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      The melodic sound of laughter shot Marshall Rand’s gaze across the Siné Irish Pub in Arlington, Virginia.

      What a colossal mistake it had been choosing this place with all its memories.

      He didn’t need the memories his murdered wife’s favorite restaurant resurrected to keep him moving forward with his goals.

      The instant he’d walked through the door and seen the happy couple at his and Amara’s spot, he’d regretted giving in to nostalgia and having his assistant, Ed, set up the meeting there with the new investor instead of in DC.

      Besides, his son’s big brown eyes that looked just like his mom’s provided all the incentive he needed.

      “So, do we have a deal?” Patrick Walker, the CEO of Moving Forward, asked as he rubbed his mouth with his napkin.

      Marshall pulled his gaze from the couple and extended his hand across the table. “I look forward to working with you.”

      Despite Marshall’s distraction, the meeting had been a success. With Moving Forward coming on as an investor to his manufacturing company, he’d be able to build another warehouse in Texas completely dedicated to the products they created for June Rivas’s inventions.

      The savings in freight and the ability to have their researchers work more closely would benefit even more troops the inventions went to.

      The more units equipped with the Eyes Beyond and the latest body armor suit June had created, the more lives saved. The more lives saved, the more guilt Marshall could lift from his shoulders.

      At least, he hoped that would be the case.

      Patrick glanced at his watch, his eyes widening.

      “Well then, I’ve got another meeting to get to. I’ll have paperwork sent over for you to look at.” He clapped Ed, who sat next to him, on the shoulder. “Thanks for a great lunch, boys.”

      “Any time.” Marshall nodded as Patrick stood and headed for the door.

      With that meeting out of the way, Marshall turned to his assistant, Ed. “Where are we with Senator Hammond?”

      “Can’t you bask in success for a minute?” Ed Ross, Marshall’s assistant and best friend since college, shook his head and motioned toward Patrick’s receding form. “He hasn’t even made it out the door, and you’re already on to the next conquest.”

      “The vote on the term limit bill is less than a week away.” Marshall poked at the last of his lunch. “We need Hammond behind it if it has a chance of passing.”

      “You’ll never get him to back the bill if you don’t offer him something in return.”

      Ed pointed his chicken wing at Marshall, dripping Siné’s signature sauce on the table. The rich, tangy smell of barbecue wafted between them.

      “I don’t mind supporting him and his plans,” Marshall said, his voice firm. “But that benefit he’s hosting puts money directly into pockets I refuse to fill.”

      Ed grimaced at Marshall like he was a petulant child. “You and your high horse.”

      “I won’t compromise my beliefs, Ed.” Marshall stabbed a bite of his banger with his fork and scooped it through the last of his garlic potatoes.

      The spicy aroma of garlic mingled with the savory sausage, yet tasted like ash in his mouth. “Not again.”

      His gaze darted back to the table that held so many memories before he forced himself to focus on his meal. He needed to remember in the future when nostalgia hit to smother it.

      Nothing but regret and heartache filled the past, and tormenting himself with Amara’s favorite hangouts while they visited this cesspool called the capital only made things worse.

      His stomach hardened with grief, and he set his fork on the plate.

      He stared out the window as Ed sulked over his wings. A mother pulled her son down the sidewalk. The boy had blond hair sticking in all directions like Marshall’s son did. The two boys looked about the same age.

      The reminder of Carter softened the rock of grief lodged in Marshall’s stomach.

      The past hadn’t just left sorrow and agony behind. Carter lived as a testament to Marshall’s love for Amara. Marshall would do everything in his power to be the man of character Carter deserved.

      To be a better father than he had been a husband.

      “Marsh, listen.” Ed pushed his plate to the edge of the table and rested his forearms on the empty space.

      His face took on that look he got when someone tested his tenacity. The expression had always marveled Marshall, causing him to settle in for whatever heated debate Ed would get into. Marshall resented being on the receiving end of Ed’s bullheadedness. If the man wasn’t Marshall’s closest friend, the pushing would end with a termination notice.

      “If you don’t bend some, this trip will be a complete waste.” Ed squeezed his hands together. “You can’t make change without compromise.”

      Marshall had stubbornness to match. He hadn’t won the Kentucky congressional seat on his good looks alone. Hadn’t taken Amara’s already prosperous company and shot it into the stratosphere of success.

      He’d hired Ed to be the balance he needed in these situations, but it rankled that he’d have to explain to him again.

      “I compromise plenty.” Marshall tossed his napkin on his half-eaten meal and leaned back in his chair, his gaze darting to his head of security, Tony, sitting a table over as he put his hand to his ear and nodded. “I can’t put my support behind Hammond’s fundraiser, not with my questions unanswered.”

      “It’s the Cry Out Against Human Trafficking organization, for Pete’s sake. How could you possibly be against helping those victims?”

      “I’m not against helping, and you know that.” Marshall’s chest heated at the accusation. “I’m just not convinced the organization is on the up and up. There are red flags waving that I can’t ignore.”

      “I’ve read up on them, and they seem fine. Better than fine.” Ed tapped his index finger on the table, the rhythmic sound punctuating each word. “You won’t get Hammond to budge. In fact, he may undo everything we’ve accomplished so far.”

      Marshall stared Ed down, though he inwardly cringed. Ed brought up some valid points. Was Marshall cutting himself off at the knees with his stubbornness?

      He shook his head with a sigh. Something didn’t sit right with the organization. That familiar twist in his gut signaled something wrong, the same instinct he’d ignored before, pushed aside for the so-called greater good.

      He stared back across the restaurant at the happy couple. Being a widower wasn’t better or good. He promised himself he wouldn’t ignore that warning bell again, no matter who it upset or if it made his end goal more difficult to obtain.

      He could dig his heels in with the best of them.

      “It doesn’t matter what Leland Hammond does or doesn’t do.” Marshall smiled at the server as she brought the check, and he handed her his credit card before turning back to Ed with a weariness that ached his muscles. “I left Congress after Amara’s murder because I refused to play the political game. Bending now isn’t an option and never will be.”

      “Marsh, you have to let that go.” Ed’s eyes held concern. “Amara’s accident, while tragic, can’t hold you down and bind your options anymore.”

      “Murder.” Heat rose up Marshall’s neck, and he swallowed it down. “There was no accident.”

      “I know. I’m sorry.” Ed shook his head and rubbed the back of his neck. “It’s been two years. I don’t want to see her death strangle you anymore. Eventually, it could choke out everything and leave you with nothing. Amara wouldn’t want that.”

      A headache throbbed behind Marshall’s eyes. Her death wasn’t strangling him. It fueled him. Keeping it in the forefront of his mind propelled him to work harder.

      He’d make her family company that he’d inherited into a name that others equated with influence and power, bolstering the nation’s freedom, which he loved so much. Could wanting that as a monument to his wife be such a bad thing?

      Could his drive to make up for his colossal mistakes kill everything good left in his life?

      Carter filled Marshall’s mind.

      When was the last time he’d really played with his son?

      Sure, they saw each other every day, even bringing Carter along when Marshall had to travel. But were the snatches of thirty minutes here and there enough? The just-turned-three-year-old learned something new all the time, and Marshall barely had a moment to celebrate his son’s milestones.

      A pub employee set down the small folder with the credit card and receipt as they rushed past. Marshall tucked away thoughts of his neglected fatherhood for another time.

      Right now, his focus needed to remain on the task at hand—getting senators and congressmen to see reason and vote for limited terms. There had to be enough loyalty to the republic to see that lifetime seats equaled bad policy.

      When they all got back to Kentucky, he’d carve out more time with Carter.

      “I just … “ Ed sighed and met Marshall’s gaze. “I just want what’s best for you, man. I don’t want you to crash in a blaze of glory when you could cruise into your goals.”

      Marshall really looked at his best friend across the table. Though he had just turned thirty-one like Marshall, Ed’s hair was graying at his temples, and he appeared more worn around the edges than he should.

      Was that Marshall’s fault as well? Had his desire to right his own past put unnecessary strain on his friend?

      “Man, you know I’m not the cruisin’ type.” Marshall forced a laugh as he reached for his credit card. “But if it’ll make you happy, I’ll look into that organization again. Maybe I’m wrong.”

      Marshall opened the receipt holder and plucked up his card, his eyes skimming the handwritten note beneath the card. His hand froze, and the room closed in around him, blurring and slowing as he read the words again.

      Do what we say or your son will end up like your wife.

      “I know you’ll never slow down, but at least y—” Ed’s voice faded to a distant buzz. “What? Marsh, what’s wrong?”

      Marshall picked up the note. His hand shaking made the paper flutter loudly in the air. Ed scanned the note and gulped. He lifted wide eyes to Marshall as his face paled.

      “We’re leaving.” Marshall shoved his chair out so fast it crashed to the floor. “We’re leaving now.”

      As he rushed to the door with the note bunched in his hand, he pulled out his phone and dialed Lena Rebel, Carter’s bodyguard who posed as his nanny, scanning the restaurant for the employee who had dropped off the receipt.

      She wasn’t anywhere in sight.

      In fact, he couldn’t remember seeing her before that either. The sinking feeling from earlier hit him again as he glanced back to their table, where Ed threw the pen after scribbling a signature on the charge slip.

      The call connected, and Marshall didn’t wait for Lena to talk. “Is Carter safe?”

      “Yes. He’s right here with me in the house.” Lena’s answer fired at him with the clipped tone he’d come to expect from her.

      Relief flooded through him, but only momentarily. “Good. Keep him close. I’ll be there shortly to explain.”

      Marshall hung up before she could answer and stomped out the pub door, his frigid shock turning to white-hot anger. He didn’t understand what they wanted him to do, but no one threatened his family.

      Not again.

      He’d keep his family safe this time at all costs.
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      Where had the tough, no-nonsense woman gone—the one who didn’t put up with strife from anyone?

      The one who would throat punch a man for an off comment just as quickly as she could staunch a gushing artery ripped open from enemy fire?

      “Eena, me needs yours help.” Carter Rand peered his big brown eyes up at Lena Rebel as he lifted the marker to her. “Pease.”

      He smiled, a look of such hopefulness on his face that Lena knew she’d break.

      “Pease, Eena?” Carter batted his incredibly long lashes and leaned into her leg.

      Oh, right.

      The woman she was had been blown to smithereens by the big, warm eyes that reminded her of the color of moose hide and the sweet, squeaky voice that often spoke phrases that cut right to her steel heart.

      She hadn’t wanted this assignment, but Zeke had insisted that the Rand boy needed an undercover bodyguard. Being the only woman on the Stryker Security Force qualified to protect the precious toddler made her the perfect one to play nanny.

      Or so Zeke said.

      Her insistence that the whole Manny thing was rising in popularity, and one of the guys could just as easily take the job, hadn’t swayed Zeke’s decision.

      She should’ve tried harder.

      “Okay, Carter.” She sighed as she pulled him onto her lap, uncapped the marker, and flipped her notebook she’d been writing the morning’s report in to a blank page.

      She ran a hand over his downy hair as he scribbled on the paper. Over the last two months, Lena’s carefully welded casing that she’d placed around her heart had cracked chinks into it. A certain little boy had an uncanny way of seeping through the faults, softening her.

      Making her weak.

      She couldn’t afford vulnerability. She’d allowed that in once when she’d fallen in love with Ethan Stryker, the man who saw past her tough, Alaskan-bred exterior to the woman within who harbored hopes of finding a love like her parents had.

      The day he’d died, the hole in his chest as he’d lain lifeless on the helicopter deck had mirrored her own. When the fog of despair had lifted and she’d reluctantly come up for air, she’d started meticulously reinforcing the defenses around her shattered heart.

      One look at Carter’s blond hair that stuck up wildly like Ethan’s had proved she hadn’t worked hard enough at closing off her heart.

      Hadn’t she already known that, though?

      Her time at Stryker had verified that she still had feelings and could care, even though she wished she couldn’t. Her need to push the soft-hearted Kiki and toughen her up had been more about Lena’s own need to protect her friend than Kiki’s desire to learn self-defense.

      Lena had to shield those who were powerless against life’s travesties so they wouldn’t end up wrecked like she had.

      She glanced down the hall, anxious for Mr. Rand to get there. She’d be having a nice conversation with him about keeping her in the dark. She couldn’t keep Carter safe if she didn’t have all the intel, and from Mr. Rand’s sharp tone, something had gone down.

      Carter softly sang “Twinkle, Twinkle Little Star,” the words skipping and getting jumbled as he tilted his head and scribbled away. Lena added her voice to his, causing him to peek back at her with a toothy smile. He returned to his drawing and sang with more gusto.

      Lena’s mouth lifted slightly at the corners as she glanced around the living room of the rented townhome. Sunlight streamed through the bay windows, highlighting dust motes dancing in the air and illuminating the polished hardwood floors that Carter’s toys now cluttered.

      She shook her head and schooled her expression. She wasn’t Carter’s nanny. She couldn’t forget that protecting him remained her sole priority. Even if the last two months she’d been here had about as much action as her mom’s quilting circles.

      Nothing but a bunch of gabbing and pointless work.

      Protecting the adorable child wasn’t pointless, but she had seen no indication that this assignment was anything more than the inflated imaginings of a man with too much money to throw around.

      Until today.

      Marshall Rand didn’t need her here twenty-four seven, practically sleeping in the same room with Carter with the way the bathroom connected her room and the boy’s. It wasn’t like someone could sneak into the secure mansion back in Kentucky that the Rands lived in.

      Heck, even the townhome he’d rented for his trip to DC had enough security that she wasn’t needed.

      She didn’t understand why Mr. Rand had insisted that Carter, and therefore Lena, come with him to the capital. He’d been wrapped up in so many meetings over the week that he hadn’t come home until well after Carter’s bedtime.

      Mr. Rand’s low comment that Carter went where he did when she’d asked why the family was being dragged to Virginia still gave her heartburn..

      Not that they were a family.

      Far from it.

      However, sometimes she wondered if what she experienced on the assignment was what most families’ lives were like. The father leaving for work early in the morning. The kids doting on their fathers, never understanding why the man they admired most ran off each day instead of staying to play. The mother left with an aching loneliness that warred with accusing anger when left day after day to raise the kids with the husband coming in as the hero late in the night.

      Lena shook her head. What a depressing thought and so unlike her own parents’ marriage that she couldn’t imagine being trapped in such a relationship. While it angered her when Mr. Rand came home too late to tuck Carter into bed, she had no say in how he ran his life, which was fine by her.

      If she’d known who the assignment was with in the first place, she probably would’ve told Zeke to find someone else. In fact, when she’d found out she’d be working for Marshall Rand, the ex-congressman who had flipped his vote on the bill that ultimately killed her fiancé, Ethan, she’d been ready to tell Zeke he had a week to find someone else.

      How could she possibly work for a man who could so carelessly leave soldiers ill-equipped?

      How could she keep her disdain in when all she thought about was that spin in his moral compass that had been firmly pointing one way until the day of the vote?

      She knew all about the bill that supposedly created stronger borders, but only by making the troops in the field abroad weak with a lack of support and proper equipment. She’d read the bill front to back, scoured the news and public documents associated with it, watched the debates, and researched all who had voted the bill through. The flip of Marshall Rand, and another congressman from Montana not showing up when the voting happened, had pushed the bill through. If Mr. Rand, uber-conservative representative and ex-Air Force member from Kentucky, had just stuck to his guns, Ethan would still be alive. Lena would be married and probably have a child of her own sitting on her lap, scribbling indiscernible pictures while singing sweet songs.

      Lena sat up straighter, horrified that her nose stung with unshed tears. She really should have followed through with telling Zeke to send someone else. Yet, she’d spent her days with Carter, and a week had tumbled into two that flowed to eight. She couldn’t imagine being comfortable leaving his safety to anyone else, whether or not the risk was real.

      Which meant she was more screwed than she wanted to acknowledge.

      She glanced around the room at the toys scattered on the floor and the ragged teddy bear Carter hauled everywhere. Warmth spread through her as the morning fun rushed back to her. The teddy’s worn patches and dangling ear told stories of a hundred imaginary adventures, a hundred nights clutched tight against nightmares. The joyful feeling brought an unease that started in her toes and inched up her body.

      She couldn’t do this anymore. Couldn’t allow herself to be compromised again. Even being with Stryker Security had been a bad idea. She cared too much... felt too much.

      When Mr. Rand finished schmoozing whoever it was he spent his days with, and they all returned to Kentucky, she would give General Paxton a call. He still needed people for his covert team bent on bringing down the organization responsible for the corruption that led to Ethan’s death, the organization Stryker had too many run-ins with over the last year.

      They were still trying to follow trails that connected June Rivas’s mad dash across the country with Sosimo last fall with what Kiki’s mom had disclosed after the entire fiasco in Colombia. There were so many threads to pull that Lena wondered if one of them, once untangled, would lead to Mr. Rand. Why else would he change his vote so suddenly? Maybe it was best for her to stick around and dig a little deeper.

      “Eena, ook!” Carter leaned to the side and pointed at the scribbles that vaguely resembled bodies. “Me made us. At’s you, me, and Daddy. We happy.”

      “That’s nice, Carter.” Lena squeezed the praise through her tight throat.

      Who was she kidding? There wasn’t enough evidence to suggest Rand was involved, and she couldn’t stay on this assignment any longer. Not with the way her heart became entangled with Carter more and more with each passing day.

      Instead of helping take down those who had killed Ethan and ruined her life, she helped the one who had betrayed his countrymen, giving up a piece of herself with each cheerful smile and heartwarming hug she received from Carter. Her warring emotions left her weary and on edge.

      Maybe she shouldn’t wait until they returned to Kentucky. Maybe she should contact the general and set up an interview while they are here. Her heart picked up speed with the thought, and she couldn’t tell if it was in anticipation or dread.

      A key rattled in the front door lock. Lena’s muscles tensed instinctively as her hand moved toward the concealed weapon at her side. The door burst open, revealing an ashen-faced Marshall Rand. One look at his wild eyes and rigid posture told her everything she needed to know—her assignment had just become deadly serious.
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      Marshall’s hand still trembled as they pulled away from Siné Irish Pub, the paper crushed from his white-knuckle grip.

      The words burned in his mind.

      Do what we say or your son will end up like your wife.

      Ed slid behind the wheel, his usual relaxed posture replaced by rigid tension. “You’re scaring me, Marsh. What did that note actually say?”

      “They’re targeting Carter now.” Marshall’s voice sounded hollow even to his own ears.

      Ed glanced at him, then back to the road. “You sure this is connected? Could be some random threat. Maybe it’s just about the bill.”

      “Look at it.” Marshall thrust the crumpled receipt toward Ed when he stopped at the red light.

      Ed’s eyes widened as he read the note, then handed it back. “You calling the police?”

      “And tell them what? That someone threatened my son with a note delivered on a credit card receipt? That I think it’s connected to Amara’s death two years ago that was ruled an accident?” Marshall shook his head. “They’d take a statement and file it away.”

      Ed sighed and ran a hand through his hair, the silver at his temples catching the afternoon sunlight. “So, what’s the plan then?”

      “I’m getting Carter somewhere safe.” Marshall pulled out his phone, thumb hovering over Lena’s contact. “I’ll have Tony get the plane ready. We need to leave DC immediately.”

      “Whoa, hold on.” Ed put a hand on Marshall’s arm. “You’re talking about just … disappearing? What about all our scheduled meetings? The term limit bill vote is days away.”

      “My son comes first, Ed.” Marshall’s tone left no room for argument. “I can work remotely for a while until I figure out what’s going on.”

      Ed turned onto their street, slowing as they approached the townhouse. “And me? What am I supposed to tell everyone?”

      “I need you to stay.” Marshall met his friend’s eyes. “You’ll represent me at the meetings. Tell them I had a family emergency.”

      “A family emergency.” Ed drummed his fingers against the steering wheel. “That’s technically true, I guess.”

      “I have to get Carter somewhere safe, somewhere off the grid.” Marshall reached for his seatbelt. “I can’t risk anything happening to him.”

      “And where exactly are you planning to go?” Ed parked and turned off the engine.

      “I don’t know yet.” Marshall ran a hand over his face. “Somewhere remote. I’ll need a few days to think.”

      “This feels rash, Marsh.” Ed turned in his seat to face him fully. “You’ve spent two years putting pieces in place for this bill, building support. If you vanish now––”

      “If I don’t, my son could end up dead.” Marshall’s voice cracked. “Like Amara.”

      Ed fell silent, studying his friend’s face. “You really believe her death wasn’t an accident, don’t you?”

      “I know it wasn’t.” Marshall clutched the note tighter. “And now I have proof.”

      Ed sighed heavily. “Look, I understand your concern. But running isn’t the answer. We can increase security. Hire more people.”

      “It’s not enough.” Marshall shook his head. “I trusted the wrong people once. I won’t make that mistake again.”

      “So, you’re saying you don’t trust me?” A flicker of hurt crossed Ed’s features.

      “I’m not saying that.” Marshall placed a hand on Ed’s shoulder. “You’re the only one I do trust right now. That’s why I need you here, covering for me while I get Carter somewhere safe.”

      Ed nodded slowly. “What about Hammond? He’ll expect an answer on his fundraiser.”

      “Tell him I need more time. Keep him on the hook, but don’t commit to anything.” Marshall glanced at the townhouse. “I need twenty minutes to grab essentials, then we’re gone.”

      “And the Walker deal?” Ed asked. “He seemed genuinely excited about expanding production for June’s inventions.”

      “Follow through with it.” Marshall’s expression hardened. “That’s non-negotiable. Those inventions save lives. If anything, we accelerate that partnership.”

      “I’ll handle it.” Ed pulled out his phone. “Want me to call Tony now?”

      “Yes. Have him bring the car around back in twenty minutes.” Marshall grabbed the door handle, then paused. “And Ed?”

      “Yeah?”

      “If anyone asks too many questions about where we’ve gone, you don’t know. For your safety as much as ours.”

      “You planning to tell me where you end up?” Ed raised an eyebrow.

      Marshall hesitated. “Eventually. Once I know it’s secure.”

      Something unreadable flickered across Ed’s face before he nodded. “Do what you have to do. I’ll keep things running here.”

      “I know you will.” Marshall stepped out of the car, his jaw clenched so tight it ached.

      Each breath felt shallow, insufficient, as the reality of what he was about to do hit him. “I’ll call you when I can.”

      “And the company?” Ed called after him. “Any specific instructions?”

      “Keep everything moving forward.” Marshall looked back. “But nobody—and I mean nobody—gets access to June’s specs or our manufacturing process. Not even Walker until the contracts are finalized.”

      “Got it.” Ed made a note on his phone. “Twenty minutes. I’ll have Tony ready.”

      Marshall nodded once, then strode toward the house, every sense on high alert. As he reached for his keys, a chill raced up his spine at the unsettling feeling of being watched. He scanned the street but saw nothing unusual.

      Just an ordinary Washington afternoon.

      As he unlocked the door, his phone vibrated in his pocket. A text from an unknown number flashed across the screen.

      Reconsider your next move, Congressman. We’re always watching.
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      Even though Marshall had a plan and had put it in motion, his heart beat in his throat and his head buzzed with panic, so he leaned against the wall to calm himself.

      Carter’s high-pitched singing, accompanied by a lower, more beautiful voice, greeted Marshall in the hallway to the living room.

      He stuffed his trembling hands into his pockets, taking three deep breaths before continuing forward. The threat still simmered beneath his skin, making his muscles taut and his jaw ache from clenching.

      He couldn’t let Carter see him this way.

      He didn’t want to scare Carter. He also didn’t want Lena Rebel to think he’d lost his cool. If her judgmental glances and low huffing indicated anything, she already found him lacking. Flipping out like a crazed man would push any chance of gaining her respect right over the cliff.

      Not that her thoughts toward him mattered.

      She might give everyone that look of deficiency for all he knew. It didn’t change the fact that he came away from her presence feeling as if he’d failed … again. He battled with that demon enough without her encouragement.

      He took a deep breath, letting their song wash over him, and peeked into the room.

      Carter sat on Lena’s lap at the small table against the window. She combed her fingers absentmindedly through his blond hair as she scanned the surroundings. Carter’s head bent over the table, his body wiggling side to side in a dance to the music.

      Man, how had Marshall’s entire world compressed into that one little body?

      There wouldn’t be anything left of him if he lost Carter.

      The lyrics from the familiar nursery rhyme floated through the doorway, but Marshall hardly registered them. The sight of his son, content and smiling despite the dangers that lurked outside their temporary sanctuary, squeezed Marshall’s heart with both joy and terror.

      Lena shifted, her back straightening from its relaxed position. Even from the hallway, Marshall caught the flex of her jaw as she rapidly blinked her eyes.

      Tears?

      Marshall found it hard to believe she even possessed tender emotions.

      “Eena, look.” Carter turned on Lena’s lap, his face bright with excitement as he explained the happy picture of the three of them together.

      Like a family.

      Jealousy scorched hot through his gut and raced heat to his face. Lena didn’t deserve his son’s love. She served as nothing but a glorified babysitter. Carter should draw pictures of Amara, his mother, not some woman hired to watch him.

      And whose fault is that?

      Marshall slumped against the wall, dragging his hand down his face.

      My fault...all mine.

      Lena wasn’t guilty of anything but doing her job. Carter embodied such a tenderhearted person who was always loving, even to strangers. It made sense he’d include Lena in his affection. She’d been with him all hours of the day for the last two
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PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
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DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
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