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Chapter 1




There were no words that he could say
that would make this any different. Dalton watched as the casket, a
beautiful bright wood, was lowered into the cold earth. His friend,
mentor, and sounding board had died eight days ago. Howard Short
simply went to sleep one night and didn’t wake. And it broke
Dalton’s heart.

“Dalton?” He looked at
Melinda, Howard’s wife, when she said his name. “Will you say a few
words, please? My brother-in-law just can’t. He’s devastated, as we
all are.”

“Yes, of course.” He stood
up and made his way to the podium. So many people were here today,
paying tribute to a wonderful man. Dalton thought of his friend and
what he could say about him. Smiling, he remembered something that
Howard would have gotten a kick out of. “Howard could be a jackass
when he wanted.”

Everyone laughed, just as he’d hoped,
even Melinda. He continued speaking about Howard as if he’d just
stepped out for a cold beer.

“When we were on a
stakeout or even out fishing, he’d tell me of the time he was in
the academy. Of course, I didn’t believe half the crap he told me.
But this one story, I think, sums him up better than anything I
could say about him.” Dalton looked at the casket, then at the
people there. “He’d been in the dorm for about two weeks, he’d told
me. It wasn’t going as well as he’d hoped. I think he said that of
the three classes he was in, he was flunking out of three of
them.”

Another round of laughter. “Back then,
if you weren’t cutting it, Howard told me that they’d come to see
you, help you pack up your things, and send you on your way. He
wasn’t ready to give up, he told me, and he didn’t think that they
should be just yet either.

“As he was debating on
whether or not to open the door when his time came, he had an idea.
Howard told me it wasn’t a good idea, but he’d been down and was
sure under other circumstances, he might not have done what he did
next. He opened the door and told the men standing there that
Howard Short had left.

“Left, they asked him, and
Howard said he told him that the old Howard had decided that he
wasn’t smart enough for this shit and that he wanted him, the new
Howard, to try his hand at it. They asked him if he was new or old.
Howard assured him that he was the new one.” Dalton thought of the
man that he’d become that day. “The new Howard was given a chance.
He was either going to straighten up his act, they told him, or new
or not, he was going home. Howard assured them that he’d be a
better man and the best cop they’d ever had graduate out of that
place.”

Dalton nodded as he continued the
story told to him so many times, he felt as if he had been there
with the man. “He not only became the best cop they’d ever had come
from that place, but he continued to be the best person who ever
lived. Howard ran a tight but friendly ship, he took care of his
men when they needed a helping hand, and he was there for them,
even when they didn’t want him to be, when things were going to
shit. Howard was, and will forever be, the best friend I’ve ever
had.”

After he was finished, he stood still
as the guns were drawn for the salute and fired. Dalton cried then,
his pain of loss too much for him to hold in any longer. And when
the service was over, he made his way to Melinda again and hugged
her. She too had become a very important part of his life over the
years.

“You’ll come to visit me,
won’t you?” He told her he would. She was leaving today, to live
with her son in another state. “He loved you so much, Dalton. Like
his own son.”

“I loved him as well.
He’ll be sorely missed.”

She nodded and left him there. Dalton
could have gone to stand with his family, but decided that he was
fine where he was. He watched as the dirt was filled into the hole
much like the one in his heart. But his would never be
filled.

Going to the after reception at the
newly remodeled homeless shelter, he didn’t speak to many people.
There was food, he supposed, that he could have eaten, but like his
heart, his belly wasn’t ready for anything right at the moment.
Instead he just found a dark corner and sat in it until he felt it
was a good time for him to go home.

My lord.
He wanted to sob. Dalton didn’t want to answer
who he thought was talking to him. It could only mean one thing,
and he didn’t want it. Not today, perhaps not ever.
My lord, your mate is coming.

“Tell her that I’ve got a
lot going on at the moment and I’d prefer that she didn’t.” Caelin
said nothing. “Where is she and what does she have?”

The hair combs, my lord.
And I don’t think it’s possible for her not to come. She is on her
way now. But I must tell you that she hasn’t put the jewelry to her
flesh. I’m not at all sure why just yet, but she is aware of me and
is coming this way. He asked what the
combs did for the wearer. She will have
blood that will heal all that she touches, her heart will be
stronger still than it was before. Her name is—

“No, don’t tell me. I
mean, I know that I’ll have to know sooner or later, but for now
I’d like to just not know.” Caelin told him he could do that for
him. “Has she been hurt in any way? Are there beings even now
trying to kill her?”

Nay, she is well. Healthy,
if not a bit overworked. I think she will be more inclined to not
believe the story as to why she needs to come here than even Emma
was. And she is not a pushover. He asked
him how he knew that. Whilst I was
speaking with her, to see if she was injured or harmed in any way,
I felt her anger. Before I could comment on it, or even ask her
what happened, she had an argument with her boss that...I think she
said it curled his toes back.

Dalton laughed. “She’s a hellion,
then. Good, she’ll need to be to fit in with this group. I don’t
suppose you know just when she’ll arrive, do you? I mean, I have a
lot of things going on at the moment.”

She has arrived. This
morning, as a matter of fact. But as I have said, she is not
wearing the jewels. You will need to have her put them to her in
order for me to help her should she need me. Dalton figured it would be something like that.
She has asked to join your brother, Kenton, in
his practice. She is not yet aware that she is with the very people
that are to help her. I don’t believe he has given her an answer as
yet.

“She’s a nurse then?”
Caelin told him she was a doctor. “A doctor? Well that’s great,
don’t you think? Once I’m out of work, she can support
me.”

You are without a job,
sir? He told him that he might well
be. I don’t understand. I thought you
enjoyed being a good cop. Whatever has...? Is it the death of your
captain?

“He was my sergeant, but
yes, because of him passing away, I don’t think my heart will be in
this anymore. I might...never mind. If she can support me, I think
I might just make furniture in my garage until I turn up dead one
morning. Or I’ll run off and never return.”

Dalton realized then that she was out
of work too. They were starting off great, he thought. Two
unemployed people with a huge house, no car, and nothing to show
for their hard work. When Vance sat down beside him, he asked him
when he’d gotten in.

“Two days ago. I’ve been
working on some things.” Dalton nodded. “Rumor has it you’re the
next big cheese around here. You gonna be sheriff now,
Dalt?”

Vance had been the only person who
called him that. It mattered little to him that Dalton had asked
him not to call him Dalt…he had continued over the
years.

Dalton asked him where he’d heard that
rumor. “Because that’s all it is, a rumor. I’m not going to take
the job. In fact, I was seriously thinking of quitting altogether.”
Vance told him that he’d not enjoy retirement any more than he
would. “Caelin just told me that my mate is here in
town.”

“Really? I’m assuming that
it’s the pretty little doctor at the B&B then?” Dalton didn’t
want to ask about her, but found he wanted to know. “Yes, she is
pretty. Tall…though not quite as tall as you, but close. Blonde
hair that I assume is long. Dark eyes. I’ve not seen them as yet
close up, but I’d say they were blue, like midnight
blue.”

“You know a great deal
about my mate, Vance. What have you been doing, spying on her?” He
nodded. “Whatever for? You think she’s some sort of murderer or
something? It wouldn’t surprise me. Not at this point.”

“No, but she has baggage.”
Dalton just stared at him. “Her job, where she worked before, they
really have a hard-on for her to come back to work for them. I
don’t believe they have it in their head to kidnap her or such, but
they have been trying to find her.”

“What did she do? I mean,
she didn’t just leave them high and dry, did she?” He said that
she’d given her notice, but that they’d not looked for a
replacement thinking they could change her mind. “I see. Well, not
really. Was she that good or did they take advantage of
her?”

“Both, I think. She is
highly regarded as a physician. Much like Kenton is in his
profession. She does have some surgical abilities, and from what
I’ve heard, she can also put in stitches better than anyone around.
These are things that patients have said about her.” Dalton asked
again why he was doing this. “To be honest with you, had you not
told me she was your mate, I was going to try and set her up with
Lewis. He’s been...distracted lately.”

That was an understatement. He was
working hard at getting a restaurant opened or something. He was
very secretive about it, but that’s what Dalton thought he was
doing. Not that he didn’t have the funds to do it, but he had been
getting deliveries out the ass for the last few days. Emma had
offered to lend him what he needed in the way of funds—so had he
and Kenton—but Lewis was determined to do this on his own, whatever
that might be. He did wonder if he could go work for him for a bit,
just to figure out what he wanted to do with the rest of his
life.

“I guess I should just
wait for her then. I mean, I don’t want to seem like that odd
stalker guy.” Vance said he had no idea, but thought that was a
smart move. He knew less about women than Dalton did, apparently.
“Whatever you do, I’m sure that it’ll be either wrong or not
enough. I know nothing at all about women.”

Dalton looked at his brother. He was
clean but his pants were Army issue, his shirt a dark tee, and his
boots—ass kickers, he called them—had seen better days. Vance kept
his hair military short and neat, and he seldom had a beard. Dalton
asked him why he didn’t wear…well, regular people
clothing.

“I wear what I want, when
I want.” Dalton laughed. “Look, whether you go and see her or not,
you should know that she’s polite, generous with her time, and like
you, she wears what she does right out there for everyone to see.”
He asked him what that meant. “You are a cop, Dalt. Even a blind
man could tell that. And they’d not even have to see the badge.
Same with her. She’s a doctor, a good one, and people know that
when they first see her.”

Dalton sat there long after Vance
left, trying to figure out what to do. He could have, he supposed,
just walked over to meet her, but he had a feeling that would have
been a mistake. He was sure that he could talk to Kenton too, but
decided that he’d get enough grief from him without adding to it.
Instead, he went to his truck and drove home. Dalton was going to
enjoy the next few days he had off, and not worry about mates,
dragons, or men looking for jewelry.

~~~

Gabe walked to the diner. She’d come
to love the little place with the strange way they served their
meals and the nice people who worked in and frequented it. As she
made her way inside, she knew which seat to sit in, which to avoid.
When she sat in the booth with the unforgiving spring, she moved to
the window, just so she’d not be sore when the sucker pinched her.
Milly came to take her order.

“Breakfast?” Nodding, she
held the cup as the hot water was poured into it, knowing the small
basket of tea bags would follow soon. “Got us some specials today.
Cook is feeling a little good. He’s got himself a little boy now,
and just don’t know what to do with himself.”

“Anything that I might
wish to try?” Milly asked her how brave she was feeling. “Not too
bad. Do I need to be?”

“Nah, you can handle it.
He’s got some sausage patty sammiches, and he made up some kind of
casserole with last night’s taters. Got some cheese and stuff in it
too. I liked it with a little gravy on it.” Gabe wondered how much
this woman considered a little. She had a heavy hand when it came
to about anything. And the funny part of that was, she was as thin
as a rail and looked to be fairly healthy, too. “I’ll bring you a
plate. I thought about calling it the blue plate, but we don’t have
any so that won’t work.”

Milly left her a second time after
dropping off the basket with an assortment of teas in it. Gabe
enjoyed her tea as she waited on her food, and thought about what
her line up was for the rest of the day. She had an interview with
Kenton McCade, and hopefully the house that she’d been looking at
was ready to be rented. Things were going quite nicely for a
change, and she was as rested and happy as she’d ever
been.

“Oh lordy.” Gabe looked up
when she heard the shout from the kitchen, then Milly saying “Oh
lordy” over and over. Getting up, she ticked off all the things
that could go wrong in a kitchen, and was afraid that Milly had
been hurt badly. As soon as she entered, she put her fingers in her
mouth and let go of a shrill but effective whistle to shut the few
people in the room up.

A dishwasher was wearing the nastiest
apron she’d ever seen and dark gloves on his hands. Milly was
standing there wringing her hands. A man, who she assumed was the
cook, was lying on the floor with a large knife sticking out of his
belly, his hands covered in his own blood and his eyes wide with
terror. Gabe let her mind take over on what to do.

“Milly, call the police
and have them send an ambulance.” She’d learned the first day that
there was no one manning the nine-one-one service just yet. “Then I
want you to get everyone out of here while I fix this.”

“The knife, it just
slipped up.” Gabe nodded and told her she had it. “He’s surely
gonna bleed to death, and Kenton, he won’t make it in
time.”

“I’m a doctor as well.
I’ve got this. Just do what I told you.” She made her way to Cook.
If he had a name, she’d never heard it. “I’m Gabe. If you’ll allow
me, I’ll see if I can help you.”

“I think I’m a goner. The
knife, it’s stainless steel but it’s in me.” She told him as long
as she was there, he wasn’t. “I wasn’t paying no attention to what
I was doing. Thinking of my boy and what we was gonna do when he
was a mite bigger. Now I won’t see him.”

He was getting weaker; the arm that
was holding him up slipped out from under him and he fell back to
the floor. Gabe got her first look at the wound. He’d cut his belly
to his intestine, the knife still inside him.

Turning to the person who’d come in
behind her when she’d entered, she told him to get some towels.
When he didn’t move, just stared at Cook with his mouth open, she
tossed the pan at him that had been on the floor. That got him
looking at her.

“Towels. Get me as many as
you can carry. And water.” He moved, and it was then that she
realized he was just a kid. When he returned, a gallon of water in
one hand and several towels in the other, she told him to go to the
dining area.

“I can help.” Gabe wasn’t
sure, the kid was green now. “My name is Gavin, and I can help you.
Just tell me what to do, I’m okay now.”

“We have to close this.
Otherwise he’s going to bleed out. But I have to make sure that he
didn’t open his bowel. Can you handle that?” He said that he’d try.
“Good. When I tell you something, I want you to do it. And remember
what I tell you. It will save his life.”

They worked for ten minutes checking
Cook’s belly. He’d nicked his lower bowel, she thought, but wasn’t
sure that removing the knife wouldn’t do more damage. She told
Gavin that.

“Uncle Kenton is on his
way. He said for you to do what you needed to do and he’d assist
when he gets here.” She wasn’t sure how that conversation had
happened but said nothing to the young man. “I told him what I
could.”

“You can...You’re not
human.” He told her he was, but Kenton wasn’t. “I see. Right now I
have more important things to do than to figure out what he might
be. This is what we need to do. Christ, there is never a vampire
around when you need one.”

The laughter made her smile. It was
one thing to scare the kid to death over something like this, but
making him see humor wouldn’t give him nightmares too. As she moved
the towels around the blade, all she could think about was that he
might be right…Cook might die.

When Kenton showed up, his black bag
in hand, he asked her what he could do. It both surprised and
impressed her that he didn’t just come in and take over. For the
next twenty minutes, he handed her what she wanted and helped her
when necessary. The impromptu surgery room wasn’t the best, but it
was going to be good enough to save this man’s life. The medics, a
couple young men she assumed were friends of Kenton, stayed back
until they were ready to transport him. It wasn’t long after Kenton
arrived that they were able to say they’d done the best that they
could for the man. The rest was going to be up to the
surgeon.

Gabe rode in the ambulance, Kenton
beside her. The medic rode in front with the driver, so in the
event that they needed to, they’d have room to work. As they worked
together, she and Kenton, Cook came around once to tell Kenton to
watch over his son for him.

“You’re going to make it,
Gerald.” She nearly asked who that was when the cook nodded. “The
good doctor here, she got you all put back together, and once we
get you to the hospital, she’s going to remove that knife and
you’ll be as good as new. But you have to believe us, Gerald. You
know as well as I do that if you give up on her, Sandra is going to
kick my ass. You hear me?”

“Yes, she’s a mite mean
when she wants to be.” Gerald moved in and out of consciousness and
talked to them both when he was awake. “Had I been able to, I’d of
just shifted, but not with a knife in my gullet.”

It had never occurred to her that the
man wasn’t human. Not that it mattered, but she might have removed
the knife and let him shift. Kenton spoke to her in low tones as
Gerald was out again.

“Had you removed the blade
from him in the kitchen, he would have been too weak to shift and
he would have died. You did right by waiting.” She told him what
she’d been thinking. “I could see that on your face. Don’t second
guess yourself when you work for me. If you do, then you’ll fuck
up.”

“Am I? Going to work for
you, I mean?” He just grinned. It made him look more handsome, and
she was pretty sure he used that a lot to his advantage a lot. “I’m
having troubles from the hospital where I came from. They won’t
release my records.”

“I don’t need them. As far
as I’m concerned, you proved yourself to be a worthy partner.” She
nodded and looked down at Gerald. “You said that he could have died
had I removed the knife. I don’t understand a great deal about
shifters.”

“You’ll learn. Gerald is a
wolf. There is a lot of pack around the area. Nearly seven hundred
now. The people who own the B&B where you’re staying, they’re
bears. Milly is human, but she’s married to a cat.” She asked him
what his family was. “My brother is a cop. He’ll be meeting us at
the hospital. He has to fill out a report for insurance purposes.
Milly owns the place, and while she’d never tell anyone this, she’s
fallen on some hard times of late and can’t afford this hit to her
bank account.”

“She needs to fix up the
place. Expand a little, and for the love of all that is holy, get
some better seating.” Gabe didn’t point out that he’d not answered
her as to what he was. She figured that he either didn’t want her
to know, or it was so bad that he didn’t want to share. “I’m
looking for a house. One that is ready to move into. I don’t want
to have to fix something up.”

“We have a few. We’re
here.” Just as he said that, the ambulance made a hard stop. Had
she not been holding on, she would have fallen out of the door when
it opened. The man standing there in a police officer’s shirt and
jeans did not look happy. “Dalton, this is my new partner, Gabriela
Nola. Gabe, this is Dalton McCade. We’re dragons.”

She was halfway out of the back of the
ambulance when Kenton spoke. Gabe felt her breath swoosh out of her
and her heart simply stop beating. She knew they were speaking,
arguing really, but nothing was getting through. Not air, sound,
nor even blood was running in her body. Then the pain, like someone
had slapped her, registered a split second before the world around
her just disappeared.


Chapter 2


Dalton was going to murder Kenton. The
fucking bastard. He’d done that on purpose. As he carried the
beautiful woman to the gurney, he thought of all the ways he was
going to get back at his brother. First, he was going to have him
ticketed every single time he came into town. Then she looked up at
him.

“I’ve fallen.” He told her
she’d fainted. “No, I don’t faint. I’m made of stronger stuff than
a woman that swoons.”

Dalton couldn’t help it, he laughed.
And, of course, that pissed her off more. Helping her to sit up
afforded him the opportunity to touch her, and he did. When she
started to stand as well, he halted her with his hand at her
chest.

“You should rest a bit
first. That was a big...tumble you took just now.” The glare was
wonderful, but Dalton was careful not to show her his reaction.
“Kenton is in surgery with Gerald. He said all he was going to do
was remove the knife, then stitch him up enough that he could
regain his strength to shift.”

“He said he was a dragon.
Did that guy...Peterson, did he pay Kenton to tell me that? Because
I have to tell you, I don’t think it’s the least bit funny.” Dalton
asked her what she meant. “A dragon. Kenton, he said that he was a
dragon. I don’t think that’s funny.”

“Kenton
is a dragon. So am I.”
The glare again. “Perhaps it would help me if you just, for a
moment, believed me and told me about this Peterson
person.”

“I was in my office. I’m
not entirely sure how he got it, but he gave me this present. Well,
he didn’t, it was from this other guy, Waterson. I was there when
his grandson was declared deceased.” Dalton nodded and helped her
to the chair. Not that she needed it, but it was just too much fun
not to help her enough to piss her off. “Will you please let me
go?”

“No, I don’t think so.
Waterson…you were telling me about his grandson and a present.” He
could tell she was really upset, and as much as he wanted to tell
her it wasn’t important, he thought that if she didn’t tell him
now, he’d never find out the story. “Did you open the
present?”

“No, I didn’t...this
little boy had been killed. There was nothing I could have done for
him by the time he was brought in. His father—he’s in jail now—had
shot him in the head. But Mr. Waterson had somehow.... Peterson
said that Waterson had spoken to a dragon. A dragon that the dead
child in my emergency room had warned me about a few days before.
I’m not making any sense. Let me start again.” And this time, the
story that she told him was more coherent, less jumbled
around.

“I’m sorry.” She nodded
and he lifted her chin up to look into her eyes. “This gift, why
haven’t you opened it? I mean, it was for you. The man wanted you
to have it.”

“I don’t want it. Every
time I even looked at the box, it would remind me of that child.”
Dalton could understand that. When she glanced at him, he could see
her resignation, her fear too. “Are you really a dragon? I mean,
it’s okay if you are, but it would really go a long way to my
sanity if you’re not.”

“I’m sorry. But yes, I’m a
dragon.” He got down on his knees before her. “Tell me what’s
happened since you were told about us. Why did you come here? Did a
voice tell you anything that you would like to share with
me?”

“He never shuts up.”
Dalton laughed and said he knew that as well. “He never mentioned a
name. He just said that I was to bring you this gift, whatever it
was, and that it would bring me all that I’d ever want. I want a
lot of things, Dalton…nothing extraordinary, just things to make my
life less hectic.”

“I’m almost afraid to tell
you this, but I think your life just got more hectic, and the
dragon won’t shut up at all from now on either.” Dalton
straightened up and put out his hand. “I’d very much like for you
to trust me right now. I know it’s a lot to ask, but I’d like to
have you listen to me with an open mind, all right?”

She nodded, but spoke before he could
continue. “This is real, isn’t it? I’m sitting here with a dragon
about to take my hand, and I’m going to be so fucked, aren’t
I?”

He wanted to tell her she was going to
be fucked. Dalton wasn’t crude…he cursed less than his brothers did
even though he was around men who did it like it was their job. But
in this, he would gladly have strung a few of them together to show
her just how frustrated he was about all this too. Instead, he just
told her to trust him.

They made their way to the waiting
room. Kenton assured Dalton that he was nearly done and asked that
Gabe wait. He told her what his brother said and then spoke to her
about things around the town. Mostly they chatted about the diner
and Milly.

“Kenton said she was
having some financial troubles. I was…I don’t know Milly at all,
but I was wondering if you thought she’d take an investor.” Dalton
asked her what she meant. “Well, I think if she just updated a few
things, maybe hired more help, she’d be able to make a
difference.”

“But she’d have to pay an
investor, right?” Gabe told him that it didn’t always work that
way. “Explain it to me, like you would Milly. You met her, right?
She’s a nice lady, and a great deal smarter than she lets out, but
she loves that diner like it’s her child.”

“All right. I could....
No, that won’t work. Let me think.” Dalton loved the way her mind
was working out the best way to approach this. He’d gone to Milly
before, a while back, and had asked her to be a partner with him.
But she’d turned him down flat. “She’s not the type of person that
having something written out on a graph and charts would help.
She’s more of a hands on, show me what you mean sort of person. I
think that I’d just have to start small with her. Perhaps lend her
the money to get one new seat.”

“The one with the nasty
spring.” Gabe nodded and laughed. “Yeah, that one has gotten me a
couple of times. Kenton had to stitch me up once when I got it in
my thigh.”

“Yes, well, you learn very
quickly to move only when necessary when sitting there. But the
chair and that table need to be replaced. I think it would only
cost about five hundred to get both of them replaced. Unless you
know someone that could repair it. That way it stays in the
community.” He liked that idea and told her so. “I’ve noticed that
this town is making some headway into growing. There is no reason
to buy out when it can be done here.”

“The pack might have
someone. In fact, I bet my mom would know. Just a few months ago
she had her dining room chairs redone. I’ll ask her. Then what
would you do?”

They talked about changes, small ones
that would help Milly. In all, it wasn’t that much, but it would
make great strides in getting her more business. Gabe pointed out
that with the nicer seating and a new countertop on the dining end
of the business, Milly could have at least twenty more seats opened
up, thus making more room for someone to come in.

Kenton joined them with Gerald about
thirty minutes later.

“Are you all right?”
Instead of answering her, Gerald hugged her. Sobbing, he told Gabe
how he’d thought he was a goner, and that he’d never see his son
grow up. “You just have to be more careful next time. I might not
be there having breakfast when you hurt yourself again.”

“You’ll come in every day.
I’ll serve you up the best for no charge.” She told him that wasn’t
necessary. “It is to me. I owe you my life, and a wolf never
forgets. Pack, they will see it the same way as I do,
too.”

When she started to protest again,
Dalton reached for her hand and squeezed it. She looked at him but
didn’t object again. He had a feeling that she understood what he
was trying to convey, and she hugged Gerald once more before he
left. Kenton wanted them to come to his office to talk.

“I’ve just gotten off the
phone with Mercy Hospital. They’re saying that you have a contract
with them until the end of the year.” He watched Gabe reach into
her purse and pull out a thick envelope. After handing it to
Kenton, she sat back and waited. After his brother read it, he
handed it to Dalton and leaned back. “You’re a smart woman. Having
this, you know that this means you can come straight to work here
and have hospital privileges.”

“Yes.” Without reading the
contents of the envelope, Dalton asked what it was she had done. “I
came here about six months ago and registered as a physician. I
filed what I needed in my state and with my job, and asked to be
able to apply for a license to practice here. The hospital emailed
me that form and I had my attorney go over it. He then came up with
something that stated that they’re willing to forgo the rest of my
contract in the event that I take this test at my own expense and
didn’t miss any work in doing so. That allowed me
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