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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!

Austin hates to think that Kat had tapped into his inner psyche and had pulled out the one job he both wants yet is terrified to do. He’d walked away—or maybe had been chased away from Rox. He is no longer sure; he only knows that he needs closure on a marriage that had been heaven, until it turned to hell. And now the same family he’d married into had gotten, then lost, a War Dog. And, sure enough, Kat had found out about his entanglement, asking him point-blank if it was time to get his life together.

Rox had sent Austin away in the red heat of temper, and he’d gone, as in gone and never to return. Now here he is, sitting in her kitchen as if they’d never had such a tumultuous past. Finding out he’d returned for the missing War Dog and not for her bit hard. Still, she’d called in about Cowboy, the missing dog, but hadn’t expected them to send Austin. It’s as if the gods weren’t done ruining her life.

Finding the missing War Dog and sorting out the other unsettling issues on the ranch Austin had fallen in love with years ago isn’t going to be easy—particularly with Rox at his side—but he knows he is fighting for more than just peace and justice. He is fighting for his—their—future. One that, deep down, he never truly let go of.

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


Prologue
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Badger stared at his wife. “What the hell, Kat? I’m definitely not letting you work with anybody I want to keep local.”

She smiled at him. “You already bitch and complain because you want to find more work for these men. You don’t want any of them to suffer without enough to keep them going—even if it’s not money that they actually need.”

“Everybody needs self-esteem. Everybody needs to know that they’re useful and that they still have something to offer this world,” he declared.

Gently she touched the corner of his mouth and nodded. “I know, and that’s only one of the many reasons I love you.”

“Only one of the reasons?” he repeated, waggling his eyebrows. “Tell me more.”

She burst out laughing and said, “No, I think your ego is doing just fine.”

“You’re the one who’s doing just fine,” he replied. “It’s freaking unbelievable how on target you always are. It is uncanny.”

“I don’t know about that,” she said. “Yet I’m so happy for Trey and Missy—and Silas and Schooner. And I’m happy that this crazy situation has a happy ending.”

“What about Keith, the woman’s son? Do you think he’ll get over it?”

“I don’t know,” Kat admitted. “It depends on how the community handles it. Keith may just sell his home and move away, but, then again, maybe he’ll learn to fish,” she teased, with a knowing smile.

Badger sighed. “Are we done now?”

At that, she laughed. “Do you really think we’re done?”

“No, not likely,” he muttered, “but you could consider it.”

“No, we have two more files here, and then, chances are, we’re done. At least that’s all we have for now. I guess we’ll cross that bridge when we get there.”

“Two more files,” Badger muttered, shaking his head. “I can’t even imagine. Are you thinking you’ll go for the goal?”

“Of course I’ll go for the goal,” she declared. “Two more. That’s not much of a challenge, is it?”

“Sure it is. Where is this one?”

“Cowboy country.”

“What do you mean, cowboy country?”

“The War Dog was going with a group who does pack trips, trail riding, and the like.”

“And?”

“The War Dog went missing during the night.”

He frowned at her. “And we’re supposed to track him down? Will you also track down the bear that took him down too?”

She smiled up at him. “We do know one cowboy. He’s a bit of a renegade, but I thought maybe somebody who used to do both horseback riding and training dogs might be okay to go to Texas. Plus, he’s from there.”

“Oh, don’t tell me,” Badger grumbled. “Austin is bound for Austin?”

She burst out laughing. “That’s exactly what I was thinking. At least he could fly into Austin, but he wants to drive.”

“Long way to go. He’s testing the limit of your newest prosthetic, isn’t he?”

“Don’t we all?” She grinned broadly. “The ranch is in the backwoods, way south of Austin, somewhere closer to the border—or maybe closer to the Gulf of Mexico. I’m not sure, but it’s a big cattle ranch, out in the middle of nowhere. The wife of the owner has a side gig with a pack string and trail-riding tours. Her son and her daughter run it with her.”

Badger just nodded, as he watched Kat go deep in thought. He finally asked her, “And?”

“There’s no and,” she said, batting her eyelids at him. “No ands at all.”

“What’s the dog’s name?”

She laughed. “You won’t believe it.”

“Probably not. What’s the name?”

“Cowboy. They call him Cowboy.”

“Oh, for crying out loud,” he muttered, with a moan.

She nodded and laughed. “But he’s also a beloved member of the team.”

“And the War Department contacted you?”

“The family contacted the War Department, thinking they were in trouble because they lost the War Dog,” she explained. “So, in that way, this is already unusual because they fessed up. Hey, we don’t know what happened, but it could be something bad. So we just don’t know much, and now the War Department wants us to look into it.”

“That is all just too far-fetched.”

“It is far-fetched, so let’s just say the War Department may not really think there’s any point looking into it, but I don’t feel the same way.” When Badger frowned at her, Kat shrugged. “I think he deserves a chance.”

“Cowboy or Austin?”

She smiled. “Let’s just say,… Austin was named Austin for a reason.”

He pinched the bridge of his nose. “So, don’t keep me in suspense. Does Austin know this ranching family already or something?”

“Or something,” she said.

“You’ll have to talk to him and see if he’s willing to go.”

“Oh, I’m pretty sure he’s willing to go.”

“And why is that?” Badger asked.

“Because that daughter who runs the side company… is also his estranged wife. It’s apparently a marriage that’s not working, but they haven’t gotten the divorce paperwork done yet.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning that something is still there and needs to be worked out,” she stated.

“Have you talked to Austin? What if he doesn’t want to go?”

She nodded. “He’s already on his way.”


Chapter 1
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Austin McFarland hopped out of his truck and slammed the door, and, yes, with a little more force than necessary. He had been arguing with himself the entire drive over here, across both states, calling himself stupid—and a host of other names—wondering what crazy magic Kat had that made this seem to be a good idea just hours ago. She’d convinced him so easily. Too easily. Something to do with closure and moving on, finding out what was really there, and all the rest of that crap. It made a lot more sense when he was talking to her, but, the minute he left, he was confused as hell.

He hitched up his jeans and took a careful step forward. After any long drive, the prosthetic was often okay, and yet occasionally it seemed as if a dozen little devils danced on the inside of his joints, causing all kinds of hell. Enough to make him hesitate for a moment before taking that first step every time. At the moment though, it felt pretty decent.

Austin took a few more steps toward the front door of the main ranch house that he knew so well. Just as he got there, the door opened, and a petite older woman stepped out, the surprise on her face quickly turning to delight as she opened her arms and raced toward him.

“Oh my gosh,” Amie cried out, almost in a squeal.

He grinned as the tiny woman threw herself into his arms and gave him a big hug.

She pulled back almost instantly, giving him a grin, her gaze dancing. “I didn’t think we would ever see you again, son.”

“I’m here,” he stated. “It’s nice to know I’m welcome.”

“Of course you’re welcome,” Amie declared, giving him another big hug. “Just wait until Jake knows you’re here.” When Austin winced at that, she shook her head. “No, you’ve got no reason to be upset.”

“Really?” he asked. “We were family… briefly.”

She frowned, bringing her eyebrows together. “What do you mean, briefly? Are you guys divorced?” There was just enough fear in her tone that he had to wonder.

He shook his head. “Not yet.”

“Then you’re still family,” she stated, with a firm nod.

He laughed. “Pretty slim ground for it though.”

“It doesn’t matter to me,” she muttered. “You’re still family.” And, with that, she nudged Austin forward. “Come on now. Come on inside.”

He let himself be moved along, as Amie pushed and dragged him into the old familiar farmhouse. He’d spent an awful lot of his days here—and a lot of his nights too, to be honest. As he walked inside, he looked around self-consciously, and Amie smiled at him. “She’s not here.”

He rolled his eyes. “That’s the problem with coming back here, where everybody knows you and knows what happened.”

“We don’t know what happened,” she exclaimed. “And believe me that a lot of us would love to know, but Rox isn’t talking.”

“No, of course not,” he muttered to himself.

“And it doesn’t look as if you’ll be talking either.” She frowned at him.

“Nope,” he confirmed, with a smile.

Amie snorted. “If you guys would just talk to each other,… you could probably get it all sorted.”

She was probably correct, but that didn’t mean Austin was willing to go in that direction, at least not right now.

“Come on into the kitchen,” she urged him. “I’ve got coffee on.”

He chuckled. “You always have coffee on.”

She nodded. “I drink it pretty steadily myself, and you know Jake.” She rolled her eyes. “He’s a heavy coffee drinker, if you still remember.”

“I figured he would be out with the team, checking out the land, all on horseback.”

“Rox is doing a lot of that now.”

“Good,” he noted. “That’s what she always wanted to do.”

“It is,” Amie agreed, “and she also really loves her family.”

He nodded. “Yeah, I know that too. I wasn’t trying to take her away from you.”

Amie sighed, then nodded. “I know that, but I don’t think she saw it that way.”

He laughed. “No, she sure didn’t,” he stated, but he didn’t add anything to it. Just some things wouldn’t go the way Austin wanted. So it was best to not even get involved in that conversation, at least if he were smart.

She poured him a cup of coffee, and he took it with gratitude. “You’re looking well,” she shared.

“Maybe, at least on the outside.”

She frowned as she studied him. “Are you okay?” Her facial expression turned more serious.

He smiled and nodded. “I’m fine.”

Her frown deepened. Giving him a searching look, she asked, “Why do I feel as if you’re not telling me everything?”

“Because I’m not telling you everything,” he admitted, refusing to get into it.

She sighed. “There you go again,… keeping secrets.”

“Hardly secrets,” he said. “I’m just not about to spill everything in my world, especially when I haven’t seen you in so long.”

She walked over and gave him a tiny slap on the shoulder. “Now whose fault is that? We were family long before you became family, and you really hurt Jake when you walked.”

Austin just nodded. Knowing there wouldn’t be a happy ending to any part of this conversation, he wasn’t sure what he was supposed to do or to say about it.

Amie walked back to the fridge and rummaged through it, bringing the cream over.

He smiled when he saw it.

She asked him, “You still take cream, don’t you?”

“Yes, I do,” he confirmed, “but this is fine. No need to make a fuss.”

“You look good,” she noted, studying his features closely, “tired though.”

“Long drive.”

“Where did you come from?”

“New Mexico.”

Her eyebrows shot up. “Well,… that’s some distance. You could have flown.”

“I could have, but I wanted to bring my vehicle.”

“Have you been to see your mom?”

He glanced down at the coffee cup in his hand and shook his head. He heard the sad, gentle sigh coming from this tiny woman whose heart was so big that everybody else’s problems were just too hard for her to handle sometimes. “She has remarried and living overseas and my father… well, who knows where he is.”

“They do love you. You know that, right? They’re your parents.”

He looked over at her, a cocky smile on his face. Then, shaking his head, he muttered, “So you keep telling me.”

“Uh-oh, what have they done now?”

“Nothing.… They would have to know something about me in order to be doing anything.”

“And you haven’t talked to them either, have you?”

“Nope, I sure haven’t,” he declared, with a smile. “I won’t either.”

Amie frowned at that, but just then came stomping footsteps through the front door, and Jake’s bellowing voice called out, “Who’s the company? I don’t recognize the truck out front.” He walked into the kitchen a few seconds later, took one look, and an immediate frown filled his face as he glared at Austin. “What the hell are you doing here?” he snapped.

Immediately Amie raced to his side in excitement. “Isn’t it wonderful to see him?” she cried out.

He looked at her, then down at Austin, shaking his head. “Wait until Rox finds out.”

“It’s about time,” Amie stated firmly. She might be tiny, but she was definitely the main force in this household.

Jake groaned. “You know damn well she won’t like any of this.”

“Oh, I agree that she won’t like it, but they both need to face it. It is about time to sort things out.”

“It’s definitely time,” Jake grumbled, giving Austin a hard look, “but it doesn’t look as if he came on his hands and knees.”

She snorted. “As if you would either.”

“I have no intention of being on my hands and knees,” Austin stated coolly as he stood up, “and I’m not here for Rox at all.” The two of them stared at him in surprise. He shrugged. “Apparently you guys lost a War Dog.”

At that, Jake snorted. “What’s that got to do with you?”

“I’m here on behalf of the War Department,” he shared, knowing that would be like spitting fire in everybody’s face.

“Holy Hannah,” Jake spat, staring at Austin. “You didn’t come here for Rox, but you came for a dog?” He looked at him with fire and fury in his expression. His tone on the other hand was as cool as an iceberg. “Boy, you need a talking to.”

“No, I don’t,” Austin countered. “I didn’t come here for her because she made it very clear how she feels about me,… about being with me. Her answer was pretty clear. She kicked me out, so nothing is left there.”

Even Jake winced at that. The fire was gone from his expression, just sorrow and resignation left behind. “She regretted it immediately,” he told Austin, “but you were already gone.”

“Sure, I was. I was leaving on a mission, something she knew very well,” he snapped. “She didn’t give me much choice, and, while you may feel differently—and blame me all you want—but you know the truth as well as I do. Rox annihilated everything that was between us. So, believe me when I tell you that I’m not here for her.”
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Rox stopped on the front steps and froze, as she heard Austin’s voice—both her dreams and her nightmares were hitting so close to home that it brought tears to her eyes. She couldn’t believe Austin was here. She heard her father bellowing about something, but she didn’t really understand until she heard the mention of a War Dog. Of course.… Austin was here about the dog, not her. A damn good dog, but it still hurt like hell.

She stared down at her dirty fingers and her torn nails, filled with dirt from an honest day’s work in the fields. Her boots muddy, her jeans dirty, her body wearing a very unflattering shirt, she shook her head. Of course he wasn’t here for her, and that’s when she heard his words about her kicking him out. It was a knife to her heart.

Yeah, she had kicked him out, but she hadn’t expected him to leave. Not to leave, leave, as in to never come back, to never contact her again, to never speak to her, with no forgiveness ever for her careless words. She hadn’t expected this blankness, this void, this emptiness that she couldn’t ever comprehend as so utterly final.

She had been young. Well, if twenty could be considered young. Regardless she had been apparently way too young to comprehend the enormity of what she’d done in the heat of that moment. She knew what the fighting had been about. It was about his going back out on a mission, and his telling her that she’d married a navy man first and foremost and that she had no business telling him that he would now be forced to change careers because she didn’t like that he was gone all the time.

Her father had warned her ahead of the marriage that she wouldn’t change that part of Austin and how it was a major part of who he was, but she, in her heart of hearts, hadn’t believed it. She thought for sure that she would be enough to keep him home. It had been a shock to realize that she wasn’t enough and that she would never ever be enough. She had married him knowing he was in the navy, but she just hadn’t really understood what it meant to him. Somehow his obligations to the navy hadn’t been something she’d considered before she married him. Nor afterward either. Not until the fight that had ended them.

Now she still lived here and worked here on the ranch, but she missed him constantly, every minute of every day.

Yeah, she’d been young, and the fight had been intense, and, when Austin had walked, he’d walked for good. It had broken her heart, and she’d been forever wounded after that point. She’d refused to even date anybody because, in her mind, she was still married and was still connected by her wedding vows. She’d never contacted him for a divorce in the last five years, but she’d grown up a hell of a lot.

She didn’t know if he’d suffered at all because the one thing he had said when she kicked him out was that, if he left, if she was kicking him out for good, that was it, and he wasn’t coming back. The fact that he was here now, and for a dog rather than her was doubly insulting, yet also very true to form.

He’d broken her heart once, and, while she might have been at fault, she’d taken a long time to heal, a long time to get back on her feet, and she wasn’t that same delicate, naïve girl anymore. She didn’t dare let anybody else take away that sense of control that she had taken so long to learn, that sense of independence and ability to stand on her own.

Only now as she looked back did she realize just how young she had been. It amazed her because, at the time, no way she could have seen it, and yet now, looking back?… It was an eye-opener. She’d also been the one who had insisted on marriage, and it had been a good marriage for a very short while—until she got tired of everything, and that was on her, not him. He’d given her a choice, and she’d taken it, and that was on her too. But now here he was, and somehow she had to walk inside that farmhouse and talk to him, even though everything in her wanted to turn and run.

The irony was that she was also the one who had called the War Department about the dog, and who did they send? They sent the very same junkyard dog that she had lost her heart to so very long ago. With a smile plastered on her face and steel in her spine, she walked in, slamming the door shut, thinking this would be one hell of a day.

She walked into the kitchen, then stopped and eyed him carefully. Damn, he looked good. Tired and maybe a little bit rougher around the edges, but he was still the same man who made her heart melt. He’d always been the one for her, but somehow she just hadn’t realized that she wasn’t the one for him. He looked over at her, tilted his head, and then turned the conversation back to her father, not so much cutting her out but ignoring her.

She sucked in her breath, her gaze turning to her mother, who stared at her with a hopeful expression on her face. Her mom was desperately hoping that something could be worked out, that this would blow over, and that everyone would be back together again.

Rox bit her bottom lip, strode over to where the coffee was, and said, “I hear you’re looking for a dog.”

“Yep. Apparently you lost him,” he said, his tone calm, not even an ounce of emotion shown.

That fact gave Rox her first bit of hope.


Chapter 2
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Rox deserved a medal for staying calm, controlled, and collected. She was really proud of herself for managing to sit through this act of civility, gathered around the table, sharing awkward tidbits about their lives, eventually discussing the missing War Dog with Austin. She had shared how she continued to listen for his barks in the nighttime, rode the ranch during daylight every chance she got—especially where the War Dog had last been seen. Rox loved all the animals on the ranch and beyond, but she had her favorites. Cowboy was one of them. She sighed.

By the time Austin stood up and looked at his watch, he announced, “It’s late. I’ll head into town, grab my motel room, and, if you’re okay with it, I’ll be back out in the morning, and I’ll check out Cowboy’s last movements.”

“Can it wait that long?” Rox asked.

He turned to her. “You tell me. How long has the dog been missing?”

“A couple weeks,” she admitted. “I’m the one who called the War Department because I’m really worried about Cowboy. He’s a damn good dog, and, if you remember one thing, you should remember that I’m all about animals.”

“I do remember that,” he conceded, “and, from what I know of Cowboy, he should have decent survival training, so if he’s got an opportunity to fend for himself…”

“The thought that he might not have the opportunity to fend for himself is killing me,” Rox admitted, trying hard to keep her voice even, but knowing that she was failing.

He caught the break in her voice, looked over at her, and gave her a nod. “Let’s start now then,” he suggested, as he sat back down again. He frowned as he looked at his watch again, then told Amie, “I don’t want to interfere with your dinnertime, but this is important.”

She waved him off. “That you would even worry about that in my house,” she replied, “makes me very sad. And don’t you even think about staying in a motel or insulting me by not staying for dinner,” she snapped, glaring at him.

He stared at her for a long moment.

Rox realized the position he was in because Amie had always loved him. It had broken her heart when they had split.

Finally Austin gave her a nod. “Fine, thank you very much for your hospitality.”

His tone was so formal that Rox watched her mother’s gaze crinkle with a mix of hurt and pain.

Amie took a deep breath and nodded. “You’re welcome.” With that, she turned and marched herself into the kitchen.

Rox looked over at her father, staring at Austin with a puzzled smile. “Not too many men get away with that from Amie,” he noted. “You were always the only one.”

“I never tried to hurt anybody,” Austin stated, as he stared at Jake. “I was only doing as I was told.” With that and not even a look in Rox’s direction, he pulled out a notebook. “Now let’s get the details. Which one of you has been dealing with the War Dog?”

When Jake nodded toward Rox, she knew she would be up next.

Austin twisted so he could face her. His first direct look at her was like a shot right through her gut.

She took a deep breath and began, “I was working with Cowboy on a daily basis. He was with me when we were out trail riding with guests or just working the ranch. Either way we were usually with two other guys, our ranch hands, Carlos and Raul. We had six visitors at the time,” she added. “They were all from Switzerland. On day three, we got up in the morning, and Cowboy was just gone.”

She bit her bottom lip, remembering the pain and the horror of realizing she would have to go back over all this again for Austin. “I spent as much time as I could searching the ranch for Cowboy, and I also sent Raul off to look for him. We called for him. We set out dog food in random places, but the wildlife would eat it if Cowboy didn’t. We notified the local veterinarian, in case someone found Cowboy and brought him in to be looked over. We did everything possible that we thought of, but there was just no sign of him.”

“Tracks? Bear, cougar, anything?”

“No.” She looked over at her father. “Nothing. There was nothing.”

Jake nodded. “When she says nothing, she means nothing.”

Austin just looked at her and nodded.

He surely remembered that the animals were an important part of her life, and she was only dealing with visitors because it brought in the money that they needed to keep everything else going.

Things had been much better in the last few years, and a part of her wanted to ditch the whole tourist ranch thing. But it still brought in money, and, after COVID had taken a hit to their pocketbooks, she didn’t want to cause too much uproar and change things right now. She wanted to keep at the trail riding, until they were sure that they were over the hump and didn’t need that side income.

Yet she also knew that it made no sense that Cowboy disappeared in the night.

Austin stared down at his notes, and Rox could see the wheels turning in his head. He’d always been really good at that sort of thing. Analyzing info, sorting out things, looking at all the possibilities, then coming up with something that nobody else ever thought about. As she settled back, she realized she felt a sense of relief, a sense of calm, because, if she trusted anybody to find Cowboy, it was Austin.

And, damn, that pissed her off.
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The conversation continued through dinner, less stilted now, but Austin didn’t get much more in the way of information. He stayed and ate dinner, knowing full well that another fight would be coming, so he decided that he would defuse it right off the bat. It would mean staying around Rox, but, since she was being civil and more or less staying to herself over the entire ordeal, it was the least he could do to ease the strain still evident at the table.

When he got up to take his dishes into the kitchen, Amie followed him. “Your room is ready.”

He stiffened ever-so-slightly, then looked at her and nodded. “As long as it’s not the same room.”

She smiled up at him. “It’s not the same room.”

He nodded. “Then that’s fine, and… thank you for your generosity.”

She sighed. “I don’t even know what went so wrong,” she muttered, “but it broke my heart when you left without a word.” He just nodded and didn’t say anything. “However, I do understand from Rox that she didn’t give you a chance.”

He just nodded again and waited, knowing that Amie hadn’t followed him into the kitchen, and she would have her say no matter what. He’d always respected her because she’d been fair and open and understanding of everything.

“I just want you to know that I don’t know what’s going on. I don’t know what happened, and obviously I was devastated over the whole thing,” she shared, “but I’m not one to hold a grudge. If there’s anything you two have to work out, this is a really good time to do it. There,” she declared, with a sigh, as she dropped the tea towel onto the counter. “Now that I’ve said my piece, I’ll leave it for now, and I won’t say any more.”

He snorted.

She stopped, turned, and looked at him, caught the big grin on his face, and her face lit up with sheer joy. “You have no idea how much I have missed you.” She walked over, gave him a great big hug again, and squeezed him really close. “I’m so damn sorry for whatever the hell happened.” And, with that, she headed back into the dining room, calling out, “Who wants dessert?”

Jake asked, “Why are you even asking, Mama?”

She laughed as she brought out a pie from the sideboard that Austin hadn’t even seen, realizing that it must be new. He sat back down at his same seat at the dining room table and glanced over at Rox. “Seems I’ll be staying here.”

Rox nodded. “She wouldn’t have it any other way.”

“Maybe not, but it’s not what I intended.”

“Of course not,” she noted, a hint of mockery in her tone.

He studied her for a long moment and then just didn’t say any more.

Finally she nodded and admitted, “You’re handling this better than I am.”

He shrugged. “I didn’t know what to expect, and the least we can do is be civil.”

“Sure,” she replied, with that edge of mockery again.

He contemplated what to say and then decided that the prudent response here was to stay quiet. He ate his pie and focused his thoughts on Cowboy because that was the one thing he could do.

“How the hell did you get assigned to do this, anyway?” Jake asked, staring at Austin, still puzzled.

Austin smiled. “I’m good friends with Kat, who has been doing a lot of the organizing and search and rescue of missing War Dogs for the War Department,” he replied smoothly. “She knew that I was from this area and thought I would be a good fit for finding Cowboy. She also knew about my naval history and has been creating my prosthetic,” he shared, with a smile.

“History, prosthetic, what are you talking about?” Amie bounded to her feet and raced around to Austin’s side of the table. “Oh my God, oh my God, are you hurt?” She checked his arms, his face, and then pulled his leg out from under the table hard enough that he winced when his knee cracked against the table leg.

“Amie,” Jake roared. “What are you doing?”

She took a deep breath and asked Austin, “Are you hurt?” Her arms were all over him, checking him out.

“No,” he replied, grabbing her hands to still them, “not anymore. I’ve recovered.”

She searched his face for a long moment and then let out a breath. “Damn good thing. Otherwise I would find out who hurt you and would make a special trip to see them,” she declared in a threatening tone.

He gave her a kiss on the cheek and muttered, “I forgot how fearsome you are when you get riled.”

“You better believe it,” she snapped. “Now what’s this about a prosthetic?”

He shrugged. “My leg.”

She looked down at his jean-covered leg and asked forcefully, “How bad was it?”

“I’m walking. I’m alive. I’m doing fine,” he stated. “I’ve come to terms with it, so all you need to know is that I’m okay.”

“But you walked in here,” she stated in confusion.

“Yes, that’s what happens when you get prosthetics, particularly good ones.”

“I think I’ve heard something about that woman,” Jake shared, frowning. He shook his head, muttering, “I’ll be damned if I know why.”

“Kat’s certainly made a name for herself. If you know anybody who has prosthetics,” Austin noted, “she is the person to contact for custom work.”

Jake nodded but stared off into the distance, still frowning. “I used to know a guy named Badger.”

At that, Austin chuckled. “That’s her husband.”

He stared at him, his eyebrows popping up. “Seriously?”

Austin nodded. “Yes, the two of them are together and have a couple kids. Badger also has prosthetics
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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 )



Contact_______________________________

info@dharmatype.com

Dharma Type (http://dharmatype.com)
  |
  |___ Flat it type foundry
  |
  |___ Prop-a-ganda
  |
  |___ Holiday Type
______________________________________



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/cover.jpg
K Fs-29






