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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!

Being a badass growing up had been fine for a while, but Kurt knew his life had to change. His best option? The US Navy. Thirteen years later a serendipitous request from Badger to check out reports of a missing War Dog hidden in the bushes and attacking people sends Kurt to the very place he couldn’t wait to get out of.

When Kurt chose the navy over Laurie Ann so long ago, he left her with a gift she’d fought long and hard to keep. Plus she didn’t give up on her dream of becoming a doctor. When Kurt returns, it’s hard not to see the same person she’d loved in this older version. Yet the town has a long memory, and at least one person isn’t willing to see who Kurt is now.

But, as always, he’s a trouble magnet. Was he capable of handling the nightmare they were in, or would he leave, just like he had last time?

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


Prologue
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Kurt Manchester walked into Badger’s office. “Wow,” he said. “I don’t know what to do with this. You have an office of your own.”

Badger looked up, grinned, and said, “Kat insisted. Otherwise I leave my shit everywhere.”

Kurt laughed, sat down in the guest chair, and said, “What did you want to see me about?”

“I’m sure you’ve heard about the dogs we’ve been dealing with,” he said, one eyebrow lifted as he looked at Kurt.

Kurt nodded. “Yeah, heard something about it. You’re almost done with those, aren’t you?”

“Nope, not happening apparently,” he said. “We’ve got another half-dozen here anyway. I haven’t even counted but was trying to finish off the original twelve files. And this is the last of them,” he said. “When the department went to check on the War Dog, the adoptees admitted that they had only done the adoption for their brother because he’d really, really wanted it. But, when they followed up with the brother, he had taken off, and the dog was nowhere to be found.”

“And the problem with that is?”

“We found the brother later. He’s in jail.”

“Wow,” he said. “So where the hell is the dog?”

“The brother has no idea, says that the dog never adjusted well to being there, and wasn’t exactly friendly, so he didn’t really give a shit.”

“Great.”

“Yep. Lost in Kentucky.”

“Okay,” Kurt said, slowly getting an idea. “And that’s why you’re asking me?”

“Kentucky is your home state, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” he said. “But how long ago was the dog lost there?”

“Well, we were given the file awhile ago,” he said. “And we did look at all these, and absolutely no good leads existed on any of them. So we weren’t in too much of a panic to set too many man-hours in this direction. We’ve done the best we can, but this is the oldest one we’ve got.”

“So that’s a really cold case for me to look after,” he said, reaching for the file. He opened it up to see a completely golden not-quite-shepherd-looking Malinois. “Female?” he asked from the size.

“Yes, she’s female, and, of course, she’s fixed. She was an excellent War Dog. She was an IED-sniffing, bomb-sniffing War Dog, and she was really good at sniffing out the enemy in hidden corners. She’s an expert at hiding herself and has done a ton of outdoor training. Her name is Sabine.”

“In other words, she’ll see the world as her enemy. She won’t know who to trust, and she has spent all these weeks living on her own.”

“Maybe,” he said, “and I know you think the department was derelict in not getting to this earlier, but we did contact several people we know throughout the state of Kentucky, and yesterday we got a tip, saying that somebody had seen a dog looking just like this one at a local truck stop.”

“Is it likely she’s still there?”

“The only thing we could think of is it’s the last place that she had human contact. And remember that she’s five and that she’s spent quite a bit of time with people.”

“And was the tip a good tip or a bad tip?”

“That’s where the problem comes in,” he said. “The tipster said that Sabine was trying to attack people. They’d called animal control, but so far nobody had seen Sabine since.”

“I’m on my way,” he said, jumping to his feet.

“Wait,” Badger said. “We can’t pay for this. We’ll cover your expenses, but there are no wages.”

“That’s fine,” he said. “Any dog that’s been through military training deserves to have a few good years. It sounds like she’s been given a short shrift this time.”

“It happens,” Badger said, “hopefully not too often. The thing is, do you have any K9 training?”

“Maybe not like you mean,” he said, “but I’ve certainly been around dogs all my life. My biological dad bred them. When he was sober that is. My foster families usually had them, for easier assimilation, yada, yada.”

“Good enough,” he said. “This one could be dangerous.”

“She could be.” Kurt shrugged. “Yet maybe it’s about time somebody went intending to rescue her,” he said, “instead of capturing her.” And, with that, Kurt walked out.


Chapter 1
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As Kurt stepped out of the Lexington airport into the bright sunshine, he stopped and took several slow deep breaths. It might have been the area that he grew up in, but it wasn’t an area that he had very good memories of. His childhood had been rough; in his teen years, he had bounced off the law more than playing within it. Only as he finally went into the navy did everything improve tremendously. He’d learned discipline and growth. He’d learned what brotherhood was and what it meant to have people who were there for him and who wanted to help him. He’d been very wild and unruly; going into the navy had been the best thing he could have done. School was hit-and-miss for him, and he was not sure if he would graduate because he’d skipped so much school. But somehow he’d squeaked his way all the way through to becoming a Navy SEAL, and the rest was history.

Until his accident.

He’d spent thirteen years in the navy, with his last year in a hospital, but the previous twelve years as a Navy SEAL. The highlight of his career.

He’d been in a freak underwater diving accident, where part of a wreck came down on him. Everybody said it was a total accident and could have happened to anybody at any time. But the fact was, it had happened to him. He looked down at his prosthetic lower right leg and gave it a shake. It always felt weird to think that this mechanical piece was attached to his body now. It was okay, but it just wasn’t the same as what it had been before. But he’d long ago given up on feeling sorry for himself. He was alive. He’d almost drowned and then almost hadn’t survived the accident. It was pretty hard to imagine a wake-up call with any less of a head smack, saying, Hey, what’s next in your life?

He shook his head, walked toward the car rental office to pick up the truck he’d ordered. He knew a lot of people would laugh at his choice of a truck. In this case, a large dog was involved, so Kurt needed some space. He also didn’t know what he was up against. With that in mind, he headed out for supplies at a pet store.

Once inside, he saw a crate and contemplated it. But he decided that, if and when he was successful in recovering this War Dog, the cage was something that he could use for transporting the dog. In the meantime, it wasn’t necessary. At least he hoped not.

With all that on his mind, he walked into the strip mall at the end of the block, picked up a couple sandwiches from a corner deli and a coffee. With those, he headed back out to the street and into the truck. He stopped beside his vehicle to figure out with his cell’s GPS exactly where he was going and determined the truck stop was about twenty miles away. He hopped into the vehicle and headed in the direction he needed to go.

He couldn’t imagine why the dog would be hanging around the same area, unless something was keeping her there. Animals were fairly simple in that they had basic needs and were usually easy to understand. But the conflicting reports that Badger had been getting from various people wasn’t good. It also could mean that the dog was no longer around, if it had truly gotten vicious.

It didn’t take much for the locals to turn around and pop an animal like that to ensure that it became a nonissue before it ever got bad. He understood that sentiment in theory, but, at the same time, it was hard on the animals because they didn’t get themselves into that situation on their own. Human intervention had picked up this poor female and put her into this crazy world. Kurt had no idea what the hell had happened to her, and may never find out in full, so he needed to trace her movements back to her.

The truck stop was about another ten miles from a small town where the family who’d originally adopted the dog had lived, and then the brother was another six miles approximately past that—and he was the one now in jail, the one who apparently knew nothing about the dog. How convenient for everybody. Kurt just shook his head, thinking about what Sabine had probably been through all this time. Most of the world would probably just say, Forget it, shoot the dog, and move on.

Kurt wasn’t built that way. Every one of the animals on this earth deserved a chance, particularly when it was a human who had messed them up in the first place. Still, Kurt could only do so much, and the first thing was to see if he could find that dog.

As he drove by familiar places, memories plagued him. He’d had a girlfriend off and on throughout high school, but, since he was headed down a dark and windy path back then, he knew he needed to break away from her. Her parents had been totally against their association, and, even though the teens had snuck around as much as they could, it had been hard to continue their relationship. Yet it had also added to the danger and the joy.

He shook his head as he turned onto the main freeway, heading toward the truck stop. It didn’t make any sense to even have these memories at this point in time. He didn’t know why Laurie Ann’s voice popped into his head. It’d been thirteen years since he’d seen her. He had gone to her the night before he was due to leave, and she’d pushed him away. She had been indifferent, almost antagonistic, and he’d been heartbroken. But still he had hidden behind the tough skin that he’d been known for and had walked away from her.

Thinking about it now, he felt it was the best thing he could have done. For him. For her. Besides, he was a completely different person now. Kurt wondered if she was still around. She’d had a huge potential to become something. She’d planned to go into med school, but he didn’t know whether that dream had panned out or not. She had the smarts. He could have had the smarts too, but that would have meant applying himself. She was a good girl, and he was a bad boy from across the tracks. They didn’t stand a chance. They’d met often—at least as often as they could—but definitely a huge gap existed between them.

He liked to think of her as his foray into the good side of life that had made him go into the navy. And, although she didn’t want him to go, she did not stand in his way. He appreciated that about her. But thirteen years later? Well, that was a long time. She probably had a half-dozen kids and could be anywhere at the moment.

He kept driving, now discovering the truck stop was farther away than he’d thought. He checked his GPS and noted it had been moved out of town when the city itself had enlarged. He certainly didn’t remember the truck stop, but, as he finally came upon the location that he was looking for, it was twenty miles out of town. He’d passed by a couple smaller clutches of homes, and now he was pulling into a huge truck stop. It made a lot more sense to put it way out here, but, at the same time, this fact threw off his distance and timing calculations.

He pulled up, hopped out, and stretched his legs. That was the thing about injuries; the one thing he had to do on a constant basis was stretch. Otherwise his muscles would cramp, and stiffness would set in very quickly. The place was busy here, huge semis parked on the left and lots of other traffic. The truck stop had what appeared to be close to fifty individual gas pumps; it was a sight to behold. More and more of these bigger stations popped up all across the states. He walked slowly toward the restaurant, as he eyed the area. He stepped inside; the din from the patrons rose all around him. A waitress stepped up in front and asked if he wanted a table. He nodded slightly and said, “Yes, just for coffee though.”

She nodded and brought him to a small booth by the window at the back. It was a perfect location. He smiled, thanked her, and sat down. He pulled the menu that she’d given him closer. He didn’t really need food, considering he’d just eaten a couple sandwiches. But a piece of pie? Well, that would never go wrong. She brought him a mug of coffee almost immediately. He thanked her and ordered a piece of apple pie to go with it. She laughed and asked, “Ice cream or not?”

“Not today,” he said with a smile, and the waitress disappeared.

Just then a woman in the booth ahead of him with her back to Kurt said, “What’s apple pie without ice cream? Isn’t that like a kiss without the squeeze?”

He froze and stared at the waves of auburn hair before him. “Laurie Ann?”

She turned in her booth and gave him a droll smile. “Well, you’re not somebody I ever expected to see again.”

He just stared. She still had the same heart-shaped face, huge blue eyes, long lashes, and that damn dimple in the corner of her cheek that set him off every time. He shook his head. The older Laurie Ann settled in front of him was still as beautiful but had matured into something completely different.

“I literally just arrived,” he said, as he motioned at the booth seat across from him. “Join me?”

She hesitated, then shook her head. “No time. I’m late.” She checked her watch, looked at him, smiled, and said, “Another time. Maybe thirteen more years?”

“Or in the next few days?” he asked.

She hesitated as she stood, and she was still the same tall slim beauty that he’d known before. “How long are you in town for?” she asked hesitantly.

“I’m looking for a missing K9 War Dog,” he said.

Her eyebrows shot up. “Are you still in the navy?”

“No,” he said.

“Well, must have been something major to take you away from that,” she said. “Absolutely nothing would deter you back then.”

“And yet you never asked me to stay.” As soon as the words were out of his mouth, he wished he hadn’t said anything, but the surprised look on her face told him that she had never thought that he’d noticed or cared.

“No,” she said gently. “It was something very close to your heart, and I didn’t want to ruin that.”

He nodded slowly. “It was the making of me,” he said. “It really straightened me up, and I became a very different man.”

Her eyebrows lifted.

“I know,” he said with a sideways grin. “A lot of room for growth.”

She chuckled. “You were a good person,” she said. “I don’t know who you are now, but I’m happy for you if you’re happier with you.”

It was a little convoluted, but he understood.

Just then her phone rang, and she winced. “I’ve really got to go,” and she turned and raced down the aisle.

His waitress came back, bringing his pie. He looked at her, smiled, and said, “An old friend I wasn’t expecting to meet,” he said, motioning at Laurie Ann.

“She comes in here a fair bit,” she said. “She’s a pediatrician and runs between several counties.”

“Ah.” He sat back with his pie, a big smile on his face. A pediatrician. He rolled that around in his mind and smiled. It was perfect; she had always been a fan of families and children.

“I’m glad for her,” he murmured, but the waitress was long gone. And he sat here, almost dazed, wondering how something so simple as coming back home had opened up such interesting wounds. He was proud of who he was now; he was not proud of who he’d been back then. He hadn’t really known any better, and that was no excuse. He was just so determined to get out and to prove himself and to be somebody whose early beginnings had fallen by the wayside. He was sure the shrinks would have a heyday with a lot of it.

In fact, some of the ones he’d talked to had helped; some of them hadn’t. Even having somebody to talk it out with and to not judge him for all his early mistakes had been a good thing. But, even now, just seeing her again had been almost heartbreaking. He knew he’d missed a huge opportunity when he had walked away from her. They were so young then, and he even more than most. But he was really happy for her—a pediatrician. Wow.

He shook his head and dug into his pie.
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Laurie Ann sat in the car, shaking for a good five minutes before she could get a grip on herself and headed out. Sure she was late, but that wasn’t the real reason. It was seeing Kurt like that, out of the blue. Of course he hadn’t told her that he was coming; he didn’t even know how to get hold of her. He hadn’t said anything because they hadn’t kept in touch. But why would they? He was headed to the military to take over and to save the world, and she’d been heading to med school or at least pre-med at that point in time.

She had managed to make her dream happen, even if it had taken a few extra years to get there. But then her son, Jeremy, was never something that she ever regretted having, but how was she now supposed to tell his father about their son, especially when she hadn’t told him back then? She hadn’t made any attempt to tell him before he left. She had kept that secret, knowing that he would have likely stayed in town, hating his life and hating everything about it, when he had been so desperate to get away. For her to let him go was the best thing for him.

She had known that at the time, and she hadn’t even told her parents. It had all been so damn new back then; she was only weeks pregnant when Kurt left, and it had been a tough adjustment. Her parents had not been very accepting, and that was to put it mildly. If it weren’t for Sally, her older sister, Laurie Ann didn’t know what she would have done.

Even now, her relationship with her parents was remotely cordial but not even close to warm. They weren’t trying to make up for lost time with Jeremy, which hurt more than their rejection of her and more than the fact they had practically kicked her out of the house for refusing to terminate her pregnancy. She found it hard to forgive and to forget. Didn’t say much about her, did it?

She sat there for a long moment, then finally turned on the engine and drove to work. She needed the job; she needed the work for her own sanity, if nothing else. She’d come a long way in these last few years, but just seeing Kurt like that again? It was as if she hadn’t moved forward. As in not at all. And how sad was that?

Jeremy was everything to her. He’d been an easy baby and was a good kid. He wasn’t aggressive or messed up, like his father had been at that age. Even now, she looked back and didn’t know what the initial attraction had been. But, like a moth to a flame, she couldn’t resist. No matter how much she tried to explain her relationship with Kurt to her parents, they just weren’t having it. There was no understanding in their worldly eyes. She’d made a colossal mistake with the worst person possible, and that was it. She had to live and let live, and they didn’t want anything to do with her. Or Jeremy.

She could feel the tears collecting in the corner of her eyes, as she thought about all those tumultuous years. One of the things that had kept her going was that she knew it wouldn’t be forever and that life would improve. It was mostly because of Kurt that she understood that lesson. After losing his mother, he’d gone wild and had a really rough time adapting to the loss. He’d also gone through a horrific time in foster care.

Laurie Ann hadn’t understood it at the time, but she sure did afterward. Nothing like realizing your parents—who you thought would be there and would be supportive when you fell and would give you a hand up—had turned their backs on you and made you feel so much less of a person.

And no way, even now, would she let them refer to her actions as a mistake because Jeremy was the result, and she loved Jeremy with a love she had never expected to experience—outside of the sexual intimacy that she had gloried in with Kurt.

She pulled into the medical clinic. This had been her second dream—to become a doctor—and she’d made it. She’d achieved two things in her world that she had desperately wanted. She’d wanted kids, and she’d wanted to be a doctor, so why then did she feel like everything in her life was a complete and utter failure? She shook her head, exited the car, and headed out to start her day. This was the lifeline that had kept her going before, and obviously it would be the lifeline that kept her going now too.


Chapter 2
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Laurie Ann walked out of the office four hours later, having treated all the cases lined up for the day. Normally she would head to another clinic for the afternoon, but apparently it was closed due to a flood in the bathroom. She was grateful for the time off, as she was already feeling the effects of trying to keep her emotions locked down to get through the hours so far. She checked her watch, anxious to get home and to be with Jeremy.

She hopped into her vehicle, turned the key, and drove her car straight home. As she passed the truck stop, she wondered if Kurt was still there. Of course he wasn’t. No need for him to sit there for that many hours. When she finally pulled into her driveway, Jeremy sat on the front steps, talking with a buddy. They had skateboards out, and thankfully they had their crash helmets, knee pads, and elbow pads on. As she walked toward them with a bright smile, Jeremy looked at her and asked, “How come you’re home so early?”

She quickly explained about the flood at the second clinic. “How are you two guys doing?”

“Great,” he said. “School has been out since lunch.”

“I thought you had one class this afternoon,” she said smoothly, knowing full well he did.

He nodded. “Yes, but the teacher called in sick, so the class was called off. Since it’s the only class I have this afternoon, I’m home.”

“And you too, Frank?”

“Yeah, same class as Jeremy,” he said in a careless tone.

She nodded and stepped past them. “Just don’t break anything, huh?”

They both chuckled, got up, grabbed their skateboards, and headed down the sidewalk. The speeds they went sometimes scared her, but she was enough of a trusting mother to let them go do their thing. She already knew that to hold them back would be the opposite effect that she wanted.

As she walked inside, she headed for the coffeepot. She was drinking way too much caffeine these days, but it was pretty hard to do anything else. And after today, seeing Kurt, she knew that it would take coffee to keep her going. With the coffee dripping—thankfully just a small two-cup pot—she decided an awful lot of housecleaning needed to get done. It seemed a shame to take her afternoon off to clean house, but sometimes it was the better answer for keeping her mind occupied.

She got out her rubber gloves and her spray bottles and was working in the bathroom, when her sister called. “Well, as much as I love any interruption from cleaning bathrooms,” she said to her sister, “you only call when you have a reason.”

“Somebody saw Kurt in town,” her sister said without any preamble.

“That’s nice,” Laurie Ann said calmly. “I saw him this morning.”

A horrified gasp came from the other end of the phone. “What? Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Nothing to tell,” she said. “I stopped in for a bite to eat. After staying up all night, I didn’t have time this morning to fix breakfast. So I stopped in at the truck stop and had coffee and one of their danishes.”

“You know that you shouldn’t be living on sugar,” her sister said irritably. “You’re a doctor. You should know better.”

“I also know that sugar is what gives me energy, and I needed something to get through the morning,” she snapped.

“What about Kurt? Did you call him?”

“I haven’t seen or contacted Kurt since he left town thirteen years ago,” she said for what had to be the thousandth time over the last decade plus. “He was sitting behind me. I saw him as he came down the aisle. I couldn’t believe it, but then I recognized his voice.”

“And did you get up and run out of there?”

“I don’t run from anything these days,” she snapped. “Now did you have a reason for calling? Otherwise I’m going back to cleaning the bathroom.”

“Why aren’t you at work?” her sister snapped back.

“Look. The second clinic had a flood in their bathroom, so everybody was sent home, and I’m just taking the opportunity to get some housekeeping done.”

“Well, you only clean house when you’re upset,” her sister said, in that same shrewd tone that said she knew too much about Laurie Ann already.

“No,” she said. “I just have a busy weekend planned, and I didn’t want to ruin it, trying to get all this stuff done at the same time.”

“Oh,” Sally said. “Did you talk to him?”

“Yes, I did,” she said.

“And?” Sally asked after a moment, when Laurie Ann didn’t volunteer anything.

“And what?” she said. “We exchanged some basic greetings. How are you? How’s life been treating you? That was it. I was late for work, got up, and left.”

“Okay,” Sally said, “but make sure you avoid him in the future.”

“Just like I said already, I don’t run anymore,” she repeated. She sprayed the bathtub with the phone tucked into her shoulder and said, “If there’s nothing else, let me get back to my cleaning.”

“You’re not seeing him again, right?”

“Stop worrying, Sally,” she said. “We have to take every step forward in life that we can. I’ll not allow his return to hold me back.”

“I know that, but what if he finds out?”

“It’s been on my mind a lot anyway,” she said. “What if he does find out? What do you want me to do? Ignore him? I don’t think so.”

“You can’t tell him,” Sally said, horrified.

“I’ll cross that bridge when I get there,” she said wearily. “Now, if you don’t mind, I’m going back to my cleaning.” In frustration, she hung up, put the
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      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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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.
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DEFINITIONS
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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.
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TERMINATION
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