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About This Book


When Mason put out the call to assemble a covert black ops team, Rubin hesitated. But his friend Trent insisted, promising a break from the monotony of red tape and brass BS. With a leap of faith, Rubin entrusted his fate to Mason, unaware of the chaos that awaited…

Tricia was on the cusp of completing her master’s degree, her future bright, when a night out turned into a nightmare. As she returned to her dorm, shadows closed in, and she was thrust into a van with two other captives. Her world spiraled into chaos, leaving her questioning if she was a target or simply a victim of cruel chance.

Then Rubin appeared. Seizing the moment, Tricia escaped her captors, but the path to safety was fraught with peril and unexpected twists. As danger loomed, an undeniable connection sparked between Tricia and Rubin, turning their escape into a journey of suspense and burgeoning romance…

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


Prologue
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Commander Mason Callister stared out the window, his hands crossed behind his back. On this first day in his brand-new office, the room felt empty and hollow. It wasn’t his yet; he didn’t fit the space, and neither did the space fit him. Mason heard a noise behind him and several other noises going on around him, inside and outside. It would take a bit to get used to the new location, to the larger office, and to the huge desk—as if their size were in direct proportion to the power he now wielded. And then there was the title,… plus the responsibility that went with it. But, to Mason, it was more about the priceless intangibles that this office represented. He stared down at his hands, wondering whether he was good enough for this.

It was a new stage—a new beginning. It had been months since he’d been released from the hospital, a time in which Tesla had given birth to their second child, an absolutely gorgeous daughter, and he couldn’t have been happier. During those months, he had managed several times to push back retired Navy Commander Doran Magellan until Doran had finally said, “No more waiting.”

So here Mason was, facing another turning point in his career. Sure, Doran had said that Mason could go out on missions anytime he wanted, but he also knew that things were changing. He was changing. In truth, it was time for a change. Black Ops but not. Special Division but not. He was curious to see how this new beginning would turn out. Doran would say it was no different than all the work Mason had been doing for decades. So the same but different.

Doran was Mason’s sole boss, but no one could know. Doran was the only one with full knowledge of what Mason was doing—the why, the where, the who. He glanced down at his watch. In fifteen minutes, his handpicked team would arrive, men he had worked with, men he trusted.

The trouble was, he still didn’t necessarily understand what this was. Doran had left this team’s overall mission guidelines very open, just saying it was Special Ops, and he needed Mason to head it. But then this morning, Doran sent a message that he needed Mason now, today, to pick a team, to be ready to go, and to expect that to be the norm from now on.

Mason shook his head, wondering how he could go from the peace and quiet, the joy and solitude at his wife’s side, adoring their newest addition to their family, and then jump right into this organized chaos. Yet he also knew that he wouldn’t have been called if there hadn’t been a need. And, whenever there was a need, he would always step up.

He did this work not just for his wife and for his children, but for every other American as well. It was for a better future. It was for the highest good of the country. His commitment was there, front and center, always.

He gave a heavy sigh, as he turned to face the desk. His assistant would be in soon, also somebody Mason had worked with previously. And that was part of his conditional acceptance, that Mason’s men came first and foremost, that he had a team he could trust, that his people had his back as he navigated this new world. He’d made that abundantly clear. Doran had no qualms about giving Mason a free hand on that aspect either. Doran had agreed, telling Mason to pick whomever he wanted. And that was a good thing. Mason had already picked the team for this first assignment.

He didn’t even know what this initial op was. Yet now he would be in that need-to-know loop. Details were on their way to him right now. Such a strange place to be, but one that he, in a way, was more comfortable with. The transparency of need-to-know also meant that Mason would deal with any related problems. That was a change. That would be, in some ways, challenging. Yet his actions would be double-checked by him and him only, to confirm that he had the power to do what needed to be done.

No more red tape, no more battles for funds, for agreements, for signatures, all designed to put a monkey wrench in real-life problem-solving. Doran had assured Mason that his division would walk in the shadows, answering to no one but Doran, the man himself being the master of living in the dark. Maybe Mason should be worried about that.

And then again maybe not. Maybe it was for the best if none of them knew how this worked on Doran’s end. Because, dear God, when too many hands were in the pot, nothing ever got done. And Mason was a doer in this world, one, when assigned a task, who had it done on time, if not three hours early. And this would be no different. Mason looked forward to no more fights for equipment, for training, for all the things needed to make an optimum team more successful.

Just then came a knock on the door. He turned and called out, “Come in.”

His assistant poked his head inside, smiled, and came in with a thick file and six stapled copies, which he placed on the desk.

Mason nodded at his old friend Jeremy, somebody who had walked away from the field quite a few years ago after a couple of major close calls came with injuries that kept him at a desk. This new position would still keep him doing what he loved the most, which was helping this country.

“Six, right?” he asked Mason.

“Yes, six for now, but I expect to have a total team of twelve, at least to start. You’ll need four to work closely and two as backup as you see fit. Not all jobs will be the same. We’ll need to be flexible depending on the job. Some might only be two men.”

“Good enough. If you want to give me the additional names for this one, we can brief them now too.”

“Not yet,” Mason murmured. “Not until I see just what the scope of this one will be.”

Jeremy sighed. “It’ll be bad.”

“Hell, they’re all bad.” If they weren’t, no need to bring in Mason and his team.

“It’s always that way, and it always will be that way,” Jeremy agreed. “That’s one of the reasons we do what we do, because nobody else can do this. It takes people like us. And that’s why I’m happy to be here serving with you, sir.” With a smile and a nod, Jeremy turned, opened the door, and let in the handpicked team.

Mason smiled as he studied the men as they entered. Mason had worked with these men in some of the most appalling conditions, where each one had steadfastly shown who they were, even in the worst of times.

“Take a seat, gentlemen. We don’t have much time. Review the briefs Jeremy is handing out. And let’s get started.”


Chapter 1
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Rubin Martin pushed the hair off his forehead and blew the sweat off his upper lip.

“Come on. It’ll be fun,” Trent had told him. “Come on. Mason put out the call. You know we’ve got to answer.”

The trouble was, Rubin would have answered regardless, but listening to Trent always made it so much easier for Rubin to make that commitment.

Not that he was against being here. Nope, not at all.

If Mason put out the call, he was here, he was answering, done deal. He wouldn’t have thought twice before jumping in with both feet.

Yet his buddy’s constant nagging seemed overly optimistic.

Trent continued on. “Come on. It’ll be fun. You wait and see. It’ll be great. You won’t even know how much fun until we join this new team. It’ll be awesome.”

Rubin glared over at Trent, the eternal ray of sunshine. It was too early in the morning for this shit.

Noting Rubin’s frown, Trent grinned unrepentantly. “See? It’s already fun, isn’t it?”

Rubin closed his eyes ever-so-briefly, then returned his gaze to the scene going on around him. He was pissed—and getting even more so by the minute—but Trent loved pushing people’s buttons and knew all the ways to do it.

As for the fun part, it was ridiculous just how much fun they were having. He wanted to say that to his buddy, but no way he would do that. It would just egg him on.

Not as long as they were in the situation they currently found themselves. Besides, if Trent was right and if this was all meant to be—though according to Trent, everything was meant to be—they should get through this without any problems. The trouble was, getting through this without any problems was starting to look as if it would take a miracle. They had bad intel from the start, and that was never a good way to start a mission.

Hearing a whistle up ahead, he caught sight of another team member sending the go-ahead signal from the far side. Rubin motioned at Trent and started to creep forward.

The mission parameters themselves had been easy enough. Get over to Europe. Take a completely different method of travel but get to the designated private university there, all before the kidnappers completed their job. Get the gals and get the fuck out.

It all sounded simple enough and even looked easy enough,… until the shit hit the fan.

By the time they’d arrived at the location their intel had provided, they’d been on a wild goose chase, following the kidnappers’ trail… to Kazakhstan.

Now they were a little short on intel and a whole lot short on time, especially given that one of these kidnapped college students was a US senator’s daughter. Another example how targeting family members was one hell of a way to get things done in a certain manner over in America.

Rubin didn’t want to say everybody was for sale, but sometimes those who refused to accept a bribe needed additional persuasion, like his daughter being kidnapped. So far, the waters were too calm. The silence was deafening. And to make things even scarier, no ransom demands had been made either. The student had been there one day and gone the next, along with a couple other females.

He suspected that was mostly for the optics—to make it a little harder to identify who the kidnappers really intended to kidnap and what they intended to do with them. The senator had absolutely no doubt about the why. He just wanted to ensure he got his daughter back. And, of course, taking care of the guys who had done this once and for all would never be off the table for Rubin.

Humans doing this to other humans deserved the greatest punishment as far as he was concerned, but then sometimes justice changed, depending on who was in power.

Rubin and Trent appeared at Oakley’s side. “What did you find out?” Rubin asked softly.

Oakley whispered, “Two bodies, one down, one moving… slowly. I don’t see any men. It seems somebody has already been here and has taken what they wanted and, by the looks of it, are long gone.”

Trent stared at Oakley in shock for a brief second, but he recovered right away. “Shit. I sure as hell hope you’re wrong. They shouldn’t be that far ahead of us.”

“Yeah, I hope so too,” he muttered, “but it’s not looking good.”

Rubin’s hand signals had the four of them all evenly spaced out and ready to proceed. Carefully, guns ready, they moved into the warehouse in formation. They had tracked down the missing women here, and, as they approached, Rubin heard sobs. He raced forward and found a young woman on the floor, badly injured. He knew instinctively it wouldn’t be the one they were looking for.

He knelt at her side and whispered, “It’s okay. We’re here to help.” She sobbed even harder. She had an obviously broken arm, likely a broken leg, and he wasn’t sure what else.

He quickly radioed back what he’d found, knowing that everybody else was searching for Tricia Forman, Senator Forman’s daughter. When they reconvened, they confirmed that Tricia was still missing and how they instead found another woman, dead. It took several phone calls but finally a medical team was on the way as were the authorities.

When Sam, the injured woman, heard about the dead woman, she burst into heartfelt, agonizing cries of despair. “We tried so hard to do what they asked of us,” she cried out. “They didn’t need to kill her. They didn’t have to do that.”

Rubin knew why they’d done it. It was a warning that Tricia would be next, if she didn’t do what she was told. That was a message nobody would mistake. Rubin talked to Sam while giving her pain medication and preparing her to be moved, still trying to get as much information from her as they could. However, she didn’t seem to have a whole lot.

“We did everything we could, everything they told us. We didn’t have anything to do with it. They didn’t have to kill her,” she cried out. “They didn’t have to kill her.”

“No, they didn’t.” Rubin faced her, trying to calm her down, but she jerked away from him. He understood her state of mind, but they still needed information. “Did you see any other students taken by these men?”

“Just one other, Tricia. They still have her, unless she’s here.” Sam sobbed between hiccups as she looked around. “Is she here? Did you look for her? Is she dead?”

He raised one hand. “She’s not here. We have looked, but we didn’t find her.” Sam started to cry again, the same deep, bone-chilling sobs. “We’ll find her,” Rubin declared. “I promise.”

She shook her head. “They wanted her,” she shared, sobbing harder. “They were after her, right from the beginning. Shirley told me that they wanted Tricia, but I didn’t believe it.”

“And Shirley is the dead girl?”

“Yes. Shirley Boston. I didn’t want to believe it. Even when we tried to tell them that we weren’t part of anything, that we had no idea what Tricia was mixed up in, they didn’t care. They knew, but they didn’t care.” Sam continued to sob.

“Right,” Rubin muttered. “You got caught up in something that had nothing to do with you. I’m so sorry.”

After that, Sam kept ranting for another half hour, and he was stuck guessing, nudging her, subtly trying to get some intel to go on. She was still crying and repeating the same words, when they managed to splint her arm and leg before moving her, so they could transfer her out of the area and get her some proper medical care.

“What did she mean by that?” Oakley asked Rubin. “The part about telling the kidnappers they had nothing to do with it.”

“I imagine they realized they weren’t the intended target and probably tried to get out of trouble by indicting Tricia.” He stared at Oakley, frowning now. “Look. They were just three women against who-knows-how-many men. Survival instincts take over,” Rubin reminded him. “We see it time and time again.”

“I know,” Oakley acknowledged. “I shouldn’t judge. We’ve seen plenty of instances where people do all kinds of stuff to save themselves.”

“In this case,” Rubin noted, still alert and looking around the place, “it didn’t work quite so well for Shirley.”

“Right. I think they got a little tired of her. Yet we don’t know that for sure, and Sam’s not coherent.” Oakley pointed with a shrug at the ambulance, where Sam was being buckled in by the medics.

“Not sure she’s even got anything to add,” Rubin stated, as he stared at the woman.

“Did you get anything out of her?” Oakley asked.

“Not much,” Rubin admitted, glancing back at the rest of his team.

“Care to share with the rest of the class?” Trent asked, as he and Hayden approached.

Rubin shrugged. “So, they’d been held here since they were abducted. Apparently, more men arrived in the middle of the night. Sam was sound asleep, mostly from exhaustion, when she was kicked awake, and they explained that she had a message to pass on, and the message was simply Do what they say or else. Then they proceeded to beat the daylights out of her. I’m not certain she ever realized that beating her was how they were conveying the message she was to pass on.”

“And they left her alive?”

“Yes, they left Sam alive, but they shot the other one, right in front of Sam. The dead student is Shirley Boston, by the way. They ended up killing her. Sam was hoping that it wasn’t a fatal shot, but clearly it was.” Rubin stared at the sheet-draped body, getting ready for transport in a coroner’s van. “And I’m sure that was just as intended.”

“Of course it was,” Oakley grumbled, his face hardened. “These guys won’t do anything halfway. They are pros.”

“I passed the message on to Mason,” Rubin shared. “He’s not impressed.”

“Ya think?” Oakley muttered bitterly.

Even Trent, who always had a carefree attitude in the worst of situations, stood beside him, glaring at the world around him.

They all knew what would happen to a young woman in these circumstances. In this case, there was a chance Tricia could get out of it unscathed, if Rubin and his team could get to her fast enough. Otherwise she would pay the penalty of her father’s actions, at a higher price than anybody even wanted to contemplate. It didn’t matter that she hadn’t done anything except be born to a man who would grow up to be a US senator. For her kidnappers, that was enough to make her life a living hell.

Their crew was handpicked by Mason. Trent was the munitions expert, and, if you need anything from the black market, he was the man for that. Oakley handled communications, and his world was online. He was a hacker in olden times, before he joined the military. The newest member of the team was Hayden, an expert marksman. Hayden was an oddity they were stuck with because Mason trusted him to watch their backs. Rubin, a tracker with a good head for logistics, had the lead on this mission, and it was his job to bring Tricia Forman home, alive and well. So far, her chances of coming home in one piece were not good, to say the least.

“We need their location. Anyone find anything?” Rubin asked.

“Yeah, we’ve got one lead,” Trent replied, as he walked closer, holding up something in his hand.

“What’s that?” Rubin asked.

“One of them left behind a train ticket. It’s crumpled, and it’s got a name on it.”

“What’s the name?” Oakley asked, as he pulled a laptop from his backpack. He was given the name, and everyone let him be. Oakley liked to work in silence, and everyone knew that. He had already input the coordinates for the train station, which was three hours away. Much to his dismay, Oakley came up empty on the name. “The ticket was bought under an alias, which, by the looks of it, is a new one.”

“Anything that can help us?” Rubin asked, trying hard to keep the sarcasm out of his tone. It wasn’t anyone’s fault that they had no information on any of the kidnappers.

“Glad you asked,” Oakley quipped, and, right about then, each of their phones pinged. “I just sent you all the picture from the ID he presented.”

The rest of the way to the train station, they all kept to themselves. Rubin drove, keeping an eye out. Oakley continued to work on his laptop, while Trent cleaned his guns, and Hayden slept the whole way.

“How can he even sleep in this situation?” Trent murmured for the umpteenth time.

“It’s not his fault that you are a light sleeper,” Rubin pointed out. “Leave him be. At least someone’s getting their beauty sleep.”

Trent muttered under his breath, but nothing was audible. By the time the night fell, they were well on their way to the station.

Now they were checking for faces, Tricia’s and the guy with the alias. They asked for info from the Ticketmaster, checking for anything unusual, and then asked everybody around the station if they had seen Tricia. They all had a picture of her on their phones, and they split up to cover more ground, still connected through their comms.

They knew that she was with at least two men but, apart from that, nothing else. Rubin got lucky when one of the waitresses at the nearby coffee shop did a double take.

“Hey, let me see that.” She grabbed the phone from his hands and then nodded and muttered in broken English, “She was here… this morning.”

“Are you sure it was her?”

“I’m sure, but she looked really rough, as if beat-up, dirty,” she added, zooming in on the picture once more. “She has beautiful eyes, and she was wearing the same pendant.” She pointed to the cross on her neck. “It’s the patron saint of lost causes.” She looked up from the phone, right at Rubin. “It’s her.” She looked around, and someone waved her over.

Rubin took out a twenty, handing it to her. “I would appreciate more information. What can you tell me about how she looked and how she acted?”

“It didn’t seem she was very happy to be here. I even asked her if she was okay, and one of the men shoved her away.”

“Where did they go?”

“The guy took her into the train station. I didn’t see her after that, but I kept checking to see if she was around. I wanted to know that she was all right, yet it was obvious that she wasn’t. I did notify one of the security guards, but they couldn’t find them.”

“Can you describe the men with her? Was there anything to identify them?”

“Nothing much. One wore a ball cap, had a thick beard, and I saw a scar on his right hand.” She glanced at the men with Rubin. “What’s going on? Is she in trouble?”

“She’s been kidnapped,” Rubin replied, handing her his card. “If you do see them again, please contact me.”

She took it and nodded. “I can do that.” She looked around, checking behind the counter and then back at him. “I would say she looked down but certainly not defeated.”

“How so?”

“The way she carried herself,” she explained, with a headshake. “If anything, she was well and truly pissed off, as if somebody had killed her favorite dog or something, and now she was looking for payback.”

He smiled at that description and nodded. “I hope that’s true because she’ll need it over the next little while, until we find her. It could be rough.”

“You’ll find her,” she stated confidently. “You’re the kind of guy who always does.”

He raised his eyebrows, but she was already heading off to another table. He turned to Trent, who was smirking at him. “What?” Rubin asked.

“You’re the kind of guy,” he teased, with a half laugh. “What about the rest of us?”

“Hey, I’m not looking a gift horse in the mouth,” he said, with a chuckle. “Did somebody grab coffee?”

“Yep, Oakley’s on it, and we’re loading up now. What’s the plan then?” Trent asked.

“We’re heading to the airport because that’s the fastest way to get ahead of the train.”

Trent nodded.

Rubin sighed. “We know the train could have stopped at any point, but the kidnappers will eventually switch to a vehicle after that. So we must do anything we can to shave off a few minutes.” Trent agreed. Rubin glanced at the man approaching, Oakley now joining the party. “We need somebody on that damn train.”

“You mean the next train because that one’s long gone,” Oakley stated.

“I know,” Rubin snapped, followed by a grunt. The chase was pissing him off now. “We have to keep an eye on happenings there.”

Oakley shrugged. “I don’t mind. I can take a train ride, if you think it’s that important.”

“I’ll take the train,” Hayden offered over the comms.

The others turned to Rubin.

Trent added, “You know you’re cutting us short if you do that.”

“I know. I do know that,” Rubin muttered. “Damn it.” He turned to Oakley. “As much as I want to, following another train doesn’t make sense. For now, we split up in teams of two, one on foot and the other by air.”

Oakley shrugged good-naturedly and added, “Hey, I’m up for train rides anytime. So, if you get a second thought about it, let me know.”

“You like trains, huh?”

“I do,” he confirmed cheerfully. “I also know how to navigate them quite well, not to mention keeping people out of them, if needed. Trains offer all kinds of possibilities.”

“What do you mean by that?” Rubin asked, curious now.

“All kinds of places exist on trains as ways to keep people away from prying eyes,” Oakley shared, with a grin. “So, just because they say they got off at one spot, or the ticket says they’re getting off at a particular station, it doesn’t mean they really did.”

Rubin pondered that for a moment.

Oakley continued. “So, we know where their tickets say they’re headed,” he began, glancing from Rubin to Trent.

“Yeah, I get that,” Rubin replied, his tone hard, “but that doesn’t mean shit, as we all know. If they get to that location per their tickets, it’s one thing, but, if they go off someplace else, some unexpected place, we can’t track them somewhere in between.”

“He’s right,” Trent agreed. “If they don’t make it to their stated destination, then we’ll know for sure they got off someplace in between, and we’ll have to backtrack.”

Rubin groaned. “We don’t have time to backtrack because, if they go to ground now, they’ll get her out of the country next, and that could be in any direction.” Rubin shook his head. “Once Tricia takes the next flight or the next train, we’ll be lost trying to track her down. We’re hours behind them, when we need to be hours ahead.”

“Okay, so what do you want to do now?” Trent asked.

Rubin turned and stared at him. “What do you mean, what do I want to do? I want to go on that damn train,” he declared, staring at the latest one in the station.

“But it’s not this train that they’re on,” Trent declared.

“I know. I know that.” Rubin swore, something nagging him in the back of his mind, even before Oakley had mentioned it. Now it was tugging at him hard. “It just feels as if we need to check into something.”

Trent held up a hand. “If you want to and if you think that’s where you need to go, then you go,” Trent conceded. “I’ll back you on that, but I’m telling you that they went ahead. We should be going to the airport.”

“Fine,” Rubin snapped, his tone hard. “We’ll split up. I’ll go with Oakley on the train. You and Hayden get to the airport.”

“I would prefer to be on the train too,” Hayden added, joining them.

“Noted,” Rubin replied, “but I need you to stick with Trent. I want you to call me as soon as you get there. You guys can confirm if they made it to their stated destination and then backtrack if needed. Otherwise, we’ll be there in a couple hours.”

That’s what they did. While they were waiting to get their tickets, Oakley stared at Rubin and admitted, “I didn’t really think you would go for that.”

“I can’t get past the damn feeling that we have a bigger problem here than we’re actually looking at,” he shared. “Yet I really hate to see half my team go one way and half of us go the other.”

“Yeah, but we often have to split up on these things,” Oakley pointed out. “So it’s really not a biggie.”

He understood what Oakley was saying, and he was right. They often split up to cover more ground, but this felt to be a biggie. Something major was going on here. Once Rubin and Oakley were seated in their private car, Rubin asked him, “Where the hell could somebody hide on a train that you wouldn’t see?”

Oakley grinned. “That’s easy. Come with me.” And, with that, he quickly led them away from the caboose and managed to get them into a luggage compartment.

Rubin looked around, frowning. “And all this is just gathered here, unattended?”

“Yeah, it sure is. They’re not trying to hide it.”

“This is just luggage,” Rubin said, looking around the room.

“You’re missing the point, boss. It’s not the luggage of any of the people on the train. This is freight,” he clarified, “not luggage.”

“It’s freight,” Rubin repeated after him, “and that makes a difference?”

“Yeah, it sure as hell does,” Oakley replied, turning to him, “because this isn’t checked the same as everything else is being checked all the damn time. This goes from point A to point B, so, anyplace where the train stops, some freight could have gotten off, and that is what’s important,” he stated.

They waited in the freight room, and, sure enough, the first stop was only about fifty miles down the road. As the train came to a stop, a porter ushered Oakley and Rubin out of the freight compartment with little ceremony, being told that area was not for them and to get their asses out. Rubin understood, but he was not prepared to abide by that rule.

They waited until the freight was taken off the train and then checked out the unloading area, but it looked to be just a small checkpoint. Plus, these freight containers were small.

Rubin shook his head. “Where would the freight go from here?” he asked Oakley.

Working furiously on his laptop. Oakley was already tapping into the communication networks, cameras, and anything else he could find. “It’ll be picked up by locals around the corner.”

“Anything there?”

“A warehouse,” he stated, “but lots of these are up and down the rail line. Therefore, Tricia could have been sedated and put in any of one of those larger freight containers, being picked up or dropped off at any number of these places.”

“Great,” Rubin muttered to himself.

The next stopping point was about one hundred miles up, but they made it fairly quickly. By the time Oakley got into the maps of the railways, checking on exactly how far somebody could secretly travel this way, sharing all that with Rubin, he realized the kidnappers could have dropped off Tricia in a freight container at any number of spots.

“So, all these places you are showing me are all possible locations where she could have been dropped off. And when you say, dropped off…”

“Yeah, dropped off, as in they didn’t necessarily have to stay with her. Like those terrorist groups, where nobody is connected to anybody in the same terrorist cell? Here, it’s all about some random drop-off location, provided by burner phones used for one call and then disposed of. Some local hire is paid in cash, again at some designated spot to pick up the container, not knowing what’s inside
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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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