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About This Book


Blaze had planned to go home to Rockfield, Kentucky, some day. He just hadn’t expected it to be this soon …

Until Badger offers a reason to head in that direction. As a longtime animal-rescue volunteer, hearing about the plight of Solo, a shepherd with severe dissociative issues from her military days, Blaze knows he has to see this through.

Camilla, on her way to an event she’s planning, tries to avoid hitting a dog as it runs across the road. Blaze witnesses the accident and stops to help, realizing this could be the shepherd he’s looking for. Even better, Camilla is a hoot, and it’s been so long since Blaze has had anything to smile about.

But memories run long and insults cut deep, and someone isn’t happy about their blossoming friendship. Or maybe even several someones … How far will they go to stop it? And who will still be standing when this all ends?

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


Prologue
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Jager walked into the boardroom to fill his cup of coffee. “Who decided the coffeemaker should be in here anyway?”

At an odd silence, he turned around to see Blaze Bingham sitting at the boardroom table, a guilty look on his face.

Jager raised an eyebrow. “The least you could do is answer,” he said jokingly.

Blaze grinned at him, sorting photographs into separate stacks. “Personally, I think it’s a silly place for the coffeemaker,” he said, “but, when you get a cup of coffee and turn around, you see this big empty table. It does invite all kinds of things.” He motioned at his own cup. “Which is why I haven’t left.”

“You’re done for the day anyway, aren’t you?” Jager asked, sitting down beside him.

Jager studied the man in front of him. Blaze had a scar across his cheek that twisted his features somewhat, but he was still a good-looking man. That scar gave him a badass look. Jager imagined the women would like it, if they ever got past the initial shock. But, then again, Blaze, it appeared, deliberately kept himself out of the loop from most of the social scenes. Jager wondered at that, but then they all had their own challenges when it came to getting back into the circle of life and relationships after recovering from injuries such as theirs.

“What are all those photos?”

Blaze just chuckled, spreading them in front of him. “Most people have pictures of babies,” he said. “These are my babies. I volunteer at the local rescue center.”

Jager looked down and saw dogs, more dogs and even more dogs. He smiled as he picked up one photo of a French bulldog, his grin wide and happy. “These are all at the shelter?” he questioned. “I hope not, because that would mean the shelter is incredibly full of unwanted animals.”

“No,” Blaze said. “They’re the ones we’ve helped place. Rescuing animals is good for the soul.”

“Do you have much in the way of dog training?” He studied Blaze’s face intently. They still needed more men for the K9 files. They had three down, all successful. Jager didn’t want to slow the momentum now. But every one of the assigned men had gone out, and not one of them had come back. Personally, Jager thought that made it a double success, but he wasn’t so sure the commander who’d placed their trust in him and the rest of the guys would agree.

“I grew up raising them,” Blaze said. “My dad is Newfie and Saint Bernard crazy. We had purebreds. My mom used to show them, and Dad raised and trained them.”

“So you have some training experience?”

“Some,” he said. “My dad is a wicked hand at that though.”

“I’m surprised you didn’t go into the K9 unit in the military then.”

“I tried,” Blaze said, giving him a lopsided grin. “But I failed.”

At that, Jager’s eyebrows shot up. “It doesn’t look to me like you failed at much in life.”

“Well, I’d like to think I failed at this one for the right reasons.”

Jager waited.

Blaze picked up a photo, then slowly pulled it toward him, stacking them all together again. “See? Part of the reason those K9 dogs are in the military is how well suited they are for the grueling training they go through. But we’re warned that we’re not allowed to get too attached. We’re told these dogs could move out, not become part of our group, and that we wouldn’t have any say in the matter. We’d be handlers, not owners. Now, if we retired and the dog was retiring at the same time, that’s a different story. But …”

“You figured you couldn’t go into it without your heart getting engaged.”

“Absolutely.”

“Interesting. How do you like working here?”

“To be honest,” Blaze said, “it’s just a stopgap measure. I was thinking about going home to my dad, maybe taking over the family business.”

“Training Saint Bernards and Newfies?”

“Maybe other dogs,” he said. “The old man keeps trying to tell me to come back. We lost Mom two years back, and he’s lonely. There’s just him and me now.”

“Where’s home?”

“Kentucky.”

“You’re here in New Mexico why?”

“Because I was still wandering my way back there,” he said, this time the grin nowhere in sight. “It seems like I was doing everything I could to avoid going home. Going home triumphant after a promotion or willingly retiring from a long and illustrious career is one thing. Going home broken and not quite yourself is a completely different thing.”

“How serious were the injuries?”

Blaze shrugged. “Compared to you guys? I’m probably not too bad. I have a prosthetic foot, missing a rib on the right, lost a little off the liver, and my spleen is gone.”

“All survivable injuries,” Jager said, knowing just how tough those recoveries would have been.

“Which is why I’m sitting here right now. I know I want to go home, but I haven’t quite adjusted to going home less than I was.”

“I don’t think it’s less,” Jager said. “I think it’s life. We make plans, then life takes you out, blows you up and says, ‘Okay, so now what are you going to do?’”

Blaze chuckled. “Lord, isn’t that the truth? It’s been good for me here,” he said, “to see everybody’s issues, not just my own. The rehab center didn’t seem real. Everybody had such major traumas that I could almost disassociate from it, believe I was doing better. It led me down a deceptive lane that said I was doing better, that—as long as I ignored it—I was better off than everybody around me, so I could return to a normal life. But, of course, the reality is, this is a normal life, but it’s not the same one I left.”

“You have to be adaptable,” Jager said.

“You’re not the first one to tell me that,” Blaze said. “You see? You guys, you’ve all found partners. You’ve all got prosthetics of one kind or another, injuries that I’m sure go well beneath the skin, and yet, you’ve all done well for yourselves.”

“I think a large part of that,” Jager said in all seriousness, “is the support group we have around us. I had these guys. They’re the ones who helped me pull through. And, even though I went … I’ll use the word ‘dark’ for the sake of understanding at the moment … I walked away from everything and everyone. When it was time to come back to the light, I came back to these guys. Because I knew they understood. I knew they were where I needed to be. And I knew that, if I had any way at all to make it happen, I would stay close.”

“That’s because you were all in the same unit,” he said. “And I understand that. I wish I had that, but I don’t.”

“No,” Jager said, “but you have something else that many of us don’t have, and I think for most of us we would almost take that over what we have. I say almost because the bonds between us are very, very tight. But you have a father—a father who loves you, a father who’s willing to give you some training, a second chance, his time and energy. You don’t know how much longer you have him around to volunteer that.”

“Exactly why I’m sitting here going over these photos,” Blaze said. “These are successes in the sense that these rescues came in, were rehabilitated and moved on.”

Jager waited, knowing Blaze’s next line was the one that really counted.

Blaze lifted his gaze, and once again that crooked smile peeked out. “I came here broken, not connected to who I really was. I feel like I’m rehabilitated, and it’s time to move on.”

“If you’re interested,” Jager said, “I have a way for you to go home that maybe won’t feel like you’re going home with your tail between your legs.”

Blaze studied him, an eyebrow raising. “You’re offering me a job back home? I don’t know how that would work.”

“Well, it’s not so much a job as a mission from Commander Cross.”

At that, Blaze sat back and said, “Wow. That’s not a name I’ve heard very often.”

“No. He requested our assistance with a program that got shut down, and, of course, typical of all government programs, the chances of it being reopened again are pretty nonexistent. He asked us to finish what the department had been working on when they lost their budget, their funding and their staff.”

“Okay. I’m confused,” Blaze said. He grabbed his cup of coffee and took a big sip, his gaze never leaving Jager’s. “Tell me more.”

“I can’t guarantee that the dog,” Jager said, after he explained as much as he could, “is still in Kentucky, but I do recall that one of them was last seen there.”

“Not only could it not be there,” Blaze warned, “it could be anywhere by now.”

“Exactly. However, our intel so far has been spot-on with the last three.”

“Interesting. And what am I supposed to do when I find this female?”

“Consider this a welfare check,” Jager said. “Make sure she’s okay, in good hands and living a decent life.”

“Easy to do if she is in a good situation. But what if she’s not?”

“Which is why we’re even more concerned about following up on these animals as soon as we can,” Jager admitted. “The first three were not in ideal situations. In each case though, they ended up in the best scenario.”

“What?” Blaze asked. “The men adopted them themselves?”

Jager chuckled. “In two cases, yes. Ethan has Sentry, but he also gained three more with a fourth on the way. He is now doing training workshops and training the animals to be taken out in K9-specialized situations.”

“Wow, good for him. But then Ethan was a K9 handler, wasn’t he?”

“K9 handler and trainer,” Jager confirmed. “Pierce, … well, he helped reunite his dog with her owner before she was shot by the authorities or the locals who all thought the dog was attacking humans for no reason.”

“That’s just wrong,” Blaze said stoutly. “These dogs have served their country many times over. Why would anybody want to do that to them?”

“It’s a tough thing to understand. But Pierce has also been elected sheriff in a community that badly needed an honest leader,” he said. “The last one was Zane back in Maine. He found his dog, called Katch, literally being hunted. He caught up to the dog just as he was at a vet clinic, but, of course, Zane went back to an ex-girlfriend, and the two of them are together again, and he has adopted Katch.”

“Well, I’m not going home to an ex-girlfriend,” Blaze said, “so that won’t work.”

“You might be surprised,” Jager said. “Consider this—we don’t know who or what or why we’re directed in certain places, but, if we leave ourselves open to what may come,” he spoke with a big grin, “just look at us. We all arrived here without partners. And we’re now seven married men who couldn’t be happier.”

“I could hope for something like that,” Blaze said, stroking the scar on his cheek, “but I highly doubt that’ll happen.”

“We thought the same thing,” Jager said with a nod. “Don’t listen to that voice. That’s fear talking. Fear that you’ll be alone, fear that nobody can see past the scars. And it’s not true. You’ve got seven prime examples right here in front of you. We found unbelievably wonderful women who could see so much more than what we did.”

“Sure. But now you’re adding a dog to the package.”

Jager stood up and grinned. “Dogs are supposed to be chick magnets, remember?”

“Ah, so that’s what you’re doing. You’re throwing me a bone, literally, to help me get a partner.” Blaze shook his head. “There’s got to be somebody better for this job.”

“Maybe,” Jager said. “In which case, we’ll offer him one of the others out of the files.” Then he added, “Besides, how many of them have families who train animals? How many of them have families and properties that can handle a K9 animal that just wants to come home and rest? Remember. This K9 has her own scars, and she’s just looking for love too. And in this case she’s a loner. Her name is Solo, and, if you can find her, she needs to be brought in from the cold.”

And, with that, he walked out, leaving Blaze wondering what he’d just been signed up for.


Chapter 1
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Blaze drove his truck down the long stretch of Kentucky highway. He’d been consumed with Solo since he started this trip. She truly was a loner according to her very slim file. She’d been one who bonded the first time easily and less so each time she underwent a handler/trainer change.

After her last handler had walked away from the K9 division, she’d struggled to assimilate into her new situation. As luck would have it, Blaze was heading back home, and that was the dog’s last known location. And then she had taken off, and no one knew what had happened since.

The adopted family had been stalwart in their own defense, saying the dog had not taken to any of them, even though they’d tried hard. Maybe because of that they hadn’t devoted much time to finding her. As far as anyone knew, she was on her own.

Not a good scenario for a loner dog to become more isolated. Blaze’s heart ached for Solo. Blaze understood loneliness all too well.

Blaze picked up his takeout coffee and winced. It was pretty bad. It tasted days old, but it was coffee, and he was still trying to stay awake on this trip. For whatever reason, he’d decided to not tell his father he was coming, and he’d thrown the rest of his stuff in the back of his pickup and hit the road. This was everything he owned, and wasn’t that a shocker at this stage of his life?

When he was only about twenty miles away from his destination, he pulled up at the turnoff and stopped, parking the truck off to the side of the road and hopped out. He studied the area, smiling. It had been a long time, at least ten years, since he’d been here other than visits on leave.

Up ahead was a Mustang convertible on the side of the road. He frowned and walked the hundred yards to a woman looking down at a flat tire. “That looks pretty nasty.” Then he waited for her reaction. To his scar.

“Of course it is,” she said, still staring at the tire, blowing long strands of blond hair back up over her forehead. “Anything I do ends up bad. It could be just a simple flat. It could be that I had a spare in the trunk. It could be that I wasn’t out here alone. And just imagine if I was dating a mechanic—I could call him, and he’d come and pick me up. But, of course, none of that is reality.” She looked at him without one blink and said, “Sorry, I’m not normally this upset. But right now”—she motioned at the tire before returning her hand to her hip—“this is the final straw.”

She didn’t react. Not one iota. How odd. He liked her already. Plus, she felt familiar somehow … “So, what else happened to your day that made this the final straw?”

“It’s not even the whole day. It’s just the last fifteen minutes. I was driving along the highway, busy thinking about the bloody events I have to arrange for this upcoming weekend, when a dog shot across the highway in front of me. I swear to God, I was on a direct course to hit it. I swerved and then ran over something, managed to come to a stop here and then saw the flat tire.”

“A dog?” Blaze asked, looking at her with interest.

“A shepherd something. A shepherd mixed with something, I mean. It must be one from a breeder around here that got loose.”

“I do know a breeder around here,” he said, curious about the dog she’d seen. What were the odds it was Solo? “But he breeds Saint Bernards and Newfies.”

She looked at him briefly and then shrugged. “Sorry. I understand basically what those dogs are, but I don’t really know the differences.”

“The first similarity is they’re both big,” he said. “The differences, … well, there are quite a few but mostly color. Newfies are solid black and have massive heads. Saint Bernards also have massive heads, but they’re usually white and brown.”

“Newfies are the ones that look like bears, right?”

“To a certain extent, yes. And Saint Bernards are the ones you see in the comics with a little barrel under their neck for people lost up in the Alpine.”

Her face lit up at that reference. “Right,” she said. “I’ve seen a bunch of those around town.”

“Are you from around here?”

“Yes,” she said. “I’m an events planner. I started my own company, and why I would have done that I don’t know.”

“Like weddings and stuff?”

Her stare turned flat and grim as she leveled it at him. “Events. Not weddings. Unless under duress,” she said. “Did you know the nicest, sweetest, most beautiful woman can turn into a nightmare ogre over her wedding? I planned one once for a friend. We’re barely friends anymore. So, yeah. No, not weddings. Wedding planners specifically handle those events.”

“So, what kind of events then?”

“Everything from music festivals to modeling shows to …” She raised both hands in frustration. “I guess even dog shows. But nobody said I had to understand the different breeds. I happen to like dogs, but I’ve just never been around them much.”

“Are you scared of them?”

“Sure,” she said. “I was bit by one when I was a kid. And, for some reason, I’ve never really had a chance to get over it. But I don’t avoid them when I see them.”

“You need to be around dogs more to get over that,” he said.

“You sound like quite a dog lover.”

“I am,” he said. “I worked with rescues in New Mexico. Best day ever was when those animals were adopted into new homes.”

“Well, there’s a shepherd running around here that looks lost.”

“Which way did it go?” he asked, studying the woods across the road.

“The opposite way you’re looking.”

He shot her a look and gazed over in the other direction. “The woods go on for miles of state land out there, don’t they?”

“There’s talk of a subdivision coming in between this road and the new highway on the other side of this wooded belt. I hope it doesn’t. Part of the beauty of the place is the fact that we’re still fairly quaint and small. Once more developments come in, we lose some of that prettiness.”

“Depends on how well it’s done,” he muttered. “Did you hit it?”

“I don’t think so,” she said. “I didn’t hear a thump, but I was honestly way too busy trying to keep my vehicle on the road.”

He walked across the road and checked the ditch. “I don’t see a dog lying anywhere around here.”

“Thank God for that,” she murmured. “I wouldn’t have been able to approach it either.”

“No, but you could have called for help.”

“I did,” she said. “I called the tow truck.”

He laughed. “I think that’s coming down the road toward us then.”

She looked down the road. “Yes,” she said. “I might get back to town at a decent hour.”

“Are you that late?”

“I was late an hour ago,” she said gloomily. “I need to get all this shit to the event. Today’s Wednesday. It starts Friday at eight p.m., and I have way too much to do.”

“If you want, I can give you a lift.”

She looked at him and frowned.

He said, “I am from around here. I just haven’t been home much in the last ten years.”

Her eyes lit up. “You know what? I thought you looked familiar.”

“I’m Blaze Bingham,” he said. “Dex Bingham is my dad.”

“And he’s the trainer of the Newfies and the Saint Bernards, right?”

He nodded.

She reached out a hand and shook his enthusiastically. “I remember him. He’s a sweetie.”

“Yes,” Blaze said. “To a certain extent. But, like all fathers and sons, we’ve had our outs.”

“Yep, sure can relate to that. I have a mother and two older sisters. Thankfully we live on opposite sides of the country. That way we still love each other.”

She gave him such an impish grin that it had him laughing. “And you are?”

“Camilla.”

“Have we met before?”

“Nope. I’d remember.”

Before he could ask her to elaborate on that comment, the tow truck approached. Blaze watched the big blue vehicle pull past and then back up and out hopped somebody he hadn’t seen in a very long time. Blaze had a huge grin on his face as he waited to see if Slim, the driver, would recognize him.

Slim glanced at him briefly, looked over at the woman and asked, “Camilla, what are you doing now?”

“Me?” she cried in outrage. “Me? I didn’t do anything. A damn dog went across the road, and I tried to avoid it, and somehow I must have run over something. Look at that. It’s flat.”

Blaze didn’t want to tell her that it was more than flat. The rim itself was bent. That meant buying a new tire, at least.

“Well, this one’ll cost you,” Slim said.

“Cost me what?” she asked suspiciously.

He just rolled his eyes at her. “It’s not just a flat tire this time. You need a whole new wheel.”

She just stared at him, her jaw dropping. “Oh, no,” she said. “That’s expensive.”

“Doesn’t matter if it’s expensive or not,” Slim said, pushing his hat back off his forehead. “You got a car. You need four wheels. Right now you have three wheels. The good news is you can afford it.”

“Maybe, but I have huge expenses too, and my business is hardly lighting the world on fire,” she said mutinously. “Still, if I need it, then get me a fourth one,” she said matter-of-factly.

He stared down at her and said, “That’s what I’m saying. You need a total replacement.”

Blaze was amused at her reaction, but then he noted potentially financial stress behind it all. “Any chance of her getting a secondhand one? Or a pair rather?”

She turned and looked at him gratefully and then spun to Slim. “Right, is that possible?”

Slim scratched his forehead, but his gaze went from the tire to Blaze and then back again. “Maybe,” he said, and then he stopped, and his grin started. “Well, I’ll be.”

“You still sound like a country bumpkin,” Blaze said, reaching over to shake his old friend’s hand.

“I am a country bumpkin.” He looked Blaze up and down and said, “You’re a sight for sore eyes. Man, will your dad be happy to have you back in town.”

“Oh, I don’t know about that. I haven’t told my dad yet. It’s supposed to be a surprise.”

“Well, it’s a good one. You know it’s a good one. He’s been hoping you’d come home for the last five years.”

“I’m here now,” Blaze said. “I was just about to offer Camilla here”—he stopped as she swung her gaze and those huge baby blue eyes back at him—“a lift into town with all her stuff.”

“That’ll go past your place, and then you have to return again,” Slim said in that no-nonsense voice. “Might be better if I just take her.”

“But I have a lot of stuff in the vehicle,” she said. “Can you carry it all? And I need to be dropped off at the center.”

Slim looked a little doubtful at that.

“Look. It’s not a big deal,” Blaze said. “I’ve got lots of room in my truck. Let’s just get everything moved. Slim can get your vehicle hooked up and can let you know when he gets some secondhand tires and maybe rims.”

She nodded. “Slim, you’ll work on that, right? I really need my wheels back.”

“I’ll see what I got in the shop,” he said, “but you shouldn’t be driving on one odd tire.”

“As you just pointed out, I won’t be,” she said in a tart voice. “I’ll be driving on four.”

It was all Blaze could do to hold back his snicker, but he caught Slim’s eyes as he rolled them, so Blaze explained. “What Slim means is, if you can’t afford to buy four new tires, you need to at least replace two, so you’re two and two.”

“Why would I do that?” She stared at him in outrage. “Only one is broken.”

And Blaze did something he hadn’t done in a very long time. He started to chuckle, and that chuckle ended up in true laughter, and, before he was done, he was bent over double—until, all of a sudden, he was being whacked on his shoulders. She’d grabbed her purse out of the front seat and was hitting him with it.

He stepped back, holding up his arm defensively, desperately trying to get his breath. “Sorry,” he gasped. “That just struck me as terribly funny.”

She glared at him. “You’re not very nice.”

“I wasn’t laughing at you,” he said, but Slim was grinning, waiting to see if Blaze could get out of this pickle. “But Slim here wasn’t doing a great job of explaining that you shouldn’t drive with one tire odd to the other three. They should be replaced in twos, even if one is still okay.”

She fisted her hands on her hips and glared at him. Then she spun around to Slim and said, “And when were you going to tell me that part of it?” Her voice got darker by the minute.

“Now, Camilla, don’t you start with me,” Slim said. “I’ll even help you and Blaze unload your car into his truck, okay?”

“I’ll move my truck. Give me a sec.”

With her silent nod, all three jumped into action. When the transfer was complete, Slim walked back to his tow truck and lowered his winch. “I’ll get this vehicle loaded up. I’ll take it back to my shop, and we’ll see. But no guarantees. And, yes, Blaze is right. You should have four new tires, two at minimum. Plus a spare. I know business hasn’t been going that great for you lately, so I’ll do what I can, but you need to plan that into the budget coming up. Because those other tires are almost,” he said, stopping for emphasis, “shot too.”

She snorted and marched to Blaze’s truck. Blaze figured maybe he was the better of the two bets after all. He managed to keep his chuckles to himself, but he patted Slim on the shoulder as he walked past and said, “We need to have a beer and catch up.”

“Give me a shout,” Slim said. “It’s good to have you back in town, man.” And he turned to hook up the small car.

Blaze turned on his truck and headed back into town. He mentally marked the location and then saw Mile Marker 26 up ahead.

“What are you looking at?”

“The mile marker here,” he said, “so I can come back and look for that shepherd.”

She stared at him, her eyes huge. “You’d do that?”

“Absolutely.”
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Camilla Channing looked at him in surprise. “Wow, okay, I never knew anybody who would do that for an animal.”

“My dad would, and, if you told Slim about it, I bet he would too.”

“I’ve never been around animals much,” she confessed, “so they’re all just this big mystery. My mom would never let us have anything. From a cat to a dog to a guinea pig or to a hamster, they were all nasty and too much work.”

“Should’ve brought spiders home for her. She would have seen a hamster as an easy pet after that.”

Camilla looked at him, and then she giggled. “I happen to like spiders,” she whispered.

He laughed. “I have got to tell you that you don’t look like a spider person.”

“Well, not those icky ones that move really quickly across the floor,” she said comfortably. “But a friend of mine had tarantulas. Now they were awesome.”

She knew she’d blown him away with that comment when he just muttered something under his breath and kept on driving. She snickered. “You shouldn’t make judgments about people, you know? Because we all turn out to be different.”

“I wasn’t trying to judge you,” he said, “but you’re right. You’re definitely different than I thought.”

“Good,” she said. “Never want anybody to get too complacent. Because then they pigeonhole you into a corner and don’t think you can do anything.” She winced at that, realizing she was probably telling him way too much about herself, but years of having people tell her that she wasn’t old enough or not a big enough company or didn’t have the chops to do the job had her a little abrasive on the topic. “So, what kept you away for ten years?”

“Navy,” he succinctly said. “Then an accident and then surgery and then rehab, followed by trying to figure out what I wanted from life again.”

She gasped in sympathy. “Oh my,” she said, “that sounds terrible.”

“I did return anytime I had leave and I could come though. But my parents also traveled a lot with the dog shows. We lost Mom two years ago, and I know life has been that much harder for Dad since then.”

“And for you,” she said gently. “Particularly if you were still healing yourself.”

“Exactly,” he said as if surprised at her insight. “I was planning on coming back for visit as soon as I was well enough, but she was killed in a car accident before I got to that point.”

“And you didn’t come for the funeral?” she asked hesitatingly. She shifted in her seat, not sure what to say. But she just couldn’t imagine the pain for the entire family. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I probably met your mom, but I can’t remember your dad’s wife, if that makes any sense.”

“Makes total sense,” he said. “And, if you weren’t into dogs, you probably wouldn’t have known my mom. She was dog crazy. She was into show dogs and grooming dogs and breeding dogs, and it just went on and on and on.”

“Is your dad still doing that?”

“I think so, at least to a certain extent,” he said. “I’ll know more when I get home.”

“And here instead you’re driving me into town, when you could already be at home, reunited with your father. I’m sorry.”

“The day I pass by somebody in need is the day I deserve to be pistol-whipped,” he said.

She smiled. “I think you actually believe chivalry isn’t dead.”

“It isn’t,” he said, his voice strong. “Neither is honor, loyalty or morality.”

“Wow, okay.” Just then they arrived at the center. “Can you turn into that parking lot for me?”

Obediently he followed her directions and then backed up to the double doors. She hopped out on her cell phone, calling for her assistant to open the doors. “I owe you one,” she said, followed with a heartfelt “Thank you.”
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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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