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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!

Returning to the town he was raised in was hard, except that Harley can once more see the only golden light of those days. He’d walked away from her because she’d been too young, and he would never be good enough. Harley was back to check on the War Dog Bowser, but Harley can’t help but feel like he never really left. But when Harley snags the War Dog from one of Bowser’s handlers, Harley knows he has to put a stop to this guy forever.

Over all these years Jasmine awaits Harley’s return, but he won’t be happy with the changes she’s gone through. When he shows up out of the blue, she knows only complete honesty will be good enough. But it was rough and meant opening up memories of a horrible time in her life.

Harley’s arrival prompts a hidden truth that someone will do anything to stop from coming out. And Harley will do everything he can to get justice for her …

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


Prologue
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Harley Bertram walked into Badger’s office. Geir and Erick were also there with Badger. Harley slumped into the chair, only to wince, and shifted his position.

“How are the injuries these days?” Erick asked.

“Much better than I expected.” Harley rotated his right wrist, then his left—a prosthetic. “Some of the surgeries did better than others.”

“But you’re handling the hammer just fine.”

“And the keyboards are getting easier too. So what’s up? Cade said that you were looking for me.”

“Any dog experience?”

Harley shrugged. “Outside of the fact that I love them, no.”

“No K9 experience in the military?” Badger asked.

“Assisting with the War Dogs, yes, but I never had my own. I worked with the training groups.” He sighed. “Man, they were good animals.”

Erick nodded. “Have you heard about the War Dogs that we’ve been trying to locate and to help?”

Harley frowned and shook his head. “I don’t know how I missed that because, honest to God, it’s hard to miss anything in this place.”

“True enough.” Cade walked into the room, with a folder. He tossed it on the table in front of Badger. “I’m not sure what we’ll do with this one.”

“I don’t know either.” Badger nodded. “I read it early this morning.”

“Read what?” Harley asked.

“So this is Bowser, a male War Dog. He was adopted and then sold.”

“Isn’t that against the terms of service in the adoption contract?”

“It absolutely is, but they didn’t seem to care.”

“What was he sold for?”

“As a security dog,” he replied.

“Well, that might not be such a bad life.”

“Maybe, except it looks like he’s in a possible grow op.”

“Oh no, not drugs. Those people treat the animals really rough.”

“Exactly,” Badger agreed. “So we want to make sure the dog’s being well treated, and, if it’s not, to remove him from the situation.”

“But, if they bought and paid for Bowser, they might not take too kindly to that suggestion.”

“He’s the property of the United States government. Adoptions are done on the basis where you are looking after the War Dog but do not get to own one.”

“Right, and if I get any resistance?”

The four men looked at him.

“Ah, so doesn’t matter what kind of resistance there is. I have a job to do.”

“Exactly.” Badger cocked his head. “Unless you got a problem with that.”

“Hell no,” Harley countered. “The fewer rules, the better. Whereabouts?”

“Montana. He’s set up near the Canadian border.”

Harley frowned. “I wouldn’t have thought the drug-running business or the cannabis business was really good up there.”

“Well, that’s why we’ve got a question mark on it. I’m not exactly sure what you’ll find there. But hopefully you’ll find our War Dog is a security dog in that location.”

“And legally sold, as far as the current owners know. That could be a bit tough. Any money to help buy back the dog?”

“Some, it just depends on what kind of money we’re talking about.”

“Right.” He stood. “And when do I go?”

“The sooner, the better. The locals contacted the War Dog department about the dog because another one showed up dead.”

“Another War Dog?”

“No, another dog and then they heard about this one, so they were asking if it was the same one.”

“And the answer, of course, is no.”

“I think they were also warning the War Dog department that the particular dog had been abused.”

“Great,” Harley muttered under his breath. “Do I get to carry weapons too?”

“What do you want?” Badger asked, with interest.

Harley reached out and flexed his hand. “I have a couple of my own.”

“I’ll get the permits,” Badger confirmed, “for travel. I don’t want you to go up against a cartel or some such thing without firepower.”

“The dog hasn’t been there all that long,” Cade noted. “You might get it on your side and turn it against its owners.”

“You know what the answer is for that then,” Harley muttered. “The drug-runners will just end up shooting it.”

“In that case why don’t you just shoot the drug-runners,” Cade suggested in a rough voice. “We’ve seen so many bad assholes in this world, but I get really pissed off when somebody hurts an animal.”

Harley stood, heading for the door. “I hear you. I’ll check it out and let you know what I find.” Harley stopped and looked back at Badger’s team. “Did you guys know that I spent ten years in Montana?” The men looked at him in surprise. He smiled. “I guess not.”

“When were you there?”

“I was a foster kid. I left because I was getting too attached to the family. It seemed like a good idea at the time. I turned eighteen and joined the navy. The history after that you know well.”

“What do you mean, too attached?” Badger asked curiously.

He nodded. “The foster family was not okay, but their daughter was dynamite.” And, with a wicked grin, he turned and walked out.

Badger called back. “Have you kept in touch with them?”

“No. I guess I will now though.”

“What’s her name?”

Harley laughed as he stuck his face back into the room. “Jasmine. She was the sweetest little thing. Although I wouldn’t say that to her face.” He shook his head. “She is just as likely to shoot me on sight right now.”

“Why’s that?” Badger frowned at him. “Maybe we shouldn’t send you.”

“It’s all good,” Harley replied. “She wanted me to stay, and I didn’t dare.”

“Why?” Cade asked.

“Her family. I wasn’t good enough,” he explained. “Believe me. I won’t be good enough now either.”

“Maybe they’ve changed,” Erick suggested.

“Maybe.” Harley shrugged. “But I haven’t.”


Chapter 1
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Looking in Montana for a dog named Bowser was hardly something Harley had thought would be part of his life. Yet returning to this part of the world was a goal that he’d never really left behind, because Jasmine had been here. What did one do with that first love that never had a chance to go anywhere?

Eureka, Montana, was a place where he had spent, as he had told Badger and the others, ten years. He’d arrived as a desperate, young, broken-hearted boy who’d lost his grandmother—the only loving family member he had. He shook his head, as he drove through the town. A lot of this area had grown more than he had expected. But then his memories were from a while ago. He had a lot of good memories here, but most of the memories were of his childhood with his grandmother and then growing up in a foster home, where he felt included and accepted by the daughter, Jasmine, but never accepted by the foster parents. There’d always been that sense of You’re here only temporarily.

It wasn’t his home. It would never be his home.

It wasn’t a family he had kept in touch with after he left. It had been made very clear that he was for optics, not because they were good people or that they were doing their best and that this was the way they could be of service. They weren’t the kind of people who wanted to adopt him or to keep him around long-term, particularly not once a relationship between him and Jasmine developed. That had been something they’d been against from the very beginning and had let him know in no uncertain terms that their daughter was off-limits.

Harley hadn’t understood anything except rejection. It had been something he’d struggled with for a long time. And, at one point in time, it had made life difficult because he was trying to find his own feet, and that rejection had hurt. But, when his foster parents had made it very clear that they would dump his ass back into the foster system, and he could finish his school wherever, he had toned it down and had stayed quiet and acted “decent” per their rules, just to graduate from high school, just to reach the age of majority.

But he hadn’t forgotten.

And twelve years later, he wanted to say that he’d forgiven the harsh treatment by his foster parents, but, at the same time, he wasn’t exactly sure what was the right way to deal with the residual effects from that couple either. They were obviously terrified that Harley would take their daughter down the wrong path and then leave her in a bad way. He certainly had cared enough about her—and he had believed at the time that Jasmine had truly cared about him—but there was no getting away from the fact that her parents hated that the two would have anything to do with each other.

Even now Harley was both excited and unnerved at the thought of seeing Jasmine again. He had no wish to see the rest of the family. He wasn’t the man he was when he left, and that was a good thing because that version of him had toned down things to get by, and that had served him well in the military. It had given him patience and endurance and the ability to bite his tongue.

There had been plenty of opportunities in the military where Harley had really wanted to let loose, but being court-martialed for bad behavior wasn’t something that he wanted to encounter. The navy had punishments that went over and above anything that his foster family could have devised.

As it was, Harley had left, telling Jasmine that he would return but, of course, hadn’t. His good-bye speech had been only to stop her tears and to get out of a situation he knew had no happy ending—especially if she wasn’t prepared to leave with him. But then, she’d only been sixteen, and that had been even harder for him to deal with over each passing day because he had been older. He’d wanted to take that further step with her but didn’t out of respect for her and his foster family. He also knew that step would lead to an ending of which there was no going back from, at least from her parents’ perspective.

Harley had left as soon as he could to avoid that attraction. And, of course, Jasmine, being sixteen, had desperately wanted him to promise to come back, so he had. But he knew at the time that he wasn’t returning, and he figured she’d known it too, even at sixteen. But, if not then, now, some twelve years later, she should be more than happy that he had left. Or at least that she had had a full life that she wouldn’t have had if he had stuck around.

The best thing Harley could have done was go into the navy, but he didn’t want to tell his foster family that—although they probably figured it was a good thing because it got him out of their hair. Plus it would straighten him out because, as far as they were concerned, he needed straightening out. Yet what he really needed was acceptance and a little love, and that was in short supply with this temporary family. With that foster family came lots of discipline, lots of anger, and lots of You will do this because we say so.

But, at the same time, they gave him food, a bed, and a roof over his head. That the home environment had been cold and that the foster parents didn’t include him was a completely different issue. Harley didn’t understand his foster parents’ desire to have a foster child around. Harley couldn’t envision needing a foster child around, especially when his foster parents had no healthy feelings toward him.

Plus, they had a child. A biological child. It’s not like Harley filled a childless gap in their home. He shook his head at the thought. He didn’t know what kind of sin his foster parents were trying to make up for or what kind of life they were trying to give anybody because, from Harley’s perspective, it had been a pretty rough one right from the get-go. He felt sure Jasmine would agree with him, even today.

But Harley had survived, and he had to admit it was in part because of them. So they deserved his respect if nothing else. He never talked to anybody about the kind of relationship he had with them—even not telling Jasmine much, as they were her birth parents—yet the saving grace for all of the dysfunction in that household had been Jasmine. As a little sister, she’d been to die for. The fact that she wasn’t his sister had just added to their stress and their relationship issues.

As far as his foster family was concerned, he would never be good enough, and he needed to learn that lesson right off the bat. And he did. The foster parents didn’t hold back right from the beginning, so, when Harley realized how close he and Jasmine were getting, he knew it would just be trouble. When somebody was off-limits at that stage, off-limits was off-limits. No such thing as partial off-limits. It was like, You are a bad deal, Harley. Get out of here fast, before you break our rules, … before you cross these lines.

He drove through Eureka, staring at the relatively large malls that had sprung up since he’d been gone. He even passed what looked like a large training center, maybe for the sheriff or the military. He shook his head in wonder and kept on going. As he traveled through the town, heading north, he realized that he hadn’t given the location much credence, when he thought about the drug-running and the problem of the dog. Eureka was very close to the Canadian border, just about nine miles farther north. Maybe that was good, as far as drug-running went. Maybe they were crossing the border all the time with the drugs. He didn’t know.

Harley did know that a pub was just on the outskirts. The family of an old friend of his owned the pub, and, as far as he knew at the time, his friend had gone into the family business and had no intention of ever leaving. They rented rooms over the pub, so Harley hoped to stay there and to see if his buddy was still around.

When the pub finally appeared in front of him, he smiled because, of all the things that made him feel like he’d come home, the pub was one of them. It didn’t look any different. It still had great big antlers hanging above the entrance and still had a huge parking lot for truckers and God-only-knows whatever else. He wondered if they’d turned it into an RV park too, from the size of it and with how many RVs were there. Maybe they rented by the night there too.

Harley pulled off to the side, hopped out, and stretched his legs. The rental truck was fine, but after his injury—with a really bad parachuting accident, where he got winged midflight and crash-landed—his leg was never quite the same. Neither was his hip and, of course, his left arm. Still, he was way better than his buddies. One of them had not made it through that jump, and Harley swore he wouldn’t argue or complain anymore. Yet human nature being what it was just made him do it anyway.

As he walked in through the double doors, he removed his sunglasses, stopped, and looked around. He swore to God that absolutely nothing was different in the place. Twelve years later and it looked like yesterday. He walked up to the front counter and sat down.

One of the help looked at him. “What will you have?”

“A plain burger and a beer,” he replied instantly.

“Got it.” Then he turned and walked away.

It had always been that way. Harley didn’t need to look at the menu, didn’t care to look at the menu. As long as it was still the same burger, he was good. When the barkeep returned with a draft in a tall glass, Harley smiled because that was the same too. He looked over at the bartender. “Any chance Daniel’s around?”

His eyebrow lifted. “He’s around here somewhere. He doesn’t usually come on for another hour or so.”

“Still likes night shift, does he?”

“Yeah, he does.” The guy behind the counter studied Harley carefully. “You know him?”

“Yeah, we went to school together.” Harley nodded.

“That’s been a while ago.”

“It has, indeed. But, if he’s around, tell him Harley’s here, will ya?”

“I think he’s in the back. I’ll see when I go get your burger.”

“Good enough.” Harley picked up the beer and took a long drink. It was cold and refreshing. He wiped the foam off his mouth with the back of his hand and smiled because it was an actual movement he and Daniel had worked on and had perfected when they were in high school. Not that they should have been drinking back then, but, when your buddy was part of a bar, you got away with a little more than you should have.

Of course Harley had hoped his foster family hadn’t noticed, but, knowing their direct lines into the gossip around this town, they probably had. Maybe that had further contributed to him not being desirable. Then he was somebody without connections, so he just wasn’t desirable regardless. Made him sad to think about how, as a child, he’d been so harshly judged and found wanting. But he had certainly learned his lesson here.

And he’d also learned to keep his mouth shut and to keep his head down, as needed, which was pretty much 100 percent of the time. He’d grown up to be somebody who watched what was going on around him, took action when needed, but otherwise sidestepped a lot of trouble that could have come his way.

He enjoyed his beer, looking around, feeling old memories wash through him, but—with time and distance—they were mostly good memories. When the kitchen door opened again, and a huge monster of a man stepped out, his gaze scanning the front bar, he went past Harley and then zoomed back again.

The two men stared at each other for a long moment.

And then Daniel’s face broke into a huge grin. He walked over and slapped Harley on the shoulder, who bounced to his feet and hugged the big man. “Damn, it’s good to see you.” Daniel studied Harley. “You’re almost as big as me but not quite.”

“Don’t you look fine.” Harley laughed. “Nobody’s as big as you out here, except maybe your dad and your brother.”

“Yep, they came pretty darn close, but I topped them both.”

And there was just enough smugness to his tone that it made Harley laugh again. “Well, I’m glad to see that you beat them both out, since that was your goal.”

“Yeah, that was me, he of high and lofty goals.” He gave a hearty laugh. “Damn, it’s good to see you. What the hell are you doing here?”

Just then the bartender returned with a burger. Daniel looked at it. “Just a plain burger, huh?”

“I didn’t ask for a menu. This is the one that always brought back the memories.”

“I forgot you didn’t like pickles and all the rest of that stuff on your burger.”

“Nope, I’m pure when it comes to my burgers—just meat and bun.”

“I figured by now that surely you would have gotten a little more adventurous.”

“Oh, I have,” he agreed, “but this is the one thing that brings back the memories.”

“Nothing wrong with that.” He took the stool beside him. “What the hell are you doing here? I didn’t think you’d ever come back.”

“I wasn’t planning on coming back either, but something came up, and I volunteered.” His lips kicked up in the corners. “Surprised me too.”

“Ha.” Daniel snorted. “That family of yours, if they know you’re here, they’ll run you off.”

“Why is that?” he asked, with a frown.

At that, Daniel stared at him, his eyebrow raised. “Because of your kid of course.”

Harley froze. “What are you talking about?”

“What do you mean?” Daniel asked. “Don’t … Surely you remember Jasmine?”

“Of course I remember Jasmine. Did she get pregnant?”

He stopped, looked at him. “It’s yours, isn’t it?”

“No, we never got to that stage. I wouldn’t do that to her because I loved her. I wouldn’t do that to her, what with her family. It’s one of the reasons why I left as soon as I could because I knew I couldn’t stop myself otherwise.”

“Well, somebody else wasn’t quite so willing to stop.”

Harley stared at Daniel in shock. “And everyone thought it was mine?”

“Let’s just say the timing was right.”

He slowly shook his head. “It’s not mine. That I know for sure.”

“You’re the only one who does.” Daniel continued to stare him down. “I have to tell you that you probably shouldn’t stick around town because both the townsfolk and the family’s really got it in for you. Not that there’s much family left.”

“The child’s not mine,” he repeated in all seriousness.

Daniel looked him in the eye for a long moment. “Well, I believe you, I guess, because I got no reason not to trust you, but you know they won’t believe you.”

“Hell no, they won’t.” Harley’s shoulders drooped, still stunned at this turn of events. “She said it was mine?”

Daniel’s eyebrows shot up. “You know what? I’m not so sure that she did.” Daniel considered that. “Not sure that anything she said would have been listened to because everybody jumped on the fact that you were the one who had left, and everybody knew the two of you had been sweet on each other.”

“Sure, but that didn’t mean that I’d have done that to her.”

“Everybody thought the worst of you anyway. I mean, your son …” Then Daniel stopped and corrected himself. “Her son is eleven years old now. We’re pretty darn sure she was pregnant when you left. If not then, it was within a week or two.”

“And like I said,” he murmured, “no way it’s mine.” Inside, he reeled from the shock. Had she been two-timing him the whole time? He’d been there, denying himself, doing everything he could to spare her, and instead she had been stepping out with somebody else? “I don’t even know how to feel about that. Damn, it was killing me, but I was being so good.”

“At least you have a clear conscience.”

“And yet nobody here, of course, believes it.” Harley shook his head. “Jesus.”

“Regardless of that,” Daniel added, “and we didn’t expect you to come back. Why are you here?”

Harley snorted and filled him in.

“War Dogs.” Daniel shook his head. “Not exactly sure I understand what all that’s about.”

“It was adopted in town and then sold to be a security dog.”

“That’s not too bad though, is it?”

“For a drug outfit.”

At that, Daniel winced. “Well, we do have some bad drug-running that moved into town. … Well, not really into town. Just out of town. I’ve had a run-in with a couple of the guys myself a time or two.”

“And they lived?” Harley asked in surprise. His friend’s temper was legendary. As was his massive size.

“So far, and I have no wish to spend any time in jail myself,” he noted, “but, if they keep pushing it, they’ll get a little more than they asked for.”

“I’m surprised they’re causing trouble.” Harley frowned. “That’s not normal. Usually they want to keep a low profile.”

“It’s a couple assholes in the group.” Daniel gave a one-arm shrug. “You know how it is. They think they’re better than everybody and have to tell the world who they are.”

“Only proving that, of course, they aren’t even close.” He nodded.

“You do understand guys like that.”

“I spent twelve years in the navy. It’s just amazing how different some people are.”

“Are you sorry you went in?”

“Hell no. It was great. I learned a lot, changed a lot, became a man all on my own. The accident kind of screwed me over, but that wasn’t their fault.”

“No, and you were always a little bit more hell for leather anyway, so if you got injured on the job, that was probably you being a little too gung ho.”

Harley burst out laughing. “How’d you know?” He smiled.

“Well, it’s definitely who you are.”

“It’s who I was. I don’t know about now.”

“Good point.” Daniel frowned. “Seriously, that’s not your child?”

He looked at him and nodded. “Absolutely. It’s not my child. And I have to tell you that it makes me feel pretty odd to think that that she was pregnant when I left because I had no idea.”

“And you never had sex with her?”

“Nope, that was my agreement with her parents,” he explained quietly. “And that’s one promise I didn’t break.”

“And I think that’s why they hate you so much.”

“Does the son look anything like me?” he asked quietly.

Daniel shook his head. “No, he doesn’t. Looks a lot like his mom though.”

“Interesting,” he murmured. He thought about it for a long time. “And I have no clue who the father would be either.”

“Well, once the town finds out, you can bet there’ll be an awful lot of speculation.”

“Of course there will be. And there’ll be a large group of them who won’t believe what I’m saying no matter what.”

“Probably not. I didn’t know what to believe, having heard the rumors all these years, but honestly, I thought it was yours too.”

“Of course you did, but then we were young smart-ass kids back then.”

“And dying to get into every pair of pants we could.” Daniel grinned.

“Well, you were certainly on that mission. I was just heading for the navy. I figured I’d get laid enough once I got in there.”

At that, Daniel burst out laughing. “Isn’t that the truth? I, on the other hand, was a good guy, and I got married.”

“Wow. Who did you marry? Do I know her?”

“You sure do. I ended up marrying Diane.”

He stopped and stared. “Pimply-faced, huge glasses, brainiac Diane?”

Again Daniel burst out laughing. “Absolutely. But you should see her now. She finally grew up, grew out of that awkward stage, and blossomed.”

“I’m really glad for you, … particularly if you’re happy.”

“Yep, we’re very happy, and we got two boys.” Daniel looked over at Harley. “You never did get married?”

“No, sure didn’t.” He paused. “Thought about it a time or two but never really could reconcile that relationship with how I felt about Jasmine.”

“Still carrying a torch for her?”

“I was wondering about looking her up when I got here. Now I just feel really weird about it all because that means she was stepping out on me back then. Not something I wanted to hear.”

“Sorry about that, dude. She’s not the kind who I would have thought would do that either.”

“No. So I’m not sure what happened.” When Harley grew quiet, Daniel looked at him speculatively. Harley shook his head. “I mean it. I made a promise to the foster parents, and I never went against it. She was only sixteen. I made a promise to myself.”

“Well, for what it’s worth, I believe you. At least now I do.”

“Now I have to wonder if I want to see her at all.” Harley frowned. “You just dropped a bombshell on me.”

“Well, you dropped one on me too.” Daniel snorted. “On the other hand I’m still really glad to see you. Don’t know about this War Dog stuff though. That sounds mighty upsetting, not how to treat a veteran, whether man or dog.”

Daniel had always been a big baby when it came to animals. His family used to pick up all kinds of rescues. “Have you heard anything about a big shepherd-Malinois cross?”

“I have. One that was supposed to be quite dangerous. I know that they found a dead dog on that supposed drug compound not too long ago. So I imagine that’s caused a fair bit of talk.”

“Absolutely. I can’t imagine anything worse than for a man to abuse, much less kill a War Dog.” Anger spiked in Harley’s voice.

“I don’t like people hurting animals, as you well know, but when they hurt an animal like that in such a ruthless way, it’s just bad news.”

“Once I get a place to sleep for the night, I’ll take a drive out there and look at what I’m up against.”

“Don’t do that,” Daniel said in alarm. “When I say that place is bad news, that means it’s bad news. You let the authorities handle that one.”

He snorted. “Well, the sheriff won’t do a whole lot about this War Dog. That’s why I’m here.”

At that, his friend stared at him. “So what kind of work did you do in the navy?”

He gave a side tilt of his lips. “Stuff that handles these kinds of guys.”

“Man, I don’t like the idea of you going off and facing them,” he said, frowning. “Especially not alone.”

“I’ll only take a look and check out the lay of the land first.” He continued. “Per the parties, the dog may have been sold ‘free and clear,’ but it’s still up to me to make sure it’s taken care of properly. Particularly as this last sale was a breach of the government contract. If the animal is happy and well looked after, then fine, we won’t interfere, until the next welfare check. However, if the dog’s in anything but wonderful condition, that’s not something I will tolerate.”

“That’s a whole different story. You know perfectly well that there can be food, and yet the animal’s abused.”

“I know, so I won’t make any decisions until I see it.”

“Still don’t like anything about this.” Daniel stared at his buddy, with a grim knowing look.

“Neither do I, but it was also an opportunity to come back here and stop in and visit.”

“You could have done that without the dog rescue.”

Harley grinned, lifted his glass, finished his beer, and called for another one. “You still rent rooms upstairs?”

“I do, but we’re pretty full up. Let me see if there’s a space.” And, with that, Daniel got off the barstool and headed into the back.

Harley hoped there was a room available. He didn’t need much, just a place to crash. It seemed so strange to think that Daniel had a wife and two kids. But, hey, he was happy. The big man had put on a lot of weight too, so his life was content, as he’d say.

Harley shied away from thinking about Jasmine having a child because that was just so wrong. For everybody to have thought it was his meant she’d had a relationship very fast, either before he left or right after. And that just made his stomach wrench open up into a deep pit. And wasn’t that something after all these years, thinking his love for her had survived over a decade—and that hers had too. Boy, was I wrong. And it hurt.
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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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---/----/----/___ /-----/__|----/___ /----/| /-|----/__|--------/--------|---/-----/____/----/__----
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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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