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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!

Doing a wellness check on a War Dog—now in the care of a woman who trains therapy dogs—Declan sees the aftermath of an attack. The trainer hopes for some assistance in how to work with the War Dog, Shelby, but apparently someone didn’t want Carly working with Shelby at all. Or was the attack connected to something else in Carly’s past?

Carly has been through enough heartache for a lifetime. Her parents were murdered a few years back, leaving her alone in the world; even worse, the case was never solved, leaving her stuck in the past. She’d done her best to move on,… but this attack brings it all back.

The situation goes from bad to worse, as yet another attack involves an old friend, as he tries to explain something about her parents’ case to her. It’s hard for Carly to believe, but is it possible that the attacks on her connect to her parents’ murders? From Declan’s point of view, how can it not?

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


Prologue
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Kat looked at Badger, as he hung up the phone. “Good God. Even listening in on Speakerphone, I have to ask. What the hell was that all about?”

“One very convoluted dog story.”

“Will there be charges for everybody?” she asked, looking at her husband in wonder. “It’s hard to even sort out who did what because so many angles are involved.”

“There will definitely be a lot of charges. I’ve already contacted the war department about the family who knowingly sold a War Dog into a dogfighting ring over in Scotland. They’re assessing what options they have, and they’ve been talking to the Scottish authorities as well. I would think the family will be prevented from adopting pets, at least for a time, but they also aided and abetted a dogfighting ring, and that is a crime over there, so they aren’t getting away free and clear by any means.”

“I can’t believe all those murders.” Kat stared at her husband. “Such little regard for life.”

“That is stunning and over how many years? A decade? Just amazing. Both of Kascius’s parents, and nearly his brother and sister-in-law, plus Ainsley’s brother too. It’s a miracle there weren’t several more murders.”

“Kascius did say the plan evolved as needed, but, at one point, they would all be killed by Angus, so he could get the whole farm and sell it. How did he think he would get away with that?” Kat cried out.

“One of his early plans was to knock out Kascius, making it seem as if Kascius had killed Liam and the rest of them, before he killed himself—all in some angry PTSD event. But I think, in the heat of the moment, once it all came down, everyone was just reacting.”

“It’s all so crazy. My God. You know I’m half scared to pick the next case after this one.” She sat back and looked at Badger. “Yet some of these case files are pretty compelling.”

“Here I was thinking that tracking down a dog and taking it back to the family or finding another family would be all there was to it, but some of these cases end up pretty convoluted and dangerous as hell.”

A cough at the doorway had Kat looking up and smiling. “Hey, Timber. How are you?”

The huge tree of a man sported a tinge of silver in his hair to match the blue-metal prosthetic on his right leg. He shrugged. “I’m fine. As always.”

“Which means you’re holding but not fine,” Kat pointed out.

His gaze narrowed, and his lips twitched. “Blunt, aren’t you?”

“To the point, you mean.” She didn’t back down. Timber had been in and out of the Titanium Corp office for a good six months now. He was one hell of a carpenter and a handyman, had been a hell of a Navy SEAL, and now wanted little to do with anyone. He was polite, respectful, but a loner. Some of the men here were friendly, happy to go with others for a beer, a walk, just to sit around, or enjoy a BBQ. Every time Timber was invited, he refused.

“What do you need?” Badger asked the new arrival.

Timber hesitated. “There’s a few acres one mile or two from here…”

“Around Gando’s Pond?”

Timber nodded. “Yeah. Any idea who owns it?”

Badger looked at Kat, who stared back at him. “You know Killerman, right?” she suggested to her husband.

Badger nodded. “Andy Killerman. He’s got a place close to it. Why?”

Kat watched Timber wrestle whether to share or not. Finally he shrugged. “I was wondering if it’s for sale.”

“It’s a great piece, if you could get it,” Kat said warmly. “We have often looked at it and wondered.”

Timber nodded. “I’ll talk to Andy.”

“Do you know him?” Kat was surprised. Timber never seemed to speak to the others. So knowing someone outside of this group here was surprising.

“No, but I will.” With that, Timber walked back out.

Badger looked over at Kat. “What was that all about?”

Her laughter rang free. “I’ll say he’s looking to settle close by but not too close.”

Surprised, Badger nodded. “He’s a hell of a good guy. But that piece is what? Twenty acres? It won’t come cheap.”

“I think it’s closer to thirty acres. Yet wooded and pastured, with a creek backing onto Gando’s Pond itself. If Timber can get it, that would be a hell of a coup. But what would he do with it?”

The two looked at each other. “Does he like dogs?” Badger asked, with a grin. “Our War Dog files will dwindle down eventually, as we near the end of the requests from the war department. Yet, as we both know, there is a hell of a need out there for someone to help out these animals in other ways.”

Hearing a bark, both Badger and Kat turned to look out the window. And watched as a dog raced toward Timber. He bent down to greet it, his face lighting with joy. Too soon the dog was called back by its owner. Kat turned to Badger. “Well, that answered that question.”

“Yeah, but I’m not sure Timber’s ready yet to be a full-time dog owner.”

“No, not yet. Timber is still a mystery I’ve been trying to understand for months.”

“You and me both. Not to mention the rest of the team is also curious about Timber.”

Kat added, “But back to today’s issue. What else do we have for cases?”

Badger looked down at the file he had chosen next. “I don’t know what to do about this one either.”

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

“There’s a woman doing animal therapy and training, who says she ended up with a War Dog and has no idea how she got it.”

Kat frowned at him. “That’s a twist.”

“It is. She has provided the registration number, and it fits a War Dog that went missing.”

“So, what’s the problem? Case closed, right?”

“Somebody still needs to go do a welfare check on the dog, and honestly she sounded really nervous on the phone. Maybe something is deeper there than it appears on the surface.”

“Nervous how?”

“I’m not sure, but I’ve got somebody in mind for this one. Do you remember Declan?”

She frowned at Badger. “Declan would have come work for us but then went in for more surgery or something, wasn’t it?”

Her husband nodded. “Yeah, he was in a friendly fire incident that took out his leg, a couple ribs, and also broke his collarbone.”

“That doesn’t sound so friendly,” she said in disgust.

“I know, but he lives in the same state as the animal therapist, so it seems to be a good fit for him. I was thinking about giving him a call to see if he’s up for helping out a little damsel in distress.”

Her eyes widened. “Do we really think this is a damsel in distress?”

Badger shrugged. “All I can tell you is that she sounded really nervous on the phone.”

“Well, hell, let’s do it then.”

With that, Badger reached for the phone, again putting it on Speakerphone. “Declan, Badger and Kat here. So, do you want to be a hero?”

Declan laughed. “Always. What do you need?”


Chapter 1
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Declan Kantor drove slowly down the street in this small town near one of the many forests found in Oregon. Declan lived in Oregon too, about three hours from here, but had yet to visit this part of the state. The houses in this neighborhood had large acreages involved, so most of the homes were set back off the street a bit. In a section up ahead, the houses were a little closer to the actual road. Still, most looked to have privacy and space, which he totally approved.

He checked for the address he sought, and, even as he glanced up, he saw a young man stepping from a small Victorian style house, set about one hundred yards away from the curb. The man pulled down his hat and walked toward the street.

Declan drove past and realized he was one house too far. He pulled up on the side of the road, put his vehicle in Reverse, and quickly backed up. As he did, he watched the other man head down the street at a brisk walk. Declan got out, checked the address on the street, and realized that the man had come from the same house Declan was looking for.

Hopefully someone else was home. But then again, this was a woman who dealt with therapy dogs. So there should be animals at least. Not that they’d answer any questions. As Declan walked up through the little white picket fence gate, and headed to the front porch, he noted that the door had been left ever-so-slightly open.

He knocked on it and called out, “Hello?”

When no answer came, he swore and stared at the open door. He pushed it open a bit more and stuck his head in farther. “Hey,” he called out, raising his voice. “Is anyone here?”

When he saw no sign of anyone, he stepped back out, walked down to the street, and searched for the young man, but he was gone. Declan checked the address again. Even though the address wasn’t posted on the picket fence itself, there was one posted on the house.

He took out his phone and quickly called the woman who lived here, as he stood outside on her front porch now. He heard it inside, ringing steadily, so he was definitely at the right place. He frowned at that, and, just as he was about to hang up, he got a text on his phone from Badger, asking if he had arrived. Instead of answering with a text, Declan gave him a call. “I’m on the front porch of the house.”

“What’s the matter?”

“The door is slightly ajar, but I can’t raise anybody. As I drove up the street, I watched a young man leave here, and the phone number that you gave me is ringing inside the house.”

Abruptly Badger said, “Go in.”

“Yeah, but I don’t really have any authorization to do so.”

“Remember that part about her being nervous? I’ll hang up. You go in.” And, with that, Declan stared down at his phone, ended the call and pocketed it, then pushed open the door. As he stepped in, he called out once more. “Anybody here?”

He saw nobody, but, in the background, he heard dogs barking. But that would be normal and expected, since this woman dealt with animals all the time. He took several more steps into the living room and called for her again. There was nothing, no noise, no response, but he was getting an odd prickling down his spine.

He quickly walked through the first floor. As he came into the kitchen, he swore and raced to the woman, who had collapsed on the floor. She was a little thing, and Declan couldn’t miss the blood on her head. Immediately his ire rose, along with his protective instincts.

He bent down, checked for a pulse, and immediately pulled out his phone. As soon as he got through to emergency services, he explained what had happened, as much as he could quickly tell the operator. “I just knocked on the door, and it was slightly open, so I don’t know anything much about it.”

“That’s fine,” the dispatcher replied. “We have somebody on the way. Please stay at the scene.”

As he crouched beside the woman, he immediately placed a gentle hand on her back. “It’s okay,” he murmured. “You’ll be fine. Just take it easy. Help is on the way.”

She groaned slightly, shuddered visibly in front of him, and opened her eyes—revealing her amazing forest-green irises—staring back at him.

“Are you all right?” he asked, his tone worried.

She blinked several times. “Who are you?” She glanced around and frowned. “Where am I?”

“My name is Declan Kantor. I came to talk to you about a War Dog. Your door was slightly open, and, when I got no response, I found you on the floor of your kitchen, so stay still. Whoever else lives here with you just left, but I missed him on the block. I have to admit I was a little worried, so I came inside.” He winced at his audacity. “Now as I know more, that was probably a good thing.” He pointed to the backyard. “I hear a lot of dogs barking.”

She blinked at him owlishly and reached up a hand to her head.

He immediately grabbed her hand. “Don’t touch,” he murmured. “There’s some bleeding, and I’m not sure how badly you’re hurt.”

She stared at him, then it seemed like she connected to the barking of the dogs. “Where are the dogs?” she asked, frowning.

He shook his head. “I can hear them, but I haven’t gone around your house, so I can’t answer that.”

She groaned, closing her eyes. “They were in the back. I heard somebody in the house, or I thought I did, so I came inside without them.” She muttered to herself more than anything else. “Why would I have come in without them?”

“I don’t know,” Declan replied. “Did somebody call you or cry out to you? I don’t understand what might have happened.”

“Neither do I,” she whispered, her eyelids falling closed. “Oh, God. My head hurts something awful.”

He winced. “I’m sorry.” The color of her face was really pale, her eyes beautiful but shocky. “I can hear the ambulance coming. Just stay where you are.”

Her eyes widened in horror. “No, no, no, I’m not leaving.”

“Well, something’s definitely wrong, and I can hardly leave you here on the floor of your kitchen,” he explained, trying for a lighthearted joke. Yet it failed miserably, and she just stared at him.

“I’m going nowhere, and nobody can afford an ambulance in this county anyway,” she stated, with a certain level of bitterness. He had seen that a couple times before when it came to medical assistance for people without insurance.

“I’m more concerned about you, making sure you’re okay. Do you have any medical condition that would make you collapse?”

She stared at him. “Yes.” He frowned at her inquisitively, hoping for more information, and she shrugged. “Okay, but I haven’t collapsed in a very long time.”

“What kind of condition?”

“I get blood pressure drops. Sometimes it happens for no reason.”

“How long since your last attack?”

She glared at him. “You’re hardly the police or a doctor,” she snapped. “I don’t need to be answering you.”

“No, you don’t. I’m just a concerned citizen.”

Immediately her face flushed. “I’m sorry.” She struggled to shift her position, but he immediately held her down.

“No, stay still, please. You have to at least let somebody look you over.” At that, he heard a voice at the door, and he called out to them, “We’re in the kitchen.” That was quickly followed by two men moving toward him. Declan explained, “I found her unconscious on the floor, with an obvious head injury. I don’t know whether she fell and hit her head on the way down or has been attacked.”

At that, she stared at him in shock. “Attacked?”

He looked down at her. “I don’t know what to say. I don’t know anything about who lives with you. All I really know is that I found you on the floor.”

“Right.” She was still blinking, with that very disconnected look.

He stepped back at the request of the EMS team and watched as they worked on her.

She tried to shift at their behest. “See? Not bad at all,” she stated.

Yet Declan watched as a wave of pain washed over her. “Maybe, but you’re obviously not well.”

“I’m not bad either,” she protested. “I’ll have a hell of a headache though. I presume I slipped on the floor or something.”

“Is that a possibility, or are you sure?” one of the paramedics asked her.

“I have a lot of dogs around, so it’s happened before.”

He just nodded and didn’t say anything.

At that, Declan looked at her and frowned. “Maybe, but the dogs are outside. So I’m not sure that’s a good-enough explanation for the injury.”

She stiffened and glared at him but didn’t argue.

He watched the EMT proceed carefully, making sure that she was looked after properly. When she declined to go to the hospital, they confirmed that the injury looked to be something she would be safe with at home. However, they warned her about headaches and ongoing problems to watch for. They made it quite clear that she might need to go to the hospital for a proper checkup.

By the time they pulled out and left, she was sitting at the kitchen table, looking a little worse for wear. The dogs in the background kept up their cacophony.

“So, do you want me to let the dogs in or to deal with them somehow?”

“If only I could think a little bit, I could tell you, but, at the moment, that seems a little hard to do.”

He just nodded and sat down beside her.

She looked over at him. “Who did you say you were again?” He pulled out the ID card he’d made before leaving on this trip and held it out for her.

“Oh, the War Dog.” She sighed. “She’s such a beautiful animal.”

“Right, so I did need to come and check that she’s okay here.”

“You mean, that I’m not doing something to hurt her?” she asked in a hard tone.

“No, not at all,” he replied. “Yet this isn’t typically the pathway that these animals take, and we have a responsibility to look after them.”

She immediately flushed. “Sorry, it’s been a rough day.”

“Sounds like a little more than a rough day.” At a quick look around the kitchen, he spied the teakettle, so he got up and pointed. “How about I make you a cup of tea? That might help settle you a bit.” She didn’t say anything and just stared at him in surprise, so he quickly put on the kettle. He stayed quiet, as he puttered around to find a cup. Locating a teacup too small for his hands, he put it on the table before her and, at her instructions, put two teabags in.

When the kettle whistled, he filled her cup with hot water for her.

“You’re quite competent around the house.”

He smiled. “Practice makes perfect, and sometimes, whether we like it or not, we gain expertise in areas we don’t particularly want knowledge of.”

“Not sure what that means,” she said, reaching a hand to her temple. “Man, oh man, I’ll have a wild headache.”

“You’re already having it,” he noted calmly. “Head injuries can be really dangerous.”

“I still don’t even know quite what happened.” She looked around her kitchen, frowning.

“Let’s start with the man I saw walking out of your house.”

She stared at him. “What man?”

“When I drove up the street, I was looking for your address, and I saw him walk out casually from your house and head down the block. So, as far as I can see, he was the last person who would have seen you, prior to your injury.”

She blinked at him. “So it must have happened just after that then.”

“Unless you can tell me who it is. Who lives here with you?”

“I don’t live with anyone. The last thing I remember is that I had just fed the dogs outside, and we were going through some practice training runs, some exercises just for fun. Agility type stuff to keep them happy. Then I heard something, and I remember shutting the pens and coming inside.”

“You came in because you heard something or someone inside the house? An intruder? Why come without the dogs?” he asked, one eyebrow raised.

She flushed. “I guess that sounds stupid, doesn’t it? Honestly I didn’t think. I just shut the pens and ran.”

“Would you have let in a stranger?”

“I don’t remember even…” She stopped, frowned at him. “I don’t remember even getting that far.”

“It’s possible that you didn’t. What if the intruder came in on his own?”

“You keep talking about an intruder,” she said in a testy voice. “I don’t have any reason to believe that.”

“But neither do we have any reason to believe that the man I saw was a friend. Particularly when I came in afterward and found you on the floor.”

She took a deep breath. “Can you describe him?”

“Tall and lean, like six two and brown hair. He was dressed all in black.”

She swallowed and shook her head. Then shuddered in pain. “It’s not ringing any bells,” she murmured, “but then it might take a bit for my brain to make a connection here.”

“It’s possible,” he noted. “I mean obviously something is still going on.”

“No, it’s not even that,” she said, as she wrapped her arms around her chest, waiting for the tea to steep, staring at it with such a longing of comfort to her.

“I guess you don’t have any coffee around, huh?”

“Absolutely. Would you like some?” She sighed. “I’m sorry. I’m not a very good host.”

“That’s fine. I don’t need to be looked after.”

“Good thing because it’s the wrong day for that.”

At her attempt at humor, he just smiled, then stood and walked toward the coffeepot. “How much coffee should I add for a couple cups?”

At her instructions, he quickly made a little coffee, and, when it was done dripping, he brought a cup over to the table. She now hugged her hot tea brew in the teacup in her hands.

“So, I don’t know who the man was. I guess the only suspicious thing that told you something was wrong was the fact that he didn’t shut the door, so I guess maybe I do owe him a thanks for that.”

“What? For being a sloppy intruder?” She glared at him, and he shrugged. “Hey, I call it the way I see it.”

“Except I don’t know that he was an intruder.”

“But you also don’t know that he wasn’t.”

“Right.” She groaned. “Regardless I’ll have this cup of tea, and then I’ll go outside to confirm the animals are okay.”

He nodded. “I looked out the kitchen window. They are fine.”

“Well, that’s good news, and hopefully whoever was here didn’t have anything on their mind.”

“Outside of knocking you out?”

“Is that what it looks like?” she asked. “I was thinking I fell, or maybe I hit something. I don’t know.” But she reached up and checked the wound on the top of the back of her head. “It could be an assault, couldn’t it?”

“Sure looks like it to me,” he agreed.

“Damn, what would be the point of that? I don’t have anything here for anybody to steal.”

“Are you sure? Some people would steal for five bucks.”

“That’s just a sad world,” she muttered. “Sure, I have a bit of money on me. I work hard, and I work from home. I do have a job, besides running my own business.” She gazed at him incoherently, lost in her thoughts. “Still, I don’t keep much money in the house.”

“Maybe they didn’t know that,” he suggested.

“I don’t know why they would. I don’t know very many people here. I’m friendly enough with the neighbors and all, but it’s not as if I’ve been here forever.”

“How long have you been here?” he asked curiously.

She thought about it and replied hesitantly, “A few years. Enough to be comfortable but not enough to get to know very many people outside of my immediate sphere.”

“Right. Yet long enough that people have obviously figured out that you are here and may have thought that you have something. I have to admit that this guy did not look like he was a junkie or homeless or the type to make a quick buck off something that you had—or even looking for a meal. He was dressed all in black with a ball cap on his head, which stopped me from seeing much of his face, plus I was looking for your address. I wasn’t looking for an intruder.”

“Right, that kind of changes the way you look at things, doesn’t it?”

“It sure does,” he stated.

She closed her eyes and sat, just resting.

“I think you should go lie down,” he suggested.

“I have to check the animals first,” she murmured.

“I’ll go check on them. Tell me what I’m looking for.”

She snorted. “Dogs, that’s what I have. Four of them are out there.”

He nodded. “I’m pretty sure I saw four, but hang on.” At that, he hopped up and walked over to the kitchen window and looked out.

“Four,” he confirmed. “Not a one of them looks like the War Dog though.”

“No, Shelby’s in another pen,” she told him. “These others are all pretty well trained and mostly pets.”

“So, are they pets or are they going out to work?”

“Well, both really. They do go out to work with me. I go to hospitals and to the pediatric center close by. Plus, visit a couple nuclear medicine clinics every once in a while, depending on what their caseload is like,” she explained. “These are therapy dogs, so they go out and meet with people. Sometimes they can make the patients feel better and can make it easier for them to get through some of the treatments they’re having. I’ve been training them to help reduce the patients’ fears a little—especially the kids, when they need special treatments.” She smiled. “Those four dogs are mine, and, depending on what I’m doing and where I’m going, some are better with certain things than others.”

“Right. So where would the War Dog be?” Declan asked.

She stared at him and blinked. “She’s out there.”

“But in a different pen?”

“Yes, but still out back.”

“I’ll be right back.” Then he opened the rear kitchen door and stepped out onto the deck. His gaze scanned the backyard. He poked his head back in and said, “Hate to tell you this, but no War Dog is out here.”
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Carly Simpson stared at the man across from her. Tall, dark, big, broad shoulders, and the tapered waist of an obviously fit male in his prime. “I don’t remember what your name is,” she murmured. She glanced down at her tea, then back up at him.

He smiled. “Declan. And you are Carly Simpson?”

She nodded. “Right, and you got all that information because I called in about the War Dog, correct?”

“Yes. That’s why I’m here, for the War Dog.”

“For the War Dog that is no longer in my backyard.”

“Is there anywhere else it could be?”

She shook her head and then shuddered with pain.

“How about I take a walk around outside? You drink your tea and get your bearings, and, when I come back, I’ll have a second cup of coffee.” With that, he stepped out into the backyard.

As soon as he was gone, she slowly got up, made her way cautiously to the bathroom, wincing the whole way, just to check out what she could of her head. It was obviously a head wound from behind. She used the facilities and washed up, then took a wet washcloth and held it up against her head, trying to clean up as much of the blood as she could. It was sore but didn’t need stitches, and she really hadn’t lied to him.

She didn’t remember a whole lot. She had come running into the house, pushed open the kitchen door, and, after stepping forward, there was only blackness. It wasn’t hard to surmise that whoever had been making noise in her house had hit her over the head and had dropped her.

She didn’t really want to consider that because this was her home. To her it was a safe space, and she didn’t want to even think about somebody pulling that crap on her. Yet it was a hard conclusion to avoid. She had no idea if this guy Declan was verifiable, but he had given her a card. While he was still outside, she quickly made a phone call.

When a woman answered, Carly clarified who she was and what she was calling about. “Yes, that’s Declan,” the woman confirmed on the other end. “He’s been investigating this case for us. I understand you were hurt when he got there.”

“Apparently. Honestly I don’t have any memory of it.”

“That can be caused by any number of things,” the woman noted, her tone sympathetic and calm. “If you want to talk to me at any point, just give me a call. My name is Kat.”

Surprised at the invitation, Carly frowned. “Well, right now, I’m more interested in making sure I didn’t let a serial killer make me a cup of tea,” she replied in a half-joking manner.

“A serial killer who came to your rescue?” the woman asked, with a note of humor. “I can assure you that Declan is safe, and he’s very concerned about you. The man he saw as he approached might have been the one who attacked you. Do you have any way to verify whether there was an intruder in your home? Like a security system?”

“Oh, no. I don’t have any cameras or anything like that. So no way to tell who might have been here.”

“Right,” Kat noted. “I can vouch for Declan at least, so that’s not a point of concern.”

“I’m glad to hear that,” Carly replied. “He’s coming back in, so I’ll hang up now.” She placed her phone on the table, picked up her tea, and sipped it, as Declan walked back into the house.

He shook his head. “No sign of the dog.”

She closed her eyes and pinched the bridge of her nose. “I don’t know where she’s gone then. I thought she and I were starting to be friends.”

“That doesn’t mean that she left on her own volition,” he reminded her.

Her eyelids flew open. “Yet the man you saw didn’t have a dog with him, right?” she demanded.

“No, he didn’t, none that I could see, and there was nothing with him when he went down the road.”

She stared off in the distance. “It just doesn’t make any sense.”

“Well, it will make sense eventually. We just haven’t gotten to the truth of it yet.”

“Maybe,” she replied doubtfully. “But why would anybody go after the dog? I was working on her, training her to become a therapy dog. Her disposition is perfect for it. I call her Shelby, and she’s just been a beauty to work with.”

“That’s good. That’s a huge part of why I’m here, to ensure she’ll be okay with you.”

She winced. “Right, I’m not anybody who actually applied to adopt one, am I?”

“No, but we end up with a lot of cases where circumstance change and where the dogs have ended up in a completely different place than where they were originally intended to go,” he shared with her. “It’s not far off to consider that she could be perfectly happy with you.”

She brightened. “When you get a chance to meet her, you’ll see that she’s really a sweetheart. She does really well with a lot of different people.”

“Any reason you can think of as to why somebody may have kidnapped her for their own use?” he asked curiously.

“No, not at all,” she muttered, “but
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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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