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About This Book


Welcome to Dakota’s Delight, book 9 in Heroes for Hire, reconnecting readers with the unforgettable men from SEALs of Honor in a new series of action packed, page turning romantic suspense that fans have come to expect from USA TODAY Bestselling author Dale Mayer.

When a young woman darts into traffic and into Dakota’s path, life takes a dark turn for both of them.

Bailey, recovering from the loss of her husband, retreated from life. Going to work and coming home was the extent of her days and weeks. Until she walks into work early one morning, witnesses a murder and flees into traffic, nearly getting killed.

The near death experience awakens the spark of life inside of her. So does the man in the car. A different kind of a spark.

For her safety, Dakota persuades her to move into the compound with him and the rest of the Legendary family while they track down the killers.

Bailey is forced to accept Dakota’s help. But can she stay safe long enough for the police to track down the killer? Or is the man who almost ran her over going to steal her heart?

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


Chapter 1
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Dakota Languor drove his big SUV through the intersection, his list of things to do today long. He was often the one to go into town, depending on who was available and what else was going on. He did the job cheerfully, knowing it gave him a chance to get out. He loved everybody he worked with, absolutely adored the women there, but, for him, it got to be a bit too much at times.

He wasn’t used to living and working in the middle of a large family. And that was definitely what Legendary Security had become. He was good with that, but sometimes…

Saul was his best friend, and now that he’d found Rebel and she lived in town, the two of them were fast becoming another case of a live-in couple. Dakota knew Saul had discussed with Rebel about moving into one of the apartments on the compound.

Eight apartments were being rehabbed for company employees. Dakota doubted that would be enough, considering the speed with which Levi was filling up his company with some of the best damn men Dakota had ever been privileged to work with.

Dakota sped down the highway. He might stop for lunch or coffee, but he’d knock the things off his list like a pro—fast and efficient. Most of today was picking up parts and pieces that had been ordered from various warehouses and stores. Food had to be picked up too—that was always fun as Alfred’s list would be huge. The good thing was, he had phoned in the order, and it was paid for, ready for loading by the time Dakota got there.

Considering Levi had so many jobs on the go right now, with men coming and going on a regular basis, Dakota liked this diversion. Saul had just headed out to a job in Alaska and was always happy to go off on missions, but, at the same time, he would miss his sweetheart. To think how Saul and Rebel had worked out as a couple was amazing. Dakota was happy for his buddy. Saul hadn’t been looking for a relationship, but, when it came, he’d certainly recognized its value and gone with it.

Dakota wasn’t sure he’d have the same foresight. He’d never been married, and his years in the navy had shown just how difficult that life was on his friends’ relationships. In Dakota’s case, having been a SEAL and going off on dangerous missions had been very hard on his former girlfriends. And he never knew when he would come back, if he would come back. He figured it was easier on everybody if he didn’t give his heart away, so there would be less hurt all around. It was not that he wanted to be single all his life, and he certainly had a less dangerous lifestyle now, but it was still the same kind of work, and he was gone on a regular basis.

Plus he’d moved to Texas for this position. He didn’t want to do anything to mess it up. He really enjoyed the people he worked with. He’d worried that, when he left the navy, he’d feel this huge apprehension, fear of losing that sense of brotherhood. But, as he had hooked up with Levi almost immediately, Dakota had experienced a renewed sense of kinship and a sense of belonging. He loved his new life.

The fact that almost everybody here, living on the compound as Levi’s people did, was involved in a serious relationship made being single a bit awkward. But Dakota was okay with that because it was comfortable and maybe because he was even a little envious.

He’d watched Saul and Rebel come together, spark back and forth off each other, before settling into something that was almost like a lock and a key.

He hadn’t really expected that to happen to Saul. They’d been best friends forever. Saul had had several serious relationships during that time. Dakota had thought some of the women were perfect for his buddy. But none had ever worked out. Rebel had been completely different. And yet perfect. Considering how quickly Saul had clicked with Rebel, Dakota had to wonder if he could have that something special too. Not that one could plan for that.

Dakota’s huge fear was that the perfect woman would walk by and that he wouldn’t recognize her.

As he came to the outskirts of the city, he checked before changing lanes and then took a right at the next intersection. The best way to get through this long list was to be efficient about which places he went to and in what order. He stopped off at the first warehouse and picked up several parcels that had come in for Levi, loaded them into the back of the SUV, pushing them to the far corner and packing them in tight. By the time he got home today this vehicle would be stuffed, so he had to pack for maximum usage of his space. Plus the perishables had to be the last ones in and the first ones out.

At the mechanic shop, he picked up a few parts and pieces Stone and Merk had ordered for a couple of the rigs. The good thing was, everything was done on credit, and Ice paid all the bills. Dakota didn’t have to deal with the money issues. Originally, when Ice and Levi had first started the company, apparently finances had been very tight, but, now that money flowed freely and the company turned a profit, the co-owners were building up a lot of their inventory, improving on the medical clinic and rehabbing many of the apartments. Levi had inherited the huge compound from a family member, and, ever since they’d moved in, the place had been under construction.

Of course Alfred was a godsend. He ran the house and commanded the kitchen, where he created delicious meals for the entire compound single-handedly. There had been a lot of discussion about bringing in an assistant for him. Instead everyone just pitched in and helped alongside him. Nobody let him do dishes anymore, even though he protested mightily. But there was no need for that, as about thirty people hung around or lived in the place most of the time. Not all the bedrooms were full yet. But it must be getting close.

Once the apartments were completed, Dakota knew a lot of the couples would move into those spaces. That would change things too. He didn’t know how the meals would work at that point, but he figured it would probably be up to the individual couples. Some were so busy they’d appreciate offered food, and others may like to cook special dinners themselves. Dakota wasn’t sure how Alfred would handle life then, but, like everything else, after a few growing pains, he’d settle into a rhythm that would work for everyone.

Dakota made two more stops, cheerfully knocking them off his list. Just as he pulled away from his fourth stop, the rain came down. Within minutes the downpour was so extreme that he could barely see through the windshield. He reached an intersection and was about to pull through as various vehicles slid out of control, hydroplaning—the flooding in the streets was bad already.

He decided to get out of these main traffic areas. Side streets would be less dangerous. He took a right and then a left, and, as he turned right again, he peered left, then right. Both clear, he hit the gas.

A woman darted into his path. He yanked the steering wheel sharply yet still felt the bump as he hit her.

“Shit!”

He pounded on the brakes; the truck slammed to a stop. He shut off the engine, opened the door and ran outside. The woman leaned against his truck, staring at him with a dazed look in her eyes.

“Oh, my God. Are you okay?” He jogged to her, automatically assessing her condition. He found no blood, and she appeared to be standing on her own.

She looked up at him and said, “I’m… I’m fine.”

He shook his head. “No, you so aren’t.”

She gave him a brief smile and said, “Yes, I am.”

And with that she took a deep breath, almost as if she would go underwater, and she bolted. Down the street he watched her gait, seeing a limp on her left side and how she held herself with her arm wrapped around her chest. He knew that, although she wasn’t badly hurt, she was still injured. He hopped back into the truck, turned on the engine, completed the turn and went after her. She bolted up an alleyway. He followed.

He felt terrible. He hadn’t seen her before driving into the section, didn’t know where she came from until she was in the roadway, but he wanted her checked over by a doctor. It was like she had blasted from the darkness. He came up to the alleyway but saw no sign of her. He drove around the block and came down the alleyway from the far side, hoping to catch her coming out at the other end. He proceeded slowly around the corner. No one was there. No doorway was open.

Dakota passed by a door where a couple came out, laughing and joking at the rain, racing to get under cover at the store on the corner. Dakota pulled off to the side and parked. He opened the car door and raced to the door the couple had come out of. And stepped into the kitchen of a small restaurant.

The chef turned and frowned at him. “Use the front door,” he barked.

“Sorry. Did you see a young woman come through here just a few minutes ago?”

The chef motioned to the front of the restaurant. “Yeah, she’s in there.”

“Thanks.” He gave himself a quick shake, ridding himself of the effects of the rain.

“Remember the front door next time.”

“I will, thanks.”

He made his way to the front, passing a waitress carrying a tray of empty plates. “Sorry.”

He stopped to check out the boisterous atmosphere. He didn’t know this restaurant at all. It looked more like a small café, diner style. He walked past the tables, looking for the woman who’d run away from him.

Up ahead, sitting at a small table for two with a glass of water in front of her, was the woman he’d hit with his vehicle. He quickly sat down in the chair across from her.

She jerked back and stared at him in shock. And then slowly recognition kicked into her gaze, and she sank back into her chair. “I said I was fine.”

He shook his head. “You’re limping and holding your side,” he said, leaning closer. “I can’t in good conscience let you walk away without having a doctor check you over.”

She shook her head and bitterly said, “I can’t meet my deductible, so it wouldn’t matter if I was injured.”

He reached across and picked up her hand, holding it gently. “I’ll take care of your bill. I just want to make sure you are fine.”

She studied him intently. Then, as if she wanted to say something but couldn’t let herself, she snapped her lips together and pinched them closed.

He sighed and sat back. “Are you always so stubborn?” he asked lightly.

“No, only when men track me down and scare the devil out of me.”

Her phrasing was interesting. The waitress walked over just then with a coffee carafe and two cups.

As she was about to leave, Dakota said, “Would you bring us a menu too, please?”

With a bright smile the waitress disappeared to get the menus.

He looked over at the woman. “At least tell me your name. I’m Dakota Languor.” He reached out his hand across the table to shake hers.

She shook his hand and said, “I’m Bailey Hoskins.”

“I like it. It’s different.” He tossed it around in his mind and then shrugged. “I like unique.”

“It is different,” she said gently. “That also made it difficult to grow up with. Kids had a problem with my name being different. So the kids deemed me different,” she said quietly. “It doesn’t really matter in what way.”

“Were you bullied growing up?”

She shrugged. “No more than anybody else I suppose, but I certainly got my fair share.” She studied his face, then dropped her gaze to his broad shoulders.

He knew what she saw. He was the epitome of the all-American boy—muscled, tanned.

Then she smiled. “I guess you weren’t though?”

“Never twice by the same person.” His tone was flat. He had no patience for those who were busy mocking others. “I’ve always been a straight player. And I don’t waste my time with those who aren’t.”

“So why are you here wasting time with me?” she asked in a half-mocking tone.

“Because I don’t even know what happened,” he admitted. “Not only were you running into a street without looking, but you were running away from something. I’ve seen too many cases, where a woman ran in terror, to not stop and ask if she needs help.”

She settled back into her chair, about to protest, when the waitress returned and placed a menu in front of her, handing the second menu to Dakota. “I’ll be back in a minute.”

Dakota nodded his thanks and raised the menu, but over the top he watched her slowly stirring her coffee.

She dipped her spoon in the cup and pulled up a bit of the dark liquid, taking a sip and grimacing.

He grinned. “Not much of a coffee drinker?”

She shrugged. “Not a whole lot, no.”

He nudged the sugar and cream toward her. “Maybe try it with one of these.”

She studied them both and picked up the cream and poured in a decent amount.

He went back to reading the menu and decided the daily special, a chef’s burger, was perfect right now. He glanced over the menu at her. “At least let me buy you lunch.”

The offer seemed to startle her. Finally she nodded. “Thank you. I’d appreciate that.”

“Did your shirt or pants get damaged when you hit the vehicle?”

She glanced down, brushing at the moisture that clung to the material. “No. I doubt it.”

He motioned at the menu in front of her. “Pick something.”

She put the menu up between the two of them as if a barrier would help him go away. He wouldn’t do that, but he could understand her wanting to hide behind something.

He was patient as she studied her lunch options. If she was hoping to outwait him, she was out of luck. He wasn’t letting her from his sight until he had answers.

Finally she put the menu off to the side. “I’ll have a green salad.”

The waitress, as if seeing her actions, walked over to take their orders. He wasted no time in asking for two large burgers, fries, and a green salad for her. They went over the extras he wanted on the burgers, and finally the waitress collected the menus and walked away.

She stared at him. “Did you even listen to me?”

“I listened. Obviously you need more food than a green salad. And, even if you’re only a little bit hurt, your body needs to heal. You were still in shock when I arrived, and that means you need food, real food.”

“I’m not in shock,” she protested.

“Yes, you are. Your hands are still trembling. You’re still wrapping your arms around your body from being cold and wet. If something happened to you before we ran into each other, literally, that’s just added to the effect. What were you running from?”

She turned to stare at the pouring rain outside the window. “I’d just left the office and was heading to the bank. It’s a fair distance, so I cut through alleys to get there on my break. In a hurry, I wasn’t watching where I was going,” she said in a low tone. “It’s not your fault.”

“And yet I feel like it is,” he said gently. “I did not stop in time. And it really bothers me to think you might end up walking out of here with what appears to be a minor injury but could end up becoming much worse.”

“I’m fine. I have no pain anywhere.”

“I’m glad to hear that.”

“But you really don’t believe me, do you?”

“It’s not that I don’t believe you, but, when somebody’s in shock, they aren’t always aware of how badly injured they are.” His lips quirked. “Until later when it’s often too late.”

She slumped back into her chair and just stared out the window. But she did pick up her coffee cup and took a sip. The cup trembled in her hand.

He wanted to reach over and hold her hand steady, letting her know she’d be fine—he’d make sure of it.

She jerkily moved her hand forward and finally set the cup down again. Even getting a little bit of coffee into her seemed to help. It put some life back in her eyes.

“Are you ready to tell me what happened before we collided?”

She shook her head. “I have no intention of telling you anything.”

As he suspected. Something had terrified her into running, and that’s why she’d ended up in the road where she shouldn’t have been. He certainly didn’t let himself off the hook. His reaction should’ve been faster. Yet the rain was so heavy, it had been hard to see.

“Do you live in Houston?” he asked.

“Yes, I’ve been here for a few years.” Giving him a small sideways look, she asked, “You?”

“I’ve been here a couple months now,” he confessed. “A friend of mine and I moved out here for jobs with the same company.”

“Oh, that’s nice that the two of you came at the same time.”

He shrugged. “We work for Legendary Security. We were both in the navy, so leaving at the same time and moving here was actually a good deal on both our parts. We’ve been buddies for a long time, so we didn’t really want to find jobs across the world and have to start over without anybody there beside us.”

“Having friends makes everything easier.” She reached out a hand and added a bit more cream to her coffee.

He frowned as he noticed her translucent skin and the big bruise on the back of her hand. “You look like you never eat.”

She raised her gaze, studying him for a long moment. “I’m getting better now.”

“Were you sick?” he asked, his tone sharp.

She shook her head. “Emotionally traumatized. I lost my husband eighteen months ago. I came close to fading away. I just didn’t care anymore. But I turned a corner a few months ago, and I’ve been slowly regaining my strength.”

She picked up her coffee and took several more sips as she again stared out the window.

He knew she wasn’t seeing anything out there but was staring more into the long line of years behind her. “I’m sorry. That’s very difficult.”

“It was very difficult. He was sick. When he went in for tests, they found he had stage four cancer. He was gone within six months. There was just no time to even adapt, to get through treatment or even try to fight. He was there, and then he was too sick to be anywhere but in the hospital. He was moved to the hospital so damn fast, and we just didn’t realize how quickly everything would be over.” She shook her head, clenching her fingers together. “We’d only been married six months before he got really ill.”

“At least you had those first six months,” he said gently.

She gave him a tremulous smile. “It took me a long time to see that. But you’re right. Still, when you lose somebody, it’s hard not to rail against the injustices of the world, not to cry and not to be angry because you’re the one left behind, the people you love all gone. I dived into my work and ended up volunteering after-hours. I did everything I could to work myself to the bone, so I couldn’t feel. To just delay getting home and trying to sleep at night so I could get up and do it all over again. I lost a lot of weight, and it wasn’t exactly a healthy lifestyle. But it took quite a while for me to sleep and even more time to get up without tears in my eyes.”

“Even eighteen months isn’t very long for grieving.”

“No, but it’s long enough,” she said. “I realized quite a few months ago I had to do something about my downward spiral, and Rick would be very upset with me if he knew I was letting myself decline to that extent. He always asked me to take care of myself. It’s not that I wasn’t able or capable, it just never occurred to me. I’d go without several meals and not really notice, and then suddenly I’d be super hungry and have to eat.”

“Regular meals are necessary to keep your energy up.”

“Why would I want to keep my energy up? I wanted to come home and to drop off to sleep until the next day. It was only through sleep that I could forget the pain of what I’d lost.”

Just then the waitress walked over with two large platters.

Dakota looked at the stacked burger with appreciation. He’d have to remember this place. “This looks great,” he said.

He studied the platter in front of Bailey. The burger was just as big as his with a decent size salad too. He picked up his burger carefully—large enough that he needed two hands to hold it—and took a big bite. Real meat, barbecued perfectly on a grill, just the way he liked it.

Together they munched in silence, enjoying the hot food and being inside the warm café. When he finished his burger, he turned his platter and offered her some fries.

She shook her head. “It’ll be all I can do to eat my own.”

“I suspect you didn’t have any breakfast this morning, did you?”

She shook her head. “No, I had breakfast a long time ago.” She sighed heavily. “You probably shouldn’t be talking to me. Or be seen with me in any way.”

He raised an eyebrow in question. “Why’s that?” He popped a french fry into his mouth and chewed.

She shook her head again but wouldn’t explain.

He knew there was more to the story, but he wasn’t exactly sure how to get it out of her. “What are you running from?”

She gave a broken laugh. “That’s why you shouldn’t be talking to me. For all I know, you’re in trouble now.”

“How?” He tried to keep his tone gentle and undemanding, but no way was he letting her off the hook with this. He needed to know what had happened.

She shook her head and continued to eat her salad. The waitress came back and topped off her coffee.

He let her eat in silence for a few more moments and then said, “Tell me what is wrong.”

She looked at him. “You can’t fix it. And I’m not putting anybody else in danger.”

“What danger?”

She just shrugged but kept silent.

“Remember I work for a private security company? Remember I was in the navy? Handling danger is what I do. I help people in trouble.”

“Maybe, but you do it for money, and that’s not something I have. And this is too dangerous, even for you.”

He sat back, shifting sideways on the chair, figuring out how to get her to open up. He was more a “if the hammer didn’t work, then bring in a sledgehammer” type of guy. But that approach didn’t work well with women. He needed to find the key to helping her relax.

“Money isn’t the issue,” he said gently. “If I can do anything to help, you need to tell me.”

This time her headshake was emphatic. “Thank you for lunch,” she said. “I have to go to the ladies’ room. Excuse me please.”

She stood up, grabbed her purse and walked past him. Having sat for the last hour, her body was stiff, and he could see her limp was more pronounced. He swore under his breath. He really needed to look at her leg. She was also slightly hunched over, and he knew that was to protect her ribs. It was possible she had cracked one or two. He hoped it was just bruising instead, but he knew even that would take a long time to heal. He watched until she walked past the rest of the tables and went into the women’s bathroom. Then he waited.
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Inside the bathroom Bailey stared at her reflection in the mirror, hating to see the huge bags under her eyes and the fear still lurking in the background. “What the hell has happened to my life?” she whispered to her reflection.

She used the facilities and turned back to the sink, washing her hands as she embraced the heat of the water. She was so cold inside and out, and her body was stiff and sore. She certainly didn’t blame him. She’d run smack into his vehicle. A damn good thing he wasn’t going any faster and had deflected the impact, as she probably would’ve been killed or severely injured at least.

She took a moment to brush her hair as she gathered her thoughts. She didn’t know what to say or what to tell him to make him happy enough to leave her alone. He was just a little too determined to keep her close. She was hoping she’d escape from the restaurant without him seeing her leave. It meant sticking him with the bill, but, since he’d offered, she didn’t feel guilty. Not to mention he had ordered three times the food she would have.

A knock came on the door. She quickly dried off her hands, wiped her face, tossed the paper towel into the garbage can and opened the door. She smiled at the middle-aged woman and stepped out. Then she searched the restaurant, looking for a way to get past Dakota. A large noisy crowd of office workers came in as a group. They walked past him, heading for a table between the two of them.

Quickly she joined the crowd, eased to the outside of the group, getting past Dakota’s table, and made it to the front door. She opened the door and slipped outside.

The rain had eased up, which was a good thing. She was still so very cold. She needed to get home, and she needed to get home now.

She turned the corner at the closest intersection and crossed the road. Just as she stepped up on the far side, a hand grabbed her elbow gently. And she knew without turning around it was Dakota. “You should let me go.”

“We’ll go around to my truck, then I’ll take you home. You shouldn’t be walking around in the rain when you’re injured,” he said firmly.

She shook her head. “I live a few blocks away.”

“Good, then it won’t take very long to get you home.”

She couldn’t protest without causing a lot of attention, and that wasn’t something she wanted.

She let him lead her around to the alleyway and help her into his large black SUV. Inside she was dry and warm and comfortable. She settled back into the deep seat and buckled up.

When he got in and turned on the vehicle, he pivoted and looked at her. “Where are we going?”

She gave him a few simple directions, and, a couple minutes later, they pulled up in front of her apartment building, with visitor parking on the street. He turned off the engine, hopped out and came around to her side. She wondered at his sense of chivalry, that he opened the door and reached up to help her down. Maybe he was just afraid she would sue him, when, in truth, all she wanted was to be left alone.

He led her up the apartment building steps. “What’s the number?”

She punched a number in for the security code. When the buzzer released, he pulled open the door and motioned for her to go in. He followed her straight to the elevators, where one waited for them. He walked in with her and pressed the third floor.

She smiled. “Are you always so observant?”

“Always.”

And she believed him. She wished he was the kind of person she could call on to help her. But he was a good man, and she didn’t want him to get hurt. “I can’t tell you, you know.”

“You will tell me.”

She frowned at him. “No. I won’t. I can’t get you hurt too.”

He rounded on her. “Who hurt you?”

She took a step back and shook her head. “Not me.”

He studied her for a long moment while the elevator slowly continued to climb. “Did you see somebody hurt somebody else? Did you see a crime committed?”

She winced. “How did you come to that conclusion?”

“Don’t stall. This is important and time-sensitive. Did you see a crime committed?”

When the elevator doors opened, they both stepped through and walked to her apartment door. She put her keys into the lock and pushed her door open. She stepped inside, and he came in behind her.

“Answer the question.”

She took a deep breath and slowly nodded. Now that they were inside her apartment, and she wouldn’t be overheard, she had fewer qualms about telling him. If he was so determined to push his nose into her business, well, maybe this would finally scare him off.

She took another deep breath. “I saw the mayor of Houston standing in an alleyway beside another man. They were talking to a third man. The man at the mayor’s side took out a small black handgun, and he shot the third guy, in the chest. He dropped to the ground. Looked dead already to me. While the mayor just stood there, watching.”

“This morning? You saw that happen this morning?

She nodded. “And they saw me. That’s why I ran. I didn’t expect to see anybody there. I was just cutting through the back way. But I saw them. I turned and ran right into you.”

“That might’ve been the worst morning of your life,” he said with a gentle smile, “but running into me will make a shady day a great deal better.”

“That’s very…” She closed her mouth, searching for a word.

He reached out, tilted her chin toward him. “No, it’s not conceited or arrogant. It’s the truth. Because I’ll help you, whether you like it or not.”
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AGREEMENT COVERS FREE FONTS AS WELL AS FONTS FOR SALE.
1. Installation
1.1: Your invoice indicates the number of workstations on which you may install the Fonts.
The basic license is for 1-5 workstations. If you need to use the Fonts on more workstations
than your invoice states, you must purchase an upgrade. Any number of printers or output
devices may be used. The licensed workstations need not be at the same business location.
1.2: Apart from the workstations licensed, you may also install the Fonts on a network
server. The number of workstations licensed means each and every workstation where the
Fonts will be used, not just the maximum number on a network that might possibly use it at
any one time.
1.3: For every workstation for which you are licensed, you may also install the Fonts on a
portable (laptop) computer, phone, tablet and/or a home computer, provided the Fonts are
not used on the secondary computer(s) at the same time. At home, you may not install the
Fonts on the computers of other family members.
1.4: If the Fonts are free, you may distribute the Fonts within the same company or
household, provided this license agreement is included.
2. Copyright
2.1: You have not bought the Fonts: you are licensed to use them, by the terms and
conditions of this agreement. Typodermic Fonts Inc. retains title and all copyrights to the
Fonts, and all copies and adaptations thereof in whatever media. The Fonts are intellectual
property, containing proprietary information and valuable trade secrets, and as such they are
protected by the copyright laws of many nations, and by international treaties. You may not
copy the Fonts, except as specified in this agreement.
2.2: Archival copies of the Fonts may be made.
2.3: You may provide a copy of the Fonts to your service bureau or commercial printer, with
the job files for output, but only if you are assured that the Fonts will be used only for
outputting your files and will be deleted subsequently.
2.4: Embedding of the Fonts in documents (e.g. PDF files) is permitted for viewing and
printing, but not for editing. If someone at a remote location wants to edit a document
which contains embedded Fonts, they must purchase their own license. Internal corporate
documents with embedded Fonts may of course be edited on licensed workstations.
2.5: You may not rent, lease, sub-license, distribute, disseminate, give away or lend the
Fonts. You may permanently transfer the Fonts provided the recipient accepts the terms of
this agreement, and if you delete all your copies of the Fonts.
2.6: You may modify typesetting produced by the Fonts in any way you see fit. You may
also modify the Fonts for your own personal or internal business use, but you may not
distribute, or transfer your adaptations; for instance, (a) you may not make customized
versions of the Fonts for use by your clients, (b) you may not adapt, or merge the Fonts to
create hybrid Fonts for resale. Each workstation where a modified Font is installed shall be
counted as one of your permitted number of users.
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2.7: Use by Employees and Freelancers. It is your responsibility to inform employees,
freelancers and any others who have access to the Fonts at your premises, of the terms and
conditions of this agreement, and to ensure that they abide by these terms and conditions.
3. Warranty & Liabilities
3.1: Typodermic warrants the Fonts to be free from defects in materials and workmanship
under normal use for a period of twenty one (21) days from the date of delivery as shown
on your receipt. Typodermic’s entire liability and your exclusive remedy as to defective
Fonts shall be, at Typodermic’s option, either return of purchase price or replacement of any
such product that is returned to Typodermic with a copy of the invoice or send a new
version of the Fonts. Typodermic shall have no responsibility to replace the Fonts or refund
the purchase price if failure results from accident, abuse or misapplication, or if any Fonts
are lost or damaged due to theft, fire, or negligence. Any replacement product will be
warranted for twenty one (21) days. This warranty gives you specific legal rights. You may
have other rights, which vary from state to state. EXCEPT AS EXPRESSLY PROVIDED
ABOVE, THE PRODUCT, IS PROVIDED “AS IS”. NEITHER TYPODERMIC NOR
THE DISTRIBUTOR MAKES ANY WARRANTY OF ANY KIND, EITHER
EXPRESSED OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING, BUT NOT LIMITED TO THE IMPLIED
WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY AND FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR
PURPOSE.
3.2: The entire risk as to the quality and performance of the Fonts rests upon you. Neither
Typodermic nor the distributor warrants that the functions contained in the Fonts will meet
your requirements or that the operation of the Fonts will be uninterrupted or error free.
NEITHER TYPODERMIC NOR THE DISTRIBUTOR SHALL BE LIABLE FOR ANY
DIRECT, INDIRECT, CONSEQUENTIAL, OR INCIDENTAL DAMAGES (INCLUDING
DAMAGES FROM LOSS OF BUSINESS PROFITS, BUSINESS INTERRUPTION,
LOSS OF BUSINESS INFORMATION, AND THE LIKE) ARISING OUT OF THE USE
OF OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONTS EVEN IF THE DISTRIBUTOR OR
TYPODERMIC HAS BEEN ADVISED OF THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCH DAMAGES.
3.3: Because some states do not allow the exclusion or limitation of liability for
consequential or incidental damages, the above limitation may not apply to you.
4. Termination
This agreement terminates automatically without notice from Typodermic should you fail to
comply with any of its provisions.
5. Custom Agreement
If your requirements are beyond what is covered by this agreement, you may be able to
purchase a custom license through a font vendor. This includes but is not limited to web
fonts, eBooks, applications and OEM. Visit typodermicfonts.com/custom for details.
6. Governing Law
This agreement is governed by the laws of Canada and the province of British Columbia.
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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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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.
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The StarFont font is created by BB eBooks Co., Ltd., a registered company in the Kingdom of Thailand. This font is intended to supplement glyphs in various eBooks. It is freeware and may be used either for commercial or personal use.
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