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About This Book


A bullet takes out his rig, but a mechanic captures his heart…

When Jackson is forced to pull his rig to the side of the road as the radiator overheats, he’s not impressed, but when a bouncy mechanic in camo drives back to help him, he’s even less enthralled – with himself. She’s smart, capable, single and knows a whole lot more about mechanical things than he does.

But when he hears that it’s a bullet that’s brought his rig to a stop, he knows exactly what to do – save the woman at his side and find the men who did this.

Deli was sent to assist Jackson and his sidelined rig. Only to find they are caught up in a double cross that has bullets flying and bodies dropping… some of them very close to her.

If only it was that simple… as the bodies start to fall, and their passion starts to heat up… who will be the final casualties in take the last shot in the final act?

Sign up to be notified of all Dale’s releases here!
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Prologue
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Jackson Pearson walked to the front of the military rig full of equipment, now on the roadside with steam pouring out of the engine, and popped open the hood. Damn truck. He was part of a convoy, heading from training back into Coronado. A smaller navy rig pulled up in front of him. The driver walked toward him with a smile. He looked at her and asked, “Can I help you?”

She chuckled. “The question really is, can I help you? I was instructed to see if you were in trouble when you fell behind. Truck problems? I might be able to fix your rig and get you back on the road.”

While he watched, she clambered up on the bumper and took a look under the hood. She frowned and muttered. He was about to check it out himself but hadn’t had a chance before she got here.

“Your engine obviously is overheating,” she said. “Looks like you’ve got a hole in the radiator.” She continued to check underneath the hood for a moment, then slid off the bumper and stood next to him. She frowned and asked, “Where were you stopped last?”

He motioned back up the highway. “Popped into the gas station to get water.”

She nodded. “Interesting.”

“Why?” he asked, staring at her, then at the steam. She was small, maybe five feet, two inches, tiny, and didn’t look like she knew the front end of a truck from the back end. But, not only was she knowledgeable, she appeared to be all business.

“Because I’ve seen that hole before.” She turned to look around. “I’m thinking this vehicle needs to be towed back.”

“Why? What is it?”

“Did anybody know you were going into that store?”

Exasperated, he put his hands on his hips. “Are you going to tell me about the hole?”

“When you went inside the store,” she said, without answering him, “did you see anyone outside, hanging around your truck, anything unusual?”

Slowly realizing something was seriously wrong, he said, “No. Why? What was I supposed to see?”

“Not see,” she said firmly. “But hear.”

He stared at her, confused, looked at the radiator and shook his head. He frowned at the rig and turned to her again, recognition now in his gaze.

She nodded. “Yes, that’s a bullet hole.”


Chapter 1
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“Show me,” Jackson snapped, his voice hard. Why the hell hadn’t he seen that? Well, of course he hadn’t. She’d gotten in the engine first. “What’s your name?”

“Dahlia Montgomery.” She wore a big smile. “My friends call me Deli.”

His eyebrows shot up. “That’s a … nice name.”

She shrugged. “I make a mean sandwich. What can I say?”

That startled a broken laugh out of him. “Okay, Deli—if I may call you that?” he asked, one eyebrow up.

She nodded. “Sure. We’re friends until I have a reason not to be,” she said cheerfully. “If you come around to this side, you can see what I’m looking at.”

It took a bit of twisting and bending to see what she pointed out, but, indeed, a nice neat little hole was very apparent in the radiator. “We can’t see if it went out the back, can we?” he asked, straining to look.

“Not without some help.” She took out her cell phone, turned on the flashlight and used it to direct a beam of light into the hole. And, sure enough, it came out on the other side.

He swore. “What the hell?”

“Missed the grill,” she said. “Lucky shot there. The grill would have deflected it a little more off to the side, but, as it is, the radiator is history. This vehicle is going nowhere until I can plug that.” She frowned and looked at it. “Any chance we can find the bullet at the store you stopped at?”

Jackson shook his head. “The shooter would have retrieved it, whether intentional or a stray shot.”

“Well, if the bullet bounced around in the engine before exiting the rig, she’s definitely not going anywhere.”

“Got anything to plug the radiator with?”

She nodded. “But, in this case, I think we’re better off to have forensics look at it.”

“Nobody was killed though,” he said jokingly.

“No, but what if it was an attempt to kill you?” She turned to look at him. “Do I need to rethink my decision about letting you be my friend?”

He could tell from her tone of voice that she wasn’t serious, but the subject matter definitely was. “If you’re asking whether I have any enemies or any reason to consider why somebody is trying to kill me, the answer is no. At least I don’t think so. I have no idea what’s going on here.”

“Tell me what happened when you went to the station.”

He organized his thoughts. “I pulled in, didn’t need gas, so I parked right in front of the restaurant side of the building, went into the convenience store, picked up coffee and a couple bottles of water.”

“How was the coffee?” she asked curiously.

He slanted her an odd look and then shrugged. “It was gas station coffee. How do you expect it to be?”

He then went through his next steps. “I went into the men’s room, used the facilities, washed my hands, went through the cash register, came back out to the truck and drove to catch up.”

“You fell behind the convoy,” she asked, “but not so far back to look like you did it on purpose?”

“On purpose? … As in hoping to shut down the vehicle myself, so I couldn’t make it into the convoy or to separate me from the convoy?”

“Who can tell at this point,” she said quietly. She reached up to close the hood, then turned to look at him, and he realized just how short she was.

“What do you know about all this?” he asked.

She beamed a great bubbly smile at him again and said, “Nothing. I don’t like to play cops and robbers. I like to play with cars and motorcycles and planes, anything mechanical. But, when they break down or are damaged like this, I get really pissed. In this case you should be pissed because your rig took the bullet.”

“But it wasn’t intended for me,” he argued.

“Yeah? What’s your evidence of that?”

He stopped and looked back the way he’d driven. “It’s more likely it was a wayward bullet,” he announced. And yet, even that didn’t make sense. The path looked to be straight through and through at that height. He stepped back, dropped his hand. The trajectory of the bullet meant someone had shot from the hip. “Why would somebody shoot in at this angle?”

“No clue,” she said. “Depending on where you rank in the military, it could be somebody else’s job to figure out, not yours or mine.”

He snorted. “Oh, I’ll be on the team that handles this.”

She turned to look at him. “Really?”

“If I can, yes.” He pulled out his phone and made a call. “Hey, Swede. Mason anywhere around?”

“Yeah, hang on,” Swede’s booming voice announced.

The phone was shuffled, and Mason came on. “Where the hell are you, Jackson?”

“In a spot of trouble, sir.”

“Damn it, knock off with the sir.”

Jackson grinned. He did it mostly to rile Mason. They were the same age, but he knew it made Mason feel old. “It’s that age thing, sir.”

Mason said in exasperation, “Then spit it out, young’un.”

At that Jackson started to laugh. “Well, I could use a hand.”

“What do you need?” Mason’s voice turned businesslike.

“My rig picked up a bullet hole. Two rather, as the bullet went through the radiator.”

There was silence for a brief second, then Mason exploded. “Where exactly are you?”

“Four miles past the last rest stop. I went in to get water and coffee, then to use the bathroom, came back out, hit the road again. I’ve got Deli here, who was sent to see what was causing me trouble.”

“Dahlia? That’s awesome. She’s great. Is she the one who found the bullet holes?”

For some reason that rankled Jackson. But he admitted it readily enough. “Yes, she’s the one who found the bullet holes.”

“Yeah, she’s good that way.”

“It’d be hard not to see it,” he said in exasperation. “It’s a through-and-through shot.”

“We’ll get you towed back here then.”

“I believe she’s got that already organized.”

Mason’s voice warmed again. “She would. She’s really efficient.”

“You know her?”

“Best mechanic on the base. Don’t tell the guys in the garage that, but she’s got the feel for it. When I went to buy that secondhand vehicle for Tesla from her uncle, I didn’t trust it. I had Deli take a quick look at it. She found all kinds of shit going on. But we got it fixed, and now it’s the safest it can be.”

Jackson smiled. Mason wouldn’t leave his wife unprotected. “Can you insert me into the investigation team?”

“You know the MPs will be all over this one. They’ll probably tow it back for a forensic visit and then conclude it was just something to note in the files and to not worry about. As long as there are no casualties and not too much vehicular damage, then it won’t get very much publicity or investigation hours.”

“But somebody shot at the vehicle,” Jackson said in exasperation. “Were they shooting at me? Were they shooting to stop the vehicle down the road so they could hijack us? I don’t know.”

“Don’t worry about that right now.” Then Mason hung up.

When Jackson put away his phone, he turned to look at Deli. “Mason doesn’t seem to think anybody’ll give a crap.”

At the name Mason, her face lit up. “Are you friends?”

He nodded. “Yeah. I’m relatively new to the unit, but all of us in that group are friends.”

“You’re a SEAL then?” She smiled. “But a green one.”

His hands went to his hips, and he glared at her. “Hardly green,” he snapped.

She chuckled. “We all have to start somewhere. What you don’t know is, I started at about age six with a wrench in my dad’s garage. I’ve been wrenching ever since.”

He just rolled his eyes.

At the sound of a vehicle they both stepped out of the way. A black pickup truck drove past at a crazy fast speed.

When Jackson realized something had been stuck out the window, he grabbed Deli and pulled her to the ground.

Gunfire shattered the windshield of his rig, as the pickup drove right past them.

Jackson tried to identify the plates, but the truck was going too fast.

“Did they just try to kill us?” Deli gasped.

He nodded. “Looks like it. Or to scare the crap out of us at least.”

“Why the hell aren’t you armed?” Deli asked Jackson.

He pointed to his rig. “I had plenty of firepower when on assignment or on these exercises. It’s in back of this rig and the others.”

“You don’t even carry a knife?” she asked, incredulous.

“You are talking to a trained SEAL,” he informed her.

A second and third vehicle came down the road just then. This time there were two military rigs, one the tow truck.

Deli raced to the second vehicle and explained about the pickup that had just fired on them. It took off, giving chase as the tow truck pulled a U-turn and worked to hitch up the front of Jackson’s military rig. He had it ready to move in about five minutes, while Jackson kept watch on the road, alternating with checking his watch.

She turned to Jackson and asked, “Are you okay to ride in the cab of the tow truck? Or you can catch a ride when a driver comes for my rig.”

He still stared at the road where the others had gone. “Did you hear back from them?”

“No, not likely to either,” she said. “I don’t know who they were. But they could have caught the asshole already.”

“Shouldn’t they be back by now?” He didn’t like this at all. He pulled out his phone and called Tanner. “Are you around?”

“Yeah. Mason called me. I’m heading in your direction, buddy. You got a lift yet?”

“If I want to be a threesome inside a tow truck, I’ve got a lift, yeah,” he said with light sarcasm.

“I got your back. I’ll be there in ten.”

Feeling much better, Jackson turned to Deli and said, “Tanner is about to pick me up.”

She nodded, walked up to the tow truck and said, “Good for you.” She opened the door and started to climb in.

He walked over to her. “Hey, if you want to ride back with us, that’s cool too.”

She smiled but shook her head. “I don’t wanna let your vehicle out of my sight. We’ve got this.” And, with that, the tow truck pulled away.

Jackson sat on the side of the road with just a backpack, water bottle, and a now-cold cup of coffee in his hands. He turned to look in the direction the other vehicle had gone after the pickup. It bothered him that they hadn’t returned yet. If the black pickup had been happy to shoot at them parked on the road, there was no reason they wouldn’t attack another military vehicle coming up behind them.

While he was still musing, a big black Jeep Wrangler drove up. And there was Tanner. Jackson crossed the road, hopped into the passenger side and said, “Are you doing anything right now?”

Tanner raised an eyebrow and looked at him. “You mean, outside of picking you up?”

Jackson told him about the pickup truck that had shot at them and the military vehicle that had gone after the shooter but hadn’t returned. Before he’d finished speaking, Tanner had the Jeep heading down the road after the vehicles of interest.

“How long since the pickup drove by?”

“Twenty minutes, maybe thirty,” Jackson said, his voice dark. “I can’t imagine what the hell will be on up ahead.”

They found out soon enough. They went around a corner, followed by a hairpin turn and another corner. Off to the side of the road, the military vehicle was upside down in the ditch, its front wheels still spinning. Jackson and Tanner jumped out as soon as their vehicle stopped, raced down the hillside to find both men unconscious but alive.

Tanner made the necessary calls while Jackson removed the passenger from the vehicle, laid him out gently on the side of the road, checked him over and realized—outside of a goose egg already forming on his head and a badly broken leg and potentially some rib injuries—he didn’t appear to be critical. He went to check the driver, and this time he found one bullet had grazed alongside the man’s temple and another had gone through his shoulder.

Swearing lightly, Jackson checked for a pulse, cut the man’s seat belt and gently eased him from the vehicle. He didn’t appear to have any injuries to his arms or legs, but the bullet wounds were bad enough. Jackson ripped off a chunk of his T-shirt and wadded it up against the slowly welling blood coming from the man’s shoulder. He’d need another one to stop the bleeding on the man’s head.

Tanner raced down with his phone going back into his pocket. “Help is on the way.”

“Cut off more of my T-shirt. We need to stop the bleeding on his head.”

With the bulk of his T-shirt now in strips, they wadded it up and used light pressure on the driver’s head and shoulder to slow down the bleeding.

“My water bottle is in the Jeep, I should have brought it down with me,” Jackson said.

Just then the driver reached up and grabbed his hand. “Water,” he whispered.

Jackson patted him gently and said, “We’ll get you some. Hang on.”

Tanner shook his head, scrambled up the loose rocky terrain of the ravine to the Jeep. He pulled out the water and came back down. When he held the bottle to the man’s lips, Jackson lifted his head and gently helped the man get into a better position to drink.

Tanner joined the passenger on the other side of the vehicle.

When the driver had had enough water, Jackson asked him, “What happened?”

“Chasing a truck,” he whispered. “But they were waiting for us.”

“Did they run you off the road?”

“They shot at me first. I couldn’t control the vehicle at that point. We spun around and went over the edge. I was afraid they would come down here and put another bullet in me, then one in my buddy, killing us both.”

“But they just left you?”

The man didn’t answer.

Jackson asked him another question. “Did you see the men?”

“No, not clearly. I thought I heard footsteps, but they must have thought we were dead already.”

Jackson compared the wounds he could see now versus that first impression of when he’d approached the vehicle. They had looked dead if not mortally wounded. It would have been a risk to shoot them at that point, given their open position and the traffic that could come at any moment. “It sounds like you got lucky,” he said. “If nothing else, you’re safe now.”

“How badly hurt?”

“Hopefully you’ll be fine,” Jackson said quietly. “Better to not talk right now. Your buddy is unconscious with a possible head injury from the crash and has a broken leg. I’m not sure what else. You’ve been shot high in the shoulder and grazed by a bullet along your head. But I think you’ll recover just fine.”

At that the man’s head slipped to the side, and he fell back into unconsciousness. Jackson checked his breathing, finding it steady, rhythmical. “How is the other guy?” Jackson asked Tanner.

“Still unconscious and that’s probably the way he should be. His leg looks like a bitch.”

Another good five minutes passed before they heard a vehicle up above, and with it came two paramedics. Both injured men were quickly transferred to stretchers. It took the four of them to get the injured men up the hill. The ground was rough, and the gurneys bounced getting to the ambulances.

The military police vehicle was on the side of the road, and, sure enough, local cops were up there with it too. After Jackson and Tanner explained what had happened and had given their statements, they were allowed to head back to the Jeep.

As they waited for everybody else to leave, Jackson asked, “What do you think?”

“I think there’ll be a full investigation on both sides,” Tanner said, fatigue in his voice. “And I don’t think either will find anything.”

“But this sounds like it was a setup,” Jackson said. “I don’t know if the bullets fired into the windshield of my rig were directly intended for us as much as to get somebody to follow them.”

“Meaning, the shooter wanted to be followed? So he could attack a second military truck?”

“It’s possible. What have we got then? Military killers? And for what reason?” Just the thought made his blood boil. Military men served to protect—not to get ambushed, especially not at home.

“It could have just been a prepper, who thought we were encroaching his territory,” Tanner said quietly. “As much as we like to think all the bad guys live on foreign soil, we should know that’s not the case. We have enough homegrown assholes here that we don’t need to go looking for anybody else around the globe.”

“True enough. But, if that’s the case, it’ll be a local police matter, not a naval investigation.”

“Yep. It already is,” Tanner said. “But there’s also a good chance it’ll be a joint task force. I don’t think they’ll let you be on it because you were one of the men shot at.”

“That’s so not fair,” Jackson snapped. “I have every right to track down this guy, particularly after being shot at.”

“You keep talking like it’s only one guy in the pickup. Is that correct?”

“Only one shooter, that I saw, and he was the driver. But he had a passenger with him.”

Tanner nodded. “We have two days off coming up.” Tanner looked at Jackson. “What were you planning on doing for those couple days?”

The thought of beer at Mason’s backyard pool party flew out the window. “I guess I’ll be tracking down an asshole’s black pickup truck,” he muttered. “In which case, we should check out the gas station where I picked up the bullet holes to my radiator. Maybe it was behind the sabotage of my rig in the first place.”

Tanner turned off the Jeep and looked at him. “My lady isn’t in town until tomorrow, so I’m available today.”

“Really? Are you sure?”

Tanner hopped out and walked across the road. “You know we’ll never gather better forensic evidence than we can right now. The teams that just left already looked but …”

Jackson knew, while they were waiting for forensics, the expected rainstorm could come and wash away evidence left behind. Plus the shooter could come back, looking for something in particular.

Jackson and Tanner drove first to the gas station and searched the area. But too much traffic had passed for tracks, and there was no evidence to collect at the parking lot that they could see. Further questioning of the gas station personal proved fruitless as well. No one saw or heard anything and they didn’t have a working video security feed outside of the store.

On the way back the two men searched the road for evidence where the pickup truck had been parked. It was farther down the road than they expected—a good 150 yards away from the accident scene. There they could see the tire tracks on the shoulder. They carefully photographed them as Tanner walked around, looking for any evidence the shooter or his passenger may have scattered when opening the pickup’s doors. “Did the shooter really lie in wait for these men? Were he and his buddy just happy to kill anybody, or were these two targeted?”

“They didn’t kill them,” Tanner said. “Remember that. They could have put a killing shot in both of them.”

Jackson didn’t want to think about it, but it was hard not to. Both men had been completely vulnerable at that point. It would have been easy enough to kill them.

“Aha,” Tanner said as he squatted down. He glanced at Jackson. “I don’t suppose you have any evidence bags, do you?”

Jackson checked his backpack and found a couple small grocery bags from the treats he’d picked up earlier in the day. He dumped one out, turned the bag inside out and handed it to Tanner. And watched as Tanner carefully used his hand inside the bag to pick up a cigarette butt on the ground. “Is it fresh?”

“Yeah, I can still smell it,” he said. “One of the men is a smoker.”

Feeling buoyed by the possible DNA collection which could yield fast results if the MPs were to run the tests against all navy personnel, Jackson continued to walk along the roadside. “There isn’t a whole lot here,” he said. He stood and glanced around at the rural road. “There won’t be any street cams, nothing for us to get information from.” He thought back to the gas station. “We already know they have no working cameras outside either. Hazards of small out of the way stations.”

The two men hopped into Tanner’s Jeep and headed back to the gas station.

[image: *]*

Deli sat quietly in the tow truck. She’d spent many a happy hour in tow trucks. Her brothers had the tow truck company, and her dad had the mechanic shop. She’d loved going out with her brothers on service calls. Her brothers had found her presence easier for the customers too. It had worked well until she had joined the military. That had been the one thing her family hadn’t agreed with. But she’d wanted to do her part, wanted to do something for her country. She was still doing the same type of work, just for a different employer.

She wondered where Jackson went. She knew he wouldn’t leave this alone. She didn’t like the idea of being attacked at home either. Gunfire had been sprayed at her too; only Jackson’s fast reaction had saved them both, and she wouldn’t think about how close she’d come to dying today.

The truck driver looked at her. “What the hell happened to the vehicle?”

She just shrugged and smiled. “Radiator leak.”

He snorted. “Sure it is.”

She understood his reaction because it was a simple thing to resolve if one had water. But, in this case, it would involve a little bit more than water.

The tow truck driver drove her back to the meeting place, where a military tow truck waited for them. Her driver pulled up to the side and said, “I guess you guys need your own ride for this stuff, huh?”

She didn’t say anything, just hopped out, watching carefully as he unhooked Jackson’s shot-up transport. The driver was a talker, but, at least, he was a good driver, and he took good care of his cargo. As soon as it was unhooked and lined up over the hoist, she could feel the relief in her gut. She’d been worried about getting the truck back without another ambush. It would just be her luck today.

But she needed to check out this rig. Why had it—or Jackson—been targeted? The answer lay in the truck.

Unfortunately she wouldn’t be assigned to give it an in-depth examination. That wouldn’t stop her from taking a quick look at it when she got the chance. She thanked the driver, offered him a tip, which he refused, then he hopped back into the civilian tow vehicle and took off.

She recognized the military tow truck driver waiting for her. “Hey, James. How are you doing? I didn’t expect to see you here. Looking for an excuse to get out of the garage?” James Carville was another mechanic she worked with. Like her, he loved any chance to get out and about.

“Same, and always,” he said with a grin. He motioned at the vehicle to tow. “I’m doing better than you obviously. Were you driving this thing?”

She shook her head. “I was sent to see if the guy driving it needed a hand. That’s when we realized it had a bullet through the radiator.”

He motioned at the windshield. “And what about that part of it?”

“While we were standing there, a pickup truck came whipping past and shot at us. So I’m not exactly sure if that was the original shooter who damaged the radiator or somebody else.”

James just stared at her.

She shrugged. “It’s been an eventful couple hours. If you get this hooked up, we can get going.”

At that, James jumped into action and had the rig’s front end lifted into the sling. He motioned at the cab. “Let’s go. I believe we’re taking this back to our garage to take a look at it.”

“We are. Although I’m not sure who’ll be assigned to the case. I want to take a closer look, see if a second bullet was fired and if it’s still in the engine.”

“Well, if it’s not yours to work on …”

He left his thoughts hanging, but she didn’t need to fill in the blanks. They both knew that everything done in the garages had names assigned and then checks and balances done for all the work they did.

They were on the road in minutes. He kept up a light conversation. She answered as best she could, but she didn’t want to be too social. She was more concerned about what the hell Jackson was doing. Because she knew in her heart of hearts that he’d gone after the black pickup truck. She’d wanted to go with him, but, at the same time, she was no hero. She was all about working in the background, keeping things running, so other people could be heroes. Still, she wouldn’t mind keeping track of him. And, if he knew Mason, well, maybe Jackson was a good guy. She didn’t have any reason to not think so because Mason’s group was fairly elite. But she hadn’t met any of them who she didn’t like.

Her phone rang. She looked at the number and smiled. “Mason, I was just thinking about you.”

“Ah, now that’s a good sign,” he said. “The guys followed the black pickup, by the way.”

“Jackson did?”

“And Tanner, who volunteered to pick him up.”

“Did they find it?” she asked eagerly.

“No, but they found the military vehicle that went after them, flipped in a ditch. Both men are badly injured, and a bullet grazed the head of the driver, and he’d also been shot in the shoulder.”

She gasped silently. “Were they waiting for them?”

“Yes. They were ambushed.”


Chapter 2
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Deli waited for James to unhook the vehicle. She knew the forensics team would come soon, and she wouldn’t be allowed anywhere close to the rig. She was a mechanic, but that didn’t make her high up on the pole, particularly a brass pole. James was an equal when it came to pole-climbing.

She’d been in the military four years, and she was damn good at her job. But she had no wish to be a lifer. At some point she wanted her own mechanic shop, like a small mom-and-pop place, where she could raise kids and just work on the vehicles she wanted to.

A pipe dream she knew. But she also had some dreams of designing. She was a huge fan of tricycles and knew a lot of people would laugh at her for that. But she thought they were fun and a safer alternative to motorcycles. She could ride those two-wheeled versions too, and she thoroughly enjoyed hitting the highway on her Harley. But she kept thinking about kids and safety and longevity of the sport. Which brought her back to trikes.

Jackson’s vehicle was parked off to the side in one of the slots. She pulled out her cell phone and started taking pictures. She captured everything on the outside first; then she took pictures from the inside, looking for another bullet that may have been lodged in the vehicle. After all, who is to say the shooter just shot the rig once? She really wanted to get a look at what was behind that radiator. Had that through-and-through bullet caused more damage in the engine? She bent down, took a look underneath, but it was getting dark, and she couldn’t see anything. She used her cell phone’s flashlight, but the machinery was too tightly packed under the hood to get a better view.

“So did you find anything?”

Surprised, she looked up, banging her head. Swearing softly, she pulled herself out from under the vehicle and glared at Jackson. “Did you have to do that?”

He motioned at her underneath the vehicle. “Did you have to do that?”

She hopped to her feet and brushed off her pants. “Yes, I did. I’m not likely to be assigned to any of the forensic investigations, and I wanted to see for myself just what happened.”

A curious light lit the depths of his brown eyes. He stared at her. “Well, give then.”
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      "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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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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