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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!

Heading back to Iraq was never in Parker’s plans …

But, when his brother is killed in action, he makes the journey to bring his brother back home to his final resting place.

When one of the K9 War Dogs disappears at the military airport in transit, and all attempts to locate him fails, Parker agrees to investigate during the few days he’s there.

Sandy is making the same journey as Parker—both of their brothers were killed in the same incident. Both brothers had been the best of friends, but this is the first time she’s met Parker. From that initial moment, she realizes something odd is happening in his world. When they find a K9 dog in a rebel stronghold, she’s sucked into a much more dangerous trip than one of compassion and grief.

There’s a reason why the first investigation didn’t turn up anything. … As Parker rattles cages and shakes up a ring of thieves, the bodies start dropping, one by one.

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


Prologue
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“Another one bites the dust, huh?” Geir sat with his feet up on the boardroom table and smiled at the rest of the team. “I can’t believe these K9 guys are all getting hitched, and most of them are keeping the dogs,” he said.

“And one murder and an attempted murder have been solved at the same time,” Badger said, shaking his head. “That’s a doubly awesome job.”

“Who’d have thought that the one girlfriend, who worked in dispatch, had overheard the dirty cops discussing the dogfights and their involvement. After that, they couldn’t take the chance she’d talk so took her out, then her roommate. They planned to knock off Tanya as well but were just waiting for a better time. In the meantime one of the accountants who worked with Tanya had heard about Tanya’s girlfriend’s involvement in the dogfighting and didn’t want to keep Tanya close, in case she found out anything else—like how the firm was laundering money for the dogfighting rings—so got rid of her too. Doesn’t that just make you love people?”

“Not much,” Badger said. “It’s not what we expected on a mission to save one War Dog. Yet Lucas is responsible for saving more than 160 dogs. And we especially didn’t plan the matchmaking success on this op.”

Kat came in, a cup of coffee in her hand, and sat down beside them. “Might not be what we had planned or what you guys had planned,” she said, “but it’s all good news.”

“Says the woman who arranged all our weddings,” Geir said, chuckling.

Badger watched the color wash over her cheeks but grabbed her fingers in his and whispered, “Thank God.”

She beamed at him. “You guys can hate me until doomsday,” she said, “or pretend to, but you know that you’re all much better off the way you are now. Happily married.”

“Oh, we’re not arguing with that,” Erick said. “I think we’re all happy little pigs in our blankets, but we have more dogs to look after.” He spread the files around. “Take a look and see if there’s anybody here that we know of to match up with another dog. The commander called to check in the other day. Now we have another success story to tell him. But I’m sure he’s wondering what’s taking us so long.”

“There’s no time frame involved,” Geir said. He opened the file in front of him and flipped through the pages. “Hell, this one’s over in Iraq still.”

Badger lifted his head. “Seriously?”

He nodded, his face glum. “The poor dog’s probably dead and gone by now.”

“Well, that’s an interesting state of affairs,” Erick said.

Badger looked at him. “Why is that?”

“Because Parker is heading there on a compassionate leave trip. His brother was killed in action. He’s planning on escorting his body home. But that doesn’t mean, while he’s there, he doesn’t have a day or two to track down the dog.”

“The dog was lost at the military base?” Badger asked.

Geir flipped through the pages. “Yes. And, once it’s off the base, it’s no longer their problem. To give them their due, everybody did search for the dog. They wondered if it had been stolen. It was decommissioned and due to fly home the next day. Apparently the dog arrived at the airport but disappeared while waiting to be picked up. Its whereabouts after its arrival at the hangar is a mystery. There are discrepancies in the witness statements. They are thinking that maybe somebody close to the airport may have kidnapped the dog.”

“Does Commander Cross really want us to go over there and look into this one?” Geir asked, shaking his head. “That’s a bit out of the boundaries, isn’t it?”

“If it wasn’t for Parker heading over there tomorrow, I wouldn’t think of looking into this one,” Erick said. “If Parker can find the dog, he can bring him home with him as well.”

Badger nodded. “Where’s Parker now?”

“He’s packing, I think. His brother, Jerry, and his crew were taken out by an IED. Jerry’s best friend was part of his unit, and Sandy, his best friend’s sister, is heading over there with him.”

Grins popped up around the table.

Erick nodded. “I know what you’re thinking,” he said. “She’s military too. I think she’s a nurse in California. She also asked for special permission to go over there.”

“Of course. Bringing family home is important to everyone.”

“Do you want to call him?” Badger asked Erick. “You seem to know him the best.”

“He’s been around for a while, but, yeah, I used to know him in the military too,” Erick said. “Unlike the rest of us, he’s not missing a body part.”

“Unless he’s missing his heart,” Jager said. “As in pining for his brother. Maybe it’s a good thing this Sandy is going over there too. It’s a tough trip for anyone, and it would help to not be alone.”

“It’s a shit trip no matter who goes with you,” Erick said, but he already had his phone out and was dialing.

Geir watched in surprise. “Is he on your contact list?”

Erick nodded. “Yeah, he is.”

There was silence for a moment, then Erick was giving his condolences first before adding, “I heard you’re heading over to Iraq tomorrow. What base?”

Erick nodded, while they all watched. Then he grinned. He motioned with his hand for the file in front of Geir. “Look. We have an odd request. Commander Cross dropped a dozen files on us filled with K9 agents who served their time and, for one reason or another, have been retired and then lost. We have one that disappeared between the base and the airport in Iraq. We’re trying to get him home and settled into a decent life here.” Erick was silent as he listened for a short while. Then he said, “Oh, you heard about him?”

He looked around the room. “Great. Do you have any K9 experience?”

Erick frowned and nodded. The others waited. “Okay. If you’ve got an extra day, and you don’t mind taking a look, we would really appreciate being able to tell the commander we have found the dog and have brought him home and have set him up someplace worthy of a War Dog. If that’s something you feel you can do, that would be awesome. But we do understand if you can’t. Obviously anything to do with your brother comes first. Again our condolences on your loss.”

The conversation continued for a few minutes, and Geir and Badger exchanged looks. And then Erick ended the call. He looked around the table. “Well, he’s game. He said he has a couple days over there, and he would look up some friends by the base. And, believe it or not,” he added with a note of satisfaction, “he’s going to FOB Wild, where the dog went missing.”

“FOB Wild? That’s one of the forward operating bases in the northern Iraqi province of Ninewah, a few miles outside of Tal Afar,” Badger said in surprise as he reached for the folder to double-check the location where the dog had gone missing for himself. “That’s perfect. Maybe somebody there knows something.”

“I hope so,” Erick said. “Parker’s just leaving the military himself. I think he’s done in a couple weeks. Been on medical leave and not going back.”

“Understood,” Badger said. “Not easy for anybody when losing someone so close to you.”

“True enough,” Geir said. “Let’s just see what happens. Maybe we’ll get lucky again.”

“You mean, maybe he’ll get lucky,” Jager said with a grin.

All the men laughed, and Erick nodded. “Luck comes in many forms,” he said. “Let’s hope he finds one form that suits him.”


Chapter 1
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Parker Cutter hopped into his borrowed rig and checked the GPS for directions. He already knew the way, as he’d been there before, and reversed out of the parking lot and slowly drove onto the main road. He’d had lunch with a few friends as soon as he’d arrived—they’d picked him up and taken him into town—but now, hours later, he’d left them there with other friends and taken one of the rigs to head to the base. He needed a few moments to get his head together. With any luck this stretch of the journey would give it to him. This was a crappy trip. The only good thing was he had a couple friends he was looking forward to seeing on base too.

He had ten more days in the service, and five of those were compassionate leave. He’d wondered about taking all his leave days here, but, since the compassionate leave was due to his brother’s death, it hardly seemed like a good time to tack on vacation time. He was only in Iraq for a short time—just long enough to claim his brother—then to help his father bury Jerry back home.

Parker’s military life was almost done, and it seemed like a lifetime to get to that point. He’d never even considered leaving the navy, but now? … With his accident? … Followed by his brother’s death? … Parker had hit a wall. He wasn’t even sure what the hell he would do when this stage of his life was over. Or even what he was capable of doing.

He’d had a bad accident when the vehicle he was in had rolled. His leg had been pinned, effectively crushing it, and so he was now assigned to a desk job, finding he couldn’t stand that.

Parker had a chance of more surgery to help build up his shoulder as well. Something to do with muscles and the scapula. He was really prepared to do that, but he could get it done whether on active leave or not.

What he didn’t like was the desk job stuff. If he could get out and be mobile, it wouldn’t be so bad, but being on a desk made him feel like he was retired from life. And it had been made clear to him that desk jobs were his future in the military.

Maybe, if he hadn’t come from a high-level active military team, he wouldn’t feel like he was secondhand goods. Now his life was just a reminder of the one left behind because he couldn’t do the job anymore.

As he drove along the road, his brain was consumed with the issues of his future. He thought about Sandy Bressard and her brother. Both of their brothers had died at the same time on the same mission. So Parker and Sandy were both here for a couple days before they took off. He’d heard so much about Sandy but had only met her on the flight here.

They’d spoken briefly and had shared many a glance on their trip, both dreading how painful this process would be, not looking forward to what they had to go through yet. These were hardly ideal circumstances. If she was anything like him, she was blocking out the pain so she could function. Death on the line happened to other families. He’d watched many a friend suffer a personal loss, and he himself had lost several friends, but losing his brother? … Well, it was just that much harder to deal with.

There would be short ceremonies for the men killed, and then they and their escorting family members were all heading back home. And it sucked. It sucked big-time. Which was why Badger had also said, if Parker wanted something else to think about, to consider this poor dog Samson. He was supposed to go home and retire but had somehow gone missing at the military airport.

It was that somehow gone missing part that really bothered Parker because that sounded like a military error or one of those stupid accounting mistakes that had the dog sent someplace other than where he was intended to go. It also bothered Parker because there was a chance somebody had taken the dog deliberately. Well-trained animals were worth a lot of money particularly War Dogs. Parker didn’t want to be in the open on enemy lines to face his own war dogs attacking him. He couldn’t imagine how confusing that would be for the animals too.

He had another twenty-five minutes to FOB Wild. He was going at a fast clip, but he wasn’t late—he was not on a time frame. He should meander, enjoy this last visit. But anything that could make the next couple days go by faster worked for him.

His military-issued jeep wobbled, and, in the next second, he heard a bang, felt a hard shake and saw a layer of the tire tread run alongside the road. Swearing softly, he pulled off to the side and hopped out. Sure enough, his back left tire was gone. There was no reason for it. Maybe the tire had shredded, or he had run over something. It happened far enough back that he wasn’t bothered about looking for a cause, but he needed to change the tire, and, well, that was never anybody’s favorite job.

He had the old tire off and the new one on and the vehicle back down on the ground, putting the finishing tightening turns on the lugs, when he heard another vehicle approaching.

He looked up to see Sandy getting out. She ran over to him, a worried smile on her face. “We left ahead of you,” she said, “but we ended up going into town for lunch and lost track of time.”

He smiled at the lovely blonde, nodded, and said, “Good. I went into town too, should have stayed longer. I would much rather have been still socializing than changing a tire.” But he was joking, and she knew it.

She smiled. “Well, at least you got it fixed. Do you think it’s okay now? Is there anything we can do to help?”

“I’m fine,” he said, his pride bristling to the surface. Since his accident, he’d become supersensitive to any suggestion that he was less than capable. He stood, brushed off his pant legs, picked up the jack he’d used to change the tire and walked to the end of his vehicle, placing it back in its proper spot. And no way he would let her know his shoulder was less than optimum. It was a hell of a lot better but was a long way from the strength and agility he used to have.

The two women with Sandy were dressed in military fatigues. He nodded at them as he rubbed his hands off on a rag. Sandy explained who he was to her friends, and their expressions changed. They reached out, shook his hand, and said, “Sorry for your loss.”

Even now it choked him up. He muttered, “Thank you.” Then motioned at the jeep. “Hopefully now it’ll get me to the base.”

“You go first,” said the driver of the other vehicle. “We’ll follow to make sure you get there.”

Touched, he smiled and said, “Thanks. I’m not too proud to accept that offer. Although I doubt there’ll be a problem. It’s a new tire.”

“Yeah, and we all know that doesn’t necessarily mean it’s a good tire,” Sandy said, a bright smile lighting up her face with the touch of humor.

He laughed, tossing the rag in the back of the jeep. He walked over to the driver’s side, slid in and turned on the engine. With a wave, he headed toward the base.

He was surprised Sandy was with these military personnel, but then she had probably met a lot of her brother’s friends, and she was also military, though she was a nurse stateside. He wasn’t even sure where he got that tidbit of information from. Then, their brothers had been best friends. This was just as painful a trip for her as it was for him, and, if she had friends to make the trip a little easier, all the better for her.

The time flew as he drove. Once he arrived at his destination, he honked his horn and stuck his arm out of his jeep to wave his thanks and turned off into the base. He spotted his buddies’ vehicles and parked beside them. He knew which barracks they were in, and he’d been assigned one himself. He grabbed his duffel bag, slung it over his shoulder and headed for his friends.

As he stepped inside, he found the entire barracks empty. Frowning, he picked out his bed, dropped his duffle, left the barracks and headed to the mess tent. He could always count on a cup of coffee, if nothing else.

It was also empty. Frowning, he checked with the guy behind the counter. “Everybody clear out all of a sudden?” he asked. “I hope it wasn’t my arrival.”

The guy behind the counter grinned at him. “We’re on high alert this morning. Everybody’s taken off to check out insurgents, who may or may not have attacked a small group of villagers,” he explained.

Parker nodded. “Been there, done that,” he said, not surprised. “I presume they went out in waves?”

“They’re all over the place,” he said. “You know what? If you leave and come back in twenty minutes, this place will have lines out the door with two hundred men and women in here, trying to load up.”

“I was just coming for coffee. How many hours until food?” Parker asked, checking his watch, trying to mentally calculate the time difference.

“Two hours,” the guy replied helpfully.

Parker nodded, grabbed a large cup of coffee and a muffin, and walked back to his barracks. He could have sat at a table, but it felt odd. He felt odd. He was still one of them and yet, in a way, not one of them. He’d already handed in his notice. He was here to take his brother home, and then Parker was almost done.

Ten days. Five of them were for his brother, and yet how could he explain that to anybody?

He sent a quick text to Badger. Hey. Arrived. No sign of dog.

Thanks for the update.

And that was it.

What else was Parker supposed to say? His buddies all knew why Parker was here and that he might start working for Badger when Parker was done here. At least he had told Badger that he was available to help, if Badger needed anything, but they hadn’t decided on a specific direction. According to Badger there was always room for another guy at Titanium Corp, but they were based in New Mexico. Parker was based out of California. Who knew where the hell he’d end up?

He finished his coffee and muffin and tossed the trash. One thing you were taught to do when in the military was to keep your area clean. He headed over to shipping and receiving. As he stepped inside, he smiled at the supply clerk. “I’m here to check on the whereabouts of the dog that went missing.”

Her face stiffened. “I can’t tell you very much,” she said cautiously. “I was told the investigation was closed.”

“But the dog hasn’t been found, correct?”

“I was told it’s closed, pending any further developments,” she repeated curtly. “If it is found, it’ll be shipped back stateside. I have standing orders to do that, but until I have the dog …”

“So, did it go missing here, or did it go missing at the air base?”

“At the air base,” she replied, looking at him strangely. “It was a really nice dog too.”

“Are you thinking maybe somebody took the dog?”

“It wouldn’t be the first time things went missing,” she muttered.

Considering where she worked, he nodded. “Who took the dog to the base?”

She clicked over to a computer file, brought it up, printed off a page and was about to hand it to him. “I need ID first though.”

He looked at her in surprise and pulled out his ID card.

She nodded. “Okay. You’re the only one cleared for this information.”

He raised an eyebrow.

“Commander Cross called about it,” she said with a half smile. “The K9 war division has been shut down, but you’re still checking into a few of his cases, correct?”

He nodded. “At least I can do something worthwhile the last few days before I’m done.”

“Are you leaving?” she asked in surprise, her tone almost envious.

“Yes,” he said. “I have ten days left. I actually came here to escort my brother’s body home, but, while here, I’m looking into Samson’s disappearance.” He turned with a half wave, grabbed the sheet of paper and walked out.

He read the name on the page. “Gorman Manga?” He frowned at that. “What the hell kind of name is that?” he muttered. Then he felt somebody walking behind him.

“There you are,” he heard and looked up to see his friend Cam.

They shook hands and slapped each other on the back in a half hug.

Parker grinned and said, “I checked the barracks for you, but you weren’t there.”

“Nah. I was over with the vehicles. What do you want with Gorman?”

“I’m looking into the dog that disappeared from here.”

“That was bizarre,” Cam said. “Not that I heard very much about it, just that a dog went missing. Why you?”

“I was asked to.” That was one of the things about the military—there were a lot of secrets, and nobody really expected you to tell them the truth about anything because, more often than not, you couldn’t.

“Gorman Manga was on that run. And one of his friends but I can’t remember his name. Gorman—actually both of them are gone now though. I think they are on leave in Germany,” Cam said, frowning.

“His name’s really Gorman Manga?”

“Yes,” Cam said with a laugh. “He doesn’t appreciate it much either. So only tease him if you want to start something.”

“Do you know him well enough to ask him about the dog?”

“Sure.” Cam pulled out his phone and said, “What do you want to know?”

“How the dog went missing. Apparently it was crated. Did the entire crate get picked up and moved? Is he sure it was latched? Did he sell it or …”

Cam’s eyebrows shot up. “Okay.” He walked over a few steps as he made the call. When he ended the call, he turned to Parker. “We caught him still awake. The dog was crated. The team turned away, loading up everything else. The dog would go up front with them. When they finished loading up all the gear and went back to the trolley where the dog was, the front gate to the crate was open, and the crate was empty.”

“And he never saw anybody hanging around the place?”

Cam shook his head. “He says not. It was him and two other guys loading and the ground crew.”

“I wonder why this dog?”

“Or any dog for that matter,” Cam said. “He may have gone in another shipment. Things get busy, and some items get forgotten.”

“Maybe. I guess that’s one answer. As long as the paperwork was still in order.”

“If any of the ground crew was responsible for the lapse, and they catch the dog, I’m sure they would ship him back over again and worry about the paperwork later.”

“Pretty slapstick though,” Parker said. “If they get caught, they get shit for the way they handled it.”

“It’s just a delayed shipment. Hardly a big deal for anybody, except the dog.”

“In this case, the dog had an adopted family. I wonder if that has something to do with it.”

“I don’t know,” Cam said. “Anything is possible. When are you leaving again?”

“Late tomorrow,” Parker replied. “After the short ceremony for Jerry and Jeremy tomorrow, we fly back with them in the evening.”

Cam’s head dropped. “That was a shit deal,” he said. “I’m so sorry.”

“Me too,” Parker said. “If it isn’t my brother, it’ll be somebody else’s for sure.”

Cam nodded. “They’ve both seen way too much in their years over here.” Then he grinned. “But you’re almost done. I can’t believe that. No second thoughts?”

Parker shook his head. “No second thoughts. Jerry’s and Jeremy’s deaths were the last straw. I’m tired of all the death.”

“Gotcha. You still must have plans for the future,” Cam said.

“No. I don’t,” Parker said. “I really don’t.”

They talked a little bit more while they walked. Parker looked at one of the names on the manifest in front of him for the dog and asked, “What about this other guy. Manfred? Tobey Manfred.”

“Tobey’s a good guy. He’s over in Germany, with Gorman.”

“Okay. And Samson is the only dog that was lost. Correct?”

“I can ask Gorman if anything else went missing, but I think it was just the dog.” He sent a text this time. As they walked, Cam said, “It’s almost time for food. We have to get there early. Otherwise you know what happens.”

“Sure. Let’s go eat. I had coffee and a muffin, but that’s been an hour already.”

“By the time we get back there and get into line and get through the line, it’ll be grub-eating time,” Cam said.

They turned around and headed back through the base to the cafeteria. Parker greeted several men he knew as he walked up the line, but only Cam he knew enough to stay with.

By the time they were done eating, Parker looked up, surprised to see Sandy, standing in the middle of the room, searching for a place to sit. He stood and motioned to her. She smiled and walked over. “Hey. Fancy meeting you here. Mind if I join you?”

“No. Not at all,” he said. He introduced her to Cam and explained why she was there.

Cam offered his condolences. “I’m sorry for your loss.”

She nodded. “It’s tough. You don’t want to tell anybody why you are here because they don’t know what to say.”

Cam stood, smiled at them and said, “I’ll check in with you later. I’ve got meetings to go to.” And he strode off.

Sandy smiled at Parker. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to chase him away.”

“You didn’t,” he said. “That’s the thing. It feels odd to be here. Like a guest but not quite.”

“I was just thinking that as well. I did a couple tours over here, and, now that I’m back for this short time, it feels like I don’t really belong. I don’t have places to go or people to see. Sure a few but, after an hour or two, it seems like you’ve said all there is to say. Then it just gets … awkward. Everyone tries to avoid broaching the reason we’re here, and I don’t want to be the first to bring it up. Hell, I don’t really want to talk about it at all, but neither do I want my brother to be forgotten.”

“Neither do I,” Parker said with perfect understanding. “I kind of wish we could go back tonight. I know it’s important to be here for the ceremony tomorrow, but …”

She leaned forward. “Me too,” she said. “When they said we’d fly in today on the military plane, and then we’d leave a day later, I was kind of like, Why can’t we fly in and fly right out? I’m good to have it all done in one day. This is tough enough. Why extend the pain? We still have the funerals to go through at home.”

“I know,” he said. “That’ll be a whole other level of hell. On top of that, … I’m leaving the military. I only have ten days left.”

She put down her fork. “Don’t tell me that your brother was the last straw?”

He stopped chewing in surprise. When he could, he asked, “Why?” And then he knew. “You too?”

“Yes. I’ve been thinking about it for a long time though,” she confessed. “My brother was the one who kept me in all these years. He was such a strong believer, and I am too. The navy has been good for me, but I was thinking it was time to go into the private sector.”

“Not too many military people go into the private sector,” he said with half a laugh. “Often they join the service and stay for decades, but being in the civilian medical field is an option for you.”

“I wasn’t so sure I wanted to go back into that, but I know some people who maybe I can work with. A couple private hospitals.”

“Right,” he said. “I do know somebody connected to a private hospital, but I don’t know if they’re looking for employees.”

“These are my last few official weeks. Then I don’t know what …” She pinched the bridge of her nose and sniffled back tears. “I’m sorry.”

He grasped her other hand in his and said, “Don’t. Don’t apologize. We’ve both lost somebody who mattered to us. This process is difficult enough. We can’t try to hide our feelings. We have to acknowledge them and carry on.” Now, if only it were that easy. But he was damned if he would add to her waterworks by letting his own emotions loose. They’d both end up on a crying jag here and now.

She gave him a half smile. “I don’t even want food, but, in the back of my head, I keep hearing a voice that says, You need your strength. Eat.”
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      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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PREAMBLE
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