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About This Book


Welcome to Harrison’s Heart, book 7 in Heroes for Hire, reconnecting readers with the unforgettable men from SEALs of Honor in a new series of action-packed, page turning romantic suspense that fans have come to expect from USA TODAY Bestselling author Dale Mayer.

When a call for help comes from Ice’s father, Harrison steps up. A senator has been shot, his wife beaten and his kids are in the wind. It’s up to Harrison to find the answers everyone is looking for.

Including finding the senator’s ex-military and pissed at the world daughter. Only she doesn’t want anything to do with him.

Zoe is on a mission. There’s no room in her world for heroes – especially not Harrison. But he won’t take no for an answer. Only Zoe has angered the wrong people, and they won’t stop until they put an end to her meddling or better yet – to her.

With so much going on, Harrison struggles to pull the pieces together – before their world is completely blown apart – permanently.

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


Chapter 1
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Harrison Hamilton sat down at the dining table, his movements jerky, rough, and almost ending with his coffee washing the tabletop. At least only Levi was here. Harrison stared at his cup glumly. He was going nuts here. He raised his gaze and glared at Levi. “Get me the hell out of here. You must have a job somewhere for me.”

Levi raised one eyebrow. “Walls closing in on you?”

“The compound of love is getting to me.” He leaned forward. “You know what it’s like to be the only single guy here?”

Levi barely held back a smirk. “That’ll change. We got a few more guys coming in.”

Harrison nodded. “That’s nice. But they aren’t here now. I tried to watch a movie last night, and people were cuddling on the couch. I went to the kitchen to get away from that, to work on a report, and found another couple cuddling.” He rolled his eyes. “I went to the goddamn gym to work off some of that lovely extra energy, and what did I see? Another couple. I’m coupled out.” He picked up his coffee and drank half of it all at once, then put it down and said, “Find me a job and get me the hell out of here.” He groaned and stood to leave when he heard the crowd coming for breakfast. “Here we go again.” He dropped to his chair in defeat.

Levi shook his head, a frown forming. “Don’t take it so personally.”

Harrison glared at him again. “It’s not that it’s personal. It’s overwhelming.”

Levi’s face relaxed. “I can see that. I remember when …”

“Yeah, when it was just us guys.” Harrison didn’t bother to explain his acceptance of Ice as one of the guys, bringing the expanded original team count to seven. “Now it’s me against, what? How many of you? … Six! Plus your partners. It’s ridiculous.”

Couples streamed in, looking for morning coffee and food. With bright cheerful chatter, several headed for the coffeepot; others—who weren’t generally morning people—sat at the dining table and waited for their better halves to get coffee for them.

Harrison shook his head and slouched farther into his seat. Maybe, if he looked like he’d had a shitty night, they’d stay far away from him. They needed to. Hell, even Logan was here with Alina. Harrison didn’t know if she’d moved in permanently or not, but she was damn close to it. One of the apartments was being fixed up for them. At this point, Levi was building married quarters, like on a military base.

Harrison snorted at that. Several people turned and looked at him questioningly. He glared at them.

Logan’s eyebrows shot up. “Aren’t you a bear this morning.”

Harrison closed his eyes. As far as he was concerned, getting out couldn’t happen soon enough. He should go for a ten-mile jog to work off some tension. He hadn’t had a job that required a lot of skill in several weeks, and he was up for it. More to the point, he was rather desperate for something to happen.

Alfred appeared at that moment, looking a little more tired than usual. Harrison felt instant guilt. He’d been sitting on his butt, growling at the world, while Alfred could have used help in the kitchen. Harrison hopped up, walked into the kitchen and picked up the other platters of food. He brought them out and muttered as he passed Alfred, “Sorry, buddy. I should’ve been helping.”

Alfred patted him on the shoulder. “Don’t worry about it. There’s adjustment needed here for everyone.”

“Yeah, you’re not kidding.”

When breakfast was almost done, Ice’s phone rang. “Hey, Dad. What’s up?” Not long afterward she put down her fork and stiffened.

Levi turned to watch her. Silence descended on the table. Ice’s father was a doctor who ran the private hospital in California where Levi, Rhodes, Merk and Stone went to recover when their very lives had been in danger almost a year before. Maybe it was over a year ago. Harrison couldn’t even remember—it seemed so long ago. From the look on Ice’s face, her father may be in trouble.

She got up and grabbed the remote to turn on the wall screen beside him. She pushed a few buttons, and her father appeared onscreen. “Go ahead, Dad. You’re on video here while we all have breakfast.”

Relief flooded his face when he saw her. “My night was a little rough. I’m sure you heard on the news yesterday about the senator being shot?”

“Yes, Senator Branson,” Levi spoke up. “What’s going on?”

“His wife is currently a patient in my hospital. She’s an old friend, and she’s in a bad way. It’s hard to get the full story from her as she’s been terribly hurt and is drifting in and out of consciousness. I’m not sure if she’s withholding secrets, scared of bad press, fears for the safety of her family, or all of it. But the bottom line is, her daughter has gone missing. Actually the son has too, but that’s not unusual. Anyway, so far nobody’s had any luck locating the daughter. She’s twenty-seven. Very smart. Did a stint in the military. She had some bad experience there, and when her time was up, walked away and didn’t look back. Honestly … she’s rumored to have shot her father. I’ve met her several times. If she did, I’m inclined to believe she had good reason. However, that’s only a rumor.”

Ice and Levi looked at each other, then at the screen.

Harrison leaned forward. “Richard, what about the relationship between the son and the senator?”

Ice’s father nodded. “Hello, Harrison. Haven’t seen you in a long time, buddy.”

Harrison cracked a smile. “In my case, it’s probably a good thing.”

Richard smiled, then continued, “As far as the son, he’s being groomed for a career in politics. He seems to be doing an outstanding job on his father’s campaign trail to get him re-elected. He’s eighteen months older than his sister. The siblings have never been close. Not lots of love between them. I’d say the opposite is true. But not enough that she’d abandon her brother. They are still siblings, and she’s the more responsible one of the two.”

“What happened to the mother?” Harrison asked. “Why is she in your hospital? Was she shot too?”

Richard shook his head. “No. She’s been severely beaten. She’s got bruises all over her face, neck, shoulders, and arms. It looks like she was on the ground and took several blows and kicks, even an attempted strangulation, while lying there. She’s very slight, but she’s tall. She’s fifty-three and very lean. And, without much padding, her body suffered quite a beating.”

“Is she conscious now? Can she talk to us?” Ice asked. “Because that’s where we need to start.”

“She’s not coherent enough at this time.”

Levi spoke up again. “Richard, I presume you’re asking us to look for the daughter?”

Richard nodded. “Yes. The thing is, it has to be done quietly. I’d also like to know who beat up Trish. The local police are on this.”

Levi sat back and crossed his arms. “Together? That can cause an awful lot of cross contamination and absolutely no sharing of information.”

Richard tilted his head. “And I’m not even sure I can give you very much either.”

Ice said, “Don’t worry about it, Dad. We’ll get what we can. Can you tell me when the daughter went missing and where the senator was shot?”

“The senator was shot at 7:15 p.m. last night on his doorstep. His wife arrived at my hospital shortly thereafter, and the daughter hasn’t been seen since dinnertime.”

“Any chance the gunman took the daughter?” Levi asked. “Or murdered and dumped her somewhere?”

Richard’s face looked haggard as he contemplated the idea. “It’s possible. And Ice, the reason Trish is here is because she called personally, asking me to help her.”

“Have you told the police?” Levi asked, his voice hard. “Do you have any involvement in this case that’ll turn up once we start digging?”

Richard shook his head. “I told the police she’s here, under lock and key in intensive care, and badly beaten. Other than that, I didn’t tell them anything.” He winced. “Trish didn’t say much except that her daughter didn’t hurt her. But it’s possible the senator beat her up.”

There was dead silence at the table.

Harrison shook his head and swore under his breath. Wife-beaters were very low on their list of men to help, and generally Legendary Security wouldn’t work for them. But a senator who beat his wife? If that got out, well, that would create a media storm, and they’d have a harder time getting to the truth. “Why was she beaten as badly as she was? I guess the real question is, was the senator shot before or after?” Harrison studied Richard’s face.

“We can’t determine that yet. Both happened so closely together.” Richard sighed, then glanced around the room and smiled. “Levi, I see a lot of new members on your team, and most are women. I like that.”

“And that’s a good thing,” Ice said, her voice calm. “But they aren’t necessarily all on the team. Dad, many of the team have partners now.”

A faint smile crossed his lips as he nodded his head. “Good for them. I must get back to work. Is this something your team can help me with? Trish is afraid for her daughter.”

Levi nodded.

At that Harrison jumped in the conversation again. “I can be on a plane within a couple hours.”

Richard gave a heavy sigh. “Thank you. Stay at my house, Harrison. I have no idea where this trail will lead. But it could go across the country. This girl had military connections. I don’t know what the hell she was into since leaving the service. If she did shoot the senator, maybe it was to stop him from killing Trish. She certainly has the training for it, and she’s become a bit of a wild card. A lot of anger and I think hurt.” He flashed a tired smile and shut down the video.

Harrison sat back and said, “Wow. A wife-beating senator.” He leaned forward. “Is the senator dead or just shot?”

Everybody looked at each other to get confirmation.

“I believe he said ‘shot.’ I’m not sure that meant the senator has died. Yet. We’ll follow up.” Ice stood. “I’ll head to the office to see what information I can find.”

Sienna spoke from the far side of the table. “I’ll make your travel arrangements, Harrison.”

Levi turned to Harrison and said, “You’re not going alone. Too often our cases go sideways.”

Harrison rolled his eyes. “Well, throw in a couple of the new guys. Everyone else here is lovey-dovey.” He said it in such a caustic tone, they all looked at him. He didn’t give a shit.

As he walked away, he heard Levi explaining to the others how Harrison has cabin fever and needs to get out for a bit.

Under his breath, he muttered, “Yeah, that’s putting it mildly.”

He shouldn’t take it out on them though. They were all happy, and that was the way life should be. So it wasn’t their fault he sucked in the relationship department. His track record was all kinds of bad. That was why he wasn’t ready to move forward. But he had come to terms with it.

In his own way.

Or he could always move off the compound and look for another job. He growled at the thought. But he was twisting himself up, down, and sideways living where he was now. It had been bearable until Logan and Alina moved in together. And yet, he liked Alina, so that made no sense.

So, what the hell was this all about?

Sour grapes, said the little voice inside. Jealousy. You know you don’t want to be alone. But your chances of that ever changing aren’t good, and you’re afraid you could be the one single man in the compound who doesn’t find somebody special.

This time when he growled, he rolled his eyes. “Just perfect,” he muttered.


Chapter 2
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Zoe Branson squatted on the street corner at Benji’s side. His tin cup and white cane were before him as he played his faithful guitar. She’d been here for most of the morning. She should go grab them both a coffee. But now she was too lazy, tired, and happy, enjoying just sitting for a few minutes. It was hard to do anything other than that right now.

She was always looking over her shoulder. She had so much hate and anger inside her that she didn’t know what to do anymore. She needed to pound someone into the ground, but she had nobody to use to do so. Besides, she’d found out that following through did her more harm than good. That was the facts of life.

“You don’t have to sit here and keep me company, little one,” Benji said. His fingers gently strummed the guitar.

A mother and child walked by. The boy dropped some coins into Benji’s cup.

He smiled and said, “Bless you, child.”

Zoe watched the boy walk away, his hand in his mom’s, being carried along even as he kept an eye on Benji.

“How did you know it was a child?” she whispered.

“The footsteps.”

She rolled her eyes and nodded. “How did you know that a child dropped the coin?”

“Because the lack of force with which the coins fell. And they didn’t fall from far off the ground.”

She chuckled. “Good answer. How about I grab us two coffees?” She stood. “Have you eaten today?”

His nod said absolutely. “I had an apple and half a sandwich this morning.”

She checked her watch. It was almost two. “You got dinner plans, or are you happy with whatever I pick up?”

His laughter was rich as it rolled across the street. “I never turn down a meal, no matter if I got plans or not.”

“Isn’t that the truth?” She turned to add, “Back in ten.”

“Maybe today you will. Probably tomorrow you won’t.”

He had been saying something similar off and on for the last few days. She realized she couldn’t argue with him because she could pick up and leave without a moment’s notice. For the present she was here. And that was the way she liked it. She was anonymous. Nobody knew who she was, where she came from, and nobody cared. At this moment, she was golden.

A block away was a coffee shop in the Riverside Center. Her diet sucked presently, but she didn’t care. Her normal rations consisted of all-natural yogurt and lots of fresh veggies and fruit. When she hit the streets, it was amazing how easily she became accustomed to not having all the things she used to love. Especially when the penalty meant she had to take the shit that came with it. She couldn’t do that right now. She might not be up for it ever again.

She briefly contemplated leaving the country, a daily thought in her mind. But…could she do that if her mother lived? Her mother was the only person she cared about. She knew others said she had been the one to beat up her mom. That was a lie. She was fully capable of beating somebody up, but never her mother, the one who’d been her protective buffer against the world. Her mother had warned her to walk away when she came up against some of the most horrible offenses in the military. Being a man and serving was one thing, as a woman it was a completely different story.

Her best friend had been raped by several men in their own unit. Such a horrible betrayal of both body and mind. Zoe had fought so hard to get justice. But when she found her friend hanging in the bathroom, tied up with her own shirt, she’d walked. There’d been no justice for her friend. None.

And she doubted it would happen in her lifetime. There were so many cover-ups. The military couldn’t handle the thought that soldiers were anything but perfect. The men she’d believed to be good, honest, and upright patriots had turned on one of their own. And they were still raping other women.

A rock sat in her path. She pulled her leg back and kicked it as far as she could. She had enough anger sliding through her that it shot forward, bounced and kept on rolling. But it wasn’t a big enough outlet for her temper.

She entered the coffee shop and ordered two. Picking them up, she walked to the store next door and checked out a couple sandwiches on the menu. It was cheaper if she bought a large quantity. Benji could pack one away for later, and she could too. She bought four large with everything and had them wrapped and bagged so she could take them to-go.

With her purchases in hand, she made her way to where Benji sat. She’d seen him many times over the last few months since she’d left the military. In fact, when she needed to get away after her father’s shooting, Benji had been the first man on her mind. And the lifestyle he lived. She’d followed his example and disappeared into the streets.

He was still singing, strumming away on his guitar, soulfully happy. She didn’t understand how that could be. It seemed like life was against him, that he’d always gotten the wrong end of the stick. And nobody gave a damn. Yet every day he showed up with a smile on his face, a gentle ring of happiness around his heart, and cheerfully played his guitar for silver coins in his cup.

She needed to find some of that. She’d been sitting beside him, looking to see what his secret was. As it was right now, her anger was poisoning her. Eventually it would kill her. She was okay with that. Except she couldn’t leave her mom alone and unprotected. That asshole who shot her father would come back. No way he wouldn’t if he had intended to kill her father. The question dominant in her mind was, did he plan to take out her mom next? And was he alone or coming as part of a pack?
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Harrison’s flight was due to depart soon, and he had been allowed early boarding. He opened his laptop and downloaded the information Ice sent—personal histories, including military records of all the family members. Richard, Ice’s father, would send his man Foster to the San Diego International Airport to meet Harrison when he landed and to drive him to Richard’s place. That was good because Richard had one hell of a house. And Harrison was always up for living in some luxury. Besides, Richard lived alone. Harrison wouldn’t have to deal with any romantic mess there.

He looked at the senator’s file first. According to the reports, several death threats had been made against him, vicious letters delivered and nasty emails sent. Nothing the police had found was viable enough to convict anybody. The senator was well-loved within his constituency and yet, hated by so many others. A strong religious faction had put him in power and shaped his own beliefs. He was antiabortion and antigun, yet he owned a firearm himself. In interviews, he gave confusing statements and countered questions with more questions. The media loved to hate him and vice versa. But nothing in here showed signs he had had a violent past or whispered he might’ve been a wife-beater.

For all intents and purposes, they were the perfect family—from the outside. The senator was born into money, and married into a wealthy family.

Harrison looked at the wife’s file next. In comparison to her husband’s, Trish’s file was very slim. She had two children and spent most of her time doing charity work now that the son and daughter were older. Trish appeared to be well-loved by the community, was often a guest speaker for women’s rights, and loved the underdog. No death threats against her personally, but there were some in association with her husband. She’d been born into big money and had been groomed to marry it as well.

The kids had gone to boarding and private schools their whole lives, making Harrison wonder how they had any relationship as a family while spending so much time apart. Yet the comments made by those who knew Trish were how caring a mother she was and how involved she was in her children’s lives. Of course, those were surface observations. Who knew what the truth was? They had live-in servants: a housekeeper and a man who doubled as the gardener and chauffeur. Harrison shrugged. He couldn’t imagine what Trish’s days were like.

Harrison pulled out the next file. The son had followed in his father’s footsteps: top-notch universities that led to some business experience and now into politics. He was not as well-loved, or as well-hated, as his father, but he was still young and could fall either way with time. He was a ladies’ man. Ice had included a picture of him in a tuxedo. On each arm, he was escorted by a beautiful woman. He looked like it was his right in life. Yet a bit of tension was around his lips. And the look in his eyes was not necessarily one Harrison was particularly fond of. Arrogance. Like some, he had been born with a silver spoon in his mouth and fully expected everybody else to cater to him.

But then what could one expect from a rich pretty boy who never had to do a real day’s work in his life?

When Harrison opened the daughter’s file, he found only a few pages but slowed his reading. Something about her really caught his attention. Nothing Richard had said gave any indication as to what was going on in her world. They also didn’t know if she had been kidnapped and possibly murdered as a result of the earlier attacks on her parents. She’d done a stint in the military, joining against her parents’ wishes. Apparently they had quite a fight over it, but she was an adult, and with her thumb to her nose, had joined anyway.

She’d done her time, and then she’d walked. She was a top-notch martial arts expert. And although she’d been training since she was young, and on the surface she’d been given every advantage, she didn’t appear to like team sports. Throughout her childhood she had attended classes in shooting, archery, martial arts, and of course, all the expected “refined” curriculum, like painting and music. Yet she had turned to the military anyway—the ultimate in team sports. And there she had excelled. She had a competitive edge, and maybe, finally throwing off the shackles of her family, had found a place of her own.

Until something changed. Harrison read through lots of glowing recommendations and comments about her behavior—top of the class, strong with teamwork, and dependable. But as he read farther, he noted a dividing line, separating the time before and after. Some inciting incident had warranted the comments afterward. Angry. Undisciplined. No respect for authority. She was recommended for a psych evaluation. Turned it down. Was forced to attend. Showed up, then walked out. He raised his eyebrows at that. It took a lot to thumb her nose at the military. That was one hell of a big machine to buck. When it stomped back, a lot of people got hurt. He didn’t know what had gone on in her world, but something had.

From top of the class to the bottom of the ranks mentally, emotionally, and physically. She appeared to have stopped caring or wanted out so badly she’d do anything. But the military wasn’t very good at letting people leave.

He kept reading but found little more, and nothing that explained her current behavior. He was more fascinated than ever. For all intents and purposes, she was well-loved but had probably found the authority too much to bear. Her father couldn’t have been easy to live with. And growing up in the public eye was never fun.

If she hadn’t had the beauty of her mother, that could’ve been an issue as well. Her brother, Alex, appeared to be the favored child, and that would’ve been another. Harrison wanted to label her the poor little rich girl, but there was something about the look in her eyes in her first military photo—where she looked so damn proud and happy—that he couldn’t do anything but smile. He remembered his initial military days too. He knew exactly how she felt.

Then there was a second picture—her exit photo as she walked out, filled with anger, a tight pinched look to her lips and a hardened gaze. No. Not anger. Violence was in her now. He shook his head. “What happened to you?”

She’d be twenty-seven, going on twenty-eight. And, since leaving the military, nobody had any idea what she was up to other than floating through life. She stayed in touch with the family but had no permanent job. According to reports, she’d been home that day her father had been shot. But the time line was confused. Nobody knew how long she’d been there, where she’d come from, or if she’d walked in, shot her father and walked out. He studied the exit photo. The look in her eyes. With that anger, she absolutely would have no trouble shooting her father and running—if he was her target. But Harrison doubted she had. Something had occurred during those years in the military, but something else a few years later for her father to end up with a bullet in his head and her mother beaten and in a private hospital.

Harrison closed the folders and shut down his laptop as the stewardesses came around with drinks. He stared out the window, wondering what the hell had happened to that “perfect” family. Bad circumstances didn’t seem to care how much money anybody had.

Shit happened to them all.

He landed at the airport to see Foster, Richard’s man, waiting for him. Traveling was so much easier when walking out of a massive airport, Harrison could find a friendly face. As he got to the limousine, he opened the front door, getting in the passenger’s side.

“It’s good to see you, Foster.” Harrison smiled at him.

“It’s good to see you too, sir. You’re alone, right? How are you?”

“I’m meeting two of the guys in Coronado. But I’ll be staying at Richard’s place.”

“It’ll be good to have another face around the table. Richard’s been very busy lately. It’s been pretty quiet at the house.”

Harrison could imagine.

“Still, it’s a big place, and there’s always work to be done.” Foster chuckled. “I happen to like yard work. And the house makes me happy.” He shot a glance at Harrison. “I’ve been there going on twenty years now, you know?”

“Wow. You must be happy then.”

“Indeed. I moved into the cottage a couple years ago. That’s made for a nice change too.”

Harrison leaned back against the seat and settled in for the drive through the heavy traffic. There were a lot worse things in life than having your own little cottage in a ritzy place like that.

“Richard isn’t around enough to cause any work. If the house functions and stays safe and secure while he’s gone, he’s happy.”

“But who’s cooking?” Harrison asked. “And how is Richard’s health and attitude lately?”

Foster seemed to stiffen a bit.

“I’m only asking because Ice is concerned.”

Foster relaxed. “It would be nice to see her again.”

“Like Richard, she’s busy. They are two peas in a pod. They went in opposite directions, but they’re both filling their lives by doing a lot of good for many people.”

“A man can’t ask for any more of his kids than that,” Foster said.

Harrison thought about it. Nobody at the compound had any, nor were any of the women pregnant or already a mother. He couldn’t imagine what that would do to the place when they did. Surely that was the next step. How could it not be? Whether it was a good thing or not, he wasn’t at all sure.

When they reached Richard’s driveway, they found the lights on and a car parked out front. “Richard’s home.”

Harrison hopped out, grabbed his bag from the back seat and walked to the front door. It opened, and there was Richard. He was tired and a little frailer than the last time Harrison saw him. Although Richard visited Ice when he could, and Ice made a point to see him as often as she could, the rest of the guys didn’t see Richard much.

“You should move to Texas,” Harrison said. “We could always use a doctor on the compound.”

Richard laughed. “Maybe, if grandchildren become a possibility, I’ll consider it,” he said, “but I’m not ready to retire yet.”

His comment was in line with what Harrison had wondered about earlier—children at the compound—and he smiled. “That would be something to see. I can’t imagine Ice having children.”

“Oddly enough, I can. When she was growing up, she was always babysitting the neighbors’ kids. It will happen one day. But hopefully not for a while. I am not quite ready for that stage of life either.”

Richard showed Harrison to his room. Harrison dropped his bag next to the bed and followed Richard to the living area. “Any change in Trish’s condition?”

Richard shook his head. “No.”

There was something in his voice, then a whisper of emotion ran across his face that had Harrison wondering what was going on between those two. As Richard handed him a brandy, and they sat in front of the fireplace, Harrison had to ask, “How well do you know Trish?”

“We were in a relationship before she married the senator.” He swirled brandy around in his glass. “At the time I was doing my residency, and that was tough enough to get through without finding hours in my day for a woman who was fairly demanding. At least I thought she was back then. I wasn’t making the money she wanted, so she married up.”

“Not an uncommon story,” Harrison murmured.

“No, not at all.” Richard smiled. “But life experience makes one change perspectives. As I look back over those years, I realized that, as much as I’d like to return to those days, maybe give her more attention to keep her in my life, it was not to be.”

“And if her husband passes away?”

Richard raised his gaze and laughed. “She’s been married thirty years. One doesn’t walk away easily from something like that.”

“Did her husband beat her?”

Richard sucked in a deep breath and let it out slowly. “I don’t know for sure. I’ve seen her a few times over the past dozen years. There were never any visible bruises. Yet she’d recoil if someone made a sudden movement or easily startled if approached from behind. The signs of abuse were there. However, the beating she sustained this time almost brutalized her face, the feminine elegance she had. If I didn’t know better, I’d say a woman had done it.”


Chapter 3
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As Zoe returned to Benji’s side, he sat in silence. He wasn’t playing; he wasn’t singing. And the look on his face had turned tense. She glanced around, but didn’t see anything wrong. “Benji, it’s me.”

He inclined his head and said, “I know it is, girl. You need to walk right past.”

She froze. “Why is that?”

“Footsteps stopped just outside of my hearing,” he whispered in low tones. “They’ve been standing there for a good seven to eight minutes.”

She placed a cup of coffee in front of him, took a sandwich from her bag and placed it in front of him, then said, “One coffee, one sandwich.”

“God bless you, child. Now go. Whoever it is, they’re on the far side of the street.” He reached out, found the coffee cup with his hand and picked it up. “Now that they found you, make sure you don’t come back.”

She straightened and, with a heavy heart, took the other coffee out of its cardboard carrier. A trash receptacle was up ahead. She dumped the cardboard tray and kept going. At the intersection, she stopped, looked at the lights and casually glanced around the neighborhood. Indeed, somebody was on the far side, dressed in jeans, a black T-shirt and hoodie—the hood not on his head—with dark sunglasses and a baseball cap.
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The basic license is for 1-5 workstations. If you need to use the Fonts on more workstations
than your invoice states, you must purchase an upgrade. Any number of printers or output
devices may be used. The licensed workstations need not be at the same business location.
1.2: Apart from the workstations licensed, you may also install the Fonts on a network
server. The number of workstations licensed means each and every workstation where the
Fonts will be used, not just the maximum number on a network that might possibly use it at
any one time.
1.3: For every workstation for which you are licensed, you may also install the Fonts on a
portable (laptop) computer, phone, tablet and/or a home computer, provided the Fonts are
not used on the secondary computer(s) at the same time. At home, you may not install the
Fonts on the computers of other family members.
1.4: If the Fonts are free, you may distribute the Fonts within the same company or
household, provided this license agreement is included.
2. Copyright
2.1: You have not bought the Fonts: you are licensed to use them, by the terms and
conditions of this agreement. Typodermic Fonts Inc. retains title and all copyrights to the
Fonts, and all copies and adaptations thereof in whatever media. The Fonts are intellectual
property, containing proprietary information and valuable trade secrets, and as such they are
protected by the copyright laws of many nations, and by international treaties. You may not
copy the Fonts, except as specified in this agreement.
2.2: Archival copies of the Fonts may be made.
2.3: You may provide a copy of the Fonts to your service bureau or commercial printer, with
the job files for output, but only if you are assured that the Fonts will be used only for
outputting your files and will be deleted subsequently.
2.4: Embedding of the Fonts in documents (e.g. PDF files) is permitted for viewing and
printing, but not for editing. If someone at a remote location wants to edit a document
which contains embedded Fonts, they must purchase their own license. Internal corporate
documents with embedded Fonts may of course be edited on licensed workstations.
2.5: You may not rent, lease, sub-license, distribute, disseminate, give away or lend the
Fonts. You may permanently transfer the Fonts provided the recipient accepts the terms of
this agreement, and if you delete all your copies of the Fonts.
2.6: You may modify typesetting produced by the Fonts in any way you see fit. You may
also modify the Fonts for your own personal or internal business use, but you may not
distribute, or transfer your adaptations; for instance, (a) you may not make customized
versions of the Fonts for use by your clients, (b) you may not adapt, or merge the Fonts to
create hybrid Fonts for resale. Each workstation where a modified Font is installed shall be
counted as one of your permitted number of users.
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2.7: Use by Employees and Freelancers. It is your responsibility to inform employees,
freelancers and any others who have access to the Fonts at your premises, of the terms and
conditions of this agreement, and to ensure that they abide by these terms and conditions.
3. Warranty & Liabilities
3.1: Typodermic warrants the Fonts to be free from defects in materials and workmanship
under normal use for a period of twenty one (21) days from the date of delivery as shown
on your receipt. Typodermic’s entire liability and your exclusive remedy as to defective
Fonts shall be, at Typodermic’s option, either return of purchase price or replacement of any
such product that is returned to Typodermic with a copy of the invoice or send a new
version of the Fonts. Typodermic shall have no responsibility to replace the Fonts or refund
the purchase price if failure results from accident, abuse or misapplication, or if any Fonts
are lost or damaged due to theft, fire, or negligence. Any replacement product will be
warranted for twenty one (21) days. This warranty gives you specific legal rights. You may
have other rights, which vary from state to state. EXCEPT AS EXPRESSLY PROVIDED
ABOVE, THE PRODUCT, IS PROVIDED “AS IS”. NEITHER TYPODERMIC NOR
THE DISTRIBUTOR MAKES ANY WARRANTY OF ANY KIND, EITHER
EXPRESSED OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING, BUT NOT LIMITED TO THE IMPLIED
WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY AND FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR
PURPOSE.
3.2: The entire risk as to the quality and performance of the Fonts rests upon you. Neither
Typodermic nor the distributor warrants that the functions contained in the Fonts will meet
your requirements or that the operation of the Fonts will be uninterrupted or error free.
NEITHER TYPODERMIC NOR THE DISTRIBUTOR SHALL BE LIABLE FOR ANY
DIRECT, INDIRECT, CONSEQUENTIAL, OR INCIDENTAL DAMAGES (INCLUDING
DAMAGES FROM LOSS OF BUSINESS PROFITS, BUSINESS INTERRUPTION,
LOSS OF BUSINESS INFORMATION, AND THE LIKE) ARISING OUT OF THE USE
OF OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONTS EVEN IF THE DISTRIBUTOR OR
TYPODERMIC HAS BEEN ADVISED OF THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCH DAMAGES.
3.3: Because some states do not allow the exclusion or limitation of liability for
consequential or incidental damages, the above limitation may not apply to you.
4. Termination
This agreement terminates automatically without notice from Typodermic should you fail to
comply with any of its provisions.
5. Custom Agreement
If your requirements are beyond what is covered by this agreement, you may be able to
purchase a custom license through a font vendor. This includes but is not limited to web
fonts, eBooks, applications and OEM. Visit typodermicfonts.com/custom for details.
6. Governing Law
This agreement is governed by the laws of Canada and the province of British Columbia.
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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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This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at: http://scripts.sil.org/OFL

-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives, however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting, or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify, redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components, in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled, redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole, must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY, INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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The StarFont font is created by BB eBooks Co., Ltd., a registered company in the Kingdom of Thailand. This font is intended to supplement glyphs in various eBooks. It is freeware and may be used either for commercial or personal use.
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