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About This Book


What can balance the scales of justice when hearts are shattered, pain is inflicted and damage is dealt beyond repair?

Paris escaped a situation that some would consider a crime. She worries constantly that the day of reckoning is coming for her around every corner. Weaver seeks justice with the avidity of a hunter seeking prey. His biggest fear is that the day of reckoning he deserves will never come.

Forced to deal with very deep and individual problems, Paris and Weaver – strangers who are complete opposites – agree to a therapy assignment that includes only the two of them and that initially seems radical and a little scary.

Against shattered hearts, inflicted pain and irreparable damage, can love balance the scales of justice?
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KILL OR BE KILLED

Part of an elite SEAL team, Mason takes on the dangerous jobs no one else wants to do – or can do. When he’s on a mission, he’s focused and dedicated. When he’s not, he plays as hard as he fights.

Until he meets a woman he can’t have but can’t forget. Software developer, Tesla lost her brother in combat and has no intention of getting close to someone else in the military. Determined to save other US soldiers from a similar fate, she’s created a program that could save lives. But other countries know about the program, and they won’t stop until they get it – and get her.

Time is running out … For her … For him … For them …
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Chapter 1
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Paris Wilson sat with her back to the wall and waited as the room slowly filled up for the first morning seminar. They’d all briefly met the night before but the real workshop started today. Set in downtown Vancouver, at a posh but business-style hotel, she couldn’t help but feel this Inner Healing workshop could be the answer to so many problems. It had better be, especially after pleading with her professor that she was ready for this. It was a special workshop for university students under Professor Jenna Komak. And Jenna alone made the decision as to who would be allowed to attend.

Now Paris was here and couldn’t wait to get started. She had picked a perfect spot to watch the other attendees but only be seen by a few of them as they looked around. Those she could ignore.

She’d ignore everyone if she could. They were a distraction. There was a reason she was here and she was anxious to get started. Several reasons actually. When her brother, Sean, had attended the same workshop earlier this summer, he’d fallen in love with a special woman he’d met there. Robin was stunning inside and out.

Paris was seriously happy for Sean. She’d always known he’d find someone someday – even if he hadn’t believed it. Not only because he was her brother, but because he was a great man and a terrific human being.

He deserved to be happy. And that made all the difference in the world.

Brushing back her black hair, Paris knew that any of these other attendees could potentially impact her life in a similar way. In wonder, she studied the few people taking seats at the very front. She’d never been able to do that. Being front and center. It put too much attention on her. Considering how eager she was to get moving on this, she should probably consider the risks. Even though her hopes were high for the workshop, she knew she was asking a lot. She was eager. Too eager. She didn’t have rose-colored glasses with which to view the world, but she had her brother’s experience as a standard.

Dropping her gaze to her hands, her fingers picked away at the skin from the base of the nails. Ugly. Damaged. Falling to pieces. Gee funny, her outside matched her inside.

At that, she almost gave an audible snort but held it back at the last moment. It wouldn’t do to attract attention in this setting. She settled back and watched as several men took their seats. The only men she knew well had been her father and her brother. Both of them were so much alike and so opposite in all the ways that counted. Other males she met seemed to be a mix of the two. Maybe that was good. Maybe not.

She’d been interested in a few men she’d met through work, but knew they wouldn’t want her. What was to want? She was an okay size as in shorter than Sean but just a hair taller than his partner Robin. Even though she ate like a horse, she was slim, bordering on gaunt. Her brother said she was too nervy to keep any weight on. Whatever.

She had to admit to being a little on the driven Type A side, but she had a reason. After missing out on so much in life, she couldn’t help but want to do more. Be more.

Then there was the mixed-up part of her that knew she could never be enough. Never be good enough. She hadn’t ever been that good. And that perception impacted her actions every day.

It was stupid. She was an adult now. Surely her childhood shouldn’t be doing this to her anymore.

Except, whispered that gentle voice inside, you weren’t a child when it finally stopped. You were a teenager. So very vulnerable to the actions, opinions of those around you. Very impressionable at an age where you’d already been beaten into the ground. Knew there was no one out there that would save you. Already understood that the original fairy tales had the right of it, they were grim, heart-wrenching stories. Nothing like the pretty pink stories she heard other kids talk about with teddy bears and rainbows and unicorns even.

Paris knew the bogeyman was real. And she knew that there was one inside of every single person – including herself.

“Is anyone sitting here?”

The deep dark voice shook her to the core. Surprised at the swarthy young man standing beside her, she stared uncomprehendingly at him. She glanced at the direction he pointed and realized she’d been sitting in one chair and taking up a second chair with her legs, subconsciously giving people no choice but to stay away. Jenna, their professor, would have a heyday with her body language.

Paris dropped her legs and muttered, “No, it’s free.”

Nodding, he sat down, turning his back to her.

She studied him covertly. As broad as Sean was lean, he was solid looking. Farmer stock. Big hands and forearms but not the muscle-bound body builder type. Nice actually.

And there was a faint smell, not cologne, subtler than that. Aftershave or even shaving soap. With his dark coloring, she imagined he had to shave a couple of times a day. He turned and gave her a bland look.

She flushed. Damn it, he’d caught her studying him.

Back in school, she had learned that if she went into class afraid, the teacher would pick on her to do a question on the board. She always got picked. However, if she walked in and couldn’t have cared less about it, she never got picked. How come she couldn’t apply that same trick to the world at large? Paris wondered.

The instructor walked in at that moment. The air magically twisted, becoming lighter, airy. The underlying nervousness quickly dissipated.

Paris was here for the same thing everyone else was here for. To heal.

They all needed to move past issues that stopped them from leading the fulfilling lives they all wanted. They all wanted to move forward.

Simple. Not.

Jenna had achieved phenomenal results with her earlier seminars, but at what point did her special touch run a little thin? Paris knew if the magic was going to run out, it would run out with her. She hadn’t learned the trick of making her life happen easily. Nor of making it through life unscathed like so many people she knew. Neither did she expect much more than what she had.

But she wished…dreamed…fan­ta­sized of so much more.

Especially babies.

And there were just some things that no matter how much wishing one did, it wasn’t going to happen.

Still, the alternative would have been worse. She was here, and she was strong and healthy and alive. She was good with that. There were alternative dreams she could dream.

She smiled.

And damn if her neighbor didn’t turn and looked at her suspiciously.

It was her turn to give him a bland stare.

He cocked one eyebrow, a glint of amusement in his gaze before he shifted back in his chair and turned his attention to the front of the room.

Only she caught sight of a muscle in his jaw twitching in a steady pulsating manner.

Squeezing her eyes shut, she tried to focus on Jenna’s words. That’s why she was here. Her eyes popped open. Yet at the same time her neighbor, in the chair next to her, was starting to drive her nuts. She wanted to slap a hand over that muscle and make it stop.

Just part of her stress management techniques she had to work on. Fix what she could fix and ignore what she couldn’t. So how was she doing on that second half? Lousy.

Jenna held up a stack of folders. “Good morning, everyone.”

A murmured response rippled through the room.

“I’m glad to see you’ve all settled in, we’ll work first on getting you divvied up into pairs and then hand out the assignments. Until I call your name, remember I mentioned homework last night? Well this…” She held up a stack of papers to the groans of those around her, “Won’t be homework if you get it all done now.”

And with that, she dropped the stack at the front desk and said, “Take one and pass them around.”

Paris watched as the stack moved from one person to the other. She’d be last. Maybe that was okay too.

Jenna called two people’s names and moved the couple to the back of the room where three chairs sat in a cozy arrangement in the corner. Paris kept half an eye on their reactions but as there were lots of smiles and nods, she figured the first couple wasn’t unhappy with their assignment. A few moments later, the couple returned and Jenna called out two more names and asked the attendees to join her at the back.

Somewhere in there, the assignment sheet arrived on the table in front of Paris. She picked it up and sighed. This one was a sheet on dreams. Your dreams. Dreams you gave up on. Dreams you couldn’t give up on. And the last one got to Paris – list the innermost secret dream you were too afraid to let yourself dream.

She stared at that question and wished she had an answer.

“For those of you working on the homework sheet,” Jenna said. “Please add one question to the bottom of the sheet.”

There were long, heavy sighs from those around her.

Paris looked at Jenna, waiting, wondering where she was going with this.

“Write down the biggest regret in your life and how the event impacted your dreams.”

Shit.

Paris’s hard-won calm disintegrated. That question required no thought.

She already had the answer. She lived with it daily.

She wished she’d never killed her father.
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What was Paris’s problem? Cool name. If he’d read the top of worksheet correctly.

But the woman…her expression was that of a deer frozen in the spotlight. He stared at her, seeing the glassy eyes and the stark-white pallor.

Like what the hell?

Trying to sneak a glance at her paper again, he realized she was filling out the question that Jenna had just added. All he could see was something ending with her father.

Figures. Every messed-up girl seemed to have daddy issues. While he turned back to his paper, he kept an eye on her. When she started to rub out the words written on her paper – words written in pen – he knew she wasn’t all there.

The questions in front of him were beyond his understanding, but he had to ponder the concept. He wasn’t about dreams. He was all about goals. Dreams were nebulous. Airy and light. Weightless. Euphemism for useless. He was a planner. A-one-foot-in-front-of-the-other-and-walk toward a specific end point kind of person. Not for the joy of the walk but because he was going to get somewhere specific. He was all about specifics. That he was here in this damn class said he was doing one of the steps that he needed to do to get on with his life.

Another check box was being marked off. Good. Therapy wasn’t his thing, especially not his own. At least not now. No, he couldn’t really say for sure why he was here except because of Jenna herself. He’d heard about Jenna’s classes and had even attended several of her evening lectures. But he didn’t need her class and he’d told her so. That’s when she’d smiled that really witchy smile, her eyes glowing with laughter, and she’d challenged him to attend. To show that he’d taken care of his stuff. That there wasn’t anything else she could show him.

“Hell,” he’d said with a snicker, “of course I could do it, but I don’t need to. I wouldn’t pay good money for something like this.”

With a laugh, she replied, “If you think you’re immune, then write up a paper on it. If it’s any good, I’ll help you get it published. If you find out you’re not immune, we’ll revisit the subject of the report at the end.”

Now that appealed to his sense of purpose. His portfolio was missing published articles – particularly in peer-reviewed journals. Even if having a shrink’s name on his paper didn’t help in getting a paper published, it was on his bucket list. And damn it, that bucket list was important.

So he’d accepted the challenge. And here he was.

So no, he hadn’t been tricked into attending, but…it almost felt like it. Or maybe it was that he felt played…and had taken the bait. And that now he was where she wanted him to be.

But why?

To observe? To write his insights? There was lots of fodder here. Some of these people needed serious help.

He shook his head and scratched the word dreams out and replaced it with the word goals. When he was done, he realized the odd sound beside him was the sound of paper ripping. He snuck a glance over at Paris to see her trying to rip out the answer she’d tried to rub out first. Apparently, she was seriously determined to not let anyone see that answer. As he studied her, he realized that she’d actually ripped off the strip of paper and had rolled it up into a tiny ball.

Fascinated, he watched her struggle to find a place to hide the tiny item. He couldn’t take his eyes off it. What the hell had she written that she wanted erased so badly?

His gaze swung back to the paper. She’d left the other answers intact. Just a long strip missing out of the bottom half. As if sensing his bewilderment, she lifted her gaze to his face. Her cheeks flared with bright colors as their eyes met, and she slammed her hand over the same hand that held the tiny ball of paper. The ball flew from her fingers, bounced on the table, and rolled toward him.

It was inevitable. The curious behavior he witnessed had him itching to know what she was trying to hide; what was written on the crumpled ball on the floor in front of him. Just as he reached for the paper ball, she snatched it up, their fingers brushing briefly as he watched the trail of her fingers to her mouth.

She popped the tiny globe into her mouth…and damn if she didn’t swallow it.


Chapter 2
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Paris shuddered with embarrassment. Oh God. Oh Lord. Please say she hadn’t just done that.

She’d been so panicked when she’d seen him first glance at her paper. The answer she had written. An answer she’d never intended to share. There’d never been any consideration that someone else would read it. Of course Jenna. But then she already knew.

The thought of anyone else knowing…she struggled to control her breathing. Closing her eyes, she took one deep breath, then a second one. It was impossible to have a panic attack here, she didn’t dare. She hadn’t had one in a long time…

A shadow fell across her face. A heavy hand landed on her shoulder. “Are you okay?” asked a deep rolling male voice.

Opening her eyes in a flash, she knew before she saw that it was him.

Her gaze widened and she swallowed. Finally, she managed to nod and whisper, “Yes, thank you.”

Hard eyes stared down at her, studying her. As though he was looking into the very heart of her. Quickly, her eyes slammed closed before he could see too much.

See the guilty stain on her soul. Sense the vast emptiness inside.

“Hey, take it easy.”

The fingers on her shoulders squeezed gently. The warmth of his touch pulsed through her and she took another breath.

“Okay,” she said, nodding as she opened her eyes and gave him a lopsided grin. “Believe it or not, I’m trying to.”

“Try harder.” That tone said do it. No excuses. And something about it worked. She straightened up, gave him a small nod of thanks, and glanced down at her paper. The paper was destroyed, ripped to shreds. “Wow, I really didn’t like that question.”

Her neighbor barked with laughter.

“Or you liked it so well, you had to taste it,” he teased.

Without any malice or jeering in his tone, she took no offense. “A hang-up from my childhood,” she admitted.

“Good thing the rest of the questions are fine then,” he said, startling a laugh out of her.

“Paris and Weaver.”

They both turned to face Jenna standing beside them.

“Sorry,” Paris rushed to say, “I wasn’t paying attention.”

Jenna’s sharp eyes landed on Paris’s face. Her mouth opened as if to say something but she held back. Then she switched her gaze to Weaver and gave him a small nod.

And it was that nod that Paris really wanted to understand.

Because it was a small satisfied nod, as if she was happy with a decision he’d made. And what decision that was, Paris couldn’t begin to fathom. Still, Jenna’s arrival was enough to help Paris rebalance and get back on track.

Then Jenna’s gaze widened as she stared at something on the table. Paris groaned silently. Her damn worksheet. Shoulders slumped, she opened her mouth to explain when Jenna said, “If you two could come to the back with me now, please.”

And she turned and walked away.

Paris was confused for a moment, but she got up, reached for her paper, and realized it was gone.

As she spun around searching for it, she saw Weaver, and what a different name that was, hold out a small square of paper.

Stretching her hand out to accept it, she suddenly realized it was her worksheet now folded so the rips didn’t show – into a perfect little star.

She laughed. “Thanks.”

“No problem.” He motioned behind her. “Let’s go. Jenna is waiting.”
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He waited for her to stumble to her feet and race to the back of the room. To get away from him? Or to get to Jenna faster? If so, she was the only one. All the other attendees had dragged their feet.

In his mind, he was taking notes on her character. While doing his masters in psychology, he’d learned, seen many interesting people, and heard fascinating cases. All of the bits and pieces of various personalities that made them the whole of who they were. Through these cases, he began to understand how events in life disintegrated the calm exterior of some and shattered the interior of others. Coping skills were as wide and varied as the people and the catastrophic event in their lives were.

Though he’d studied cases, attended cases as an observer, and had read widely, he’d yet to touch the tip of what made people tick. Jenna had a special touch. Partly why he’d attended so many lectures. To try and understand how she’d achieved the results she had from her workshops.

He wasn’t sure what he was going to do with his degree. Something useful he hoped. But he couldn’t do what Jenna did, and neither could he work in the hospitals where so many people needed help. He wasn’t at the point of helping others yet.

Maybe down the road that could be an option but, he knew how quickly his own buttons could get pushed. Even after years of working on his own crap. There was a buffer layer between the buttons and reality, but somehow being at the hospital, working with patients, and dealing with major psychological issues made that cushion thin like nothing else. He always felt exposed when he was there. As if he wore a sign that made it clear he was exactly the same as they were. That they shouldn’t look to him for help.

It crossed his mind that most people finishing their degrees felt ineffective in facing the world, afraid the world might expect them to have answers now that the initial stages of schooling were complete.

That’s one thing he did know – he was short on answers.

“Weaver?”

Startled, he looked over at Jenna, who was waiting for him. When she motioned to the seat beside him, he realized he’d stopped beside the two women and had stood lost in thought while they waited for him to sit.

What an idiot. With an apologetic smile, he sat.

“Now that you are both here…” she waited and gave Weaver a brief smile, “I wanted to go over the project you’ll both take part in.” He started. No, that hadn’t been part of the deal. Already having agreed to write, a paper, he didn’t want to have to take part in the week-long activity. How was he going to find time to do both?

Yeah, he wasn’t. So Paris could do the project while he did his paper. Sounded fair to him, but somehow he didn’t think it would be that easy.

“Normally I assign a specific challenge to a two-person team…” She broke off and shuffled papers on her desk. “In your case, Paris, you have specific issues that you need to resolve, and I may have a way forward for you. In Weaver’s case, he’s dealing with the opposite side of the same coin, in a more minor way.”

Weaver looked at Jenna then switched to see an odd expression whisper across Paris’s face.

Cautiously, Weaver asked, “And what coin is that, exactly?”

A knowing smile in her gaze startled him as much as her answer. She said, “Justice.”


Chapter 3
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Justice?

Paris couldn’t stop the shaking that threatened to overtake her body. Was there ever a word that scared her more? The police had cleared her, she had not been charged. In fact, she’d been praised for her quick actions, her quick thinking. For saving her brother. But somehow inside she knew she was going to pay for what she’d done. It was a dark shadow that hung over her – all the time. Waiting for someone to know a miscarriage of justice had been done and finally take her into custody.

The thoughts, the fears, overtook everything. It was almost more than she could bear. No amount of reassurance from the police, social workers, or any of the numerous therapists she’d gone to removed the fear – she knew the truth. She was guilty.

One day the specter in her life – Justice – was going to prevail.

And then there was Constable Barry Delaney. His words – his warning. Something she’d never forget.

“Justice is easy,” Weaver said, snapping her back to the present as he quoted. “There are no two sides to that coin. Black is black and white is white. Right and wrong are easy to sort out.”

Paris glanced over at him, still shaken by the conversation. Could he really be so naïve? Was anything in life that cut and dried?

“You’re spouting lecture notes of our esteemed Professor Marshal Henniker, I presume,” Jenna said with a laugh.

“You don’t believe him,” Weaver challenged, a glint in his eye.

“I know Henniker actively incites debates in his lectures, but he doesn’t believe it either. However, as a teaching tool, it is effective in gaining student participation.”

“I can imagine,” Paris muttered under her breath. At the sharp look from Weaver, she pinched her lips together and stared back.

“You don’t believe in Justice?” he asked mockingly.

“Of course,” she said smoothly. “However, there are definite shades of gray in that argument.”

He gave a half snort. “Whatever.”

Jenna grinned. “So now you two can work out your project.” She stood.

“Wait, what?” Paris asked. “What project? You haven’t said anything about what we’re supposed to do.” The panicky part of her that was screaming for detailed instructions was something she hated. Steps to follow, so she wouldn’t stray off the path or wander aimlessly and get nothing done. It wasn’t that she needed to be micromanaged, but she did need to know what was required of her.

The thought of not knowing made her sick to her stomach. Things needed to be laid out in front of her. Expectations clearly defined. So she didn’t do it wrong. So she didn’t end up in trouble.

So she didn’t fail.

“You’ll figure it out,” Jenna said cheerfully.

“No, wait,” Paris said, a hint of panic in her voice. “We don’t know anything about what the project is supposed to accomplish. Why do we need to do a project in the first place?” she asked in what she hoped was a reasonable tone. Inside, her stomach twisted. There needed to be more direction, more to work with here. Didn’t Jenna see that?

Jenna sat down again, studying Paris’s face intently.

Paris flinched. Damn it.

“You’re here to heal. You’re here to grow past an issue that is impeding your growth. You’re here to leave it behind and move forward as the strong, capable, caring woman you truly are.” Then she smiled that beautiful smile that was like a radiant hug and added, “So a project where you actively work on this issue is the best way forward. It doesn’t have to be about Justice, but it should be related.”

And she got up, turned, and added, “Oh, and there is no right or wrong way to do this. In other words, you can’t fail.” With another beautiful smile, she left.

Paris watched her leave before glancing around the room. Everyone had someone. They were all talking in pairs, discussing their projects, their plans.

She was lost. Adrift, when she needed an anchor.

Weaver shifted in his chair until he was directly in front of her view, effectively blocking out the others. “So what would you like to do?”

Her gaze widened. How had she forgotten she wasn’t alone? Weaver was her partner for this project. Instantly she felt better. “I have no idea.”

“About justice. And it’s to help you grow past your issues.”

“My issues?” For some reason, that superior tone of voice maybe, his comment made her back bristle. “What about your issues?”

He opened his mouth, then thought better of it and slumped back into his chair.

“Yeah, I thought so.” She glared at him.

“She said we were on opposite sides of the coin and we supposedly both have some work to do in that area, so really given what little she said, we need to find a way back to the middle instead of being on one side or the other,” he said thoughtfully. “Not that it’s an easy thing to do. How about how Justice has transformed our lives?”

Instead of answering him, she studied his face as he pondered the issue. Why was he here? Everyone in Jenna’s classes were the same as she was, in need and broken in some way. Weaver looked out of place. Like he should be the lecturer, not the attendee. As if he had nothing to get over. Nothing to gain from being here. Except everyone did.

Even him.

She smiled. He just didn’t know it yet.
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What was her problem? Weaver tried to watch unobtrusively as Paris’s lips twitched. As if she knew something he didn’t. He narrowed his gaze at her.

As she looked around and then glanced back at him, he stood and watched her. Everything about her made her appear lost. Well, he for one was damn hungry. They’d been last or second to last in terms of getting their assignment and as assignments went, it was a complete dud. He should know, he’d just completed years of them. “Let’s have lunch and discuss our options.”

“Options?” she asked cautiously.

He wanted to smile but wasn’t sure what her caution stemmed from and didn’t want her to think he was making fun of her. Stepping aside, he motioned her to go ahead of him out of the lecture room. The other participants were collecting their belongings and starting to meander in the direction of the doorway. If they got to the restaurant first, he’d have a decent chance of being served faster.

“Options for the project.”

“Oh.” And damn if her footsteps didn’t slow. With a gentle hand at her lower back, he nudged her forward slightly. “Let’s grab a table while we still can. The group is coming behind us.”

His steady touch propelled her forward to the hallway. He’d intended to remove his hand from her long lean back as soon as they were moving in the right direction, but something held his hand where it was, gently stroking the long lean muscles on the side of her spine. He desperately wanted to stretch out his fingers and explore the long ribs so tantalizingly close or drift around and see if his eyesight was as good as he thought it was at measuring her tiny waist. She had a yoga body and appeared muscled and fit. On one hand he yearned to know more about her, but at the same time knew her story would tug at his heartstrings and was better left alone.

He didn’t do heartstrings.

He’d seen so much pain, death, and anguish, he knew he was better off alone, at least for now.

That way his buttons couldn’t get pushed.

He also knew Jenna would have fun with him on her shrink couch. Sure, he’d come a long way, but that didn’t mean there wasn’t room for him to still travel down that road back to normal.

Yet, he’d come far enough to feel comfortable in his own skin. And comfortable enough that he didn’t want to change that state again. Change hurt.

The frailty of the human condition was something he understood well.

And he didn’t want to crash and burn. Rebuilding was hard. It took a long time. He had a lot of respect for those working on their own issues. But he’d made it to a point of not having to do more. It was possible to stop here at this stage if he wanted to. He’d done enough. He was good now.

Resetting his attention on Paris, he noticed her wispy long hair and super clean nails with the ragged edges. Her fingernails had ragged edges. He wondered at the familiarity he now recognized, the general look to her. Then he knew. It shouldn’t have taken him so long. After all, he’d met many of them.

“You’re a nurse.”

She spun. “What?” Her voice squeaked out just the one shocked word.

His eyebrows shot up. Interesting response.

“I’m sorry; I didn’t mean to get personal. It just occurred to me that you look like a nurse.”

Her eyes darkened as she stared at him, taking a step back. They’d been hazel, but damn if they didn’t look green now. She muttered something under her breath and turned away, almost racing toward the restaurant now.

Skittish, like a colt, he thought to himself, content to follow at a slower pace, wondering at the woman in front of him. She was an enigma.

And he was fascinated.


Chapter 4
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What the hell was wrong with her? Weaver was just another man. She worked with dozens of them. Most were decent, hardworking, take-their-paychecks-home-to-the-family kind of guys. There were a few players. Nurses were notorious for getting hit upon. It had been a joke in college with the engineers. As if they were a natural pairing. The guys had certainly believed it. As nurses had been generally pretty, compassionate, and nice people, they’d always been popular. If you knew one nurse and invited her to a party, then everyone hoped she’d bring her fellow students.

Paris got along with all the men at work, but she never got involved with any. She loved her job and would never do anything to jeopardize it. Her focus at work was babies. Mothers and babies. But mostly babies. Even being here for the week was pulling at her, making her worried about the patients she’d left behind. She trusted her coworkers; they were a brilliant team of specialists and cared about the patients as much as she did.

But nothing compared to the joy of the babies themselves. She adored them and wanted a half dozen but knew realistically two or three were more reasonable. Even if she couldn’t have them herself. There were many babies out there needing someone to love them. And love was something she had in abundance. When the time was right, she would adopt.

Right now, though, she wasn’t ready.

That was partly why she was here.

To become ready. To deal with her failures. Her belief she didn’t deserve more. To deal with her lacks. Come to terms with the things in her life she could never have. Never experience. Adjust to her situation. To the injustice of it.
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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 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.


Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

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

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

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

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

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

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