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CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      Cici Wright stepped into Mr. Delvecchio’s Philadelphia shop. Like all the jewelry stores she had seen—and she’d seen her share—the air practically sparkled, reflecting the beautiful jewels displayed in glass cabinets. Classical music played softly from speakers overhead.

      Mr. D looked up from wiping down one of the glass cases and smiled. “Ready to find me some treasures?”

      “You said you had a new lot for me to appraise?”

      “Ah, yes. I’ve barely had a moment to examine it.” He tossed his paper towel in the trash. “I’m afraid it’s mostly junk. A couple days ago, my niece paid fifteen hundred for the lot, but knowing her, it’s worth about fifty.” His twinkling eyes told her he didn’t really believe that.

      Mr. D led Cici through a narrow door into the back room, where he dug into an old filing cabinet and lifted out a black velvet drawstring bag the length of her forearm. “I’ve been wanting to go through this bag for—” The store’s doorbell chimed, and Mr. D flicked his gaze to the front. “And that’s why I haven’t had time to do it. Duty calls.” He handed the bag to her. “Let me know if you find Captain Hook’s plunder.”

      “Will do.”

      As he left, Cici  pulled her hair into a bun to keep it out of her face while she worked. She opened the bag on a workbench. Some of the pieces were so gaudy they had to be costume jewelry. There was a pearl ring that might be authentic, and a vintage opal bracelet. A sparkle from the bottom of the bag caught her eye, and she tugged it out.

      It was a necklace, looked to be circa 1920s. Cici assumed it was high-quality costume, but her fingers tingled as if they picked up something she’d yet to realize.

      She moved the necklace into the light, and her breath caught.

      This was no fake. This was…incredible.

      Sixty pear-shaped rubies, each at least a carat, separated by marquee-shaped diamonds that were just as large. The piece was set in eighteen-karat gold or better.

      The value of the stones alone would be in the tens of thousands. But in this artistic setting? It was stunning.

      And familiar.

      She pulled out her phone, hands trembling as she searched for an image she was sure she’d saved. There it was, in an article about a ruby necklace stolen during the long-ago murders of the parents of her sister’s boyfriend in her hometown of Shadow Cove, Maine. The necklace had been missing for a quarter century.

      Cici gazed at the photograph that showed Forbes’s mother wearing the distinctive ruby-and-diamond necklace.

      The Crimson Duchess. This was it. Charles and Grace Ballentine’s stolen necklace. Forbes was its rightful owner.

      Not only was it practically priceless, this necklace could lead Forbes and the authorities to more of the people involved in his parents’ murders.

      Heart pounding, Cici dialed her sister.

      “Hey, sis,” Brookynn answered. “You back from⁠—?”

      “I need to speak to Forbes.” She kept her voice low. “Are you with him?”

      “It’s nice to talk to you too.” Her older sister’s voice held a hint of amusement.

      “It’s an emergency. Is he there?”

      “He’s at the estate, meeting contractors. I’m at the gallery, but I’ll see him⁠—”

      “Text me his number, please.”

      “Are you⁠—?”

      “I’m fine. It’s fine. I’ll tell you everything, or he can. I need to talk to him right now.” Because Cici wasn’t sure what to do. Should she call the police? Should she tell Mr. D? She had no idea what the procedure was when one found stolen merchandise that might be evidence in a double homicide.

      “Texting you now,” Brooklynn said. “Be safe.”

      Cici ended the call. When the text came, from her sister, she dialed.

      “Forbes Ballentine.” His voice was deep and tinged with curiosity.

      Cici assumed Brooklynn had texted him as well, letting him know to expect Cici’s call. “You won’t believe what I’ve found.”

      “Tell me.” He must’ve picked up on her mood because his voice turned serious.

      “It’s The Crimson Duchess. I’m almost positive.”

      “Where? How do you…? Are you sure?”

      “Hold on.” She snapped a photo of it and texted it to him. “You tell me.”

      The doorbell chimed in the store, cutting through the silence. Mr. D buzzed the customers in.

      On the other end of the line, Forbes sucked in a breath. “I don’t believe it. How in the world…?”

      “Somebody brought it into a jewelry store with a whole bagful of other stuff, like it didn’t even matter.”

      “I have a photograph of it here somewhere. Hold on one minute.”

      She heard heavy footsteps on hardwood.  “Hurry. I need to figure out what to do.”

      “Good afternoon.” From the other room, a man’s voice was smooth as a serpent’s slink.

      She usually treated customers’ conversations like background noise, but every sense was on alert right now.

      “I wonder,” the man continued, “is the charming young saleswoman here? I believe my son did business with her a couple of days ago.”

      The man must’ve been asking about Mr. D’s niece. As far as Cici knew, he didn’t employ anyone else.

      “Maria works Tuesdays and Thursdays. What can I do for you?”

      “Surely you’re not alone here with all these beautiful jewels.”

      “That’s why I keep the door locked and the cameras running. I’m the only one working the counter today.”

      “Cici.” Forbes spoke through the phone. “That’s it. That’s Mom’s necklace. Where are you exactly?”

      “I’m at a store in Philadelphia. What do you want me to do? Should I call the police or⁠—?”

      “I’ll reach out to my contact at the FBI. But you need to make sure that they don’t display that necklace or sell it. Would you be able to do that, or should I have the special agent call?”

      “Yeah, I think I can…”

      “Sir, you’re not allowed back here.” She’d never heard Mr. D raise his voice before. “Return to the other side of the counter or I’ll be forced to call the police.”

      “Cici?” Forbes prompted.

      “Shh.” There was some commotion. She crept to the doorway leading to the store and peeked through.

      A man stood behind Mr. D with his arm around his neck. By the way Mr. D jerked, he was struggling.

      Another man, heavy-set with blue jeans and a tight-fitting black T-shirt, stood guard. His head was shaved, and he watched the door, blocking the view from outside with his wide body. He’d closed the blinds over the windows.

      Aside from the classical music, the room was silent.

      And then Mr. Delvecchio collapsed.

      Cici couldn’t make sense of it.

      Had that man just…just committed murder?

      She shoved her phone into her jacket pocket, scooped up the drawstring bag, the necklace, and everything that had come with it, and hurried to the rear exit.

      “Start looking,” the smooth-talking man said. “Find it. Now.”

      Heart racing, Cici pushed out the door into an alley shaded from the afternoon sun by tall buildings all around. She bolted behind the neighboring store and then down another alley.

      “Stop!” a man shouted after her.

      She pumped her legs faster, finally reaching the main road and all the shoppers. Except there weren’t that many, not nearly enough to give her cover.

      She’d parked her rental car on a side street a few blocks away. Rather than run—and draw attention to herself—Cici slowed to a fast walk. She pulled her hair out of the bun, then shrugged out of her black suit jacket, which she draped over the velvet bag of jewels.

      She hoped the change would throw off the man following her.

      A group of women walked ahead, and Cici jogged until she was right behind, trying to look like she was one of them.

      Even though it made no sense, she would swear she could hear the footsteps of that guard catching up.

      She couldn’t help it.

      She turned.

      And locked eyes with him. He was maybe thirty feet back and, apparently, not fooled at all by the minor adjustments to her outfit.

      She broke into a run, shoving past the women, moving as fast as her too-tall heels would let her. She dodged shoppers and bicycles and anything else in her way.

      At the next corner, she crossed against traffic, nearly getting hit by a car. The blaring horn barely registered as she reached the far sidewalk, passed a couple of storefronts, then dashed down a side street, shoving her hand into her jacket pocket to retrieve her keys. She grabbed them and clicked to unlock her car door.

      She yanked it open, threw the bag into the passenger seat, and started the engine.

      “Cici!” The phone had connected to Bluetooth, and Forbes’s voice was a frantic through the speakers. “What’s going on? Are you still there?”

      She’d forgotten about him.

      “Hold on, Forbes!” She checked her rearview.

      The man was turning the corner behind her.

      She angled the rental out from between two cars and floored the accelerator, lurching forward. She turned onto the next street.

      “Cici,” Forbes said, his volume one notch below a shout. “Talk to me.”

      “Mr. Delvecchio. I think he was murdered!” Her pitch was too high, the words coming fast. “Two men just showed up, and one was behind him, and then he fell.” She sounded panicked. She was panicked. “I have to call the police.”

      “Are you safe now?”

      She checked her rearview again. She’d left the guard behind. “I think so. I’m in my car.”

      Which the guard had seen. It was a rental, though. Surely, he wouldn’t be able to track it to her.

      “Call the police,” Forbes said. “Then call me back right after you get off the phone with them.”

      “I will.” Cici ended the call, her mind racing as she dialed 911. She didn’t know Philly well and had no idea where she was headed, just taking random turns, trying to put as much distance between herself and that guy as she could.

      The operator’s voice was calm, asking for details, but all Cici could focus on was the road ahead, the memory of Mr. D’s body falling, and the fear that she might be next. She gave her name and the store’s location. “I think he strangled him.”

      “Who?”

      “Mr. Delvecchio. The owner of the store.”

      “Someone killed him?” The operator’s voice was calm, a stark contrast to the chaos Cici was experiencing. “Or did he kill⁠—”

      “Someone killed him. I don’t know who! I didn’t see his face. I mean I saw…I saw the guard. The thing is…” She thought back to the conversation she’d overheard. “Mr. D’s niece is in danger. They were asking about her. You need to protect her.”

      “Okay, ma’am. I’m going to give you the address of the closest police precinct. Go there and make a report. I’m dispatching emergency vehicles to the jewelry store now.”

      The traffic was heavy, probably normal for rush hour in downtown Philadelphia. As Cici approached a red light, she checked her rearview mirror again. But she had no idea what kind of car the guard would be driving.

      How was she supposed to know if she was safe?

      She plugged in the address the dispatcher gave her. Of course she was going the wrong direction, getting farther from her goal with every second.

      She managed to turn around and followed the directions to the police station. How had she gone from gazing at the most beautiful piece of jewelry she had ever seen to…this?
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        * * *

      

      The Philadelphia traffic crawled, a sluggish beast of honking horns and exhaust fumes that did nothing to calm Cici’s frayed nerves. She gripped the steering wheel, her knuckles white. She’d been in the car for a good forty minutes. She’d swear she sat through every light in the city, some twice.

      The precinct was only a few blocks away now—her GPS chirped directions in that infuriatingly calm voice—but every red light felt like a personal attack.

      She’d call Forbes from the police station after she was safe. Right now, she needed to focus on getting there and getting inside.

      Stopped again and watching traffic inch along the cross street, Cici kept picturing Mr. D’s body crumpling to the floor, the way that smooth-talking man’s voice had turned cold and commanding. “Find it. Now.”

      The light turned green, and she eased forward. The precinct’s address glowed on her GPS screen: two blocks to go. She could do this. She’d tell the police everything—about the necklace, the murder she’d witnessed, and the men chasing her.

      They’d handle it. They’d keep her safe.

      But she wasn’t going to turn over the necklace, not if she could help it. She would return it to Forbes and let him handle it however he chose. He deserved to get his family’s heirloom back, not to have it languishing in some evidence locker.

      A building ahead was much larger than she’d thought the police precinct would be. She was trying to figure out where she was supposed to park and where the front door was when a hulking figure peeked out from behind an SUV, his shaved head gleaming under the sun.

      Her stomach dropped.

      It was the guard from the store. He’d been behind her, hadn’t he? She’d driven all over the city, when obviously there’d been a faster way to get here. But how had he known her destination? Had he guessed, or…or had someone told him?

      It made no sense.

      “Please, don’t let him see me.”

      But before the prayer was out of her mouth, the man’s gaze skimmed over her car, and then he stepped back behind the truck.

      Hiding, probably hoping she hadn’t seen him.

      Her heart thumped hard, her hands shaking as she dialed 911 again.

      “Nine-one-one, what’s your⁠—?”

      “He’s outside the precinct!” Cici’s words tumbled out, high-pitched and frantic. “The man who killed Mr. Delvecchio. He’s waiting for me! I can’t stop. He’ll get me before I can get inside!”

      “Ma’am, slow down. Who’s outside the precinct?”

      “The guy from the jewelry store!” She took a breath. This obviously wasn’t the same operator.

      She scanned the area, but she had nowhere to go. The traffic was too heavy to turn around. She couldn’t do anything but inch forward. “He’s big and bald, wearing a black shirt. He saw me. He’s coming after me! You have to arrest him!”

      The precinct loomed to her left, its brick facade promising safety—if she could just get inside. But she’d never make it from the car to the door before he grabbed her.

      “Which precinct, ma’am?”

      “The one you sent me to.” She fumbled with her phone, pulled up the map, and read the address.

      “You’re saying there are men outside the precinct, looking for you?”

      “I witnessed a murder, and⁠—”

      “Dispatching police to your location.”

      “They just need to run outside!” Cici watched the building, expecting uniformed police to swarm toward her.

      Nobody came.

      She was in the left lane, inching forward. Any second, and she’d come level with the truck where the man was waiting for her.

      She clicked the button to lock the doors, then clicked it again. Just in case.

      A half block ahead, there was a right turn, but the cars were stacked like crackers in a sleeve. No way for her to change lanes.

      Up ahead, a red light stopped all the traffic.

      If she got out and tried to get away on foot, the guard would see her. Her two-inch heels weren’t exactly made for running.

      But if she stayed in the car, unless the police came, she’d be trapped.

      The guard stepped out from behind the pickup. He wore earbuds and was speaking, probably telling the smooth-talking man exactly where she was.

      He stepped onto the street a few cars ahead of hers, one arm swinging naturally by his side, the other tucked into his jeans pocket. He must have a handgun. As soon as he got close enough, he’d kill her. Just like that.

      The light turned green, but the cars on the cross street blocked the intersection. Horns blared.

      “Lord, help me.”

      “Sit tight,” the operator said. “They’re coming.”

      “Not fast enough!”

      The guard was getting closer, heading straight for her.

      The light ahead turned yellow, but the two cars in front of her snuck through.

      Before she could gun it, a sea of pedestrians crossed, blocking her.

      The guard was ten feet away now, his bulk parting the people like a shark through water.

      Cici looked at the building, expecting to see police. Two exited the building, but they were too far away.

      She looked to the right.

      What she saw turned her blood to ice.

      Another man was approaching from the opposite direction. He wore a suit and tie, and though she hadn’t seen the face of the man who’d killed Mr. D, she guessed this was him.

      They had her flanked.

      Her mind screamed at her to move, to do something. The light was red, people were still crossing, but she had no choice.

      She mashed her horn and hit the accelerator, sending pedestrians scrambling out of her way. She floored it, the car surging forward, cutting off a delivery truck that blared its horn. She swerved into a right turn, away from the precinct, her tires screeching as she took the corner.

      Her eyes flicked between the road and the mirror. No sign of them, but they’d follow.

      “Ma’am,” the operator said. “Just sit tight⁠—”

      “If I’d sat tight, I’d be dead.”

      “I need you to stay calm. Can you get to the police station? We can⁠—”

      “I can’t!” she snapped, her voice cracking. “They were too late. I’m driving away. Please, just send someone to get them.”

      “You need to get to a safe location and file a report. Can you⁠—?”

      Cici ended the call. She couldn’t stop, couldn’t risk it. Her chest heaved as she changed lanes to pass a car, her mind spinning. She needed help—actual help.

      She grabbed the phone again and dialed Forbes.

      “Cici?” His deep voice filled the car, tight with worry. “Are you at the police⁠—?”

      “They were outside the station.” She took a breath, working to sound rational. “The men from the store, they were waiting for me. I couldn’t stop. They saw me.”

      “Are you safe? Where are you?”

      “I don’t know where I am.” She checked her mirror again, her pulse pounding in her ears. She had no idea what those men would be driving. “They’re going to find me. They saw my car⁠—”

      “I understand.” Forbes’s tone shifted, firm and commanding. “I’ll book a room for you under the name Ford Baker. I’ll text you the address of the hotel. Get there, use valet parking, and go straight to the desk. Tell them you’re picking up a key for my reservation. Don’t stop for anyone. Can you do it?”

      “If they don’t catch up to me.”

      “Just keep moving. I’ll text you an address.”

      He ended the call, and a moment later, a text came through.

      Cici clicked it to open the map. The hotel was on the other side of town. The farther she could get from those two men, the better. As long as she could reach it before they found her.

      Twenty minutes away. Twenty minutes of praying for safety. She wasn’t going to let them take her—or the necklace. She’d get to that hotel, lock herself in, and figure this out.
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      The elevator hummed as it descended, a steady drone that matched the low buzz of irritation in Asher Rhodes’s bones. He leaned against the back wall, arms crossed, his duffel bag slung over one shoulder. The job—a three-week gig babysitting a paranoid tech exec—had wrapped up rather…abruptly, and he was done. Done with the city, done with the client’s ridiculous demands, done with everything but the promise of his own bed back in Boston.

      He’d grab a coffee from the shop in the lobby and then get on the road. With luck, he’d be home in six hours, probably closer to seven, considering the Friday night traffic between Philadelphia and home.

      The elevator dinged past the tenth floor, and his phone vibrated. He fished it out of his pocket and glanced at the screen. Bartlett, Asher’s boss at the agency. He wasn’t surprised to hear from him, only that the call had come so soon.

      “Yeah?”

      “You want to explain what just happened?” Bartlett’s gravelly voice crackled.

      “He didn’t need protection. He’s just an arrogant jerk who wants to look important.”

      “You just described three-quarters of our clients. Those are the clients who pay our bills.”

      As if Asher didn’t know that already. He’d be lucky if he still had a job by the time the elevator reached the lobby. He wished he didn’t care, wished it didn’t matter.

      It did matter, and he did care, but there were lines he wasn’t willing to cross.

      “From what I heard,” Bartlett said, “he was assaulted, and you did nothing to protect him.”

      “He wasn’t the victim. The woman who assaulted him⁠—”

      “It was a woman⁠—?”

      “—was his assistant. Five four, maybe a hundred fifteen pounds. And she slapped him because he grabbed her. He had it coming.”

      “Your job was to protect him.”

      “From a woman he’s harassing? Abusing? You really think I’m gonna do that? Would you?”

      “You’re leaving out some of the story, at least according to the client.”

      Asher couldn’t help a little grin. Not only had the woman slapped him, she’d kneed him in the groin.

      The client had ended up doubled over, screaming obscenities as the woman had fled the room.

      “Look, I get it.” By the irritation in Bartlett’s tone, that didn’t mean he approved. “But times are tough. We needed that client.”

      “What would you have had me do?”

      “At least make a show of helping. Escort the lady out. My understanding is you didn’t move from your spot at the door.”

      “It took all my energy not to knock the guy’s block off. I wasn’t about to pretend he didn’t deserve what he got. I signed up for this gig to protect people from guys like him.”

      The elevator stopped and a family stepped on. Dad, mom, two kids. The younger, a curly-haired little boy, looked up at Asher and grinned, showing off some missing teeth.

      What would it be like to have a family—and the means to support one? Enough money to stay in a five-star hotel with valets and concierge service?

      Asher had never known that kind of security when he was a kid.

      The elevator doors closed, and the numbers ticked down—six, five…

      “This is my fault,” Bartlett said. “I shouldn’t have sent you out on your own. It was too soon.”

      Irritation and worry churned in Asher’s stomach. “Respectfully, sir, I don’t need a keeper⁠—”

      “Apparently, you do. Someone to keep you from walking out on a paying client.”

      Asher hadn’t walked out. He’d been ordered from the room when he hadn’t protected the client from an innocent woman who gave him what he deserved. Had the client really thought Asher would stand there and watch him assault his assistant?

      Would Bartlett’s keeper have expected him to do that?

      Asher needed this job. He needed to prove himself and his abilities. With his experience, he shouldn’t be an underling but a team leader. He’d been trying to prove his abilities since he’d started working for GBPA a few months before.

      Seemed one decision had set him back, maybe permanently.

      The elevator doors opened, and more people got on. More people to hear him getting dressed down by his boss.

      Through the phone, Bartlett sighed. “I got a new job for you. This one’s high priority—someone who is actually in danger.”

      “Details?”

      “Forbes Ballentine, that billionaire up in Maine? You know who I mean?”

      Everyone from coastal Maine had heard of the Forbes family. “Yes.”

      “His business could mean a lot of paychecks. He’s throwing cash at us for a protection detail, and you just happen to be available.”

      Asher shifted his weight, his mind already running scenarios. Forbes Ballentine. He knew the name, of course. Everyone who grew up in Shadow Cove had heard of Forbes Ballentine. “Recent events make him think he needs protection?”

      “Not him. His girlfriend’s sister, Cecelia Wright. She’s Grant Wright’s cousin. You remember him and Summer?”

      Asher knew Grant, who’d been one of GBPA’s early hires. He didn’t work there anymore, but his wife, Summer, was a part-owner. It had never occurred to Asher that Grant Wright might be related to Cecilia Wright.

      Cici.

      The name was a gut-punch, dragging up memories he’d buried deep—high school, her pretty smile, and the sting of her laughter when he’d dared to ask her to prom. He’d been a scrawny geek then, all braces and glasses and wild optimism.

      That humiliation still burned, a quiet ember he’d never let anyone see.

      The elevator finally dinged at the lobby, and the doors slid open. Asher followed the other passengers onto the polished marble floor, his footsteps echoing in the gigantic space filled with fancy chandeliers and fresh bouquets in crystal vases.

      A blur in the corner of his eye had him turning just as the client’s assistant barreled into him, wrapping her arms around his waist. “Thank you so much! I was afraid you were going to stick up for him or something.”

      Asher didn’t move, not quite sure how to handle the woman’s misplaced gratitude.

      She stepped back and looked at him. “I would never have had the courage to do it if you hadn’t been there. I just knew by the look on your face that you were as horrified by his behavior as I was.”

      “Rhodes? You there?” Bartlett’s voice cut through the haze. “Who is that?”

      “One sec.” He covered the mouthpiece and took a step away from the woman. “No problem.”

      “Where are you…?” Her eyes widened. “Oh, my gosh, did he fire you?”

      “He requested a different protection officer, but⁠—”

      “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to get you in any trouble.”

      “It’s fine.” At least he hoped it would be. “Just glad you’re smart enough not to work for a jerk like that. Good moves, by the way.”

      She grinned, her head tilting to one side. “If you’re not busy, maybe we could grab dinner?”

      “Sorry.” He indicated the phone. “I’ve already got another job. Thanks anyway.” He hurried past the woman and spoke into the mouthpiece. “What’s Cici gotten herself into?”

      “You know her?”

      Asher forced a steady, professional tone. “We went to high school together. What happened?”

      “Ballentine says she found some stolen necklace tied to his parents’ murder. A jewelry store got hit today. Owner’s dead, and she saw it go down.”

      The words had Asher’s heart rate ticking higher. “She’s safe?”

      “She got away but thinks the killers are after her. She’s holed up at a hotel.”

      Asher needed a break. What he didn’t need was to deal with the prom queen. But it was Cici. If she was in danger…

      “She’s in Philly,” Bartlett said. “Job is to get her back to Shadow Cove alive, preferably with the fancy necklace.”

      Cici Wright, running from murderers. That polished, perfect little rich girl he’d known had been in the wrong place at the wrong time. Shopping for jewelry.

      That figured.

      Guarding Cici would mean babysitting the woman who’d humiliated him, who’d probably still look at him like the charity case he’d once been. He didn’t need that.

      But as much as he didn’t want to see her again, he’d hate to think of something bad happening to her. And he needed to redeem himself in Bartlett’s eyes.

      “This is big, Rhodes. Ballentine’s connected. We nail this, we could be looking at steady contracts. I need you on it. Tell me you’re in. If not… I guess I could send the new guy.”

      Asher pictured the company’s new recruit, a former SEAL who had all the physical ability required but little in the way of strategic thinking and zero instincts for the job. “I wouldn’t trust that kid to guard my Skittles.”

      Bartlett chuckled. “Everyone else is either assigned or too far away. Fact is, nobody can get there as soon as you can. If Cecilia Wright has any shot of getting out of this alive, we need to get to her now.”

      Asher stopped near the lobby’s revolving doors, the bustle of Philadelphia filtering through the glass. This could be his opportunity to prove his value, his ability to handle a difficult client—and Cici would no doubt be difficult. But her life was in danger.

      He’d signed up for this gig to protect people, even difficult people he’d hoped he’d never see again.

      “Fine. I’m in.” He maneuvered through the revolving doors and into the muggy summer air. “I need supplies. Closest store’s ten minutes out. Tell Ballentine I’ll be at the hotel ASAP.”

      “Good man. I’ll let him know and text you the address.”

      “Got it.” Asher ended the call and shoved the phone into his pocket.

      Get the supplies, get to the hotel, get Cici under control. He’d run this op like any other—tight, clean, no room for error. No room for old wounds to crack open, either.

      He reached his truck, a battered black pickup that’d seen him through worse days than this, and tossed the duffel onto the passenger seat. As he slid behind the wheel, his phone buzzed again—Bartlett with the hotel details. He gave it a thumbs-up and started the engine.

      He’d see this through for his team. And this time, when he came face-to-face with Cici, he’d keep his guard firmly in place.
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      Cici paced the hotel room, her bare feet silent against the plush carpet. The muted beige walls and generic artwork closed in around her, the hum of the AC and her own ragged breathing the only sounds.

      She’d promised Forbes she’d wait for the bodyguard, but every second in Philadelphia felt like a noose tightening around her neck. Those men—the smooth talker, the hulking guard—were searching, hunting her. She needed to get out of this city and back to Shadow Cove, where she could hand off the necklace and reclaim her life.

      Assuming those men didn’t know her name. Assuming they wouldn’t be able to track her down at her little apartment outside of town.

      She’d worry about that later.

      Her suitcase sat by the door. She needed the bodyguard to escort her to the airport. She still had time to make her flight. When she was past security, she should be safe.

      The TV flickered in the corner, volume low, a local news anchor’s voice droning about a fire downtown. Cici paused mid-step, focusing as the screen cut to footage. Flames shot from a familiar storefront, smoke billowing into the evening sky.

      That was Mr. D’s jewelry store.

      Reduced to a skeleton of charred wood and shattered glass.

      Those guys had torched it. Had they left Mr. D inside to burn with the building he’d lovingly built and operated for decades?

      Probably. What they hadn’t left was evidence. That was all going up in smoke. Meaning the only one who could identify them…was her.

      And then an even more horrifying image flashed on the screen. It was Cici’s photograph, the ugly picture on her driver’s license. Cici snatched the remote and turned up the volume.

      “…Wright is wanted for questioning.”

      She was wanted? She was the one who’d called the police in the first place. If they’d arrested those two guys outside the precinct, she’d be safe now.

      Instead of protecting her, they’d released her name and photograph to the public.

      Her hands trembled with the injustice of it all.

      She glanced at the bed, where she’d dropped her purse and the black velvet bag, which had The Crimson Duchess tucked inside. If she hadn’t taken it, it would be in the hands of those killers now, and Forbes would never get it back.

      The hulking guard hadn’t looked much older than her twenty-eight, but the other man looked to be in his sixties, old enough that he could have been involved in the murders of Forbes’s parents. Had he come to the store to retrieve the necklace because it was evidence? If so, how had it ended up at the store in the first place?

      It didn’t make any sense, but Mr. D’s murder and the murders twenty-five years before had to be connected.

      A sharp knock jolted Cici from her thoughts.

      She muted the television and spun to stare at the door, desperate for help but terrified she’d find the opposite on the other side of that door. Had those men found her? She’d been so careful. She yanked her phone from her pocket. Her thumb was hovering over Forbes’s number when a voice cut through the door, low and steady.

      “Miss Wright. It’s Asher Rhodes. I’ve been sent by GBPA, the Green Beret Protection Agency, who were hired by Forbes Ballentine to make sure you get back to Shadow Cove safely.”

      Wait. Asher Rhodes?

      She knew the name, but it couldn’t be the person she remembered, the geeky kid from high school with shabby clothes and ugly eyeglasses.

      She crept to the door and looked through the peephole. A tall, broad-shouldered man stood there, a shopping bag hanging from his left hand. No scrawny frame, no ugly glasses.

      She unlatched the bolt and swung the door open, blinking up at the stranger.

      Except, he wasn’t a stranger. He was an old friend. Somehow, that geeky kid from high school had turned into this man.

      His dark brown hair, cropped short and neat, framed a face that had sharpened over the years. Strong jaw, high cheekbones, and ice-blue eyes. He towered over her, a few inches taller than six feet, his black T-shirt stretched over a muscled chest.

      This wasn’t the awkward boy she’d known. This was…well, he was gorgeous.

      She searched for an appropriate greeting but couldn’t think of anything. Finally, she managed, “What happened to your glasses?” She’d meant the remark as a way to break through the tension, but something hard and guarded flashed in his expression.

      He stepped inside without being invited and closed the door behind him. After engaging the deadbolt, he spun to face her. “You need to change clothes.” His voice held no hint of kindness or even recognition, though he had to know who she was. Unlike him, she didn’t look all that different from how she had a decade before. Just older.

      She opened her mouth to say something—charm was her fallback, after all—but he moved past her and upturned the plastic bag onto the bed. A blond wig spilled out, followed by a shapeless gray sweatshirt and black leggings.

      She wrinkled her nose. “What are those?”

      “Your disguise.”

      “They’re hideous.”

      He gave her a quick once-over. “That’s the point, for you to look different. While you’re at it, take off all that jewelry. We don’t want them recognizing you.” His tone was clipped. “Sun’s down. We’re slipping out the back. Saw some questionable types in the lobby—don’t know if they’re the guys after you, but we’re not waiting around to find out.”

      Her stomach twisted. “How could they know where I am? I didn’t tell anyone⁠—”

      “No idea.” He cut her off, those cold eyes finally meeting hers. “Get changed, now.”

      She bristled at the barked order. Who did he think he was? And what happened to the sweet kid she used to know? She was thankful he was there, but she didn’t appreciate his rudeness. “I’m not your underling, Asher. You don’t get to snap commands at me.”

      “If you want to get out of here alive, you’ll do what I say.”

      She was not accustomed to being told what to do, but the news coverage about the fire was still playing on the TV. She swallowed her words.

      Asher was right. She needed to get away from those men, and she couldn’t do it by herself. She snatched the wig and clothes and stalked to the bathroom.

      He’d provided a wig cap and bobby pins. Apparently, he’d done this before.

      The blond strands felt cheap and scratchy, and the sweatshirt hung off her like a sack. She had worn her hair all different colors—bright red, dark brown with red streaks, even purple for a while. But she’d never gone platinum, for good reason. The pale color made her look washed out. Unlike her natural strawberry blond, the white-blond wig looked ridiculous with her light skin and freckles.

      She felt naked without her jewelry. She always wore at least four rings, not to mention bracelets, earrings, a watch, and a necklace.

      Sheesh, Cici. Who cared what she looked like? Someone was trying to kill her.

      When she stepped out, Asher was waiting by the door, peering through the peephole. He glanced in her direction but didn’t comment on her appearance. His gaze cut to the high heels she’d worn that day, which were lying on the carpet. “Tell me you have sneakers.”

      “Running shoes.” She folded her business suit into her suitcase and pulled on the shoes she wore to exercise. They were the only option she had that would go with her getup.

      She zipped the suitcase, then stuck the velvet bag into her purse. She rarely carried it when she was working, usually shoving her phone and keys into her pocket. Her appraiser’s equipment was cumbersome enough.

      All that equipment must’ve burned up in the fire. She’d need to replace it, and that wouldn’t be cheap. She prayed she lived long enough to deal with that expense.

      She faced Asher. “Good enough?”

      “Stay close. Follow my lead. We’re taking the service elevator.”

      “Fine.” She didn’t like this—didn’t like him ordering her around, didn’t like needing him. But she’d trust him until she was out of this nightmare.

      Then Asher Rhodes could go back to wherever he’d come from, and she could get back to her life.
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        * * *

      

      The service elevator opened to a concrete hallway on the ground floor that was not accessible to the clientele. Cici had no idea how Asher had gotten access to it. She expected him to offer to pull her suitcase for her, but he didn’t, so she dragged it along behind her, following him to a steel door.

      “Stay with me.”

      “Sir, yes, sir.”

      If he picked up on her sarcasm, he didn’t let on as he pushed open the metal door and stepped out into the muggy air.

      They were behind the hotel in a loading zone. A brick wall hemmed the area in on the far side. It was twilight, a much prettier word than the ugly setting deserved.

      Asher looked both directions, then turned left and started walking at a good clip with those long legs of his. Cici wasn’t short, but she practically had to jog to keep up.

      They reached a road that ran alongside the hotel, crossed it, then entered the alley behind the neighboring building. Traffic sounds were muted. The sharp scent of rotting food mingled with exhaust from a truck idling at the corner. Two blocks down, they turned on a one-way street toward a wider road at the other end of the block lined with parked cars. The thump-thump of music carried out through a door on the right. She glanced through a window and saw a long bar stretched along the far side of the room, a few small tables in the rest of the space. It looked like an after-work crowd that had lingered through dinner. They drank from longneck bottles and short glasses, munching from bowls of nuts and plates of food.

      At the mouth of the alley in front of them, a police car passed slowly, then parked, its taillights reflecting off the pavement.

      Asher grabbed her arm. “Stop.”

      She did, the slamming of a door setting her nerves on edge. What was happening?

      Before she could voice the question, Asher snatched her suitcase and shoved it beneath a car. Then he backed her up to the brick building, wrapped her in his arms, and pulled her close. “Play along.”

      “With—?”

      Her question was cut off when he lowered his head and kissed her.

      A thousand reactions hit at the same time. Irritation. How dare he kiss her without her permission?

      Fear, because those cops were probably searching for her.

      But bigger than both of those—and much more intrusive—was her body’s reaction, which had her arms slipping over his shoulders and around his neck, pulling him closer.

      Holy cow.

      Had she ever been kissed in her entire life? She’d thought so, but she’d never experienced anything like this.

      His lips were soft yet commanding. The arms that held her, strong and comforting. She rose to her tiptoes, wanting to get closer, wanting a little bit more. Maybe a lot more.

      “Excuse us.” The voice came from a woman and held a hint of amusement.

      Asher ended the kiss and stepped back, turning toward the cops, who watched from a few feet away.

      There were two of them, a man and a woman. The man had his arms crossed over a broad chest. The woman’s hand rested on her holstered weapon. Both of them were studying Asher and Cici.

      “Oh,” Asher said. “Sorry. I mean…not really, but… Uh, can we help you?”

      “What are you two doing here?” the woman asked.

      Asher chuckled and ran a hand over his hair. “Sorry, we were, uh… Just, you know.”

      Her eyebrow hiked. “This isn’t exactly the most romantic spot for…you know.”

      The male cop smiled, and Asher did too. “Right. You’re right. We got a little carried away. My car’s parked…” He nodded vaguely in the direction of the alley behind the building.

      The woman’s eyes narrowed as she focused on Cici. “Do you feel safe, ma’am?”

      Asher’s arm tightened at her waist, then dropped. He shifted to put space between them.

      “Safe?” She squeezed Asher’s biceps and giggled. “Who wouldn’t feel safe in these arms?”

      The cops didn’t smile.

      They were worried about her, and she understood entirely. If she came across a couple the way they had come across them, she’d probably be just as concerned. “We’ve known each other for years. Don’t worry. I’m in good hands.”

      The male cop cleared his throat. “We’re looking for a woman, reddish-blond hair, twenty-eight years old. She was spotted in the area. Either of you seen her?”

      Someone must’ve noticed Cici when she’d checked into the hotel. As much as she hated the wig, she was thankful for it now.

      “Not me.” Asher’s arm slipped around her waist again.

      Cici had an idea. “I saw a woman with light red hair sitting at the bar.” Cici looked up at Asher. “You didn’t notice her?”

      “I only have eyes for you, princess.”

      That last word was probably meant to sound like a term of endearment, but she heard scorn in it.

      “Which bar?” the policeman asked.

      Cici nodded toward the door they’d just passed. “She was in there a few minutes ago.”

      The cops thanked them, then headed for the entrance.

      As soon as they were out of sight, Asher grabbed her suitcase. “Quick, before they come back.”

      They ran to the main road, crossed it, and continued down a side street until they reached a black pickup truck. Asher clicked to unlock it and pulled open the passenger door. He shoved her suitcase into the backseat. “Get in.”

      Cici was climbing—this thing was high off the ground—when he scooped her up and tossed her onto the seat. He slammed the door and ran around to the other side, where he slid in behind the wheel.

      He pulled out into traffic, then handed her his cell phone. “Put in directions for New York, just to get us out of town.”

      “Please.”

      “Please what?”

      “I’m suggesting that you should say please when you ask me to do something.”

      “I’m suggesting that you should do what I tell you when I tell you or I’ll drop you at the nearest police station. Except in my case, this is not a suggestion, it’s an order.”

      The nerve of this guy. Was this what she had to put up with, being ordered around by a grouchy guard? Never mind that he was a fabulous kisser, he was short-tempered and rude.

      Maybe the police station was her best bet. She hadn’t done anything wrong, after all.

      But they thought she had. Even if they believed her story, they’d take her statement, then send her on her way. They weren’t exactly in the business of protecting people.

      And Forbes’s necklace would end up in an evidence locker, which was the last thing she wanted.

      She hated to admit it, but Asher was her only choice. Rather than argue, she tapped directions into his phone. They displayed on a screen attached to his dash by a suction cup. So fancy.

      Not that she was a snob, not ordinarily, anyway. Her snobbery only came out when she was irritated, and at the moment, irritated didn’t begin to cover it.
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      Asher gripped the steering wheel, eyes flicking between the road ahead and the rearview mirror. Cici sat beside him, her arms crossed tightly over that ugly sweatshirt he’d made her wear.

      She’d been griping since they’d peeled out of the alley—something about how he barked orders like she was a dog, not a person. He didn’t bother defending himself. Words were a waste when every nerve in his body screamed focus. The job was simple: keep her alive, get her and the necklace to Maine.

      Emotions didn’t factor in. There was certainly no place for the electricity still buzzing through him after that mind-blowing kiss. That reaction was as distracting as all the feelings he’d carried for her since high school. His irrational belief that they belonged together had led to his impetuous invitation to the prom, which led to the most humiliating moment of his life.

      Well, one of them. Funny how Cici Wright had twice had a front-row seat to his humiliation.

      None of that mattered right now. Normally, he had no problem shoving his personal preferences to the back burner when he was on the job. Cici had his thoughts misfiring, his attention diverted.

      “You don’t have to act like I’m some grunt in your army,” she muttered, her voice sharp enough to cut glass. “I’m not one of your lackeys.”

      “I don’t have lackeys.” And if he did, she certainly wouldn’t be one of them. “Stop talking.”

      His gaze darted to the mirror. A black sedan lingered two cars back, pacing them. Could’ve been nothing, but with their luck so far, he doubted it.

      He took a hard left onto a side street, tires spinning against the asphalt.

      Beside him, Cici gasped. He did his best to ignore her.

      The sedan followed, keeping its distance. Another turn—right this time, cutting through a narrow stretch lined with industrial buildings.

      A few more cars separated them from the sedan now, but it was still following.

      Beside him, Cici tapped on her phone, the screen’s glow lighting up her face—pinched, annoyed, oblivious.

      He should’ve ditched that thing the second they left the hotel. “Give me that,” he said, voice low and clipped.

      She clutched her phone tighter, shooting him a glare. “You’ve got your own phone.”

      He snatched it from her grip with a quick twist.

      She yelped, lunging to grab it back, but he held it tightly, lowered his window, and sent the cell phone sailing into the twilight.

      “Are you insane?” she shouted, her voice pitched high with shock and fury. “That was my phone! My life⁠—”

      “We’re being followed.” The sedan was still there. “They’re tracking you.”

      She twisted in her seat, looking behind. At the car, or at her lost phone? She turned her glare on him. “How do you know they’re not tracking your phone, huh? You’re not exactly invisible.”

      “They don’t know who I am.” He refused to let his irritation loose in his voice. “You’re the one they’re after.”

      “My phone has a VPN! There’s no way they were tracking me. You just threw out my entire contact list, my photos, everything—for no reason!”

      That stuff was probably all stored on the cloud. All she needed to do was plop down another thousand bucks for a new phone. It wasn’t like it was out of her price range.

      Anyway, a virtual private network might mask her IP address, but it would have no effect on her phone’s location services, nor would it keep it from pinging cell phone towers.

      “We’re being followed,” he said again, slower this time, letting the words sink in. “Unless your phone is more valuable than that necklace in your bag—or your life—let it go.”

      She huffed, muttering something under her breath. He missed most of it, but picked up on the words arrogant and jerk.

      Not that he cared what she thought.

      He had bigger worries at the moment, like the fact that killers were on their tail. His truck had become a trap.

      “Plug in the address for the train station.” He nodded at his phone on the console between them.

      She snatched it. “Maybe I should toss this one, too. Even the score.”

      “Do it”—the threat was implied in his tone—“and you’ll find yourself on your butt on the sidewalk about two seconds later.” Which would get him fired, no question.

      And get her killed.

      No matter how annoying she was, she needed his protection.

      She jabbed at his cell phone screen with more force than necessary, still muttering under her breath. The map on his screen changed. They were ten minutes out if the traffic didn’t choke them—and their pursuers didn’t corner them.

      “There,” she said, tossing the phone back into the console. “Happy now?”

      He took another sharp turn to test the sedan, hoping he’d been wrong.

      But a few moments later, it followed.

      The train station was their best shot. First, they needed to ditch their tail. Then they would ditch his truck, blend into the crowd, and disappear. Cici could pout all she wanted. He wasn’t here to win her approval. He was here to keep her breathing. That was the job. That was all that mattered.

      Even if every word out of her mouth made him want to grind his teeth to dust.
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        * * *

      

      A few minutes later, Asher floored the gas, merging onto the highway with a growl from the truck’s engine, the Philly skyline shrinking in the rearview.

      The black sedan stuck to them like a shadow, four cars back. No doubt they were working a plan to corner him and Cici.

      The sign for Thirtieth Street Station indicated it was a half mile away. He hated to abandon his truck, but he saw no other choice. He kept his speed steady, then at the last second, yanked the wheel hard, cutting across two lanes to hit the exit ramp.

      Tires screeched, horns blared, and Cici gasped, clutching the door handle.

      “Warn me next time!” she snapped.

      His eyes locked on the mirror.

      The sedan swerved, barely making the ramp, its headlights flaring as it closed the gap.

      Dang it. They weren’t shaking.

      He hit the gas, barreling down the off-ramp and through a red light, ignoring the chorus of honks. Cici yelped, but he did his best to ignore her. He spotted a bridge ahead, its underbelly cluttered with construction gear, and made a snap call. He cranked the wheel, pulling an illegal U-turn beneath the overpass, then wedged the truck between a rusted dumpster and a hulking yellow backhoe. He cut the engine.

      “Out,” he barked, already grabbing his duffel from the back seat. “Now.”

      Cici fumbled with her seatbelt, her green eyes wide. “What are we doing?” She slid out of the truck.

      He snagged her suitcase and shoved it toward her.

      His duffel doubled as a backpack, and he shrugged it on, leaving him hands-free and ready if those guys caught up with them. “Let’s go.”

      She kept pace as he bolted under the bridge, boots pounding the cracked pavement. The air stank of oil and concrete, the construction zone a maze of orange cones and bundles of rebar. It was deserted at eight o’clock at night, so there was one small favor.

      He weaved past a tractor, his pulse steady but his gut churning. The sedan hadn’t reappeared yet. With any luck, it had continued on the surface street.

      But he wouldn’t bet his life or Cici’s on luck.

      They crossed the last stretch of gravel, ducked under a flimsy orange temporary fence, and slipped into the glow of the Thirtieth Street Station’s grand entrance—old, massive, all stone and arches. Inside, the cavernous main hall swallowed them, its high ceiling echoing with footsteps and muffled announcements. Marble gleamed under warm lights, signs pointing every which way—Amtrak, food court, SEPTA—the local trains. He cataloged the space fast: exits to the left and right, crowds thick enough to blend into, ticket booths straight ahead. He strode toward Amtrak, Cici keeping pace with her suitcase rolling beside her.

      At the booth, a bored-looking guy with a scruffy beard glanced up. Asher slid cash across the counter. “Two tickets to Boston. Rear seats against a wall if you’ve got them.”

      Cici leaned in, her voice cutting through. “Are there any private compartments?”

      The guy shot her a perplexed look, and Asher rolled his eyes and smirked, telling the clerk it was fine to ignore her.

      The clerk said, “Sorry, just coach. Next train’s in fifteen.” He tapped at his screen, then handed Asher the tickets. “Back row’s yours.”

      “Thanks, man.” Asher pocketed the tickets and stepped away, turning to Cici, who was glaring at him as if he’d insulted her. Which, okay, maybe he had.

      “Couldn’t we have gone to the airport?” She shifted her suitcase to her other hand. “We’d get home faster.”

      “You’re lucky we made it this far.” He steered her toward the platforms, scanning the crowd—business suits, college kids, a janitor pushing a mop. No thugs, as far as he could tell. “Let’s go.” The giant space was too big to properly surveil. He needed more cover.

      He kept his pace brisk, his mind spinning. That sedan—it shouldn’t have found them so quickly. He’d ditched her phone. But if they had been following her cell phone signal, how had they tapped in so fast?

      This wasn’t some lowlife trying to cover his tracks. These guys had resources. Tracking a phone that quickly… That wasn’t average-Joe stuff. It was connected, organized.

      How many enemies were out there?

      He glanced at Cici, whose jaw was set despite the fear in her eyes. She was stubborn, opinionated, and far too attractive to slip beyond anyone’s notice, despite the cheap wig and ugly sweatshirt.

      The train was their best shot—public, crowded, a straight ride to Boston, where he could regroup and figure out who these thugs were.

      But an itch between his shoulder blades had him scanning the space. Connected and organized… Were enemies here even now, watching?

      “Stay close,” he muttered, more to himself than Cici.

      The platform sign blinked above: Boston. Twelve minutes to go. Surely he could keep her alive until they boarded and got out of this cursed city.

    



OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/image-7-defendingyou_frontfinal_525x8.jpg
e

WRIGHT








