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Prologue
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Life is hard, then you die. He’d read that on a T-shirt once. It seemed like a fitting expression. Maybe I should get me one of those shirts. Then at least people would know what to expect when they saw him coming. If they saw him coming.

He chuckled and adjusted the air vent on the left side of the car’s dashboard so it aimed directly at his face. He’d started to sweat profusely, and wanted to nip it in the bud. He used a wadded-up fast food napkin to pat down his balding head.

The neighborhood seemed quieter than usual. From what he could tell, the oppressive heat had sent children in search of pools and adults inside, seeking relief. Even through his closed car windows, he heard the drone of air conditioning units as he drove slowly down the street. 

He stopped a half a block away and studied the yellow house, its sidewalk framed by a red brick planter full of petunias. No bicycle in the driveway, no loose basketball lying at the base of the hoop, which sat atop a pole next to the house. For a moment, he wondered if the family was away. They can’t be. I saw those things here yesterday. 

When the front door opened and the woman came out, he breathed a sigh of relief. I’m paranoid. Not uncommon for someone in his line of work. He adjusted the right vent so the cold air blew in his face, too.

The woman glanced in each direction before she inserted a letter into the shiny black mailbox and raised the small red flag on the side. She gazed toward his car and seemed to stare right at him.

He crouched down low in his seat. She can’t see me from there. A new bead of sweat formed on his temple, and trailed down his face. I hope.

Without missing a step, the woman walked back into her house and closed the front door.

He swabbed his forehead, straightened his shoulders and settled back against the rented sedan’s leather seat. The coast is clear. A bit too close for comfort, but no harm done. Plus, he got a good look at her, so there was no doubt he was at the right place.

He lifted several photos, and sheets of information accompanying them, from the passenger seat. Thumbing through the pages, he paused when he reached the picture of the woman and examined her closer. Straight dark hair framed her face, falling past her shoulders. Young. She looked much less than her purported thirty-five years. She’s a pretty dame. Clear brown eyes and a happy, innocent smile. 

Bet she’s not so happy anymore. Reality had a way of taking that from people. I should know. 

He flicked the photo back and forth against the steering wheel. If the woman was somehow happy again, after everything she’d been through, he’d be amazed. And sorry that someone was intent on blowing it. But that’s the way the cookie crumbled.

This is no big deal. Just another job. He tossed the photo back into the passenger seat and stared at the house once more. Same game, different players. There had to be different players, if he did his job right. If I ever mess up, I’ll be the one lying on the slab. He hadn’t screwed up yet, and wasn’t too concerned about it. He was very good at what he did.

He yawned, fiddled with the vents again, and settled back into his seat.
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Chapter One
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Topeka, Kansas

––––––––
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CHRISTINE Scott closed the front door and locked it out of habit. Their first August in Kansas was hotter than blazes outside. She didn’t expect either of her kids would be going out. Ethan was in the family room playing a video game. Peyton was in her room, where she spent most of her time.

Christine sighed. It had been a frozen day last January when she and the kids moved to the quiet city of Topeka. The state capital was large for Kansas but nothing like Chicago, where she and both children had been born and raised. The move had been quite a jolt, on top of changing identities and literally, their lives. The marshals in the Witness Security Program had encouraged them to keep their same first names and initials, hence the Stewart family became Scott. Seventeen-year-old Peyton, furious about the relocation, the divorce, everything, had taken it hard. 

Jordan Burke, the US Marshal assigned to their case, did everything she could to make things easier. Christine liked the woman, even though a part of her was envious of the dark-haired beauty with her long, thick black hair and a figure people couldn’t help notice. She could tell Peyton was enthralled with Jordan, partly because of the woman’s looks, but also because the marshal treated Peyton like an adult. That scored major points. Christine watched them interact, saw her daughter was starting to idolize their protector, but didn’t really mind. Jordan was gorgeous and just plain nice. She understood that the kids weren’t thrilled by uprooting their lives and relocating from Illinois to Kansas.

Christine hadn’t been thrilled either, but she was an adult and could see the big picture more clearly. Her accountant husband of eighteen years had lied to her and put their family in jeopardy. He’d thought the cash he received laundering money for the Russo crime family would make up for the hardships they’d had to endure. He’d been wrong on so many levels. 

No amount of cash could ever make up for the death threats Christine and the kids had received. They’d had no choice but to enter the protection program. Neither child seemed to believe it when she explained she was divorcing Daddy and they were entering the Witsec program. After they moved, they’d never see Daddy or Grandma and Grandpa again. Ten-year-old Ethan was devastated. Peyton had chosen anger, and remained angry for a very long time. Christine wasn’t sure the girl was over it yet.

The phone rang, startling her out of her thoughts. She grabbed her cell and recognized the number as one of Ethan’s classmate’s. “Hello?”

“Hi, Christine, this is Donna Ulinky. How are you today?”

She pictured the pretty, auburn-haired woman, with the freckle-faced red-headed son. Unlucky son. Roger had broken his arm in the early weeks of baseball season and had spent the whole summer in a plaster cast. “Hi Donna. Fine, thanks. How’s Roger? Did he get his cast off?”

“This morning. He’s so excited to finally be able to swim. He’d like to take some friends to the pool this afternoon. Is Ethan free? We could swing by and pick him up, and drop him off in a couple hours.”

“I don’t know.” Christine glanced toward the family room nervously. She usually preferred to take him places herself. “Maybe we could meet you there.”

“Nonsense. If he wants to go, we’ll pick him up. There’s no reason you should have to deal with the heat.”

Christine gripped the phone until her fingertips turned white. “I, uh—”

“Both my husband and I will be there. I promise you, we’ll keep an eye on the boys.”

She hated being thought of as an overprotective mother. She’d always prided herself on being cool and laid back. Another facet of her life her husband had stripped away and she had no choice but to live with it. She had a real reason to be protective of her children, but the people in their new lives could never know about it. “I’ll see if Ethan wants to go. Hang on, okay?”

Christine muffled the phone as she stood in the doorway of the family room. “Honey, Roger Ulinky got his cast off today. His parents are taking him swimming. Would you like to go?”

Her son’s bright brown eyes sparkled. “Really? Sure!” He proceeded to punch some buttons on the controller in his hand to close out the game.

Christine inhaled and lifted the phone. “Donna, Ethan would love to go. What time will you pick him up?”

“Fifteen minutes?”

“Fine. Thanks for including him.”

“You bet. See you!” Donna ended the call.

Christine punched her cell off and set it down.

Ethan had turned off the video game and was headed up the stairs. 

“Remember to grab a towel.” She went down a short hall and entered the kitchen for the bottle of sunscreen she remembered seeing on the counter.

When he reappeared, she helped him apply the thick white goo to his back and face while he did the parts he could reach. Christine blended the lotion on his cheeks and held his face in her hands for a moment. “Have fun, but be careful.”

Ethan rolled his eyes, obviously used to her cautioning words. “I will, Mom.” An ornery grin spread across his face. “Take a chill pill.” 

She squinted her eyes at him. More like your daddy every day. Larry used to tell her that on a regular basis. Ethan remembered, and liked to say it. They weren’t supposed to speak of Larry outright, but the boy learned early on that repeating pet phrases of the man got his point across. He may have been told to forget his father, but he never would. 

“Chill pill, my left leg.” A stupid expression, but it’s what I always said to Larry. It was the response Ethan expected. She tousled his sandy blond hair and smiled.

Their fifteen-second banter spoke volumes about what Christine wanted to say. Be careful. Notice your surroundings. If you see anyone unusual remember his or her description. Come straight home and tell me about it. And most importantly, I love you. 

Jordan had discouraged the warnings, of course, but that didn’t keep Christine from thinking them every time she left her son. He seemed to understand, and allowed her to coddle him a bit. He’d matured a lot in the past year. He’d been forced to.

A car pulled into the driveway and honked. 

Ethan slipped into his flip-flops and grabbed the five dollar bill she offered. “Love you, Mom.” He skipped down the hall and was out the door in a flash.

She barely had time to reply, “Love you too.” Christine followed him to the door and saw him hop in the back seat of the Ulinky’s green minivan before it took off.

She closed the door and leaned against it, forcing her breathing to slow to a normal rate. It was going to be a long two hours until he returned.

* * *
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SOMEWHERE AROUND FIVE-thirty, Peyton padded downstairs and stood quietly in the entryway to the family room. 

Christine looked up from her book. For a moment, the sight of her daughter startled her. Tall and slender with long, straight brown hair, she looked much the same as Christine had in high school. Looks like me now, except she has bangs and lacks my wrinkles. “Hi,” she said simply.

“Any idea what’s for dinner?”

“Ethan wants to make homemade pizza. We need to wait for him to get home.”

Peyton removed a vibrating cell phone from her jean shorts pocket and looked at the screen. “Where’d he go?” she said to her mother, still looking at the phone. 

“Swimming.”

The girl nodded and held up one finger, answering her phone. “Hello? Yeah. Hi. Oh, um, I don’t know. Well, maybe. Hang on.” She held the phone to her stomach to cover the microphone. “It’s Ryan. He’s going to get pizza and take in a movie.” 

Christine blinked innocently. “So why is he calling you with his plans for the evening?” 

“Mom!” Peyton scowled in disbelief. “He’s asking me to go with him.”

Christine smiled. “Oh, I see. Well, I suppose you can go.” She liked Ryan Armstrong okay. Peyton had been seeing him since the first week of school. He was a football player, which she feared was her daughter’s motivation for dating the boy. Peyton had been a cheerleader in Chicago, but much to her dismay, hadn’t made the squad in Topeka. Adjusting to life on the lower rung of the high school ladder hadn’t been easy. All of a sudden this year, with the new boyfriend came a new social status. Christine wasn’t sure she liked it, but she hadn’t put a stop to it yet. She was keeping an eye out, though. “He’ll need to come in so we can discuss the movie.”

Peyton’s expression changed to one of horror.

Christine merely shook her head. “That’s always been the rule, no exceptions.” That had been the rule when they lived in Chicago, and it was something Larry strictly enforced. Christine suddenly realized that Peyton hadn’t been to a movie all year. There’d been a few dates and lots of group activities, but a real ‘boy-girl’ movie, no. She smiled again. “I’ll be nice. I just want to make sure we’re all on the same page. No balconies, that kind of thing. That’s not so much to ask.”

“Theaters don’t even have balconies anymore, Mom.” Peyton stared for another few moments before pulling the phone up to her ear. “Sure I can go. My mom wants you to come in for a minute of course, but she’ll be cool. Okay, great. I’ll be ready. See you.” She pushed a button and ended the call. Glancing up, she added, “He’s picking me up at six-thirty. There’s an eight o’clock show at the Varsity.”

Christine opened her mouth to ask about the movie, but Peyton cut her off, apparently sensing the question. 

“It’s the new Spielberg flick. Rated PG-13.”

Nodding, Christine asked instead, “So what are you going to wear?”

Another look of horror, before Peyton sprinted for the stairs. “I have no idea!”

“Want some help?” Christine called after her daughter, and heard the bedroom door slam in reply. “I’ll take that as a ‘no’. And I will be cool. No worries.” She smiled to herself and returned to her book until Ethan got home.

He appeared wind-blown and slightly sun-bronzed despite the white goo she’d slathered on him. Bubbling over with excitement and enough enthusiasm for him and his sister both, he talked non-stop from the moment he walked in, pausing just long enough to change his clothes, then resumed his barrage as they built a do-it-yourself pizza on a store-bought crust. 

“Sounds like you had a great time.” She slid the pizza pan into the oven and set the timer for fifteen minutes.

“I did. Roger’s mom said they might go again tomorrow. She’ll call you.”

“You want to go again tomorrow?” She rubbed a hand through his hair. “It’s miserable outside.”

“I know, but it’s not bad in the water. Roger hasn’t been able to swim all summer. We’ve got to go as much as we can before the pool closes.”

“I suppose that’s true.” School had recently started and there were just a few weeks until Labor Day, when all the pools called it quits for the season. “Guess I’d better go hang up your suit and make sure it gets dry overnight.” She headed down the hall and glanced back at him. “Unless you hung it up, of course.”

He smiled sheepishly.

Christine chuckled and climbed the stairs. Peyton’s door was still closed. “Need any help?” she called over loud music, an artist she couldn’t begin to identify.

“Nope,” came the reply.

“No problem.” She slipped into her son’s room and picked the damp swimming suit off the floor. Reaching for the equally wet towel, Christine was surprised when a blue ball cap dropped out from under it. She picked it up, her heart thudding when she spotted the bright red “C” logo on the front. Glancing around the room, she saw all of Ethan’s blue Kansas City Royals memorabilia in place, including the cap with the white “KC” logo. The Royals were the nearest baseball team to their new home, but thanks to his father, Ethan had been a Chicago Cubs fan from birth.  Much to her son’s dismay, all his Cubs gear had been left behind.

Christine forced herself to remain calm. She hung the wet items in the bathroom before marching to the top of the stairs, hat in hand. That’s when she lost her composure. “Ethan Patrick Scott!” she bellowed. “Where did you get this?”

He appeared at the bottom of the stairs, glancing up at her with confusion. 

Peyton opened her door slightly, a similar expression on her face.

Christine knew her tone was sharp, she just couldn’t control it yet. “Where did you get this cap?” she repeated, shaking it at him.

“From a guy at the pool. It’s no big deal.”

“Oh wow!” Peyton stepped from her room and stared at the hat, studying it intently like she’d never seen such a thing before.

“It’s no big deal,” Ethan repeated, with less enthusiasm.

Her daughter’s expression validated Christine’s concern that it was, indeed, a big deal. She turned back to Ethan. “What guy?” 

“What guy at the pool?” Peyton asked at the same time.

The doorbell rang. Mother and daughter looked at each other. 

“I shouldn’t go, should I?” Peyton’s voice was nearly a whisper.

Christine took a couple deep breaths and tried once again to calm herself. She offered her daughter a weak smile. “Of course you can still go. Let him in.” She glanced at the hat. “We’ll take care of this later.” She hurried down the stairs and pressed the cap into Ethan’s hands. “Take this in the kitchen and wait for the pizza timer to go off. Use the oven mitts to get it out.”

“Okay.” He seemed relieved to be dismissed, and darted into the other room.

She turned to Peyton, on her heels. “Not a word about this to anyone. We’ll handle it.”

The girl rolled her eyes. “Like anyone is going to understand why you’re freaking out about a Cubbies cap.”

“Peyton Isabella,” she muttered through gritted teeth. 

“Take a chill pill, Mom.” Peyton opened the front door and smiled at the tall, blond-headed boy standing there. “Hey. Sorry it took me so long. There’s always one crisis or another around here.”

“No problem. Sounds like life with my sisters.” He stepped inside. The kids smiled at each other like only teenagers can.

Christine gave the good-looking boy the once-over, but her heart wasn’t in quizzing him. All she could dwell on was wondering who would give her son a ball cap at a public pool. “Hello Ryan,” she murmured.

“Hey, Mrs. Scott.” He looked decidedly uncomfortable, but no more than her daughter did.

Christine let both of them off the hook. “Sorry I can’t stay and chat, I need to get dinner out of the oven. Have fun you two. See you after the movie.”

“Oh, yes Ma’am.” He appeared surprised that the inquisition hadn’t happened, but he didn’t waste any time standing around in case she changed her mind. He headed out the door and held it open for Peyton.

Her daughter paused for a moment and looked at her. “You okay, Mom?”

“I’m fine. Have a good time.” She turned and walked slowly into the kitchen, adding a last minute, “Behave yourselves!” She heard the click of the front door behind her.

Ethan was carefully removing the pizza from the oven.

She waited until he’d set it safely on the hot pads before speaking. “Looks good,” she commented, and turned off the oven.

“Yeah.” He squirmed, his gaze going to the ball cap on the counter.

Christine took a seat at the kitchen table and pulled out a chair for Ethan.

He sat and watched her face intently.

She sighed. Ryan’s appearance had been enough of a distraction that she’d calmed considerably. But fear still bubbled inside her, and she tried to tamp it down. “Ethan, it’s very important that you answer my question. Who gave you the Cubs cap?”

He slumped in his chair. “Just a guy at the pool, Mom. He was there with his son. They were in the chairs next to ours. I noticed the hat sitting on top of his towel and shirt, and said I liked it. He asked if I was a Cubs fan, and I didn’t know what to say, so I said, ‘sort of’.”

Christine felt awful for him. Why should he know what to say? The question would have tripped her up, and she was thirty-five. Even with all the training the marshals gave them, they couldn’t cover every subject, or come up with an answer to every possible question. Sure, I used to be a Cubs fan, before we were forced to move away and change our identities. “What did the man say?”

“He just kind of laughed. He said he and his son were done swimming and that I could keep the cap. I told him I couldn’t, but he left it on the chair next to me. I shouldn’t have taken it, I know that, but I couldn’t resist. He just left it there.”

“You didn’t see him after that?”

“No.” Ethan shook his head.

Thoughts rolling through her mind, Christine rose to get plates and silverware. She poured two glasses of milk and cut the pizza. After one slice, she was beginning to relax a little. Not such a big deal, she decided. Just a man being nice. He didn’t have a prolonged conversation with Ethan, didn’t try anything funny. He simply gave him a ball cap. Ethan had probably been drooling over it. The man was just being nice. She smiled. Her son could turn the charm on when he wanted to.

He’d calmed as they ate, too. He was on his third slice of pizza when he made the observation, “Funny how I keep finding Cubs stuff. Like the second day of school, when I found those folders. Now this cap. Funny.”

Christine froze. She’d forgotten about the folders. Two new, glossy pocket folders found lying next to his books on the playground at school, both bearing Cubs logos. Ethan said he’d asked around and nobody claimed them. 

Her stomach lurched. Coincidence? I think not. 

She didn’t want to worry him, so she waited until they’d cleared the dishes and he was watching TV before she punched Jordan Burke’s number up on her cell phone.

“This is Jordan,” the Witsec marshal answered on the second ring.

“Hi, it’s Christine Scott. We may have a problem. I mean, I don’t know if we have a problem or not.”

“What’s up?”

“Ethan went swimming at the city pool this afternoon with a friend, and the boy’s parents. While he was there, a man gave him a Cubs cap.”

“A what?”

Christine fought her impatience. “A Chicago Cubs baseball cap.  It was Ethan’s favorite team.”

“His friends gave it to him?”

“No, some stranger. A man swimming at the pool with his son. Ethan admired the cap, and the guy gave it to him.”

“Odd, but hardly a federal offense.”

“I was trying to tell myself that, and then I remembered something that happened just after school started. Ethan found two Cubs folders on the playground at school, lying next to his stuff.”

“Folders? Like school folders?”

Christine closed her eyes, and tried to remember it was Jordan’s first time hearing any of this. The woman needed to process the information. “Yes, school folders. Brand new ones. Lying on the playground.”

“He kept them?”

“He asked around to see if they belonged to anyone, but no one spoke up.”

“So now he’s flashing Chicago Cubs gear all over the playground? I’m not sure that was the thing to do. He should have just ignored them. The hat, too.”

“He’s ten,” Christine reminded. “What he should do often conflicts with what he does do.”

A loud sigh on the other end of the phone. “You’re right. Are you guys home now? I should stop by and talk to him.”

“We’re home. Just go easy, okay? I already overreacted and probably scared him half to death.”

“It’s not overreacting if there’s been a security breach, Christine. This is life and death stuff, remember?”

“How could I ever forget? See you soon.” She punched her phone off, sucked up her courage, and headed into the family room. 

She didn’t mention Jordan coming over until the doorbell rang. 

Ethan glanced at her with surprise, knowing they rarely had unexpected visitors.

“Oh, yeah. Jordan’s stopping by.” She rose and went to open the front door. “Hey.”

“Hola.” The woman brushed past her, smelling of jasmine and looking better than a person should be allowed in jeans and a fitted, two-button T-shirt.

Christine smirked and locked the door behind her. “Do you actually know Spanish, or is this like the Portuguese phase you went through a while back when you said ‘Oi’ all the time?”

Jordan grinned showing perfect, snow-white teeth. “I find it’s useful to know a few words in lots of languages.” She kept walking into the family room and looked at Ethan. “Isn’t that right, sabelotodo?”

He stared at her, slack-jawed. 

Christine followed the marshal and tried not to smile at her son’s awe-filled expression. Is he admiring the fit of that T-shirt, or simply wondering what the heck Jordan said? Choosing to believe the latter of her innocent ten-year-old, she tried to let him off the hook. “We have no idea what that means. You want something to drink?”

“It means ‘smarty pants’, and no thank you. So what’s up E? Who was this dude giving you the ball cap today? What did he look like?” She chose the chair closest the boy and leaned in toward him.

He sighed and muted the TV. “I’ve never seen him before. Not too tall, skinny, kind of bald on top but brown hair sticking out over his ears.”

Jordan nodded. “Good description. Have you ever seen him around before?”

Ethan thought about that and shook his head. “I don’t remember him.”

“What did his son look like?”

“Who?”

“You told your mom he was at the pool with his son. What did he look like? How old was he? Did he seem about your age, older, younger?”

Ethan shrugged. “I never saw his son. Just the man.”

Jordan spoke slowly. “Even when he said they were leaving, you never saw the boy?”

“Nope.”

She turned to Christine. “I didn’t want to do this, but I think you better call the folks who took E to the pool today. Give them the description he just gave. Best case scenario, he’s the father of one of their classmates. Maybe they saw him and know who he is.”

Christine frowned. “What’s the worst case scenario?”

Jordan glanced at Ethan then back at Christine. “We’re not ready to go there yet. Call the people.”

“And what, exactly, am I supposed to tell them?”

“Look, some man approached your kid at the pool today. That’s generally frowned upon in most parental circles. Ask if they saw him, knew him. The other no-no was giving your son a gift. Major League Baseball stuff is expensive. Strangers don’t hand it out to kids for no reason. Ask them. They won’t question why you’re calling. They’ll apologize all over themselves for not keeping a closer eye on E.”

With a slight nod, Christine grabbed her phone and punched up the Ulinky’s number. It took less than two minutes to determine they hadn’t seen the guy, and knew nothing about Ethan coming home with a ball cap. As Jordan had predicted, they were very apologetic that the whole exchange had taken place and they were totally unaware. She thanked Donna and disconnected the call. “You were right. They didn’t know anything about it. Didn’t see anyone, don’t remember a man fitting that description, and definitely didn’t recognize anyone there today as the father of a classmate.”

“Maldito sea!” Jordan stood and paced the length of the sofa. 

“Now you’re just being annoying.” Christine smiled nervously.

Jordan tossed her thick dark hair over her shoulder and whispered, “It means ‘damn it’. You might want to remember that one. Handy to cuss in front of the kids and they don’t know what you’re saying.”

Ethan folded his arms across his chest. “Can you say ‘Google’? I do know how to spell, you know.”

“Stay off the internet, sabelotodo,” Jordan snapped back at him. “Bad things happen there.” She continued to pace.

Christine could almost see the wheels turning in the marshal’s head. “Is this bad?” she finally asked.

“Well, it ain’t great. But I’m not sure how bad it actually is. I think I’ll place an undercover team out on the street to keep an eye on things for the next twenty-four hours or so. Do you have plans for the rest of the weekend? It’d be easier if you stayed in.”

Christine bit her lip. “We usually go to church on Sunday morning.”

“I’m going swimming again tomorrow,” Ethan piped up.

“No and no.” Jordan said to both of them. “No more swimming right now, and let’s break up the routine a bit. You can say your prayers at home for one Sunday, can’t you?”

“Sure.” Christine felt a bit guilty about the whole church business anyway. After what Larry had done, surely they were on the outs with God these days. She tried to keep life normal for the kids, but hadn’t quite reconciled this issue in her mind yet.

“I thought you said I could go swimming tomorrow.” Ethan’s tone grew whiny. “There’s just a couple weeks left—”

Jordan cut him off. “Trust me on this one, kiddo. You’ll be able to swim soon, just not tomorrow, okay?” She flashed him her patented smile.

How could he resist? Christine watched him until grudgingly, he nodded.

The marshal clapped her hands, like a coach rallying the team. “Okay, we have a plan. You all stick close to the house for the rest of the weekend. If everything seems quiet, it’ll be back to work and school as usual on Monday.” She pointed a finger at Ethan. “Stay cool, little dude.”

She walked toward the front door and turned to Christine. “Is Peyton in her room? I’ll just run up and say hi.”

Christine shook her head. “She’s on a date. Pizza and a movie with a football player.”

Jordan waggled her eyebrows, but her expression was wary. “Football player, eh? Do me a favor, check with her when she gets home, and make sure everything was quiet tonight. No balding man with brown hair sticking out on the sides.”

Christine took a step closer to Jordan and lowered her voice. “Do you think we have a problem, here? I don’t like the look in your eyes.”

The woman shrugged. “Probably not. Just being cautious with kids in the house.”

“I agree. Which is why, if we have a problem, perhaps we should do something about it?”

Jordan’s eyes darkened. “What do you suggest we do? Uproot your family again, change identities, and move to a new town? Because that’s what ‘doing something’ involves, you know. Or, we can keep an eye on the situation and see if maybe we’re overreacting.”

“Weren’t you the one who said it’s not overreacting if there’s been a security breach? Nothing is more important to me than my children, Jordan. I’ll do whatever it takes to keep them safe. I already have.”

“I understand that. If a move is required, I’ll be the first one to suggest it. But the Justice Department frowns on witness hopping, so we’re going to monitor the situation before deciding anything, okay?”

“Okay.” Christine knew Jordan had their best interests at heart. She trusted the woman, which was saying a lot after what Larry had done to her.

“So call me if Peyton notices anything suspicious. I’ll be in and out tomorrow but I’ll be available by cell.”

“Will do. Thank you.”

Jordan touched her chin. “Cheer up, Mamasita. Everything’s going to be fine.” 

Christine chuckled. “You’re an odd combination of brilliant and nuts, you know that?”

The marshal grinned. “Aren’t you glad I’m on your side?” She let herself out and motioned for Christine to lock the door behind her.

Smiling, Christine obliged. She watched TV with Ethan until he went to bed, then read until Peyton returned. Her daughter practically floated into the house, and actually spent ten minutes with her discussing the evening






























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





