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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!

Staying away was harder than he thought …

Recovering from an accident was hell on anyone, but, for a stubborn guy like Carter, it was worse. No way would he be a burden. So he stayed away from Montana, where his best friend lived … and his best friend’s sister.

Until Geir and Cade ask Carter to check up on a dog delivered to a small town close by, but the dog never arrived. Considering this was one of the missing War Dogs that Titanium Corp was handling, Carter was happy to assist. Maybe even relieved as it gave him a reason to go where he’d been afraid to go before.

Walking into her partner’s office to find his dead body on the floor had sent Hailey down a nightmarish path that never seemed to end. Then it had started with Carter’s arrival. What else should she expect from the man who she’d always loved and who had rejected her time and time again. She’d hoped the attraction to him would have lessened by now, but it was even worse.

As the body count mounts, and the town takes sides, Hailey realizes that Carter was always the one to back her up, even when it meant he could die in this fight that’s gone to hell. Particularly when Carter finds the missing K9 dog, and his current owner is on the wrong side of the war …

Only Carter doesn’t care, knowing he’d always stand on the side of right, but maybe—if he was lucky this time—he wouldn’t be standing alone …

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


Prologue
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Cade sat on the steps of Geir’s house and wiped the sweat off his face, taking a break from their latest renovation project.

Geir sat beside him. “You okay, man?”

“I am,” Cade said. “I’m just thinking about those K9 dogs. And I can’t believe what Parker went through. That’s just insane.” He closed his hand in a fist, then sighed. “We thought the military scenario was the right place to send him too.”

“Well, he’s out of the service now, and so is his new partner. We’ll see a lot more of them too, I think. They’re talking about relocating here in New Mexico, although that might depend on Parker’s father. Just the two of them are left.”

“That would be fine,” Cade said. “Parker’s a good person.”

“Samson too, of course,” Geir said. “It’s amazing how many of our guys ended up keeping the missing dogs.”

“When the dogs saved their lives too, the men developed a sense of gratitude and indebtedness, where they wanted to look after them and to make sure these War Dogs had a decent life forever after.”

“So, what the heck are we doing about the next one now?” Geir asked.

“I was thinking about that this morning. Carter Batterbridge”—Cade pointed at a man who stood with a tool belt around his hips, a two-by-four in his hand, and a pencil behind his ear—“has been pining for his dogs back.”

“What do you mean, pining for his dogs back?”

“He and his wife had a breeding pair of labs, but they divorced. The wife got to keep the dogs. Apparently though, Carter was really good with them and now misses them a lot.”

“But does he care about going after a K9 dog? It’s hardly the same thing. Did you know he has a degree in finance? Investments or some such thing.”

“No, it sure isn’t the same thing as construction. But he’s wasted here.”

“Carter’s hardly wasted here,” Geir said. “He’s been a huge help.”

“He is, but he’s also way more capable. He should have his own company.”

They studied him and the two prosthetics Carter worked with. He had a badly damaged arm and hand but appeared to have adapted well. He was also missing a foot on the opposite side.

“So, why doesn’t he?”

“I think he’s been struggling to find himself again.”

“When did he get divorced?”

Cade nodded. “That’s the root question, isn’t it? She walked out when he was in the hospital, waiting on multiple surgeries. Probably about the time she realized he would be missing at least part of one limb.”

“Bitch,” Geir said.

“Easy to judge but this life isn’t for everyone.”

“No, we’re the blessed ones, aren’t we?”

“We are,” Cade said. “So Carter here? I think he could do a hell of a lot more in this world.”

“But where?”

“His best buddy in Montana has been asking him to come to his ranch for a long time now. It’s pretty hard to have a really good friend and yet not spend time with them.”

“How good a friend is he?”

“When we were still in the navy, Carter used to take all his military leave to head to that friend’s ranch. He always helped out there, but now he feels like he can’t quite help because he’s not as fit. He doesn’t want to be a burden.”

“So, what will we do?” Geir asked. “Send him to Montana?”

“Well, that’s where one of the dogs is.”

Geir looked at him in shock. “Seriously?”

“Seriously. Not exactly sure what happened to the dog—the file’s pretty empty. The K9 should have been adopted by a family in Montana, but, when the War Dogs program checked on the adopted family, the family stated they never received the dog. Now the family has moved on and isn’t too interested in pursuing the adoption, but the dog’s still missing.”

“Since when?”

“Three months ago,” Cade said. “A bloody long time.”

“When did the military find out it was missing?”

“About eight weeks ago when they checked up on him. But again, no time, no money, no man-hours to search for him.”

“It’ll be almost impossible to find a dog like that now,” Geir said. “That’s a long time, particularly if he wasn’t received on the other end after that long flight. Hell, he could have been lost at any airport across the country. Although you’d think someone would have found him and called it in.”

“Yes, and no,” Cade said. “The adoptive family said they had been called about the K9 a couple times but hadn’t kept any of the information as to who called. And the family wanted the Defense Department to leave them alone. They were extremely less than forthcoming.”

Silence reigned between them.

“Do you think they did something to the dog?” Geir asked. “Like something permanent? Then they didn’t know how to cover it up, so they said they never got him?”

Cade slid him a sideways look. “You and I both know people can be the worst sorts. At heart, most are good, but a lot of them? Well, they don’t make the grade, do they?”

“But to hurt a War Dog? That would be really shitty.”

“Maybe—maybe—they didn’t get him. Maybe they took one look at him and took off. Maybe they changed their mind and didn’t show up to receive him.”

“What’s this dog’s name?”

“Matzuka. It’s one of the names I have always remembered,” Cade said. “I was trying to find somebody in the Montana area, and I was talking to Carter. He’s the one who told me that his best buddy was there, but Carter just wasn’t sure what to do with his life now. He wanted to go see him, yet felt like he wasn’t ready.”

Geir asked, “What kind of funding does he need to start up his own construction business?”

“Enough money to build his first house probably. Maybe fifty thousand dollars to cover costs and a crew? Or maybe not even that much to get started. Possibly a bank loan with revolving credit allowed could work at the beginning.”

Geir frowned. “We really need to have some ongoing funding source to help these guys, like seeking out more donations and investors on a routine basis.”

“That’s a lot of money to come up with though,” Cade said, “especially if you consider all the other vets we want to help as well. But then I’m not sure Carter’s all that broke. I think he’s here because he’s lost, like so many of us were. With his education in finance, he could have money stashed away. I think, for Carter, it’s more a case of needing another reason to go to Montana, one that overrides his hesitancy based on his physical fitness. Just like the rest of them did.”

“Does the best friend have a sister, by any chance?”

Cade looked at him, and his gaze twinkled. “Are you up to more matchmaking?”

“Maybe,” Geir said. “We’re doing pretty damn good at it so far.”

“Well, Carter’s best friend does have a sister, but that doesn’t mean anything’s between them.”

“No, but, if they aren’t together, they can’t become an item, can they?”

“I think there was some talk about the two of them not getting along,” Cade said. “It’s one of the reasons why I’ve hesitated. What I don’t want is to put him in an uncomfortable situation, where he feels obligated to stay—unlike here, where he can be free and easy with us.”

“He’s hiding here,” Geir said bluntly. “And we all know exactly how that feels.” Geir looked at Cade, then over at Carter. “So, do we ask him now? Or …?”

Cade nodded. “I was kind of waiting for the right moment.” He watched as Carter took off his tool belt and hitched it onto the back of the pickup. Cade gave a whistle and motioned with his arm.

Carter turned to look at him and nodded.

“Here goes nothing,” Cade said. He hopped up. “I’ll let you know how it works out.”


Chapter 1
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“Well, well, well,” Gordon said, staring at Carter Batterbridge, as he stood outside the front entrance for arrivals at the airport. “You’re a sight for sore eyes.”

The two exchanged man hugs. Carter was self-conscious about his arm but slapped his buddy on the back of his shoulder. “Hey,” he said.

“That’s it? Just ‘hey’? I’ve been trying to get you to come for … what? Two years now? At least since you got blown up. And, for some dang reason, you walked away from the people closest to you. When you needed us most …”

“The one closest to me,” Carter said, his tone a little caustic, “walked away from me first. She left me feeling isolated and wanting to keep it that way.”

Gordon looked at him and smiled. “I can understand that. But then your wife was a first-class bitch. I told you that a long time ago.”

Carter chuckled. “She was, indeed, and, yes, you did. And I ignored you. We had a lot of good years. But …”

“But is correct. Anyway, enough about her. Come on.” Gordon looked around for Carter’s bags and frowned. “You only have one bag?”

“I travel light these days,” Carter said, picking up his bag. He didn’t want his friend to think he needed help. He was still touchy on that subject. They walked toward Gordon’s truck, and Carter tossed his bag into the bed, studying his ride. “This a new rig?”

“Yep,” Gordon said. “The ranch is doing well.”

Carter chuckled. “There are worse things.”

“There are a lot of worse things now.” He took a deep breath. “Debbie moved out months ago.”

Carter stared at his buddy. “Why?” He shook his head. “What the hell? You guys have been close since forever. You’ve been married for what? Ten years?”

“She thinks I had an affair,” Gordon said abruptly.

“Did you?” Carter asked. Carter and Gordon had always had the kind of relationship where they could be upfront and open. He was glad it still came to him naturally, the closeness he felt with his buddy, even after the accident.

Gordon shook his head. “No, I didn’t. But I almost did.”

“I think there is no almost for women,” Carter said. “As soon as you think about it, they know all too well that’s where your body goes. Faithful just doesn’t encompass physical actions.”

“I know,” he said. “I was stupid, and I’m damn sorry, and I want her back, but she’s not even talking to me.”

“Damn,” Carter said morosely. “That’s not what I expected. I thought you two would be good forever.”

“We would have been,” Gordon said, “if I wasn’t such a fool.”

Carter couldn’t say a whole lot about that.

“Anyway, you’ll know all that dirt on me as time goes by,” Gordon said. “Let’s talk about you. What’s this about a dog?”

“A job. Unpaid at that,” Carter said with a laugh. “It’s probably a make-work reason to be here, but I figured it was time.”

“Hell, it’s past time,” Gordon snapped. “I don’t know why you wouldn’t come here to heal. We wanted to help.”

“Because you would have taken care of me, and you would have made it too easy for me to not get back on my feet.”

“I wouldn’t baby you. I can always use real help around the place.”

“I couldn’t have helped you much back then,” Carter answered. “Do you still have ranch hands?”

“Sure do, more than when you were here last. Business is good, as I said.”

“Any of them female?”

Gordon winced. “The new cook, but, yes, she’s gone too.”

At the look on Gordon’s face, Carter sighed. “Probably not fast enough for Debbie, huh?”

“No, not fast enough. But it doesn’t matter how many times I say nothing happened—and I was a fool—she still doesn’t believe me.”

“Yeah, it’s one of those hard things to walk back from,” Carter said.

“You ever cheat on your wife?” Gordon asked.

“No, but I think she thought my job was cheating enough.” Carter studied Gordon’s face to see if his buddy understood. When it didn’t appear that he did, Carter explained. “She always said the navy was my mistress, and I didn’t need a wife.”

“Ah. Ain’t that a bitch. You always wanted to go into the navy while I just wanted to ride horses. You were after every bloody naval experience you could get your hands on.”

“I sure was,” Carter said. “I still would be if it didn’t mean riding a desk. That’s not for me.”

“Not to mention the time you were off on medical discharge, right?”

“Well, the medical was pretty rough. Lots of surgeries followed by lots of rehab. But, yeah, I’m good now.”

“Are you?” Gordon asked with a raise of his eyebrow. Carter knew Gordon was asking about more than the surgeries.

“Yeah,” he said. “I am. I’m sorry for not coming earlier. It’s just that sometimes …”

“I know. After my dad died, I kind of went AWOL for a while. I walked away from everybody and wouldn’t see anyone. I didn’t know how to handle it. That’s when I crossed the line, as you put it. Took me about a year and a half before I got slowly back to normal.”

“Exactly,” Carter said. “Life can sometimes send you in a tizzy, and you don’t know if you’re coming or going.”

“Yeah,” Gordon said. “Anyway, I have to stop at a couple places and pick up stuff. You know the drill.”

“Yep, never make two trips if you can do it in one.”

Gordon chuckled. “Exactly. Even on a Sunday. Got to go to the feed store, got to hit the vet’s, and God only knows what else.” He smiled. “Gotta write it all down or I’ll surely forget something on this trip to town.”

“At the vet’s office, I’ll come in and ask about the dog,” Carter said. “I know this one’s a long shot, but I said I’d check it out.”

“What do you mean by this one?” Gordon asked curiously.

Carter explained about the military’s defunct K9 program and the request from Titanian Corp, the organization he’d been working with.

“Wow, so Uncle Sam really wants to know about this dog?”

“They’d like to know, as long as it doesn’t cost them man-hours and money,” Carter said in a dry tone. “I’m not getting paid to do this. This is a good-heart mission.”

“We all need those,” Gordon claimed. “Hell, I had lambs in the house for six weeks this spring because winter hit so bad.”

“How many?”

“Twelve,” he said in disgust, “and you know we already had one or two other newborns. We always have a calf or two to bottle-feed. But this year the house got pretty darn crowded.”

“I bet Debbie didn’t complain.”

“Nope, she didn’t. She was in her element.”

“Still no children, huh?”

Gordon shook his head, and his face looked drawn and tired. “Now there’s not likely to be any.”

“Did you ever get tested?”

“Nah, I didn’t bother. Either it will happen or it won’t.”

“And again that’s not necessarily good enough for Debbie,” Carter said. “I know she wanted a big family.”

“But putting the money into that IVF stuff? Jeez, that’s expensive. And not guaranteed.”

“But, if you don’t get tested, the doctors can’t fix what the problem is.”

“So Debbie told me,” Gordon said in a note of gloom. “Something else I probably screwed up.”

At that, Carter laughed. They pulled up at the feed store, hopped out, and wandered around a scene fondly remembered from all the holidays and weekends Carter had spent here with his buddy. They loaded up the supplies they needed as fast as they could; then Gordon and Carter headed down the street to the vet.

While there, Carter talked to a couple women at the front desk about the missing dog. “Matzuka is his name,” he said. “He’s a huge shepherd and was part of the War Dogs division. He was supposed to have been adopted by a family here, but they said they never got him.”

The nurse frowned. “We don’t have records of a dog with that name. Who was the family?”

He pulled the notes from his pocket. “Longfellow.”

Silence came in an instant.

Was it the right name? The wrong name? He glanced up at them. “Problems?” The nurse and the receptionist remained quiet, so he continued talking. “I am here at the official request of Commander Cross of the US Navy. That dog gave a lot of years of service to this country. He deserves to retire and to enjoy a comfortable life for the remainder of his years.”

The nurse finally spoke. “It would be hard to imagine that family would have been given the dog. They’re pretty rough on them.”

“Rough in what way?”

“We’ve heard some complaints about their mistreatment of animals.”

“Okay, so are we thinking they may have gotten the dog and then hurt him?”

“We’re not saying anything,” the receptionist said. She glanced at her companion. “We don’t know anything.”

“Do you know where this family lives? Brenda is the contact person, I believe.”

“Yeah,” the nurse said. She picked up a piece of paper and drew him a map. “Here.”

“Any way to contact them other than in person?”

They just shook their heads. “We can’t give out personal information.”

“Of course.” He nodded. “I can get that from the government. Thank you very much.”

He turned and walked outside, while studying the map. One of the things he would have to do pretty damn fast was to get a set of wheels. His own wheels. Although Gordon usually had several ranch trucks, Carter wasn’t sure how much traveling he would have to do for this mission, and he’d feel better if he paid his own way. Gordon would smack him hard for saying that though. As Carter stood here, waiting for his buddy, Gordon popped out.

“Ready to go?” he asked Carter.

“Yeah, I need to rent a truck. Maybe head there next.”

“No need. We have several ranch trucks. You know that.”

“I’d feel better with my own wheels.” He also knew the chances of Gordon allowing that were slim to none. Gordon confirmed that in his next sentence.

“Like hell,” Gordon said cheerfully. “You’re just being stubborn. Forget it. Like I said, we have vehicles.”

They hopped into the truck and headed toward the ranch. “Any idea who the Longfellow family are?”

“Shysters,” Gordon said succinctly. “Not the kind of folks you want to hang around with.”

“This dog was supposedly adopted by them. Brenda is the contact person. I didn’t bring a paper copy of the file with me. I have a digital copy though.”

“In order to have passed whatever checks and balances the government would do to approve them, the Longfellows would have lied,” Gordon said. “One or two of them have almost legal fronts. And the rest of them? Just a mess.”

“Somebody had to have done a background check on them to have been awarded that dog.”

“If they were to get the dog, yet they say they haven’t, chances are they’ve already shot it and buried it deep.”

“I hope not. I’ll be mighty pissed if that’s the case.”

“And why’s that?”

“Because that K9 dog gave a lot of time and effort to this country. The last thing I want to think about is that somebody would take me out and shoot me because they deemed me useless.”

“We never got the chance,” Gordon said calmly. “You took yourself out of the world all on your own. I would have loved a chance to tell you that I didn’t give a damn if have you had one leg or no legs, but you didn’t give me that opportunity.”

Carter laughed. “Good point.” As they drove down the long driveway to the main house, Carter asked the question he’d been holding back on. “How’s Hailey these days?”

“She’s pretty mad, as usual,” Gordon said happily.

“If you wouldn’t pick on her so much,” Carter said, “she wouldn’t always be upset with you.”

“But it brings me joy. Besides, that’s what brothers are for.”

“That’s what brothers are for when you’re kids. Hardly what brothers are for at your age.”

“Thirty-two is not old for me, but she just turned thirty. I’m not letting her forget it.”

“Ouch,” Carter said. “Unless she’s married with two-point-three kids, she won’t take that reminder well.”

“She doesn’t,” Gordon said smugly. “And she’s not married.”

“Oh. I’m sorry for her then. I know it was her main goal. Kind of like Debbie.”

“I figure my sister is waiting for you to come back.”

“Why the hell would you think that?” Carter asked in astonishment. “All we ever did was fight.”

“What’s wrong with fighting? I think all these calm and boring relationships are overrated.”

“Yeah, but not everybody wants to sit around arguing about everything either.”

Gordon grinned, remembering something. “She doesn’t know you’re coming, by the way.”

“That’s probably not fair. She doesn’t like me.” Carter’s surprise visit would mess up her days, at least for a week or two.

“She can deal with it,” Gordon said. “I told her that I’d get you back here someday anyway,” he said. “If you weren’t so damn stubborn, I would’ve had you back here last year.”

Carter laughed. “You haven’t changed a bit.”

“Nope, I haven’t. Don’t you forget that. How can I possibly?”

They reached the main house and pulled up to the front. Carter remained glued to his seat while staring at the house. “I have a lot of really good memories here,” he said. “I’m so sorry about your dad.”

“Me too,” Gordon answered. “The fact that he died around the same time you had your accident just made it that much harder. You couldn’t come to the funeral, and I couldn’t come to your side.”

“Being at my side wouldn’t have helped anybody,” Carter said. “I don’t blame you, and I wouldn’t have wanted you there anyway. I was a mess. I was in pieces, literally and figuratively.”

Gordon winced at that. “Come on in. Let’s brew some strong coffee. And I’ve got to tell you how it’s damn fine to know you’re here.” The guys exited the truck.

“You want to unload the truck now?” Carter asked him, leaning on the hood of the truck.

Just then the front door slammed open and out stalked Hailey. Tall with flaming red hair braided down the center of her back, she was dressed in jeans paired with work boots and a plaid shirt. She was the epitome of a cowgirl, but Carter knew she was also an incredibly talented financial analyst who worked in town. She simply lived at the ranch with her brother. Always had. She had planned to build a second house for herself but hadn’t gotten that far yet, apparently. At least he assumed so when he saw her here. She glared at Gordon first; then her gaze switched to Carter.

He waited for the moment of recognition to slam into her. Her face went white. However, instead of her saying something he could give a snappy comeback to, her gaze went up one side of him and down the other. Then she spun on her heels and walked back inside.

His heart dropped like a stone. He looked at his buddy. “I told you that I shouldn’t have come back here.”

“Not only should you have come back,” Gordon said, anger threading through his voice, “but you’re also very welcome here. Regardless of what she has to say. Or not say.”
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If Gordon had just given her a little bit of warning, Hailey Wallerton would have handled it better. To see Carter like that, after knowing he almost died and had been so broken? She was left speechless. Besides, she had not known if he would ever return. Yet here he was, like her brother had just pulled the greatest magic trick in history—he conjured Carter out of thin air. When she saw him, Hailey didn’t know whether to spin away or to throw her arms around Carter and never let go.

She chose the former when she saw no welcome on his face. However, now that she had time to think about it, she realized Carter’s face earlier almost showed fear, not hostility. Hailey had seen his injured hand but wasn’t sure about which of his legs was really a prosthetic. She recognized his lack of security too, in the sense that he had almost a defensive edge to him, assuming Hailey didn’t like what she saw. That was where the tough look had come from. Not from Carter rejecting her. Again.

Hailey wished she could tell Carter how wrong he was. She couldn’t blame Carter though. She knew what his wife had done. If Hailey had had a chance to beat that bitch to the ground, she would have done it gladly. This took her back to what she’d just done. It was even worse. She’d rejected him out of hand, and it wasn’t for the reason he would think. She groaned and slammed her head against the cupboard. It made a soft thud.

“Do that again,” her brother said in a harsh tone. “Or let me do it. What the hell was that stunt outside?”

She hit her head for the second time. Then she walked as straight as she could to the stove and made coffee. No way would she give in to her brother’s taunting. He spent way too much time taking pleasure in that. Not only that but, ever since Debbie had left, he’d been impossible too. She and Gordon were stupid messes. Finally she had coffee ready. She took in a breath, then turned to look at Carter. “At least you’re alive,” she said.

“Are you serious? It looked like you would be happier if I was six feet under.”

She shook her head. “You surprised me. I’m sorry for the reaction. I hadn’t thought you would survive the accident, let alone be healthy enough to come here.” She turned and glared at her brother. “And a little warning would have been nice.”

Gordon shrugged and said, “You can keep apologizing until you’re blue in the face, but what’s done is done.”

“Next time, maybe, don’t try to shock me. You could try being nice and not letting the Debbie issue turn you into a scorpion.” Hailey turned and walked out after that.

She headed for the big yard in back, where she could usually be found on her time off. A huge swing used to be here, where she could curl up with a book. She closed her hands into fists. She felt crappy. She had been feeling pretty crappy for a long time since her father’s death, reinforced when Debbie left, and now, with Carter’s appearance, it seemed like her world had gone to shit.

It just wasn’t fair. She hadn’t expected Carter to come, and, now that he was here, he was more endearing than ever. She wanted to throw her arms around his neck and hold him close. However, the walls that gripped and guarded him loomed even bigger and stronger. They flashed a bright sign that screamed, Stay away. But, then again, it had always been there with him, the walls and the clamped-up attitude. His marriage had only made it worse.

Now, however, he was free and single—but he was also more broken than ever. How the hell was she supposed to deal with that? She had always cared about him, but he had never even seen her. She’d always been Gordon’s kid sister. This was his first chance to see her in several years, yet look what she had done.

She could feel the tears in the back of her eyes. She wiped them away impatiently. She was too old for that now. She was too old for everything in many ways. She couldn’t even begin to explain to her brother that she was thinking about getting pregnant either by IVF or by a stranger in a one-night stand with absolutely no strings. She wanted somebody to cuddle in the morning, but maybe, if she woke up with a child, that would make her feel more fulfilled. She knew it was a particularly selfish reason for having a child, but she didn’t care to investigate it further right now. Besides, she had always wanted kids. She and Debbie shared that and more in common.

The problem was, all Hailey had ever wanted was to have a family—with Carter. Yet, time and again, he turned from her, didn’t see her, and eventually got married, even while she had been standing right there. Waiting.

Having offered herself once, she wouldn’t make that mistake again. She’d been young and stupid, but his rejection had been hard regardless.

It hurt like shit to see him again though. It was obvious he was still hurting inside and out. Was it his injuries or was it that bitch he called his wife? Hailey let out a sound of frustration and kicked at the ground. She knew it would be a long time before Carter would have anything pleasant to say to her. And it was her own damn fault. Again.

Life sucked.


Chapter 2
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Hailey got up the next morning, made coffee, and ate a quick bite. Realizing she was already late after her crappy night, she headed out to her vehicle. It was a business day, and that was just life. If she could, she would come home early today. However, did she really want to do that? With Carter here? Last night she had finished dinner and disappeared, leaving the men to themselves. She had disgraced herself right off the bat when Carter first arrived. She felt uncomfortable, especially around him, so she aimed for an easy getaway this morning. She took an apple as her lunch, then stepped out on the front porch.

And came face-to-face with Carter.

He looked at her in surprise. “Leaving so early?” Carter asked.

“It’s Monday.”

“I forget that,” he said. “I get the days mixed up.”

She relented and answered, “Easy to do if you’re not working nine-to-five anymore.”

“Life in the military was never nine-to-five,” he said with a smile. “But since the accident … Well, it’s easy to let the days roll into themselves.”

“What were you doing in New Mexico?”

“Helping out Titanium Corp—the company that sent me here looking for the dog.”

She remembered hearing about it and wondered why a company would send him this far away for something like that. “It sounds like they must care a lot about the dog,” she said. That couldn’t be a bad thing.

“They do,” he said. “And, while I was there, I was helping renovate homes for veterans, doing everything from carpentry work to electrical work. You know? The usual handyman stuff.”

“In other words, all the same stuff you used to do around here.”

“Maybe. I was thinking about setting up a construction company, but I’m not sure it’s what I want to do. At least not as my new career.”

“Right. Then there’s the cash issue. Always handy to have and the worst thing to be without.”

He smiled at that. “Are you still okay at your company?”

“Yes,” she said as she walked down the steps. “Have a good day.”

That was enough conversation for the time being. Carter stared at her as she walked past, and she stared back. Then, she focused on reaching her truck, turning on the engine, leaving without looking back. As she drove, she thought about yesterday, and how today went better. Considering …

Yesterday she had been shocked to see him and thus wasn’t herself. Well, if she were being honest, something about work concerned her too. So she was already out of sorts before his arrival. She believed somebody was embezzling from the company, and she had no clue how to find the culprit. She was in the finance business and handled multiple accounts, along with her two partners. And at least one of those accounts was in question. So, she didn’t believe one of her partners was doing something fishy, but that one account was just fishy, and she’d failed to notice it sooner.
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Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.


____________________________________________________________________________________________________
    _____     _     _    __      ____      _   _     __        ______    _     _    ____      _____ 
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EULA ( the End User License Agreement )

This document is a legal agreement between you the end user, and Dharma Type.  
By using or installing Dharma Type font(s), you agree to be bound by the terms of this Agreement. 

1. You may use this font for both commercial and non-commercial works at no charge.
2. You may use this font to create images on the website or printed matter on papre, logomark.....up to you.
3. You may not sell this font without permission.
4. You may not redistribute this font without permission.
5. You may not modify, adapt, translate, reverse engineer, decompile, disassemble, or create derivative works based on this font.
6. This font are Copyrighted by Ryoichi Tsunekawa. All rights reserved. You may not claim copyrgiht rights for this font.
7. DISCLAIMER 
This font is provided to you free of charge.
Dharma Type give no warranty in relation to this font, and you use this at your own risk.
Dharma Type will not be liable for any damage to your system, any loss or corruption of any data or software,
or any other loss or damage that you may suffer as a result of downloading or using this font, whether it results from our negligence or in any other way.

Here is a list of things you could do, Only if you want to:
* Link http://dharmatype.com/ or credit "Dharma Type"
* Tell me what did you use this font for.


FAQ

Q_ Can I use this for a commercial product?
A_ Yes, You can!

Q_ Can I use this on a web page via css @font-face?
A_ Yes, You can!

Q_ Can I donate $ to you?
A_ Yes, You can! ( Paypal: info@flat-it.com )
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