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About This Book


Just because helping out is the right thing to do doesn’t make it easy …

Pierce is on the hunt for Salem, a K9 military dog that belonged to Pete, a veteran, who can no longer look after himself or the dog. So the dog has been handed from owner to owner—until she’s become too much to handle—and now the law is involved. No one has Salem’s best interests in mind … and they definitely don’t have Pete’s either. Pierce is about to change all that … whether they like it or not.

Hedi, a young deputy, has lived in Arrowhead, Colorado, all her life and knows Pete and Salem but was helpless to do much when greed overtook his friends and family. She recognizes in Pierce the same qualities that Pete has, and, by Pierce’s actions alone, she knows a corner has been turned. She also understands the locals won’t take it lying down, and this means war …

Pierce served his country overseas for many years, and seeing another veteran in trouble makes him realize the fight isn’t over, even after life in the navy ends. In fact, this battle has just begun. But … this one … Pierce will finish. And he plans to win.
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Pierce Carlton took the next exit onto Highway 14, heading to Fort Collins. He wondered what he’d gotten himself into by agreeing to look for Salem, a black female German shepherd who might or might not be missing.

In theory, handlers and dogs weren’t supposed to get too attached. Pierce had snorted the first time he’d heard that because how could one not?

Still, this dog was last seen in the community of Arrowhead outside of Fort Collins. Hence Pierce’s stop here. If he remembered right, a small café was along this main boulevard that had absolutely the best apple pie you could buy. He pulled up to the café called Marge’s. If ever a name could make you think of apple pie, it was a name like that. He went in and smiled. Right in front of him was a large glass case with lots of what looked to be homemade baked desserts.

His stomach growled.

A portly woman walked toward him. “Well, that’s a sound I like to hear.”

He looked at her in surprise. “Please don’t tell me that you can hear my stomach from all the way over there,” he joked.

She smiled and nodded. “My ears are trained for that. Come on in and take a seat. We’ll get some food in that belly.”

But he didn’t want to leave the glass case in front of him. “What’s the deal with all these treats?”

“Well, they’re for sale,” she said. “Is that what you mean?”

“Are they fresh-baked? Home-baked? Or brought in from a city somewhere?”

“I bake all my own pies here,” she said proudly. “I’m Aunt Marge.” She held out a big beefy arm and a rotund muscly hand.

He gave it a good shake and knew she did the baking herself from the strength of those arms alone. “So is there real food too, or do I just eat apple pie for the entire meal?”

“Nope, you’re gonna sit down and have a good-size burger and some fries, and then we’ll give you a piece of pie to top it off.”

He hadn’t been terribly hungry when he walked in, but just the sound of that made his mouth water. Obligingly he went to the table she pointed out and sat down. Within seconds he had a hot cup of coffee in front of him.

“What brings you into our town?” she asked.

“What makes you think I’m not a local?” he asked, looking around. “I heard you have the best pies around, but I haven’t been here in many years.”

“This is a small community. I know every person who lives here. The rest are mostly passing through.”

“Well, if they know about all those baked goods under that glass,” he said, “I wouldn’t be at all surprised if everybody goes out of their way to come here.”

She chuckled. “Enough that I make a fine living,” she said with a smirk, and she disappeared into the kitchen in the back. He could hear her talking to somebody and wondered if this was a mom-and-pop place. She came back out soon with cutlery and a glass of water. “You never answered my question.”

“I’m tracking down a dog,” he said.

“Purebred? For breeding?”

Surprised by that line of questioning, he shook his head. “No, she’s a War Dog, shipped home with her handler. He had to have multiple surgeries, then ended up in a rehabilitation center and wasn’t able to leave. Since he couldn’t live on his own, the dog got lost somewhere in all that.”

“Pete Lowery,” she said abruptly.

Startled, he looked up at her. “Sorry?”

“Are you looking for Pete Lowery’s dog, Salem?”

Pierce frowned, pulled out his phone, checked the notes and said, “Yes, I am.” He twisted to look at her. “Do you know where the dog is?”

“It attacked somebody,” she said, staring at him hard.

He didn’t know what she was looking for, but her gaze searched his as if to see which way he would go on the issue. His heart sank. “Seriously?”

She nodded, her face grave. “I’m not sure what happened, but she bit a man in the leg,” she said. “She might still be at the police security yard, locked up. There was some talk about putting her down, but I haven’t heard the outcome on that.”

“Who could I talk to about it?”

“You’ll have to speak to the sheriff,” she said. “Give him about a half hour, and he’ll probably pop in here for coffee and pie.” And, with a smirk, she left again.

Pierce slowly stirred his black coffee to help it cool and wondered what would make a dog like that attack someone. Most likely a scenario where the dog was cornered and felt threatened or somebody she cared about was threatened. Pierce frowned, thinking about that until Aunt Marge returned with a heaping plateful of a burger and fries. Curious, he asked, “Do you know the story behind the dog attack?”

“Something to do with Pete’s brother, I think,” she said. “Ross said two guys were just talking to him, and apparently the shepherd took a dislike to one of them and attacked him.”

“Dogs often see a threat we don’t quite understand,” Pierce said.

“I don’t know all the details,” she said with a shrug, walking to the counter, returning with mustard and ketchup.

He nodded his thanks, picked up a fry and crunched it. He loved crispy fries. And these were hot and tasty. He dumped ketchup on his plate and plowed through the fries. When he was almost done with them, he picked up the burger and slowly ate the beefy sandwich.

The meal was excellent. He’d come back just for the food. Aunt Marge returned once more, refilled his coffee and his water, but she didn’t stop to talk this time. A couple other customers came and went, so the work was steady but not terribly busy. Pierce was about done with his burger, putting the last of it into his mouth, when a sheriff’s car drove up. Pierce wondered at the timing. The sheriff was a bit early today apparently. Aunt Marge greeted him as he sat down and poured him a cup of coffee, then pointed at Pierce and said, “He needs to talk to you about Salem.”

The sheriff snorted. “If there was ever a dog that deserved a bullet, it’s her.” He looked straight at Pierce and said, “If you come to collect her, you’re too late. Somebody already stole her from the yard.”

Aunt Marge gasped. “What? Now who’d do that?”

Pierce studied the sheriff’s face. “Any idea who or when?”

“A couple months back,” he said. “And, no, we have no clue who. Cut the fence and let her free. Hope they took her out back and put a bullet between her eyes. That’s all she’s good for.”

Aunt Marge nodded in agreement. “So true. Last thing we need around here is dogs attacking innocent people.”

Or rather people attacking dogs, Pierce thought to himself. But no use getting into that discussion here and now. Not until he knew the full story. But two things he did know: men attacked others without provocation, and dogs only attacked out of need.

Pierce highly doubted the dog would get an honest hearing with the sheriff though. That man had already made up his mind.
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Hedi Miller stepped into the diner, surprised at the odd silence around her. She caught Aunt Marge’s gaze, whose face lit up with a beaming smile.

“There you are,” she said, rushing toward her, arms open.

Her hug felt a little too effusive, her eagerness a little too grateful for her sudden arrival. Only it wasn’t a sudden arrival. She’d been following the sheriff for the last ten minutes down the highway. But, when she pulled in just after him, she stopped to write down her notes. She was in a tough position. She was a deputy and loved her job, but the sheriff was getting harder to work with each and every day.

She walked to the counter and sat down on one of the stools.

“What can I get you, Hedi?” Marge asked, rushing behind the counter.

“How about a piece of that apple pie?” Hedi said with a grin. “If it wasn’t for those fresh-baked pies, I don’t know how often I’d make the trip.”

“A lot of other good stuff is here too,” the sheriff called out behind her. “And, if you weren’t so uppity, you could sit at my table.”

Her shoulders stiffened at his comment. Anybody else would have just let her sit wherever she wanted. But the sheriff was all about control, all about being the dominant alpha. Guess he hadn’t read the most recent research that said there really was no alpha male in a pack. Still, the sheriff wouldn’t share the leadership anyway. It was all about being the one.

She turned and glanced at him. “I was just going to have a piece of pie,” she said quietly, “and then head on back to the Johanson place.”

“What’s going on there?” he asked. “Is there something you haven’t told me?”

She shook her head. “No.” She spoke in the same quiet tone. “No, I’ve told you lots. Same damn shit day after day.”

“Well, you can’t put too much worth into what that wife of his says.”

“This time the kids were calling,” she snapped, and she heard Aunt Marge’s hard gasp. She turned to look at her. “Aunt Marge, you know what situation those kids are living in?”

Marge’s eyes filled with tears, and she nodded.

“And you also know there’s very little I can do about it,” Hedi added softly.

Behind her the sheriff just snorted. “Nothing’s wrong with Jed,” he said. “He likes the bottle a bit too much. If he’d knock that off, it would all be fine.”

“But the fact of the matter is, he doesn’t knock it off,” Hedi said. “And it’s getting to the point that he’ll do something serious that none of us can walk back from.”

The sheriff waved his hand in a dismissive manner, as if to knock her nose back where it belonged. She just glared at him.

A sound on the other side of the café had her turning to see a stranger stand up. Aunt Marge rushed toward him. “Oh my, I forgot to give you the pie.”

“No,” he said, “you gave it to me. It’s just my plate is so clean, you can’t tell what I had.” He picked it up and handed it to her.

Hedi watched, her gaze locked on the stranger. “Sorry, we’re not usually so public with our dirty laundry.”

He nodded his head but stayed quiet. He picked up his backpack, walked up to the till and dropped a twenty-dollar bill on the counter. Aunt Marge gave him change, but he just waved his hand and said, “Keep it. It was the best burger I’ve had in a long time.” He turned to look at the apple pie in front of Hedi and smiled. “I have to admit it was pretty darn good apple pie too.”

“Aunt Marge is a hell of a cook,” Hedi said with a big smile. “She’s got a big heart to match too.”

He chuckled. “I can see that.” He walked out the door, letting it slam behind him.

Behind her she heard the sheriff say, “Arrogant asshole.”

“What did he do?” Hedi asked curiously.

“He was asking about the dog that escaped from the fenced lot,” the sheriff said.

She stilled, searching his face. “Why?”

“He’s looking for it,” Aunt Marge said hurriedly. “He didn’t like that it had escaped.”

“Was released, kidnapped, stolen,” the sheriff snapped. “We didn’t lose it, and it didn’t escape. Somebody stole it, and good riddance.”

Hedi glanced at Aunt Marge.

She just shrugged in a philosophical way. “I can’t say I’m sorry she’s gone. Obviously the dog was dangerous.”

Hedi didn’t say a word; she just inclined her head. She picked up a bite of apple pie and popped it in her mouth. Eating was a great excuse for not talking. She polished off her pie and then rose, throwing back the rest of her coffee. She walked to the register and left a five-dollar bill. “Thanks, Aunt Marge, as always.” And, without saying another word to the sheriff, she headed for the door.

On the way out, she heard the sheriff sniff. “Damn women,” he muttered.

Aunt Marge hushed him. “You know she can hear you.”

“I don’t give a damn if she does or not,” he snapped. “We shouldn’t have women deputies. You know that.”

“Hey, times are changing,” Aunt Marge said. “Girls have better opportunities now than just running little restaurants and baking pies.”

“That’s where they belong. You do what you do, and you’re the best at it,” he said in admiration. “And I do what I do because I’m the best at it.”

“But that doesn’t mean she can’t be a good deputy,” Aunt Marge argued. “You know she’s always there for whoever needs her. She’s the most conscientious of any of your deputies.”

“Only because she’s a woman,” he said. “That’s what makes her conscientious. It’s a genetic thing. She should be staying home and raising babies. But she hasn’t even got a damn boyfriend anymore.”

Hedi stood on the front step and heard the sheriff push his chair back. She moved toward her car so he wouldn’t know she had been listening. On the way she saw the stranger sitting in a big truck, the cab door open.

She walked to him. “What’s this about you looking for Salem?”

At the sound of her voice he turned to study her. His eyes were a deep dark chocolate color with thick eyelashes. His face was lean and tanned, as if he worked outside.

“Is there a reason why you’re looking for her?” she asked again.

“Are you asking professionally?”

“Deputy Hedi Miller, and…” She frowned at that answer. “Should I be?”

He gave a negligent shrug. “A friend is worried about the dog. I was asked to come and track it down. She was a War Dog and deserves a hell of a lot better than being locked up in a fenced yard for somebody to steal.”

Inside, she felt her heart beat a bit harder. “So are you here for the dog or against the dog?”

He pushed the door open wider and twisted in his seat so he could look at her. “I’m here to save the dog.”

Perfect. She gave him a smile. “In that case maybe we should talk.”

He glanced back at the restaurant. “Not now. We got company.”

She didn’t turn around but knew it was the sheriff. “Exactly. If you give me your number, I can give you a shout later, give you the details from the case.”

“We’re not handing out no information no how,” the sheriff said.

Hedi just smiled. “It’s public knowledge. We picked up the dog. He could ask anybody, but he might as well get the truth from us.”

“Don’t you have something to do? Go chasing after those kids who are always whining.” He got into his vehicle, turned on the engine and reversed out of the parking lot, taking off down the highway, back to his office. His tires spit out rocks behind him.

She turned toward the man, still sitting in the truck. “He’s not quite as bad as he looks.”

“I’ve met lots like him,” the man said, his voice hard. “And they’re a hell of a lot worse than they look.”


Chapter 2
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Hedi winced at that because really the sheriff was worse than that. She was just trying to make light of his behavior. “Look. I don’t know what happened to the dog, but she went missing about two and a half months ago. I came in one morning, and the wire had been cut. The dog was long gone.”

“So somebody helped her get out of there, huh?”

She nodded but kept her face neutral. “It appears that way.”

“I understand Salem bit someone.”

She shoved her hands in her pockets and rocked on her heels. “Yes, she did. And, if there was a man who deserved it more, I haven’t seen him.”

A funny light filled the stranger’s gaze. “That’s what I would have expected,” he said. “It’s not the dog’s fault then, is it?”

“In this case, I don’t think it was the dog’s fault,” she admitted. “But you won’t get anybody else to agree.”

“What about Ross, Pete’s brother?”

“You’re free to go talk to him,” she said. “It doesn’t mean he’ll be sober enough to give you any lucid answers though.”

“How about you give me a map of how to get there.”

She walked to her cruiser, pulled out a notepad she always kept close by, and he hopped out of his truck. When the door slammed, she turned to look at him. “We’re here,” she explained as she drew the directions. “You go up to the second set of lights down that road, take a left, another left and a right. “There’s a ten-acre piece of property, no dogs, at least not now, and you’ll find them there.”

“Both of them?”

She shook her head. “I didn’t mean Pete. I meant his brother, Ross. From what I heard, Pete is not likely coming home.” She stopped writing and looked at him. “I could use some ID.”

He raised an eyebrow, reached into his back pocket and pulled out his wallet, showing her his driver’s license.

“Pierce Carlton.” She nodded. “Welcome to the county, Pierce. Just remember. The sheriff doesn’t like dogs. Most people around here don’t like dogs that attack.”

“Nobody does.” His voice was calm, neutral. “But I train dogs to attack. When it’s the right time, they often save your life.”

“You’re a dog trainer?” She frowned. “You don’t look like it.”

“I’m a navy veteran,” he said quietly. “Trained dogs for years. Been at loose ends lately. Somebody asked me to stop by and check on Salem and make sure she was okay and in a good home.”

“She was but not for very long,” Hedi said simply. She reached out and shook his hand. “I’m Hedi. Here’s my card. If you run into any trouble, give me a shout. Better you call me than the sheriff. He’d just as soon lock you up as not. If you’re not from around here, and you’re causing trouble, he’ll call you a vagabond and toss you in jail for the night.”

“Nice county you got here.”

As she walked back to the driver’s side of her vehicle, she flashed a grin his way. “It used to be. Hasn’t been for a few years now.”

“When did it used to be?” He studied her with an intense gaze.

“When my dad was the sheriff,” she said with a wistful smile. She got back into her cruiser, turned on the engine and headed down the road. She had more than enough trouble up ahead of her to stay here and brew some more.

If Jed had found that damn bottle again, those kids would be in more danger. The last thing she wanted to do was shoot their father in front of them, but she wouldn’t let him hurt those kids anymore, not while she was there and able to stop it.

In her rearview mirror she could see the dust as the black truck turned off the highway and followed her. She realized he would be behind her for at least ten or fifteen minutes because the two properties, although not side by side, were well within walking distance of each other. When she got to his destination, she honked her horn, and, with her arm out the window, pointed where he needed to go, and then she sped on past. Gratified, she watched as he slowed and turned into the driveway. She hoped, really hoped Ross would be sober and could talk today.

Somehow she doubted it. Ross was nothing if not consistent. And this whole area had a problem with alcoholics. A lot of jobs used to be in town, mostly attributed to the mill until it closed. Then things got pretty ugly a few years back, savings ran out, odd jobs were taken up. Now most people lived hand-to-mouth, and it made them an ugly bunch.

What she never understood was how they still found money for booze. And it wasn’t just Jed and Ross. Two other men, twin brothers, Billy and Bobby, were not only drunks but she suspected they were making moonshine in the back of their property. She wouldn’t put it past them. It was the cheapest way to get alcohol, and they didn’t seem to care if they drank one hundred proof either. Their guts would rot from the inside out, but again she didn’t think they gave a damn.

She drove up to the front step of Jed Johanson’s place and parked. Even as she opened the door to her cruiser, she could hear kids crying inside. She hopped out, walked up the steps of the house, rapped hard and then shoved the door open. It looked like she was just in time.

With a sigh she opened her arms, and two of the little kids raced toward her. All in a day’s work in this job, damn it.
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Pierce parked beside a battered old truck. What he saw was a run-down farm with an oversize barn and an open workshop/machine shop with several other unidentified outbuildings dotting the same area. An old tractor was parked outside on the left, and an even older car was parked on the right.

With his gaze sweeping the area, not hearing the sound of a dog or seeing signs of any other animal, Pierce slowly strode up to the front door, where he stopped and listened. There was no sound of anything anywhere. He reached up and rapped a knuckle. A startled sound came from inside, as if a chair had slammed down onto all fours. He waited a few seconds until the door was opened abruptly. He studied the swollen red nose and red eyes. “Ross, by any chance?”

“Who’s asking?” the man asked belligerently.

“A friend of Salem’s,” he said calmly.

The man just blinked at him and then blinked again. “Who?”

“The dog you got rid of,” he said.

“That bitch,” he snarled. “Damn near bit me several times. And she did bite someone else. The brother of a friend of mine.”

Pierce couldn’t help but cheer the dog on. “Well, were you going to kick it or hit it with something?” Pierce asked. “They do tend to attack when provoked.”

“I didn’t do nothing to her,” he growled. “She always had a chip on her shoulder.”

“She loved Pete very much,” Pierce said, keeping his voice even. “Obviously it was hard for her when he went into the center.”

“Maybe. Doesn’t mean she had to take it out on me.” He glared. “The dog is not here, so what the hell do you want with me?”

“I was wondering if you knew what happened to her,” Pierce asked.

Ross shook his head, spittle flying from the corner of his mouth as he did so. “Nope. After she bit Chester, the cops came, took the dog away and kept her in the fenced lot. Last I heard, some crazy cut the fence and let the dog out. I hope the dog bit him in the ass for that.”

“Interesting,” Pierce said. “And you have no idea who would have loved the dog enough to have saved it?”

“There was nothing lovable about that dog,” he snarled. “She ate me out of house and home. Didn’t do nothing. We had an intruder in here, stole all kinds of dog shit, and she didn’t do nothing.”

“Sorry, what was that?” Pierce asked in confusion. “You’re saying somebody came in here and stole the dog’s stuff? Like what stuff?”

“Dog bed, leashes, harness, blankets, that kind of stuff.”

“Are you sure Pete didn’t send somebody to collect the dog stuff, hoping maybe he could find somebody to take the dog?”

“Don’t know nothing about that.” He tried to lean against the doorjamb, only missed and fell against the wall. He quickly straightened himself so he leaned properly. “And Pete didn’t say nothing to me about it.” He looked around the room with a frown on his face. “All I know is it was stolen.”

After saying that, Ross gave Pierce a sideways glance, confirming something Pierce had already suspected. “So what were you doing with the dog that she wasn’t here that day the intruder came?”

He shrugged. “Don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“No, of course you don’t,” he said. “What’s the chance you were out hunting and decided, when the dog was taken by the sheriff, to just ditch the rest of the dog stuff? Not like you were taking Salem back in again, were you?”

Ross straightened. “No way I would. But I got a gun. I can shoot my own damn deer. She was useless.”

“Maybe, but a dog can certainly flush them out of cover so you can shoot them, can’t they?”

At that, Ross had the grace to look ashamed. He looked around and said, “A man’s got to eat. Times are tough around here.”

“Well, you’ll starve now without the dog, won’t you?”

“I got a job coming up,” he said. “I’ll be just fine.”

“Too bad the dog isn’t though.” Pierce stepped back, turned to look around and said, “Is any of the dog’s stuff still here?”

He shook his head. “No. Whoever it was took everything. Every last bit of it.”

“Okay. Thanks for your help.” Pierce walked back to his truck.

The guy stepped onto the front step and called out, “Hey, what do you want the dog for anyways?”

“She’s a very expensive, well-trained dog,” Pierce said. “I would have bought her off of ya, giving you some good money for her. But, of course, since you let the cops take her away, and then somebody stole her, I guess I can’t do that, can I?” He started up the engine and reversed out of the guy’s yard, leaving him standing there openmouthed, as if he’d just lost a gold mine.

If it had come to that, Pierce would have paid to have the dog returned to a life she was better suited to. This place would have just been terrible for her. War Dogs weren’t allowed to hunt animals, unless they were the two-legged variety. At least not the dogs he trained. It wasn’t fair to the deer, and it sure as hell wasn’t fair to the dog.

Back out on the highway, Pierce took the same road where the deputy had gone. He wasn’t sure exactly what was going on, but he’d heard enough to realize it was ugly. But the useless sheriff, of course, wouldn’t help.

Seeing her car parked up at the neighbors, he pulled in behind it and hopped out. So much caterwauling was going on in the house that he didn’t think anybody would have heard his arrival.

As he stepped up to the front doorstep and knocked, he was correct. Kids were screaming, and Deputy Hedi stood nose to nose with a man holding a rifle in his hand.

She yelled at him, “Jed, put that gun down!”

“You ain’t taking my goddamn kids,” he roared, waving the gun around.

He wasn’t pointing it at her, which was a good thing. Pierce looked around to see four little kids of various sizes—one in diapers and barely standing on his own two feet; two little girls who looked to be twins with tears in their eyes, hanging on to Hedi’s pant legs. The other little girl, slightly older than the rest, stood off to the side, watching.

But it wasn’t shock on the eldest kid’s face. Pierce knew what was coming. He’d seen it before. He just didn’t know how to stop it.

Just then Jed shoved the deputy back. “Hedi, I told you to get the hell out of here. My kids are just fine.” This time he did raise the weapon, and he pointed at her. Even worse, he poked her in her chest with it. “Now you just get the hell off my property.”

She was spitting mad, Pierce could see that, but she also didn’t want to pull her gun and get into a gunfight that no one would win.

Pierce, on the other hand, didn’t have any such qualms. He took two steps inside. Just as the man realized somebody else was in the game, he turned to face the new threat. … Pierce had already pulled the rifle free of Jed’s hands and slapped the butt hard across Jed’s face, knocking him to the ground.

As the man struggled to turn around to see what the hell happened, Pierce pointed the rifle down at him and said, “Go ahead and move.”

The ice in Pierce’s voice had Jed falling back, so he was lying flat on the floor, staring up at him.

Hedi walked over and said, “Give me the gun please.” Her voice was calm but hard.

Pierce assessed her, then nodded and handed over the rifle, speaking to her but for Jed’s benefit as well. “Nobody ever points a gun at a woman or uses it to push a woman backward or threatens her with it in my presence. Especially a woman in uniform, disrespecting both the woman and the office she holds.” His tone was equally hard, even as he lowered his voice. “Never, ever in my presence.”

She studied him for a long moment, then nodded. She opened the rifle, pulled out the two cartridges, disarming it, and placed it on the table. She pocketed the shells.

In the meantime, Jed was lying there, rubbing his hand on his head, complaining about a headache. He didn’t appear to realize he had pulled a weapon on an officer. Or, if he did, he didn’t give a damn.

Hedi dropped to her knees and wrapped her arms around the kids.

Pierce took in the scene, and his heart melted. He reached down and belted Jed with his boot. “What kind of a man are you that you reduced your kids to this?” he snapped.

Jed just looked at him with hate in his eyes, but then his gaze fell on his kids bawling all around Hedi.

Pierce could see the sorrow and self-condemnation in the man’s eyes. He wasn’t just an asshole; he was somebody on a downward spiral. Pierce stepped past and walked to the front door. Sure enough, nearby was a gun cabinet full of weapons. He whistled and spoke over his shoulder. “Hedi, does he have licenses for all of these?”

“Not likely,” she said. “I’ve taken them away in the past, but the sheriff just hands them right back.”

He turned to stare at her.

She shrugged. “It won’t stop until something really ugly happens,” she said in a low voice.

“Where’s the mother?”

“She works at a Laundromat in town,” she said. “She’ll be home in time to cook dinner. But he’s supposed to be looking after these young ones.”

“Yeah, right. Find upstanding citizen you got here.” He walked back over and crouched beside Jed, who still lay on the ground. “So have you done anything decent for your family in the last couple years?”

Jed looked at him warily. “Who are you?”

“It doesn’t matter who I am,” Pierce said. “What I will be is your biggest nightmare for the next couple days until I find Salem.”
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      exercising permissions granted by this License.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

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

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

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

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

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

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


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

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

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

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


FAQ

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

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

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