”

Pocket raced to Brittany, jumping all over her in joy. Brittany laughed as she scooped up the little dog and held her close.

“Well, aren’t you a sight for sore eyes,” she cried out in joy.

The stranger put the tin roofing on the ground and smiled at her. “A happy dog.”

“As she should be.” Brittany rubbed her all over. “Especially considering that she’s been under there for days. I’ve been looking for her all this time. Only today did I hear her yelp.”

“She might not have heard you with the noise around here,” he suggested, “and maybe she’s been unconscious too.”

“I’ll get her to a vet and checked over,” she said. “Thanks for the assist. Where are you heading? I am so sorry.… I don’t even know your name.”

“I’m Baron,” he replied, with a grin. “Brad was a good ten years older than me.” Her eyebrows shot up, and he nodded. “I was a latecomer,… which has been an ongoing joke in the family. My mother tells me that I was still welcomed though.”

At that, Brittany smiled. “I’m Brittany, and I’m guessing she was pretty happy to have you, regardless of when you showed up.”

“Isn’t that the truth?” He reached down and stroked the little dog’s head. “She really is pocket-size, isn’t she? She’ll be hungry, but, as soaked as everything is, she might have had sufficient water under there.” He turned to look back at the roofing he had moved. “She was pinned pretty tightly under that though, so she’s probably a bit dehydrated. She’ll need some food but only a little at a time at first.”

“I’ve got food and water in the car,” she noted.

“Have you seen any other dogs around here?” he asked, turning to survey his surroundings.

“I thought I did the first day, but it’s been such a mess. I’m not sure that I would say it was a dog versus something else, like a coyote,” she murmured. “So, I really don’t know.”

“Where did you see it?” he asked.

She pointed down several blocks. “It wasn’t terribly friendly, so I wasn’t sure and didn’t get that good of a look. We were all making so much noise too,” she added. “Then, every time a vehicle comes up, people generally hide, you know, in case it’s the authorities trying to kick us out because it’s not safe and all. Most of the people are the neighbors who lived here. We’ve been trying to sort out if anything is left to salvage.”

“Yeah, I came here for that too,” he shared, sorrow in his tone. “My brother’s place is just a few blocks over and yet was almost completely missed by this. There’s a little damage but not much.”

She nodded. “Good thing it did. You’ve already lost your brother, so you didn’t need to lose all his things too.” At that, the little toy poodle in her arms licked her chin and wiggled rather frantically.

“You should go feed her,” he said, with a smile. “She’s looking a little on the desperate side.”

She put the little dog on the ground, and the dog ran around in circles, yelping. “I need to get her back to my grandmother too,” she noted. “That would make her day more than anything.”

“Unless she has to go into a home and then can’t take the dog with her.”

She winced at that. “I hadn’t considered that. Good Lord,” she muttered, looking back at the house. “It’s killing me to see it like this. Nothing salvageable is here.”

“Get Pocket checked out, and I’ll keep looking.”

“Looking for what? You never did say,” she asked curiously. “What are you looking for?”

“Sorry, I guess I didn’t. When Brad’s truck was found, some of the rescue dogs were still in the back, but others were missing. It’s not as if we have any records at this point. Everything happens so fast in these storms and in the aftermath. People just do the best they can and hope for the best, but it doesn’t always happen.”

“Oh.” She winced. “I didn’t even think of that. So, he never got to finish the trip?”

“No, he didn’t, and I want to ensure that any of the animals he was out here risking his life for are saved.”

She nodded, looking up at him, realizing how fresh the loss was and just how much this mattered to him. “I’m so sorry.… It’s one thing to lose possessions, but it’s another thing entirely to lose a family member. I know you said it wasn’t because of this event, yet at the same time it was.”

He nodded. “Exactly, and that’s the discussion I’m having with my mother right now. A part of her really hates everything to do with this work, and, at times, she blames the hurricane.”

“And yet it wasn’t the hurricane.”

“Exactly,” he agreed, with a smile. “If it wasn’t the hurricane, then chances are it would have happened anytime. Yet, without the stress of the hurricane, she thinks he might have lived longer.”

“Oh, that’s a rough one too,” she muttered, staring at him. “I hope you find a way to make peace with it.”

“Well, if I could find the dogs he was working so hard to rescue,” he noted, “it would at least bring me some closure.”

She nodded. “I don’t know anything about which shelters he was working with out here. I did see him earlier at one point, when I was trying to get my grandmother out, and she wasn’t being very cooperative,” she shared, with a sigh, “and he did have a truckload then.”

“A truckload of what?” he asked her.

She frowned as she thought about it, dragging her mind back to the last time she had seen Brad. “I saw the cages with dogs in them, but I don’t know which dogs.” She raised both hands. “He had a lot of them.”

“Large, small?”

“Yes, all kinds. There did appear to be shepherds in there, but more than a few people around here have shepherds.”

“Well, the one I’m looking for,” he began, “was a War Dog, with somebody scheduled to look after him, but then, when the hurricane hit, I guess they left the dog behind.”

She stared at him in shock. “That’s not fair. Poor dogs.”

“Yet you know it happens on a regular basis. So what are they supposed to do, when they have minutes, or seconds, to get out or into a shelter of some kind.”

She winced and nodded. “You’re right. I saw that here myself,” she muttered, “and I can’t judge other people for it. Sometimes they have literally seconds to run, and, in the face of that monster hurricane, no doubt it’s every man for himself,” she noted. “But if Brad had the War Dog in the truck, you would think it would have been there with the others.”

“His cage was empty, per reports I’m getting, and I’m not even sure how long he has been out here,” he pointed out. “If the dog got loose from the crate, he might be out here helping somebody else or foraging for himself.”

“Oh, I really like the idea of him out here helping,” she replied, “particularly if it’s a dog trained for search and rescue or something, though I don’t know how that all works.”

Baron nodded. “A ton of variables are involved. And just as a lot of soldiers came back in various conditions, the War Dogs did too. So, I can’t make any assumptions about this particular War Dog, not without talking to someone who has handled him recently. I would love to think that was an option, but I need to find a way to confirm it. It would be great to talk to the dog sitter, or, who knows, maybe I could get more from the War Department.”

“Maybe you should give it a try,” she suggested. “Seems to be a good way to move forward to me.”

He grinned at her. “That’s because you want a happy ending.”

“I need a happy ending on something around here,” she stated, as she stared around at the mess. “We all do.”

His smile faded away, as he looked at her. “You’re right. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to make light of it.”

She shook her head. “And I didn’t mean to make you feel bad. Honestly this has all been such a challenge that it’s hard to know what any of us are supposed to do at this point.”

“We each do what we always do,” he said. “We survive and do the best we can, one day at a time. It’s bound to be a situation of just putting one foot in front of the other for a long time, but it will get better.”

“Got it.” She chuckled. “Glad it’s that easy.”

“It’s not that easy,” he countered, shaking his head. “It’s not easy at all, but it’s doable, and it’s the only real way going forward. So that’s what we have to hang
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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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