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To my little sister who supports me

No matter what! Thanks, Tracy, for always being in my corner.
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​Chapter 1
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​Mitch

“COME ON ASSHOLES, GET your asses up before Buck comes down here and kicks all our asses.” 

I walk around the bunkhouse shaking my brothers, Brock and Morgan, trying to get their asses out of their bunks, so we can get to work. I hate being second oldest. But I have responsibilities like the oldest, and I’m never treated like a baby. I get little respect around here and have no idea where my life is headed. Brock is the first one out of the bathroom. 

“Damn, I hate mornings. Coffee ready?” he asks.

“Fuck, Brock, you are the laziest cowboy I’ve ever seen.” I look at my littlest brother. 

Brock is the youngest boy, and he lets everyone know it.

Morgan comes from the bathroom, and he still looks like shit. He was kidnapped, along with my oldest brother’s girlfriend. They beat him up pretty good and he has some cuts over his right eye. It’s been a few days since he and Kristie were taken by those assholes. Morgan’s been seeing a therapist in town, but he still doesn’t smile. He also has PTSD from being in the Marines.

Morgan grabs a cup from the cabinet and pours himself a cup of coffee. “Do we know what we are doing today?”

“Yeah, we have a semi-load of hay coming in around ten. We’ll all be on hay duty until it gets unloaded,” I explain to him. 

Jack Holland comes out of the bathroom, “You assholes better get out to the barn.”

“Jack, I didn’t know you were still here.” 

“I was runnin’ those assholes out of the shitter. You boys need to get your heads out of your asses.” Jack says, being straight with everyone.

Jack is the oldest wrangler on the place. He was here when Pa was alive. He’s old, he’s cantankerous, and mean as hell. But we all listen to him when he says to do something. We may own the ranch, but he is the ranch foreman and runs the ranch.

“We’re going old man,” Brock says.

Jack throws Brock a ‘go to hell’ look and walks out of the bunkhouse. Morgan actually cracks a smile. I laugh and pop Brock in the back of the head.

“Hey fucker, stop it,” Brock says.

I head for the door, “Let’s go.”

We all make it to the barn about the same time Buck walks in.

“Hey assholes, mornin’.” Buck is in a super good mood.

Since he found Kristie, he seems to be in a better mood all the time. I guess getting fucked regularly must help.

I shake my head and smile at my big brother, “Mornin’ asshole.”

Buck looks at me, “What we got goin’ this mornin’?”

“Hay’s coming in at ten. All hands-on deck for that. It’s three semi-loads.”

“Shit, that’s a lot. Are we running that low?” he asks.

“We’re getting ready for winter. They say it’s going to be bad. The first snow is supposed to hit the first of November,” explaining to him why the hay load is much more this go-round.

“Yeah, I saw that report.”

“It’s going to be nasty. We need to be prepared. With over five thousand head of beef, we need as much hay as possible.”

“Well, that should do it.” Buck moves to saddle his horse.

“Where ya headin’?” I ask.

“I’m taking Kristie for a ride. It’s not going to be as romantic as I’d like because the security guys are still with us. But she’s agreed to take a ride.”

“She hates horses,” I tell him.

“Yeah, I know. I’m trying to get her used to the cowboy life.”

“Oh, I see. My big brother is in love and wants to show his girl his way a livin’,” cluing in on his intentions.

Buck stops messing with the saddle and turns to look at me, “Fuck you, and yes... but fuck you.”

I double over laughing. I can’t stop laughing because I haven’t seen him this way, ever. I was young when he was with Nathalie. I remember him being kind of this way, but hell, he’s whooped, bad.

“Shut the fuck up, asshole.” Buck takes his horse Cocoa, and whistles as he pulls her out of the barn door.

I just shake my head, he’s fucking whistling. 

“Brock, round the guys up and head to the hay barn. Let’s get ready for the new load.”

Brock shakes his head and leaves the horse barn. 

I look out around the corrals and yard. We have a nice spread here. Fifty thousand acres of prime cattle country. The house my pa built is one that is admired by everyone in three counties. It’s seven bedrooms, four bathrooms, a dining room big enough to fit the entire crew in, and we love it. It’s home.

My cell rings. “This is Mitch.”

A female voice clears her throat, “Hey.”

My stomach flip-flops and my smile fades. “What the fuck? I thought Buck told you to leave us alone.”

“I need to see you,” she says.

“Why? There is nothing we have to say to each other.” I hang up the phone. That woman... fuck.

***
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I WALK INTO THE HOUSE after five and run upstairs to shower. I had been staying in the bunkhouse up until the trouble with the militia started. Morgan and Brock decided to go back to the bunkhouse with the other men. They seem to go back and forth, you never know where they may lay their heads.

Morgan said he felt claustrophobic in the house. I’m not sure how, it’s a six-thousand square foot house. 

Brock went back because he thought Buck was on his ass all the time and couldn’t stand being watched. He seems to think we care who he’s seeing and who he’s fucking, but we don’t.

We always have dinner at six on the nose. Rooster gets pissed if we are late. Rooster Black has been our cook for over thirty years. He’s the best, and we wouldn’t be able to live without him. I came out of my bedroom at the same time Kristie came out of her and Buck’s room. 

“Hey, how was the ride today?” I just had to ask.

Kristie looked up at me, her eyes were big, and she took a breath. “Interesting. I hate horses.”

“Look, the horse knows that. If you could get around the horses just to pet them and get used to them, it might help. Then try to ride again.” We both start walking toward the staircase as we continue to talk.

“I know Buck wants me to be part of this life, and Lord knows I’m trying, but seriously... Why do I need to learn how to ride a horse?”

I chuckle. “You don’t. He just thinks you will eventually love it as much as we do. What he forgets is, we were on horses the day after we were born. This is what we grew up doing. You didn’t.”

Kristie smiles, as we descend the stairs, “I want to do what I can and do what he wants, but horses... really?”

We are laughing as we enter the living room. We usually meet in the living room and have a drink before dinner.

Buck looked at us as we walked in, “What’s so funny?”

Kristie walked up to Buck and gave him a kiss, “Nothing. We just ran into each other upstairs. Your brother was kind enough to walk me downstairs.”

Buck looked at me, defensively. “You trying to steal my girl?”

“No... dude, you are an ass,” I point out.

“Have you heard anything else from...” Buck begins to ask.

I cut him off, “Don’t say it. I don’t want to hear about her, ever.”

Kristie looked from me to Buck, “Who?”

Buck smiled, “Well...”

“Fuck you asshole. Don’t even say her name. She’s no one. Drop it.” I’m now pissed that he even brought that old news up again.

Kristie shrugged as Buck handed her a drink. I mixed myself a scotch, downed it then mixed another one. Every time I think about her, I get pissed all over again. It’s been ten years, and the bitch shows up three days ago like nothing had ever happened. Stupid... fucking... bitch! I walked out of the barn just as Buck was giving her what for at her car. I couldn’t even stand there and look at her after what she did to me. At first, I wasn’t sure who it was. She had changed her hair color to blonde from a chestnut brown.

Morgan and Brock came in about the time I wanted to throw my glass. 

Morgan looks at me, “Who pissed in your Post Toasty’s?”

“Fucking asshole Buck.” I angrily let him know.

“Yeah, he tends to do that from time to time. What did he do now?” Morgan asks.

“He started to mention her name. Why the fuck did she show up here after all this time? It’s been ten years... ten fucking years and she...”

Morgan and Brock, both fixed themselves a drink.

Buck looked at me. “Sorry, man. I forget how she affects you.”

I just shake my head. No one else says a word. A few minutes later, Rooster came to the living room door, “Dinner’s on.”

As we all make our way to the dining room, Buck puts his hand on my shoulder, “Seriously, I’m sorry. I know it still hurts. I won’t bring her up again. Had she not shown up the other day, I probably wouldn’t have even thought about her.”

“I had forgotten about her. Now all of a sudden, she’s here... again... for what?” Buck asked.

“Man, I don’t know. I ran her off. After what I said to her, she probably won’t be back.” I’m hoping, anyway.

“Good,” Buck says.

We all take our seats around the giant oak table, to a wonderful dinner of beef steak, potatoes, salad, and mixed vegetables. Rooster really is a great cook. And now, I have to try to forget the bitch all over again...fuck!

​​
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Chapter 2

[image: ]


​Alicia

I CAME BACK TO SMITHVILLE a week ago to take care of my mom. She fell and broke her hip. It’s been a rough week, and she comes home from the hospital in a few days. She’s going to have to have physical therapy four times a week as well as follow-up doctor appointments. Nancy Montgomery is a tough old bird, but she can’t do this on her own. Hence, the reason I’m back.

I never had any intentions of coming back for a long period of time, ever. I left ten years ago for college. I’ve been working as an architect in a major Houston firm. I love my life in Houston. This is not what I wanted to do... be back here... close to him. I left because of him and his accusations. He never wanted to hear the truth. I’m twenty-eight with a bright future in south Texas, I do not need this boring small-town shit.

My phone rang, “Alicia Montgomery, how may I help you?”

“Ali, I heard you were back in town,” a familiar voice says.

My heart almost stops, “What the fuck do you want?”

“Come on now, don’t you have anything nice to say about your first love?” he says.

“You are not my first love. You are my first mistake. What do you want Brad?”

“Ouch! I heard you were back. Thought we could meet for drinks or something and catch up.” Brad says, testing the waters.

“Why the hell would you think that? I had to leave town because of you. I lost ever...” I begin.

“Oh, now honey, come on. You didn’t lose anything but that stuck up cowpoke. You could have had it all with me.”

“Brad, go to hell!” I hang up the phone.

“He has some nerve to call me after all this time and after what he did. That son-of-a-bitch,” talking to myself and pacing.

“I knew I shouldn’t have come back. I could have had mom flown to Houston, but no. She wanted to stay here, stay in this God-forsaken dump of a town. Fuck...fuck...fuck!!!”

I storm off to my room to shower. I need a drink and I might just go to the bar tonight to get one. Fuck!!! With a nod of my head, I’ve decided. Yep, a drink it is and tonight, several.

***
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I OPEN THE DOOR TO the only bar in town. If the people of this town hadn’t heard by now that I was back, they all will by morning. I wasn’t popular in high school, quite the opposite. But when Mitch Stover started watching me, I was suddenly noticed. He was one of the good-looking Stover boys, and every girl in Smithville wanted one, including me. 

As I walk into the bar, it was dark and smokey already. It’s only seven o’clock at night, but when you don’t have anything else to do, you go to the bar. It’s a big open room with pool tables in the back. The bar itself spans across the right side of the room and is massive. There are three bartenders on duty, none of which I know, thank God.

There’s a small dance floor and a jukebox over on the left and tables and chairs litter the center of the room. There are a few booths on the far-right wall and a reach around that comes close to the front door. All in all, for a small-town bar, it’s not bad.

I perch myself on a barstool at the bar and a nice-looking young girl comes up to me, “What can I getcha?” she politely asks. 

“A frozen margarita please,” I politely request back.

She looks at me with a smile, “Good choice. Most everyone orders beer around here, glad to see someone with some taste.” She moves off to the side and begins to prepare my drink.

I pull my phone out to check my email. When I left last week, I told them I would be working from Smithville and would let them know when I would be returning as soon as I knew. Mr. Hadley told me to take my time and take care of my mom. He’s a great boss and easy to work for. My goal is to be out of here within the month. 

I think back to the day I arrived. I wanted to let Mitch know I was in town, so he didn’t hear it from someone else. We didn’t depart on such good terms. In fact, he hates me, and I guess he has a right to after what he walked in on.

Mitch and I started seeing each other in high school, at the end of our junior year. I spent a ton of time out at their ranch, and I loved it out there. It was quiet and peaceful, but also, everyone was moving and working. I loved hanging out with his mom, she taught me how to cook. My own was hardly home because she had to work all the time. My sperm donor left when he found out she was pregnant, and we never heard from him again. He was two years older than my mom and just left town. So, she had to work to put food on the table.

I was so thankful for Mrs. Stover. She was kind and showed me so much. I loved her. When I heard of the accident that took Mr. and Mrs. Stover’s lives, I was devastated. I wanted to come rushing back to be here for Mitch, but I knew it would do no good, he hated me at that point.

I looked around the bar after the bartender sat my drink down in front of me. There were four men playing pool at two different tables. A few couples were scattered over in the booths and the jukebox was playing an old 70s rock song by the Eagles, “Heartache Tonight.”  

I sip my delicious drink through the straw, making sure not to drink too much at once. I didn’t want a brain freeze, and these could do that to you. I had to watch myself and make sure I didn’t drink too much because I didn’t want to have a hangover either tomorrow. I felt someone watching me and turned to see a man standing just down the bar. 

He ordered another beer and then looked back at me, “You new in town? I don’t think I know you.”

“Yeah, I’m new in town.” I knew who he was, old man Spencer. He wasn’t really that old, fifty something, but we always called him that. He hung out at the bar most of the time because his wife couldn’t stand him.

“Well, welcome to Smithville.” I guess ten years can change a person.

“Thanks.” I took a sip of my drink.

“Wanna dance?” he asks.

“No, thank you. I’m just going to enjoy my drink and then go home.”

He nodded and went back to the pool tables. The men playing pool looked to all be in their fifties or so as well. They all looked close to Mr. Spencer’s age. 

I decide to move away from the bar where I was very noticeable, to a booth that was on the far side of the room. I sit down in the red fake leather plastic seat and scoot over by the wall. I can see the door, the dance floor, and the pool tables from where I am. No one can sneak up on me, and I can deflect anyone I don’t want to talk to, which right now, is everyone in this town.

The bartender came over about thirty minutes later to see if I wanted another drink, and I did. She left to get me another one. She comes back with my next drink after about fifteen minutes.

I sit here sipping on my second drink, watching as more and more people start walking through the door. It is close to ten now. I didn’t realize I have sat here so long. My second drink was about three-fourths of the way gone. I didn’t need another drink, but damn if I didn’t want one.

I notice several people walk in as a group, cowboys, and one very good-looking cowboy. He resembled the Stover’s. It had to be Brock, the youngest. He was only fourteen when I left town. I’ve changed my looks, so he probably doesn’t know who I am, I’m hoping anyway.

When I moved to Houston, I changed my hair color, got colored contacts instead of my dork glasses, and changed the types of clothes I wore. I needed an overhaul and it worked. It made me feel better about myself. My hair used to be a darker mousy brown, now it’s blonde. My contacts are a vibrant blue color, and I absolutely love them. Those dorky glasses I wore in high school were terrible. They were whatever you got when you went to the eye doctor and didn’t have much money. In other words, ugly.

I watched the group that walked in, and they had migrated toward the pool tables. I tried to slouch down in the seat and become invisible, but I watched from afar. The jukebox is now playing some country song... ‘One of them Girls, peeling off the Bud Light label...’ I don’t know that I’ve heard it, but it’s a cute song.

The cowboy I think is Brock Stover, walks my way. Shit! I start to stand to go to the restroom, and he meets me halfway there.

“Would you like to dance?” he asks.

“No thank you.” I keep walking and pass by him.

“I don’t think I’ve seen you in here before. Are you new in town?” Yet another guy trying the “Are you new in town” gag.

I stop and look at him, “Yeah, I’m new in town.”

“I’m Brock. When you get back from the restroom, I’d really like to dance with you. You’re gorgeous,” he says with a cute smile.

I just stare at him. Then I turn and walk to the back where the bathrooms are. He really doesn’t know who I am. Good. I walk into the bathroom and look at my reflection in the mirror. I do look a little different, but I didn’t realize I looked that different. As long as no one recognizes me, I’ll be fine. 

I reach for the paper towels, turn on the water, and get it wet. I put the towel on my neck under my hair, giving me a much needed cool down. I need to just get out of here and go home. It’s risky being here. It’s not the kind of place Mitch frequented very much back in the day, but he might now.

“Shit, I didn’t think about that. I need to get out of here,” saying to myself and tossing the paper towel in the trash. I make a fast walk to the table I was sitting at. Standing by the table is Brock. 

“Shit!” I whisper. I keep moving to get my stuff, so I can get out of here.

Brock gives me a stupid broad smile, “Hey, wanna dance now?”

“Um, no... I need to get home. Thanks though.” I grab my purse and start to head for the door.

Brock catches up to me, “Come on, one dance. Give me a chance,” he pleads.

About the time we make it to the door, it opens and in walks the one man I wanted to talk to a few days ago, but now he’s standing in front of me. I think I may have been high or crazy to think he would want to talk to me. His beautiful smile fades instantly.

Mitch looks from me to Brock then back at me, “What the fuck? You're up to your old shit, aren’t you?”

I start to shake my head when I feel Brock right behind me, “Whatcha doin’ Mitch? I didn’t think you were coming out tonight.”

Apparently, he didn’t hear what Mitch said to me.

“Mitch, I was just leaving. I don’t want any trouble. I do, however, want to talk...”

He cuts me off, “And with my little brother. You are the whore I knew you were ten years ago.”

I swallow hard and will the tears that are threatening to fall, not to. I shake my head and run from the bar. I didn’t look back. I jumped in my car and got out of there as fast I as could. How dare him call me that? He has no idea what happened. He just assumes.

Asshole.
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Mitch

I WATCH THE ONE WOMAN that always gets to me, leave the bar. I know I shouldn’t have called her what I did, but damn she pisses me off. Why the fuck did she even come back here. Brock is looking at me like I just insulted his best friend, “What the fuck Mitch? That was a Buck move.”

“You wouldn’t understand. I need a beer.” I push past him and head to the bar, “Michelob Gold,” I say to the bartender. 

Brock is not letting this go, “Hey, what was up with that woman?”

“It’s better for you if you stay as far away from that woman as you can. She’s trouble and will break your heart. Besides, she’s four years older than you.” Trying to get him to get her out of his mind.

“She’s your age. She said she was new in town. How do you know her?”

“She ain’t new in town. She’s from here. She may have changed her hair and eye color, how I don’t know, but she is the same soul sucking bitch she was ten years ago.” I bite out.

“Wow! You never call women names. What the fuck did she do to you?” Brock questions.

“Drop it Brock... I’m not talking about it with you.” Pushing him away.

He finally decides it is a lost cause to talk to me about the woman, so he nods and heads to the pool tables. I take my beer and head to a booth. I was in such a good mood when I first got here. It’s ridiculous that she can still get to me like that. “Fucking Bitch!” I yell out to myself.

I downed my beer and motioned to the waitress for another. When she brought it over, I said, “Keepem’ comin’.”

She nodded and walked off.

I have no idea how much time passed since I first sat down and started drinking, but I have about fifteen empty beer bottles in front of me, and Brock is walking toward me, damn asshole.

“Mitch, you think we might need to go home?” Brock looks at me with concern.

“Why?” I slur.

“Well, the bartender has cut you off for the night and there are no women in here tonight for me to take home, so I guess I’ll take you home.”

“You’re not my type.” I drunkenly say.

“Asshole... come on.” Brock put his hand under my arm trying to get me out of the booth.

“Leave me alone shit head.” I stumble as I get up, and the room starts to spin. “Fuck!”

I feel Brock’s hand on me. I close my eyes trying to make the room stop spinning. When I open them again, Brock is still standing there.

“Don’t make me have to call Buck. He’ll be pissed,” he says like he’s giving me an ultimatum. 

“I don’t fuckin... care...” I’m not sure what happened after that because everything went black.

***
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MY HEAD IS SPINNING and the light coming through my bedroom window is killing me. On top of that, my dick is hard, and I have... shit... I had another dream. It was about her... fuck! When she first left town, I had the same dream over and over for months. 

It was me that had her hands held above her head, and it was my mouth on her perfect hard nipple. 

As I sucked her nipple, my hand moved down and slipped into the waistband of her jeans and panties. She was always wet for me. I fingered her clit, pinching it making her moan. 

“Leave your arms right there and just enjoy my touch, baby,” I demand.

“Mmmm...Mitch...I need you.” She says moaning.

“Soon baby, very soon.”

I pull her shirt over her head, exposing her firm breast. I pull the other cup of her bra down, licking and teasing her other perfect nipple. All the while, my fingers are making soft circles around her hard clit before I move lower and plunge a finger into her wetness. 

“God, you’re so wet for me. What do you want babygirl?”

“You,” she barely gets the words out in a whisper.

I plunge a second finger inside her hot wet pussy. 

“Oh... yeah... Mitch... please...” she moans.

Pumping my fingers inside her hotness, I move in and out several times. Then, I remove my fingers and pull them to my lips, sucking her juices clean.

I undo her jeans and slide them and her panties down her long-tanned legs. She steps out of them as I undo mine and remove them.

I palm my cock and begin to stroke it as she watches. “You want this?”

She licks her plump pink lips, and my dick jumps in excitement. As I start to put my dick in that dripping hot pussy, I’m taken back, and that asshole is there in my place. I’m standing at the door watching him pleasure my girl. What the fuck!

Then I wake up. It’s the worst dream ever. And helps my dick deflate, so I don’t have to worry about that. Fuck...this is going to be a hell of a day.

***
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THIS FUCKING DAY JUST gets worse by the minute. Jack sent Brett and I out to pastures twenty-nine and thirty where the second body was found. I get the creeps just being out here. 

Several months back, Buck and Jack were out here and found a dead body. There have been four bodies found on our property. They know who did it, they just can’t find them. Brett Stewart is one of our ranch hands and he has been very quiet on the ride, until we reach the pond. “Did they ever find those assholes that were killing people and putting them out here?”

“Nope,” I reply.

“That’s a shame.” Brett says, shaking his head.

“Yep,” I shortly say.

“You ain’t talkin’ much today.” Brett notices.

“Nope.” 

“Wanna talk about what’s wrong?” Brett asks.

“Nope.” I definitely don’t want to tell him about my dream. 

“Come on, it might help.” Brett says, trying to get me to open up, but it’s not working.

I give Brett a go to hell look, “Nope.”

“Fine, but if you want to talk...” he offers.

“Shut the fuck up and go get those calves rounded up.” I order.

“Yes, boss.”

I shake my head as Brett rides toward the few calves that were roaming off to the south. I can’t talk to anyone about what I’m going through because I don’t know what the hell I’m going through myself. I probably shouldn’t have talked to Brett that way, but damn it all, he needed to back off.

My life is boring, and I need to get laid. Soon.

Brett and I start herding the cattle and calves back toward the ranch when we hear gunshots.

“What the fuck?” I look over my shoulder and can’t see anything or anyone.

Brett starts moving faster toward the ranch, and I pull my phone out to call Buck when more shots are fired.

“Fuck!” I yell at Brett, “Head for those trees!”

We both take off toward a cluster of trees that are off to the west of where we are. I can’t determine where the shots are coming from, but they aren’t that close, or they aren’t trying to hit us, one or the other.

We make it to the trees, and I hit Buck’s number.

“Yeah,” he answers.

“We’re at pasture twenty-nine, there’s someone out here shooting. I don’t know if it was at us, or something else, but shots have been fired, twice. I don’t see anyone out there. We are in the cluster of trees where the body was found.”

“Fuck! I’ll get the chopper and Morgan, and I’ll be there, don’t move.” He demands.

“Where the fuck do you think I’d go?” My mood is not what it should be anyway.

The phone clicked, asshole hung up on me. I turn to Brett, “They’ll bring the chopper and see if they can see anyone roaming around.”

Brett just shakes his head, “It’s been kinda dangerous to work around here lately.”

“Yeah, it has,” I admit. 

We waited, there had been no more shots fired. I look over at Brett, “I’m going to go through the trees and double back around, see if I can see anything.”

He just nods and doesn’t move.

I get my rifle from my saddle and start walking through the thick brush. I’m hoping I don’t see anyone because frankly, I don’t want to kill anybody. 

As I move around to the far side of the trees, I hear voices. I inch closer trying to hear what they are saying. I can’t see anyone for the brush, but I can hear male voices.

Slowly watching my step, making sure I don’t step on any branches or make any noise, I move around so I can get a better angle on the voices. Then I smell smoke. Peaking around the brush pile I’m hiding behind, I see four men, a campfire, and ATV’s off to the side. What the fuck?

In the distance, I can hear the chopper coming. I make my way back to the tree cluster where I left Brett, just as the chopper is touching down. 

Buck and Morgan walk up to the trees.

“Did you see any smoke over in that direction as you flew in?” asking Buck.

Buck answered, “No, why?”

“I just found four men, a campfire, and ATV’s. I have no idea if they have anyone else on look out. They have rifles, and it looks like they’ve been camping there for a while now.”

“What the fuck?” Buck’s pissed.

“My thoughts exactly.”

Buck pulls out his phone and calls our friend, detective JC Brighton of the Smithville Police Department. He explains to JC what we’ve found. As he hangs up the phone, we hear the ATV’s start up. 

They probably heard the chopper and figured they better hightail it out of here. 

Buck looks at us, “JC is sending a team out here to see what they can find. Now that the assholes are gone, we need to figure out how the hell they're getting on the property.”

Brett looks at us, “Do you think it's just squatters or hunters?”

Buck replies, “Why the hell would they be shooting at you if they were just hunters?”

“Good point.”

I look at Buck, “Could it be those assholes from Morgan’s unit again? If it is, maybe they’ll find and arrest them this time.”

“I don’t really know, but it doesn’t seem like it could be them. They aren’t that subtle.”

“Another good point,” Buck responds.

We all stay in the cluster of trees until we see JC’s ATVs heading our way. Could this day get any worse?
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